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« tell him the necret

8YNOPSIS,

Challlp Wrandall is found murdersd in
a roid house neir New York., Mra, Wran:
dall 1p summaonad from the eity and lden-
tifes the body. A younig woman who ae-
companled Wrandall to the inn and sub-
soquently  dienppeared, s sbupeeisd.
Mre, Wrandall atarks Back for New Yerk
in an autq ‘mriog a blinding snow storm,
Orl, (e #dy she meets A Young woman In
e road who proves 1o be the woman
who killed Wrandall, Feoling that the
£irl had done her & servios in ridding her
of the man who though she loved him
deeply, bad caused her greal RorTow,
Mre. Wrandall doterminon to shield her
and takes her to her own homs  Mra
Wrandall heara the story of Tletty Cas-
tloton's Iife, excopt that portion that re-

tes 1o Wrandull. This and the story of
the tragedy she forbids the girl over, to
tell. Sheo offers Hetty a home, friendahip
and security from perf] on account of the
tragedy, Hura Wrandsll and Hetty re-
turn to New York after nn absence of a
your In Burdps, Lesile Wrandall, brother
of Challls, becomss grently Intorested in
Hoity. Sorn wees in Leslie’s infatuntion
ponaibility for revenge on the Wrandnlls
and reparation for the wrongs she -
fored at the hands of Challls Wrandall by
marrying hin murdersss Into the family.
Lealle, n company with his friend Hran-
<don Booth, an ariist, visita Sara at her
coubtry piace, Lenlle confesses to Bara
that lie Is madly in love with Fetty, Barn
arranges with Booth to paint & pieture of
Hatty, Booth has a haunting feellng that
he Y\u geen  Hotty boefore. Looking
through a portfolio nf pletures by an un-

nown Engliah artist he findd one of
eily. He speaka to her about it. Hefty
declares It must be a pleture of Hetty
Glynn, An English cctress, who resembles
her very much, Much to his chagrin
Leslls in refussd by Hetty., Booth and
Yletty confess thelr love for eich other,
but the latter declnren that she oan pever
ma As thors |a an (nsurmoaotintable bar-
rier In the way. chg sdmits to Sara
that she loves Booth, Sara declares that
Hetty must marry Lealle, who must ho
made fo pay his brother’s debt to the
girl. Hetty agaln attempis to tell the
renl story of the tragady and Sara threat-
ens to steangle her If she snyas a word
Aara Insulta Hetty by rovealing that n..ll
this thne she has belleved Hatty to _hl.ts
ginned in her relutions with Challia Wrin-
dall. Later sha ronlizes that Hetty Ja In-
nocent. Leslle agaln proposos to Hatl‘!r
nd s rejocted. Hotty preparea to leave
ri. declaring that after what has hap-
ned she can remaln no, lomger,  Hatty
staris for Burope, AL sea she receives o
monsage from Booth that he has started
on o faster stearmer and will be walting
for hor on ‘the other side, l%mth medts
her and mecompanies her to London. 1In
&n sttempt to oscape from him Hetty
starts for Paris, but finds Peoth on the
sames boat. She porslsis In har refusal to
which It-w}u them
apart. Sty declares that Sara alone can
tell him. Booth leaves for Ameriea de-
torinined %o get the story from Sara

CHAPTER XVI~—Continued,

The weeks elipped by, Fe was with
her almost dally, Other people came
1= 4er houss, some for rather protract-
wd visits, others in quest of pillage at
the nightly bridge table, but he was
seldom mieslng. There were times
when he thought he detected a ten-
dency to waver, but each cunning at-
tempt on his part to encourage the
fmpulse invariably brought a certaln
mocking light Into her eyes and he
veored off in defeat. Something kept
telling him, however, that the hour
was bound to come when she would
falter in her resolution; when frank
ness would meet frankness, and the
the vell be lifted,

There were no letters from Hetty,
no word of any description. . If Sara
knew anything of the girl's movemenis
ghe did not take Beoth into her counfl
dence, f

Leslie Wrandesll went abroad in Aun-
gust, ostenp” 'y to attend the aviation
meets In France and Eogland, His
mother and sister salled In September,
but o t before the entire colouy of
awhick they were a part had begun to
1lsc* 4 Sara and Booth with a relish

. was obviously distasteful to the

»riindalls.

ere there is smoke there Is fire,
- all the gossips, and forthwith pro-
ceoded to carry [aggols,

A week or so before salllng, Mrs,
tedmond Wrandali bpd Booth in for
“tnner, I think she sald en famille

t any rate, Sara was not asked,

‘Woh Is proof enough that she was

nt on making it a family affair.

After dinner, Booth sat in the

eened upper balcony with Vivian.
lked her. She was a keen-witted,
n-apoken young woman, with few
@ Ideals and no subtlety, She was

snobbleh than arrogant, Of all

Wrandalls, she was Lhe least self-

rod, " Loslis jwvcr quite under-
. . ner for the paradoxical reason
at she thoroughly vnderstood him.
*“You know,

Brandon,” she sald,

M Heavens, Vivl” He Cried, Un-
comfortably.

: r a long sllence between them,
m‘u been setling my cap for you
or & Jang, long tme" Bhe blew &

Mfa stream of clgarette pmoke toward
he moon. e
He started. It was a bolt from o

pky. “The deuce!™

' she went on in the moat cas-
“mother’s bad her heart set
months. You were wupposed
e at first sight, 1 bellevs,

Yo
1 tone,
It for

to you." She lavghed

| i ais il + s wanend

. 18 _more to
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't look #o uneasy. 1'm not

the

Y-

-

“(lood heavens, Viv!" he cried un-
comfortably., “I—I had no idea you
cared—" 5

“Cared!” she cried, ns he pnused.
“1 don’t gare two pine for you lo that
way. But 1 would have married you,
jJust the sums, because you are worth
marrylng, I'd very much rather bave
you for a husband than any man 1
know, but as for loving you! Pooh!
I'd love you In just the way mother
loves father, and 1 wounldn't have been
a bit more trouble to you than she ls
to him.”

“Gad, you don’t mind what
say!"

"Falllng to nab you, Brandy, 1 dare
say I'll have to come down to n duke
or, who knows? maybe s mero prince,
It isn't very enterprising, is 1t7 And
certainly 1t lan't a gay prospect. Real-
Iy, I had hoped you would have me.
1 flatter myself, I suppose, but, hon-
estly now, we would have made a
rather nlce looking couple, wouldn't
wat"

“You flatter me,” he sald,

“But,"” she resumed, calmly exhal-
ing, "you very fooliashly fell in love
with some one else, and It 'lIl'll.'l'l
necessary for me to pretend that |
was in love with you-—which 1 should
have done, belleve me, If you had
given me the chance. You fell in love,
first with Hetty Castleton."

“First?” he erled, frowning.

“And now you are heels over head
in love with my beautiful slsterin-law.
Which all goes to prove that [ would
have made just the kind of wife you
need, consldering your tendency to
fluctuate. But how dreadful it would
have been for a sentimental, loving
girl llke Hetty!™

He sat bolt upright and stared hard
at her,

"See here, Viv, what the dickens are
you driving at? I'm not in love with
Sara—not In the least—and—" He
checked himself sharply. “What an
ass | am! You're guying me,"

“In any event, I am right about Het-
ty,"” she sald, leaning forward, her man-
ner quite serious,

“If It will ease you mind,” he sald
stiffty, "1 plead gulity with all my
heart."

She favored him with a slight frown
of annoyance,

“And you deny
charge?"

“Most positively. 1 can afford to be
honest with you, Viv. You are a
corker, 1 love Hetty Castleton with
all my soul."

She leaned back in her chalr. “Then
why don't you dignify your soul by be
Ing honest with her?"

“What do you moan?”

For a balf-mioute she was silent
"Are you and 1 of the same stripe,
after &ll? Would you marry Sara
without loving her, as I would have
done by you? It doesn't seem Illke
you, Brandon."”

"Good heaven, I'm not golng to
marry Bara!™ he blurted out. "It'e
never entered my head””

“Perhaps It has entered hera”

"Nonsense! She lsn't golng w0
marry anybody, And she knows how |
feel toward Hetly. If it came to the
polnt whers 1 declded to marry with-
out love, 'pon my soul, Viv, I believe
I'd plek you out as the victim."

“Wonderful combination!™ she pald
with a frank laugh. *“The quintes-
sence of ‘no love lost.” But to resume!
Do you know that people are saying

you

the fluctuating

_you are to be married before the win

ter 8 over?”

“Let 'em eny It," he sald gruMy.

“Oh, well,' she sald, dispatching 1t
all with a gesture, “If that's the way
you feel about it, there's no more to
be sald."

Heo was ashamed. "1 beg your par-
don, 1 shouldn't have said that"

“You see,” she went on, reverting to
the originnl topic, “peopie who know
Sara are llkely to eredit her with mo-
tives you appear to be totally ignoraunt
of. She met her heart on my brother
Challle, when she was a great deal
youngoer than she ls now, and she got
him. If age and experience count for
anything, how capable she must be
by this time.".

He was too wise to venturs an opin-
lon. "I assure you she has no designs
on me,"

“Perhaps not, But I fancy that even
you could not escape as Bt. Anthony
did. She s most alluring.”

“You don't llke her.”

“Obviously, And yet I don't disllke
her, She has the virtue of consist
ency, If one may use the expression.
Bhe loved my brother. Leslie says
she should have hated him. We have
tried to llke her. I think I have come
nearer to it than any of the others, not
excepting Leslle, who has always been
her champion, [ suppose you know
that he was your rival at one time."

“He mentioned it," sald Booth drily.

“l should have been vary much dls.
appointed in her if she bad accepted
hlm.ll

“Indeed

“l wometimes wonder if Bara splked
Leslie's guns for him."

“I can tell you something you don't
know, Vivian,” sald be. "Hara was
rather keen nsbout making & mateh
there”

Vivian's smile was slow but trium-
phant. "That 18 just what 1 thought.
There you are! Dossn't that explain
Bara?”

“In a measurs, yes. But, you soe,
it developed that Hetty cared for some
one else, and that put & stop to every-

“Am 1 to take it that you are the
some one else?

“Yes,” he sald soberly. .

“Then, may | ask why she went
away so suddenly ™
“You may ask, but I can't anawer."
“Do you want my opinlon? She
‘went away because Sara,
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*Oh, you are away off In your con-
clusions, Viv"

“Time will tell,” was hore cabalistic
rajoindor.

Her father appeared on the lawn
balow and called up to them.

“You are wanted at the telephone,
Brandon. I've just beon talking to
Sarn."

“Did she eall you up, father?” asked
Vivian, leaning over the rall.

“Yes, About nothing in particular,
however,"”

She turned upon Booth with a mock-
Ing smile, He felt the color rush to
his face, and was angry with himaelf,

He went to the telephone. Almost
her first words were these:

“What has Vivian been telling you
about me, Brandon "

He actually gasped. “Good heavens,
Sara!™

He heard her low laugh. "So she
has been saying things, has she?" she
aeked. “I thought wo. I've had it
In my bonee tonight”

He was at a losa jor words, It was
positively uncanny. As he stood thers,
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Her Volce

Her Eyes

Were Moody,
Rather Lifeless,

trylag to thiok of & trivinl remark, her
laugh came to him again over the wire,
followed by a drawling “good night,”
and then the soughing of the wind
over the "open" wire.

The next day ho called her up on
the telephone quite enrly. He knew
har habits. She would be abroad in
lier gardens by sight o'clock. He re-
membered well that Leslle, In com-
menting on her absurdly early hours,
had once sald that her “early bird”
habit was hereditary; she got it from
Bebastian,

“What put it into your head, Sara,
that Vivian was saylng anything un-
pleasant about you last might?"

“Magic,” she replied succincetly,

“Rubbish!"

“1 have a magle tapestry that trans-
ports me, hither and thither, and by
night 1 always carry Aladdin's lamp.
So, you see, | see and hear everything”

“Be sensible.”

“Very well, 1 wfil be sensible. It
you intend to be lafuenced by what
Vivian or her mother sald to you last
night, 1 think you'd be wise to nvoid
me from this time on"

Prapared though he was, he blinked
his eyves and eald something she didn't
quite cateh,

She went on: “Moreover, In addition
to my attalnmenta In the black art,
I am qulte as clever as Mr. Sherlock

| who has begun to guall nnd yet fights |

of Her Hand!

George Barr McCutcheon
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place, you were asked there and |
was not. Why? Because | was to be
discussed. You see—"'

“Marveloug!”™ he Interrupted loudly.

“You wera to be told that I have
eruel designs upon you"

“Go on, ploase.”

“And all that sort of thing" she
suld sweepingly, and he could almost
pseo the foelusive gesture with her free
band. He laughed but still marveled
at the shrewdness of her perceptions.

“I"l come over thia afternoon and
show you whereln you are wrong,” he
began, but she Interrupted him with &
laugh.

“1 am stnrting for the ecity before
noon, by motor, o bo gone at least a
fortnight."

“What! This is the first I've heard
of 1"

Agaln she laughed. "To be perfect-
ly frank with you, I hadn't heard of
it myself until just now, I think 1
shall go down to the Homestead with
the Carrolls.” .

“Hot Springa?™

"Virginin," she added explicitly,

“I say, Bara, what does all this
mean? You-—"
“And if you eshould follow me

there, Vivian's estimate of us will not
be so far out of the way as we'd
ke to make It.”

True to her word, she wae gone
when he drove over later on In the
day. ESomehow, ho experienced a
queer feeling of relief. Not that he
was oppressed by the rather vivaclous
oplnlons of Vivian and her ik, but
bacause something told him that Sara
was wavering In her determination to
withhold the secret from him and fled
for perfectly obyious reasons.

He had two commisslons among the
rich summer colonlsts. One, a full
length portrait of young Deardsley In
ghooting togs, was nearly finlshed, The
other was to be a half-length of Mre
Ravenwseroft, who wanted one just like
Hetty Castleton's, except for the eyes,
which she admitted would have to be
different, Nothing was sald of the
sevonteen years' difference in thelr
ages. Vivian had pat off posing until
Lent,

The Wrandalls departed for Scot-
land, and other friends of his bugan
to desert the country for the city, The
fortnight passed and another weok
besides. Mrs. Ravenscroft declded to
Ko to Europe when the pleture was
half-finlshed.

“You can finish It when I come back
in December, Mr. Booth'" ehe sald
“I'll have several new gowns to choose
from, too.”

“1 shall be busy all winter, Mra. Ra-
venacroft,” he sald coldly.

“How annoying,” she sald calmly,

and that was the end of it all. She
had made the unpleasant discovery |
that it wasn't golng to be in the least |
like Hotty Castleton's, so why bother |
about It7T

Booth waited until Sara came out
to superintend the elosing of her house
for the winter. He called at South- |
look on the day of her arrival. He
wing struck at once by the curfous
change In her appearance and manner.
There was something bleak and deso-
jata In the vividly brilllant face: the
tired, wistful, harassed look of one

on,

Wil you go out with me tomorrow,
Brandon, for an all-day trip In the
car?' she peked, as they stood to-
gother before the open flreplace on
this late November afternoon. Her

Holmes in some respects, [ really do | eyes were moody, her volee rather
some splendid deducing. In the first' lifeless
lmmm” OM“”MI
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WOULD MARK ALL CRIMINALS

Woman's Suggestion to Mayor of New
York Is to Have Them All Ap-
propriately Tattooed,

Among the helpful letters dally re-
celved by Mayor Mitchel came one the
other day slgned "Mme, Mercury,” the
New York Bun states. 8he wrote that
gince all other forms of punishment
had failed she would suggest that each
eriminal be tattooed with a sultable
mark across his forehead or on the

checks.

“A plekpocket,” she sald, “should
have a long fingered red hand grasp-
ing a purse tattooed on the cheek, A
‘Black Hander’ should bave a black
heart plerced with a red dagger, o
gunman should be marked with a
red hand grasplng a gun, grafters
with & hand grasping the long green,
thugs marked with a blue hand grasp-
Ing a blackjack, burglare marked with
a doortock and plok.

“Please givoe this system a trial”
she asked. “It Is humane and will not
require any extra expense. Bee how
many gunmen, plckpockets, murderers
and thieves the police can tattoo in
the next 12 months, and you will real-
ize the old axiom of ‘catching before
hanging.’

“This system twould lower the cost
of Uving, reduce the cost of malntain-
ing prisons and mike all the poor and
eriminnls self-supporting, (nxpaylng
cltizens,

“The revolution that [ suggest In
the system of handling ¢rime and crim-
inals will rotate the wheels of crima
backward inte oblivion In time™

The mayor received Mme. Mercury's
suggestions
them in the Goethals police bills,

to late lo Incorporate

FOUND STONE AGE CEMETERY

Recent Discovery In Italilan Province
Will  Arocuse Keen Interest
Among Archeoclogists.

A burial place of the Btone Age has
just been found by Prol. Dall Osso of
Ancona, In the Valle Vibrata (prov-

ince of Abruszl), Italy.

The bodles are not burled, but are
all lald in small cabins contaloing
froon two to elght each, and are
ranged on elther slde of thesa little
huts on low platforms sloping toward
the center.

With a single exception the bodies
all rest on one side, with the knoes
drawn up, and It | nssumed that the
dead were p'aced (o this position to
kive them the attitude of prayer In
thelr death chamber, for it has been
astablished that the custom of praylng
on one's knees was already In exist-
anco in the Stone Age In Egypt.

In one of the cabins, almost in the
center of the group, there are no
bodies, but a big circular hearth,
around which it Is assumed, from the
fragments of broken earthenware pots
around It, the funeral banguets were
held.

The objects found in the cablins with
the bodles have remarkable import
ance from the archeological point of
view, a2z they prove the oxlstence of
a dagree of clvilization, especially as
regards vases und such utensils, never
!:lt.harto obeserved in the Neolithic nge.

ingenious Calculating Machine.

A Hungarian citizen has Invented
an instrument which shows Instantly
the amount of interest due on any
given sum for any period at any
given rate of Interest 'The Instru-
the size and shape of

—

“Cértainly,” he sald, watching her |
elosely. Was the break about (o comae?

*1 will stop for you at nine." After
n short pause, she looked up and sald;
“I suppose you would like to know
where | am taking you"

“It doesn't matter, Sarn."

“1 want you te go with me to Bur-
ton's inn”

“Burton’s tnn.”

“That Is the place where my hus

bund was killed,” ehe. sald, quite
steadily.
He started. “Oh! DBut—do you

think it best, Sara, to open old wounds
br__.l

“I have thought it all out, Brandon.
I want to go there—just once. | want
to go into that room again.”

CHAPTER XVII.
Once More at Burton's Inn.

Agnin Sarn Wrandall found herself
in that neverdo-be-forgotien room at
Burton's inp. On that grim night in
March she had entered without fear
or trembling because she knew what
was there. Now she quaked with a
mighty chill of terror, for she knew
not what was there ln the guiet, now
sequestered room, Burton had told
them on thelr arrlval after a long
drive ncross country that patrons of
the inn Invarinbly asked which room
it was that had been the scene of
the tragedy, and, on finding out, re-
fused polnt-blank to ocoupy it In
consequonce he had been obliged to
transform {1 Into a sort of store and
baggage room.

Sara stobd In the middle of the
murky room, for the shutiers had long
been closed to the light of day, and
looked about her in awe at the hetero-
geneous mass of boxes, trunks, bun-
dles and rubblsh, scattered over the
floor without care or éystem. She had
closed the door behlnd her and was
quite alone. Light sneaked (o through
the cracks In the sautters, but =no
meagerly that It ouly served to In-
crease the gloom. A dismantled bed-
stead stood heaped up In the corner.
She did not have to be told what bed
it was. The mattresg was there too,
rolled up and tled with a thick gardun
rope. Bhe knew there were dull, ugly
blood stains upon I Why the thrifty
Hurton had persevered In keeplug
this useless article of furniture, she
could only surmise. Perhapa it wuys
held as an Inducement to the morbidly
curlous who always seck out the grug-
some and gloat even a8 they shudder.

For a long time she stood immog-
able, just Inside the door, recalliyg
the horrid pleture of another day. She
tried to imagine the scene that hsd
been enncted there with gentle, los-
able Hetty Glynn and her whilon
husband as the principal characters.
The girl had told the whole story of
that ugly night. Sars tried to see it
s It wctually had teanspired, Fur
monthe this present enterprise hed
been in her mind: the desire Lo sge
the place agaln, to go there with old
impressions which she could leave be
bhind when reundy to emerge In 8 new
frame of mind, It was true that she
meant to shake off the shackles of a
horrid dream, (o purge herself of the
kst vestige of bilteraess, to cleabue
her mind of certain thoughts and mea-
orles.

Downstalrs . Booth walted for her.
He heard the story of <he tragedy from
the innkeeper, who crussly malntalnad
thnt his businega hod been rulned.
Pooth wus vaguely impressed, he knew
not why, by Burton's description &f
the missing woman. “I'd say she was
about the slze of Mrs. Wrandall her-
self, and much the same figger,' he
sald, as he had sald a thousund timos
before, "My wife noticed it the min-
ute she saw Mrs, Wrandall. Same
helght and everything."

A bell rang sharply and Burton
glanced over hia shoulder at the indi-
cntor on the wall behind the desk. He
gave i great start and his jaw sagged.

“Gireat Scott!™ he gasped. A curl
ous grayness stole over his face. “It's
—{t's the bell in that very room. My
soul, what can—"

“Mrs. Wrandall {s up there, lan't
sghe?” demanded Booth.

“It ain’t rung since the night he

pushed the button for— Oh, gee!
You're right. She i1s up thersa. My.
whut a scare It gave me.” He wiped

his brow. ‘Turning to a boy, ha com-
manded him to answer the bell. The
boy went slowly, and as he went he
removed his hande from his pockets.
He came back an instant later, more
gwiftly than he went, with the word
that “the lady up there” wanted Mr.
Pooth to come upstairs, "

She was walting for him In the open
doorway. A shaft of bright sunlight
from & window ot the end of the hall
fell upon her, Her face was colorless,
baggard. He paused for an Instant to
contragt her as she stood there in the
pitiless light with the vivid creature
he had put upon canvas o rocently,

She beckoned to him and turned
back into the room. He followed.

“This ls the room, Brandon, where
my husband met the death he de-
parved,” ahe pald quietly.

“Deserved? Good heavens,
are you—"'

“l want you to look about you and
try to picture how this place looked
on the night of the murder. You have
# vivid imagination. None of this
rubbish was here. Just a bed, a table
and two chalrs, There was a earpet
on the floor. There were two people
here, & man and a woman. The wom-
an had trusted the man, She trusted
him until the hour in which he died.
Then she found him out, She bhad
coma to this place, belleving it was
to be her wedding night, She found
no minister here. The man laughed at
her and scoffed. Then sabe knew. In
horror, shume, dosperation ahe tried
to luuh.;:w from bim, He was

_; .- . ) " 1

Sara,
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He was staring at her with diintod
oyeu., SBlowly the truth was belng

borne in upon him,
“The woman was—Hetty?" came
hoarsely from his stiffenlog lipa. "My

God, Sara!l”™

She came close to him and spoke
in a half-whisper. “Now you know the
secret. I8 It safe with you?"

He opened his lips to speak, but no
words came forth. Paralysis seemeoed
to have gripped not only his throat
but his senséd, He reesled. Bhe
grasped his arm In o tenee, flerce way,
and whispered:

“IBa ecareful! No one
what we are saying.’’

must hear
She shot @

glance down the deserted hull., “No
one I& near. ‘I made sure of that
Don't speak! ‘Think first—think waell,

Brandon Booth, It ls what you have
been secking for months—the truth.
You share the secret with us now,
Again 1 ask, Is it safe with you?"

“My God!” he muttered agalo, and
pasged his hand over his eyes. Hia
brow was wet. He looked at his fin-
gors dumbly as if expecting to find
them covered with blood.

“Is It safe with you?" for the third
time,

"Safe? Safe?" he whispered, follow:
Ing her example witbout knowing that
he did so. “I—I1 can’'t belleve you,
Sara. It can't be true"

“It is true.”

“You have known-—all this time?"

"From that pight when | stood where
we are standing now."”

*And—and—she?”

“I had never seoen ber until that
night, 1 saved hoer.”
He dropped suddenly upon the trunk

that stood behind him,and burfed his
face in his hiands. For a long time
sha stood over him, her interest divid-
¢d between him and the hall, wherein
lny thelr present peril,

“Come,” ghe sald at lnat. “P2dl raps
self together, We must leave this
places, I you are not careful they
will suspect something downstalrs.”

He looked up with haggard eyes,
studying ber fuce with curious Intent-
ness,

"What manner of woman are you,
Sara?" he questloned, slowly, won-
deringly.

“I have just discovered that I am
very much llke other women, after
all," she said. "For awhile 1 thought
I was different, that I was stronger
than my sex. But | am just as weak,
Just as much to be pitled, just as
much to be scorned as any one of my
glsters. 1 have spoiled a great act
by stooping to do a mean one. God
will bear witness that my thoughts
were noble at the outset; my heart
was soft. But come! There I8 much
more to tell that cannot be told here.
You shall know everything."

They went downstalrs and out into
the crisp autumn air. She gave diree-
tlons to her chauffeur, They were
1o traverse for some dlgtance the same
road she had teken on that {ll-fated
night & year and & hal! before. In
course af time the motor approached
4 wellremembered rallway crossing.

“Slow down, Cole,"” she sald. "This
18 4 mean place—a very mean place.”
Turning to Booth, who lind been sit-
ting grim and slent beside her for
miles, she sald, lowering her voice: 1
remember thut crossing yonder, There
ig a sharp curve beyond, This is the
pluce., Midwny between the two
croesings, 1 should say, Please re.
member this part of the road, Bran.
don, when 1 come to the telling of
that night's ride 1o town, Try to ple:
ture this spot—this smooth, straight
road as It might be on o dark, freezing
night in the very thick of n screaming
bilzzard, with all the waorld abed save
—two women'

In his mind be began to draw the
ploture, and tb place the two women
in the center of it, without knowing
the clreumsinnces. There wasd some
thing fascinating In the study he was
making, something gruesome and full
of sinister possibilitiea for the hand
of a virlle palnter, He wondered how

near his imagination wis to placing

—

He Dropped Suddenly Upon the Trunk,

the central figures in the pleture as

they actually appeared on that secret

night.
L] - L L] - - -

At sunset they went together to the
little pavilion at the end of thea pler
which extended far out into the sound.
Hore they were pafe from the ears
of eavesdroppers. The boats had been
stowed away for the winter, The
wind that blew through the open pa-
villon, now shorn of all ita comforts
and luxuries, was cold, raw and repel-
ling. No one would disturb them here

With her face set toward the sinking
onst, she leaned against one of the
thiek posts, and In s dull, emotionless:
volce, latd bare the whole story of tha.
dreadful night and the days that

lowed.

She spared uo details,

(tF

-
(1]

sweet — this means a

big wash—nevermind

—use RUB-NO-MORE
CARBO NAPTHA SOAP.
Washday then has no
terrors. No rubbing.
No worry —clothes
clean—germs killed—
mother happy.

RUB-NO-MORE
CARBO NAPTHA
SOAP used un your
A linens and cloth
‘means a clean,

healthy, happy,
wermless home—1It
does nor need hot
water,

Naptha Cleans

RUB-NO-MORE
Weshing Powder

Carbo I)islnlec

RUB-NO-MORE
Carbo Naptha Sosp

Five Cents—All Grocers

The Rub-No-More Co., Ft. Wayne, Ind.

Ne More,

Mrs, Nelson O'Bhuughnessy’s dering
presence at the wedding of Huerta's
Bon ia only another proof of m brave
woman's pluck,

Mrs. O'S8haughnessy, at the Colony
eclub In New York, derided one day
the ldean that womnn was weak, or
cowardly, or that she need ever play
i Himited part in the world's nffalrs.

"Well," sald a Indy of the old
gchool, “1 know one thing women can't

do. Hhe can’t reform a man after
marriage.”

“No?" Mrs. O'Shaughnessy esald.
“No? And yet 1 know many a married

man who In his bachelor days smoked
2b-cent cigars.”

Red Crose Tall Blue makes the Iaundress
happy, mnkea clothes whiter than snow,
All gootd grocers, Adv,

Sawing the Wood,

It was only on raure occasions that
Mrs. Cutler, n kind-faced old lady, ao-
cepted invitations to dine out. Upon re-
peated Invitations of her friends, the
Joslins, however, she consented to at-
tend a litle Informal dinger they were
glving, accompanied by her daughter.

Unfortunately, Mrs. Cutler was gulte
deaf and conseguently could not enter
into the general conversation, She
was engnged In outting a plece of
gteak when her daughter turned to her
and sald:

“Mother,
quiat?

“I'm all right,” regponded mother,
with a sunny smile, "while you talk,
Mabel, 1 say nothing but saw wood.”

dear, why are you so

;rﬂlw OWN DRUGGIST WILI TELIL YOU
7 Muros Kre Remedy for ked, Weak, Wetery
Kyma abd Ciranuolated Ryelids: No Hmnrtll:f-
{uﬂmzru Comfurt. Writs for Book of the Hye
'] I Froe. Murioe EByo Homedy Co. Ullengo

Exterminate the Cockroach.

The cockronch acta as an insect por-
ter of typhold fever, bubonie plague
and possibly cancer. Several yaars
ago an epldemic of typhoid fever om
a United States warship was proved
to be propagated by cockroaches, In
a recent lssue of the London Lanecet,
Dr. W. Mealville Davison calls attention
to the faot that the cause of cancer
may be an plga or vegetable micro-
organizm which is found in the intes-
tines of several epecles of roaches.

Acid Stomach, heartburn and nauses
quickly disappear with the use of Wright's
Indian Vegetable Pills. Seod for trial
box to 372 Pearl St.,, New York. Adv.

Sitting In the Dark.
“Moving pletures now, ¢h?" 1t used
to be orchestra seats at $2 a throw.”
“It len't the money. They're at the
gtage now when they want to hold
hands "—Kansas Clty Journal

Lifo may be & bore even to the wman
who Isn't one himsalf,

Delicious - Nutritious

Plump and nut.like in flavor, thoroughly
cooked with choice porle. Prepared the
Libby way, nothing can be more appe-
tizing and satisfying, nor of greater food
walue, Put up with or without tomato
sauce. Antlulhnldhh.u’vd*

should be fresh and 1
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