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CHAPTER XI—Continued
T

yon see that cup will make a
most :|[1]!I‘H|mt'i:lh' gift, But I'm 8o
afrald that yvour cousin may refuse to
accept it that, before 1 ask him to do
g0. 1 want to have it engraved with
his erest. And that's where you can
help me. T must have something of
his that bears his crest, to give to the
engraver to copy, A cigarette-case or a
flack. Perhaps it's on the backs of his
hriushes, Yo without that
I'm stuck., At the moment |
don’t know i8.”

I wrinkled my brow,

“Srrangely enough,” sald T, “it's the
same as vour own—a leopard, But that
doesn't mean—"

"What "

The word flamed.

As the saving goes, T almost leapt
out of my skin: and turned to find
her staring—tense, wide-eyed and star-
ing. white to the lips,

And then 1 knew I was lost. T had
tearned her crest from Pharaoh, and
Pharaoh was wrong: and I had re-
peated the error which Pharaoh had
made,

“1—I thought,” 1 stammered. *I had
an idea—"

“The
tree.”
spoke
leopard for

The siblilant
dumb.,

She was round now and was kneel-
ing., with her arms held close to her
breast and her hands to her throat.
Her breath was whistling In her nos-
trils and her eyes seemed to plerce
my brain,

Helplessly T shrugged my shoulders.

“l suppose I must have—"

“Mv God,” she breathed, “you were
there.” As my eves went down, she
clapped her hands to her head. “My
God!” she eried. “It was you! You,
John. YOU, and not Bugle that , ., ."

1 pulled out my note-case and took
out her master key.

A 1 laid it down by her side—
killed Bugle,” 1 sald. “HIis
body's down in the moat. None of them
saw it happen, so | walked Into the
castle and took his place.”

Ilelena sat back on her heels, finger
to lip. Her eyves were still wide, still
staring: she seemed to be murmuring
gecmething T could not hear.

“I'm sorry,” I said, *I didn't mean
you to know,”

At that a tremor ran through her:
then, with a sudden movement, she
fluneg herself down on her face and
burst Into tears,

For a moment 1 sat hesitant. Then
something snapped within me.

I lifted her up and gathered her In
to my arms,

With my face pressed tight agalnst
hers—

“Don't ery, Nell™
bear it. And—and
me away."”

“'m not sending
sobbed, She caught
1'll tell you
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She whispered
“We've never displayed
more than 200 vears.”

accunsation struck me

“"Jabre

I sald. *1I can't
please don't send
away,” she
at my coat. “And
another thing, I'd never
have let vou go. If all else had falled,
I was golng down to the station."”

I held her off and looked Into her
tear-stained face,

“But, Nell, just now you—"

“1 wanted to know if you loved me.
1 had to be sure of that. But now ...”
She hid her face In my coat. “Oh,
John, my darling, you've made me feel
s0 humble, so cheap and-—"

I stopped her beautiful mouth,

“How d'vou think I feel, Nell? How
d'vou think I felt when I stood In that
secret chamber and heard you buying
my safety—the life and health of the
man who'd just turned you down?”

A child looked into my eyes,

“Shall we . . . take each other back,
John?

“Yes, please, Nell,” 1 sald quletly.

With a little sigh of contentment she
glid an arm round my neck,

you

CHAPTER XII

Storm Music.

Our respective tales had been told,
my disaffection forgiven, our grace
had been sald, and we were now stand.
ing together at the edge of the lawn,
We had started to return to the ecar,
but now with one consent we had
stopped to look agaln upon the beau-
ty which we were to leave,

It seemed so strange that life and
death &nd fortune had laln iIn that
peaceful setting, awalting a sweet June
dayspring to leap to their battle sta-
tions, thence to dispute the fate of
six human beings, not one of whom,
till that morning, had so much as sus-
pected the existence of such a spot,
A century of dawns and sundowns had
found and left It sleeping, as It was
gleeping now: and then In a twinkling
the earth had opened, the brook had
playved storm musie and. . ..

“To think,” sald Helena,
treated you as a child.”

“The truth 1s,” sald I, “we're both
children: and children hate to be treat-

“that 1

blue of the sky. The eager look in her
face would have made a sick man
well,

“1 wasn't,” she s#ald, “I was a wom-
an all right. But I think—it's all your
own doing, you know—but I think, my
dear, you'll have a child for a wife)”

L [ L L - L] ®

There 18 not much more to be told

My cousin’s reception of the truth
was more than handsome: and I really
belleve that Barley would not have
exchanged the knowledge that I had
caused Pharaoh's death for all the
gold that lay In the cellars of Yorick
or anywhere else. But old Florin's
simple tribute would have warmed any
man's heart.

“Sir, you have done my duty. And
that, by the grace of God; for I my-
gself could never have done it so well.”

It was he who sald at once that Bu-
gle’'s body would be found held down
by the grill which kept foreign matter
from passing into the waste-pipes that
led from the moat, Sure enough, there
it was. Its removal and the subsequent
rites were grisly enough: but the four
of us did the business without any
help, because, ‘having got so far, it
gseemed a pity that we should explode
a theory which Yorick—and Yorick's
neighbors—had been at such pains to
digest,

When my consgin broached the ques-
tion of getting rid of the gold, Helena
made no objection, but only hegoed
his assistance to carry through a trans-
action she dared not attempt alone,
This to our great surprise, till we
learned that her solemn trust was now
at an end, because her father had said
that on her marriage the gold must

Together, Saving Each Other, We
Rode Out That Frightful Storm.

be reinvested or lodged at a bank. And
this In due course was done, My cous-
in arranged the affair with a famous
house and within six weeks, a fort-
night before we were wed, the bullion
was out of the cellar and Helena mis-
tress of a fortune which was consid-
erably greater than that which her fa-
ther lald up.

A letter from the Count of - Yorick
afforded us Infinite pleasure and de-
serves to be set out In full;—

Dear Helena:

I hope you are very well
at Yorick because I was bitten by a
mad dog and a good Sammarrytone
brought me straight here. 1 would like
to thank him for that., He saved my
life. vou know. Fancy a mad dog wor-
rying me. 1 think I must just have
gone out for a walk or something and
then It just leeped upon me and worried
me and I knew no moar. And this Is
the only one place that I could have
heen saved from going mad. It makes
yvou get hot all over, By the way, I'm
off liguor. Alcohol, I mean, They make
ma heeling drinks here with virtue in
them and I fairly lapp them up. And
the wound's heeling like a littie chlid.
They say ligquor's very dangerous for
hiderofobea. 1 nearly dled, you know,
All the wile the good Sammarrytones
were taking me to the monnastery, it

I am not

Helena lifted her head, to survey the |
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was touch and go moar than once. The
madness was in my vanes, It makes
you go hot. But I'm all right now,
They say 1 can get up for a little wile
on Sunday and look at the flours. |
shall like that, I see the vannity of
life now all right, There Is a good monk
here called Father Bernard.
they are all good, but he is the best.
He says all is vannity and that the
pumps of the world are void, You know
there's a lot In that, Well, I must end
now., But I thought you might wun-
der where 1 was. What a escape! Fancy
a mad dog like that ranging about
seaking whom he might devower. |
tell you, I hadn't a chance,

Of course .

He just |

leeped upon me, nashing their fangs. I |

CANn seg It now,

Your loving brother,

VALENTINE.
P 8

What about Faning?
he's gone, If not, perhaps you could
fire him out, He swore Spencer was

I rather hope |

your evil genie, but I thought Spencer |

had a good eye. Sour grapes, 1 guess,

I suppose you knew what you were
doing,

The reformation this letter foreshad-
owed was more than we could belleve,
but I am bound to record that it was
falrly fulfilled. The shock or the fear
of death or, perhaps, his curious com-
munion with that honest and kindly
fellowship of simple souls wrought iIn
the count an astonishing change of
heart., The weeds that had choked his
qualities withered and died, and though
I was most apprehensive of our rela-
tion, 24 hours’ acquaintance had made
us the best of friends,

His posteript brings me to Pharaoh,

Of that unconscionable scoundrel |
have but little to say. That the man
was most swift and daring I eannot
deny, but 1 think that his deadly rep-
utation was to him the highwayman's
mare, When at last he was standing
upon his own feet, even I was able to
show that, If his eye was quicker, at
least his spine was as brittle as that of
another man.

The portrait my cousin had painted
will always rank for me as one of the
greatest trilumphs a palnter ever
achieved, This Is not because he had
rendered a beautiful llkeness, nor yet
becanse he had eaptured the leaping
spirit that lived in the lovely flesh;
but because he had marked, as I had,
that the precious eager look was out
of his subject's face and had painted
it in from memory out of a grateful
heart,

Though my life Is secure and happy
bevond belief, the events of those ter-
rible days are cut as in stone upon
my mind, But I would not forget them,
if I could: for out of thelr wrack and
turmoil I won my beautiful wife, Oft-
en and often I read thelr grim Inscrip-
tion and gaze at the riotous pageant
which this ealls up. I see that dreadful
labor down In the sparkling dell and
Dewdrop finger the paper that [ let
fall: I tread The Reaping Hook's stairs
and 1 hear—as I shall hear to my dy-
ing day—the deadly volce of Pharaoh
behind the Jdoor: I see him enter the
room with Valentine's hand upon his
ghoulder and I hear him whistling for
Sabre with my heart In my mouth: 1
hear the Carlotta coming with the
rush of a mighty wind, and 1 hear
the cough of the Rolls as her engine
falled: I hear Rush plying Bugle to
make my blood run cold, I hear Pha-
raoh bullying Freda, and I see the
flame of the pistol that saved his life:
I see the awful change In my darling’s
face, and I turn to see Pharaoh smil-
ing behind my back: I smell the frag-
rance of the valley that knew no sun:
and then 1 see her stricken and trem-
bling In Pharaoh's power, and I hear
the roar of our pistols and I see the
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man spent with hatred, staring Into

my eyes, .

It 1s written, Out of the eater came
forth meat., I can only say 1 have
fcund this saying most true, The god-
dess Aphrodite rose from the foam
of the sea: but Helena Spencer came
out of the wrath of a tempest that had
risen to smite us both, Tegether, say-
ing each other, we rode out that fright
ful storm—the remembrance of which
9 not grievous, for our desperately
perilous passage, slde by side, has
bound us more closely together than
the sharing of any Joys.

(THE END.]

STARTING IN NEXT ISSUE

A New, Lightning-Fast Serial by
EDWIN BALMER

You'll Enjoy Every Chapter
WATCH FOR THE OPENING INSTALLMENT
OF THIS DRAMATIC STORY

LOS ANGELES TIMES«=

“A good story, told with all
Balmer's usual vigor and
flair for dialogue, about
Chicago of the hectic days
before and after the mar-
ket crash.,”

CHICAGO JOURNAL OF
COMMERCE~—

“A timely story is this one
of Edwin Balmer's, as up-
to-date and sparkling as
fresh paint., This is Edwin
Balmer's best story, 1 be-
lieve.,"”

PHILADELPHIA PUBLIC
LEDGER-—

“Dragons Drive You Is out
of the rut. His story |is
not only moving but valu-
able. Edwin Balmer knows
A thing or two about life
and love.,”
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The more I ponder on Italy’s
sacrifices in Ethiopia, as balanced
against what she gains, the more
I'm reminded of the old story of
the Confederate who was released

from a northern prison camp after
the surrender, Skeleton-thin from jail
fever and debllity, he started on tot-
tery legs for the Ohlo river, deter-
mined to dle on southern soill. One
night this poor rack-o'-bones crept Into
a haymow, Next morn-
ing, early, the hired
man heard suspiclous
sounds In the loft and
ran for reinforcements,
Presently, the ex-eap-
tive's refuge was sur-
rounded by stalwart,
armed men, The farm-
er's six-foot son lev-
eled a cocked musket.
“Come out of thar,
whoever you be,”' he
bellowed, “Consarn
your hide, we got you.”
The southerner ralsed a white face.
“Yas,” he sald, wanly, “and one h—l

of a git you got.”

. L L
His Next Movie.

E'RE starting a new plcture, and
I am teamed up with Slim Sum-
merville, 8 feet 6 of pure comedy, and

Irvin 8. Cobb

lttle Jane Withers—for her age, the |

greatest scene-stealer In the business,
It's as though Little Boy Blue were
pandwiched in between Jesse James
Calamity Jane, Well, as 1 go
down for the third time I'll still be
gurgling feebly, so give me credit,
please, a8 an earnest gurgler,

They eall our picture “Publie Nuls.
ance Number 1,” but a movie is like
an Indian—starts out with a name and
winds up with anvone of a half-dozen,
I once knew a Blackfoot who was first
one thing, then another, and the best
he could do for himself in his old age
was to be known as Chlef Many Talil
Feathers Going Over the HIll,

. L L

Pranks of Zioncheck.

HE papers seemed so barren—not
A single front page story about
Zioncheck, Washing-
ton's No. 1 Boy Scout., Life, Indeed,
is empty on a day whose low descend-
ing sun sees no gay deed done, no
headline won by the nation's official
problem child.

He may have started off at the foot
of the ladder, alphabetically speaking,
but his startled constituents can't com-
plain that the gallant lad stayed there.
Either he's getting pinched or getting
jJalled or getting married or getting his
pen in hand to tell the President how
to run the country, or getting ready to
polish off some fellow-statesman of the
house, or just getting about,

And hasn't he put the throbbing

pulse into the Congressional Record? |

It reads now sometimes
Police Gazette used to.
A8 il

A’ the old

Rules for Olympics,
8 I understand It—and somehody
correct me, please, If I'm wrong—
the rules for the forthcoming Olymple

Games In Berlin have been 80 revised |

that It will be quite all right for any
of our Jewish athletes to take part—
just 80 they don't win,

I'm wondering, though, about what |

may happen when the American team
turns up over there with a whole batch
of negro foot-racers in the outfit, It's
going to be awfully hard to convince

a Prussian crowd that they're merely |

medium-to-well-done Nordie-Caucasian
stock browned in the pan, so to speak.

It 80 happens that our fastest run-
ners are all colored boys. I'erhaps 'tis
jJust as well, They may have to keep

right on running.
L L ]
IN RESPONSE to large numbers who
wrote or wired, 1 would state that
either I'm getting over my Iinfluenza,
or maybe I'm just getting used to It,
Its latest whimsical notlon was to set-
tle In both ears, and now should it
thunder, a rare occurrence out here,
in order for me to get the benefit of
the phenomenon, It'll have to thunder
again—and louder, However, being
temporarily deaf has Its advantages:
I don't hear the dull things other peo-
ple say, but can still enjoy the bright
things I say myself,

As will be noted, I'm back from
Palm Springs, where I cooked in the
desert sunshine until all I needed to do
before belng served was to drape a
sprig of watercress across my brow
and thicken the gravy with a little
brown flour. Driving In, I kept tying
up the traffic; se many motorists mis-
took my face for a stop signal,

Should I relapse I'm going to try to
throw myself into the epizootice. That's
a horse disease, but I've been as sick
as a horse and had to be as strong as
a horse to llve through it—and, any-
how, I know a good horse doctor,

IRVIN 8. COBB.
Copyright.—=WNU Service,
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Iimprovement in Influenza,

Ouch

“You say yours is the perfect hus-
band?" exclaimed the first woman,

“Yes,” retorted the other, “but my
definition of a husband is ‘a man who
takes his wife for granted, thinks
having meals on time one of the most
important things in the world, won-
ders why she complains about picking
up after him and can’t be made to un-
derstand it actually takes money for
a woman to keep looking present-
able,"—Cincinnatl Enquirer,

'Cheese Rises in

— o ——

400 Different Kinds Offer
Wide Range of

Recipes.

“WIll you please tell us ecooks
something about wunusual ways of
serving and cooking cheege dishes?"
S0 writes a homemaker, Fortunate-
ly I have some rather Interesting In-
formation on the subject, sayvs a
well-known food expert.

Evidently, the use of cheese which
has heen Increasing very much in the
last twenty years 18 going np In 1936,

Cheese 18, of course, our very old-
est manufactured food. IL was dis-
covered accldentally at first, no one
knows how, many thousands of years
ago. In the following centurles, all
kinds of variations of the original pot
cheese type had been developed In
varions parts of the world, Alex-
ander Togoroff, in his simple and ac-
curate gulde entitled “Food Buying
Today,” states that there are eight-
een distinet types of cheese compris-
Ing some four hundred varieties. He
goes on to say that these may be di-
vided into two groups—hard cheese,
such as Ameriean: Edam and Swiss
and soft cheese, such as cream, cot-
tage and Camembert. “The many
varieties of cheese are due to the va-
riation In the kind of milk used, the
proportion of butter fat or cream re-
tained or added to the milk, the meth

seasoning and bandling the curd and
to the handling and the ripening of
the cheese.”

American Cheese Popular,

The type of cheese known as Amer-
lcan, “store” or “rat trap” cheese, 18
used more than any kind in this
country. It is also known as Ched-
. dar, taking its name from the Eng-
' lish cheese of the same tvpe, It I8
made from sweet milk and varies In
flavor according to the way It Is
cured and aged., The first Amer-
lcan Cheddar cheese factory was es-
tablished In the Mohawk valley of
New York. New York state cheese
' 1s still famous. Wisconsin 18 now
| one of our chlef sources of domestic
cheese,

Many other kinds of cheese are
made in this country, most of them
bearing foreign names. When the

naturally tried to duplicate the na-
| tive cheese of the countries of their
birth, Sometimes they were success-
ful in duplieating it. Our domestle
cheese has heen greatly improved In
the Ilast few vears, principally
through the experiments of the fed-
eral burean of dalry Industry.

A cheese of individual flavor and
texture which Is purely Ameriean Is
Liederkranz, which ranks with the
imported Camembert In the opinion
of many experts, This cheese, with
Camembert, Stilton, Roquefort, Pont
- L'Eveque, Port du Salut Bel P'aese
' and Gorgonzola, I8 used with erack-
' ers or French hread as a dessert.
Pineapple, Edam, Munster and Neuf.
chatel are other popular dessert
| cheescs, Cottage cheese, known also
as pot cheese, 18 usually used as a
main course accessory,

For Cooking Purposes,
For cooking we use In this coun-
| try American cheese almost entirely,
although grated Permesan and Ro-

ods followed In separating, preparing, |

Europeans came to this country, they |

Popﬁlarity

as Knowledge of Uses Grows

¢

’ man cheese are used to some extent
In using cheese for cookery remem:
be' that It needs elther a short cook:
ing or a low temperature, Ovenr
cooking glves a stiringy texture
which 1# neither pleasant to eat o
easy to digest,

While our staple American cheesy
8till comes In the traditional “flats”
from which the grocer slices wedges
it I1s also to be found In packages and
In ean® and In this ease, of course,
rind is lacking. Much of the pack
ag. cheese is “processed” so that fla.
vor and texture will he consistent
Cheese making today Is a sclentifle
art,

Alsatian Fondue.

1 pound Swiss or American cheese

% cup white wine

2 tablespoons brandy or kirsch

¥French bread

Slice cheese into a chafing dish,
cover with wine and let stand sev-
ernl hours, Stir over fire untll cheese
{8 melted, Add brandy or kirsch and
serve with pleces of French bread.

Creme Fromage.

8 tablespoons coffee

s cup bolling water

2 packages cream cheese

2 tablespoons sugar

8 egx whites

Add coffee to bolling water, cover
and let stand five minutes. Beat
cream cheese well with a fork, Stir
in coffee, which has been stralned,
and mix well, Fold In beaten egg
whites. Chill and serve with plne-
apple wedges, which are dipped into
the mixture as eaten,

® Bell Syndicate.—WNTU Service.

Colorful Applique for
Tea Towels Fun to Do

PATTERN 5522

You'll find it the grandest sort of
play—this embroldering of tea towels
with gay applique, whether they're
for your own spotless kitchen, or an-
other's, Comb the scrap-bag for your
cholcest cotton scraps, as this poke
bonnet miss demands a bright dress
and bonnet every day In the week.
If you prefer do her entirely in out-
line stiteh. It's an easy and effective
way ot doing these amusing motifs,

In pattern you will find a
transfer paitern of seven motifs (one
for each day of the week) averaging
5% by 7 Inches and applique pattern
pleces: material requirements; illus-
trations of all stitches needed; color
suggestions,.

Send 15 cents In colns or stamps
(colns preferred) to The Sewing Cir-
cle, Household Arts Department, 259
West Fourteenth Street, New York,
N %o
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ORISTS INVENTED THIS

“FIRST QUART" TEST

Thousands of motorists made this discov-
ery for themselves: When they refilled the
crankcase of their cars with Quaker State
oil, they went farther before they had to

quart. This simple test proves that

Quaker State stands up longer. But it
proves even more . .. because the oil that
stands up is giving your motor the best
lubrication. Try the Quaker State “First
Quart” Test yourself. See if you, too, don't
go farther than you ever did before under
similar driving conditions. Quaker State
Qil Refining Company, Oil City, Pa.

Retail Price . ..35¢ per Quart

*Qiral -chocce of laperiemce’




