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She Painted Her Face

A siosy of loue and intrigue . . . by DORNFORD YATES
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“Well, well,” said Herrick. ““And
who ever heard of two guests abus-
ing their host at table until he's
carried away and then getting down
to his brandy and having a rubber
of bridge? You know it's blasphe-
mous. I don’t believe the Borgias
ever did that. And I'll lay lil Per-
cey's got ear-ache. ‘Three swine to
one pearl’ "

I forgot what answer I made, but
I know I sent Winter to bed and,
after two or three minutes, went up
to my room. But I did not intend
to sleep: for the ‘‘pearl” was out
of my sight.

I had seen her into her suite 20
minutes before. [ trusted to see
her come out in a little less than
eight hours. But I had no faith iIn
Elsa, and—Virgil had his back to
the wall. Had there been but one
door to her suite, I would have slept
across it. But there were four doors
to her suite, and one was outside,
I could not so much as watch them:
Argus himself could have watched
but one at a time,

I took off my coat and lighted a
cigarette . .

As ] threw the match out of the
window, somebody knocked at my
door.

I was at the oak in a flash, to

find Winter standing without, with a |

key in his hand.

‘1 forgot to tell you, sir.,”” He en-
tered and shut the door. ""You gave
me this key and told me to lock up
the Rolls. Her doors, 1 mean. But
I 'aven’t been able to, because this
isn't the key.”

‘““ ‘Isn't the key?’ " I said, frown-
ing, and with that I took it out of
his hand.

“It isn't, indeed, sir.
again and again.”

I

And there I stopped dead—with
my eyes on the key I was holding
between my finger and thumb,

Winter was right. This was not
the key of the Rolls, Although she
did not know it, Elizabeth Virgil
had the key of the Rolls. I had
handed it to her on Friday, with the
rest of her things. It was now, per-
haps, under her pillow. But this was
her master key . .
five of her locks.

I tried it

CHAPTER IX

Whilst I changed, I gave Winter
his orders. These were, in short, to
pass the night on the Ilanding,
watching the door which gave to
Elizabeth’s suite.

“If anyone tries to enter, put your
torch on his face and hold him up.
The door may be opened for him;
but don't like Elsa’s face, and he's
not to go in. When you've got him,
lift up your voice and shout my
name, and I'll be with you before
you know where you are. I shall be
in the staircase-turret, closely
watching the other door of her la-
dyship’s rooms."”

“And if you want me, sir?” said
Winter.

“I'll call her ladyship. She'll let
me through her suite and on to the
stair. 1 don't think anything will
happen, and, but for Elsa, I'd tell
you to go to bed. But it's thanks to
me that she is inside that suite, so
it’s up to me to see that she does
no harm.”

And there I remembered Elgar,
the man for whom Virgil had called
when we had escaped from the tow-
er. I had learned from Elizabeth
that he was Virgil's chauffeur and
was as much trusted by his master
as he was distrusted by everyone
else at Brief.

But when I mentioned his name-—

‘““He's away just now,” said Win-
ter, ““with Mr. Virgil’'s car. There's
a2 knock in the engine or something
they can’t get right.”

““So much the better,” said I, and
spoke as I thought.

And that, I think, shows how ill
equipped I was to deal with a man
of Virgil's capacity, for I should at
once have suspected the absence
of his chauffeur and car. But I am
ashamed to say that it did not oc-
cur to me that, if there is work of
a certain kind to be done, the lug-
ger will take an offing, instead nt
staying in port. Be that as it may,
1 read the danger-signal as being
a piece of good news: then I took
up my pistol and torch, and we left
the tower.

To post Winter took but a mo-
ment; and then I was treading the
steps down which I had knncked
the servant six days before. My
shoes were rubber-soled, and 1|
made no sound, but, as I have said
before, the well of the staircase was
lit, and the first floor, to which I
was going, was very much better
illumined than was the landing
above. Still, there were shadows
enough about, and I carefully kept
to them,

As luck would have it, I knew the
whole of my way. I was not going
down to the hall: I was bound for
the picture-gallery, where we had
gathered that evening, before din-
ner was served. This lay upon the
first floor—a fine, long room, and
its range of windows was broken

. that fitted alll

® Domnford Yates

into three bays by two of the stair-
case-turrets with which the castle
was served. And the first of these,
I knew, was Elizabeth's own—I had
seen her come out of its door at a
quarter past eight.

Using the greatest caution, I left
the magnificent staircase and stole
to the gallery’'s doors. Happily,
these were open, but here the dark-
ness was thick, so I put to the
doors behind me and drew my
torch. And there my luck went out,
for the torch I found to be useless.
It was dead.

Now I could, of course, have gone
back: but, since Winter needed his
torch, it meant going back or send-
ing him back to my room: so I
made up my mind to go on, be-
cause, though I should have liked it,
I could tread upon Virgil's toes
without seeing his face.

The gallery seemed broader than
I had thought, but at length I was
touching the curtains, which had
been drawn. At once I turned to

the left, for now I had found the |

windows, I had to do no more than
follow their line along. And be-
cause I had my bearings, perhaps
I moved with less care than I should
have shown. In any event, I had
almost come to the door, when I

long, for the turret adjoined the cas-
tle, yet was complete in itself. An
electric light was burning where
passage and stairway met, thus
lighting the steps up and down as
well as the passage itself.

I leaned against the wall and
heaved a sigh of relief. Harp or
no harp, I had gained the position
I sought, and Winter and I between
us commanded Elizabeth's suite.
Bt

And there I heard a girl laugh

. a stifled, mischievous laugh
., to tell me she knew I was there.

It was Elsa, of course, 1 knew

that., She must have heard the harp

| fall and have left Elizabeth’'s suite

to see what the matter might be.
And then she had seen the door open
and, probably, me come in.

There was only one thing to be
done.

“Is that you, Elsa?" I said, and
stepped to the curling stair.

Looking up, 1 saw her standing,
point-device as ever, back to the
wall,

Then somebody standing behind
me laid me out,

The first thing that I remember
was Percy Virgil's voice,
As I lifted my head, he spoke,

And at Last 1 Knew 1 Was Saved.

brushed against something unwieldy | and a gag was clapped into my

—and knocked it down.

Now when a man who is trying
not to be heard knocks over a chair
or a table, it shortens his life. But
when he knocks over such a thing as
a harp . . .

Not only was the crash appalling,
but every string of the instrument
sounded its liquid note. Indeed, as
I stood there, trembling, I thought
that the dulcet announcement would
never die, and when at last it did,
I should have been glad to die with
it, because in all my life I never felt
so0 much abashed. Discovery was,
of course, inevitable. I had not only
waked the household: | had de-
clared where I was: for the harp,
like that of the giant in Jack and
the Beanstalk, had lifted up an un-
mistakable voice.

I wiped the sweat from my face
and waited for the sound of men
running and voices raised. Virgil,
no doubt, would come thrusting—to
rub my nose in the desperate mess
I had made. I began to try to pre-
pare some halting explanation
which was not beneath contempt . ..

I do not know how long I stood
still, but as the moments went by,
yet nobody came, I began to dare to
believe that I was to be spared. The
silence which I had shattered was
absolute as ever: no faintest indi-
cation of movement came to my
ears. And at last, I knew I was
saved. For some extraordinary rea-
son, no one was coming to answer
the call of the harp.

Expecting to be discovered and
put to shame, I had, of course, re-
linquished my delicate enterprise:
but now there was plainly no rea-
son why I should withdraw, provid-
ed that on my way back, when my
watch was done, I set up the harp
again by the light of the dawn. So
I ventured to hold on my course.

Before 1 had covered six feet, 1
touched the door of the turret to
which I was trying to come . . .

Now I had expected the staircase
to be in darkness: but the moment
I opened the door, I knew that a
light was burning beyond the oak.
For a moment 1 found this strange.
Then I remembered that I had left
lights burning on the staircase with-
in the tower and decided that the
practice was natural where danger-
ous steps were serving a private
room.

I took the key from the lock,
stepped across the threshold and
closed the door.

| was now in a little, stone pas-
sage which ran through the castle
wall and gave directly on to the tur-
ret-stair: the wall being four feet
thick, the passage was four feet

mouth—a pad of sweet-smelling
silk, which I afterwards found was
one of my lady’s chemises, fresh
from some drawer. When I tried to
sit up, I found that my hands were
not free. My wrists were strapped
tight together, behind my back.

I was still too dazed to make any
useful effort, so I laid my head
back on the stone and closed my
eyes, determined to stay where I
was till my strength and my senses
came back, for though I could not
think straight, I knew that I needed
them both as never before. For a
moment I seemed to be swaying, al-
though I was lying still . . . Then
somebody made me sit up and
pushed my head forward and down

. « Then water was poured on
mykhead and down the back of my
nec

It was that that cleared my brain,
and though my head was aching,
from that time on I was healthy in
body and mind,

I lifted my head and looked round.
I was sitting in the passage, just
clear of the turret-stair. Percy Vir-
gil was sitting on the stair, a step
or two up. And a man who I knew
must be Elgar was standing in the

passage beside me, pitcher in hand.

Percy Virgil picked up my pistol,
looked at the safety-catch, weighed
the thing on his palm and slipped
it into his coat. Then he glanced
at his wrist-watch and fingered his
chin,

“You are very convenient, Mr.
Exon. I should have got you later,
but probably only after an ugly
scene. And I do so dislike being
crossed . . . But now you've avoid-
ed all that, and, what is more, you
have made my path very smooth.
You see, my cousin is going. The
Lady Elizabeth Virgil is leaving the
castle tonight. That was always un-
derstood, not by you, or that silver-
tongued fairy, the Duchess of
Whelp. But It was understood by

me—as soon as I heard that my |

cousin was coming back. You see,
I don't want her here. 1 really
made that plain about ten days ago.
But some people won't take a hint
. +« « Well, now she is going for
good. She will never come back.”

The man stopped there and leaned
forward, with glittering eyes.

‘“My luck came in, Mr. Exon,
when you knocked over that harp

. . We were going, Mr, Exon,
Elsu had received her instructions
and Elgar was on this stair. And
then you knocked over the harp . ..

And so 1 held everything up and |

waited for you.

“Now what will they find tomor-
row? Not one, but both of you gone
. + « Abduction? Well, hardly. They
don’t abduct people like you. What
about an illicit elopement? A pas-
sionate flight? Oh, that's absurd

. Wait a minute., Consider that

| l'je'autiful scene in the belvedere?

This evening . . at sunset, Mr.
Exon. Yes, you were watched—by
a most reliable man. And then the
key to her bedroom . . that a
lady gave to her swain? And then
the dressing-case . . . which Elsa
18 packing now? Elsa-—there's a
good girl. She will speak to her own
reactions—with tears running down
her cheeks: how she and you fought
for her darling and how her en.
treaties were foiled by the way of a
man with a maid. Aunt Sally may
put up a show, but she won’'t be
able to face these basic facts. And
I hardly think she’'ll lay them be-
fore the police. I mean, they might
miss the idyll and get the blurb ...’

He got to his feet and yawned.

“Go and get her ladyship, Elgar;
and tell Monna Lisa I'm not going
to wait all night. If she can’'t pack
a dressing-case—"'

““It is ready,” said Elsa’s voice, as
Elgar went up the stair,

“You see, Mr. Exon,” said Vir-
gil, ““the way to win in this world is
to go all lengths, It's simpler, swift.
er and safer—every time. Think
what I should have been spared if
I had taken that course ten days
ago. But there . . . One lives and
learns. Take my two, er, assistants,
for instance.” He threw a glance up
the stair. ‘I can count upon Elsa.
She’'s wanted in Bristol for forgery
-—a very bad case. But on Elgar
I have no hold: so, though he does
not know it, he hasn’'t got long to
live. I think he will be run over—
I'm not quite sure. But here they
come."

He picked up a length of cord and
then stepped over my legs and out
of the way. The next moment El
gar appeared, with Elizabeth over
his shoulder, as though she were
wounded and senseless and he was
bringing her in.

“Put her ladyship down,”” said
Virgil, making a knot in his cord.

Elgar unshouldered his burden
and set it down on the steps.

My eyes met those of my lady,
and order came back to my soul.
“Canst thou not minister to a
mind diseased?”’
(TO BE CONTINUED)

Carp Is Badge of Audacity for the
Boys in Japan; Streamers Old Custom

Japanese youths recently cele-
brated the Boys' festival, under
the aegis of carp, their badge of
audacity. The carp is seen as the
embodiment of manly virtues, its
boldness seen when it leaps a wa-
terfall. Its unflinching resignation
in the face of death is observed
when it is laid on the carving board
and touched with the flat of the
knife—it stops wriggling.

In every house where there is a
boy, the parents attach at the end
of a long pole in the garden, or to
the roof of the house, a balloonlike
carp made of cotton or silk, and
black, yellow or red in color, which
the wind fills out, making it swim
in the air, according to an authority.

One carp is hoisted for each son:
a large one, perhaps 15 feet or more
in length, for the eldest; others
smaller, and quite a tiny one if
there is a baby boy in the family.

This custom of flying carp
streamers began more than 250
years ago as an expression of rival-
ry on the part of the common folk
against the armed classes who
used to display outside their dwell-

ings war streamers, lances, long-

handled scimitars and other arms.

The burghers, who could make no
show of arms but were none the less
concerned for the welfare of their
male children, are said to have hit
upon the idea of hoisting paper
carp, which, if not exactly awe-
inspiring, cnuld be made in any
dimensions and therefore be more
impor:ing than anything in the sa-
murai’s armory.

Birth of the ‘“Marseillaise”

There is a popular story that the
inspiring ‘‘Marseillaise’”’ was writ-
ten as the result of a burst of pa-
triotism. Actually, the song seems
to have been written not at Mar-
seilles, but at Strasbourg as a result
of the mayor complaining that there
was no real marching song for the
troops. Rouget de Lisle composed
the words, but doubt exists as to the
composer of the music, says Pear-
son's London Weekly. ‘“The Mar-
seillaise” was first played at a r
view of the Garde Nationale on
April 29, 1792, and first achieved
fame when sung by the Republican
troops that assaulted the Tuileries a
few months later,
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SMUGGLER!

With a portfolio under his arm,
a diplomat passing through the cus-
toms at Dover endeavored to walk
past the official.

“"Excuse me, sir,”” said the officer,
respectfully, “but have you declared
that case?”

“No,"” was the reply. “I'm travel-
ing under diplomatic privileges, and
these are important dispatches.”

“"Well,”” answered the customs of-
ficer, ‘“‘the neck of one of your
dispatches is sticking out of the
case,”

Has That Effect

““‘Some people thirst after fame,
others after wealth, others after
love,”” sald the romantic young
man, with a sigh.

The object of his affections was
not in the same mood, however,

“And there is something all peo-
ple thirst after,”” she said.

“Yes?' asked the lover, eagerly.

““Salt fish!” was the crushing re-

ply.

MODERN VERSION

Actor—The next line is: ““A horse!
A horse! My kingdom for a horse!”

Manager—But, my dear fellow,
that will scarcely be understood in
this day—make it an automobile!

Good Guess

“Did you go to the doctor the oth-
er day, John?"

“Yes, 1 did.”

“And did he find out what you
had?”

“Very nearly.”
l “What do you mean, very near-
Y?”

“Well, I had $5.00 and he charged
me $4.50!"

Words of Action

“Which is the better,” inquired
the young patriot, ‘“to be a silver-
tongued orator or a practical peli-
tician?"’

“It depends,” answered Senator
sSorghum, “on your personal ambi-
tions. Some people desire the last
word and others are concerned sole

ly about the first ballot.”

— ——

it Shouldn’'t Matter!

“Say, what do you call this?"” de-
manded the petulant customer of
the waitress. ‘‘Is it beef or mut-
ton?"

“Can’t you tell?’” she asked.

‘““‘No, 1 can’t!”

“Well, then,” said the waitress.
“why worry about it?"

Too Many Bites

Benevolent Old Man—Don’'t you
think fishing is a cruel sport?

Angler—I1 certainly do. I've been
gitting here five hours and never
had a single bite, and I've got three
wasp stings, I'm eaten up with flies,
and the sun’s taken all the skin off
the back of my neck!

Co-operation

A parent recently had occasion to
punish his six-year-old son. That
night he overheard the youngster
saying his prayers.

“Please, Lord, make me a good
boy,” pleaded the child. ‘I asked
you yesterday, but I guess you over-
looked it.”

TEACH HIM A LESSON

“l don’'t know what to do with
that boy of mine. He won’t go to
school, he won't work and he's al-
ways asking me for money?"”

“Why don’t you get him a job as
collector for an installment house?’

The Little Less
Anxious Sportsman (who thinks he
has backed a winner)—Did you
send off that wire in time?
Village Postmistress—Yes, sir, but
the money was a penny short so I
left out the name of the horse.

Oxygen
The teacher of a chemistry class
asked:
“For what purpose do automobile
shops use oxygen?"”
“For the carburetors to breathe,”
& pupil responded.
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I'UI'I'IBI WANTED—-We bu uppies of

all types. Send description nn!lgwgﬂ cash

Eﬂ“ hi firsi fter., RONKIN, 531 N.
utaw S8t., Baltimore, Hnrrllnl

Cum to Bnltlmnru, Mnrylnml |
Stop at

THE MOUNT ROYAL HOTEL | |

Mt. Royal Ave. and Calvert Sts.
9 stories = Fire-proof

Rates begin at $1.50 per day |
Coffee Shop — Music and Dancing in the
FAMOUS ALGERIAN ROOM

Welding Instruction

WELDERS NEEDED, Learn now, Easy
terms. Free EHtBlﬂHUE

ELECTRIC WELDING INSTITUTE
8 W. Lombard, Baltimore or Chester, Pa.

Linotype Instruction

Big PnJv. Short Hours; %Ilrk employment,
plenty jobs. We can teach you Linotype op-
erating quickly, Write tn-::l 1y. Burton Line-
type School, 707 6th 8t. N. W., Wash., D, C.

Home Study Shorthand

SUCCESS WITH SHORTHAND
Learn SHORTHAND easily at homel
Complete self-taught course only $1.00,
Money back {f not satisfied. Masterstroke
Shorthand, Phoenix Bldg., Baltimore, Md.

AUCTIONEERS

WE SOLICIT Al';[“l'lﬂN SALES
Q)
Real Estate, F;rnlrrnﬂ, Chattels
an
Personal Property, Any location.
E. T. NEWELL & (C0., INL.
Auctioneers Since 1907
710 N. Howard St Baltimore,

POULTRY

BRED FOR PRODUCTION:
RAISED FOR PROFIT;
SOLD BY QUALITY
STARTED CHICKS:

MILFORD HATCHERY [Rptkdale. Md.

MA.

BEAUTY SCHOOL

| Your Beauty Course Depends on Right Training.

Your success aseured under personal supervision of

WINONA FITZGERALD KING
Graduates always in demand. Write us today.

MAISON rnl:nlmc IIAI.IT‘I' SCHO
200 W. Saratoga St. Baltimore, M

OPPORTUNITY

BOWS AND ARROWS OF
QUALITY. Send for price list.
MAJOR ARTHUR BLACK.
BURN - Towson, Md.

ALCOHOLISM

OUR HOSPITAL is devoted exclosively tw
the treatment and correction of

CHRONIC ALCOHOLISM
GREENHILL INSTITUTE 338508008 &

WASHI
Wrile for information Booklet. It'a FREE

___PHOTOGRAPHY _

with each order (COIN)

MAIL FILMS TO
Box 5105, Highlandtown Sta., Baltimore, Md.

Fllms Develo
8 DECKLE EDGE I’RINTS
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Congressional Misuse

One of the outstanding misuses
of the Congressional Record took
place in the spring of 1892 when
five congressmen took five days to
read into it a full-length book,
‘““Protection or Free Trade?’” by
Henry George, and then, at a cost
of five-eighths of a cent a copy,
had 1,200,000 of the sections re-
printed, bound and mailed, with-
out cost to themselves, to their
constituents.—Collier’s

= e

OUT OF SORTS?

f:ondltlun- Du- to Sluggish Bowels

If ou think all laxatives
act alike, just try this
i etable llllﬂ".

mild, thorough, re-

* nvig ng. ndable rellef Trom
alck hudmhu, bllious spe tired feeling when
assoclated with constipation,

mnm a 25¢ box of NR from uur

Make the test —
if not delighted, ratumthl box to us, Wn\rul

® purchase
TO-NICHT

hat's falr,
TOMQRBOW ALRICHT

De

E“‘!_-‘;"

ALWAYS CARRY

-

Valor Retained

Valor is learned in the cradle,
lasts to the grave.

Today's ‘?nﬁuhﬁtr
of Doan’s FPills, after
many years of ‘worlde
wide use, surely must
beaccepted as evidence
of gsatisfactory use.
And favorable publie
opinion supporta that
of the able physicians
who test the wvalue of
Doan's under exacting
laboratory eonditions.

T h es e physicians,

oo, approve every word of advertising
you read, the objective of which is only to
recommend Doan’s Pills as a good diuretio
treatment for functional kidney disorder
and for relief of the pain and worry it
causes,

If more people were aware of how the
kidneys must constantly remove waste
that eannot stay in the blood without in-
Jury to health, there would be better une
derstanding of why the whole body suffers
when kidneys lag, and diuretic medica-
tion would be more often employed.

Burning, scanty or too frequent nrina-
tion may be warning of disturbed kidney
function. You may suffer nagging back-
ache, persistent headache, attacks of diz-
siness, getting up nights, swelling, puffi-
ness under the eyes—I[cel weak, nervous,

trh”d out,

se Doan’'s Pills, It Is better to rely on
® medicine that has won world wide ac-
claim than on something less favorably
known, Ask yowr neighbor)

DOANS PILLS




