
1

Page 2 KASTEHN CLACKAMAS NEWS. TIH USDAY. NOVEMBER 10, 1027

Y ~

H E

A Novel front the Play
By Mary Roberts Rinehart and Avery Hopwood

“The P a t . "  copyright, 10ÎQ, by Mary Roberta Rinehart and  Avery Hopwoofl. W N U  S erv ice

ST O R Y  FROM  T H E  S T A R T

D e f y i n g  a l l  e f f o r t s  to  c a p t u r e  
h im ,  a f t e r  a  l o n g  s e r i e s  o f  m u r 
d e r s  a n d  r o b b e r i e s ,  a  s u p e r -  
c r o o k  k n o w n  to  t h e  p o l ice  o n ly  
a s  “T h e  B a t ” h a s  b r o u g h t  a b o u t  
a  v e r i t a b l e  r e i g n  o f  t e r r o r .  At 
h i s  w i t s '  e n d ,  a n d  a t  t h e  m a n ' s  
o w n  r e q u e s t ,  t h e  c h i e f  o f  po l ice  
a s s i g n s  h i s  b e s t  o p e r a t i v e ,  A n 
d e r s o n ,  t o  g e t  on  t h e  t r a i l  o f  t h e  
Rat .

C H A PT E R  II— C ontinued
—2—

She had skim m ed the  paper h u rried 
ly —not» a head line caught her eye. 
‘‘F ailu re  of Union B ank"—w asn’t th a t 
th e  hank th a t C ourtleigh  Flem ing had 
been presiden t of? She se ttled  down 
to  rend th e  artic le , hut It was d isap
po intingly  brief. T he Union hank had 
closed Its doors—the cash ier, n young 
m an nam ed Bailey, w as apparen tly  tin 
d e r  suspicion—th e  a rtic le  m entioned 
C ourtleigh  F lem ing’s recent and trnglc 
dea th  In the  best vein of new spaper
ese. She laid down th e  paper and 
th o u g h t—B ailey— Iialley—she seem ed 
to  have a vague recollection o f h ea r
ing about a young man nam ed Bailey, 
w ho worked In n bunk—but she could 
Dot rem em ber w here o r by whom Ills 
nam e had been m entioned.

W ell—It d id n 't m atte r. She had 
o th e r  th ings to think about. She m ust 
rin g  for l.iz/.le— get up and dress. T he 
bright m orning sun. stream ing  In 
th rough  the  long window, m ade lying 
In bed an old w om an’s luxury—and 
sh e  refused to he an old woman.

‘‘Though the  w orst old woman I ever 
knew  w as n m a n !” she  thought w ith  a 
sa tir ic  tw inkle. She w as glad Sally 's 
d au g h te r—young P a le  Ogden—w as 
here in the  house w ith  her—the com
panionship  of P a le ’s b right youth 
would keep her from  g e ttin g  old-wom
anish  if an y th in g  could.

She sm iled, th ink ing  of Dale. P a le  
Was a nice child—her favo rite  niece. 
Sally d idn 't understan d  her, of course 
—hut Sally w ouldn 't. Sally read m ag
azine a rtic les  on the  Y ounger G enera
tion and Its wild ways. “ Sally doesn 't 
rem em ber when she w as a Younger 
G eneration  h erse lf,'' thought Miss C or
nelia. "B ut I do—and If we d idn’t 
have spo rts  ro ad ste rs  In the  eighties we 
had haggles—nnd youth doesn 't change 
I' i w ays .lust because It’s bobbed Its 
I Ir." B efore Mr. and Mrs. Ogden left 
1 r E urope, Sully had tulked to  her 
S ister C ornelia . . . long am i w eight
ily. on the problem  of P a le . “Problem  
of P a le  Indeed I” thought Miss Corne
lia scornfully . “ P a le ’s th e  nicest 
young th ing  I've seen In som e time— 
and  sh e’d be ten tim es h ap p ie r If Sally 
w asn 't a lw ays try ing  to m arry  her off 
to some young snip  with m ore of what 
fools call ‘e lig ib ility’ than  bra ins I 
B ut there, Cornelia Van C order— 
S ally ’s given you your Innings— ram 
paging off to K urope and leaving P a le  
w ith you all sum m er—and you’ve a lot 
less sense than  I fla tte r m yself you 
have, If you cun 't give your favorite  
niece a happy vncatlon from all her 
Im m ediate fam ily—nnd m aybe find her 
som e one th a t'll  m ake her happy for 
good and all Into the  b a rg a in !” for 
Miss C ornelia w as ail Incorrigible 
m atchm aker.

N evertheless, she w as m ore con
cerned w ith “ the  problem  of P a le ” 
th an  she would have adm itted . Pule, 
a t her age, w ith her charm  nnd beauty  
— "why, she ought to behave a s  If 
she w ere w alking on a ir ,” thought her 
au n t, w orriedly. "And Instead  she 
ac ts  more ns If she w ere w alking on 
plns-and needles. She seem s to like 
being here— I know she likes me— I'm 
p re tty  su re  sh e 's  Just ns p leased to 
get n little  holiday from  Sally nnd 
H a rry —she am uses h erse lf—she falls 
In w ith any plan I w ant to make— nnd 
y e t—" And yet P a le  w as not linppy 
—Miss Cornelia felt su re  of It. “ It 
Isn 't n a tu ra l fo r n girl to seem so lack 
lu s te r  nnd—nnd qu iet—at her age— 
nnd she 's nervous, too— a s If som e
th ing  w ere prey ing  on her m ind—p a r
ticu larly  these  last few days.”

Then Miss C ornelia 's m ind seized 
upon n sen tence  In n h u rried  flow of 
h e r  s is te r 's  last Instructions—a sen
tence th a t had  passed alm ost unno
ticed a t th e  tim e— som ething about 
P u le  and “an u n fo rtu n a te  attachm en t 
—but o f course, C ornelia, dear, she’s 
so young—and  I'm su re  It will come to 
no th ing  now her fa th e r  nnd I have 
m ade our a ttitu d e  plain I” "P shaw — I 
bet th a t 's  It.” thought Miss Cornelia 
shrew dly . "P o le 's  fallen In love, or 
th in k s she has, with som e decent 
young man w ithout n penny or nn 
•eligibility ' to  h is nam e—and now she 's 
unhappy b ecam e her p aren ts  don’t np- 
prove—or because she’s fry ing  to give 
him  up and finds she can 't. W ell—” 
nnd Miss C ornelia’s tight little  w hite 
cu rls  trem h 'ed  with the  vehem ence of 
her decision, “ If the  young thing ever 
come* to me fo r advice I’ll give her a 
piece of my mind that wlH su rp rise  
her and scandalize  Sally Van B order 
Ogden out of her seven senses Sally 
th in k s  nobody's w orth looking at If 
they  d idn 't come over to America 
w hen our faintly  d id—she hasn 't gum p
tion enough to  rea lize  th a t If some 
pi o - le  h ad n 't come over Inter, we'd 
«It still be living on c ru llers and 
P a tc h  punch  I”

Sl.e w as lust s t ie te h irg  out her

hand to  ring  fo r Lizzie, when a  knock 
cam e a t  th e  door. She gathered  her 
P aisley  shaw l m ore tigh tly  about her 
shoulders. "W ho Is It—oh. It’s only you, 
Lizzie," as a p leasan t Irish  face, 
crow ned by nn old-fashioned pom pa
dour of graying hair, peeped In a t the 
door. “Good m orning, Lizzie— I w as 
Just going to ring  for you. H as Miss 
P a le  had b renkfust—I know It's 
sham efully  late."

“Good m orning, Miss Nelly,” said 
Lizzie, “and a lovely m orning It Is, too 
—If th u t w as all o f It," she  added, 
som ew hat ta r tly , ns she cam e Into the 
room w ith n little  silver tra y  w here
upon th e  m orning mall reposed.

We have not yet described Lizzie 
A llen—and she deserves description. 
A fix tu re In the Van G order household 
since h er s ix teen th  year, she  hud long 
ere  now a tta in ed  the  d ign ity  of a T ra 
dition. One could not Im agine Miss 
Cornelia w ithout a Lizzie to grum ble 
a t and cherish—o r Lizzie w ithout a 
Miss Cornelia to baby and scold, with 
the privileged fran k n ess o f such old 
family se rv ito rs. T he tw o w ere a t 
once n co n trast and a com plem ent. 
F ifty  years  o f Am erican w ays had not 
shaken  Lizzie's firm belief In banshees 
nnd lep rachauns o r tam ed  her wild 
Irish tongue— fifty years  o f Lizzie had 
not a lte red  Miss C ornelia’s a tti tu d e  of 
fond exaspera tion  w ith som e of Liz
zie’s m ore s ta rtlin g  eccen tric ities. To
gether they  may have been, as one of 
the  younger Van G order cousins had 
Irreveren tly  put It, “a scream ”—but 
ap a rt each would have fe lt lost w ith
out th e  o ther.

“ Now w hat do you m ean—If th a t 
were all of It, L izzie?" queried  Miss 
Cornelia, sharp ly , ns she  took h er le t
te rs  from  the  tray .

Lizzie’s face assum ed nn expression 
of doleful reticence.

“I t 's  not my place to  speak ,” she 
said w ith a grim  shake of her head, 
"hut I saw  my g randm other las t night, 
God rest her—plain  a s  life she was— 
th e  way she looked when they w aked 
her—nnd If It was my doing, w e’d be 
leaving th is  house th is  h o u r!"

“Cheese-pudding fo r supper—of
course you saw  your g ran d m o th e r!” 
said Miss C ornelia, crisp ly , slitting  
open th e  first of h er le tte rs  w ith  a pa- 
perknife. “N onsense, L izzie—I’m not 
going to he scared  aw ay from  nn Ideal 
country-place because you happen to 
have a bad d re a m !"

“ W as It a bad dream  I saw  on the 
s ta irs  las t n ight, when th e  ligh ts w ent 
out nnd I w as looking for the  can- 
dli'S?" sa id  Lizzie heatedly. “ W as It 
a bad dream  th a t ran  aw ay from  me 
and out the  hack door, ns fa s t ns 
P addy 's pig? No, Miss Nelly—It was 
a  m an—seven feet ta ll he was, and 
eyes th a t  shone In th e  dark  and— "

"Lizzie A llen!”
“ W ell, I t 's  true, fo r all th a t,” In

sisted  Lizzie, stubbornly . "A nd why 
did th e  ligh ts go out—tell me th a t. 
Miss Nelly? They never go out In the  
city ."

“W ell, th is  Isn’t the  city," sa id  Miss 
C ornelia, decisively. “ I t’s the  country  
—nnd very nice It Is—nnd w e're  s ta y 
ing here all sum m er. I suppose I may 
he th an k fu l,"  she w ent on Ironically, 
“ th a t It w as only your g randm other 
you saw  last night. It m ight have 
been the  B a t—nnd then w here would 
you be th is  m orning?"

"I 'd  be stiff and sta rk , w ith candles 
nt my head nnd feet," sa id  Lizzie 
gloomily. “Oh, Miss Nelly, don’t ta lk  
o f th a t te rrib le  crea tu re , th e  B a t I” 
She enm e n eare r to h er ndstress. “Oh, 
Miss Nelly, Miss Nelly—do le t’s go 
back to th e  city before he flies aw ay 
with us all I"

“N onsense, Lizzie," said  Miss C or
nelia again, but th is tim e less firmly. 
H er face grew  serious. “ If I thought 
for nn Instan t th a t the re  w as any real 
possibility  of o u r being In danger 
here," she said  slowly. “ B ut—oh, look 
nt th e  map, Lizzie! T he B at has 
been—flying In th is d is tr ic t— Hint's 
tru e  enough—but he h asn 't cotne w ith 
in ten  m iles o f us y e t !”

"W h a t’s  ten  m iles to the  B a t?"  th e  
obdura te  I.lzzle sighed. “ And w hat 
o f th e  le tte r  ye had when ye first 
moved In here? 'T he Flem ing house 
Is unhealthy  for s tran g e rs ,’ It said. 
'L eave It while ye c a n . '"

“Some silly  boy—or some c ran k .” 
Miss C ornelia’s voice w as firm. “I 
never pay any a tten tio n  to anonym ous 
le tters."

“A nti th e re 's  a funny-lookin’ le tte r  
th is m o ra ln '—down nt th e  bottom  of 
th e  pile— " persis ted  I.lzzle. " I t looked 
like the  o th e r  one— I'd  h a lf a mind to 
throw  It aw ay before you saw  It!"

"Now, I.lzzle, th a t * qu ite  enough I” 
Miss Cornelia hnd th e  Van G order 
m anner on, now. “I don 't ca re  to  dls- 
ctu* your rid iculous fear* any fu rther. 
W here Is Miss P a le?”

Lizzie assum ed an a ttitu d e  of prim  
rebuff. “M iss P a le 's  gone in to  the 
city, m a'am ."

“Gone Into the  city?”
“Yes, m a'am . She got a telephone 

call th is  m orning, ea rly —long d istance  
It was. I don 't know who It was 
called her."

"L izzie! You didn 't listen?”
“Of course not. Miss Nelly.” Liz

zie's face w as a study In Injured vir
tue. “ Miss P a le  took th e  call In 
her own room nnd shu t th e  door.”

“ And yon w ere outside th e  door?"
"W here else would I be dustin ', th a t

tim e In the  m ornln '?“ said  Lizzie 
“B ut It's yourse lf know s well enough 
the  doors in th is house Is thick and 
not a  sound goes pas t them .”

"I should hope not,” said  Miss Cor
nelia, rebuklngly. “ B ut—tell me, 
I.lzzle—did Miss D ale seem —well— 
th is  m orning?”

“T h a t she did not,” said  I.lzzle 
prom ptly. “ W hen she m in e  down to 
b reak fast, a f te r  the  call, she locked 
like a ghost. I m ade her the  eggs she 
likes, too—hut she wouldn’t ea t ’em ."

“H 'm ," Miss Cornelia pondered. 
" I ’m sorry  If—well, Lizzie, we m ustn’t 
m eddle In Miss D ale 's affa irs."

"No, m a'am ."
“ B ut—did she say when she would 

be back?”
“Yes, Miss Nelly. On th e  two 

o’clock tra in . Oh—and—I w as alm ost 
fo rg e ttln ’—she told me to tell you p a r 
tic u la r—she sa id  while she w as In the 
city  she 'd  be n f te r  engagin ' the  g a r 
dener you spoke of.”

“T he g ardener?  Oh, yes— I spoke 
to  h er about th a t the o th er n igh t— 
the  pluce Is beginning to look run 
dow n—so many flowers to n ttend  to. 
W ell—th a t’s very kind of Miss D ale."

“ Yes, Miss N elly." Lizzie h es ita t
ed, obviously w ith some w eighty news 
on h er mind w hich she wished to Im
p a rt. F inally  she took the  plunge.

H er F ingers T rem bled a L ittle  as She 
T urned th e  Missive Over.

“I m ight have  to ld  Miss D ale she 
could have been lookin’ fo r a  cook as 
w ell—and a  housem nld—" she m ut
tered  a t  last, "bu t they  h ad n 't spoken 
to me then.”

Miss C ornelia sa t bolt up righ t In 
bed. "A cook—and a  housem aid? 
B ut we have a cook and a housem aid, 
L izzie! You don 't m ean to tell m e—«”

I.lzzle nodded her heat. "Yes'm. 
T hey ’re  leaving. Both of ’em. Today.”

"B u t good heav—Lizzie, w hy on 
e a rth  d idn’t  you tell me before? I'm 
really  very much annoyed w ith you 
because you d idn’t. I shall get up 
Im m ediately— I w ant to  give those 
tw o a piece o f my mind. Is Billy 
leaving too?”

“ Not th a t  I know  of—the heathen  
J a p a n e se !” said  Lizzie sorrow fully . 
"And yet he 'd  be b e tte r  riddance than  
cook or housem aid.”

“ Now, Lizzie, how m any tim es have 
I told you th a t  you m ust conquer your 
p re ju d ices?  Billy is an excellent b u t
ler— he'd been w ith Mr. Flem ing ten 
years  and hns th e  very highest recom 
m endations. I nm very glad th a t he 
Is staying, if  he is—w ith  you to help 
him, we sha ll do very well un til I 
can  get o th e r  se rv an ts .” Miss Cor
nelia hnd risen  now and Lizzie w as 
helping her w ith the  In tricacies of 
h er toile t. "B ut It's  too annoying,” 
she w ent on, In the  pauses of Lizzie's 
d eft m in istra tions. “W hat did they 
say  to  you, Lizzie— did they give any 
reason  ?"

"Oh, yes. Miss Nelly—they hnd rea
sons you could choke a goat w ith," 
sa id  I.lzzle, viciously, as she arranged  
Miss Cornelln 's transform ation . “Cook 
w as th e  first o f them — she w as up 
la te— I th ink  they’d been ta lk ing  It 
over together. She comes Into the  
k itchen w ith her hnt on and her bag 
In her hand. ‘Good m orning,’ says I, 
p leasan t enough, ’you've got your h a t 
on,’ says I. ‘I’m leaving,' says she. 
'L eaving, a re  you?' says I. ‘Leaving,’ 
says she. ‘My s is te r  hns tw ins,' says 
she. 'I  Just got w ord—I m ust go to  
her righ t aw ay.’ 'W hat? ' says I. all 
s tru ck  In a henp. 'Tw ins.' says she, 
‘you've henrd of such th ings as tw ins.’ 
‘T h a t I have,’ says I, ’and I know a 
lie on a face when I see It, to o .'"

“ L izzie!"
“ W ell, It m ade me sick a t  heart. 

Miss Nelly— h er w ith her ha t and her 
bag and her ta lk  about tw ins—and no 
considera tion  for you. ’W ell!' says 
she, 'you can  see th a t Annie, the  
housem aid’s leaving, too.’ 'H as her 
s is te r  got tw ins as well?- says I and 
looked a t her. ’No,’ says she, as hold 
ns brass, 'hut A nnie’s got a pain In 
her side and she 's  feared  It's appen 
dyi-itik—so sh e 's  leaving to go back 
to her fam ily.' ’Oh,’ says I, 'and  w hat

about Miss Van G order? ' T in  sorry  
for Miss Van G order,’ say s she— the 
falseness o f  h e r!—‘B ut sh e ’ll have to 
do th e  best she can — for tw ins and 
appendyelti8  Is a c ts  of God and not 
to be pu t aside fo r even th e  best of 
w ages.’ ‘Is  th a t so?’ says I and with 
th a t I le ft her, for I knew If I listened 
to h er a  m inute longer I ’d be giving 
her bonnet a shake nnd th a t w ouldn 't 
be respectable . So th e re  you are, 
Miss Nelly, nnd th a t’s the  g ist of the 
m a tte r .”

Miss C ornelia laughed. "I.lzzle— 
you 're  unique,” she sa id . “ B ut I ’m 
glad you d id n 't give h er bonnet a 
shake— though I ’ve no doubt you 
could."

“ H u m p h !" said  Lizzie, snorting , the  
fire o f b a ttle  In h er eye. “And Is It 
uny B lack Irish  from  U lste r would 
play im pudence to  a K erry  woman 
w ithout g e ttin g  th e  flat o f a hand In— 
but th a t’s  n e ith er here nor there. T he 
tru th  o f It is, Miss Nelly,” h e r  voice 
grew solem n, “ it 's  my belief—they 're  
scared—both of th em —by th e  haunts 
and the  banshees here— and th a t 's  
all.”

“I f  they  nre, th ey ’re  very silly ," 
said Miss Cornelia, p rac tica lly . “B ut 
It doesn 't m atte r. I f  they  w ant to go, 
they m ay.”

An h o u r o r  so la te r , M iss C ornelia 
sa t in n deep ch in tz  c h a ir  in the  com
fortab le  living room o f th e  Flem ing 
house, going through th e  p ile o f le tte rs  
which L izzie's news of dom estic revolt 
had preven ted  h er rend ing  earlie r. 
Cook nnd housem aid had  come and 
gone— civil enough, bu t so obviously 
determ ined upon leav ing  th e  house nt 
once th a t  Miss C ornelia had  sighed 
und le t them  go, though n o t w ithou t 
caustic  com m ent. S ince then, she 
hnd devoted herse lf to  cnlling  up v ari
ous em ploym ent agencies w ithou t en
tire ly  sa tis fac to ry  resu lts . A new cook 
and housem aid  w ere prom ised fo r the 
end o f  th e  w eek—b u t fo r th e  nex t 
th ree  days the  Ja p a n e se  bu tler, Billy, 
and I.lzzle betw een them  would have 
to bear th e  b ru n t o f th e  service. "Oh, 
yes—nnd then  th e re 's  D ale’s  gardener 
—If she g e ts  one,” though t Miss Cor
nelia. “I w ish he could cook—b u t I 
don’t  suppose g a rd en ers  can—and 
Billy’s a  treasu re . S till, I t 's  Incon
venient—now, stop— C ornelia Van 
G order—you w ere ask ing  fo r an ad 
ven tu re  only th is  m orning nnd th e  mo. 
m ent th e  li t t le s t so r t o f one comes 
along, you w an t to craw l ou t of It."

She had  reached  th e  bottom  of h er 
pile o f  le tte rs— th ese  to  be throw n 
aw ay—th ese  to be answ ered—ah, here 
w as one she  hnd overlooked somehow. 
She took It up. I t  m ust be th e  one 
Lizzie had  w anted  to  th row  aw ay— 
she sm iled a t  L izzie’s fea rs . T he ad 
d ress w as badly typed, on cheap  pa
per—she to re  th e  envelope open and 
drew  ou t a  single unsigned sheet.

“If  you s ta y  In th is  house any longer 
— D EA TH . Go back to  th e  c ity  a t  
once and save  your life ."

H er fingers trem bled  a  little  a s  she 
tu rned  th e  m issive over, bu t h e r  face 
rem ained calm . She looked a t  th e  en
velope— a t th e  postm ark—w hile h er 
h ea rt thudded  uncom fortab ly  fo r a 
m om ent and  then resum ed Its norm al 
heat. I t had  come a t la s t—th e  adven
tu re— and she  w as no t a f r a id !

She knew who It wns, o f course. T he 
B a t! No doubt o f It. And yet—did 
the  B a t ever th re a te n  before he

stru ck ?  She could not rem em ber. But 
It d id n 't m atter. T he B ut w as u n 
preceden ted—unique. At any rate , 
But o r no B at, she  m ust th ink  ou t u 
course o f uction. T he defection  of 
cook und housem aid left her a lone In 
tile house with Lizzie und Billy—and 
Dale, of course, if I)ule re tu rned . "Two 
old women, a young girl and a  J a p a 
nese bu tler to face the  m ost d anger
ous crim inal in Am erica,” she thought, 
grim ly. And yet—one couldn’t be sure. 
T he th rea ten in g  le tte r  m ight be only a 
Joke— a le tte r  from  a crank—a fte r  all. 
Still, she m ust tak e  p recau tions— look 
for a id  som ew here. But w here could 
she  look fo r a id?

She ran  over In h er mind the  new 
acquain tances she  had m ade since she 
moved to th e  country. T h e re  w as 
D octor Wells, the  local physician, who 
had Joked w ith her about moving Into 
th e  B a t's  home te rrito ry —he seem ed 
an in te lligen t m an—but she knew him 
only sligh tly—she couldn’t cull a 
busy doctor aw ay from  his p a tien ts  to 
Investigate  som ething w hich m ight 
only prove to  be a  m are’s-nest. T he 
boys D ale had mbt a t th e  C ountry 
club— “Hum ph !” she  snllfed, “ I ’d ra th 
e r  tru s t my gum ption th an  any  of 
th e irs ."  T h e  logical person to call on, 
o f course, w as Itic liard Flem ing, 
Courtleigh F lem ing’s nephew  and 
heir, who hnd ren ted  her th e  house. 

‘ He lived nt the  C ountry club— she 
could probably reach him now. She 
w as Just on th e  point o f doing so, 
when she decided ag a in s t It—partly  
from  delicacy, p a rtly  from an Indefin
ab le  feeling th a t he would not be of 
much help. “B esides," she  thought 
s tu rd ily , “ it 's  my house now, no t his 
—he d idn 't g u a ran tee  b u rg la r p ro tec
tion In th e  lease."

F or a m om ent she  felt very helpless, 
very much alone. Then h er courage 
retu rned ,

“Pshaw , Cornelia, If you have got 
to get help— get th e  help you w ant 
nnd hang th e  consequences!" she  a d 
ju red  herself. “You’ve alw ays h an 
kered to see a first-class d e tec tive  do 
h is detecting—well, get one— or decide 
to do the  Joh yourself—I’ll bet you 
could, a t  th a t."

She tip toed  to th e  main door o f the  
living room and closed it  cautiously , 
sm iling ns she did so. L izzie m ight 
be about—and  Lizzie would prom ptly 
go in to  hyste rics if  she got nn Inkling 
of her m istress’ presen t Intentions. 
Then she w ent to the  telephone, and 
asked for long distance.

W hen she hnd finished h er telephon
ing, she looked n t once relieved and a 
li ttle  naughty— like a  dem ure child 
who h as ca rried  ou t some piece o f In
nocent m ischief unobserved. “My 
s ta r s ! ” she  m uttered  to herself. “ You 
never can tell w hat you can do till 
you try ."  T hen she sa t down again  
and tried  to  th ink  of o th e r  m easures 
of defense.

“ Now, If I w ere th e  B at, o r any 
crim inal,” she m used, “how would I 
get Into th is  house? Well, th a t’s It—
I m ight get In 'm ost any w ay—It’s so 
big nnd ram bling. All the  grounds 
you w ant to  lu rk  In, too— It'd  tak e  a 
com pany o f  police to sh u t them  off. 
T hen th e re ’s th e  house itse lf—le t’s 
see— th ird  floor— tru n k  room, se rv an ts’ 
rooms— couldn’t  ge t In there  very well 
except w ith  a  p re tty  long lad d er— 
th a t’s  all r ig h t  Second floor—well, I 
suppose a m an could get Into my bed
room from  th e  porch If he w ere an 
acrobat—b u t he’d need to he a very 
good acrobat and  th e re ’s no use  bor
row ing trouble. D ow nstairs Is the  
problem , C ornelia— dow nsta irs Is the  
problem.

“T ak e  th is  room, now." She rose 
nnd exam ined It carefu lly . "T h e re ’s 
the  door over th e re  on the righ t th a t 
lends Into th e  b illia rd  room. T h e re ’s 
th is  door over here, th a t leads into 
the hall. T hen th e re ’s the  o th er door 
by th e  nlcove— and all those F rench 
windows— w h ew !’’ She shook her 
head.
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G reat Rom an R uler in A dvance of A ge

Appius C laudius C aecus, w ho ap
peared  in history  In 312 B. C., wns 
called by one G erm an h isto rian  the  
boldest innovator in Itom un history. 
By law  th e  tenu re  o f office o f a  censor 
w as lim ited  to  eigh teen  m onths, but 
A ppius C laudius seem ed so much the 
su p e rio r o f all o th e r  men of h is age 
th a t  he w as censor for five years  nnd 
he carried  through, d esp ite  f ra n tic  op
position from  the  conservatives, a  law  
to bring new blood Into th e  governing 
classes.

Tlie aristo cracy  w as Jealous o f Its 
p reroga tives and mnde b ir th  th e  essen
tial to a sen a to ria l en reer, bu t Appius 
C laudius broke down the  adm ission 
requ irem ents. H e p u t Into th e  senate  
the  nam es o f many plebeians who had 
recently  a tta in e d  w ealth  and  even free 
men of d istinction  w ho w ere not espe
cially prosperous.

P robably th e  g rea te s t con tribu tion  
to Ilom an progress w as his building of 
tw o g rea t public w orks on a scale  th a t

Schoolboy “H ow ler * ”

E x trac ts  from  w ritten  an sw ers to 
English schoolboys' exam ination  pa 
pers "T he Nile Is th e  only rem ark 
able riv er In the  world. It w as dls- 
eovereo by Doctor L ivingstone, and It 
rises In Mungo P a rk .' “C onstan tino 
ple Is on th e  Golden horn, a strong 
fo rtress , has a university , and  w as the 
residence of P ete r the  G r e a t  Its  
chief building Is the  Sublim e P o r t ’ 
“C yprus cam e Into our possession In 
ISIS, and w as given to Lord Beacons- 
fleld.” " Ju liu s  C uesar Invaded B rita in  
400 B. C. T h e  condition of th e  B rit 
ons w as in a rude sta te . T he people 
lived in hu ts  mnde of s traw , and the 
women w ore the ir h a ir  down their 
backs w ith torches In th e ir  bands."

Rome hnd never known. They w ere 
the  fam ous A pplan wuy, the  g rea t 
rond th a t led from  Home to Capua, 
nnd th e  vast aqueduct to  b ring  w ater 
to the  city. Few  to u ris ts  who visit 
Rome have failed to drive ou t upon 
the  h isto ric  A pplan way or have failed 
to catch  sight of th e  trem endous ru ins 
of the  once m ighty aqueduct th a t 
s tr ik es  across th e  Cum pngna.—K ansas 
City S tar.

Shoe» o f Robert B urnt
W hen R obert Burns, the  Scottish 

plowboy, w as break ing  the soil on his 
fa th e r 's  farm , he  probably d id not 
th ink  th a t  the  shoes he then  wore 
would be ob jec ts of curiosity  3,000 
miles aw ay long a f te r  his death .

B ut the  shoes th a t the g rea t poet 
wore when a  lad a re  owned by a gen
tlem an who lives In P ortland, Maine, 
and many of th e  boys o f th a t city 
have Inspected them .

T he shoes have wooden soles, which 
In tu rn  a re  shod w ith thin p la te s  of 
iron. T he uppers a re  tacked to the  
soles In a rude but s trong  m anner, 
and the  h isto ric  footgear Is in a good 
s ta te  of p reservation .—Philadelphia 
Inquirer,

H it M ean R evenge
A fish peddler in A ustra lia  has dis 

covered a new m ethod of revenge 
against the  woman who Jilted him for 
a  local prohibition  leader. Tw ice a 
week he stops his c a r t in fron t o f the 
w om an's home and goes around to th< 
rea r  w ith a bag In his hand. R e tu rn  
Ing to  the c a r t  he rem oves num erous 
em pty beer bo ttles from  the  bag and 
lines them  up In a row beside the cart 
T he neighbors do not suspect th a t  h* 
carrie s  them  In w ith him.

N co more
O ver-A cid ity

G as, nausea, sick headache, h eart- 
b u m , d istress after ea tin g  or d rink 
in g  q u ic k ly  an d  s u re ly  re lie v e d . 
Safe. Pleasant* N ot a  laxative.

Aformalizes Digestion a n d  
Sweetens the Breath

■a
t f ' t

FOR INDIGESTION
23$ AND 73$ PACKAGES EVERYWHERE
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Count A bove 10
Portly  One—No, young man, w ords 

do not m atte r. It is only deeds th a t 
m a tte r ;  w ords never count.

Young One—T h a t depends. H avs 
you ever sent a te legram ?—P a ris  Itlre.

The B A B Y

I

No m other In tills en ligh tened  age 
would give h e r  baby som ething she 
d id  n o t know  w as p erfe c tly  harm less, 
especially  w hen a few  d ro p s o f  plain 
C asto ria  will r ig h t a  baby’s stom ach 
an d  end a lm ost any  l it t le  111. F re tfu l
ness and  fever, to o ; It seem s no tim e 
un til every th ing  Is serene .

T h a t 's  th e  beau ty  o f C a s to r ia ; Its 
gen ii»  Influence seem s Ju s t w h a t Is 
needed. I t  does a ll th a t  ca s to r  oil 
m ight accom plish, w ith o u t shock to 
th e  system . W ithout th e  evil tas te . 
I t 's  d e lic io u s! B eing p u re ly  vegeta- 
able, you can  give I t a s  often  as 
th e re 's  a  sign  o f co lic ; co n s tip a tio n ; 
d ia r rh e a ;  o r  need to  a id  sound, n a t
u ra l sleep.

J u s t  one w arn in g : I t Is genuine 
F le tch e r 's  C asto ria  th a t  physic ians 
recom m end. O ther p re p a ra tio n s  may 
be Just as free  from  all doubtful drugs, 
b u t no child  o f th is  w rite r’s  Is going 
to te s t  th e m ! Besides, th e  book on 
ca re  and  feeding of babies th a t  comes 
w ith  F le tc h e r 's  C asto ria  Is w orth  Its 
w eight In gold.

Children Cry for

T ^

Busy Sextons
Tips, rum ors and hunches dig the  

graves o f m illions o f easy-go do llars .  . 
every year.— American M agazine.

To Cure a Cold in  one D ay
T a k e  L a x a t i v e  B R O M O  QUININE T a b -  
l e t s : T h e  S a f e  a n d  P r o v e n  R e m e d y .
L o o k  tor  s i g n a t u r e  o f  E. W. Grove on 
the  box .  JOc.—Adv.

A  M arked M an
Madge— "W as th a t y our in tended  I 

saw you m otoring w ith?” M arie—  
“Yes, but he h asn 't caugh t on y e t ”

Dont Trust 
\bur B u tte r  
To Luck^,

Market men and con
sumers are insisting on uni

form color, now-a-days, and 
no real dairyman can afford to 
trust to luck any more. Keep 
your butter always that golden 
June shade, which brings top 
prices, by using Dandelion But
ter color. All large creameries 
have used it for years. It meets 
all State and National Food 
Law s It's harmless, tasteless 
and will not color Buttermilk. 
Large bottles cost 
only 35c at all drug 
and grocery stores.
WeS. t  Rickard«. U ,  be.
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