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Woman 
Again

By JEAN ELGINBROD

(Copyright, 1918, b y  th e  M c C lu re  N e w s p a 
p e r  S y n d ic a te .)

The rush of the day’s work was 
nearly over In the telephone office. 
Jeanette Whipple, trunk operator, fac
ing the clock, saw that in a little less 
than two hours her time would be up. 
Ähe wondered if Richard was watch
ing the clock as impatiently as she. 
8nch a long, long time to six o’clock 
and the happy walk home.

She glanced over the local board. 
The local girls were always busy. 
Their hands flew as they connected 
line after line. The drops fell quick
e r than they could answer them. The 
«chief operator (No. 25 officially) was 
working back of the board on the 
Hayes.

The monitor walked up and down, 
tip and down, back of the girls, who 
bated her nearly as much as they did 
their chief. She had been 15 years In 
the business—and showed It. She was 
reported to have a soft spot in her 
heart for the young, turly-headed as
sistant <4ief operator at the desk.

The messenger boys called him the 
fellow with the “pretty blue hair.” The 
girts called him “12%,” being assist
an t to No. 25.
• Jeanette laughed to herself as she' 
thought of It. Then she turned down 
a  Jack to see If No. 270 was still talk
ing to Ridgeton. Captain Henry’s big 
▼olee boomed in her ear, and she 
«aught the sentence:

“—tall and dark, about thirty years 
laid, been foreman of the Electric com 
pany six years.”

Mechanically she turned up the 
Jack. Tliea as she realized what she 
bad heard she listened again. Why, 
Richard was foreman of the Electric 
company. What could have hap
pened!

“Oh, Latbrop’ll die. There Is no 
chance. Don’t know just how it hap
pened yet. Nash has always borne a 
good name, though there has been bad 
Mood between him and Lathrop a long 
time, I hear. Have your men watch 
Sharp. If he <Bd go on that four o’clock 
m  head it oft at Saturne. It gets there 
about four-thirty. If he got off at 
Ridgeton, which Î  doubt, he can’t have 
gone far yet. I think he will keep on 
toward the west. Got It all?—five 
fee t eleven, dark, smooth face, well 
ftniilt, brown suit, black derby—all 
tight. Good-by."
. 270 rang off.

Jeanette took the connection down 
and leaned baek in her chair. The 
balletins on the board swayed up and 
down with a horrible, sickening action, 
The noise of falling plugs grew faint 
The hum of voices died Into silence. 
The board seemed an immeasurable 
(distance away.

Then slowly her brain cleared. She 
bad no trouble in realising now what 
I t  all meant. Richard Nash, her Rich 
and Nash, had killed Lathrop.

His face came up before her, clear 
ca t as a cameo, the wise, tender face, 
the frank, steady eyes. Why, every 
one had hated Lathrop but Richard. 
H e had only laughed at him. It could 
not be true. Some one was playing a 
Joke on her.

She looked swiftly down the long 
Une of girls. All were, working, still 
and sober. The monitor paced slowly 
back and forth. No. 12% was writing 
s a t  trouble reports.

A drop fell. It was 270. She took It 
before the recording operator could 
teach It, and plugged In on the line. 
H er voice sounded strange to her as 
she spoke.

“Toll line.”
“Give me police station. Saturne, 

Captain Briggs to the telephone. And 
tigh t away quick, to central.”

She made out the ticket slowly. Her 
Rogers were stiff and cold. She felt 
aumbed all over except her brain. That 
aeemed on fire. She looked down at 
the  small diamond on her left hand 
Whethenait were true or not, he was 
Richard—yes—and she loved him.

If  Ridgeton had not been able to get 
a man down to the train In time to 
search it, after getting Captain Henry’s 
message, there was a small chance for 
bis escape—perhaps she could make it 
s  bigger one, if  he were really on that 
train , as she thought. Could she keep 
270 from getting Satnme before the 
tra in  passed there, a  whole half hour 
yet?

New York was probably his goal. If 
ghe could keep the train from being 
searched before it reached New York, 
be  might escape West, or across the 
water.

W as he thinking of tbetr walk home 
s t  the « •*  of the day, aew /abe won
dered, remorse and fear fighting 
« tth in  h*» Or had he had no time 
t e  think of her yet ?

270 was calling again.
“C ant you get Saturne, Central? 

W hat is the matter?”
•«Wire Is busy. I  will call you,” she 

answered dearly. I t  was only quarter 
mt five now.

She cast a furtive look a t the mon
itor, who was coining toward her., She 
answered two other rails, and made 

. quick connections. The monitor 
«lanced a t her Word, then walked 
Slowly away again. Time aeemed to 
stand still, 4:5T—4:58—".

270 called again.
Captain Henry’s voice boded trouble 

for somebody.
“Why can't I  have Saturne? I  must 

them before four-fifty.
Jeanette almost laughdl. Her blood 

-jm* *ip Qow. 2TO mmt bave— Cap-

tum Henry suiil so. 27U must not have 
—Jeanette ' Whipple said so. Which 
would win?

“Wire still busy. I  will call you," 
she said.

Captain Henry fumed. Jeanette lis
tened in silence. Then he slammed 
up his telephone. She watched the 
clock and waited. 4:55—she drew a 
long breath, and passed the call. In 

few moments they were talking. 
Captain Henry gave the same details 

that he had given to Ridgeton, gave 
them like a flash. Then having evi
dently learned wisdom he passed calls 
to Lakeville, New Burn and New York 
at the same time.

Jeanette had not thought he would 
do that. The train did not get into 
New York until nearly six o’clock. 
Dared she delay that call so long a 
time?

She took the calls slowly, making 
him repeat several times, until his 
voice was like a cannon roar with 
anger. Then she set her teeth, folded 
her arms and waited. Once she made 

feint of receiving reports on the 
calls lind after giving the bogus in
formation courteously to Captain 
Henry recorded it on the back of the 
tickets.

5:00 N. C. (no circuit).
5:10 By. (busy).
The girl beside her was watching 

her curiously. How queer Jeanette 
Whipple was looking.

The fight was on. 270 called every 
other breath.

Jeanette tried to keep him good 
natured.

The intense strain was telling on 
her. She tried to hold herself still 
and calm that she might think clearly. 
She began to realize the terrible thing 
that had happened. The agony of it 
sr.nk in slowly. Perhaps she would 
wake up suddenly and find that she 
had been dreaming.

But 270 was grim reality. He was 
calling again.

Then for over an hour she stub
bornly fought every inch of the way. 
Captain Henry was a big man and a 
smart one, but he could not manage 
something he did not understand. He 
had been obliged to wait for busy 
wires-before this. It was nothing new 
nor surprising. He never even 
dreamed that this peculiar combina
tion of busy wires, with other tech
nical terms that sounded perfectly 
proper, even familiar, was due to a 
slip of a girl, one-quarter his age, in 
the central telephone office just four 
blocks up the street.

The numbers danced before her 
tired eyes. Her face was hot with the 
excitement. But when six o’clock! 
came she had just put up the con
nection between 270 and New York. 
She had won. She had done all she 
could to save the man she loved.

She stumbled out of her chair. She 
was so rigid she could scarcely move. 
She put on her hat and cloak with 
stiff fingers. The girls seemed to shun 
her. or was A her fancy? They must 
know it, too. Everybody must know I t  
Why, the world was full o f It. Rich
ard was a murderer, flying for his life, 
and yet, so strange and untrue It 
seemed that, even as she said it, she 
waited at the street door a minute for 
his familiar figure. Then she started 
home alone. t

Oh, to know he was safe !
She caught her breath sharply and 

hurried on.
It had evidently been raining. The 

dark was coming early. The mist clung 
to her skirts and dampened her hair. 
The electric light flickered on lit
tle pools of wind-swept water in the 
road.

Susan met her at the door, her kind, 
sisterly face placid and smiling. Then 
she started.

“Why, Jeanette dear, what has hap, 
pened?

But Jeanette could not speak. Some
thing was beating In her throat like a 
mad thing. She brushed past her and 
went In. Susan did not shut the door. 
Jeanette heard her saying: “Have yoq 
two been quarreling?”

Who was Susan talking to? A man’s 
voice answered.

“It does look like It,” he said. “She 
has been over a bloAc ahead of me all 
the way, going like a race horse.”

“Richard !"
She turned back to the door and 

tried to call his name, but It was only 
a gasp. Then he caught her.

“Sweetheart, has someone beep 
frightening you? Why, Jeanette— 
Why, Jeanette-!”

With a great effort she struggled 
out of the darkness that threatened to 
engulf her.

“The murder, Richard, you—”
He lifted her up into his arms and, 

carrying her In, sat down in the big, 
old-fashioned rocker with her.

“There, there, child. It’s all right 
Jeanette. Nash Farnsworth shot Lath- 
rop, but he is not going to die, though 
they thought he was at first Did you 
get It wrong? It was mixed at first, 
in the excitement. Did they tell you It 
w w  Richard Nash who did it? HifJ 
first name being my last one, and de
scription being rather alike, did make 
a little bother. He got away, I guess. 
I  imagine he got that four, o’clock 
train. Why, little girl, you could not 
think It was I  who shot him, could 
you?”

And hi the hush, while Susan got 
supper, and the light from the fire 
played on the walls, the rocking chair 
swayed gently with its burden, while 
she told him how she had played the 
part of Fate to n mch she never saw,

After she was quite herself again 
he looked at her solemnly and shook 
his head.

“It’s just as the poets and phlloso- 
pners always tell us,” he said. “A 
big door hangs on a little hinge. It 
takes <a woman to fool a man, every 
time, and to save one, too, God bles9 
her. even If It did not happen to b t 
ae," —

NEW SLEEVETRICK
P lan  A dm its of E x tra  P a ir s  of 

Arm C overings.

Are Attached to Blouse of Muslin or 
Net, Which Serves as a Cor

set Cover.

There has been designed a simple 
and popular midseason gown made 
with a loose peplum shirtwaist that 
has short sleeves and a rounded low 
neck. It is not only worn by young 
girls, but older women find it avail
able for many of their daytime activi
ties. It is made in black and other 
plain somber colors, and also in 
figured foulard and printed chiffon. It 
allows an extra pair of sleeves, and 
this trick is another revival of an an
cient and honorable day when women 
were not extravagant and depended 
upon accessories to constantly enliven 
one well-chosen, dark-hued frock.

The separate sleeves are made of 
muslin, pongee or even coarse lace.

to handle here, and so a binding * 
suggested instead. Quarter-inch as 
piecés long enough to go easily about 
the circumference of the armhole are 
stitched close to the edge on the right 
side by machine, then turned over and 
under and slip-stitched by hand on 
the wrong side. This makes an at
tractive finish and one not in the 
least difficult to do.

The girl with an eye to smart trim
ming features will take advantage of 
the opportunities offered by such fin
ishing to make it decorative and so 
distinguish her sport blouse from all 
others. The white linen blouse might 
be treated to a binding of rose satin, 
for instance. Vice versa, the white 
satin would be decidedly fetching 
bound in a colorful bit of cretonne. 
Also, if you want to go to the extra 
trouble, you might cord or pipe your 
binding just by way of emphasizing 
it ; it makes an awfully smart finish.

There is another practical way of 
treating the armhole of a sleeveless 
Jacket and that is a binding of braid, 
the silky kind that gives as a bias 
band might. On cotton and linen ma
terial a soft cotton braid can be used 
In the same manner.

SWITCH WIVES AND 
ALL ARE PLEASED

Single B le sse d n e ss  Is  T ra n s ito ry  
in C a se  of T w o New 

Y ork C ouples.

New York.—Never was single bless
edness a more transitory state than 
when it rested upon Mr. ant! Mrs. E 
bert Wendell Verity, Jr., and Mr and 
Mrs. Henry E. Frost, all of Roek\illo 
Center, Long Island. The dates mark
ing the beginning and conclusion of 
Its sojourn are as follows:

June 10—Mrs. Natalie Crane Verity 
wins a divorce from her husband. 
Mrs. Ruth Edna Frost is named as 
co-respondent

June 10—Henry E. Frost wins a di- 
Mrs. Ruth Edna Frostvorce from

USE SUBSTITUTE FOR LINEN

Percale Reputed to Have Proved Prac
tical and Popular—Good for 

Sheets and Pillow Cases.

The war has affected a number of 
things, and among others the supply, 
price and quality of linen. In fact, 
linen dealers declare that virtually 
no pure linen will be available next 
year and advise thrifty housewives to 
lay in as large a reserve supply as 
possible. This some of them are al
ready finding it almost impossible to 
do, owing to the well-nigh prohibitive 
price to which household linens of all 
sorts have already risen. The thing 
to do then is to discover and use 
substitute.

The substitute which has proved 
the most practical and popular is per
cale. Now percale is not particularly 
cheap, but, on the other hand, it is ex
tremely serviceable, and, as the saying 
is, “there is no wear-out to it.” It 
cannot be utilized as table linen, of 
course, but it makes excellent sheets 
and pillow and bolster cases. In fact, 
for these purposes, it has the advan
tage over linen, which musses abom
inably after one using, while the 
“dressing” In percale keeps it fresh 
and unrumpled much longer. ___

OF INTEREST TO WOMEN

Separate sleeves are a war-time In
vention. This frock of dark-blue and 
white figured foulard has a loose pep- 
jlum blouse held in with a gilt hat cord. 
iThe skeleton blouse beneath has loose, 
[flowing sleeves and a rolling collar 
[of heavy white chiffon.

(They are attached to a blouse of mus- 
jiin or net, which serves as a corset- 
icover and carries a collar that is 
(pulled out over the frock.
‘ It does not take much imagination 
ito visualize the constant changes that 
lean be played upon when separate 
jsle«res and collars are permitted In 
lone frock. True, they need constant 
[washing, but many of them do not 
ineed starch, and all of them can be
«aßily Ironed at home.
! It is prophesied, advises a fashion 
•writer, that this form of dressing will 
jgrow more in evidence as the winter 
(weather comes on, for the medievals 
(saw In this method of clothing them
selves a way to keep warm and to en
liven their appearance. So be warned 
iln time, and do not throw away a gown 
(because Its armholes and sleeves are 
(worn out. It can be made Into a 
‘medieval tunic or short apron, which 
•can be worn over separate sleeves and 
[collar attached to a skeleton blouse.

>SASH IS ONE REQUIREMENT

;No Frock Is Modish Without the Pop
ular Adornment—Gingham More 

Exclusive Than Ribbon.

Lady Marjorie Dalrymple, an Eng
lish society girl, is engaged in making 
artificial limbs for maimed British 
soldiers.

The fight for votes for women has 
been waged since 1878, and the suf
frage amendment was first drafted in 
1875 by Susan B. Anthony.

Mrs. Mary Spruance grappled with 
and held a pickpocket until the arriv
al of a detective when the thief tried 
to steal her purse In the elevator of a 
Philadelphia department store.

Alice Lee, a young Chinese girl and 
a motion picture actress, is studying 
the production and operation of films 
with a view to exhibiting pictures in 
China showing the difference between 
the status of American and Chinese 
women In their respective countries 
and their treatment by the men of the 
two nationalities.

Miss Isabel Million, the Knoxville, 
Tenn., girl whose “dried apple dolls' 
have made her famous, uses her own 
secret process of preserving the apple 
after it Is dried Into the desired image.

The department of woman’s war 
work connected with a large depart
ment store of New York and Phila
delphia held a three-day celebration 
in honor of Bastille day.

The war emergency high school for 
girls held a summer course at Phila
delphia, under the direction of Mrs. 
Lucy L. W. Williams. The course was 
prepared by Captain Moore of the ord
nance department and Included war
time housekeeping, government sys
tem of filing, bookkeeping, civics, 
chemistry, current history, mathe
matics and elements of business.

No gingham or calico frock may 
(count itself truly modish sans a sash 
[of its own material. Much, much more 
[exclusive is a gingham sash than one 
jof ribbon! The sash Is made of two 
(strips of the fabric, seamed up around 
‘the edges, and usually the ends are 
•cut in points or ovals. Such a sash 
Tails Just below the hip, one end over 
[the other, a small butterfly bow being 
[tied at the back of the waistline. 
[Sometimes the sash Is part of the sur- 
(pllce front? of the bodice; sometimes 
lit Is quite separate from the frock.
I Next In favor to the modest glng- 

m Is printed cotton or percale, and 
t makes a charming gown, especially 

(when the material Is spotted or 
(striped.
! One of the virtues of plaid gingham 
îs the delightful way In which It com
bines with plain materials. Fbr sport 
wear a frock of gingham may be made 
very chic by the plain one-tone trim
mings, or the jacket or Russian blouse 
bmy be of the plain materials, while 
jjEhe skirt and blouse trimmings may be

the plaid.
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GOOD T IP S  ABOUT FINISHING

Work About Armholes of Sleeveless 
Sport Blouse Furnishes Annoy

ances for the Inexperienced.

Many an Inexperienced dressmaker 
going to find herself “stumped' 

hen it comes to finishing the arm
holes of the sleeveless sport blouse, 
writes an authority. A simple "turn
ing in” is a despairingly difficult thing

Hubbies Switch Wives.

C A D t S ß Ö *
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M IS S IN G  H O U R .

‘Well,” said the clock, “it makes me 
mad.” A watch overheard ;he remark.

“Y o u should

\M/a
M never get mad,”  

said the watch.
They were hav

ing this talk in 
the watchmaker’s  
shop, or rather the 
watch mender’s 
shop.

“And why may 
I not get mad If I  
want to?” asked 

the clock.
“For a perfect

ly good reason.”
“I don’t know it, 

and I  will never 
know It, unless

“Folks Are Getting 
Up Earlier.”

yon tell me,” said the eloeje.
Now that made the watch 

pnoud : to think that

Elbert Wendell Verity, Jr., namêd as 
co-respondent.

June 11—Henry E. Frost marries 
Mrs. Natalie Crane Verity.

June 31—Elbert Wendell Verity, Jr., 
marries Mrs. Ruth Edna Frost.

For years when Mr. Verity was liv
ing with the present Mrs. Frost and 
Mr. Frost claimed the present Mrs, 
Verity as his wife the couples were 
Intimate friends. They had homes 
not more than a block apart in Rock
ville Center.

Suddenly all associations between 
the two households ceased and the di
vorces and their aftermath followed.

THIEVES LEAVE MAN 
SUIT AND UNDERWEAR

St. Lou!«! Mo.—Arthur Zav- 
orka of this city sat on the 
curb at Sixth and Market 
streets early In the morning, 
waiting for an owl car. He fell 
asleep. At four a. m. he dis
covered he had been robbed of 
$90, his shoes, hat, cuff links 
and watch. He told the police.

LIGHTNING'S QUEER FREAKS

Knocks Out One Man's Teeth 
Tears Clothing From Body 

of Another.

and

COAT THAT ASSURES SERVICE

Flagstaff, Ariz.—An account of a 
thrilling experience In an electrical 
storm on the summit <ff San Francisco 
peak was given by Alonzo Wells and 
George Dible when they were bronght 
to a hospital here for treatment.

They had started to climb the peak 
during a rain which turned Into a hail
storm, accompanied by much lightning. 
The ground seemed to be wreathed in 
colored lights and the rocks appeared 
to spout flames. As they reached a 
point 50 feet from the Sierra club’s 
register and monument, there was a 
flash of lightning which seemed to en
velop the whole peak.

Both fell to the ground stunned. It 
was an hour before they revived suf
ficiently to take stock of their injuries. 
Two of Dible’s teeth had been knock
ed out, his clothing was burned In 
places, his shoes had been torn off and 
his left leg was marked with a blue 
zig-zag streak. Wells’ clothing was 
partly torn from his body.

very
the clock had 

said It would never know something 
unless the watch told it.

“I will tell you,” said the watch. 
“Do, I beg of you,” said the clock. 
“Don’t beg of me,” said the watch. 

“I will tell you without begging, rm  
a kindly watch that way. I don’t have 
to be begged and urged to do things.
I keep time without being coaxed into 
doing so—the way it is with some 
watches I know. Why, I’v« known of 
any number of watches which had to 
be mended, cleaned, regulated and all 
sorts of other things, all the time.

“I try to do all these things without 
being urged.”

“Why are you here?” asked th e  
clock.

“Because I  was dropped and my 
glass face protector was smashed. Then 
one of my hands became hurt by tha t 
fall. It was an accident, and not my 
fault.”

“I see,’’ said the clock, “but you 
haven’t told me why I can’t get mad 
if I want to.”

“Because,” said the watch, “you 
mustn’t get ruffled up and excited. 
You must stay the same, steady, regu
lar even old clock through life. You 
mustn’t Jump ahead excitedly because 
vou are mad, or you mustn’t lag behind 
because you are worn out from hav
ing been mad. You must have an even 
disposition for yon are a clock, and 
must go steadily, regularly, all the 
(time:

“ Tick-tock, tick-tock.’”
“That’s so,” said the clock. “Tick- 

tock, that's so.”
“But Just the same,” the watch con

tinued, "I would like to hear what 
makes you mad. You mustn’t get mad. 
but you must tell me what would make 
you mad, If you allowed yourself tha t 
treat.”

“I  never knew it was a treat to get 
mad,” said the clock.

“I  don’t suppose It Is,” said the  
watch, “but I didn’t bother to pick out 
a nice word for It. I was too anxious 
to hear what you had to say. What 
would make you mad If you let your
self be mad? Pray tell me. I  am anx
ious to hear.”

“It’s this,” said the clock.
“What?” asked the watch.
“It’s this.” repeated the clock. “They 

have turned me on an hour, and I don’t  
hnow what has happened to that poor 
hour. I feel dreadfully about It.” 

“When did this happen?” asked th6 
watch.

“A few months or so ago. I  didn’t  
speak of it before because I thought 
that the hour might come baek again 
any day—but they haven’t  set me back 
<—«r anything.”

“Oh,” said the watch, “you have 
been here in the window of this shop 
and you haven’t heard the news In the 
outside world. They decided, all over 
the country, to turn the clocks and 
watches on an hour one day in the 
spring; then In the fall they will turn 
them back. They wanted to use the 
bright light of the sun, and so, by 
using an hour early in the morning; 
they couTd do so.

"Why, people, animals, trains, ships, 
and the gardens have known this for 
a long, long time.” ,

“Well, I am glad to have It explained 
to me,” said the clock. “It just made 
m e to o  m a d

CONVICT SLID ES TO LIBERTY

Prisoner in Penitentiary at Columbus, 
O., Seales Walls, Then Drop*

120 Feet.

Every woman with a «ente of ctothM 
that instantly recognizes a beautiful 
achievement in any garment, will ad
mire the coat pictured here. It is of 
broadcloth with large, convertible col
lar of Hudson seal, and there are two 
fur balls on the back. The sleeves 
are novel and graceful with wide cuffs 
and there is a girdle across the front 
fastened with large ornamental but
tons. Other fur than seal might be 
used for the collar and balls.

Columbus, O.—Creeping Into the 
shadows of one of the large shop build
ings and climbing a telephone pole, 
Harry Meyers, trusty at Ohio peniten
tiary, scaled the prison walls by slid
ing more than 40 yards on a cable wire 
and dropping to the ground on Chest
nut street

Meyers was serving an indetermi
nate sentence for burglary, committed 
In Pickaway county in 1915. A year 
after his entrance he was released on 
parole. In 1917 he violated his parole 
and was returned. At the time of his 
escape he was employee in the power 
house.

This is the first escape from the 
penitentiary since June, 1913.

for anything, to 
think of that poor 
hour losing its 
way in the world 
—somewhere — I 
d i d n ’ t  k n o w  
where.

“But If they’re 
merely saving It, 
and will use It in 
the fall, and if 
folks are getting 
up earlier and 
using the light of 
good old Mr. Sun, 
and making fine “Well, It Makes I 
gardens — we l l ,  Mad!"
then, I am glad I  
spoke to you about it, for now I und 
stand. And I think It’s a wonder 
Idea. Saving daylight, eh? Well, we 
well, they played a joke on this 
clock. I thought they’d stolen an 
away—but to think what they’re 
!y doing! Yes, they say old heads 
wiser than young ones, but I say 
people are' wiser than clocks, eve

» A i
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we do keep the time!”

Marigolds on Top.
“Oh, mother!” called little Elli 

years old, ns she looked Into a 
milk that had been standing 
night, “the marigolds that the 
ate has all come to too top.”

_______ — ------------ T*


