it

Delario and tried to see if she had the!

CHAPTER XV—Continued.
—-—16—
Billy charged monsieur’s confession

to a private account that was growing !
Personally I felt I liked the ask, “Have you found out?”
man the better for it—I read it as the

effort to shield the girl and minimize |

large.

her part in the affair. And in that I
was right; Billy looked at it differ-
ently. “Conceited cuss!” he later con-

fided. “Wanted to take the whole
credit to himself.”

“Oui, madame,” monsieur went on,

and all the while I felt him searching |

my face for a sign of what I had ac-
romplished with Mrs. Delario. “Nos-
ging can be safer—I argue—zan a
fancy slipper.
steamer in ze cold of winter, and mad-
ame have so assure me zat her bag-

gage, because of her so good cousin, |

iIs pass wisout difficulty. And who
would accuse madame of’—he gave
me a knowing look and finished ambig-
uously—*of to smuggle zoze valuable
papers zat do not concern her? Ah,
no—it would be incredible wisout to
see zem—and we have take care zat
zey are not seen! And to accomplish
zis we have put zem where zey are al-
most but not quite seen. I have ex-
plain all zis to Claire and she have
.anderstand parfaitement. Oul.”

The smugness with which he deliv-
ered himself of this was really amus-
ing, and I couldn’t help a smile, which
encouraged him to add—at the same
time looking pierecingly at me—with a
deprecating shrug:

“And just at ze moment of beautiful
completion madame carries off one of
goze slippers—we know not which.”

All of us laughed and the tension
that had been quite plainly felt in our
little company broke.

Claire went on to tell us how, in
Antwerp, she had occupied a room
communicating with Mrs. Delario’s the
day before they salled, and how papa
had taken Mrs. Delario out to see the
great Rubens in the cathedral and
she—C(Claire—pleading a headache, had
remained behind and hsa -~ < through
Mrs. Delario’s things so sSne could tell
her father what there was they could
use; had discovered the slippers and
. had taken them to her room and shown
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right slipper?”
“Yes—but I never found out—"
She looked as if she were dying to

I was so afraid she would that I
ended the cross-examination hastily by
asking her what she heard from bher
mother and signaled Billy to chip into
the conversation and make talk as fast
as he could: and after she'd replied
about her mother—that her grandfa-

ther was still dying and her mother

dared not leave—she turned to Billy
as though she had really only just then
become aware of his presence, and

' they soon were chattering away like
It is not worn on ze

magpies and the blushes were mostly
on Billy's cheeks. For which he might
be forgiven. He was just twenty-two
and she was just sixteen; but in three
years—dear me, what a beauty she
was going to be—what a man-killer!

I left them to themselves, going to
my bedroom on some pretext or an-
other while one quarter of an hour fol-
lowed another, and still monsieur did
not return. At nine Claire began to
be restless; at quarter after she blurt-
ed out, “Do you suppose anything has
happened to papa?”

I had been supposing it for half an
hour—he’d had time to make twenty
trips to the telegraph office and back—
but I managed to say reassuringly,
“Why, what could happen?”’ and Billy
supported me with a fine courageous,
“Nothing could have happened—he’s
a man—he knows how to take care of
himself,” and was rewarded with a
look. Even at sixteen Claire’s looks
were valuable—Billy wouldn’t have
sold that to another fellow for a ten-
dollar bill.

The elevator rumbled up,
cried, “There he is—I think.”

George presented me with two

and 1

notes and the information that an au- ;

tomobile was downstairs waiting.

I handed one note to Claire, tore

open the one addressed to me, and
read :

I'm sending a car for my daughter.
Will you ask Mr. Rivers to escort her to
the hotel? It is necessary that I say some

few words to you alone. I beg you to
await me.

It was signed, “H. de Ravenol.”

' the

- mured:
- cents,
“about to send Billy to the nearest doc-

knees and searching my face for the
Lassurance,

I responded with something
like a glare—Billy was really taking
quite a bit on himself just then—I
hope I knew without being told by a
hoy who went to school to me what
common decencies of the
were! DBut all 1T said was:

et it.”

A few drops of ammonia on the tow-
el and she gasped. Then she mur-
“Oh, mamma.,” in tragic ac-
and relapsed again. I was

tor he could get in captivity, when the
bell rang—George wanted to know
when the voung lady -would be ready
—*%the shuffer’'s waitin’' an’ he’s in a
hurry.”
Billv—who
snapped out:
what he’s paid for.
him we're coming.”

answered the ring—
“I.et him wait—it’'s

He slammed the door, for a moment |

forgetting Claire, and she started up
“Oh, mam- |

at the noise with her cry:
ma!” and then seeing me: “Oh, you!™
“Yes—I'm here,” 1 soothed,

thought she was going off again and
gave her a good smart swat with the |

towel and a good sharp, “Claire!”
In spite of our assurances, it was a

zood half-hour before she was any-
thing like all right and we got a co-
herent account from her and found
she only thought something had hap-

pened to her mother.

was ready to leave.

I was more than half-minded to go
with her, and but for monsieur’s explic-
it note—which I read again after

(Claire came to her senses—I should
not have let her go off that way, even

with Billy, though 1 knew that so far
as devoted perfect care went, he'd give
it to her as well as I. More accepta-
bly, mayhap! :

I had a growing uneasiness that
monsieur's surreptiticus return for
words alone with me marked a change
in the current of events. Had he al-
ready discovered without my help that
Mrs. Delario had the diamonds? Had
he seen her since I left the house? And
was he prepared to drop on her with
the law? Certainly I had already no-
ticed he had about him
something he hadn’'t the night before
when he threw himself on my mercy
and implored me to heip him.

He'd
that was how I summed him up in my
new impression; and when a person
does that it's either because he doesn’t
care or holds the whip! I was bound
to see him and find cut; and Claire

Tﬂrrf

case
“Please

Go down and tell |

and

It was a full |
three-quarters of an hour before she |

the air of |

shed his pleading attitude— |

—_—— - i B i ————

ADJUS

There had been
three raps—-classic apparitions aiways,
[ believe, ran thrice when they wisl
' to enter vour abode—they do not con
' descend to push a button; and (hen
she'd noiselessiy whipped in and pu!
- something in my hand—

I became conscious of a hard ohject
in my fst; fist and be
held—the fatal box.

You could have Lknocked me
| with a feather! Impossible that she'd
| brought it back! I dashed for the din-
ing room where the light was and
pulled off the cover of the box. There
lay the diamonds!

With a sweeping gesture I flung

them on the table—in one fell swoop
I'd been tumbled off my lofty pereh
and had become a victim once more—
just a disconcerted, worried victim, re-
sponsible for the fate of nations!:
' And having thrown them down——one
| of them fell off the table—I snatched
them up—monsieur would return at
anv minute for that private interview
with me. and now what was 1 to tell
'him? I no longer had the gzem-free
conscience of an hour ago—I had the
diamonds'! '

But I might have saved my ago-
' nies—monsieur did not return that
| nicht—he had other f{ish to fry.

The canny cleverness of monsieur’s
next move gave me wihen [ knew it
such keen intellectual joy that I for-
- zave him everything.

He had argued it out thus: Either
I should succeed or I should fail with
' Mrs. Delario. If 1 failed it would be
for one of two reasons: either she de-
nied all knowledge of the diamonds,
' or she had confessed to me yet had
' been able to bind me to secrecy. Du!
in either case he would read my suc-
cess or failure in my face the moment
he greeted me.

My face was a blank. He hadn’t ex-
pecied to find it that way, but so it
was—not a hint did I give him, first
when I opened the door, or later while
| I talked with Claire. In fact, inside

of fifteen minutes he became con-
' vinced that so far as I was concerned
my mission was a failure and I was
hedging for time and unwilling to con-
fess it.

He was prepared for my failure—his
chance of trapping her lay in his see-
ing her before I could communicate
with her after seeing him. With a
fake telegram, delivered by George at
' a preconcerted moment to serve as
monsieur's excuse to leave the house,
and also as a pretext to leave Claire
in the house, keeping guard over Billy
| and my self—none of the three of us
| suspecting it—monsieur had taken his
waiting automobile and swooped down

on Mrs. Delario!
(TO BE CONTINUED)

! coodby to the others,

opened the
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\ GOES FAR BACK IN HISTORY

. Smyrna, -One of the Oldest Cities of
| the World, Has Little of Its
Glories Left.

Smyrna, one of the seven cities of
the Christian church in Asia Minor,
'claims to be one of the oldest cities

iln the world. Its known history runs
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The tailored suit is about the most |

adaptable plece «f property in the

wardrobe; at home 1 any clime and |

rarely out of place in any gathering.
Clever women understand how the

It fit in with almost any sort of back-
ground and this i{s valuable knowl-
edge for the woman who travels.

should be made of any of the all-vear-
round woolen goods, as serge, gabar-
dine, Poiret twill, broadeloth and the
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thing new in the way of designing to
offer with its sloped panel at the front
of the coat and the flat straps that are
set over the underarm seams. Lest
they be overlooked a row of buttons

addition of the right accessories make | calls attention to them and these but-

tons, according to the present demand,
match the suit in eolor. The coat
buttons up to the neck and there are

| pockets at each side under the sloping
A sult that is to do duty anywhere | panel.

This panel is bound with a
narrow braid. The skirt is also an
example of clever designing. It ap-
pears quite narrow but an inverted

like. If it is simply and smartly made ! plait at each side conceals its real

SO0 much

the better—it lends

itself | width while it is comfortable for walk-

readily to different furbishings and}ing. The fur set is of the skunk pelt,

matches up with them. For mild cli-
mates and warm weather lace collar
and cuff sets add daintiness and rich-
ness to the tailored coat.

Collar and cuff sets of fur stand
ready to fortify the same suit that
has rejoiced in the company of lace,

into the cold. These are tacked on
and can be easily put on or off.
sets appear in the picture above each

designed to suit the style of the coat | front.
The suit at the

witk which it is worn.

' inset pockets.
| braid and finished with arrowheads.
when its owner makes an excursion |

Two

' but fox or any of the long-haired skins
' would answer as well.

The very plain and elegant suit at
the right of broadcloth has a long
coat, rounded at the front with curved,
These are bound with

This coat slopes downward toward the
back while the coat in the suit at the
'eft shows the back extended abruptly
and considerably longer than the
For this suit the shawl col-
lar and deep cuffs are of sealskin.

B LE COLLARS|What Women Say

Danville, Va.—“From my earliest child-
bood Dr. Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets and the
_ g By ‘Golden Medical Dis-
oY «'ﬂ s, covery have been

- ST used by my people.
8. My mother depended

2 -
A _ upon these remedies
R, : % > B whenever her chil-
y 397 dren 'lseerpel;i lisi&h.l
‘ s 4 or uggisn, an
1T am sure they saved
: her many a doctor
- | , bill.
= “When I was de-
weloping into wom-
8 - ot anhoo::ll II hi;ook the
YO Prescription,” an ve used
& ‘Golden Medical Discovery’ and ‘Pleas-
I have felt the

L == ..\I‘-."i

U

. Pierce’s Golden

and ‘Pleasant Pellets’

: ¢y are very excelleat
P—Mrs. W. T. Layton, 909 Na-

Indigestion, Pain In Heart
Duanville, Va.-~“I used to suffer with
Sreadful spells of indigestion so that my
beart would pain me, I would bloat up so
with gas. Dr. Piorce’s Golden Mgnl
and Dr, Pierce’s Pleasant Pel-
relieved me at once and eventually
pured me of this suffering. At the same
time I wis bethered a great deal with
woman’s trouble, for which I took De.
Pierce’s Favorite Prescription, and was
sntirely restored to perfect health and

pelieved of all pains.”—Mrs. Alice Ferrell,
Y03 Greea St.

l"-'ﬂ'_

left, minus the fur collar and cuffs,
proves to be interesting. It has some-

Beaver, squirrel and other short-

' back to 6,000 B. C., and !t may have
I had barely finished this when I . - 4 haired furs sre used in the same way.

1 , shed M 8% | fiourished in the unrecorded ages be-

g S : | Warner says of it:
to see her throw out her arms and .f " ‘ “One of the most ancient ~ities on
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|1 swoon away at my feet.

a far too devoted chaperon. At last
the chance arrived and the box was
stowed. What, then, was the poor
child's consternation to hear me twit-
ting Mrs. Delario into wearing the
slippers !

“She nearly had me then!” Claire
conflded with noticeable glee at her
own ability to cope with the situation.
“I got the box out just one minute be-
fore she came into our stateroom.
But this fright made me so 111 I
couldn’'t stay at table that night.”

“l should think so,” sald Billy, and
gave a sly glance in my direction that
said, “I take back all I said about her
last night—she wasn’t really in it at
all. It was all the old scoundrel of a
‘mossoo.’ ”

Claire seemed ready to end here, but
I wasn't ready to have her. What was
I to tell monsieur? My turn was com-
ing in a minute, and what was I to
say? I kept on with Claire. “Then so
far as you know, the box came through
‘the customs house in one of those slip-
pers? And what were you to do after
that?”

The words were hardly out of my
mouth when the front bell rang and
George handed in a telegram addressed
to monsieur.

Monsieur tore open the yellow enve-
lop and rapidly scanned the message:
frowned ; hesitated; started to speak
and stopped; looked at me inquir-
ingly ; asked if there was a telegraph
office near and when I told him where
it was excused himself from our com-
pany to “send an immediate and ur-
gent reply” and instructed Claire to
answer every question I might care to
put and with that he hurried off with
the curt ceremony of one who expects
to be back on the quarter-hour stroke.

There was, however, but little more
I needed to discover Trom Claire: still
there was one thing, and I asked her
bluntly, “Your father came over ahead
of us on a faster steamer? He was on
the wharf in QdQisguise when we ar-
rived?”

She blushed furiously and stam-
mered, “Y—yes—he was there,” and
edded hastily: “But I didn’t know he
was there. He told me there would be
someone—to take charge—when I gave
the signal that everything was all
right—"

“Oh, there was a signal!”

“Of course. 1 had to let the other
one know who had the box—"

“You mean you had to let your fa-
ther know?”

“It was papa—but 1 didn’'t see him.”

“What did yom have to let him
kEnow?”

“Whether it was you or Mrs. Dela-

rio.”

People faint away in this story like
the heroines of a mid-Victorian ro-
mance, but I can’t help it. Anyway,
I warned yvou there was another faint
coming, which faint was, under the
circumstances, natural enough,

To be exact, Claire swooned at my
feet via Billy's arms. The intention
was all on his side, however—he
caught her as she was regardlessly go-
ing and let her down. A light bur-
den.

“Got any smelling =salts? Quick if
yvou have. Some water, if you haven’'t,”
he ordered.

I couldn’t help an inward snort at
the cool way in which he took the pro-
prietorship of the situation in my
house—a snort tempered with good-
natured elderly amusement at his im-
petuosity and its justiflable cause. He
was nearly as pale as Claire and
dreadfully agitated. But I was already
running to the bathroom for the water
to revive her, as twenty-four hours
previous I'd run for water to assuage
the ammonlacal agonies of her dear
papa.

Billy was on his knees. From under
one protruded the note that had
caused the damage. I went down on
my knees and applied the wet towel.
Billy fished forth the note and with-
out compunction read it aloud.

My child: (It was in French) Return to
the hotel immediately. Ask Mr. Rivers to
escort you. VOTRE PERE.

Nothing very nerve-shattering and not
a word about her mother: so evident-
ly she’d been expecting something and
this had keeled her over on general
principles.

“What was
Billy.

I reached out and got it off the ta-
ble where I'd thrown it and gave it
to him. “Nothing about her mother,”
said I. “This getting her away is just
a dodge to see me alone.”

“You're not going to!” Billy ex-
claimed, with some dismay.

I sopped at Claire’'s face and an-
swered: “I don't know—it depends
on how soon he comes.”

“TI wouldn’t—it isn't safe for you.”

“You come here the very first thing
in the morning,.and if I don't answer
your ring—"

Claire just then stirred, and we
thought she was coming to, but she
relapsed again, and Billy doubled up
his fists and made a motion toward the
front door, indicating that if I didn’t
answer he would break it in.

“That’'s it—and the very first thing
in the morning. I don’t know what
else to do—and—"" I leaned over Claire
anxiously, and whispered to myself
rather than Billy: *“This is pretty
bad.”

in yours?’ demanded

the globe, it has no antiquy; con-
taining all nationalities; it has no

) | pationality; it is an Asiatic clty with
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Claire Swooned at My Feet.

and Billy went away ingethf‘r. Billy

wearing a grim do-or-die, trust-me-ab- |

solutely expression on his round young
face connoting appreciation of his
grave responsibility.

When I'd seen them off in the eleva-
tor and closed my door I smiled. 1
wasn't sorry that Billy was getting a
wholesome nearness to the real thing
in wonign, albeit a very young one—

but time would rapidly remedy that

difficulty; and as for' Claire—well,
Billy was her first young man and I
knew her ideals wouldn’t suffer any
through him. He might be a trifle
rough and unpolished on the outside,
but he was true blue.

There were three low raps at my
door. Or was it my door?

I listened—I must have been mis-
taken—though I'd only barely closed it
and was turning out the hall electric.
The elevator that was taking Claire

and Billy down was still on its way. |

Could monsieur have walked up?
The raps were repeated—unques-

tionably on my door.

ing—or even thinking to call through

and ask who was there—I1 threw the |

door open.

Mrs. Delario whipped in and closed
it behind her.

Her face was almost concealed by
a heavy black veil, but I recognized
her and cried out, “Why, Mrs. Dela-
rio!” in utter amazement.
der the heavens had brought her there?

She laid a black-gloved finger on
her lips to signify silence; she thrust
something in my hand; she opened the
door and whipped out as she came,
shutting it in my face.

She hadn’'t uttered a word—she had
barely caused a sound; even the door
closed behind her noiselessly. I tore
it open as my first impulse—when I

got my breathi—thinking she’d be wait- |

ing for the elevator. In the few sec-
onds of my astonishment she had gone.

I checked a call to her—*“Mrs. Dela-

riog”"—and listened for descending foot- |

steps on the stairs but heard nothing.
I sank into a hall chair, quite un-

nerved—coming on top of what I'd
been through that day, I feel I'd have

Without wait- |

What un- |

'a European face; it produces nothing,
it exchanges everything.”

. The Aeolians preceded the Greeks,
who made it an eastern center of early
culture. It hadl declined and all but
,Ifallf-n when Alexander, after taking

Sardis, released it from the yoke of
the Lydians, and, acting upon a sug-
gestion said to have come to him in
' a dream, decided to restore it. It also
| fell under Roman, Mongol, and finally,
' Turkish domination.

It was under the Lydians that it
was split into a series of communities,
which effectively tied its political and
' military hands, so that it cut little
figure in the golden era of Hellenic
culture, The new Smyrna, rebuiit by
Alexander, was moved about three
' miles south of the older site. It is
200 miles southwest of Constantinople.
It is one of the seven cities that lays
claim to Homer, whose identity with
the older Smyrna seems very well
founded because the Meles river, with
its cave nearby that formed the
Homeric “den and study,” flowed lazily
by the ancient city, though its waters
since have been diverted to other and
disputed channels.

Famous Woman.

The first hand that touched our
American Rock of Ages, the bowlder
that we call Plvmouth Rock—was the
"hand of a woman on December 25,
1620. Well-grounded tradition has it
that upon the little Maytlower, near-
' ing the shores of Plymouth, after its

| fearful voyage, the first of its storm-
'wrecked company to leap ashore were
Miles Standish and Priscilla Mullins,
the Puritan maiden. During the ap-
palling hardships of the transit a maid-
en's love and faith had burned, un-
dimmed, cheering others in despair.
Significant indeed that her trembiing
hand grasped first the rock of Ameri-
ca's great future. She has been fur-
ther immortalized by Longfellow In his
“Courtship of Miles Standish.”

Old Superstition Groundless.

The old superstition that the early
departure of summer birds portends
an early and severe winter, and the
kindred notion that the moving of wild
seese and ducks southward at high al-
titudes is the forerunner of a stoerm
' have been exploded by the investiga-
tions of government scientists. DBirds
may depart from northern latitudes be-
cause of a sudden drop in temperature.
but they do not knew and cannor kiow
what the weather odnditions will be
en route or in the winter homea to
which they go. Disasters to bird life
in the semi-annual migrations are

HATS FOR SUNNY CLIMES

Resort hats, which make their ap-
pearance in the early winter, bring to
our eyes the utmost in the art of the
milliner. Every knowing woman who
journeys to sunny ciimes to get away
from the cold seems to make up her
mind to own the very best millinery
that she can get and resolves that, in
the matter of headwear, comparison
shall not be odious to her. And there
is plenty of chance ‘for comparisons,
for the throng of peopie heading
south Increases every yvear.

All sorts of hats are prepared in ad-
vance for these tourists and, taking
them by and large, the street hat, oth-
erwise known as the tailored hat, is
the most important member of the dis-
tinguished company.

A group of pretty hats for sunny
climes shown above include three beau-
ties. At the top a dress hat of geor-
gette crepe has many a prototype in
all the light and lovely colors that
gladden the season.
graceful brim and a round crown cov-
ered with blossoms of the
flower in velvet. Its owner will re-

jolce in it, knowing that it is a perfect |

bit of millinery.
Just below at the left 1s a glorified

sailor hat of light satin having its |
brim bound at the edge with a fancy |

It has a wide and |

braid. An old-time flower wreath of
small garden roses and white daisles
with their foliage wanders round the
crown and falls over the back of the
brim. In vain the milllonairess will
undertake to find a more perfect ex-
ample of the milliner’s art. The de-
scription of these hats may make them
seem simple but the choice and com-
bination of colors in them, the perfect
shapes and faultless craftsmanship
bespeak great artists.

The remaining hat i{s a semidress
affair with an odd crown of straw
braid and a curved, droopy brim. The
top crown overhangs®the side crown
at a saucy angle. A sash of wide vel-
vet ribbon encircles it and a single
end falls from the back. Against the
ribbon small metallic roses are set in
folinge embroidered in chenille on the
velvet. These and daisies made of
ribbhon alternate about the crown.

Where do all the beautiful hats go?
Well, many of them go to resorts
where they enjoy a glorious if brief

cosmos | career in summer lands.
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Mink Gains Popularity.
Mink seems to have entered on a

in the hand or tucked with studied dis-
play in the belt, never since then have

You ’: anything ke,
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“Where's that ammonia?’ he de- proof of this.

“] set my little handbag on top of | manded, making a wry face and adding
the suitcase—that said the box was in a whisper: “Do you suppose she
there. Then I drew off my glove— ' knows?”
that said. ‘in a slipper’ It wasn't| “Of course not, I retorted. *“You | qand vears ago.
very hard to remember.” don’t suppose he was such a fool as | plate and she’d evidently not asked ;mdut.h masonry in the ground, aud

“Anét you had given the signal when ! to tell his own child how we ‘done him’ | Goorge—he was taking ‘ho car down ;Imn\- of them have been used for a
[ picked up the slipper?” ilast night! It's in the Kkitchen, where L Claire and Billy at the moment | ('ent;ll“;. The dough Is formed into

“Yes—and 1 was so frightened. 1! we left it.” Mrs, Delario popped in. It dido’t oce- | y

' 5. & : thin sheets about a foot leng and two
E:gﬂe;" know but papa would be 6 “Well, she'll never know from me | cur to me at first that she'd probably | feet wide and pressed quickly aganinst

 —and [ hope she’ll never know from | seen me, from the corner of the stair- ithe side of the oven. It bakes in a
_ “And you went home with Mrs. ) you,” admonished Billy, rising from his | Way, close that door after saylng | gew minutes.

“How did you manage that?" renewed epoch of popularity, but mink | there been so many lace edged hand-
which is a fur of a new order without | kerchiefs displayed in the shops. Point
a vestice of reddish cast which used !lace, Belgian lace, Venetian, Carrick-
to be its most notable characteristie. | macross and particuiarly valenciennes
It is now dved a rich deep brown and | are all employed for both wide and
Is quite as beautiful as sable, narrow borders on the most fragile of

linen handkerchiefs,

had a justifiabie cause for a faint on
my own account; only I didn’'t swoon.
I kept asking myself: If it weren't an

ﬂppﬂ!’lﬂﬂﬂ llUVi' dld ghe kDOW “hu:.h:”ttle d“‘rerﬂnt frﬂ[n that Of N th“ll'
door to knock at? I have no door- The oven is built of

The Bread of Persia.
Native bread today in Persia is very

Lace on Handkerchiefs.
Never, it is safe to say, since the | Side Pockets a Feature.

quaint days when a festive handker-| ‘The gayest of skirts ere being shown

chief was the piece de resistance of 1 in the shops., The big side pockets are

the tollette to be carried conspicuousty ' a feature.




