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Phin Edison is host at a night-
elub to just recently-divoreed
wife and Oliver Bewell,

Juan, Edison presumes t Se-
well and the divorcés Eve to mar-
ried. When the party breaks up, Edi-
son goes to Bewell's home and. while

is waiting his return, is informed

has been found dead. Inspector
Marx begins a police investigation. He
questions Bewell's Russian valet. The
elevator operator s also questioned.
He did not see Sewell return. A young
medical examiner, with a taste for de-
tective work, assists Marx, Their
search of the apartment reveals com-
plete wardrobes in different colors of
women. In a safe-deposit hox they find
A scrap of paper bearing the inscrip-
tion, “'Paid in Full"” The following
day a Mnjor Preston, who has been a
gporting associate of Bewell's, is In In-
terrognted,

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER VI

“And that’'s all you know?”
Marx snapped.

“Yes."

“All right,” growled Marx.
“Thanks, Where can we reach you
if we want you?"

“I'm stopping at the Albert,”
said the Major. “I'll be there for
a month.” He clamped his derby
down onee more. “Of eourse, I'll
be glad to help you out. Terrible
business, isn't it?”

The detlective escorted the Ma-
jor out. And escorted in the young
- Assistant Medical Examiner.

“How's our little murder?” de-
manded Doctor Rhinewald cheer-
ily, rubbing his hands.

“Rotten,” growled Marx.

*Who was the sporting gentle-
man I've just passed in the corri-
dor?

“Major Preston. He and Sewell
had some horses together.”

“And did he enlighten you?"

“That's what I'm trying to find
out. First he acts as if he don't
know & thing. Next he's anxious
for me to know Mrs, Sewell wasa
good shot, and eore at her hus-
band."”

“Yes,” szaid the doctor. “I have
the privilege of Mrs. Sewell's ac-
qualntanceship. Remarkable wom-
an!"

“How do you know her?”

“I ealled on her this morning.
Sheer curiosity.”

“What'd she tell you?"

“She'll be here in a moment
herself. You ean her the story first
hand. Meanwhile'’—the doctor
seated himself in the sole com-
fortable chair—''shall I teil you
about the autopsy? I've written a
formidable report, but I've no in-
tention of reading it, My pearls
are never cast before deteclives.
The essential fact., which I have
reached with a colleague at your|
headquarters who makes a pas-
sion of these things, is that the
bullet which ended Mr. Sewell's|
career came from a special type|
of gun used by the Germans in the |
war, Also, there’'s no doubt at all|
now that Sewell was shot first,
and then seated in this very chair
bofore the mirror.”

“1 wouldn't dizmiss these facts
in that offhand way.,” the doétor|
smiled. ““To rfolve this erime, all|
you have to do is to find out ' ow|
Sewell came up here without bhe-
ing observed by any of the build-
ing employes: how the gentle-
man (or lady) who ended his ea-
reer came up with him, before him
or after him; how he was shot;
how he was placed in this chair,!
and how the gentleman (or lady) |
who fired the bullet got away.

“You got nothin< else to do ex-

cept to kid me?” demanded Marx
truculently.

“But 1 assure you,” insisted the
doctor, “I'm not kinnding you, I'm
merely reducing this case to its
essentigls.”

"{\nd where does that get us?”

“Nowhere, I grant you. But at
least we know where we're at.”

“Oh, do we? The District Attor-
ney had me on the wire today.
He's all fussed up about the news-
papers. And he wants action.”

““And you're golng to give it to
him.""

“And plenty. They're bringing
Mrs, Edison down here. You say
Sewell’s widow is ¢oming. Then
I'm going to ask young Mr, Edi-
son a few questfons. And we've
got men working on those clothes
in the closets we found. Before
tonight there's going to be all the
action anybody will want—and
more. Only what good it'll do us
I don't know. Dammit!"

“Tell me, Inspector,” began Dr.
Rhinewald, tapping a cigarette on
his white palm, “are you always a
pessimist?"

“l know what I'm up against,”
Marx almost groaned. “These
damned society murders’ll break
me yet."”

“As an outsider,”” ventured the
doctor, “I don't see vour point of
view. A soclety murder is the
work of anm amateur. All other
crime is professional. Surely it is
easier to trap a novice than an

expert.”
““That's where you're all wet,”
said Marx. “in one of these

things, anything can happen, In a
regular job, we know.”

“Strang€”” murmured the doe-
tor. He rose as the doorbell buz-
zed.

The detective ushered im Mrs,
Sewell. She was a tall woman
large-boned, with a seamtd red
face that was shadowed by a
black veil. She had put on mourn-
Ing. Marx judged her to be forty,
or older, for the rather hard face
told of suffering. The eyes were
large and black, the nose slightly
red, the mouth thi nand bitter,

Th doctor welcomed her, and
begged her to sit down after pre-
senling Marx. As the deteclive
shook hands with her, he got a
whiff of bootleg whiskey. Mrs.
Sewell tippled.

“lI want you,” said the doctor,
“to tell the Imspector what you
told me.”

The woman looked at Marx.
“Certainly,” and when she spoke,
Marx was amazed at the loud
quality of her voice. "I can tell
you about my husband, I guess.
You haven't found the man who
killed him yet, bave you?”

‘INO'!J

“Because if you have, I want to
meet that man and thank him.”

I.lfgh?tu

“You listen to me,” boomed the
widow. *“The man who finished
him did the world a favor. Why, if
his body was here now I'd step on
it. I'd kick him! He was a rat!™

“You don’'t know what you are
saying!' exclaimed Marx, as if in-
voluntarily.

“Don’t 1?" The woman laughed
scornfully. “Nobody else knew Ol-
iver Sewell the way I knew him.
He was as filthy a beast as ever
lived.” She half rose from her
chair. “I put on mourning, not for
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" VACCINATION—AND

IT'S EFFECTIVENESS

Dr.Copeland Comments on the French Government’s
Insistance That Tourists, from Areas Where
Smallpox Had Appeared, Undergo Vaccination.

By ROYAL S. COPELAND, M. D.
United States Senator from New York.
Former Commissioner of Health, New York City.
OU may have noticed that because of the presence of smallpox
in England, the French Government would not permit tourists
from that country te enter France, without their having been

Yaccinated within a reasonable time.
We. talk a lot about the “Golden Rule.” As it
Is applied it relates largely to moral and social

gontacts. Why should we not

Golden Rule” in connection with our physical

etontacts?

I have no fault to find with our friends who
oppose vaccination and other similar

intended to
word today

revent disease.

-
‘upon
provable reason.

one. | might be so bold

strate with him. But when it comes to a matter
related to t.he“r. blic health and the welfare of
, there is no doubt in my mind

many individ
about the duty of Government.

% 7 l.h' would not t;:{e;
e position they assume re
only to their own inﬁ?ﬁdnal wel,;are.

To my mind the right of self-determination is
undamental. We should never seek to trample
this right unless there is abundant and
X 1 might look in sorrow u
ferson taking a course which to my m

As | view it, this is as it should be.

think of the

methods

&
is a
as to remon-

DR COPELAND

' veceive an occasional letter from some honest and perf,
sonscientions person, remonstrating with me because | advoeate su
Freventive measures as vaccination and inoculation. They ask for

conclesive proof that such preven
tive measures are actually useful.

This i not the time to discuss In
@etail that rticular criticlsm. 1
shall pass it for the moment with
the arbitrary statement that in my
© there is no more conclusive
fact In medicine than the effective
prevention of smallpox bv vaccina-
tion and of diphtheria by tnoculation.
‘Haolding this view. | feel that the
French Government ia to be com-
imended for Its watchful care of the
Bealth and lves of its citizens

The person who habitually dwells
in ane Umited region. a region where
;o smallpox is T at the tims,
imay be excused if he negiects to be
weecinated He Is In no Immediate
‘@anger himself and the enmmunity
il pot’ suffer hvy reason of his

§

It i# guite apother thing with the
individun) who converts himself into

A ~—Shampoo the hair ﬁ'ﬂqmﬂy._‘
mwlyangnl:asoodmh. .

M.
acid?

— |
A.—This iz usually due to faulty

dlet. Cut down on meat and nqu.l
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A. L. Q—What causes urh;

A ~—Undue exertion
often due teo long standing,

instance. Keep off the feet as
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him, for myself. I know now that
something in my life is dead. And
I'm glad! Glad!"” She repeated the
word deflantly., And then she
stormed at Marx: :

“l made him. When he married
me, he dida’t have a penny. I
bought his clothes. He was just a
no-account gambler. I taught him
bridge. That's how I started—as a
teacher of bridge. 1 wrote a book,
and he signed his name to it
‘Sewell on Bridge!” The book
made him famous, When the
bridge craze came, he was taken
up by society. He made a fortune,
And then he chucked me. He did
not care what happened to me, I
could have starved. And 1 did
starve. And when I came begging
to him, he beat me. Oh! It's a
wonder I didn't kill him myself.”

She paused breathlessly. THen
gshe took from her handbag a
slight silver flask and drank hea-
vily.

“It's my medicine,” she ex-
plained with a wry grin. “That’s
what's been keeping me up. Sit-
ting up in a furnished room all
day long, just thinking.
crazy! And I loved him!™

S8he burst into a loud hysterical
roar of laughter, so that Marx
was alarmed, The young doctor
however, made no move. Finally
the woman subsided.

‘““Excuse me,"” she begged. “1
guess this has been too much for
me. If you prayed every morn-
ing, every night, If you wished
with all your heart that a man
was dead—and then you picked up
the paper, and there it was—do
you blame me for going erazy?”

“You know, don't you,” sug-
gested Marx, “that this sort of
talk sounds bad for you? People
will be insinuatin’ that you had
something to do with it.”

“Let them! Let them arrest
me! Let them send me to the

going|ten years ago, if you want
iknow. That's what the late Mr.
iSewell did to me in ten

Puszled, he looked at
the . Was the woman sane?
Perhaps this had beea a erime of
lunaecy. And yel— -

“Do you know Major Preston?”
Marx demanded suddenly.

“Yes, 1 know Major Preston,”
the woman sneered.

“He was a great friend of your
husband's, wasn't he?”

“Yes. Great friend!"

“Mean he wasn't?"”

“Well, I'll tell you what a great
friend he was, They had a big
deal on. And the Major trimmed
my dear hugband, trimmed him
good and proper, So much so that
he was broke. You know what
Preston did them?” She paused
for effect. ““He said he'd cancel
the debt if my husband gave me
in exchange. He rather fancied
me."”

It was hard to believe that men
would barter for this woman, but
on closer survey Marx could see
that the wreck of a once beauti-
ful woman sat before him. Sor-
row and whiskey could not alto-
gether destroy the mold of the
features, and her large eyes un-
doubtedly had once been bright
and alluring.

rather pointedly.
“Oh—, she laughed. “That's a

good one! Well, it was less than
to

fears.
Look. 1 wasn't taking medicine
then,”” The last as i{f in explana-
tion, defiantly pathetic.

“And what happened?”’

*“] stepped on the bargain. 1
wouldn't have it. Bo the Major got
quite angry with me. 1 guess he's
hated me ever since, I must have
hurt his vanity.”

(To Be Continued Tomorrow.)

TO VOTE £30,000 BONDS

A special election wil be held at
Jacksonville June 20 to vote an a
$30,000 bond issue for the con-
struction of a water pipe line to
connect with the Medford water
system which will supply Jackson-
ville on a meter basis. =

chair. You think I care?”
Once more she reached into the

Read the Classified Ads.

“When was that?” Marx asked

STORIES
By Maz Trel

The Shadow-Children Joim Pussy
on a Midnight Hunt for Mice

One evening just as Mij, Flor,
Hanid, Yam and Knarf—the five
little shadow-children — were
about to go to sleep, they heard
singing outside the bedroom win-|
dow. Knarf smiled contemtedly.

“Someon~ is serenading me,” he
remarked,

“Someone—!" exclaimed Han-
id. “Why, it's only the cat!"

The others looked out of the
window. Hanid was right. It was
only the cat.

“1 wonder why_she's singing,”
|sl|d Yam.

“She's singing because—" Flor
began, Yoo

‘—because she can't dance,”
broke in Mij, who was Flor's twin,

Knarf shook his head. “That's
not the reason at all,” he said.
“S8he is sginging because she’s go-
ing to go hunting—"

“I'd love to go hunting!" cried
| Hanid.

“So would we!" said the twins
both at onee.

Little Yam yawned. “I'd rather
go to sleep she sighad. She tried
to crawl into the pocket of a coat
and do as she said. The others,
towever, took her by the arm and
;despite her protests, obliged her
{ to go with them to the cat,

“Good evening, Pussy,”
ed Knparf,

The cat stopped singing. “Goed
evening,” it said.

‘““Are you going hunting soon?"”

“l'm going just as soon as I
finish this song.”

greet-

“What are you singing about?”
inquired Hanid.

“I'm singing about all the
| things I'm going to hunt, such as
moonbeams and mice—especiallyl
mice,” she added. *“Would you:
like to come along?”

“Certainly,” cried Knarf, “We'd

¥
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“I'd rather go to ‘ﬂﬂ’."

“But mno obne paid attemtiom to
her. In fa‘'t, they didn't even hear
her, for at this moment the cat
started singing azain. *Bye and
bye she finished. They they all
climbed upon her back,

“Hold fast,” Pussy told them,
“I'm going to jump!"

“] wish we were

going to

sleep.,” murmured Yam.

Pussy sprang upon the fence,
Then gshe ran along the edge un-
into

til she jumped dowh

“What Are You Singing About?®”

next-door neighbor's garden., She
made her way quickly through the
vegetable pateh and stopped in
front of the cellar door. The door

was shut, but the was a sniall
opening at the bottom.
“Low bridge!” Pussy called

out. “Get down as low as you
can.”

" “I want to get off!" cried Yam.
It was too late. Pussy had already
squeezed herself through, They

were now in the cellar., It wzp

pitch-dark, Even Knarf was
frightened. Yam could hardly
speak.

“W—what are you hunting—
for here?” she inquired.
“Mice," replied Pussy. “They're

just around the <corner, Don't
make a sound.” She crept [for-
ward so stealthily that they

couldn’'t hear the sound of her
footsteps,
“We're coming—to—t h e m—

+ like to very much.”
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“1 wouidn't,” l_:rreke in Yam.
THATS A HEAVENLY DAYS!
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TILLIE, THE TOILER

now,"” she whispered.
All at once. the ecellar rang

the
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.. 'The Home Kitchen

By ALICE LYNN BARRY

THE HOME KITCHEN
Cold Acid Drinks Are Refreshing
On Hot Days
If you feel like being whole-
somely pepped up on one of these
warm soggy days try this simpie
drink:

Fill a tall tumbler half full of

hailf. Squeeze and strain the juice
over the cracked ice and mix well.
Don't add sugar, This drink kas a
delightful and slightly bitter fla-
vor, which is different, and tones
one up. -This is service for one. If
you wish to make a drink that
serves five or six persons the fol-
lowing is a refreshing combina-
tion, It must be made just a mo-
ment before serving, This is not
a drink that can be prepared fur
hours in advance. In fact, most

drinks are the better for being |

prepared from freshly cut fruit
But grapefruit, particularly, must
be disposed of at once, as it de-
velops an excessive bitterness it
left standing:

Grapefruitade

Two grapefruit, two oranges,
one cup sugar, two cups cracked
ice, four cups water, one table-
spoon crushed mint,

Melt the sugar in the waler.
Put the mint into a sirainer and
then force through the juice of
grapefruit and oranges. Pour over
the cracked ice, add sweetened
water and serve immediately,

Limes have a special flavor of

with the most deafening mnoise.
The shadow-children were speech-
less with surprise. As for Pussy,
she turned and scampered out
through the bottom of the door
again, scattering the shadows as
she went. The same instant the
next-door peighbor's dog ecame
rushing up to them, barking with
all its might, and they dashed
home and hid themselves under
their blankets.

*“This is where we should have
been all the time,” =aid Yam.

And, curiously enough, no one

disegreed with her,

s == - -

their own, in addition to am ex-

or two limes added to a lemon-
ade or orangeade {mprove tie
drink {immensely. Or limes by,
themselves make a good drink in-
stead of lemonade. One fresh lime
plus one or two teaspoonmfuls of
sugar will pleasantly flavor ong
cupful of plain or charged water,
Lemon Cocktail

One lemon, one orange, orneq
half cupful of strawberries, two
table-spoons sugar, oune cupful of
cracked ice, one egg white,

Mash the strawberries throught
a fine sieve and pour the juice in<
to a shaker. Add the other ingree
dients, including the wunbeaten
egg white, and shake vigorously,
for two minutes, Then pour into
| thin glasses,

Any other erushed berries orF
pineapple juice may be used ine
stead of the strawberries, and the
amount of sugar varied to suif§
the taste, Most people oversweety
en these drinks. Test the flavor
until the most agreeable sournes
is arrived at, but if a sour drin
iz made too sweet it may aggrae
vate thirst instead »f allayiug .,

Iced tea is a good standby foF
warm weather, and it cam he
made very quckly. Btesp gme 1a-
blespoonful of tea mn one cupful
of bolng water for fve mnutes,
then strain. Pour this very strong
solution into a large pitcher and
add cracked fee and water until it
ig the stremgth desired. - A few
slices of lemon or lime, with &
few bits of clove stuck in them
will add flavor, and a few sprigs
of mint always improve iced tea,.

If a large number of persons
are to be served—over twenty or
thirty—it iz convenient to mike
up a syrup in advance:

Lemon Syrup

Two cup-fuls of fresh .lemon
juice, four pounds of sugar, four
cups of -water.

Boil the water and sugar for
ten minutes, add the lemon juice
land boil another five minutes,
Strain and set aside to eool
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. By RUSS WESTOVER

LISTEN, MAC.
WVWON'T Sfov
COME OUT
TO "THE
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SORRY, FREDDY. BUT |
CANT TAEKE A RIDE TO
THE REACH WITH You
TONIEHT -~ I'M GONN
HAVE CoMPANY
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| CANT UNDERSTAND
HIS TR
ANCE , TOOTS ! HE WAD
IN“THE QOOM WHEN |
WAS CRATING “THAT

TRICYCLE.! THATS THE
LAST ) AW OF M !
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treme but pleasant sourness. One .




