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She Painted Her Face

4 story of love and intrigue . . . by DORNFORD YATES

CHAPTER X1}
— R

I had told Winter to call me at
nine o'clock: but, tired as 1 was,
I awoke at a quarter to eight, and
after trying in vain to go back to
sleep, I presently threw in my hand
and began to get up.

My state of mind was uneasy.

I could not reach my lady, be-
cause I had given her back the key
of her suite. Yet, since I had her
chemise, my shirt must be in her
bedroom. If she found it, well and
good. But if some servant found
- R

In fact I need not have worried,
for about ten minutes to nine a man-
servant came to my room, bearing a
note and a parcel addressed to me.

“From his lordship, sir,”” he said,
and bowed himself out,

With starting eyes, 1 read the fol-
fowing words:

Mr. Exon,

I have the honor to return you the shirt
which you dropped this morning on leav-

Ing my daughter’s suite,

Perhaps vou will make it convenient
to leave the Castle at once.
Brief

I remember that I stared at the
paper as though it belonged to some
dream. Then I sat down and put
my head in my hands. And then I
stood up again, because something
had to be done.

As I made for the door, this was
opened and Winter came into the
room,

“Find Mr. Parish,” 1 said: *“‘and
ask him to come here at once."

As it was, I was more than half
dressed, and as I got into my jack-
et, the Englishman entered the
room.

“Parish,"” I said, ""how soon can
I see her Grace?"

“"Perhaps at ten, sir: but certain-
iy not before that."”

I glanced at my watch. The time
was five minutes past nine.

““Very well, I must see the Count.
1 don’t think he’'ll want to receive
me, but if you can get hold of Ber-
tram, perhaps you can bring it off.”

“I'll manage it, sir,”” said Parish.
“‘Do you wish to see him at once?”

“Immediately."”

“Then come with me, sir,” said
Parish. *“I think I know where he
"

I thrust the note into my pocket
and left the room.

The respect with which Parish
was treated by the servants of Brief
was very nearly as deep as that
they were pleased to accord to the
Duchess herself, and before two
minutes had passed I was ushered
unannounced into an elegant libra-
Ty.

As the door closed behind me—

“What does this mean?' said the
Count, getting up to his feet.

I answered him slowly Ennugh.q

“It means,"” 1 said, ‘“that we are
to clear the air."

“I'll see about that,” said the
man, and made straight for the bell.

“I strongly advise you,” I said,
““not to try to have me removed.
If you do, you will force my hand:
and so, Lord Ferdinand Virgil, cut
your throat."

I saw the shaft go home. My
use of his proper title hit him be-
neath the heart. If more revela-
tions were coming, better that they
should come whilst we were alone.
For all that, his eyes were burning
. + « 1 was Richard Exon, and not
the Duchess of Whelp.

As a servant answered his sum-
mons, he turned on his heel . .

I watched him curiously.

There was a moment'’s silence.

Then—

“Your lordship rang?” said the
servant,

The other spoke over his shoulder.

“Yes,”” he said thickly. “Has—has
Mr. Percy returned?”

‘““Not yet, my lord.”

“Desire him to come here the
moment he enters the house.”

“Very good, my lord,” said the
man, and made himself scarce.

As the door closed behind him-—

“l1 do not think,” I said, “‘that
your son is going to come back.”

Lord Ferdinand started about.

“My son? Is this blackmail?”

“It’s not even bluff,”’ said I, “but
listen to me. I say I have reason to
think that your son is not coming
back. In view of what I told him
last night, I think he will find it
convenient to disappear.”

The man was staring as though

I were not of his world.

“Of what you told him? Who are
you?"

The question flamed.

“I'm a plain-clothes man,” said
I, "and I'm working for Scotland
Yard.”

I watched the blood flow out of
the fellow’s face . . .

At length he moistened his lips.

“Does the Duchess know this?”
he said.

“No,” said I. ‘““Nobody knows—
except the Austrian police.”

I saw his mouth twitch at the
word.

“Why—why the Austrian police?”

““Because I could not arrest you,
without their leave. It's a guestion
of extradition. You broke your bail
in England twenty-two years ago.”

“So you say. But-"
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“You arranged your flight with
your brother. He booked your pas-
sage for you and went alone to the
station, taking your tickets and
money, to see you off. And, when
he was gone, you went—to Paris,
instead. And the police mistook
him for you . .. and sent him down.
That's twenty-two years ago, and
he's done his time: but the charge
against you remains, Lord Ferdi-
nand Virgil, and I have been sent
from England to ., . . clear things
up.li

His fingers were plucking at his
trousers, as those of a dying man
will pluck at his sheets.

“What d'you mean—clear things
up?'l

“I'll tell you plainly,” said 1. "'Be-
cause of the mistake that was made,
another warrant must issue-—as a
matter of form. Before that war-
rant can issue, a further informa-
tion has to be sworn. I am here to
complete that information

WNU

“What — of — her — mother's —
jewelg?"”

“This,”” said I. ""Your son, Percy
Virgil, stole them six weeks ago.”

The fellow sat back in his chair,
with a hand to his throat.

“You say that he's gone,” he said.

“Both he and Elsa have gone.
You see, I had instructions to give
them their choice. That is some-
times done—if the injured party
consents, It—it tends to avoid a
scandal . . . I gave them both un-
til dawn to be clear of Brief, And
both have availed themselves of the
chance which they had. Personal-
ly, I think they were wise: and 1
must confess that Elsa got back on
me, for she packed a suitcase
whilst I was engaged with your
niece, and, when she went, it went
with her . . . But that’'s by the
way. In fact, this is all by the way,
for I have so far said nothing of
the most significant duty I did last

“It Means,” 1 Said, “That We Are to Clear the Air.”

Thanks to what happened last night,
it is very nearly complete.”

“And then?"”

“Then I shall return to London,
And when the warrant is issued, I-—
shall-—-come—back."

There was a deathly silence.

Then the fellow turned round and
made his way to a chair. I saw that
he went heavily, as a man that is
tired.

After a little he spoke.

“Why do you tell
things?"

I took out the note he had written
and held it up.

““Because of this letter. It seems
that one of your people saw me
leaving the Lady Elizabeth's suite.
I had to convince you, therefore,
that I was there on duty—and noth-
ing else.”

He let out a laugh at that, and
the blood came into my face.

“If you doubt me,” 1 said, "I
can prove it, I'd a man outside her
door the whole of the time."

“A man?” he cried, starting up.

“A man,” said I. “Don’t think
I'm working alone. The man in
question i1s playing the part of my
servant: he’s really a sergeant out
of the C. 1. D.”

He quailed to the words, as a
beast will quail to the whip. And
then, as a beast will turn, he was
showing fight.

“So you say,” he snarled. *‘So
you say. You prate of warrants
and duty and where's your
badge?’" His voice rose into a
scream, ‘‘Show me your badge,
you—""

“It's in my dispatch-case,” 1 said
“~~with other things. Would you like
to know the duty which took me
into her suite?”

“What then?”

I raised my eyebrews.

“I wanted a word with her maid—

a girl of the name of Elsa . . .
She's wanted for forgery in Bristol.
Perhaps you didn’'t know that.”

And there, when 1 stood to lose it,
I won my game-—with a shaft that
Percy Virgil had set in my hand:
for I saw in his father's eyes that
he knew the truth about Elsa . . .
and how could I have known it, un-
less I belonged to the police? ““The
evil that men do lives after them."
The son had delivered the father
into my hand.
: Lord Ferdinand's head was shak-
ng.

As he felt for his chair—

“1 swear that I didn’t. I swear—"

“You needn’'t worry. You won't
be accused of that. But that isn't
nearly all. I didn't go just to see
Elsa: 1 wanted to see your niece.
For one thing, I wanted to speak
of her mother’'s jewels.”

The fellow's head stopped shak-

ing, and a hand went up to his
mouth, | -

me these

|

night. 1 proved your brother's
statement that he is the Count of
Brief.”

My words brought him up to his
feet.

“1 defy you,” he mouthed. *“It's
a lie.”” He clawed at the air. ‘“There
is no proof. Because some old dod-
dering servant imagines vain
things—"'

“I1 am not a doddering servant
and 1 have no memories. Yet I can
prove the statement your brother
makes., 1 was sent to see if I could
prove it—I told you just now. 1
was sent to complete the informa-
tion . . upon which the warrant
will issue, the day after I get back.”

“Then prove it—prove it to me."”

“With pleasure,” said 1. *“The
Lady Elizabeth Virgil is twenty-
four. She is also the next in line.
If you are the Count indeed, why

have you never shown her the secret
of Brief?"”

Beside this, my other blows were
s0 many flicks on the face. Before
my eyes, Lord Ferdinand seemed
to shrink; and he took a step back
and then sideways, and put out a

hand to find something on which he
could lean.

“Listen to me,"” said I. He lifted
his head. *“Following your broth-
er's directions, I found the way to
the chamber eight hours ago. I
took his daughter with me: and
now she knows for herself the se-
cret of Brief. Both of us, therefore,
can swear that we have seen with

our eyes what your brother said we
should see . . . which means that,
as I warned you, the information is
very nearly complete.”

Though I heard no sound, I saw
his lips frame the words.

“Very nearly.”

“Very nearly, my lord. I have
proved all your brother said, except
one thing. He declared that if 1
were to ask you to tell me the secret
of Brief, I should ask you in vain,
And so . . . I ask you . . . to give
me one single detail . . of what
your father revealed to his first-born
son."”

The man was trembling, and the
sweat was out on his face.

“My b-brother,” he quavered. “I
think, if I could see him . . . 1
mean, without his statment the—the
warrant could not issue . , and
could not be-."’

“He hag made his statement,”” I
sald, "I have a copy upstairs."”

“But my son is free. Statements
were made in his case, but he has
gone free. You said that you had
instructions—"'

“If the injured party consents."

“That's what 1 say,"”” cried the
man. ““My brother would never sub-
scribe to my — to proceedings
against his father's son. -1 know
he wouldn't, Exon. He wouldn't bear
malice like that. And then the scan-
dal You said yourself that,
rather than have a scandal-"'

“Your son has gone,"” said 1.
“There can be no scandal there,
Percy Elbert Virgil has disap-
peared.”

“I—can-—disappear.”

He was panting now, and his eyes
were half out of his head; yet he
did what he could to wreathe his
face into a smile, as though to do
me pleasure and make me his
friend,

“1 can make no promise,” 1 said,
““until I have reported to those who
sent me here, The case is too grave.
But I'll tedl you what I will do. If
you will indorse the statement your
brother has made, I'll take it to
London tonight and recommend my
people to let you go. To be honest,
[ don't think they'll do it, but—-""

“"How soon will you know?"

““On Friday. And on Sunday 1
shall be back—with or without the
warrant for your arrest. This is
upon condition that you indorse the
statement to which 1 refer. Other-
wise ., . ."

“YEE?"

“In view of what you have admit-
ted, I shall lay an information at
Gabble without delay. That will in-
sure yvour detention until the de-
mand for your extradition is8 made."

“But if I sign ., . ."

“lI can make no promise.,” I said,
“T'll take the statement to London,
and do what I can. You can take
it or leave it, my lord. Sign, and
I leave for London. Don't sign, and
I leave for Gabble—within the
hour."”

The fellow was biting his fingers,
with his eyes on my face. The sign-
ing stuck in his gullet, as well it
might., And then he threw in his
hand . . .

“All right,”" he said. ""Give me
the statement . . And you'll do
your best for me, Exon. I'm-I'm
not as young as I was."

I stepped to the bell and rang it.

“I want my servant,”” 1
said . . .

With a shaking hand, Lord Fer-
dinand wiped his face: and then,
still holding the table, he made his
way round the oak and took his seat
in a chair. When my summons was
answered, one hand was shading his
eyes and the other was toying with
a paper that lay on a blotting-pad.

“1 want my dispatch-case, Win-
ter.”

(10 BE CONTINUED)

Smithsonian Aid Uncovérs Traces of
An Ancient Race of Indian Brewers

A prehistoric race of Indians who | cooking stones. Furthermore, there

were the longest-headed people ever |

known on earth may also have been
among the heaviest drinkers, ac-
cording to discoveries in the Big
Bend country of west Texas an-
nounced by the Smithsonian institu-

| tion,

A tremendous cave hewed out of
a limestone cliff and apparently
used as a ceremonial brewery was
excavated near Dryden, Texas, by
Frank M. Setzler, head curator of
the institution's department of an-
thropology.

While searching for dwelling sites
of this mysterious people whose
existence he discovered only seven
years ago, Setzler located a cave, 60
feet wide by 40 feet deep, that gave
evidence of extensive cooking op-
erations.

Setzler and his assistants dug
through nine feet of debris, uncov-
ering amrowheads, scrapers, drills
and stone knives, but a relative
scarcity of the usual cooked ani-
mal bones and human skeletons.
(The caves orvdinarily were both
dwelling and burial places.)

In front of the cave was an ab-
normally large -accumulation of

were great deposits of ashes of so-
tol, the lily from which a highly po-
tent alcoholic beverage was brewed.

In addition to the lack of animal
bones and human skeletons—indi-
cating that the cave was not used
to house a family group—and the
abundance of cooking stones and
sotol ashes, evidence that the cave
was a brewery came from a boul-
der with a hole drilled in it. The
boulder may have been used as a
brewing kettle.

Historical Inconsistency

History is anything but logical or
consistent. The Pilgrim fathers, for
instance, originally sailed for the
Hudson and found themselves at
the end of their voyage on the Mas-
sachusetts coast. Their destination
was the Hudson, then Dutch, be-
cause they had come from Holland,
whence they had sailed from Eng-
land seeking religious freedom. But
in Holland, life was so good that
the little band of Pilgrims, seeing
absorption imminent with so many
intermarrying with the Dutch, de-
termined to keep themselves sepa-
rate by journeying to tha New
World.
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TAKING NO CHANCES

The thrifty Scot was on the train
from Edinburgh to London. At each
station he hurriedly left his com-
partment, rushed to the ticket office
and rushed back to the train again,
After this had been repeated a num-
ber of times, a fellow passenger
asked the reason.

“It's because of my heart,” the
Scotsman explained. ‘‘The doctor
says I may drop off at any time and
I'm buying my ticket from station
to station.”

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.”

-

Hedging

The soldier was explaining the
theory of shooting to his sweetheart,

Soldier—You see, we have to cal
culate the distance of the object we
want to hit, and then allow for the
power of attraction of the earth.

Sweetheart—But suppose you are
shooting over water?

Soldier—Oh, that is more than you
would understand-—besides, I am no*
in the navy.

Preparation

A college student had failed to
pass a very important examination
and wishing to break the news gen-
tly to his parents he sent this tele.
gram to his elder brother:

“Have failed to pass exam. Pre-
pare father.”

The brother replied:

“Father prepared.
self."’
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THE LAST LAUGH
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“Ho! Ho! Bill, jes think of them
poor boobs what’'s jes had vacation
at sea shores and such places."

“Where does the laugh come in?”

“Well now, they gotta go back to
work."

—

No Hypocrite

A revival service was being held
and one of the partners in a coal
concern had joined the church. He
tried to get his partner to do like-
wise,

“l can’t do it, John,” replied the
partner, when his insistence became
irksome. ““Who'll do the weighin’
if I join?”

Proposal?

““Ma, do you think Pa is goin’' to
let that little shrimp of a Sidney
Brown marry Sis?"’

“Why, 1 don’t know, son.
makes you think he might?”’

“Well, Dad is playing cards in the
front room with 'em and I just heard
him say, ‘I'll raise you, Sid.' "

What

No Recommendations
“Could you let me have—er—a
banker’'s reference, sir?"” said the
house agent, negotiating a *sale.
“Just a formality, you know.”
“I could,” replied the client, “but
it would only distress you."”

Shrieking Tax
Victim—Fifteen dollars? You usu-
ally charge me $3.
Dentist—Yes, but you shrieked so
loud that you frightened three pas
tients away.

IMPROVED VISION

Optician—These glasses are only
$10. Let me put them on. Do they
improve your vision?

Customer-—Wonderfully: I can see
plainly the price is altogether too

| large.

Fine Distinction

The judge was reproving a col
ored man for deserting his wife.
“Wife desertion is something we
must deal with severely,” the court
admonished.

“But judge,” protested the black
man, ‘“youall don’t know dat woman.
I isn't a deserter, I'se a refugee.”

Her Gentle Answer
“Can you make a cake like moth-
er used to make?

“Yes, darling, if you don’'t mind

the indigestion father used to have.” |

Prepare your-

CLASSIFIED
DEPARTMENT

CARNIVAL SUPPLIES|

g)ttill discount to Churches lhﬂ |
rganizations. Merchandise an
Equipment on Consignment,

Catalog upon request

GARRISON'S m,!ﬁ.m:l:!: |

The House of Nove

sBws AND ARROWS OF
UALITY.Send for price
AJOR ARTHUR BLAC

BI'RN - Towson, M

ALCOHOLISM

OUR HOBPITAL s devot
the trentment and ecorrection o

CHRONIC ALCOHOLISM
GREENHILL INSTITUTE J348%J80,00 8

Write for information Rooklet. It's FRER

exclusively to

BEAUTY SCHOOL

Your Beauty Course Depends on Right Training.
Your succesn ansured under personal supervision of
WINONA FITZGERALD KING
Graduates always in demand. Write us today.

MAISON FREDERIC BEAUTY SCHO
m *- .-w "l - “m_l “

POULTRY

HBRED FOR PRODUCTION:
RAISED FOR PROFIT: Chicks
SOLD BY QUALITY Turkeys
STARTED CHIUCKS: Pullets

MILFORD HATCHERY Jiockdale Ma.

Duckn

Linotzge Instruction

Big Pay, Short Hours; Tnirk employment,
plenty jobs, We ean teach you Linotype op-
erating quiekly, Write today. Burton Lino-
type Scehool, 707 6th St. N. W., Wash.. D. (.

HOTELS

Stop at
THE MOUNT ROYAL HOTEL

ML. Royal Ave. and Calvert Sts.
9 wtories — Fire-proof
Rates begin at $1.50 per day
Coffee Shop — Music and Dancing in the
FAMOUS ALGERIAN ROOM

ANTIQUES, RELICS

OLDWAILNUT FURNITURE ,Glass, Chinn,
Silver, Libraries, Books, Old Letters. Man-
uscripts wanted. Highest prices palid.
JefMerson, 6841 Hoffman Ave., Phila,., Pa.

OPPORTUNITY

FProfitable Lifetime Rusiness! Opernte =
Collection-Credit Agency, For descriptive
literature write Klein Associntes, b Ex-
cehange Bldg., Taylor, Tex, Enclose stamp.

BABY CHICKS

5,000,000 Produced Annually
Leghorns, Heavy Breeds, W BN Horoas
Breeds — Sexed | desired. Hatches
Hvery Week  Write for Prices

WENE CHICKS - Vineland, N. L

EGG BOXES

PARCEL POST E6GG ROXES
Stands crushing load of 5,000 Ibs, Sell your
egis direct to consumer at premium prices
Iin economical, non-returnable hoxes Write
Frank Watson, Walbrook, Ballimore, Md.

Welding Instrugtions
WELDERS NEEDED,
terms. Free catalogue.

ELECTRIC WELDING INSTITUTE
B W. Lombard, Baltimoere or Chester, Pa.

REMEDY

THANKS FOR A HAPPY STOMACH!

Fo STOMACH ULCERS due to hyperacidity,

Sueh discomforts as heartburn, belehing,
bloating, Indigestion and stomach pains dum
mand and ARLOMN. Write for
facts today. It will rmr you, Or

to hyperacldity can be effecs H Lu
enclose §l 0 fortrial package of '“LlI'I I

tively relleved at huome by
ARLINGTON DRUG DIST., Box 230A, Arlington, Va.

Learn now, Easy

the ngeof the diet we recom-

UOTES
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BACK TO WORK

-~ I HE most important job for con-
gress today is what it has been
for the last six years—to pat America

back to work. This must be the watch-
word. Back 1o work for the unen-
ployed. Back to work for idle capital
and empty factories. Back to work for
all to the task of creating a better world.
Only under an administration dedicated
to such a program can America once
more move forward.”"—U, 5. Represen-
tative J. William Ditter,

— =

Narrow Souled
It is with narrow-souled people
as with narrow-necked bottles—
the less they have in them the
more noise they make in pouring

| it out.—Pope,
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Today's popularity
of Doaw's FPuls, after
many years of world-
wide use, surely must
be accepted as evidence
of gsatisfactery use.
And favorable publie
opinion supporta that
of the able physicians
who test the value of
Doan's under exacting
laboratory econditions.

These physicians,

oo, mpprove every word of advertising
you read, the objective of which is only to
recommend Doan's FPills as a good diuretio
treatment for functional kidney disorder
and for relief of the pain and worry s
CAUsSes,

. 1f more people were aware of how the
kidneys must constantly remove waste
that eannot stay in the bloed without ine
Jury to health, there would be better un.
derstanding of why the whole body suffers
when kidneys lag, and diuretic medica-
tion would be more often employed.

Burning, scanty or too frequent urina-
tion may be warning of disturbed kidney
funetion. You may suffer nagging back-
ache, persistent headache, attacks of diz-
giness, getting up nig swelling, puffi-
:nlll under the eyes— weak, nervous,

out.
8¢ Doan's Pills. It is better to rely on
& medicine that has won world-wide ne-
claim than on something less favorably
known, Ask your meighbor|

DOANS PILLS




