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She Painted Her Face
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CHAPTER V-—Continued
andien
“*On the contrary,’” said I, “"we're
practically home. I'm going to get
pen and ink—for you to take down."
Leaving him staring, I entered
the room on my left, passed to a ta-
ble and dipped a pen in some ink.
Then I ecame back and gave it to
Herrick and watched him begin to
descend.
Brenda, of course, was wide-eyed:
but it was not for me to tell her
what we had found.

We waited together in silence till
Herrick came back-—alone,

““Elizabeth wants you again,”
as much as he said.

In some surprise, I took the torch
from him and again descended the
stair.

As | entered the little chamber—

“Look,” said Elizabeth, pointing.
““Is that all right?”’

I stooped to regard the vellum.

She had written a line beneath
her grandfather’'s name.

‘“Elizabeth Virgil, Countess of
Brief, only child of the foregoing’'s
€first-born son."

“Yes,”" said 1.
take about that."”

She gave me the pen, and picked
up the great gold ring. Then she
turned to look again at the body,
sunk in its stall,

“Seeing’s believing,”” she said.
“But no chemist could do today
what Gollanx has done.”

That, of course, was most true.
By every right, the body should
have been dust. Instead, it had the
air of a waxwork. And that, I sup-
pose, was why it was in no way
offensive, but only remarkable.

After a long look—

‘“We'd better be going,”
and turned to the stair.

There was now no cause for haste,
for leave before midnight we dared
not, in case Brief was not asleep:
and that was the hour at which Win-
ter was to be by the mouth of the
drive. (He, of course, knew no more
than that we were within the tower
and that all was well, for I had
twice sent him that signal a short
half-hour before dawn. This, from
the leads of the tower, which were
easily reached.) Indeed, we were
faced with the prospect of being
confined for three hours with noth-
ing to do, for though we were all
worn out, excitement and impa-
tience, between them, would not al-
low us to rest. But first, of course,
we had to cover our tracks.

(Here let me say that I make no
excuse for the outlook which I have
this moment set down. It was ours,
at that time: and if I am to be
honest, it must be declared.)

Now that we knew the secret, it
took us a very short while to return
to their ancient order the.elements
we had displaced, but dust that the
years have laid cannot be repro-

was

“There’'s no mis-

she said,

duced in ten minutes of time, and |

half an hour went by before I was
satisfied with the look of the thirty-
sixth step, within whose stone the
key to the chamber lay. Whilst I
was attending to this, with Brenda
to give me light, my lady and Her-
rick together composed a full note
of what we had found in the cham-
ber and what the statement set
forth., They were at work in the
bedroom, that is to say, the upper-
most room of the tower.

I had finished my work on the
step and, with Brenda behind me,
was going upstairs to the bedroom
quietly enough. We had passed by
the door and I was about, being
by, to relight my torch, when a
sound there was no mistaking
rapped out of the dark. It was the
clack of a latch.

The two of us stood still as death.

Again the iron was raised-—by
somebody standing on the other side
of the door . . . and pressure was
put on the oak-—which could not
open because we had made it fast
. « « Then whoever was there gave
in, and the latch fell back into
place.

I was up the stairs in a flash, to
give the alarm.

Elizabeth paled,
fled an oath.

“If we can, we must bolt,” said 1.
“By way of the courtyard, of
course: and so to the belvedere.”

‘“Is that step all right?'’ said Her-
rick.

“Thank God, yes,” said I
was on my way up.”

As luck would have it, our stuff
was ready to hand, and before two
minutes had passed, we had packed
it anyhow and were ready to leave.
We had intended, of course, to re-
store to the rooms we had used the
order we had found in them when
we came, but this was not now
worth doing, and so we let them be.

As the four of us stole past the
door, the latch was raised and let

and Herrick sti-
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It was, of course, tried to no pur- | move. If you should get clear . . .”

pose. The door was heavily barred.
But it meant that both exits were
held, and that we were caught in
the tower as rats in a trap.

CHAPTER VI

I often think that we fully de-
served our plight, for, once we pos-
sessed the secret we set out to find,
we should not have lost a moment
in leaving the tower. To cover our
tracks was essential, but that we
could have done in a quarter of an
hour. Then again we needed the
darkness, but dusk would have
served our turn. And that we had.
We preferred to ignore a grave per-
il because for 43 hours it had never
lifted its head, losing sight of the
staring fact that if it should lift its
head, we were bound to be caught.

Be these things as they may,
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“On the Contrary,” 1 Said,

when I heard that key move in the
lock, 1 was ready to do myself vio-
olence for throwing away the
chance of escape we had had: for,
had we behaved-—-not with prudence,
but common sense, we should at
that time have been nearing the
mouth of the drive.

After a moment’'s hesitation, 1 led
the way through the hall and into
the room beyond. Then I shut the
door behind Herrick, lighted a torch
and threw the beam on the floor,

I touched Elizabeth’s arm.

“First, tell me this,”” I said.
the roof any good?”

‘“I've no idea,” she said, and
pushed back her sable hair. *‘‘There
might be a way-—I don’'t know.”

I shook my head.

To seek such a path by night
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would have been a desperate ven- |

ture for Herrick and me: the pres-
ence of our companions ruled such
an enterprise out,

“Then I can think of nothing,”
said I, “‘except to draw them away
from the upper door. If we can
only do that, we may still get clear.
Out of the upper door, where we
heard them first—across the land-
Ing you spoke of into your suite—
down your staircase-turret-—out of
the castle and up to the belvedere.
Winter will still be there, if we can
be quick, to lead us over the ridge
and down to the Rolls.”

“A feint?” said Herrick, frown-
ing.

“That’'s my idea,” said I. “A
demonstration down here-—at the
lower door. I admit it’'s a damned
thin chance, but what else can we
do?”

“What sort of demonstration?”
said Elizabeth.

I looked at Herrick.

“D’you think you could do it?" I
said. ‘‘Disguise your voice and—
and parley w1th them in German?
I mean . . .

Herrick’'s face was a study.

“l see,”' he said slowly. *“‘ ‘Par-
ley." And how, when the parley’s
over, do I get out? Up a hundred
steps and then through a house
I don’t know. Or don't I get out?”

“I shall come back,” I said, ‘‘as
soon as they're safe in the suite.”

With my words we heard some-
body pound on the lower door.

“Who is within?"’ they demanded.
“Open at once.”

Herrick looked at Elizabeth.

“Is that his lordship?’” he said.
“T'd like to, er, parley with him."

My lady smiled.

“That was Bertram,” she said.
‘““The steward. I'm afraid he may
get rather fussed.”

“A little bit pompous?’ said Her-
rick.

“A shade, perhaps. But a most

e man."

““‘Leave him to me,” said Herrick,

and settled his coat. ‘“‘Anhd when I

up the running, stand by to

“I'll give you a flash,” said I,
“from the bend of the stair.”

Herrick nodded and took out a cig-
arette.

By this time those in the court-
yard were fairly assaulting the oak,
and since, when the latch was
drawn, the door could be moved to
and fro for an eighth of an inch,
a not inconsiderable uproar invaded
the room.

“Put out that light,”” said Her-
rick.

As I did his bidding, he stepped
to the door of the chamber and
flung it back with a crash,

The uproar beyond stopped dead.

Then—

“Who the devil is there?' roared
the steward. ‘‘Open at once.”

A thick voice replied in German.

“What does this mean—disturbing
respectable people at this time of

— . —

“Too easy,” 1 said, with an eye
on the way we had come. “And if
I'm not back in three minutes,
please give me your word you'll
go on. I cannot tell what may
happen. If there's a hitch, it may
be better for us to leave by the low-
er door. But we couldn’t do that
unless we were sure you'd es-
caped.”

Elizabeth shook her head.

“If you don't come, I shall use
my judgment,’’ she said.

I shrugged my shoulders and
went. There was no time to argue,
Any moment someone might visit
the upper floor.

I have so far said nothing of what
we were most afraid of that sum-
mer night—the entrance of Percy
Virgil upon the scene. Not only was
the fellow efficient—he would have
secured both doors before he did
anything else—but he had good

night? Go and wipe your snout, you
old toss-pot, and burn the towel.”

A savage hiccough subscribed this
most offensive command.

Then a wave of scandalized con-
sequence burst on the lower door.
The oak was pounded and shaken,
and choking cries of protest stood
out of a motley clamor of orders
and threats.

I touched Elizabeth's arm and
made for the stair.

As the girls stumbled on to my
heels, I opened the upper door.

Beyond this, curtains were hang-
ing, heavy and thick. I cautiously
lifted one, to see the broadest land-
Ing I ever knew. In its midst was
an oveal well, some 40 feet wide,
with a bronze balustrade about it
and the heads of twin flights of
stairs upon either side. (To give
some idea of their size, each step
was but two inches high, and some
twelve feet long.) The landing itself
was dim, but a brilliance rose out
of the well and the sumptuous flights
of stairs ran down into light. So
far as I could see, there was nobody
hereabouts, but the sound of voices
and movements came from a low-
er floor.

Elizabeth, peering
caught my wrist.

“Quick,”’ she breathed, and urged
me across the carpet to a door
which was close to the head of the
farther stair.

beside me,

An instant later, the three of us .

entered her suite.

“We're Practically

cause to remember both Herrick
and me; and though we made good
our escape, if he set eyes upon us
the police would be at Raven very
nearly as soon as the Rolls. But
now I disclose this dread, for as 1
whipped over the landing, I heard
his sinister voice.

I think he was giving some or-
der. Be that as it may, his un-
mistakable accents rang out of the
well,

In a flash I was past the cur-
tains and back in the tower and was
cursing its stairway anew, because
to go down it too fast was to break
your neck.

As 1 came within earshot—

“Only let me get out,” belched
Herrick, fumbling the bolts of his
door. "I'll teach you to talk to
your betters. I warn you, Bertie,
I'll tie your snout round your neck."

And there I flashed my torch—
and saw him leap for the stair.

I turned and climbed before him
for all 1 was worth . . .

Eighty -eight merciless steps,
wedge-shaped, steep and naked,
curling between walls that were hos-
tle and, when you sought for a
handhold, bruised your nails . . .
After a little, you seemed to make
no progress, to be no more than the
pitiful, captive squirrel climbing his
endless wheel . . . Up, up, up . . .
For less than a minute, I know: but
such is the power of apprehension,
it seemed an age.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Far More Good Snakes Than Bad Ones,
Yet All Are Doomed Without Reason

The sight of a cottage owner on a
lake in Oakland county beating a
harmless garter snake to death as
it attempted to crawl over his lawn
calls to mind the many unwarrant-
ed prejudices that exist in the ani-
mal world, particularly among man-
kind, observes Albert Stoll Jr., writ-
ing in the Detroit News.

Snakes, toads, frogs, newts,
skunks, weasels, porcupines, multi-
tudes of insects, some birds and
many other smaller mammals repel
most of us. According to our own
interpretation they have no rights,
and any interference, imaginary or
otherwise, with our plans or selfish
desires brings on the death war-
rant. And our definition of good
and bad among the lower creatures
depends principally on our aversion
to the species. We condemn snakes
because there are some that are
poisonous; there are far more good
snakes than bad ones, yet they all
suffer the same end.

The fisherman shoots merganser
ducks, blue herons and kingfishers
because he thinks they are eating
his trout. He doesn’t know for cer-

tain, but according to his light they

have no business on his trout stream
even though they were there long
before the angler.

And so down the entire list of
birds of prey, cold-blooded amphi-
bians and reptiles; predatory ani-
mals and winged and crawling
insects, We destroy more often with-
out reason or justice thinking that
we are better able to judge the
worth of creatures than the forces
that were responsible for their
creation. And in so doing, more
frequently than not, we destroy a
balance that Nature ordained when
the world was created.

Lamp Patented in 1798

In 1798 the first lamp patent was
issued to John Love, of South Caro-
lina, for a tallow lamp. The earliest
patented lamp known is the nursery
lamp made by William Hode, of
Boston, dated 1812. The second ear-
liest example, says the Rocky
Mountain Herald, appeared nearly
two decades later, in 1831, and
the patent was issued to John W.
Schulz and William Trull. Between
the granting of these two patents 20
others had been issued,

INSPIRED

Teacher turned away from the
blackboard, where she had been
writing.

““Read out that sentence, Willie,”
she said,

““He was bent on seeing his old
school,” read Willie,

“Now, children,"” continued teach-
er, "l want you all to paraphrase
that sentence.”

Chewing his pen, relates London
Answers Magazine, Willie regarded
the blackboard, Then his face lit
up. Busily he wrote: ‘““The sight
of the old school doubled him up.”

Exaggeration

The teacher was trying to give
her pupils an illustration of the
meaning of the word ‘“‘persever-
ance.,"

“What is it,” she asked, ‘‘that
carries a man along rough roads
and smooth roads, up hills and
down, through jungles and swamps
and raging torrents?"”

There was a silence, and then
Johnny, whose father was a motor
dealer, spoke up: ‘‘Please, miss,"”
he said, ‘“there ain't no such car.”
—Humorist Magazine.

QUEER GUY

“My husband’'s a queer man.”

"I{UW m?I-I

“Says it makes him hot to have
to drink his coffee cold.”

Plenty Loud

Chief—1 am glad that yvou have
been punctual lately, Mr. Brown.

Clerk—Yes, sir, I have bought
myself a parrot.

Chief—A parrot? 1 recommend-
ed you to get yourself an alarm
clock.

Clerk—1 had an alarm clock but
soon got used to it. Now I set the
clock beside the parrot and when
the clock goes off, what the parrot
says is enough to rouse the house.—
Lustige Koelner Zeitung, Cologne.

For Younger Chickens

Just to show you to what lengths
some people will go for a gag, we'll
tell you about the husband who
puttered around in the back yard
with some boards and nails while
his wife lay in bed with a bad cough.

“How's the wife?” asked a
neighbor,

““Not so good.”

“Sorry. Is that her coughin’?"

“Oh, no. This here is a hen-
house."

Such Injustice

“Have you any references?” in-
quired the lady of the house,

“Yes, mum, lots of 'm,"’ answered
the prospective maid.

"“Then why did you not bring
them with you?”

“Well, mum, to tell the truth,
they're just like my photographs.
None of them don’t do me justice.”
—Siray Stories Magazine,

Musie to Her Ears

Old Lady to Plowman—Pardon
me for interrupting you at your
work, but it is so refreshing to hear
some one who still speaks the old
dialect of the district.

Plowman-—That's O, K. with me,
old girl.—Providence Journal,

Kemiss
Vicar (benevolently)—And what
is your name, my little man?
Small Boy—Well, if that ain’t the
limit! Why it was you that chris-
tened me!

A QUESTION

“Did the wind whistle then?”
“l think you heard the stove

pipe.”

The Objection

“And why didn’t you like the job
1 got for you?”

“When I said I'd take care of your
friend’s pets while he was away,
you didn’t tell me he ran a cir
cus.”'—Houston Post.

You're Fired
Businessman—Yes, 1 advertised

for a boy about your size. Do vou

smoke?

. Applicant—No, thanks, but you
can blow me to an ice cream soda
if you want to.

CLASSIFIED
DEPARTMENT

FORMER U. S. GOV. MATERIAL
500 Glazed Wood Sash
Size 852%In. x 18 In.

Steel Bathing Beach Lockers
HITI SALVAGE COMPANY
Battimore,

WEEKLY AUCTION SALES

BRED
RAISE
SOLD
STARTE

Plkesville

BABY CHICKS

Houek™s New Hampshires, White Leghorns,
Rock-Cross and Rocks, Write for prices
Houek's Farm Hatechery, Hanover, l.

PEDIGREED DOGS

Mammoth Great Danes. Marvelous Guards,
Companions, Hegistered pups $25 upwards.
Kalmar Daneries, Stone Mountaln, Ga.

INVENTORS

Inventors:
patented or otherwise, Send 10¢
stamps for ''5 Keys to Profit"'
ciates, G168 South Michignan Ave,.,

Sell vour inventions for cash,
in coin or
., Shay Asso-
Chieageo.

FILMS DEVELOPED

FILMS DEVELOPED

YARDS PHOTD SERYICE
Box 2024
Stock Yards Sta., Chicago, 1.

® FREE PORTRAIT ENLARGEMENT
COUPON WITH EACH ORDER

Jiffy Knit Skirt and
Blouse That's Easy

Pattern Nu 6019

Large knitting needles and some
sShetland floss make this jiffy knit
a delight to novice or expert. It's
knitted round and round in stock-
inette stitch, beginning at the neck
and working down. Stunning sun-
burst detail all-around the neck,
smart raglan sleeves and snug
ribbing at neck and wrists . . ., all
easy to do and quickly finished,
The plain knitted skirt, smartly
flared, completes the costume. In
pattern 6019 you will find complete
instructions for making the blouse
shown and a skirt in sizes 16-18
and 38-40; an illustration of the
blouse and of the stitches used;
material requirements,

To obtain this pattern, send 15
cents in coins to The Sewing Cir-
cle, Household Arts Dept., 259
West 14th St., New York, N. Y.

Please write yvour name, ade
dress and pattern number plainly.
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CASTOR OIL USERS
. READ THIS

Do you know there is now availuble,
Kellogg's Perfected Tasteless Castor
Oil, so revolutionary in its purity that
#t is really devoid of castor taste and
odor. So easy to lake,

Made by the new exclusive proc.
ess of Bpencer Kellogyg and Sons,
Inc. (world’s largest refiners of vege-
lable oils), the originators of laste-
less castor oil.

Costs no more than ordinary castos
oil, but oh, how different!

Insist on Kellogg's Perfected, sold
only in refinery sealed bottles—never
in bulk, One size—3% oz, 25¢. Ao
cept no substitute or you will be dis-
appointed. Approved by Good House-
keeping Bureau.

Fear in Life
The worst sorrows in life are
not in its losses and misfortunes,
but its fear.—A. C. Benson.

BBB SALVE

COI.DS

SALVE~NOSE m & 25¢

Must Be GOOD
i to be .
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