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Tbe reckless chauffeur and his ma
chine are soon parted. 

Humanity gets Its moneys worth 
out of the bathing suit 

Lots of people never thought or nur-
ryiog until they got a fast motor oar. 

So far no one has been acoused of 
mortgaging the home to buy an aero
plane. 

Wireless telegraphy begins to rival 
chloroform In the alleviation of dis
tress. 

There is no truth In the rumor that 
the backbone of winter has been 
mended. 

Those Zeppelin airships have to be 
handled more delicately than a pet 
rhinoceros. 

Air sickness Is an affliction that has 
come with tho flying machine. "Stand 
from under." 

That celebrated expert, the katydid, 
was not so far off In Its long-distance 
weather prediction. ^'r' 

There Is to be an eclipse of the 
pnoon In November. And undoubtedly 
•others, not of the moon f '' 

People have such a habit of crowd
ing around a broken-down automobile 
aa If they were glad of it 8M br 5 J 

An Ohio Judge has ruled that a pret-
nel Is not a dangerous weapon. Now 
for a Judicial opinion concerning Wien
erwurst 

The summer Is about over. We no
tice that the society column says "has 
•returned" oftener than "has sailed" 
nowadays. 

A Washington girl strangled a mad 
'dog with her bare hands. What 
couldn't she have done with the 
Cloves on! 

"Heavy hogs are slow and weak," 
•nys a market report, but common ex
perience proves that sometimes they 

, don't act that way. 

* King George wants all the British 
army officers to wear mustaches, 
which Is one way of getting soldier* 
with stiff upper lips. 

A New York man committed suicide 
for the purpose of giving his wife a 
chance to get a better husband. She 
will not have to look far. 

The kaiser haB a new palace, ma
king 61 In all. Private millionaires, 
even In America, have their work cut 
out for them if they mean to travel at 
that pace. 

. A man has been found starving 
himself because he feared the end of 
the world was at hand. There muBt 
be such a thing as the rash bravery 
of cowardice. 

A New York woman declares that 
"Tte income Is like a reputation—It 

mart be lived up to. That Is true, but 
it mfekes some difference as to how 
one lives up to It 

New Jersey has a college graduate 
100 years old. Maybe he can tell us 
who originated that modem Jest of 
leading the college president's cow to 
the top floor of the dormitory. 

A London newspaper announces that 
Swift's idea of wit was all wrong. 
Next thing London will probably in
form us that ShakeBpeare didn't know 
anything about writing plays. 

A man who has become Involved In 
trouble' because he married three 
women In three months sets up the 
claim that he Is Insane. Some mar
ried men are mean enough to believe 
him. 

A lawyer In Chicago has flgured 
that the Fourth of July really comes 
on August 4. If he wants to do some
thing really worth while, let him fig
ure that moving day comes on Febru
ary 30. 

Firemen in New Hampshire prevent
ed a suicide by playing the hose on a 
man determined to cut his throat) 
There is nothing like cold water to 
bring emotionalism of any kind down 
to a common-sense basis. 

While people over here have been 
sizzling In the heat, France has been 
•ufferlng from thunder storms, gales 
and unseasonably cold weather. In 
the village of Bonneville, near St. 
Etlenne, the local postman, who goes 
his rounds In a blouse and carries an 
umbrella, was caught by the gale the 
other day and blown nearly half a 
mile. He came safely to earth again, 
but he lost all his letters. That ought 
to cure him of the umbrella habit. 

It Is said that Edison has Invented 
an automatic talking machine to ac
company the moving pictures. The 
only thing remaining is for the wizard 
to invent an automatic silencing ma
chine for the campaign orator and a 
few others. 

Out in California some of the peo
ple have begun fasting for six weeks, 
hoping that at tbe end of that time 
they will to heaven. Even If they fall 
to go to heaven they will probably 
have saved enough to make earth 
•eem pretty heavenly. 

Canadian chemist has found out 
how to transmute copper into iron. 
Which reminds us that almost any 
scheme for making money works well 
backwards. 

New Jersey wants Edison to turn 
awhile from his other Inventions and 
do something to bring about the ex
termination of the mosquito. New 
Jersey can hardly be blamed for ma
king .the suggestion; but Edison Is 
getting along In years and cannot be 
expected to begin a Job that would 

xbe likely to last a lifetime. 

feA Pittsburg woman was badly hurt 
while trying to skate In a hobble skirt. 
Pittsburg continues to be this coun
try's leading horrible example fsr-
nlsher. 

Jl New Jersey young man, while a 
cabin boy on an ocean steamer, saved 
a young woman, who proved to be aa 
heiress, from being swept overboard 
and then married her. Cabin boys 
are. expected for a while to outrank 
chauffeurs, as the latter outclassed 
coachmen, in tbe affections of su» 
ceptlble young heiresses. 
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At a private view of the Chatworth per
sonal estate, to be sold at auction, the 
Chatworth ring mysteriously disappears. 
Harry Cressy, who was present, describes 
the ring to hla fiancee. Flora Qllsey, and 
her chaperon, Mrs. Clara Brltton, as be
ing like a heathen god, with a beautiful 
sapphire set In the head. Flora discov
ers an unfamiliar mood In Harry, espe
cially when the ring Is discussed. She 
attends "ladles' night" at the club and 
meets Mr. Kerr, an Englishman. It comes 
out that the missing ring has been known 
as the Crew IdoL 

CHAPTER II.—-Continued. 

Flora had a bewildered feeling that 
this Judicial summing up of facts 
wasn't the sort of thing the evening 
had led up to. She couldn't see, If 
this was what It amounted to, why 
Harry bad changed his mind about 
telling them at the dinner table. She 
could not even understand where this 
belonged in the march of events in 
their story, but Clara took It up, 
clipped It out, and fltted it into Its 
place. 

"Then there will be pressure— 
enormous pressure, brought to bear 
to recover It?" 

"Oh-o-oh!" Buller drew out the syl
lable with unctuous relish. "They'll 
rip the town Inside out They'll do 
worse. There'll be a string of detect
ive* across the country—yes, and at 
intervals to China—so tight you 
couldn't step from Kalamazoo to Osh-
kosh without running Into one. The 
thing Is too big to be covered. The 
chap who took It will play a lone 
game; and to do that—Lord knows 
there aren't many who could—to do 
that he'd have to be a—a—" 

"Farrell Wand?" Flora flung It out 
as a challenge among theBe prosaic 
people; but the effect of It was even 
sharper than she had expected. She 
fancied she saw them all start; that 
Harry squared himself, that Kerr met 
It as It he swallowed It with almost 
a facial grimace; that Judge Buller 
blinked It hart In the face—the most 
bothered of the lot He came at It 
first In word*. 

"Farrell Wand?" He felt it over, as 
If, like a doubtful coin, It might have 
rung false. "Now, what did I know 
of Farrell Wand?" 

"Farrell Wand?" Kerr took it up 
rapidly. "Why, he waB the great John
nie who went through the Scotland 
Yard men at Perth In '94, and got off. 
Don't you remember? He took a 
great assortment of things under the 
most peculiar circumstances—took the 
Tllton emeralds off Lady TUton's neck 
at St James'." 

"Why, Harry, you—" Flora began. 
"You told us that," was what she had 
meant to say, but Harry stopped her. 
Stopped her Just with a look, with a 
nod; but It was as If had shaken his 
head at her. His tawny laBhes, half 
dropped over watching eyeB, gave him 
more than ever the look of a great, 
•till cat; a domestic, good-humored 
cat, but in sight of legitimate prey. 
Her eyes went back to Kerr with a 
sense of bewilderment. His voice was 
still going on, expansively, brilliantly. 
Juggling his subject. 

"He knew them all, the big-wigs up 
In Parliament, the big-wigs on 'change, 
the little duchesses in Mayfalr, and 
they all liked him, asked him, dined 
him, and—great Scott, they paid! 
Paid in hereditary jewels, or the 
•hock to their decency when the thing 
came out—but, poor devil, so did he!" 

And through it all Buller gloomed 
unsmiling, with out-thrust underllp. 

"No, no," he said slowly, "that's 
not my connection with Farrell Wand. 
What happened afterward. What did 
they do with him?" 

Kerr was silent, and Flora thought 
his face seemed suddenly at its sharp
est 

It was Clara who answered with an
other question. "Didn't he get to the 
colonies? Didn't he die there?" 

Judge Buller caught It with a snap 
of his fingers. "Got it!" he triumph
ed, and the two men turned square 
npon him. "They ran him to earth In 
Australia. That was the year I was 
there—'96. I got a snapshot of him 
at the time." 

It was now the whole table that 
turned on him, and Flora felt, with 
that unanimous movement, something 
crucial, the something that she had 
been waiting for; and yet she could 
In no way connect It with what had 
happened, nor understand why Clara, 
why Harry, why Kerr above all should 
be so alert. For more than all he 
looked expectant, poised, and rea^y 
for whatever was coming. 

"What sort of a chap?" he mused 
and fixed the Judge a moment with 
the same stare that Flora remember
ed to have first confronted her. 

"What sort? Sort of a criminal," 
the judge smiled. "They all look 
alike." 

"Still," Clara suggested, "such a 
man could hardly have been or-
tinary—" 

"In the chain-gang—oh, yes," said 
Buller with conviction. 

"Oh! Then the picture wasn't 
worth anything?" 

"Why, no," Buller admitted slowly, 
"though, come to think of it, it wasn't 
the chain-gang either. They were 
taking him aboard the ship. The 
crowd was so thick I hardly saw him, 
and—only got one shot at him. But 
the name was a queer one. It stuck 
In my mind." 

"But then," Clara Insisted, "what 
bscame of him?" 

"Oh, gave them the slip," the Judge 
chuckled. "He always did. Reported 
to have changed ships in mid-ocean. 
Hal, is that another bottle?" 

Harry stretched his hand for it, but 
It stayed suspended—and, for an in
stant, It seemed as if the whole table 
waited expectant. Had Buller's cam
era caught the clear face of Farrell 
Wand, or only a dim figure? Flora 
wondered If that was the question 
Harry wanted to ask. He wanted— 
and yet he nesitated, as If he did not 

qn*e dare touch It He laughed and 
filled the glasses. He had dropped 
his question, and there was no one at 
the table who seemed ready to put 
another. 

And yet there were questions there, 
in all the eyes, but some impassable 
barrier seemed to have come between 
these eager people, and what, for In
calculable reasons, they so much 
wanted to know. It was not the geni
al indifference with which Buller had 
dropped the subject for the approach
ing bottle. It seemed rather their 
own timidity that withheld them from 
touching this subject which at every 
turn produced upon some one of the 
eager three some fresh startling effect 
the others could not understand. They 
were restless; Clara notably, even 
under her calm. 

Flora knew she was not giving up 
the quest of Farrell Wand, but only 
setting It aside with her unfailing' 
thrift, which saved everything. But 
why, in this case? And Harry, who had 
been so merry with the mystery at 
dinner—why had he suddenly tried to 
suppress her, to want to ignore the 
whole business; why had he hesitated 
over his question, and Anally let It 
fall? And why, above all, was Kerr 
so brilliantly talking to Ella, In the 
same way he had begun at Flora her
self? Talking at Ella as If he hardly 
saw her, but like some magician fling
ing out a brilliant train of pyrotech
nics to hypnotize the senses, before 
he proceeds with hlB trick. And the 
way Ella was looking at him—her be
wildered alacrity, the way she strug
gled with that was being so rapidly 
shot at her—appeared to Flora the 
prototype of her own struggle to un
derstand what reality these appear
ances around her could possibly 
shadow. 

Often enough In the crowds she 
moved among she had .felt herself 
lonely and not wondered at it But 
now and here, sitting among her close, 
intimate circle, her friends and her 
lover. It seemed like a horrible obses
sion—yet it was true. As clear aa if 
It had been shown her In a revelation 
she saw herself absolutely alone. 

CHAPTER III. * 

Encounters on Parade 
Flora, before the mirror, gayly stab

bing in her long hat-pins, confessed to 
herself that last night had been queer, 
as queer as queer could be; but this 
morning, luckily, was. real again. Her 
fancy last night had—yes, she was 
afraid It really had—run away with 
her. And she turned and held the 
hand-mirror high, to be sure of the 
line of her tilted hat, gave a touch to 
the turn of her wide, close belt, a flirt 
to the frills of her bodice. 

The wind was lightly ruflling and 
puffing out the muslin curtains of the 
windows, and from the garden below 
came the long silvery clash of euca
lyptus leaves. She leaned on the 
high window-ledge to look downward 
over red roofs, over terraced green, 
over steep streets running abruptly 
to the broken blue of the bay. She 
tried to fancy how Kerr would look 
In this morning sun. He seemed to 
belong only beneath the high arti
ficial lights, In the thicker atmosphere 
of evening. Would he return again, 
with renewed potency, with the same 
singular, almost sinister charm, as a 
wizard who .works his will only by 
moonlight? When she should see him 
again, what, she wondered, would be 
his extraordinary mood? 

It was Clara, standing at the foot of 
the stairs, who belonged to the morn
ing, BO brisk, so fresh, so practical 
she appeared. She held a book In her 
hand. The door, open for her Imme
diate departure, showed, beyond the 
descent of marble steps, the landau 
glistening black against white pave
ments. It was unusual for this formal 
vehicle' to put in an appearance so 
early. 

"I am going to 'drive over to the 
Purdies'," Clara explained. "I have an 
errand there." 

Flora smiled at the thought of how 
many persons would be having er
rands to the Purdies' now. It was re
freshing to catch Clara in this weak
ness. She felt a throb of it herself 
when she recalled the breathless mo
ment at the supper table last even
ing. "Oh, that will be a heavenly 
drive," she said. "Please ask me to 
go with you. My errand can wait." 

"Why, certainly. I should like to 
have you," said Clara./ But If she had 
returned a flat "no," flora would not 
have had a dryer sense of unwelcome. 
Still, she had gone too far to retreat. 

Mischievous reflections of the doc
trine the Englishman had startled her 
with the night before flickered in her 
mind as they drove from the door. 
Was this part of "the big red game," 
not being accommodating, nor so very 
polite? The streets were still wet 
with early fog, and, turning in at the 
Presidio gate, the cypresses dripped 
dankly on their heads, and hung out 
cobwebs pearled with dew. She was 
sure, even under their drippings, that 
the "damnable dust" was alive. 

Down tbe broad slopes that were 
swept by the drive all was green to 
the water's edge. The long line of 
barracks, the officers' quarters, the 
great parade-ground, set in the fiat 
land between hills and bay, looked 
like a child's toy, pretty and little. 
They heard the note of a bugle, thin 
and sliver clear, and they could see 
the tiny figures mustering; but In her 
preoccupation It did not occur to 
Flora that they were arriving just In 
time for parade. But when the car
riage had crossed the viaduct,' and 
swung them past the acacias, and 
around the last white curve Into the 
white dust of the parade-ground, Clara 
turned, as if with a fresh idea. 

"Wouldn't you like to stop and 
watch it?" 

"Why, yes," Flora assented. The 
brilliance of light and color, tbe pre
cision of movement, the sound of the 
brasses under the open sky were an 
Intermezzo in harmony with her spir
ited mood. 

The carriage stopped under the 
scanty shadow of trees that bordered 
the walk to the officers' quarters. 
Clara, book in hand, alertly roBe. 
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"Harry, I Believe You Are Out Here About the Crew Idol, Too." 

"I'll just run up to the Purdies' and 
leave this," she said. 

"Then she really did want to be rid 
of me," Flora mused, as she watched 
the brisk back moving away; "and 
how beautifully she has done It!" 
Her eyes followed Clara's little figure 
retreating up tfie neat and narrow 
board walk, to where it disappeared 
In overarching depths of eucalyptus 
trees. Further on, beyond the trees, 
two figures, smaller than Clara's In 
their greater distance, were coming 
down. Flora almost grinned as she 
recognized the large linen umbrella 
that Mrs. Purdie invariably carried 
when abroad in the reservation, and 
presently the trim and bounding fig
ure of Mrs. Purdie herself, under it. 
The Purdies were coming down to 
parade—at least Mrs. Purdie was. But 
the tall figure beside her—that waB 
not the major. She took up her lorgnon 
It was—no It could not be—yet surely 
It was Harry! Lazy Harry, up and 
out, and squiring Mrs. Purdie to the 
review at half-past ten in the morn
ing! "Are we all mad?" Flora 
thought. 

The three little figures, the one go
ing up, the two coming down, touched 
opposite fringes of the grove—disap
peared within it On which side 
would they come out together? Flora 
wondered. They emerged on her side 
with Harry a little In advance. He 
came swinglngly down the walk 
straight toward her, and across the 
road to the carriage, his hat lifted, his 
hand out 

"Well, Flora," he said, "this is 
luck!" 

"What in the world has got you out 
so early?" she rallied him. 

'Came out to see Purdie on busi
ness, and here you are all ready to 
drive me back." 

"That's your reward." 
He brushed his handkerchief over 

his damp forehead. "Well, there's one 
coming to me, for I haven't found 
Purdie." 

Her eyes were dancing with mis
chief. "Harry, I believe you're out 
here about the Crew Idol, too!" / 

He shook his head at her, smiling. 
"I wouldn't talk too much about that, 
Flora. It flicks poor Purdie on the 
raw every time that—" His sentence 
trailed off Into something elBe, for 
Mrs. Purdie and Clara had come up. 

The book had changed hands, to
gether, evidently, with several expla
nations, >nd Mrs. Purdie, with her 
foot on the carriage step, waB ready 
to make one of these over again. 

"The major'U be so sorry. He's 
gone In town. It's so unusual for him 
to get off at this hour, but he said he 
had to catch a man. As Mrs. Brltton 
and I were saying, he's likely to be 
very busy until this dreadful affair Is 
straightened out If you can only 
wait a little longer, Mr. Cressy," she 
went on, "I am expecting him every 
moment." 

"Oh, it's of no importance," said 
Harry, but he looked at his watch 
with a fold between his brows, and 
then at the car that was coming In. 

"Well, at least, you'll have time to 
Bee the parade," said Mrs. Purdie. "I 
always think it's a pretty sight, 
though most of the women get tired 
of It." 

Clara's face showed that she be
longed to the latter class; but Flora, 
too keenly attuned to sounds and 
sights not to be swayed by outward 
circumstances, was content for the 
time to watch, In the cloud of dust, 
the wheeling pfatoons and rhythmic 
columns. 

Yet through all—even when she was 
not looking at him—she was aware of 
Harry's restlessness, of his impa
tience; and as the last company 
swung barrackward, and the cloud 
began to settle over the empty field, 
he snapped his watchcase smartly, 
and remarked, "Still no major." 

"Why, there he Is now!" Mrs. Pur
die screamed, pointing across the pa
rade ground. 

Flora looked. Half-way down on 

the adjoining side of the parallelo
gram, back toward her, the redoubt
able Kerr was standing. She recog
nized him on the instant, as if he 
were the most familiar figure in her 
life. Yet she was more surprised to 
see him here than she had been to see 
Harry. She felt Inclined to rub her 
eyes. It took a moment for her tp 
realize that his companion was Indeed 
Maj. Purdie. 

The major had recognized his wife's 
signaling umbrella. Now he turned 
toward It, but Kerr, with a quick mo
tion of hand toward hat, turned in the 
opposite direction. In her mind Flora 
was with the major who ran after 
him. The two men "stood for a little, 
expostulating. Then both walked to
ward the landau and the linen um
brella. 

The carriage group waited, watch
ing with flagging conversation, which 
finally fell Into silence. But the two 
approaching strolled easily and talked. 
Even in cold daylight Kerr still gave 
Flora the Impression that the open 
was not big enough to hold him, but 
she saw a difference In his mood, a 
graver eye, a colder mouth, and when 
he finally greeted them, a manner that 
was brusk. It showed uncivil beside 
the major's urbanity. 

The major was glad, very glad, to 
see them all. He was evidently also a 
little flurried. He seemed to know 
they had all met Kerr before. Had It 
been' at the moment of his attempted 
departure that Kerr had told him. 
Flora wondered? And had he given 
them as his excuse for going away? 
It hurt her; though why should she be 
hurt because a stranger had not 
wanted to cross the parade-ground to 
shake hands with her? He was less 
Interested In her than he was in Har
ry, at whom he had looked keenly. 

But Harry's nervousness had left 
him, now that Purdie was within his 
reach. He returned the glance indif
ferently. He stood close to the major 
—his hand on his shoulder. The ma
jor, with • his bland blue eyes twin
kling from Clara to Flora, seemed the 
only man ready > to devote himself to 
the service of the ladles. 

"And what's the news from the 
front?" said Clara gayly. Kerr gave 
gave her a rapid glance; but the ma
jor blinked as if the allusion had got 
by him. 

"I mean the mystery—the Chat
worth ring," she explained. ' 

"No news whatever, my dear MrB. 
Brltton." 

She smiled. "We're all rather in
terested in the mystery. Flora has 
made a dozen romances about it" 

"Oh, yes, yes," said the major Indul
gently. "It will do for young ladies 
to make romances about. It'll be a 
two days' wonder, and then you'll sud
denly find out It's something very 
tame Indeed." 

"Why, have they fixed the suspic
ion?" said Clara. 

There was a restless movement 
from Kerr. 

"No, no, nothing of that sort," said 
the major quickly. 

Harry passed his hand through his 
arm. "May I see you for five min
utes, major?" 

The excellent major looked har
assed. 

"Suppose we all step up to the 
house," he suggested. "Why, you're 
not going, man?" he objected, for 
Kerr had fallen back a step, and, with 
lifted bat and balanced cane, was sig
naling his farewells. 

"Do let us go up to the houBe," said 
Clara. "And Mrs. Purdie, won't you 
drive up with me? Flora wants to 
walk." 

Flora stood up. She had a confused 
Impression that she had expressed no 
such desire, and that there was room 
for three In the landau; but the men 
tal Bhove that Clara had administered 
gave her an Impetus that carried her 
out of the carriage before she realized 
what she was about 

Harry was already moving off up 
the board walk with the major. The 

carriage was turning. Kerr looked 
at the backs of the two women being 
driven away, and then at Flora. "Very 
good," he said, raising her parasol; 
"you are the deposed heir, and I am 
your faithful servant." 

"But indeed I do want to walk," she 
Protested, a little shy at the way he 
read her case. 

"But you diSu't think of it until she 
gave you the suggestion, eh?" he 
quizzed. 

Her cheeks were lot behind her 
thin veil. They were strolling slowly 
up the board walk, and for a moment 
she could not look at him. She could 
only listen to the flutter of the fringes 
of the parasol carried above her head. 
She felt herself small and stupid. She 
could not understand what he Could 
see In her to come back to. Then she 
gave a side glance at him. She saw 
an unsmiling profile. The lines in his 
face were indeed extraordinary, but 
none was hard. She liked that won
derful mobility that had survived the 
batterings of experience. 

As If he were conscious of her eyes, 
he looked down and smiled; but 
vaguely. He did not speak; and she 
was aware that It was at her appear
ance he had smiled, as if that only 
reached him through his preoccupa
tion and pleased him. 

But what waB he thinking about so 
seriously between those smiling 
glances? Not her problem, she was 
sure. 

They had almost reached the ma
jor's gate, and It was now or never to 
find out what he thought of her. She 
looked up at him suddenly, with in
quiring eyes. 

"Do you think I am weak?" she de
manded. , 

The lines of his face broke up Into 
laughter. "No," he said, "I think you 
are misplaced." 

She knitted her browB in perplexity, 
but his hand was on the white picket 
gate, and she had to walk through it 
ahead of him as he set it open for 
her. 

Of their party only the two women 
were in sight waiting on the diminu
tive veranda. Clara had a mild do
mestic appearance, rocking there be
hind the potted geraniums. All the 
windows were open Into the little 
shell of a house. Trunks still stood 
In the hall, though the Purdies had 
been quartered at the Presidio for 
nine months. 

In this easy atmosphere, how waB 
it that the thread of restraint ran BO 
sharply defined? Clara and Mrs. Pur
die were matching crewels; and, sit
ting on the top step Flora instructed 
Kerr as to the composition of the 
tropical glacier they were drinking. 
Ten girls had probably so Instructed 
htm before, but it would do to fill up 
the gap. 

Like a stone plumped into a pool 
the major and Harry re-entered this 
stagnation. They were brisk and 
buoyant. Harry, especially, had the 
air of a man who sees stimulating 

business before him. Immediately all 
talked at once. 

"Now that we've got you here, you 
must aU stay to luncheon," Mrs. Pur-
die determined. 

It looked aa if they were about to 
accept her Invitation unanimously, but 
Harry demurred. He had to be at 
Montgomery street and Jackson by 
one o'clock. "I hoped," he added, 
glancing at Flora, "that some one was 
to drive me—part of the way, at 
least" 

Flora, with an unruly sense of dis
appointment, yet opened her lipB for 
the courteous answer. But Clara was 
quicker. She rose. 

. "Yes," she Bald, "I'll drive you back 
with pleasure." 

Harry's glimmer of annoyance was 
comic. 

"I have to be at the house for lunch
eon," Clara explained to her hostess 
as she buttoned her glove, "but there 
is no reason why Flora shouldn't 
stay." 

"Oh, I should love to," Flora mur
mured, not knowing whether she was 

.more embarrassed or pleased at this 
high-handed dispensation which placed 
her where she wanted to be. 

But the way Clara bad leaped at 
her opportunity! Flora looked curi
ously at Harry. 

He seemed uneasy at being pounced 
upon, but that might be merely be
cause be was balked of a tete-a-tete 
with herself. For while Clara went 
on to the gate with their hostess he 
lingered a moment with Flora. 

"May I see yo& to-night?" 
"All you have to do Is to come." 
She gave him an oblique, upward 

glance, and had a pleasant sense of 
power in seeing his face relax and 
smile. She had a dance for that even
ing; but Bhe thruBt it aside without 
regret. For suppose Harry should 
have something to tell her about the 
Chatworth ring? She wondered If 
Clara would get It out of him first oh 
the way home. 

The four left on the veranda watch
ed the two driving away with a sud
den clearing of the social atmosphere. 
In vain Flora told herself It was only 
the relief she always felt In getting 
free of Clara. For in the return of 
the major's elderly blandishments, in 
Kerr's kindlier mood, as well- as In 
her own lightened spirits, she had the 
proofs that, with them all, some ten
sion had relaxed. It seemed to her as 
If those two, departing, were bearing 
away between them the very mystery 
of the Crew Idol. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

MUMMY THAT OF ROYAL COOK 
Importation That Has Interested 

Egyptologists Evidently Was 
Wrongly Labeled, (fill1 

—— 

It develops that the mummy, the 
Importation of which has aroused pub
lic interest, is not that of Rameses II., 
but of his cook. 

The discovery need not occasion dis
appointment. Cook or conqueror, they 
are -now alike, and. Indeed, the desic
cated remains of the chef of the 
monarch who from all accounts was 
the Louis XTV. of iSgypt are In many 
respects a more valuable antiquarian 
possession than the mummified body 
of Pharaoh. Antiquity has bequeathed 
us a surplus of memorials of kings, 
but only too few of cooks. We could 
well spare a bust of Caesar or ex
change any amount of dry-as-dust 
chronology for an effigy of Lucullus' 
cook or of that Vatel of his day for 
whose supplies AOICIUB found >400,000 
too little. 

The interest of the modern world 
In history Is concerned less with the 
great conquerors than with the lesser 
lights, the artists and craftsmen who 
planned aqueducts and built cathed-
ralB, even those who were charged 
with the preparation of Caesar's cut
lets. The world Is tired of kings, but 
what would It not give for a cuneiform 
tile containing the menu of Belshaz-
zar's feast? Meantime a cook of the 
Barneses dynasty is something. 

First Newspaper Had Short Life. 
The first newspaper ever published 

in America never got beyond Its first 
iBsue. It was called Publlck Occur
rences and appeared in Boston, Sep
tember 25, 1690. It contained a prom
ise to publish in its next issue the 
names of : .11 the liars in Boston, and 
the authorities, taking cognizance of 
the threat, wisely forbade the publi
cation. The Boston News Letter was 
the first journal to be regularly pub
lished on this continent It was Btart-
ed In 1704 and was followed by the 
American Weekly Mercury, in Phila
delphia, in 1719. English journalism 
is only 36 years older than American, 
the London Gazette, an official publi
cation, having been founded in 1665. 

Maryland Town on Odd Hunt. 
This town resembled a harvest field 

tbe other day, when men with rakes 
and hoes searched and scraped every 
nook and corner for a set of gold 
false teeth belonging to Dr. Elwood 
Woodrow of West Nottingham. 

Just where or how the doctor lost 
his teeth he does not know. Three of 
the teeth were solid gold, and as he Is 
put to great inconvenience without 
his teeth he has offered a liberal re
ward for their return. One advantage 
Is that this town will get the best 
cleaning it has bad for many a day. 
—Colora Correspondence Baltimore 
Sun. 

Gave the Sign, 
It was during the Spanish-American 

war. A wealthy merchant, who had 
left his business to offer his- services 
in hiB country, was pacing up and 
down on picket duty one dark night 
Suddenly he detected sounds of ap
proaching footsteps and quickly bring
ing his gun into position, commanded 
in a sonorous voice: 

"Give the countersign!" 
The person challenged proved to be 

an enlisted dry goods clerk formerly 
employed by the merchant before the 
war broke out As their eyes met a 
smile played around the corners ot 
the clerk's mouth and he answered 
In a' low whisper: 

"Cash!" 
Then the merchant, 'bringing hit 

piece to a right shoulder, let him pass 
and resumed his pacing. 

Prison Advantages. 
The Rev. J. Powell, chaplain of the 

Suffolk (Eng.) county gaol, who Is 
about to retire, asserts that a prison 
Is not so depressing a place as many 
Imagine, and adds that he would rath
er serve six months In prison than be 
an inmate of a workhouse for a sim
ilar period. A prisoner has his own 
room and Is not herded with many 
others. Mr. Powell relates that a man 
awaiting trial said to him: "You 
might ask the judge to give me three 
yearB. When I'm outside I haven't a 
bed to sleep on, but while I am here 
I have my own private sitting room, 
my butler to bring |n my meals, my 
doctor to see after me, and even my 
private chaplain." 4^?. 

Richmond Claims Patrick Henry. 
A movement to take the boBy of 

Patrick Henry to Richmond receive* 
tLe hearty support oi the Tlmes-Dll-
patch, which says: "The great ora
tor of the revolution belonged, in a 
sense, to Richmond. It was here that 
he made his most memorable speech; 
here that he led tbe legislature after 
hiB retirement as governor, and here 
that he fouglii the battle of state's 
rights when the constitution of the 
United States was under considera
tion by tbe Virginia convention. Noth
ing could be more appropriate than 
that his body should rest under the 
shadow of St. John's, whence he 
Issued, in years gone by, the leader 
of the American patriots." 

Bath 8ireet, Bath, In Danger. 
Some time ago great indignation 

was expressed by antiquarians and 
artists throughout the country at the 
threatened destruction of one side of 
Bath street, Bath, with Its Georgian 
colonnade, and it wa3 hoped that the 
threatened danger had bs«n averted, 
sayB the London Stapdard. On Satur
day morning, however, a firm of foaal 
contractors, acting on an order from 
the owners of the piopsrty. began the 
work of demolition. 

Care of Sacred Monkeys 
-H 

Hindu Fakir Who Lives In Comfort 
on an Indian Hilltop with His 

Charges. 

In the very top of Jakko, the hill 
that rises above Simla, there lives a 
solitary Hindu fakir, an old man 
clothed in yellow, with saffron plas
tered cheeks and caste marks on his 
forehead. He's the guardian priest of 
the sacred monkeys 

Like the inhabitants of ancient 
Egypt, who worshiped cats and croc
odiles, the Hindus of to-day hold many 
animals in superstitious reverence. In
deed the Hindu of to-day is even more 
fanatical than formerly, and resents 
more passionately the smallest injury 
or Insult offered to the creatures he 
worships. 

Among this hierarchy of animals 
the monkey holds a place of honor 

second only to the cow; for in the 
"Ramayana," the sacred epic of the 
Hindus, it Is written bow Hanuman, 
the monkey god, allied himself with 
Vishnu thePieserver, helping him to 
overcome his enemies and recover his 
lost wife Sita. 

So the moukey, especially the com
mon red monkey, says the Wide World 
Magazine, Is worshiped throughout tbe 
length and breadth of India. His im
ages In brass are sold In every bazar, 
and many shrines are dedicated to his 
worship. 

People say that there has always, 
been a fakir on Jakko, and it Is pos
sible that one has lived there ever 
Bince tbe hill tribes were admitted 
within the very elastic limits of the 
Hindu religion. Priest has succeeded 
priest, living alone on the mountain 
top, and sharing with bis little red 
gods tbe food which, PIOUB worshipers 
provided. • 

In former times there must have 
been a fakir on lakko, and It is pos-
priest, for the hill folk In the villages 
around live poorly even when the sea

son is good, and nearly starve when 
there Is famine. But now he lives In 
comfort. Not only has the number of 
hindu merchants in the bazar in
creased but many English visitors 
come to see his charges and give him 
money when they leave. 

Origin of the Word "Bloodhound." 
The bloodhound was first known In 

England as the sleuth hound, later as 
the English bloodhound; not on ac
count of his thirst for blood, but be
cause of his pure breeding, the same 

aB one speaks of i pure-bred, pure-
blood or blooded hor»e. He was first 
Introduced in England by that good 
sportsman, William the Conqueror. 
Later he was known In France as the 
St. Hubert, and in the eight century as 
the Flemish hound. There were no 
real English bloodhound In America 
before those,sent by Edwin Brougi 
to the New York dog show in 1888. 
The registration of the American Ken
nel club sbowB that they were th» 
first Imported and the first ever regie 
tered —Recreation. 
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MEAN INSINUATION. 

Miss Lively—Isn't it strange that 
baseball players are seldom sun* 
struck? 

Mr. Fussy—Not necessarily. Sun
stroke Is an affection of the brain. 

WAST ED A FORTUNE ON SKIN 
TROUBLE 

"I began to have an Itching over my 
whole body about seven years ago and 
this settled In my limbs, from the knee 
to the toeB. I went to see a great many 
physicians, a matter which cost me a 
fortune, and after I noticed that I did 
not get any relief that way, I went for 
three years to the hospital. But they 
were unable to help me there, I used 
all the medicines that I could see but 
becamu worse and worse. I had an 
Inflammation which made me almost 
crazy with pain. When I showed my 
foot to my friends they would get 
really frightened. I did not know 
what to do. I was BO sick and had be
come so nervous that I positively lost 
all hope. 

"I had seen the advertisement of 
the Cutlcura Remedies a great many 
times, but could not make up my mind 
to buy them, for I bad already used so 
many mediclneB. Finally I 'did decide 
to use the Cutlcura Remedies and I 
tell you that I waB never so pleased aa 
when I noticed that, after having used 
two sets of Cutlcura Soap, Cutlcura 
Ointment and Cutlcura Pills, the en
tire inflammation had gone. I was 
completely cured. I should be only 
too glad If people with similar disease 
would come to me and find out the 
truth. I would only recommend them 
to use Cutlcura. Mrs. Bertha Sachs, 
1621 Second Ave., New York, N. Y., 
Aug. 20, 1909." 

"Mrs. Bertha Sachs Is my sister-in-
law and I know well how she Buffered 
and was cured by Cutlcura Reme
dies after many other treatments -
tailed. Morris Sachs, 321 E. 89th St, 
New York, N. Y., Secretary of 
Deutsch-Ostrowoer Unt.-Vereln, Kemp-
uer Hebrew Benevolent Society, etc." 

indefinite. 
"I am positive this actress buys her 

puffs." 
"Which ones—newspaper or hair-

<lresser'K?" 

Telephonic Reply. 
The elderly stranger, by invitation 

of the superintendent, was addressing 
the Sunday school. 

"How many can tell me," he asked 
"which is the longest chapter In the 
Bible?" 

Many hands wept up. 
"This little boy may answer," ' he 

said, pointing his finger at an urchin 
in one of tbe seats near the front 
"Which is the longest chapter In the 
Bible?" 

"Psalm double one nine!" shouted 
Tommy Tucker. 

"How long does she expect to stay?" 
"Oh. 1 don't know—probably for 

She Has Changed Her Opinion. 
"I near your maiden aunt is visiting 

J'OU." 
'Yes. Came yesterday." 

; she ex] 
know—] 

some time." 
"1 feol sorry for your wife. I be

lieve I heard her sny not long ago 
that she despised the old lady." 

"She used to, but she has cL'anged 
her opinion—in fact, has great re
spect for her now. Aunt Hetty brought 
(hree trunks, two of them filled with 
things she smuggled in from Europe." 

The Retort Courteous. 
"Now," said the suffragette orator, 

sweeping the audience with her eagle 
eye, "I see Mr. Dobbs sitting down 
there In the third row—a man who 
has condescended to come here to
night and listen to our arguments. He 
has heard what I have had tp say, 
and I think we should like to hear 
from blm, and get a man's view of our 
cause. Mr. Dobbs, tell us what you 
think of the suffragettes." 

"Oh, I c-e-couldi i't, m-m-ma'am,'' 
stammered Dobbs. "I rur-really 
c-couldn't. Thu-thete are 1-I-lul-ladles 
pup-present."—Harper's Weekly. 

Queer Questions. 
Queer questions come over the tele

phone to the newspaper offices. Hera 
was one that Jhe man who chanced 
to answer the? phone bad put up to 
him the other day: 

'Say," began tbe unknown seeker 
after the truth, "do you—do you re
member who it was that killed Abel?" 

"Why, Cain, of course." replied the 
newspaper man, who put In several 
vears at Sunday school. "Who'd Ju 
suppose?'' 

"Well," observed the man at the 
other tnd in an annoyed tone, "doggon 
If I ain't gone and made a fool o' my
self. Course It-was Cain, now that 
you mention it, but I made a two to 
cne bet with a fellow that 'twas 
Goliath, and now I'll have to go with
out a new overcoat, I reckon, this next 
winter."—Clevelanil Plain Dealer. 

Post 

A bowl of these crisp 
fluffy bits served with 
cream or milk is some
thing not soon forgotten. 

What's the use of cook
ing breakfast or lunch 
when Post Toasties, ready 
to serve direct from the 
package, are so delicious? 

"The Memory Lingers^ 
.; VOSTUI: CLRKAL CO., 

Bailie Creek, Mkh. 


