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FAMOUS neurclogist said

to think about.

their troubles, they will find in this

magnet. For

yarn
start to finish

recently in a lecture: “We don't glve
our patients much medicine any more.
If we can make a man put his thoughts,on something
constructive and shift the focus of his mind from his bodily Ills, we
can give him a good start on the road to health.” And this is the big
idea out of which the story of “Tha Destroying Angel” is woven.
any of our readers need to get their minds entirely off themselves and
Louis Joseph Vance, you
He keeps your mind electrif

We give them something
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new serial an uncommeonly strong
know, never wrote a tiresome
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last word stroked his chin with a con- ;
ti i alr,
Thanks auld Whitaker, without
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“Well, How Long Will You Give Me?™

his head bowed In thought. “What a
damned outrage,” he observed thought-
fully., And suddenly he turned and
flung out of the room.

Greyerson jumped to follow him, but
paused as he heard the crash of the
street door. He turned with a twitch-
ing, apologetic smile.

“Poor devil!™ he sald, sitting down
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The ele r kept valting =
moment or two, just round the corner
from the grill-room door, whence enme
a sound of volces talking and lnughing.
Whitaker heard what was belng sald

without, at first, comprehending—
heard and afterwards remembered In
vivid detall,

“Seems to be the open season for
runaways,” Hamllton was saylng. “It's
only a few days glnce Thurlow Ladis-
lag’ daughter—what's her name?—
Mary—took the bit between her teeth
and bolted with the old man's chauf-
feur.”

:“-lji;ll‘iaufi_'-'
?I.-;;

up 7"

far did
caught

asked: “How
get before old Ladislas
“He didn't give chase, [le's not that
If he was put to it, old Thur-
low could play the unforgiving parent
in a melodrama without any wmake-up
whatever.”

“He's just like that”
ton. “Remember !
Grace, eloping with young Pettit a few
years ago? OIld Ladislas had a down
on Pettit—who's a decent enough kid,
notwithstanding Grace wins
promptly and they've no
hope of ever touching a penny of the
Ladislas coin.”

“But what became of themm—Mary
and the stoker-person?”

“Nobody except
themselves,”

“What's she like, this Mary-quite-
contrary?" lnquired George Brenton's
Yolce,

“Oh, pothing but a kid,” sald little
Flske,

“Not over elghteen,”

The elevator was walting by this
time, but Whitaker paused an Instant
before taking It, cllefly because the
sound of his own name, uttered by
Hamllton, had roused him out of the
abstraction In which he had overheard
the preceding conversation.

“Anyhow, I'm sorry for Hugh Whit-
aker. He's golng to take this hard,
mighty hard."”

George Brenton asked, as If sur
prised: *“What? [ didn't know he
was Interested in that quarter,”

kind,

sald

— &0

1 -
disowned,

knows, posslbly

Hamil- |
4 other daughter, |

“You must be Lllud, Allce Carstalrs
has had bim golug for m year. Every-
body thought she was only walting for
Kl to make some blg woney—he as

| much as anybody, 1 fanecy.”

Brenton added the last straw,
“That's tough,” he sald soberly. “Whit-
aker's & white man, and Allce Car-
stales didn't  deserve hilm But 1
wouldn't blame any mun for feellng

cut-up to be thrown over for an out

and-out rotter Ilike Percy Grim
shaw, »
Whituker heard no more. At the

first mention of the name of Allee Cur
stairs ho had snatched her letter from
his pocket and was reading. Nobody
will ever know Jjust whuat Allce Car
stalrs saw it to write to Hugh Whit
uker. The blood ebbed from his face

nd left It ghastly, nnd when he had |
torn the paper to shreds and let them |

futter about his feet, ho swayed per-
ceptibly—so much so that one of the
pages took alarm and jJumped to his
slde,

“Beg pardon, Mr. Whitaker—did you
call me?

Whitaker stead!ed
stared until he
“No," he sald thickly, “but 1 waat you.
Glve me a bar order.”

himself and

recognlized

The boy produced the printed form
nd Whitaker hastily scribbled his or-
ler on It “Bring that up to the Il
brary,” he sald, | ™ qulck ubout

He stumbled into th

e elevator, and
presently found himself in the lbrary
l'here was no one elso about. at

Whituker was as glud of that as It was
in him to be glad of anything Just
tl He dropped heuvlly big

hen into a
mchalr and wulted whirl-

lils Lrnln

£ und seething rves on (-"o'
und wscreeching In this state Peoter
Staurk found hlm
e 1)

Peter sanuntered | he room with

a wanner elnborntely careless e
neath that mask he as anythipg but
InMfferent, Just as his appearance wus
unything but fortultous Moreover,
Peter had already ibout Allce
Carstalrs and Perey Grimshaw
Hel-lo™ he sald triving by mere
ilent to catch sight of Whitaker,
vas almost Invisible In the blg
chalr with Its back to the body of the
I What you dolug up here, Hugh?
What's up?”

“It's all up,” sald Whitnker, trying

» pull himself together., “Everything's
up 1"

“Don't belleve It,” sald Stark, coolly.
‘My feet are on the ground; but you
8 If you'd. seen n ghost.,”

“1 buve—my own" snld Whitaker
i page now stood beside him with
truy. “Open It," he told the boy,

lleating a half-bottle of champagne ; '
aund then to Pete “I'm having &
bath, Won't you jump In?

Peter whistled, watching the wine
cream over the brandy In the long
glass, “King's peg, eh? be sald, with |
a lift of disapproving eyebrows. “Here,
boy, bring me some Scotch and plaln

water for common people.”
The boy disuppeared aus Whitaker

i hitn?

the boy. |

Whitaker: *“1 don't kunow, Wish ’
did. At the same Ume, I've got to do
soniething  get nway somewhere.”
Abrupt lnsplration sparked the linag-
Inntion of Peter Stnrk, and he began
to sputter with enthusiusm, |
“I've got 1t1” he cried, Jumping te
his feet. “A sea trip's just the thing. |
Chances are, 11 turn the trick—briog
vou round all right-0, and prove what

“You 1 f You'd Been a Ghoat.”
nsses doctors ure. 1 cean have the Ad
venturess put in commission within
oo days. We'll try that South Beas
thing we've talked nbout so long
What 4'you say?”
A warm light glowed In Whitaker's
sunken eyes, He nodded slowly,
Just suppose now that In
Whitaker's battered mind the
seed thought of sulcide has

started to swell and sprout—do
you belleve Lthat the anticipation
of a sea trip will kill the seed?
There's a hint in this question.
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IF MASKS WERE TAKEN OFF

Would People Be Any Happler If They
Bhould Say to One Another Ex.
actly What They Thought?

Do you suppose the time ever will
come when all nud women are
mincers nnd will say to one snother ex
they think? And do you
world really would be nny

n tUme? Would the
days nre nearly spent

what

the

actly
SUppriSe
happler o such

1-]l] whi

nnn e

he any happler If he knew precisely
what the syounger folk think about
Would the young wowmnn walk

ing In pride on the street or lolling In

| her llmousine be happler If she could
| rend the thoughts of those she meets?

Ifted his glass,

1 y ing,” he sald bluntly.
“l1 need this e

“1 hoy I r snld thoughtfully,

hat who sturted that e

it nking a fellow forget
lHed th f 0 dog. He deserved
to, anyway.” | topped ut Whitaker's
de and dropped a hand on !.11{
Bho gh,” he sald, “you're
Orne Don't.

Wha had meant to say, he
left -1 because of the return
of the page with his Scotch; but he

had sald enough to let Whitnker under- |

stand that he koew about the Carstalrs
“Thut's all right,” sald Whitaker;
“I'm not golng to make a fool of my-

self, but | in a pretty bad way.
Boy—"

“Hold on!"” Peter  Interrupted,
“You're not golng to order another?
What you've Lud 18 eunough to gal-
vanlze a corpse.”

“Barring the negligible difference of

a few minutes or months, that's me,”

returned Whitaker.
| *I'd ke to know what you mean by
that,” Peter remarked, obviously wor-
rled. “What's the matter with you?”

“Ask Greyerson., 1 ecan't remember
the name—It's too long--and I couldn't
prenounce 1t if I dd.”

Peter's eyes narrowed. “What fool-
has Greyerson been putting
{lIl?w your hend?" he demanded. “I've

a good mind to go punch his—"

“It 1sn't fault,” Whitaker ns-
| serted., “It's my own—or rather, Iit's
something In the nature of a posthu-
mous gift from my progenitors ; several
of 'em dled of 1t, and now It seems 1
must. Greyerson eays so, nt least, and
when I didn’t belleve him he called in
Hartt and Bushnell to hold my ante-
mortem. They made It unanimous, If
I'm uncommonly lucky I may live to
sea next Thauksgiving.”

“You can't make me belleve that,”
Peter Insisted, *“It just can't be so.
A man llke you, who's always lived
clean . . . Why, look at your athletie
record! I won't belleve it1”

His big, red, generous flst described
a large and Inconclusive gesture of
violence,

*Well,” he growled finally,” grant all
this—which 1 don't, not for one Httle
minute—what do yéu mean to do?”

“I don't mind telling you,” sald

Ishness

his

Would the eallers be happler \f they
knew what wos sald nbout them when
they left—If, lustend of o kise and
“Come nguln, dear,” thero were a blow
| and *1 hope sou will never come
ugnin?  Would the people themselves
who look an admirntion they do not
feel and speak compliments they do

not mean be aopy happler If all were

known?—From the Columbus Dls
pateh,
Sweet Girl Graduate.
A very clever girl had one of the
principal graduation prizes, and her
friends crowded around her at the

close of the exercises to congratulate
her.

“My, but you must have been awful-
ly afrald you wouldn't get It, Grace,”
snld one of her friends, “when there
weére A0 many contestants.”

“Seared,” cheerlly answered Grace,
“not on your life. I knew I could put
It all over them on most of the sub- |
jects, and when It came to ling]lah'
grammar and composition I had 'em |
skinned a mile.”

Excesslve Neutrallty,

Bome are born neutral, others
achleve neutrality, and stlll others have
it thrust upon them, The Englishman |
born In Roumania, who arrived In New
York with a German wife on a Span-
1sh ship and took out naturallzation pa-
pers from Uncle Bam, declined to be
fiiterviewed on the war on the ground
of neutrality for all three reasons,

Not a Thief.

Man who broke Into the house while
the owner was awany and took nothing
but a shave could searcely be cnlled
n thief, becanuse he went out with less
than he came In with.

Harm In Nonsense.
It usoally takes a lot of common
sense to get @ man out of the trouble
s little monsense geis him luta
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NOT ALL NARROW

Skirts of Comfortable Width
Seen Despite Season’s Edict.

Women Learning to Express Individ.
uality In Dress Instead of Blindly
Following “The Style.”

Women are learning more and more
to express Individunlity In thelr dress
und to select styles that nre Individual-
ly becoming rather than to seck and
necept  what s bulletined ns "the
syl

Farly

ivnls

this season fashion announee-
thiat skirts were to be
nurrower,

Bkirts that are longer

slunted
|
I'his Is true.

longer

nnd parrower than for several sea-
sons are shown, and they have had
the formal approval of fashion, Dut
it nlso I8 true that very short skirts
nre worn, and that skirts of comfort-
nable width are seen as often as are
the tight, semibhobble efMects All this
menns Insplration for style desligners

If u uniform width or length

In neceplt-

Skirt of Comfortable Width,

ed the designers have lttle encournge-
t to head with new and dif
ferent th suys the Washington
Star
I'he clever Nttle afternoon  frock
| ' hown, which mny be made of
atin or velvet combined with elther
chiffon, georgette or net, corrects nny
bellef that all skirte ure to be extreme
Iy narrow This hns a comfortahble

vidth—two nnd a quarter to two and
n half yards, The touch of fur glves
n pretty finiehing touch, nnd altogeth
er It has an excellent model for drossy

nfternoon wear

In this fabrie combination an excel-
lent  suggestion for mnking over a
lust senson dress 1s found,

EASY FOR HOME MILLINER

Wide Range in New Fashions Brings
Joy to Heart of the Woman Who
Makes Her Own Hats,

Even before the war Insplred sens-
ible economy In the matter of dress
many women had pequired the habit
of making thelr own hats, and the hat
styles shown this winter should ecer-
taloly Insplre home talent, says n
fashlon nuthority.

Generous leeway In style rullngs
mnkes “becomingness” practienlly the
one rule to be followed, and great In
dividuality may thus be expressed In
one's millinery without breaking one
of Dame Fashlon's rules,

A hat must be becoming and It must
be comfortable, With these rules
obeyed the home milliner may allow
her fancy full sway.

All black hats nre very good style
because they really go well with any-
thing; but colors are not at all taboo

in faet, quite the contrary. Few
stiff-looking hats are shown, and this
nlso Is n polnt In favor of the home
mllliner,

Empire Effects for Bmall Tots.

For the lttle tots, empire effects
continue to prevall for “best” and
everyday wear. In this range there are
velvets and velveteens or lustrous
breadcloths In subdued wintry shades
for the most part, though now and then
a gleam of brass, canary, fawn or
military khakl divert ase from the rest.




