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SYNOPSIS.

Congromsman Standiali nud the
balleving themselves in love,
trinl weuk ns man and wife
I northern Now York under sssumed
names, The Woman awakens to the faot
that she does not love Standish and calls
thelr ongagement off.  Standish protents
undylng  devotlon, Wanda Kelly, tale-
r}mno rl at the Holel Keawick, Wnansh-

ton, I8 loved by Tomn Blake, non of the
political boss of the houss. He proposes
lnmlnn" and In refused, Bhe gives as
one of her ronsonis her darmination to
rl revenge on Jim Hlake for rulning her
ather, Congressman  Frank F. Kally
Congrosminan Standish, turned Ira!lllrmmt
In I!Thtlﬂx the Mulline W1, & measure e
the Interemts of the rajirosds, The mn
ohlno I secking means to discredit Btanl-
In the hope of pushing the bl
kD, Robertson, son-dn-lnw of Jim
hﬂu\, and the latter's candldute for
spoaker of the house, tries to win Stand
hh over, and failing, threatons o dig
Into bis past. Jim Hlake finds out about
the eplsode of five yenrs hack al  the
northern New York hotel. He secures all
the facts excepl the name of the Woman
And proposes to ume the story as a club
to foree Standlsh to wllow the Mulling bill
to pass, m Hinke Iays a trnp o seoire
1 name l'lf the Woman Hu telln Mins
elly that he Is going to have a talk with
mh, and that at its concluslon the
ttor will cull up A number on the telse-
one to warn the Woman. He offers
an Kelly 3100 for that number. At the
eonclunfon of the Intorview with Tiake,
Biandish gots n Now York wire and calls
Plaza 1001. A few minutes lnter Robert-
son tells Miss Kelly to enll Plaza 101 and
K*t hin wife or one of the servants on the
hone. AMias Kelly refuses ta  glve Jim

Iake the number called by Hiandish
Blake hau g atory of the Rtandish eploods

pared rendy to send out as soon As the

oman's nathe (8 lenrned, DHake's dnugh
tor Grace arrives with her husband, iov.
ernor Robertson. Miss Kolly  enlls on
Grace to warn her that her good nome e
threatened by  Impending  exposire of
Btandish and s Inpulted for her  nalnd,
Gracs appoals to Btandish to glve up the
fieht h oeler to preotect her pame,  He
refuses. Gruce mends Mise K l
a{mlnpﬂm‘a for her i Rats | 4

nndn's nmﬂnlnnl'-- ulru L] »In-
Wil pperine hatesge thi

Waoman,

in & hotel

h

spond  ® | Higke stared open-mouthed,
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or about the heavy body. But Grace

| neither felt the contaet nor heard the

whispoer of eager futile comforting
hin face
greenish and flabby, the gstern  jaw
loose, the keen cyes bulging Mark
Robinson was stlll frowning perplexed-
ly at Van Dy ke,

“Don't you understand "
Intter,

“No, 1 don't,” returned Mark. “What
havs the two phone ealls to my home
got to do with—1"
the gecond call were not
n mistake—~7" heslitated Van Dyke.

Hobingon's faee went purple. The
big velns near his temples  swalled
grotesquely. He took an involuntary
step toward Van Dyke. The Intter
ralsed a protesting hand.

“"Mark,"” he sald, flinching not at all
before the bloodshot fury in the hus
band's little eyes, “we are hore as law-

pleadod the

yers, making an Investigation. At last
we have struck the right trall. I am
gorry it leads where it does. [-—"

He got no further. At a stride Rob-
ertson was beslde hin wife.

“You hear what this man insinu-
atea? he crled thickly, "1 don't ask
you to foul your lips by denying it
I'll attend to him later. HBut give me
the right fo do that by lelling the
Woman's name at once.”

“Graee!" croaked DBlake, hils throat
sanded with & horror that he would
not confess, “don’t you hear what
they're saylng, girl?™

In hig harsh vagerness, Mark forel-
Ely lifted his wife's bent head and
forend her oyes to meet his.

1 L “
china uﬂnmptu neraln 1o ruru St .n.llm

ol of ! eht, withe teven g 51! .v'n
calls up the Apgociated l'v ai b0 order
pitiileAtlon of the story, Tl 1 cot of ||ul
eommunieation s restored too late Lo et
the atory into the n.-.snlm' napeen. Robs |
ertson Attemipis 1o Misa Kolly 1n
reveal the Womnn's s, Bhao In ﬂmur
anad with imprisonment for cuttine off |

Bluke's rnll\lrﬂuuun “I!h l|\n A mmrmtnr\l i
Pros Deecibtime of st ivie thes
number enlled hy Huln 'Fh-]l Grace mdmits
that she knows the nime of the Wamnn
and her nusbnnd domands that she tell I

CHAPTER XX,
Jim Blake, Loser.

And so for an Instant they stood,
was an odd tableau: Grace, helpless,
ghaking, dumb; Wanda, her arms
clasped.protectingly about the unheed.
+ing Woman, who did not 8o much as
realize their preseénce nor feel the
warm sympathy of thelr embrace;
Mark, his triumph tinged with impa-
tience at his wife's hesitation; Blake,
still gripplog the telephone and glow-
ering in angry surprise at the lawyer;
Van ke grim, alert, master of the
moment, his lean face set In lines of
unwonted sadnesas.

And It was Van Dyke who broke the
brief silence. His precise dry volce
was tinged by a note of something al-
most solemn as he addressed Robert-
son.

“Mark,” he sald, “Miss Kelly has
told us that she promised the—the
Woman not to tell. When did she
make that promise?”

“What does that matter now?" snap
ped Mark. “We—"

“Bhe never heard of the affalr untll
early this evening. So it must be
Bince then that she talked with the
Woman about [t. Miss Kelly has been
on duty downstalrs ever since six
o'clock. Bhe has not left this hotel,
How could she have communicated
with the Woman?"

“By telephone. 1f—"

“1 think not,” denied Van Dyke, the
cold sorrow In his voice now appurent
to wvery one. “The Woman I8 here
in this house.”

“S0 much the better!” declared
Blake, again picking up the telephone.

Van Dyke, in gloomy wonder, turn-
ed on his chief.

“You have often boasted, Jim," sald
he, “that you owe your success to the
fact you see things just a second soon-
er than other people. Don't you un-
derstand-—even yet?”

“No,” growled Blake, "I don't, Out
with It, man! What are you trying to
got at? Don't beat about the bush.
You're wasting time that we haven't
wt‘l

Van Dyke faced Roberston; his lean
face working.

“Mark,” he sald, tapping the duplt-
cate telephone Mst, “your house In
New York Is charged here with two
“.l.ll. We thought It was & mistake

A wordless gurgle from Jim Blake
Interrupted him. The telephone was
set down by a hand that shook as
‘though from palsy. For a single in-
stant the heavy-lldded eyes were whol-
Ly, starkly unvelled in a glare of un-
belleving horror. Then they turned
stupldly upon Grace who bowed her
hoad In & spasm of hysterleal uncheck-
od weeping before the paunic query In
their gase.

Wanda Kelly wound her arms tight-

It

r‘-lh lli'a\
| Van Dykn hi' He

| of pisin

“What's the matter? he demanded
“Why llrm't you speak? Taell
Telis him he lles, |
say! Oh!*

Hig flerco appeal broke off In a cry
He had at last ralsed her
race and had read it For the briefest

| mojuenl he stood stupelled, expreselon-

lensn,

“Why, Graee!" expostulaled Blake,
in  pitifal  bravado. "You're crazy!
You dog't know what you're implying
—what you're letting them think, 1
won't belleve It. Not a word of it
It's & trick to—to—"

She ocaught his shaking hand and
murmured a broken Incoherent sylla-
ble or two amid the passion of her
soba,

“Almighty!"

Blake's legs gave way and he
sprawled Inert Into a chair, his head
on his breast. He had all at once
grown old—very, very old. Meantime,
Robertson had foreed his own dazed
braln back into a semblance of Its
former strong control.

*Van Dyke,” he sald as calmly as if
he were glving a routine order, “you

Gathered Her
Though She Were a Baby.

Into His

Arms  as

will have every trace of this story de-
stroyed tonight. It must never got
beyond this room. 1 ean count on
you?"
“Certalnly,”
oqual coolnoss.
There was no hint o his volee or
In hls manner that Mark’s command
ontalled the defeat of a bill, the col
lapse of milllons of dollars worth of
stocks, a probably panie on Wall
Stroet and the money Interests' total
It temporary loss of power In con-
gress. For the moment, the great

sorporation lawyer chanced to be also
& man

agreed Van Dyke with

et
On his way from the room, Van | have decelved me lke this, Love
Dyke pansed heside Hiake's chalr, doean't foed on Nes, It was my right

“Jim,” he sald hesitatingly,
ing over to the edpitol. Shall 1 tell

ring or so much a8 looking up

“Yes," ho pald ngaln, and his voleo
waa dead. "“Yes—I'm—I'm lHecked"

As Viun Iiyke opened the dor, Wan-
da mnade as though to follow him

*If you don't need me any further,
Mr. Blake,” sho sald gently, “I'll go.”

Bliuks lifted a palsied bhand in negs
tion.

‘In there,” he muttered, pointing to-
ward the door that led to the Inner
rooma. "I must speak to you—afler
ward."

room with him.
Ing movelegs unseolng., CGrace's sohs
brokoe the tense sllence, as she fought
wenkly for self-control. Blake erossed
over to her. She roge at his approach.

“Daughter,” sald Blake, almost tim-
idly, "they've all gone., None of them
will tell. HBut there's one thing we've
pot to know, I'm with you, no matter
what you've done. DBut—but—tell me

that—that this was all over and—
and done with—before you married
Mark!"

“Father!”

The Woman faced him In dry-eyed
horror. Every trace of weeping was
seared away by the flame of sudden
indignation. And, at the sight, Jim
Hiake gave a great wordless cry and
gathered her into his arms as though
she were a baby.

“Oh, my little girl!”" he choked,
"Dad’'s own, own little girl! We've
been tearing your poor heart to pleces
and your old father was the bitterest
agalnst you. It's all right, 1 tell you,
girl. It's all right. Dad’'ll see you
through. You shain’t bo bothered
There, there! O, don't ery like that,
darling. Don't!"”

His volee grew husky. Leaving her
abruptly, he crossed to Robertson.

“Mark,” he faltered, avolding his
gon-in-law’s aye, “you promised to pro-

teet her. This Ix the time to do it. It
was for boetter, for worse. If that
vow ls any good at all, It's & good
for ‘worse’ as for 'better Mark—be
gentle with her, boy.”

Slowly, wHl bent ghoulders and

drakging sten) Blake made his way to
the big room's farthest end. There, In
the window's embrasure, out of ear
shot, hls back to the others, he halted,

Drawing aside the curtaine he
£lanced out into the night. The gloom

ol the slecping clty was below and
around him. But, In one black mass,
tiers upon tiers of garish lights

glowed. Thers, In the ecapilol, the
Mulling bill was coming to a vote.
There, Matthew Standish, freed by a
miracle from the toils that craftier
men had woven about him, was win-
ning the victory which was to elear
for him the pathway to the very sum-
mit of politieal power,

But he found hils subconsclous self
straying from the picture he was so
ruthlessly drawing. Hls mind would
not fix iteelf on the lighted capitol and
the wreck of his lifework; but crept
over back into the dim room behind
him. KEven his tongue tricked him.
For when he would have made it re
cite further the tale of s losses, it
muttered brokenly:

"My own little
own little girl!*

girl! Dad's own,

CHAPTER XXIl.

The Hour of Reckoning.
Mark HRobertson and his wife, left
alone, together, In the other end of
the great library, faced the situation
for which Grace had so long been pre-
paring and for

useless,
Muark strove for speach

recr, sultable words were
Alternately he
naked terms what she was and how
utterly he despleéed her. Agaln, =&
gush of self-pity urged him to reproach
Lier for the wraeking of his ideals, the
blasting of his happiness. Vanity
coming part way to his ald, he fraomed
~—and loft unipoken—a curt sentence
of farewell, And, In the end, all he
could say was:

“Why didn't you tell me?”

It was not what he had intended to

denied him.

sy, It was banal. It expressed none
of the stark moods that seethed In
him. Yet as she did not answer, he

found himsaelf asking once more:
“Why didn't you tell me?”
And now, unknown and unwished

# note that was almost of snutreaty.
“Tell yom 1" she achoad, “0h, if you
knew how I've wanted to!"
Ty g
hen
I dldn't dare. 1 dida't dnm."
“Truth and honor surely-

truth and honor,
keep it. 1 would sacrifice them and
vveryiliing else to get It back. s
that shiameleoss? Perhaps. The truth
usually is. If I had told you, you
would never have forgiven me. You
know you wouldn't. If I've wronged
you-—**

“If you had loved me as a true wom-
an loves, you would have told me.
You would have had to, You could not

REALLY WASNT A GOUGER

Native of Arkansas Traveled Seven
Miies for 16 Cents, and Wase
More Than BSatisfied.

Telling further of the horseback
trip made by himself and B4 Wilson
through the wilds of Arkansas, an
alluslon to which appeared in this
eolumn Baturday, says the Kansas
City Times, Harry Rubey relates in
the Macon Times-Demoerat, the fol-
lowing story, in which a native, who
had gone nix or seven miles out of
his way in a pouring rain, after dark,
o give the travelers their proper

bearings, figures amusingly:

“‘How muck do we owe you, my
mﬁtutl!' I usked, an he turned to go

“He lllﬂtlud, shuffied bis feet and

"Wdl. partner, I don't want ter
~ be too hard on you uns, beln' ae
mmf-p ‘galnst it. How'd nf-

#trike y
MM
'l.ui o' Goshen!' he exclaimed.

—r .

“I'd dickered with follows before
and I made up my mind to use a Mt
te diplomacy.

" ‘Bee here, friend, | sald, ‘'we are
strangers here and we have only &
modest amount of money to get
through on, We want to be fair;
you've served ur well and we appre-
clate what you've ‘done for us, but
don't you think now—as betweon man
and man—that 2156 fs just a lttle
steep? Come, now, let's be fair

The man looked from Kd to me, ne
it puszied to understand what 1 was
driving at, and then took off his hat
and scratched his head, unmindtul of
the rain

"1 guess you musta mistook me,’
he sald slowly. ‘I sald 15 cents, but
if hit's too much—'

“1 couldn’t get my dollar out quick
enough, and whem 1 put It in his hand
and thanked him, he protested agalnst
the munificence of the compensation,
and even followed after us, urging
that we take some of it back”

An old coquette has all the defects
of a young one, and noune of her

mmmﬁmumumm'

charms.—Antolne Dupuy.

Apricot Pia.

Hefrut exports annually about 2,000
tons of apricot pits, worth approxi-
mately $60 a ton, Many of the pits
are erncked by machinery and the
price of the kernels averages about
$160 n ton. Most of the kernels are
shipped to Germany and the remaln-
der to England, and are principally
used for soaps and pharmaceutionl
preparations.

The entire busineas Is practieally in
the hands of one coneorn at Damascus,
which buys on sccount of a German
firm. This Damascus concern is the
oply vne In 8yria known to have a ma-
chine for eracking apricot plta.

Advertising One.

F. Irving Fletcher, an eéxponent of
human Interest advertieing, asked an
advertising riddle at a Sphiux Club
dioner in New York

“Why is the merchant who doesn’t
advertise lfke a man rowing a boat ™
Mr, Fletchoer naked,

“Because he goos backward” sald
Willam Ray Gardiner, promptly,

“No,” sald Fletcher., “Hecause he

kmumwmm-

“T'm go-

Mulling to let tha bill come to a
vole
"Yes.," angwored Blake, without stir |

1

When the old man ralsed his eyes,
Muark and Grnee alone were left In the |
Robertson was stand. | You.

to know evervthing, eo that | couid
deckde my own courss, Instend, you
have led me ioto this trap. There Is
ne eRcpn And 1t s too Inte to
ropisach you or to try to make you
realize what yon have done. You say
your love for me kept you from tell-
ing? BDellove that, If It I8 any com-
fort te youn, I-="

“You gay 1 don't know what true
love (8" sho laughed bitterly. I'm
afraid 1 can never learn It from you
Ho your love has died? Love cnn't
din, any more than God can die. You
have never loved me.”

g

“Never, | ses now that you didn't.
For you don't know whiat love means.
I lilved for you, Every thought and
word and act of mine was shapod for
And for you alone. I knew you.
__-"-—-—:-ﬂ'ﬂg
e T

l-:' il | |
|

now,

[ |

E —

“Haven't | Pald? Won't
We're Bauare?™

You Say

I knew your faults, vour follles, vour
brute savagery, And I loved you for
them as well as for (he good that was

in you. DBut what was It vou loved?
The woman you married—or a snows-
white salptly reputation? 1f you cared
only for the reputntion—that 18 gona
forever. But If you loved me—the
woman I am—then I've been overy-

thing you thought | was and wanted
ma to be—aover since the first moment
you had the right to thivk of me at all.
1 gave you my life, from that time on
and forever, And It hus been all yours.
Hefore then, It was mine."

“And yat vou let me belleve It was

everything—your whole Hfe—your
firat love.'
“It waa. All that was worth the

giving. All that had ever been worth
the giving. It was my self. Oh, can’t
you see that a woman's body and
heart and soul belong not to her first
lover but to her first love?! No woman
can even guess what love ls until she

has found it. And 1 found it only
when 1 knew you. | gave you every-
thing.

“I'm trying to make it easy. We've
never had a real quarrel, you and I,
Mark. So don't let us wind up our
married life with one, now. You are
in the right. I am hopelessly in the
wrong, 1 have cheated you. 1 admit
it, and I'll accept the consequences, It
{8 In the blood. There is much ip
heredity. My father I8 a—politician.
I don't know who my grandfather was.

But for the |
first thme In hls roughly aggreesive ca- |

lopged to tell her In |

for, there crept into his bald guestion | wonder.

“Your love meant more to me than | |1t
1 sncrificad them to | Hife.
| knew | couldn’t do ft.

And If he had been worth knowing
wbout, I'd know. There Is a bad straln
running through the family. It cropped
out In me, Yen, I have cheated vou,

which her frightened | You had the right to demand in our
years of preparation had proved nohhnl‘xﬂin the hard-and-fast terms the

world has decreed:  All of a wite's life
in exchange for a frayed and batrered
remnant of her husband'e. 1 can't
meet those terms, though 1 tried to
fool you Into belleving 1 counld. 8o |
must meekly give up the love whose
price 1 can’'t pay. Don’t let’s make it
harder by having a seene over |t
Good nlght. 1'll stay with father unti]
you can detide just what you want to
do and on what basis we're to sepu-

rate, f It would do any good to ask
your forgiveness I'd ask (t, That's
all. Good night, Mark.”

She held out her hand with a shy
wistfulness. He was staring stralght
into her tortured eyes and did not ses
the gesture. The hand dropped back
limply to her slde, and she moved to
rejoin Blake.

But at the first step, Mark barred
her way. BShe looked at him in tired
His face was set and hard,
His
grated llke a
forced It between his un-

He made no move to touch her,
voice, when he spoke,
file, as he
willing lpa.

"Grace,” he began, "['ve told you my
In\u- I8 dead. And I lHed when 1 sald
I planned to pyt you out of my

And, even while 1 planned, |
It docsn't mat-
ter what | want to do or what 1 ought
o do, Out of all this hideous tangle,
blazes forth just one thing that 1 must
do whether | want to or not. 1 must
g0 on loving you with all my strength
and lfe"”

“Do you mean” she pantod wildly,
“do you mean that you can—that you
will—"

OWNS A SEAGIRT KINGDOM

Marchioness of Graham Rules Over
Nearly 5,000 Subjects on Isle
of Arran.

—— ~ -
Arran, an Interesting Scottish is-
land kingdom, {8 ruled over by a lady,
the beautiful marchioness of Graham,
wife of the eldest son and helr of
the duke of Montrose. It was as
Lady Mary Hamilton that the mar
chloness inherited this little mon:
archy from her father, the late duke
of Hamlilton, whose only child she
was As sole owner of this seagirt
kingdom, the marchioness ruleg wise
Iy and well over loyal subjects num-
bering in all pearly 6,000, says the

Wide World
The lsland, which |8 some nineteen
miles long and ten and a hail bicad,
with an ares of a hundred and sixty-
elght square miles, has had & ro-
mantie history., Along the clifis of
the south coast there are several
Inrge caverns, one being known as
the king's cave dere Robert the
Bruce I8 sald to have hidden himsell

for some time, while it was from Hrod-

“1 mean,” he cried hrom-nly. hla solf
control smashing to atoms under the
hammer blows of hin heart, 1 mean
there l¢ nothing In all this world for
me, dear love, away from you! [ love
vou, And I can’t go on without you.
You are earth and heaven and hell to
mo. Ilove you. And I have forgotten
everything but that, Girl of my heart,
will you let me make you forget, too?
Oh, 1 love you! 1 love you!”

GHAPTE‘H XX,

The Victor?

“They dldn’t seem exaetly to be
bankering aftor my soclety in thers”
observed Wanda Kelly, “so | ecame
back."”

Jim Blake turned from the window
at sound of the telophone girl'a pur-
poscly ralsed voice, Just within the
threshold from the inner rooms of the
eulte, Wanda, with elaborate care, was
shutting the door behind her.

Hinke glanced quickly nbout the
ronm.
"Yes," eald Wanda, answerlng the

question In his look and jerking her
pretty head back in the direction of
the rooms she had just quitted. “In
there, I wonldn't worry If | were yvou.”

Jim Blake's grim face took on n
light as incongruoys as the play of
sunset raye on & mumny. The mask
uf age and defeat seemed to melt be
neath it. He took an eager step to-
ward the inner door,

“Just a minute,” Wanda Halted him.
“You asked me to wait, If you don’t
need me here any longer—"'

“Yes,” hesitated Blake, trouble flit-
ting acroes the new light in his eyves,
“1 wanted to ask you—to—not to let
Tom know about this. His sister—"

“I'll never tell him,” she promised.
“I sent him away so he wouldn't find
out."

“You're white, clear through,” grudg-
ingly admitted Blake. "“WIll you do
one thing more?

“What "

“Bring him back tp me"™

“If I meet him again,! she assented

"

primly, “I'll gend—"

“1 dido't eay ‘send,”” corrected
Hlake, "'l gald ‘bring.'"

“That's different. 11—

“I'm out of politics. My own game
hns broken me at last I'm old 1

know it now
I'm old and I want my children around
me"

“I'N tell Tom." she agreed, softened
despite hersell by the new suppliance
in a voice that had never before bhoep
turned to the uses of entreaty. “ 11l tell
him.
~—when he understands.
Mr. Blake."

"“There’'s another thing,” he broke
thmg that isn't easy to say.”

“Then, why say 1t?"

“Because,” he growled, “like all
thing that's got to be sald. Miss Kel-
ly, hasn't tonight pretty nearly squared
the old debt between you and me?
You and yours have suffered a lot at
my hands. But, after what's hap
pened here this evening, | guess you'll
admit, as far as suffering goes, you
haven't got much on me. Haven't |
pald? Won't you say we're square?’

"We're—we're square, Mr, Blake,”
she returned In & tone she could not
make wholly steady nor impersonal.

“And,"” pursued Blake, "and—Tom?"

“That's different, too,” she faltered.
0 e

rupted her. Blake, who was beside
the desk, picked up the instrument,
*Hello,” he called Into the transmit-

ter "“Ye—yes—she's here, Whao
wants her? Oh! Yes, put him on this
wire.”

He lowered the telephone.

"Some one to speak ta you, Miss
Kelly." he reported,

Mechanienlly, she took up the re
celver, and, by long habit, her volece

took Its professlonal drone:
“Hello!" ehe called.
Then, turning on Blake,
she eried:

“Why, it's Tom!"
“Yeu," drawled Blake,
erad from the name. I'm glad.
clear down to the ground. For both
of you. Tell him so, won't you?"

. L] . L] - -

in surprise,

“So 1 gath-

The winter sun was butting its way
over the eastern sky-line,
was bittercold, mercilessly clear.
glittering rays walked a tired man. A
man who that night had won a mighty
vietory. A victory that foreshadowed
the richest glfte his country could be-
stow, Defore him the future stretched
bright ag that winter's dawn, As daz
glingly brillant, and as cold and stark-
¥y emply

in Matthew
returned toward the loveless abode
that he hated to call home, still rang
echoes of the pandemonium that had
broken looge in the house when the
AMulling bill had gone down to defeat.

“T'here I8 only one lasting victory,”
he muttered disjointedly to himsell,
a8 he moved onward in the dazzling
jcecold trall of light. “At the last, It
won't be the world's applause that the
world's great men will remember. 1t
will be the love smile of & Woman.

And—1 shall never have known that
memory. What is the rest worth?
(THE BEND.)

lek bay that Bruce salled to Car-
rick on his expedition for the re
covery of the ecrown. There are many
interesting ruins, too, such as lLoch-
runza castle, once the residence of
the Beots kings. Then there are the
ealrng, standlug stones, and stone elr-
cles. A few years ago several stone
cofling were found in a ealrn 200 feet
In cireumference. Hroderick castle,
the
of an oid and historic structure, but
It has been rebullt within recent
times In Seoteh baron wtyle. Situ-
ated upon the northwest shore of
Brodick bay, its position Is an excep
tionally fine one.  Io 1902, when cruls-
ing o these waters, King Edward paid
n vislt to the castle.

Why He Ceased to Be a Suitor.

“Do you know, mamma,” exclalmed
u lttle first grader of the city schools,
“every boy in our class has got a
gweetheart but me?”

“And why have you none?' asked
mother,

“"Well,” hesitated the little fellow,
“Helen was my swestheart, but she
lost her front teeth.”

I never dld till tonight. |

I'm sure he'll come back to you |
Good night, |
|

things that aren't easy to say, it's a |

|
iFlt(l.\l the salon of a gifted designer
In roughly, staying her departure, “a |

Stately and Graceful Gown
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in Paris comes this stately and
graceful gown. It is worth muech
siudy as an exposition " of present
styles, without any departure from
beautiful outlining of the figure and
the best management of fashionable
fabrics with brocaded surfaces. Any
of the dark rich colors of the season
—taupe, corbleu, paprika, wood and
golden browns, sapphire blue.

The skirt I8 in two pieces, with the
uppermost cut av:ay from the knees
downward in a “V” ghape. It is
draped with three small plaits to give

The jangle of the telephone inter- |

Glad |

The dawn |

And Into the track of the first white |

Standish's carn, a8 he |

it the fashiorable slant, and posed
over an under piece that s also
caught up a little at the front. This
under piece is not closed at the baclk,
and by this arrangement the skirt,
which geems to hang In so closely
about the ankles, still gives room for
easy walking,

Thers is no attempt at even hanging
about the bottom of skirts these daya.
They are correctly draped
uneven-hunging caused by
allowed to speak for

drapery is
Itself as a part

of the play. There {8 a bodlee of bro-
ciaded silk under a small coat of cloth
like that in the skirt. It has a grace

pdunui
ndaraoad

when the |

ful neck round, with a narrow “Vv"|
cut out at the front. A fue net
gulmpe s worn under ft, which Is

round at the neck
of this bodlee are
eyn,
nrm.

The long slecves
got in at the arm-
but not ¢lose fitting In the upper

A fine [rill of point dEsprit

PEARLS THE ONE
ORNAMENT FOR
THE DEBUTANTE

UUST why pearls and girlhood are so
asgoclated in our minds 18 not yet
fully explained. BHut we all recognize
that pearls belong to the mald bafore
she may wear other jewels with any
degree of fitness. Except for prety

halr ornaments of ribbons and made |

looks

I8 nothing that
A" on the yvoung girl as

flowers there
quite ns
pearls. The ornament shown here
{s made of two strands of pearl heads

| gtrung on a fine wire, They are strung

owner's resldence, s on the site |

| pearl beads sirung on

in links, joined by large barouque
pearl beads, placed between the links.
The band extends across the top of
the head and terminates a little below
the top of the ears at each side. It is
tustened to plaes with halr pins

At the left side there are three loops
of the pearla strung on wire and two
hanging ends and a knot formed of
hoavy thread
and sot less close together than in
the band, so that they fall easily

The coiffure Is very simple—even
for u young girl. As in all the pres-
ent deslgns, the ears are covered. The
front balr is curled and fluffed about
the face. The back halr is bralded in
loose strands and pinned flat to the
head.

This hailr dress is appropriate for

-:z.,---—--ug.-m-— o= T
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gives n perfect finish to the sleeves,

Providing the long shoulder, the
small coat blouses over the belt line
at the sldes and back., 1t has a long
narrow basque sloping away over the
hipe and falling almost to the knees.
It 18 finlshed with a very wide and
heavy fringe and is wonderfully effec-
tive.

Similar coats slope away to a panel
at the back, finished at the ends with
a4 broad band of fur or plush. This
finish has proved more popular than
the fringe.

A hat with some width of brim |s
fitting with a gown of so much char-
acter, and that is what was chosen.
It has the small, soft erown, which al-
most effaces itself, and the simple
trimming which characterizes the sea-
son. Two short full ostrich heads or
a fancy ostrich ornament are curled
over the brim in models of this kind,
and the hrim usually shows an inden-
tation at one slde

The front of the under bodice Is ar-
rangaed to fall put over the waist line
and is a novelty In arrangement that
is noteworthy. Altogether this is an
pchievement in designing so good that
it will tlulli\v less lwamilt'nl models
and look ell for twe or
more ]hs lite of ||I:I[‘. EOWns, most
of them costing considerabla timé and
some money, should pot be so brief
that the time gpent in making them is
not worth while.

JULIA

searons

BOTTOMLEY.

e i T T e e

brown haired or blond girls, but is not
80 pretty for the girl with very dark
halr or for her who has the splendid
“Titiun" locks. Although very dark
hair, and what is called red halr, are
50 unlike, the same styles of colffure
are sulted to them both. They must
do the hair in soft masses, Insist upon
its being glossy and refuse to con-
slder flufinese or anything approach-
ing frizzes.

But no matter what the hue of her
hair or eyves or skin—the mald may
wear pearls. They look well and more
than that on youthful heads of any

calor.

| ABOUT THE HOLBEIN FIGURE

Women Must Accept the Unrestricted
Natural Lines of the Body in
New Clothes.

with the discussion
so-called corsectless figure, it
noted that the lines of the

In connection
of the
may be

| natural, supple figure are more notice-

| the wily

able in the evening gowns than in the

street togs. Women may refuse to
adopt the Holbein figure for the
strect, but they will be [forced to .

accept it in effect in the majority of
the new evening frocks. The coutu-
rlers have been advising the boneless
tricot corsets for the evening for sev.
eral seasons, but this winter they
have taken a more advaneed step—
they have forced them on thelr cuse
tomers by deslgning frocks that give
the effect of a lightly corseted figure,
Ther¢ are many ways of leading a
woman in the way one would wish
her to go. and few are unkuown te
Freneh couturier,

Chenllle Flowers.

Chenllle fowers ara used for corsags
bonquets now. They are made of
stringe of chenille, in heavy, soft
quality, looped into petals, and mount-
ed on greon chenille stems, stiffened
with wire. DBrilllant but at the same
time soft shades of red and blue and
violet and green and yellow are used,
These little flowers have & charm all
their own, and are especlally aTective
worn on the dull, gloomy days for
which November is tamous,

Money may represent power, bul
the less money a man has the soonse
a doctor will cure bhim,

™




