THE DESTROYING ANGEL

By LOUIS JOSEPH VANCE

CHAPTER XVIillI =Continued.
VS

She paused agaln, but still he was
mute and immobile.

“So now you know me—what 1 am.
No other man has ever known or ever
wiil. But I had to tell you the truth.
It seems that the only thing my career
had left uncalloused was my funda-

mental sense of honesty. So I had
to come and tell you."
And still he held sllence, attentive,

but with a set face that betrayed noth-
ing of the tenor of his thoughts.
Almost timidly, with nervously fum-
bling fingers, she extracted from her
pocketbook a small ticket envelope.

“Max was afrald you might upset
the performance again, as you did on
my last appearance, Hugh,” she sald;
“but I assured him it was just the

wnlzing you that bowled
me over. So I've brought you a box
for tomorrow night. I want you to
use it—you and Mr. Ember.”

He broke in with a curt
lable: “Why?"

“Why—why because—because I want
you—I suppose It’s simply my vanity—
to see me act. Perhaps you'll feel a
little less hardly toward me If you see
that I am really a great actress, that
I give you up for something bigger
than just love—"

“What roti! he
short laugh. “Besi
resentment.”

She stared, losing a little color, eyes
darkening with apprehension.
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“I did hope you'd come,” she mur-
mured.
“Oh, I'll come,” he sald with spirit.

“Wild horses couldn't keep me away."”

“Really, Hugh? And you don't
mind? Oh, I'm so gl "l'

“I really don't m " he assured her
with a strange smile. “But . .
would you mind excusing me one mo-
ment? I've forgotten something very
important.”

"

“Why, certainly

He was already at the telephone In
the hallway, just beyond the living-
room door. It was impossible to escape
nverhearing his words. The woman
listened perforce with, in the begin-
ning, a little visible wonder, then with
astonishment, ultimately with a con-
sternation that shook her with violent
tremblings.

“Hello,” said Whitaker
Rector two-two-hundred.

“Hello? two-two-hundred?

“get me

lector

North German Lloyd? This is
Mr. H M. Whitaker. 1 telephoned
you fifteen minutes ago about reser-
vation on the George Washington,
sailing Saturday Yes.

Yes, Yes, 1 promised to eall
for the ticket before noon, but I now
find I sha'n't be able to go. Will you
be kind enough to emncel it, if you
please. Thank you.
Goodby."”

But when he turned back Into the
Hving room he found i ting him a
quiet and collected won G

“Why did you do that she asked
evenly.

“Because,” sald Whitaker, “I've had
my eyes opened. I've been watching
the finest living actress play a care-
fully rehearsed role, one that she had
given long study and all her heart to—
but her interpretation didn't ring true.
.\Iur}, I admit, at first you got me: I
believed you meant what vou sald.
But only my mind believed it; my
heart knew better, just as it has al-
ways known better, all through this
wretched time of doubt misery
and separation you've subjected us
both to. And that was why I couldn't
trust myself to answer you: for If I
had, I should have laughed for Joy.
O Mary, Mary!” ke cried, his volce
softening, “my dear, dear woman, you
can't lie to love! You betray yourself
in every dear word that would be
heartless, in every adorable gesture
that would seem fina And love

knows better alw Of course
I shall be In that box tomorrow night :
of course | shall be to witness
Your triumph! And after you've won

ays.

there

it, dear, I shall carry you off with
me 5

He -.[u ned his arms wide, but with
a smothered ery she backed away,
placing the table between them.

“No!" she protested; and the words
were almost sobs—"No!"

“Yes!” he exclaimed exultantly.
“Yes ! A thousand times yes! It
must be sol”

With a swift movement she selzed

her muff and scarf from the chgir and
fled to the door. There, pausing, she
turned, her face white and blazing.

“It Is not true!” she cried. “Yom
are mistaken. Do you hear me? You
are utterly mistaken. 1 do not love
you. You are mad to think it. [ have
just told you I don't love you. I am
afraid of you; I daren’t stay with you

for fear of you. I—I despise you!”
“]1 don't believe it!" he eried, advane-

{ng.

vul she was gone. The hall door

siammed before he could reach It

CHAPTER XIX.
One Way Out.

Toward eight in the evening, after
a day-long search through all his ac-
customed haunts, Ember ran Whita-
ker to earth In the dining room of the
Primordial. The young man, alone
at table, was In the act of topping
off an excellent dinner with a still
more excellent cordial and a super-
excellent cigar.

He wore rough tweeds,
were damp and baggy;
muddy ;
ly.
incon

and they
his boots were
his hair was a trifle disorder-
I'he ensemble made a figure wildly

gruous to the soberly splendid
and stately dining hall of the Primor-
dial club, with Its sparse patronage
of members In evening dress

Ember, hlimself as severely beautl-
ful in black and white as the ceremo-
nious llvery of today permits a man
to be, was wonder-struck at sight of
Whitaker In such unconventional
gulse, at such a time, In such a place.
With neither Invitation nor salutation,
he slipped Into a chalir on the other
side of the table, and stared.

Whitaker smiled benignantly upon
him, and called a walter,

Ember, always abstemious, lifted
his hand and smiled a negative smile.

Whitaker dismissed the walter.

“Well . . . 7 he Inquired cheer
fally.

“What right have you got to look
like that?" Ember demanded.

“The right of every free-born Amer-
lean citizen to make an ass of himself
according to the dictates of his con-
sclence. I've been exploring the dark
backwards and abysm of the Bronx—
afoot. Got caught in the raln on the
way home. Was late getting back,
and dropped In here to celebrate.”

“I've been looking for you every-
where, since morning.”

“l suspected you would be. That's
why I went walking—to be lonesome
and thoughtful for once In a way.”

Ember stroked his chin with thought-
ful fingers.

“You've heard the news, then?”

“In three ways,”" Whitaker
turned, with ecalm.

“How's that—three ways?”

re-

“Through the newspapers, the bill-
boards, and from the lips of my
wife.”

Ember opened his eyes wide.
“You've been to see her?”

“She called this morning—"

But Ember interrupted, thrusting a

ready and generous hand across the
table:
“My dear man, I am glad!™
Whitaker took the proffered hand

“Thank you.
I was saying: called this morning
to inform me that, though wedded
once, must be strangers now—and
evermore !
“But
that nonsense
“To the
“But—my dear man!—you sald you

and firmly.

she

readily

we

you—of argued
out of her head.”

contrary—again.”

course—yon

were celebrating; you permitted me
to congratulate you just now—"

“The point 18,” said Whitaker, with
a bland and confident grin; “I've suc-
ceeded In arguing that nonsense out
of my head—not hers—mine."

Ember gave a helpless gesture. “I'm
afrald this Is one of my stupid | E

nights .
“I mean that, though Mary ran away

from me, wouldn't listen to reason, I
have, In the course of an afternoon’s
hard tramping, come to the conclu-
sion that there is nothing under the
sun which binds me to sit back and
accept whatever treatment she pur-
poses according me by courtesy of

Jules Max."”

Whitaker bent forward, his coun-
tenance discovering a phase of serl-
ousness hitherto masked by his twist-
ed smile,

“I mean I'm tired of all this poppy-
cock. Unless I'm an Infatuated ass,
Mary loves me with all her heart. She
has made up her mind to renounce me

partly because Max has worked upon
her feelings by palnting some lurid
picture of his Imminent artistic and

financlal damnation If she leaves him,

partly because she belleves, “or has
been led to belleve, in this ‘destroy-
ing angel' moonshine. Now she's got

to listen to reason. So, likewise, Max.”
“You're becoming more human word
by word,” commented Ember with
open approval. “Contlnue; elucldate;
I can understand how a falrly resolute
lover with the gift of gab can talk a
weak-minded, fond female Into deny-
ing her pet superstition; buf how
you're golng to get around Max passes
my comprehension. The man unques-
tionably has her under contract—"

Jut fo his | Is Mam-

you regot g}
mon,” Whitaker put in. “Max will do
anything In the world for money,

Thereln resides the kernel of my plan.

IU's shwpllelty lwself: I'm golng to buy
him."

“Buy Max!™

“Body—artistic soul-—and breeches,”
Whitaker affirmed confidently.

“Impossible |"

“You forget how well fixed 1 am.
What's the use of my owning half the
gold In New Guinea If It won't buy
me what I already own by every wmoral
and legal right?

“He won't listen to you; you don't
know Max."

“I'm willing to lay you a small bet
that there will be no first performance
at the Theater Max tomorrow night,”

“You'll never persunde him—" |

‘'l buy the show outright and my |
wife's freedom to boot—or else Max |
will begin to aeccumulate the local!
color of a hospital ward."

Ember smiled grimly “You're bhe-
ginning to convinee even me, When,

may I ask, do you propose to pull off |
this sporting proposition?"

“Do you know where Max can be
found tonight?"

“At the theater—"

“Then the matter will be arranged
at the theater between this hour and |
midnight.”

“I doubt If you succeed In getting
the ear of the great man before mid-

night; however, I'm not disposed to
quibble about a few hours.”

“But why shouldn't 17

“DBecause Max Is golng to be the

busiest young person In town tonight.
And that is why I've been looking for
OO - Conforming to his cus-
tom, he's been giving an advance
glimpse of the production to the erit-
les and a fow friends In the form of
n final grand dress rehearsal tonlght.

between him and his jove
and her frightened fancles.

The man at the door recognized Km-

only Max

ber with a cheerful nod; Whitaker be |

did not know,
“Just In time, Mr,
been up about ten minutes” ., . .

CHAPTER XX,

Black Out

The auditorium was In almost total
durkness. A single volee was audible
from the stnge that confronted It like
some tremendous, moonlight eanvas o
a huge frame of tarnished gold., They
stole sllently round the orchestra seats
to the stage-box—the same box that
Whitaker had on the former oceasoln
occupled In company with Max

They succeeded In taking possession
without attracting attentlon, elther
from the owners of that scanty scat-
tering of shirt bosoms in the orchestra

the critienl fruternity and those In-
timates bidden by the manager to the
first gllmpse of his new revelation in
stagecraft—or from those occupying
the stage.

The latter were but two. Evidently,

though the curtain had been up for
some minutes, the action of the plece
hIII‘ not yet heen [u'rllillfl'l] to begin
to unfold. Whitaker Inferred that Max
had been dissatisfled with something
about the lghting of the scene. The
manager was standing In mid-stage,

staring up at the borders—na stout and
pompous figure, tenaclous to every de-

tall of that public self which he had
striven so successfully to mnke unfor-
gettably Individual; a figure quaintly

Incongruous in his Impeccable morn-

ing coat and striped trousers and flat-

Again, In conformance with his cus- | brimmed silk hat, perched well back

tom, he has honored me with a bid. | on his head, with his malacen stick

I've been chasing you 'nll day to find | and lemon-colored gloves and small

out If you cared to go—" | and excessively glossy patent-leather
“Eight o'clock and a bit after,” | shoes, posed against the counterfeit

Whitaker Interrupted briskly, consul- | of a moonlit formal garden,

ting his watch. “Here, boy,” he halled (TO BE CONTINU I-D)

A passage page; “call a taxicab tur‘

me."” And then, rising alertly: “Cowe
along; I've got to hustle home; and |
mnke myself look respectable enough |
for the occasion; but at that, with
luck, I fancy we'll be there before the
first curtain.”

This mood of falth, of self-reliance
and assured optlmism held unrufMed

throughout the dash homeward, his
hurried change of clothing and the
ride to the theater. Nothing that Em-

ber, purposely pessimistic, could say
or do avalled to diminish the high
buoyancy of his humor. He main-

“l Am Afraid of You.”

talned a
spirited tem

Berene

per

fuith in his star, a
that refused to recog-

MR. SMOOTH S NEAT GETAWAY

| Insurance Agent With Keen Eye teo

Business Came Near “Putting
His Foot in IL"

Slipplng on an untenanted banana

| skin, the homely young woman sat
on the pavement with an unmusical
eplash, With efliclent presence  of
mind, Eustace Smooth, agent for the
General and Particular Insurannce com-
pany, slipped on unother peel and sat
down beside her, with two wmuttered
Curses,

“Accidents will happen on the best

gulated pavements, won't they?" he
observed with a snarl “Oh, well,
luckily I happen to be an Insurnnce
agent, and I ecan Insure you against
slipping on banana peelings or even on

of lce

u cake for the small sum of §14
n week, and the first time you slip af-
ter being Insured, Our automo-

one of

blles, with absolutely no advertising
matter on the outside, will take you
home for 3720, or, If you prefer, to
uny old hospital.”

“The Iidea!"” scoffed the enraged
woman, “it's too much !

“But think of the risk we run,” pur-
sued Smooth, “Now, other kinds of
| Insurance, such as Insurance agninst
helng bitten by wild beasts, come as
low ns £19 a month.”

“I'l take one of them she sald
L promptly. I alwnys was a great one
for barganins.” And she handed him
her eard, which read: “Mlle, Kutle,
| Wild  Animal Trainer, Lions, Tigers
and Leopards a Specialty.”

“Excuse me n moment, I gotta see
a man,” stammered Euostace Smooth.

Listen to the Uplifter.

We think rural people are pretty
good-natured, especially when the
chautanqua comes to town, There's al-
winys a man there who comes on the
platform and scolds the audience, He
usually calls himself a community ex-

nize obstacles In the way of his de- | pert, or a “town doctor,” or something
sire. | of the kind. He is almost as bad as an
In the taxicab, en route to the Thea- [ ¢ditor about giving advice, and isn't
ter Max, he contrived even to distil a | half as polite about It. If we scolded
good omen from the driving autumnal | YOU as frunkly as a recent town doctor,
that we happened to hear, scolded

downpour itself,

“On such u day as this,” he told his
doubting friend, “I won her first: on
such a day I shall \\In her anéw, final-
ly and for all time - *

From Broadway m th avenue,
Forty-sixth street was bright with the
yellow glare of the huge sign In front
of the Theater Max. PBut this night,
unlike thdt other night wher he had
approached the stnge of his wire's tri-
umphs, there was no crawling rank of
cabs, no eager and curious press of
people In the street: but few vehicles
disputed their way ; otherwise the raln
and the hurrying, raln-conted wayfar-

ers had the thoroughfare to them-
themgselves, And even this he
chose to conslder n favorable omen:

there was not now n public te comal

his audience, you would probably say,
“Stop my paper.” Yet the audience
was paying the town doctor for telling
them what misguided mutts they were,
Probably he told them the truth,
or what seemed to be the truth
maybe It good for thelr
souls, as he declared. It seems anlmost
pathetle to us, sometimes, this eager-
ness with which we benighted country
folk will sit at the feet of the uplifter,
who comes from afar to point out our

maln

—and wns

faults and tell ug how to remedy them, |

Yet we could probably get the upliftee
gtund up on the
Jjust as delightedly |
has been roasting
The game |
Farm Life,

on a bench and
form and roast him
and truthfully as he
us. Only we never do It

Isn't played that way.

Kmber; curtain's |

in the |

plat- |

GARY HAIR BECOMES
DARK AND BEAUTIFUL

'l‘ry Grandmother’s Old Favorite
' Recipe of Sage Tea and
| Sulphur.

| Almost everyone knows that Bage
Tea and Sulphur, properly compound-
od, brings back the natural color and
lustre to the halr when faded, streak-
ed or gray., Years ago the ounly way
to get this mixture was to make It at
home, which Ils mussy and trouble
sOme,

Nowadays wo slmply ask at any
drug store for “Wyeth's Sage and Sul-
phur Compound.” You wlill get a large
bottle of this old-time recipe lmproved
by the addition of other Ingredionta for
about B0 cents. Everybody uses this
preparation now, because no one can
possibly tell that you darkened your
hair, as it does it so naturally and
evenly. You dampen a sponge or soft
brush with it and draw this through
your halr, taking one small strand at
a time; by morning the gray hair dis-
appears, and after another application
or two, your halr becomes beautifully
dark, thick and glossy and you look
YOArs Yyounger, Wyeth's Sage and
Sulphur Compound is a lelightful toll-
et requisite. It is not Intended for the
cure, mitigation or prevention of dis
ecase.—Ady,

Universal Acquainuncu

“l know just about averybody in this
town,” remarked the prominent citd
zen

“Lucky man!” replied Miss Cayenne
“No matter what wrong number the
'Ir]v;phn:u- operator gives you, you can
always find someone to talk to.
Exchange

14
tirasdout
“rundown" wo
man, with Dr
Plerce’'s Favor

STRONG,

youre a
or

YOU GET

ite Prescrip
tion And, If
yousufferfrom
ADY “female
complaints™ or
disorder, you
get well, For
these two
things—to build up women’'s strength,
and to cure women's allments—this is
the best medicine to benefit or cure,
The “Prescription” regulates and
promotes all the natural functions,
never conflicts with them, and is per-
fectly harmless in any condition of
the female system. It brings refresh-
ing sleep, and restores health and
vigor. Tablets 60c.

If you eat the right foods, and not
too much of them, the polsons in your
system can be kept down and thrown
out by taking a natural Ilaxative, such
as that composed of May-apple, julce

of aloes, root of jalap, sugarcoated,
and long sold by all druggists asa Dr
Plerce’'s Pleasant Pellets. Get them
to-day Ady
Itching Burning Skins.

For eczemns, rashes itchings, irrita.
tions, plmples, dandroaff, sore hands.
and baby humors, Cutlcurs Soap nnd
Ointment arce supremely effective, For
free samples address “Cutleurn, Dept.
X, Boston.” At drugglsts and by mall,
Soap 25, Olntment 25 and 50 Adv,

A Sheep Ain't Got No Rights.

A supreme court decision upholds
the validity of the Idaho law barring
sheep from cattle ranges, About the

only constitutional right a sheep has
left is to mingle with a goat.—New
York World.

NERVOUS
PROSTRATION

May be Overcome by Lydia
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound — This

Letter Proves it.
West I'}.l"-- Iphin, Pa “]-' rine i}
thirty voars | have h n mar |
fTTH RS
il _u I mu .
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Were worn
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ydiaE, Pinkhar a
| Vegetable
{ pound and it 1
o well woman
me. | ean now do
all my hous 3
and advise all aling women to try
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vepetable Com-
pound and I will guarantee they will
derive great benefit from it.’ Mra,
FRANK FrrzaeraLp, 25 N. 41at Str t,
West Philadelphia, Pa.

There are thousands of women eveory-
where in Mrs. Fitzgerald's condition,
sufTering from nervousness, backache
headaches, and other symptoms of a
functional derangement. It was a
grateful spirit for health restored which
led her to write this letter so thut other
[ women may benefit from her experience
and find health as she has done,

For suggestions in regard to your eon-
dition write Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine
| Co., Lynn, Mass. The result of their
40 yrnr! experience is at your serviee,




