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SYNOPSIS.

Harry Swifton Is expecting a visit from
‘his fAancee, Lucy Medders, a Quakcress
iwhom ha met In the country. His auto
crashes into another machine containing
& besutiful woman and & German count.
The woman's hat {s ruined and Harry
lescapes. His sister, Caroline, arrives at
"his home to play hostess. Socrates Prim-
mer, cousin of Lucy's, arrives with a
‘hat intended as a present for Lucy. Har-
‘ry s trailed to his home by the Count
and Mrs. Gen. Blazes, who demands her
(hat, a duplicate of which she says hus
been delivered at Harry's house. She 18
in great fear lest her husband hear of
iher escapade. Lucy Medders and her
father arrive and the count is hidden in
one room and Mrs. Blazes in another

CHAPTER IV.—(Continued.)

“All right!" Harry laughed, drop-
ping her hands. “You always have
your way with me. A girl ought to be
mighty careful who kisses her after
she ls married, too, don't you think?”

Lucy smiled qualntly. Some of Har-
ry's jests were a bit too flippant for
her. Harry went on:

“Really, I'm mighty sorry 1 dldn’t
meet you at the train. But, you see, I
had a little trouble with my machive
this morning.”

“It was as well that (hee did not
meet us. It would have spoired fa-
ther's plans. We wanted to find thee
tn thy usual atmosphere.”

Again Harry looked. quickly at her.
The surroundings were such as 10
make him keenly alive to any possible
suggestlcn of some other meaning
than her words implied. But Lu®’s
face was as serlous as ever. She
Jooked about the room, and sighed:

“Thy house is just lovely.”

“it will be,” Harry sald, glancing
apprehensively at the door of the
room where Mrs. Blazes was walting
patiently for her hat—"It will be
when 1t's fixed up. Some things have
to be moved out.”

“And wil! thy sister—Carolyn—wlll
she show me about the house?" Lucy
ssked.

“Certainly,” Harry answered, gal-

lantly. “But you don't need her. Just
make yourself at home. Go anywhere
you lke"”

Lucy started toward the room where
Harry had placed Mra. Blazes.
Harry was following her to detaln her.

“And in here?" Lucy asked. "What
Lave you there, Harry?"

“There? There?" Harry stammered.
=Why—why, that's just some old junk
in there. Wouldn't interest You at
all”

, “A junk room? How odd!™
| “Yes—l—you see—! used to heve
a fad of collecting junk.”

The sweat was standing on Harry's
brow. lie knew that Mrs. Blares could
overhear him, and his brief experience
with that lady taught him that she
bad a natural feminipe aversion to be-
Ang termed junk. If she should de-
cide to assert hersell by opening the
door and making a few remarks! The
thought was appalling.

“Come, Lucy,” he suggested. “Let's
go end see—and see the goldfAsh.”

“Nay, Harry,” she smiled. “Let me
see thy collection of junk. [ did not
know thee were an authority on that.”
. “Later, Luecy,” he sald. “Later.”

“Then | will peep Into thy library,” |

she decided. "Is not this 117"

ghe etarted to the other door, open-
tng into the rcom where the Count
was whiling the time away and con-
tenting his scul with sach patience as
he could mustcr.

“No, no!" Harry gald, almost
tically, catching Luey's arnm. “Not
new'!"”

*Bul why, Harry 2™

“I—I've got a little surprise in there
for you, Lucy.”

“A surprise? Oh, surprise me now'”

“That would epeil It all,” he assured
her, fceling that his ruse was work
ing.

“How canp It surprize me later, when
I know It Is to be a surprise, apy-
way?” she asked, with feminine loglic.

“Well—{t will be a surprise—and |
—that Is—"

“Now, Hurry, thee has arcused my
curlosity. T will see now.”

“xn. ke told her, firmly.
Later.”

“But now, Harry."

“Oh, come, Lucy”
man's usual lack of judgment.
reasonable”

“Ah, thee call uie unreasonable!
Oh. If father knew that already thee
bad called me that!” she pouted.

“Np. no. [ didn’t say ¥You were un-
geasonable. [ just—just asked you to
be teasornalle

“But that I8 the same thing!"” She
stamped her little foot with the words.

“Lucy. vou misjudge me,” he said.
golemnly. "l simply was not ready for
you to lcok in there yet.”

“Alas!” Lucy almost

fran

.

“Not now.

he sald, with a
"Be

wept. "To

think that we have had cur firet quar- | the last | =ee of you in two whole, |

rel already!”

Harry came near to her and mur-
mured:

“Well, let us make up. One kiss to
show me vou forgive me.”

“Nay, Harry,” she protested, but

not very forcibly. “Thee knowest 1
do not approve of that.”

“How can you approve of a thing
until vou have il?" Harry wanted 1o
know. And then—

Scerates Primmer, hat box in hand,

Ihe saw gent his heart thumplng to
' kis hoot heels.

‘“Woe iz me'!" he sald, sadly. “The
time to give her my present is not
yet.”

And ns he turned to go he collided
with Carolyn. That plump Young
{ lady accepted his apology gnily, and
| left him still delivering it as he went
|on down the hall, while she rushed to
iLuc_\' and greeted her effusively.

{ “We're going to have the jolllest
|

time ever!” Carolyn cried delightedly. |

“Come. Leave Harry to his own mis-

erable cumpany, and I'll thow you

your room."”

| As she turned,

something.

| *“Harry,” she gald, “I

plllows out of your room."
Carolyn rushed to the door of Har-

she remembered

want some

rv sank weakly into a chair and
awalted the blow.
“It's all over,” he sald to bimself,

Carolyn tried the door, but it would

not open.

“Why, Harry!"” she said. “Your
! room Is locked."

“Eh? Oh! What?" Harry said.
“Locked? Now, who could have lock-
ed it?"

He fumbled in his pockets, mean-
while listening acutely for the sound
which would tell him
Blazes was presenting hersell. But,
blessings upon her head! She did no
such thing. With a gasp of relief Har-
ry eald:

“I've left the key somewhere.
look for It after while."

Lucy looked at Carolyn
awe-stricken face.

“Is that Harry's bedroom?”
asked, in horrified tones.

“Why, yes!" Carolyn gnswered.

“And I deefred to see it! Ob! Har-
ry, what must thee think of me. And
how nice It was of thee to tell me it
wgs cnly a junk rcom."”

She went out with Carolyn, leaving
Harry sunk dejectedly fn a big chalr.

Irn
with an

she

at the other.
head, trying to falhom the muddle
fnto which he had plunged himself.

“If 1 had tried to fix, this up for my-
self,” he said, sighing deeply, "it
couldn't have been worse.”

be—much worse,

CHAPTER V.

was drapec. with flaunting, fapping
lace, and from whose crown lilted into

ting gown, with the skirt so habbled

| that her steps were painfully mincing, |
Bul:rncased her form, and from behind

| her drifted the most remarkable traln
' that ever was. She tottered In on
her highheeled shoes and
about the place with a mingling of
coyness and assurance that Was amaz
|ing. Harry looked up, saw her, and
groaned. Then he lapsed back furth-
er into the chalr and mentally gave
himself up to the inevitable with the
words:

“Ye pgods!

She Jooked him over
sald:

“You!"

He nodded his head weakly. Things
had been plling themselves up too rap-
[1diy for him to be able to face the

|
| gituation with any ussurance what-

Daphne Daffington!"”
coolly, and

Eevcr.

“After all these years!" she ex-
1(‘.]&]3](’.('. “To find you at last. Where
|have you been &1l thls time?"

“Oh"—confusedly—"I've besn here
|ant‘| ttere—first at home and then
!n\\'al' cft.”

“Well,” she sald, pursing her lips

“Well, Let Us

Make Up. One Kiss to
Show Me You Forgive Me"

determinedly, “vou're away off {f you

think vou can shake me ns easily now |

|as you did the lagt time.”

“I'm sorry. Daphne,’” Harry told her
|"I know you have a right to think
harshly of me”

“A right!” she gald, scornfully.
| *l know,” he confessed, "that you
| think I treated vou shabbily.”
|  “Shabblily?" she sniffed. “You only
| call 1t shabby to ask me to go (0 &
| ball game, and leave me under an
{awning in o pouring rain—and that's
| long. weary years!"
| Harry squirmed.
| “] guess that wasn't right, Daphne.”
| he acknowledged.

“You sald you were going for &
eab,” she accused him.

appeared In the doorway, and what |

ry’s bedrcom and selzed the knob. Her- |

that Mrs. |

After the girls were gone he looked |
apprehensively first at one door, then |
Slowly he shook his'

But it could be—and was about to |

Unapnounced, there entered the room |
a glender woman, wheee face was half |
hidden by a huge, flopping. bushel- |
pasket type of hat, the brim of which |

the alr a gorgeous array of feathers |
and ribbons and flowers. A tightfit-

peered |

Harry fumped up suddenly.

“I'l go and get you one now,” he
| oftered.
|  Daphne stopped him with a steely
‘g]un(-o. and demanded:

“Where's that hat 1 sent hore?”
Harry stared at her for the moment
| with utter blankness. Then It slowly
| filtered through his brain that she was
| the milliner to whom
i kad telephoned. Daphne misinter
preted his stare for one of admiration
iand with a remarkable imitation of
' shyness, she asked:

“Do you think my new gown 13
coming, really?”

“It’s a beaut,” Harry Informed her
“It's a beaut. How do vou got it on’
With a shae horn?”

“There_you go again!" Daphue =ald,
accusingly. “You were always so fu'l
|of sarcasm that ¥ou gour. 1
| want that hat I sent over here.”

“You never sent any bat ;

“Yes, I did. A yellow hat, trimmed
with red poppies. It was a dupiloate
|of an imported model that 1 sold to
{one of my best patrons.”

“I've heard of that hat” Harry
mused. Then he said, brightly: “Why,
{you're not the renowned Ml
Daphne, the wiiliner, are you?”

b

acted

Mrs. Biazés |

| “None other,” preencd Daphne.
| “You see, 1 have risen to fame and-
| achieved myv ambitions, while you

:’lm\'r- Leen content to remain in ob-
| searity.”
| “To my sgorrow,’ Harry replied
| “thut 1s too true, Daphne. But about
| the hat, 1 really know nothing of Hf
| There must he a mistake.™

“it eame here, all right,” Daphne
replied. “The party who pot i
| wonldn't give his name. He Just gavs
this number.”

“Well, 1 wich such
|
|

a hat were hern

|
)
|
|

“Y.e Gods! Daphne Daffingizn!"

The messenger must have taken it Lc
the wrong house. Now, Daphne, |
want just such a hat as that, and I'i!
| pay vou a good price for it.”

Daphneé shook her head judicinlly

and fluttered her bands as though she
| had been asked to pluck a few start
from the sky

“] ¢an't make ancther,’ she eaid

“There aren’t any more lke the orlg

|inal, | had two models, but thoyre
both gone. One 1 egold to Mrs
| Blazes—"

| “Mre. Blazes!" llarry intersapted

“Yes," Daphne sald, “Mrs. General
Blazes."”
Harry looked at the coor of bl

room, expecting Mrs. Plazes to come
| forth and enter the discugsion What
| construction Daphne might put on
| her prescnce, concealed, in his bounse
| he feared to Imaglne. This, coupled
' with his cld fiirtation with Daphne.
land her eensistively jealous digpost
! tion, would be sure to male things
| unpleasant for him. And, further, i1
| she learned that Lucy was here, and
| discovered his fondness for Lucy, he
knew mighty well what gort of a ToW
He trembled &t

| she would kick up.

| the thought. Daphne saw bhls trepl
datlon
“Why ' she asked, “What s Mrs
Blazes to vou?”
“Nothing,” Harry  sald, lervently
‘Absolutely nothing.”
| “Well, you acted gueer You al
| waye did aci queer” Daphne sald
“Apyway, the other hai was sen
here, and 1 want. to get 1
Hut it lsn’v heve,” Harry assured
her. “if It were, 1 wonlda't let you
have i1, Lecause 1 want one ke it mp
felf. Can't you muke one f o
1 might,” Daphne selid, fSosanans

the eoy afr that ¢ anvied 1o be
irregletible. “Why do yoi wWint hn
e it for your sistoer?

“No, Daphoe You =ce. | this
way, [I—I'm Lhave o § LWt
guests. A voung lady T'm gret in
terccted In—yor see, it lins been £0
long since we jorted th [ im sure

w1 have forgotien me-—atl r—well,

ng lady is to visit my sister,
1], I've got lo get that hat,”

“1g the hat for Ler?” Diphne #sked,

interestedly
TO BE CONTINTED)
Enlightened.

n= he turneo
‘ciin | ask »

said little Fr#
the pages of his lHstc

b o2 e

question?

“What Is it, my son?" asked his fath
er. withont looking up from his spert
Ing page.

“How did the cl!f dwellers
warm in the winter time?”

“Why. I guess they used the moun
taln reuges Now, don’'t ask me any
more foolish questions.”™

Only Once.

“How often, my goeod man”™
the stranger st the wavside station
“do the trains stop here?”
| “The trains etop here,” said
J: pour station porter, "only once
iu:at they start.”"—Stray Storles

EalC

the
Alte

keep |

This photograph shows Greek chillren, orphan
lief stations that have been established in Athe

PRIEST SAVES LIFE

~r

Father Jose Algue Well Known in
Philippine Islands.

Director of Weather Bureau at Manila
Who Has Made Extraordinary In-
strument—Clergyman Is De-
voted to Humanity,

Lendon.—Quietly and unostenta-
tiously, without being in any way her-
alded by the press, a certaln priest
pald a visit to London recently who

deserves to be ranked among the
world's greatest benefactors. His
name, Father Joe Algue, {8 ecarcely

known, perhaps in this country, hut
every man a
knows Father Algue, director of the
Philippine weather bureau at Manila,
for did he not, after many years’ la-
bor, invent an Instrument which s
called the barocyclonometer, by which
it is possible to guard against the most
dreaded of far eastern calamitles—
the typhoon?

This instrument I8 now In Use on
upwards of 1,000 ships that sail the
waters of the far east, while the
American government proposes to fit
{ts ehips with & modified form of the
fnstrument in order the. captalns may
be warned of the approach of hurri-
canes or storms, und thus make It pos-
sible for them to slp out of harm’s
way. And It was in order to have
this modified parocyclonometer made
under his personal supervision that
Father Algue recently came to Lon-
don.

The Instrument 18 really a combina-
tion of the ordinary barometer and a
evclone detecting apparatus, 1h_e lat-
ter being Father Algue’'s own inven
tion. The barometer used alone will
tell of the approach of the gtorm, but
will give no hint as 0 the direction in
which the center or vortex of the
storm is moving. It 18 this additional
information which the cvelonometer
supplies, and 1ts use has undoubted-
Iy led to the saving of millions aof
llves In eastern waters

Not only, however, has Father Al-
gue invented the barocyclonometer,
but in connection with the Philippine
weather bureau, he has also organ-
{zed a system of cyclone danger sig-
pals, which It 15 no exaggeration lo
E4y Eave thousands of lives every
year. Father Algue has a corps of
§£0 uatlve assistanis who are scattered
through the FPhilippine archipelago
Some are cbservers, cthers telegraph
operators, others mossengers whils
at Manila Father Algue is in direct
communication with a score of other
weathor stations In the jglands, and
also with points far zway from the
Philippines—Hong Kong for lnstance

The approach of a tvphoon Is at
once telegraphed to Father Algue at
Manlila, and he then sends the news
to ail quarters by means of his asso-
ciates and messengers At times he
has been able to glve notice of the

approach of a typhoon three days be-
fore it appears, and a.meat always
manages to give News of it one day
bs-.'nra-

We, In this country, have Httle idea
of the enormous Inss of life and dam
ppe caused by an eastern typhoon
When it is mentioned, however, that
the average number df typhoons in the
Philippines is Z1 a ¥ear, and it {& nat
unusia! for the fall of rain in two
days to equal the total rainfell «f
other countries for a year, while the
wind has ©ccen known to uproot
churches some idea of the vilue of
the wnrk which is being done by this
prieet, who hra practically devoted his
life to typhoon fighting, may be gath-
ered.

Apart from barocyclonometer,
Father Algue has fnvented several oth
er weather instruments of great value
to mariners, but he cares little for
publicity or fame, and it Is Interest
ing to not: that one of his treatises
ou typhoon fighting was translated
fnto German and circulated in Eu-
repe, yet his name did not appear on

“Ye

nd woman in the far east |

| it the

the cover. Instead, the readers were

given to understand that the transla- |

tor was the auther of the book. Fame
or wealth he cares little about, his
main concern being the saving of
tives which would otherwise be sac-
riticed to the storm flend,

MUST LIVE WITHIN INCOME

Judge Refuses to Grant a Divorce to
a Wife Who Charges She Was
Subjected to Cruelty.

Franklin, Pa.—That It Is the right
of a husband to insist that his wife
keep the family’s expenditures well
within his income was a rule lald
down here by Judge George 8. Cris-
well in refusing to grant to Mrs. Laura
F. Syivester, of OIl City, a divorce
from Willlam W. Sylvester.

The wife asked for & decree on the
zroun! of cruelty, and at the hearing
it developed that their troubles were

+ largely financial, the husband restrict-

ing the wife’s expenditures for the
family to 2 sum within his income.
In discussing this phase of the case
Judge Criewell sald;

“The husband had upon him the
burden of the family maintenance.
His income, while fair, was limited,
and it was only reasgonable en his past

| to insist that proper relation should

be maintained between such lncome
and the family exnenses. The failure
to preserve it could result in his
bhumiliation and loss of caste and
standing for business Integrity among
his asscclates and in the community,
something highly prized by a man of
prineiple 2nd honor.'

i .

0 ot A odreee

] hy Ti:rkishv bullets. walting for free food at one of the re-

I

| RRAGANZA DAGGER IS FOUND

|
| Portuguese Officials Recover $50,000
Weapon, Missing Two Years—
Sought by American.

Lishon, Portugal.—The famous dag
ger of the dukes of Braganza, long co-
veted by wealthy American collectors,
has been returned to the state as mys-
teriously as it disappeared from the
royal pulace of Neceseidades on the
| night of October 4, 1910, when King
Manuel fled from his castle to find ref-
uge on British shores.

The weapon, studded with precious
stones and bearing chiselmanship at-
tributed to Benvenuto Cellini, is esti-
mated to be worth $50,000. Many for-
eigners liave sought to purchase It~
romantic tales associated with the
blade having added a historic worth to
its intrinsic value,

At the time of the revolution the
Republican lenders visited the desert-
ed palace and took possession of all
the jewels and works of art that the
royal family had left behind. The dag-
ger and some other valuables, how-
ever, falled to find their way into the
hands of the new authorilies.

Some time ago the government de-
cided that all the furniture, jewels
and other property selzed at the pal-
aces, but which belonged to the fallen
monarch and nig mother, Queen Ame-
lie, should be returned to them in
London, and the old inventory books
of the Braganza family are being ex
smined to separate what belongs right-
fully to the roval family from what
{s considered as the property of the
republic. Recently the dagger was
secretly placed In the letter box of the
official who Is conducting the loven-
tory, There was nothing to ludicate
by whom it had been restored.

—

WHY HOTEL RATES ARE HIGH

Some Expenses Not Put Down In the
Books Are Disclosed by Wife of
Hotel Manager.

New York.Every now and then

| cne learns something new of the New

York hotels. Mrs. Max Thompson,
wife of the assistant manager of &
Gotham hotel, is entitled to the gratl

{ tude of the public for letting in a lt-

tle light upon the duties and emolu:
ments of the liotel managers
she did do the letting In beecaus
cording to her hushand, some dispu
concerning a fuzzy poodle had risen
between thept In her petition for all.
mony Mrs, Thompson alleges that her
1

s 18 pald §1.800 for his services;
2400 us agent for a champagne; $720
for eertain unnamed services perform
ad for hotels In Parls, Derlin and Lon-

don and 21,200 by steamship lines for |

procuring certain buslness for them.”

That happens to figure up to $10.800 |

@ yvear, but the difference may be set
down to the difffculty which ladies no
toriously experienced in dealing with
arithmetical facts. It also happens
that she does not state all the facis,
Thompson's case
coinclde with the facts in the other
hctel officials. For example, the as-
sistant manager of the hotel is allow
ed hls rooms and a cortain specified
sum dally fn the dining-rooms The

facts in Mr

| disereet pushing of & brand of cigars

| iz always worth something.

tender in one of the great hotels ad
mittedly recelved $10 a day for push
ing a certaln
Irimediate superiora

whisks

may have prol-

ited slightly by the same brand. The |

carriage callers, head porters. stew-
ards. chefs, detectives, laundry chlels,
head waiters—every other employe In
1 position of even modified authority
about a hotel—always are able to add
to their Income by certain other side

incomes. No doubt they are sometimes |

moved by sheer gratitude to share
such gratuities with the men who
have the power of discharge over

them. “I will take any position of re-
sponeibility whatever in any oune of
the great hotels,” sald a competent

even if|

band's income i3 $8.400 annually. |

One bar-}

No doubt his |

hotel man, "and [ will gerve without
salory and with absolute honesty. And
at the end of the year I will have
made more money than the manager's
salary amounts to. It isn't any won.
der that the publlc complains of the
Lhotel  charges. Look what
charges cover.”

thonge

| WALK LINE FOR A LODGING
Cleveland Wayfarers' Lodge Forces
Application to Drastic Test in
Proof of Their Sobriety.

("leveland, Ohlo.—Applleants for a
| night's lodging must hereafter be able
| to walk o lteral chalk line—a white
streak across an elghteen foot room
— before there {8 any shelter for them
at the Waylarers' lodge of the Asso-
clated Charitles herc. Superintend-
ent Howell Wright of the Aszociated
| Charties instituted the custom when
he refused lodging to a tramp from
Philadelphia because he wavered from
the narrow path,

Wright sald that he believes the cys.
tam should become general and that
applicants who are unable to negotlate
+ the feat In proof of their sobricty will
be turned out in the cold. The more
eerions cages will be glven to the po-
lice.

LETS THREE CHILDREN MARRY

’_Rushville. Mo., Man Gives Permission
For Son and Daughters, Un.
der Age, to Wed.

Sr, Joseph, Mo.—H. Il Seever o1
tushville, Mo., observed a dinner as a
marriage feast of two daughters and
a son, all under legal age, for whose
marriage he gave consent. Elmer C.
| Seever, a son, aged nineteen, married
Miss Ruby C. Kelly, agen sixteen
vears. Miss Florence Seever. aged
sixteen, wag marrled to Roy Virgil
Brown, aged twenty years, and Miss
| Allce N. Seever, aged seventeen, wed-
[dnd Archle M. Russell of Atchinson
| county, Kansas, the only one of the

| six who was of legal age.




