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The exlgencies of the story earry us

more. The scene isl
San Franclseo offlee of Megsrs,
Pacguvant & Cozine, The
time, six weeks subsequent to the
funeral of Andrew Melsen. There en-
ters to the private room of our old
friend, Phineas Carboy. a certaln
Roger Hews, who at sundre and divers
times ncted fo the capaeity of r_or:ﬁ-‘
dential agent for the firm: even a it
tle detective work came occaslonally
in his line; a quiet. sleck, unobtrusive
sort of fellow outwardly, straw-colored
88 to hair and ¢losely trimmed whis-

westward
‘hl'

Carboy

ance

kers, sobarly dressed, azed about
thirty-five, agile ns a mountain ecat,
shifty a= o red fox, and g walking ad-
yertisement of the touth of that nldl
adnge about still woters ruaning
deeply,

"When did you get back?" quoth

Mr. Carboy, with a nod

“List night, sir™

“How did you flnd those matters in
Peunsylvanta?”

“Quite satisfactory, 1 should say.
Everything seems to be about as you
-expected ™

“Concerning Mrs, Meleen, now:
Were you able to confirm her mar-
wiage and suhsoguent decease?

“The woman died on the 10th of
Qctober, '65, and was buried in Nanti-
coke townsehip, 1 could find no record
of her marriage to Mr. Melean.”

These statements were perfectly true
~ot1 thelr face

“And the child—what of the child?

“There was no record of sither its
birth or denth.”

This wis a dellbarate le!

“That's awkward,” exclaimed Mr
Carboy. “Meleen distinetly stated
that there was a child. How do you
account for the discrepancy?

“Yery simply. 1 the mother dled
in travall and the child with her, as
I inferred from vyour Instructions,

there might naturslly have been no
record of the iofant's entrance into
or departitre from the world., In all

Hikelthood the baby would not even
be named”

“That's not altog=ther Improbable.®
aszentad the Inwyer, scratching his
nose point Is & vital one, |

¢ that Meleen conid
in his belief, and

sure of your

“lher

It!n-ir various gaudy baits for the un-

| sceginnts, if any.

| —assimiluted would be too strong a

| Carboy, when he next deaired e
sorvices of Roger Hews he was in-
formed that the gentleman bad gone
east, leaving no address,

CHAPTER IV,

A rainy November day In New York,
the trees of the parks and squares
shrouded In mist and dripping with
molature, the pavements shining with
wet and the gutters running rull.

Altogether a thoroughly wretched
day, and a veey proper marning for ly-
ing late abed with one's pipe and the
Sunday paper. Bo thought Wiltrid
Stennis, thanking the gods for the
one blessed day In seven made for
tired men, when it wag not necessary
to turn out and hurry downtown.

It was characterigtic of the desyltory
and fragmentary reading hablts of the
young wan that he regularly consumed

word—ithe hybrid contents of the av-
erdge Sunday sheeti News, soandals,
fashionable. and sporting intelligence,
forelgn affairs, and edltorials, Re
Iglonsly would he wade through every
numberad soction, from the “Lost-and-
Found"” column to the “Shipping
Items.*"

On this partieular Sunday he had [
pursued the usoal routine, saving the
"Personals™ to the last, chuckllng over

wary, and wondering If the affection-
ate blonde young lady with a good dis-
pusition and a ditto figure ever suc-
veeded In meeting o catching her
elusive aMnity.

He had lazily made his way about
half-way down the first column when
lte came to the following:
INFORMATION WANTED.—CONERN-

Ing the whereabouts, if living, of
Martha Meleoon, f(Ormerly of Caonmdim,
Wales, wing  emigrated to ths United
States about 180: or, should abe have
miirried and s now deceased; of her de-
A Mberal rewnrd will
be pald on application to Carboy, Passa-
vant & Cozine, Temple Court, New York
city. Welsh papers plinss copy.

Wilfrid Stennis read It idlv at first
and with unsceing mind. Then the
name “Marthn Melesn” caught his
irutnt  aftentlon, and with Bated
hredath, pipe suspended In alr, he read
the thimg through agaln, taking in
every delail

“Martha Meleen!" he ejaculated half
aloud, letting the paper fall; “moth-
er's maiden name, by all that's holy!
I wonder what's up?”

He jumped out of bed, walked to
the window, and took a survey of the
dreary vista of Washington square
and its arch, all ghostly in the fog,
in order (o clear his mental vision
and confirm the impression that he
was really wide awake, Then he
pleked up the paper and again read
the notice all through,

“Hanged if T knop=what to make of
it!" he exclaimed, hurryiog into some
clothes, -

Taking the pdper, and carefully
creasing It at the proper place, he

tnan’ WNT at solving the temporary
mystery, but his excltement proved
contagious, and with an unwonted
flush in her pretty cheeks she seanned
the lines over and over again,

“Oh, we can't tell what it signifles!”
she at length exclaimed. “You will
seo Lhese people In the morning, Wilf
It's of no use Worrying or exclting
oursgelves in the mweantime."

This was such an eminently sen
sible vlew of the matter that Willrid
was fain to acqulesce. Yet this tem-
norary shelving of the difficulty did
not prevent them from recurring again
and agaln to the faselnating topie wll
through the remaining hours of that
momentous Sabbath.,

Under the rather skilful question
ing of Eunice Wiltrid recalled many
half-forgotten fragments of his moth-
er's ‘history, but nothing that seemed
to shed any light on the possible or
probable motive belind the' newspa-
Per notlee.

Bright and early on the ensulng
Mouday morning. on Wi$ way to the
store, Wilfrid cailed at Temple court.
Of ecourse, he wns hours too eurly; a
sulky nnd stupid boy was the sole rep-
resentative of the majesty of the law
in the quarters -occupied by that emi-
nent trio, Carboy, Passavant & Cozine
of New York, Chicago and San Fran-
cisco.

So there was nothing for it but to
curb his lmpatience and wait for the
noon hour, when he would be at lb-
erty for a brief spell.

At the second attempt he was more
fortunate, and had the satisfaction of

to the resldent member of the Arm,
Mr. Horatlo Passavant, with the state-
ment that he had called in answer to
the advertisement in the paper of the
day before. He was immediately
ushered mto an inner office.

“This I8 a qulcker nibble than we
dared expect, Mr.— ah— Stennls,”
quoth the great man, pufling ponder
ously, and waving him to a seat. “May
I inquire in what way you are Inter-
ested

“I am the =on of the lute Martha
Meleen,” sald Wilfrid simply.

“Ah, yes, very pertinent, of course.
Glad to know you, Mr.—er—Stennis.
But the proofs, now, In such a case
as this, you see, with eo-los-sal Intar.
ests at stake, we have to proceed with
the utmost elrcumspection. You fol-
low me, do doubt?”

“If by ‘proois’ vou mean to guestion
that I am what I say,” began Wilfrid,
getting hot under the collar, “why—"
Mr. Horallo Passavant deprecating:
Iy waved a fat hand liberally studded
with rings. “In the Inw, young air,
every statement must be substantiated
by proofs—unless it bhe axiomatio,
You assert that you are the son of
Martha—er—Stennis, born Meleen. 1
ask you for proofs—such as the cer-
tificate of your mother’'s marringe, the
register of your own birth and par
entage, the officlal evidence of your
mother's death—all very simple mat
ters in these days of carefully kept
statistics, but vital, my dear sir, es
sentially vital”

“This old fellow likes to hear him-
self 'talk,” was Wilfrid's Irreverent
Inward comment ag he listened to the
deliberately well-measured periods, de-
livered with due oratoricenl effect, as

“od Nt { - p i ¥f |'though the speaker were addressing a
W X =7 | jury. But wmloud he said, with a
. i < A smile:
I e A “] haven't brought them with me,
= B not knowing what might be required,

”a
Chuckling Over Thelr Varlous Gaudy
Baits for the Unwary,

went across the hall, and after knock-

ing at a certaln door, unceremoniously

entered without belng bidden, A young

fellow of about his own age was oc-

cupied precisely as Stennls had been |
a quarter of an hour before—their

lleas of comfort on a wet Sunday evi-

dently coinciding to a hair,

"Here, Matt, old man, read this, and
tell us what you think of it," ssid

or, indeed, what was the object of
yvour advertisement; but all the things
vou speak of ought to be easily ob-
tained. My mother was married In
this city, I wns born here, anyd here
she and my father died.”

“Very sensibly put—could not have
presented it better myself,” sald Mr.
Pagsavant soothingly, npodding bis
bald head ke a mandsriy nage
thereby bringing Into prominence no
legs than three separnte and distinet
double chins,

“Naw, a8 to your mother's place of
natlylty: You say she wns born In
New York?”

“T didn’t say g0, Wilirld lmpulsive-
Iy blurted out; “Fhe was a native of
Cardiff, in Wales™

“Yes, yos, to be sure. And your fa-
ther, now: Was he & Welshman?"

“My father wns a New. Yorker; he
died when [ was very'$oung, and 1
ean hardly remembeor him.  Mother

WiIL.

The “old man,” who happened to be
Stennia’ junior by three or four years,
took the paper handed to him  and
read the momentous advertifement
through twice. Thun, banding back
the gheet:

“Well, what ahout it?" he sald.

“The name—my mother, you know!"
exclaimed Stennls; “her name wnas
Melesn bafore she was married. She |
was from Cardiff, too, now ] come Lo |
think of #t!"™ |

“The devil you say!" ejnculated |
Stanley Matthews, dropping a pair of |
pajama-clad extremities over the edge
of the bed. “Read It out loud, will
you?"

Wilfrid complied.

“Seems as i you were the ‘descend.
ants' right enough; guess you're the
fellow they'yé after, WII. When are
you going to surrender yourself?

“Nonsensal™ exclaimed Stennis

“Doesn’t say anything about ‘return
and all will be forgiven, does 1t? in-
quired the Incorrigible Matthews,

“You go to the devil!” sald the
badgered Wifrid as bhe flung out of
the room, banging the door

"“I'il take it around and show it to
Eunlce,” e sald 1o himsell; “it's Just
gbout time to cateh her coming home
from chureh; she'll be able to- guesa
what it means”™ Which was a very
sanguine estimate of the girl's powers
it divining the hidden significance In
s purposely blind sdvertisempent such
as that which Messra. Carboy, Passa
vant & Cozive had enutiously Inserted.
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Passavant,
Bud your mother no relatives (o wh
ghts gcould appeal for aestutince?” T!
question wns neked o the dry Lopal
tone, as one dof no Epoclal momoen:
the questioner nbesently fingering sor
papér on the désk before him,
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What I1a Education?
YEducation,” says Prof. Huxley, "is
the Instruction of the lotellect in the

laws of nature, under which name |
include not merely things snd thelr
forces, but men and thelr ways, nnd
the fazhloulng of the affections and

of the will Into an earnest and loving
desire Lo move in harmony with *hose
laws. For me, eduention mean
E&r more or

less than this

testily. “What does it mean, any- | which professes 1o call Itself education
hm’.,.-p--- I must be tried by this standard: and
‘& if it fails to stand the test, 1 will not

eall it educatlon, whatever may® bhe
the force of authority, or of numbers,

pypon the othir side ™

Lesspns of Experience.

About all experience seemas to teach
goma people Is the [ool notlon that
they can do It agnaln withoul gelting
burt.—Atchison Globe.

No .l;n Putting it Of.
It is always ensler 1o do mo unpless
ant thing today than to-morrow,

Many Countries Speak Spaniah,
Bpanish is the officlal language of
22 patons or siat

serding in his name on a slip of puper']

Greetings for the New Year,

Child df eternity, ehlld of the silunce,
Falr New Year,
Wise with the wisdom sages have left
thew,
Bend thing ear;
Lift up the vell that covers thy features,
Btrange New Year, °
Ralnbow i promlse over the darknoss,
Loat we foar,
Bury our yesterdays, foolish and empty,
Fathoma deep!
Leaving the mound unmurked, untended,
.. Where they aleep.
Then ahall the morrows find us vallant,
Hcorning fear,—
Meoting thy glance
daunted,
Glad New Yenr!

STILL HE MISSED SOMETHING

Suburban Amateur Gardener Who Had
Improved 8mall Estate ls Given
Severs Jolt.

with glance un:
He was a suburban amateur garden-
cr, whose mission in life was to bore
all his frdends by asking them down for
week-ends, and showing them round
hia three-feet-by-two estate, Just now
he was boring Jackson, from the office.
Ha showed him his four rose trees; he
showed him his pocket shrubbery: he
showed him his hali-inch fountain jet,
with Its lttle basin and palr of gold-
fish; he showed him his summer house,
which would almost admit two persons |
|2t one and the same time.
‘ “Never know what you can do with
4 bit of ground ull you try!” cackled
the host, rubbing his hands gleefully.
“Quite so—quite so!" returned Jack-
son, absently, “Bugt I think you might
improve 1"
“How?" guestioned the owner, be-
twene gratifieation and wounded pride.
“Well," replied Jackson, “why dgn't
you take a strip off the flower bed—
eay. four Inches wide—turf It over, and
sonvert It into golf Unks?"

This charming welcome to the New
Year ‘was written some tlme ago by
Ellen Burns Sherman, May we all
meat this first day of 1911 with eour-
dga and confidence, forgetting all the
sndness and sorrow, remembering only
the joy and gladness In the days that
are past,

Weo all need to forget, it is an art
much In need of cultivation, especially
In our soclal lifa. To be a graclous
bostess, to keep our entertainment
tlmple, to extend true hospitality 1s
an end and alm worthy of all, Madame
Merrl's great wish 1= to come closer to
every reader of the depnrtment, to be
a real friend and a real helper In
avery problem that comes to puzzle
elther old or young, rich or poor. If
cases need Immaediate attention, plense
fend n self-nddressed stamped envel-
ope, otherwise questions and answers
will appear In the department ns goon
a* possible after being recalved; space
belng limited, it is often severnl weeks
hefora they appear, May thls New
Year bring lealth, happiness, joy and
peace to all. “Ood bless us, every
ne”™

Glving Away a Trade Secret.

“I want you to notice that man over
there.™

“What's peculiar about him?"*

“He's well off and he got his start
a8 8 window dresser.”

"A what?"

“Don't you understand? He fixed
up dlsplays In the front windows of
stores 8o as to attract a crowd. I've
seen  people plmeost fghting for =
chance to look st them."

“That takes skill."

“S8kill nothing! All he did was to
put pletures of prize fighters In ring
costume here and there among the
exiiibits.”™

A New Year's Toast.
Here's to the old venr, drink Hovs, drink.
Here's to the dnys that have fMlad .
O . friends, old wine, old memories;
Drink to the joys that dre (lend.

Here's to the Now Yenr stretchine ahend,
Ta the days that are bilthesome nnd guy

the new,
It's sorrows fads gently awny.

A New Year's Party.

All over the world New Year's day
fa n joyous sesson and the custom of
glving presents & a most anciant one.
In olden days the Romans carrled gifts
of dates and figs wrapped In gold leaf
to thelr senators with small bits of
money. In the time of Shakespenre
there were some very odd gifts asso-
clated with New Year's day, among
them, an orange stuffed with cloves,
or o gilt nutmeg. Perhapsa with thls In
nind a clever young hostess has de.
vised this party to be given during the
week. The Christmas greens will be
left up as It will he hefore the 6th
when, according to tradition. they
must all be burned as will be seen In
the deseription of the “Twellth Night”
narty.

In the dining room the table Is to
be In yellow, with a small tree for a
centerplece trimmed with gilt tinsel

Minus the Price.

“Do you think there i{s any chance
of my poem appearing In your maga-
zina?" asked the bard. "I'm without
g0 much as a quarter in moaney.”

“Before you told me your financlal
sltuation I thought there might be
some chanes of your poem appearing
in our magazine” answered the hard-
hearted editor, “but now [ see no hope,
ur advertising rates are 35 an Inch.”

LOCK 'EM OUT.

one containing & small gift: in gllded
walnut shells on the tres, there will
be a "wigh" for ench guest. In fnct
the hostess ealle it o “wigh tree,” The
favora are to be dalnty calendars,
with the foe cream a “Propheey” cake

May the fova of the old be the foys aof

and small erepe paper oranges, each |

TIMELY SUGGESTIONS

THAT WILL
HELP THE HOSTESS

smnll articles, like a ring, heart, wish-
bhone, thimble, button, coin, eto, are
concenled.

L
Twelfth Nlight Party,

The 6th of Japvary 18 “Twalfth
Night,” or “old Ohristmns,” nnd offers
opportunities for a party out of the
usual order. In Eogland and many
plnees on the continent Twelfth Night
wiis the time to hold the most elabor-
ate masque balls,

An immense cake wos always served
containing a ring, and the “king" or
“queen” for the evening was the guest
fortunate enough to obtain it. In his.
tory we rend how Mary, Queen of
Scots, honored her mald, Mary Seaton,
by roblng her in her own royal ap-

parel to be the “Queen of Twelfth
Night."
Tradition says that on this night

every vestige of Christmas green must
be takeén down and burmed. Thia
penco offering to witches and evil splr-
{ts afsures “good lick” to the house-
hold throughout the year.

Invitatlons for & Wixth of January
party afford a chance for the pen and
ink artist to show her skill; witches,
honfires with holly wreaths and Christ-
ning trees for fuel are appropriate sub-
jacts for the eards. If there ls no open
fireplace for the burning of the greens,
thers may be & back yard even to the
city apartment, ®here they mny be
burned with due ceremony,

A chafing dish supper or aoyster
roast, with coffee and clder, not for-
gotting the eake, are most sultable for
Twellth Night parties. Half the fun
s to permit the guests to take down
the greens from pletyres and windows,
even to stripping the Christmas tree of
its branches. The erncking fire causad
by -the pine tree houghs glves a fine
blaze for ronsting marshmallows. Re-
quest ench guest to tell & story or give
a toast while his or her special armful

1= burniog.
MADAME MERRI

For dancing frocks for young glrls
thd bordered chiffons or plain or flow-
erad nets made over china silk offer
splendid possibilities at a low cost.

With streot suits there are Invaria
bly carried muffs. Thess can be of

| fur, of combinations of cloth and fur,

entirely of cloth or vc!vet and of satin
und lace.

Among the pewest hatpine are
those mounted with birds® heads,
smull tufts of fancy feanthiers, a palr
of tiny outspread wings nnd a hun-
dred and one other varletlies.

Bluek velvet holds first place; then
comea myrtle groen; “paton,” named
from the grayish tan of the dog In
“Chantecler,” and a soft golden
brown are the favorite colors.

Frocks of velvet have been so much
worn that little costumes of tweed,
serge or other woolens are a trifle
more novel. The divided skirt worn
in Taris 1s certainly practien] and

Is to appear, contalnlng & number of | might well be adopted for hard wear,
|

Striki

tho

Hiram Hayrick {at country
store)—I1 see thet this hers Panams
canal 1s goln' to be a lock canal

Jonas Meadows—Thet's. good,
they kin lock these derned furriners

Then |

gut.
Just Hake.
Prozpeotive Customer—What fish 1s
that
lliterate Flshmonger—That's ‘ake,
sir,

Prospective Customer—Oh, Indeed.

Toothache of henduche?
Jillterate Flshmonger—Nelther,
It's ‘ake all over, sir—TIit-Bits,

slr

Fanciest Ever.
New Boarder—Haven't you got any
tancy dlshes here?
Rural Landlord—Sure thing! Mame,
bring the gentleman that mustnche
cup your grandfather used to use—

Oyck.

His Whim,
PEngllsh Walter—Which side of the
table do you wieh to sit on, sir?
Ameriean Guest—I prefer to sit on
« chalr—Tit-Bits,

Physically Impossible.
#] am told that Miss Prettyface

paints.”
#*There {8 no color for the charge.”

A Worse Plight.
“Did your sérvant leave you without
v

“Yeu, Ukewise withoul spoons™ santhemums in F

g Des:gn

S e

Large Biack Velvet Hat, Crown of Opposum, Cluster of Dull Bilver Chry~

- -



