A el DA . ] A W | T e

L ot

you will

. =

=y from the Moon.

LOOK at the half moon just after sundown to-night. and

ive that a line drawn through the middle
of its convex side points to the sun. Look again when the
moon has begun to decline toward the west, and you v[.'xll
see that it has tipped to the right, so that the same line
slopes downward, still pointing to the sun.
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of Orange.

wise statesman, he never won a
battle, yet defeated his enemies. Weakly all his
indefatigable will sustained him in his arduous career.
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The Made-
Over Suit

By Rita Stuyvesant.

RE you unhappy because you
A have Lo wear last year's suit
again when it seems so hope-

lessly full and out of date? Do you
feel dowdy and passe when you
come out into the warm spring sun-
shine and fresh green grass and
“rab eclbows" with smart, well-
dressed women?

If you do you are not getiing the
full hundred per cent value from
your clothes, and it is time ¥»ou
made them do better service for
yon by remodeling them at once.
But g0 many women exclaim, “It is
impossible to make over a suit al
home!” Have you ever thought of
changing your out-of-date suit into
& smart spring frock, featuring
fashion's newest fancles?

A blue serge suit that started out
by being old-fashioned was caught
in time to change it to =2 street

dress in the prevailing style. First
tha lining was removed from the
coat. There was a flare peplum that
Teached slmost 1o the kneea. Thie
was cut open [or about six inches
both front and back, leaving only
two short “tunicse” to cover the hips.
Five rows of black silk soutache
brald on the bottom gave a new
note.

To lighten the cloth dress, you
may add g “tucker” of white or-
gandie or georgette crepe. It is ad-
visable to remove the cloth collar
from your sult and recut the neck
in front where (he buttonholes
show. The dainty collar from the
tucker js fetchingly becoming in
crisp organdie.

Unless a skirt is cut circular, it
is gquite a simple matter to reduco
it to the slim silhouette. About 2
vard and a haif at the bottom is the
accepted width for the newest skirt
To lengthen the skirt “let out” the
hem and face it. Black silk sou-
tache brald will readily cover any
.mark left from stitching or worn
edges, and wiil be quite in keeping
with the trimming on the bleuse.

One of the most interesting
“made-over” suits that T have seen
in a long time was recemtly womrmn
by a young war bride. By exercic-
ing her ingenuity this woman had
transformed a tan Eton suit from
two years ago to & smart spring
suit.

Tan silk tricolette was combinel
with the serge most successfully.
It was used as a show fiare peplum
to lengthen the coat. This peplum
was cut in one, with a front and
back section and roll collar. Novelly
brown buttons finished the fronot

The two-tone effect was also car-
ried out in the skirt. The circular
gkirt from several seasons past was
ripped and the flaring sides, top
and boltom, were tirimmed off,
leaving a broad, straight band. Use
this for the lower gection, lapping
it on the upper section of tricolette
by s deep tuck.

Variationa of this skirt may bas
made by culling side extensions
reaching up toward the walst line.

Altbough your old suit may
seemn useless, there are generally
poasibilities in it if you will re-
model it. Whether you change it
into ome of those smart one-plece
dresses that are invariably har-
bingers of springtime styles, or
recut it along newer lines, you can
make it a credit to your wardrobe,

Puss in Boots

Jr.

By David Cory.
S Puss Junlor and Tom Thumb
A entered a small village In
Goose Land they
heard a great noise, Swuch a shoul-
ing and waving of stick=! And all
of a sudden from a small tallor shop
twenty-four little tailors ran into
the strest.

“What's the matter?™
Junior asked a small boy.

“The iailors are trying to kiil a
biz Snail that cresps into their
shop every night.,” he replied. And
Just then a big policeman came by
end pushed his wayv into the crowd.
“What's all this noise about?™ he
demanded, swinging his stick up
down. And then 8 woman popped
ker head out of & window and saic:
*Four and twenty tailors

Went out to kill a Snail;

The best man amongs=t them

Durst not touch her tai!
She put out her horns

Like a little Keyloe cow;
Run. talors, run,

Or shell kill you all just now. "’

And even before finished
speaking, the four and tweniy
tailore ran away as fast as they
could from the fery little Snail.

But, oh, dear me! As Pues
Junior was laughing at the funny
gight, the Snall turned around and
rashed at Tom Thumb., Poor little
Tom drew his sword, which wasxs
about the wize of 2 pen knife, and
bravely defended himself. And 71

., Euess everyone thought he was
quite A hero after pgecing the four
and twenty tailors run away. By
the Enail had on 2 heavy coat
aof armor, and Tom could not force
his weapon through it He was
getting much the worst of it, when
Puss ran up and with one blow
sent the Snail spinning away. And
after that the Snail didn't come
back to fight any more, but lay
almost still, except for a wiggle or
two from its legs and a feeble wav-
ing of its horns.

“Did you get hurt?”
anxiously.

“No, not much,” replied ‘Toam
Thumb. “The Snail bunted me
pretity hard two or three times with
(s horne. but that only took the
breath out of me.”

“Let's go out of town,” said Tom,
picking up Tom Thumb and placing
him on his shoulder. There's such
a crowd, and who wants to wait for
those cowardly tallors to return”™
So he and Tom Thumb resumed
their journey of ndvrnturel and in
the next story you shall hear what
happened after that

Copyright. 1918, David Corr.
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The Ultimate

A {sher's hands in Germany. M was meant for an officer's close-
clipped, block-shaped head, to sit squarely on the top of it and
shadow his hard-worked. fat-shrouded blue eyes. It had a spread eagle
screaming sbove it, a girdis above the visor of linked metal like the
scales of a snake, a ponderous button over each ear and a cut-out place
for that same ear to fit into. It had a shiny, glittering black visor.

On its flattened apex a spike as heavy and as clumsy as German

Art, & spike like the gilded. blunted arrow-head a flag is topped with, a
fearsome spike, jutted. It was “colossal,” ag the Boche says. It had a
varied career on the top of a Prussian's head. And at last it saw St

The Man With the X-Ray Eye

THE GREATEST MYSTERY STORY YOU HAVE EVER READ

the movement of waiches
Then he looked the
tently a momrnt uand.

cried out

“Well, 1 declare’

He had just disca
lower facet of Comte d'Abozali-
Viscosa'r diamond two inter-
aboul with her a fortune in jewsls laced Jelters mentioned in the vir-
Mra. Tankery is found dead in her cular
room—murdersd Alicr an investiga- A (h lert .
tion Delorme’s is suspected. Later De- A thunderool
lorme’s I8 released. would not

The Baron 1'lucke meels Delorme AmAzZ=ment.
and reveals detalls of transaclivn he “I had & suspicion of it
intends to carry out o A .

Meanwhile, the fame of ths rare tered to himsel
Jowels of the Comte D'Ahazoli-Vistcosa alone who committs]
excites coneiderable comment through- in the Avenue d’Antin
outl Paris, and a clever organization \itid th e "
of thieves, the “A™ Band, plois to get inder 0 exieriur of &
them. They lease an adjolning spart- xociety man he wpg:

thing,” he added,
crel admiration
Then he interrupts d

Iment
Deiorme comes to ser the Jewsls,
RS sacurity
*“1 shall not denounce him to the
police, most cortuinl Those Things

which have been offered
for a loan, and o the surpriss of the
comties and his associates announces to
them that the safe sum'fl-‘wlh"' "“1"“
tain them is empty The A" band de- - . d " - R
clde to force un entrance lo the safe R not ane .;In i Sz
Accomplishing their purpose, they find only now 1 have hin :
the vault emply of jewels whether, in offcring
Delorme a8 wscized while lfﬂ “:' big rine, he intends v pln
comtle's apartment and left to die In 3 . ' <
he Semvel aate. To svert suspicion his trick of hi= own. b hie
clothing is piled op the Quai Javel have him=elf and
Baren Plucke, financier, seeks ald of bing hi= lands
Delarme In solving murder of a rela- himseld hee ghal!
tive, the circumsiances of which are Then, lookir "
almost identical with the Tankery : ry Ny
tragedy. The Maharajah of FPoud- which in a sunbeam (4lling on the
hukurrah sends an agent to Baron mantelpicce where L had put it,
Plucke seseking to borrow §15 000,000 was glittering wilh xll the hues
on the roval jewela f & inbow, he 1
Burglars break the s coptinued
selzed wilh terror “Meanwhile, here an extremely
dangetous gem If it should ever
be found in mY hand- there would
be trouble. What nm I geoing o
do with it! Trust i1 to Antoine
Augustus? quslly dangerous com-
zination! Put it in & safe in the
Bank of France” T, da thit ane
wonld need to have one .

apringe out
Lucien falls in love with Georgetle,
one of the assassins. and has another
miraculous escape from death.
hestdes, there's the . N ¥ g
an F interlaced—good * * * some  inquisitive p.-ru.:. o in-l-‘mh
murder in the Avenue d'Antin- it Let us find =omething betlor'™
yes! ® & & RBaron I‘luciﬁ“-sl‘fﬁh" He went o Lhe window .'-n-!‘;‘x
the request of Baron amined It a mament The little
. heir * = * 1| «trips of wood separnting the punes
don't remember that,” he inter- were worm-ealen and shmost ul’!
rupied himself. “but 1'll speak of the putty had fallen :-u-t
it o Augustus * * * that [fel So he slipped a knire blade un.
low has a wonderful memory.” der the one at the right, and. with
He quickened his pace, in a hurry a trifing pressure, mﬂd;, it ;m‘lnt
to return home. out. Then, in an inatant, he made
“I don't know ujh_v this diamond with a gimliet 5 little hﬁll; in which
Keeps running so in my head.” ha placed, the diamond without
On reaching his room he rum- difficulty and restored the beadin
maged in a drawet and took out a to Its place, laetc ning it with i
magnifying glass, surh a= wateh- little strong glue.
makers put in their eves to examine “I probably couldn’t

By GUY DE TERAMOND.
Symopaia of P'receding Chapters,

Lucien Delorme presents letters of
lotroduction to Mme Armelin and reg-
Istors at her boarding bouse He
makes the acquaintance of Mra. Tank-
ery. rich American widow. and a
Guatemalan gesera!, Domingo ¥
Lopex

Mre. Tankery, about wsixty,

slane In-

suddeniy,

vi-petl an the

carries

fee!
mare

faliing at his
have caused him

he mul-
12 he, and he
the murder
I knew that
fashionable
capable of any-

withoutl ses=

himeeif,

don’t hnow
repurehase
mie o
must he-

Added, rub-
gleeinlly, “behave

gnd ure
Diclorms

eale
when

worry, detective service!”
he exclaimed in a low tone, *I

shall not cryv it on the housetops!
Come, now,” he added, “an A anu

“Don't

b L

Plucke-Strohe's
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By NELL BRINKLEY

Topyright, 1919, Intermational Fediure Servies, lam

CERTAIN clumsy, Martian, elaborated helmet let{ tl}o last pol- + Mihiel and had its first sight of the clean, eager, dust-tan Doughboy of thess

United States, and that one of them {n particular who made a violent

and interesting change in its career.

He gripped it by its convenient handle on top and skinned it away
from its owner, from the Race, the feelings, the method of thought, the
sounds, the arrogant atmosphere that it had swaggered its short life in.
What do vou think a German helmet that had spent its life above
the thoughts of a Prussian be thinking while it thumped up and down in

a U. 8. Doughboy's kit?

What would it be thinking while it crossed the rising, falling mid-
Atlantic—with no German submarines left in it—to the boudoir-table
of an American girl, to be held in her soft, enemy hands, turned over
and over, crowed over, and lifted at last and fitted down over her goldsn

in thery he mur-

“Buat it's an ¢x-
hiding plure for a diamond
would anvone searfhing this
an idea of going to look
there, and unless a lazier = + 0

But he had alreudy taken his
hat, and was going rapidly duwn-
slaire

!I!
Pames
plain house
lookod at the third story

“Thero iz a pot of Nowers on the
window sill." he zald in a low tone:
“Augugtux 1% at home!"

Without stopping. he whistled
she'lly twicve through his fingers,
ufter the fashion of PMarisian roist-
Crerg

At the
Clichy
and
which

Ths
peared

Sn hix signal had been heard and
anEwered

Then he went
quermniant
HSame was, a4 pot
window i1l of an entresol
slantly dizappraresd

nroklace
lavnghing

a prarl

ellient
Never
rom have

e Rue des
pas=ing in (roml ol a
riclsed his head and

Eonn rewe ined

and,

corner of the Avenue de
turned back an imstant
glanced at the house before
he had whistled,
pot ] flaowoer:

e

hiad disap-

Jaq
whistled in the
£ flowwrs on n
also in

the Fue

np

where he

murmured
“the ‘A’

“HMe s notificd, toao,”" he
in & tone of gatislfaction,
band will be <n'l'|';[l5'-!-l-"'

Fifteren minules later
and Anatole met in the
on the Bouwlevard Clichy, where
they had already been a few days
before, on the evening Anatole had
landed from KEngland.

Barely a few ipstanis had pass-
ed when a third person, who was
extremely stoul, entered the eals
which, nt this hour, was emply, sat
down nat near them and be
Ean ilnstrated paper:
intentls

He did noet appear know s
neighbors, byt e didd not Mse »
word of thelr conversalion, bending
hi= head rorward, [rom time (o
time, in approval.

It was Antoine.

Augustns
little eafd

a table

Llar regd the

i
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CHAPTER XVI1I.
Faee to Face,
It was 7 o'clock when, on thsat
day. Comie d'Abazeli-Viscosa re-
turned from his club.
Giolng to his office,
Nam.
“Well,”

he called

asked the latter famli

larity, “has the baccaratl been more
fuvorable todav ™"

“No. There are times when ill-
luck implacably
ngainst card is
nevded, opposite; il
it's a Jow one high
one. if u hizh ane, a low comes; if
one has eicht in his hamds, the
banker throws nine Yau see, when
favorable, 1t 18 devidedly stupid to
play.”

He laid
chalns, a
puree

“Menger spoils!

Then he said

“Lay out my dress coat, and my
white cravat I'm going to Lreat
Itttle Monteerf at the cabaret It
zeems that this chap has an old
aunt in the provinees, a rich woman
who lives almost alone in a lonely
vhateau, and whose senile mania 18 to
pile gold eoing In her esllars. 1 should
Iithe to have some additional infor-
mation, und there's nothing like a
good Burgundy to unloose the
tongue.”

"Yes" Nam  answered in & low
tone, “that mig'm becoms interesting :
I've always toid vou that old faumilies
were full of resources '

“For.,” the comte-added. it is still
too roon o Like up the affair of the
Maharajuli's jewels, thoneh we are rid
of Thitt disturber whn = = »
VOry Nam
miss him this

The Hindoo began 1o Ianugh

1 =aw the carriagq t hat
hilm away for the autopsy
,N]‘t"." - - | RA

e rummaged in his pockel and,
ailking out o newspaper

“News In three Jined A man
named Lucien Delorme was found
ussassinated yesterday morning in
the Hotel des Nouvelles-Hebrides.
Inquest.”™

e went an

“While walting
witate officially  that
=ained of
trea=nure, might perhaps payv
a Nitle tall on  Baron
lpche pmd “ound hils intentions"

Suddenly the telephone bell
can 1o ring furiously,

The comte unhooked one recasiver
and held out the other ta the Hin-
slgning to him to prepare
ANEWEr

“Helln,” said- a vojee,
Comte d’Abazoli-Viscosa's
dence T

“Yes, sir.”

“la he At home?

‘I don’t know, =ir, 1
Who Is speaking, pleagas™

rn BHE

BCems Lo be

Whatever
one oty the

YOl

card, gels a

o his
pocketbook,

twa gold
and s silver

desk

waine

LM

sury that vou

thidn’t
time ™

took
mnd be-

read

until
wo
the

we
have
famous

ran
re-
Ppoessesgdion
vou

reiendly
b=
vy, to

“is this
res)-

will see.

nre
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;llnrla’while her eyes laughed victoriously out from under its invimesd
@ (?) visor?

The American Boy pat his fist in with the Frenchman, the Britisher,
the Italian. The American boy destroyed the German st Chatean
Thierry and St. Mihiel. He risked his life and drought a German offi-
rar’s helmet out of the blood and mud. He went om smiling and sent
“the trifla” to his sweetheart back home'! She wears it in play down
loose over her shining hair., The ploture of her is a symbolical figure
of Germany's defeat. She traces “finis” with a proud and dainty finger
in the air! It looks as Jf the American boy casually licked the Bochs
simply and solely to get his “girl” a souvenir, and found it a simple
matter. So passes the bugaboo of the “frightful” war-bonnet.%f the

—NBLL BRINKLEY.
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Advice to the Lovelorn
BY BEATRICE FAIRFAX.
The Gr&spmg Glrl ' loves him. He says he loves her though

;!:ekknov' nothing of the world, while
AT S8 F 'ANX nows everything. Her parents
DEAR NN P AT A% < tried to have ths marriage annulled,
I have been going about with a girl but did not as she was inclined to be
for about four months 1 ivve her wayward otimes D¢ B8S Work
deariy, but T am not sure my jove |4 and lomt.:timrs:lh“a bis Bot ¥ Bt won-
refurned I take her conmtinuasily to |} '
the theaters, and she seceyts it as a | dering how it ls going to turn uB:‘.
malter of course | wm smending mere A

meaoaney than | can aNMord I hase
tiatked with the girl about I, but, =8 I
mnid befors, she sxpeacts it It haw
Rotten me inflo mumerous quarrels with
my parente, Ploase advise ine whether
1 shoult drop her friendship, or (if
there jn any other way of continuing it
DOUBTFUL.
sounds very
and selfish to m». In fact,
the “daukter of the
horse leech”™ mentioned in the Bible.
who cried continuaily, “Give, give.”
I should have a plain talk with her
and tell her that further extrava-
Eance on Nour part is entirely out
of the guestion. And If she persists
in her demands 1I'd drop her. You
don't want a friend who is plainiy
working vou for a good time.

She No Longer Writes.

DEAR MISS FAIRRFAX
While o W Yuacation
meot a girl gl fell des
her, amd 2he retorned my Jove When
wir cam® back ta the cuny we mel
nearly axary day and wentl far 0 walk
and Sometimion we would go o the
theater If | ecouldn’'t see her for a
few days | would write, and she ul-
WAYS anowercd as Soon Ae possibie
Now for & few months | have writien
to her nearly svery weelt without re.
CHIVINE AN ANsSWer The thing that
puzziea me= i3 thiet she often told m
how much ahe loved e, and now ahe
doesn't seem Lo cafe o wWrile
ANTHONY.

dear Anthony,
affection of
girles are xo
thoy are in

As long as the girl has made this
marriage, there js nothing to do
but to give her all the help and
encouragement in one's power to
make It a success. And this cannot
be aceomplished by criticiam. Per-
haps the experiene of marrying =
widower with six echildren may
have a settling effect. Very cfen
thia is the case.

Doesn’t Come Any More.

DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

I am ﬁghte«-n and have been going
about with & young man two menths
steadily. Recentiy he called me wup
and told me he s not coming any mere,
giving me no reason for this Since
then | have felt blue and lonely and
tried to forget him, but T could not. as
1 used to enjoy his company wvery
much. 1 would appreciate any ad-
vice from you as to what would be Lhe
proper way to regaln his friendship
HO'E
There is really nothing to do
about it when a young man de-
liberately acts this way but gc-
cept the slituation and make the
best of it. You must see that he
Iz quite unworthy of your love in
pursuing this course and making
no explanation. 1 should go abeut
and enjoy myself and try to forget
him.

Marrying For a Home.

DEAR MIES FAIRFAX:

Az u reader of your column, | sheuwid
greally appreciate your advice ongthe
following mublect. 1 am a widow.;ml
huve u chiid of one yeur. 1 have alss
# amuil sum which will last me a fow
sears. Should | marry a man whao
knows 1 can only respect but never
lov him. or shall [ work to support my
child?® L. G

To mary for 4 home and support
always seems (o me the very last
recourse (or a woman. Why not try
to supprurt your child? Who knowsa?
Perhaps 1n the business world you
may mee! someone whom you can
really lova and wish to marry. 1
hope, if you declde to go to work,
that you have some entirely trust-
worthy person with wmhem to leave

vour child while you are gway dur-
ing the day

Your
Erasping
she recalls

Young l;ini_\

last syummer T
ply in love with

It would seem, my
as If von had the
this voung lady, but
aqueer, spectally when
love., that a Hitle explanation may
be worth seeking. Wrilte her u dig-
nifird and self-respecting 'etter and
ask why she is no longer friendly
with wvou Perhaps there is some
little unimportant thing that is
Kerping you ostranged

Seventeen and Thirty-
eight.
DEAR MISS FAIRFAN:

Whit s yvour opinlan of a
gir! of sevenieon who rups
marries 4 wihdowear of
whe has six children,
thrie and thy I vou

mupposs they wil v i nlong? She's
KT Yiw g vt ®uve "

lost

young
awny and
thirty-elght
the youngest

1an linesd

|
|
|
|
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,me to a stiff-bosomed horror.

When a Girl"

Marries
By Ann Lisle.

CHAPTER XCIV.
Copyright, 1919, King Fealures
Syndicate, Inec.
I reached home from
W the visit to our Canteen
Lieutenant, the doorman
greeted me with an enormous hat-
box-like affalr. On ita cover was
the name of one of the smartfest
florists. Still aflame with the good
wiil enkindled by dolng Carloifa
Sturges a good turn. 1 bore the
box up to my little home.
Suppose It were from Jim. This
time I'd revel in his extravagance.
It would burn down the barrier of

coldness I had set up between uf

It's aguinst my principles to cut

string, but it was beyond my power

to stop to untie these knots. So 1
fairly huried open the box.
There in a deep bowl of hilue
luster was s mass of exquisite
llles of the valley, and in the midst
of their white coolnes were three

crimson roses. Under them a flat
parcel. Befors | opened that I
ran to fill the blue bowl with water.
Then I set it on the black and goid
cover flung acrosg one end of Lthe
refectory table.

Atip-toe with excitement, I ran
to open the parcel A white en-
velope fell out. 1 hardly knew
which to examine first. But after a
second I decided on the package.
What could Jim be sending me?

I unfastened the heavy white
paper—and there lay the bilue robe
Tom Mason had dared to send it
back.

Now all my life when I got angry.
I had turnéd cold. Always I had
stiffened to a sort of igy stillness—
sarcastic and most Sggraveling
F've been told—to all violently
angry persons who take my repres-
sion for calmness.

But now I became white hot. 1
was dizay with rage—and «ck with
hate,—burning. flaming hate I
seized that vase of blue luster from
the table and hurled it to ‘he stone
fireplace. It dashed to pleces and
In thero—a trickling ocoslag stream
of water and broken potisry, lay
pallor-stricken white lilies and
angry red roses -

For a moment I stared at them.
heaving, raging, ready to go and
wreak more vengeance on them
The next instant I became cold with
bitter shame. Those little Sowers
It was if I'd struck baby hands

Penitently, 1 crossed to ths fire-
place and picked the bruised flowers
one at a time from the ruia around
‘hem. I found a box, fillad it with
‘amp tissue paper and packed the

lowers safely in it. Then I fetched

broom and dustpan and cleaned the
hearth my temper had defiled.

Presentiy I was hatted and coated
agein and on my way o a langle
of dark and twisted streels In the
poor district. There was a church
there—a little mission chiurch.

I was at peace when [ returned
home. Very calmly I took the blue
robe, folded It and laid it back in
the chest. As calmly I opened Tom
Mason's note, and read his little
mesaage:

“Forgive. The fSowers say It for
me. And try to believe that I am
a better man for knowing you.
When you need a friend, won't you
come to me? T M*

I had to balieve he meant it. No
woman brings doubt with ber from
a shrine. “

By the time Jim came home [ was
dressed in a new frock of the lilae
shade he loves =20 well—and his
dreas clothes were lald out and his
bath waiting. I waan't trembling
and palpitating with love—athirst
for his kiss. But I was warmed
and comforted by the joy of service
I wonder if that's the truc méaning
of marriage, after all? -

Nothing was sald of recint events
Jim didn't have to go to his collar
box, ance I had put the studs and
links and collar byttons in his linen,
so for the time ing he didn't re-
;J:u that I had returned his 310

L

Almost timidly, Jim came over
to me. [ laid my hands in his and
he kissed them—first one, then the
other. DBut he dint take my lipa
I think | was half disappointed.
half relleved. :

“Wonder-girl!” he eried. “You're
the meost beautiful thing in the
world. But not a little lilac-prin-
cess tonight. ' Anne—a queen In-
stead. By Jove, you've something
of the stately., womanly look of
our beauntiful Betty. A queen!" he
ended, slowly staring at me with
puzzled eves as he dropped my
hands and limped into the bed-
room.

I wonder if Beily's look of state-
ly reserve came to her through
pain—1 wonder if her dead hus-
band caused that pain.

After a minute, Jim came out
again (lourishing his pleated shirt
in his hands. He was grinning
boyishly. He seemed like himsel:
again,

“Wonder-girl"™
vou didn’t pick out
ruffly shirt—Instead

he repeated. “If
this mice, soft.

of dooming
A nd
when 1 think of the bachelor dayvs
of selecting shirts and ramming in
studs, 1 could dance. Ready In &
jiff, Anne.

“Oh. by the way, Norreys = go-
ing to be there. Funny thing
he and Jeanie met out West last
year, when he was resting up from
his wound. They must have had a
tift or something, or they drifted
apart. It's all right now though
Jeanie "phoned and invited him to
dinner—and —helis coming.™

A strange feeling af Joy
over me. 1 experienced an unaec-
countable zernsation of peace ané
happiness at the thought «f seeing
Anthony Norreys again.

To Be Continucd.

Physician, Cure Thyself!

Some time ago a lecture was de-
livered in a small town in Scotland
on menemaonics. When the aundi-
ence had dispersad and the leciurer
had driven off to his hotel, the
hall keeper brought to a member of
the committee an umbrella that
some one had left in the anle room
The committeeman looked at the
name on it It was that «f Lthe Tor.
!nvci '

came
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