" 1 just came up from Como, where she

Lo say, abjure slovenly makeshift, and
a8 stron
z which keeps oue eye on the pur

SYNOPSIS,

Eleanora de Toscana was singing In
Paria, which, perhaps. accounted for Ed-
ward Courtlandt's appearance there. Mul-
timilllonaire, he wandered about whers
fancy dictated. He might be in Parls one
day and Kamchatka the next. Following

ra he goes to a cafe and s ac-

cont by & pretly youngk waoman, She

glves him the address of Flora Desimone,

Yocal rival! of Toscana, and Flora glves

him the address of Kleanora, whom he I8

determined to see. Courtlandt enters

ora’s apartments. She orders bhim

out and shoots at him. The next day

Paris Is shocked by the mysterious dis-
appearance of the prima donna.

CHAPTER IV-—Continued.

*There's the dusky princess peek-
ing out again. The truth is, Abby, if
I could hide myself for three or four
Years, long enough for people to for-
gel me, | might reconsider. But It
should be under another name. They
envy us milllonaires, Why, we are
the lonesomest duffers going. We dis-
trust every one; we fly when a8 wom-
an approaches; we become mono-
maniacs; one thing obsesses us, every-
body Is after our money. We want
friends, we want wives, but we want
them to be attracted to us and not to
our money-bags. Oh, pshaw! What
plans have you made In regard to the
search?

Gloom settled upon the artist's face.
“I've got to find out what's happened
to her, Ted. This isn't any play. Why,
she loves the part of Marguerite as
she Joves nothing else. She's been
kidnaped, and only God knows for
what reason. It has knocked me silly.

spends the summers now. 1 was going
to take her and Fournler out to din-
ner.” =

“Who's Fournler?

“Mademoiselle Fournler, the com-
poser. She goes with Nora on the
yearly concert tours.”

“Pretty 1"

“Charming.”

“I see,” thoughtfully. “What part
of the Iake; the Villa d’Este, Cadenab-
bia?

“Bellagglo. Oh, It was ripping last
summer, Bhe's always singing when
she's happy. When she sings out on
the terrace, suddenly, without giving
anyone warning, her voice Is wonder.
ful. No audience ever heard anything
like "

“I heard her Friday night. I dropped
in at the opera without knowing what
they were singing. 1 admit all you
say In regard to her voice and looks;
but I stick to the whim.”

“But you can't fake that chap with
the blond mustache,” retorted Abbott
grimly. “Lord, I wish I had run into
you any day but today. I'm all in. I
can telephone to the Opera from the
studio, and then we shall know for a
certainty whether or not gshe will re-
turn for the performance tonight. If
not, then I'm golug In for a lttle de
tective work."”

“Abby, it will turn out to be the
sheep of Little Bo-Peep.”

“Have your own way about it.”

- When they arrived at the studio Ab-
bott | telephoned promptly. Nothing

o

 had been heard. They were substh

tuting another singer.

“Call up the Herald,” suggested
Courtlandt.

Abbott did so. And he had to an-
swer innumerable questions, questions
which worked him into a fine rage;
who was he, where did he live, what
did he know, how long had he been In
Paris, and could he prove that he had
arrived that morning? Abbott wanted
to filng the recelver into the mouth of
the transmitter, but his pationce was
presently rewarded. The singer had
not yet been found, Pat the chauffeur
of the mysterious ear had turned up
. + « In a hospital, and perhaps by
night they would know everything.
The chauffeur had had a bad accldent;
the car itself was a total wreck, In a
ditch, not far from Versalllea,

“There!™ cried Abbott, slamming
the receiver on the hook. *“What do
you say to that?™

“The chauffeur may have left her
somewhere, got drunk afterward, and
plunged Into the diteh, Things have
happened like that. Abby, don't make
a camel’s hair shirt out of your paint-
brushes. What a pother aboutl a sing-
ar! 1If It had been a great Inventor, a
poet, an arlist, there would have been
nothing more than a twollne para-
graph. But an opera &inger, one who
entertains us during our idle eve
nings—ha! that’'s a different matter.
Set inatantly that great municipal ma-
chinery ecalled the police In actlon:
sell extra editions on the streets,
What ado!"”

“What the devil makes you so bit-
ter?

“Was I bitter? [ thought 1 was
philosophizing.” Courtlandt consulted
his watch. Half after four., “Come
over to the Maurice and dine with me
tomorrow night, that is, if you do not
find your prima donna. I've an en-
gagement at five-thirty, and must be
ofr."”

“I was about to ask you to dine with
me tonlght,” disappointedly,

“Can't; awfully sorry, Abby. It was
only luck that | met you in the Lux.
embourg. Be over about seven. |
was very glad to see you again.”

Abbott kieked a broken casel Into
a corner. “All right If anything
turns vp I'll let you know. You're at
the Grand?”

“Yes. By-by."

“l know what's the matter with
him,"” mused the artist, alone. “Some
woman has chucked him. Silly little
fool, probably.”

Courtlandt went down stalre and out
into the boulevard. Frankly, he was
beginning to feel concerned. He still
held to his original opinion that the
diva had disappeared of her own free
will; but if the machinery of the po-
lice had been started, he realized that
his own safety would eventually be-
come i{nvolved. By this time, he rea-
soned, there would not be a hotel in
Paris free of survelllance. Naturally,
blond strangers would be In demand.
The complications that would follow
his own arrest were not to be ignored.
He agreed with his conscience that he
bhad not acted with dignity in forcing
his way Into her apartment. But that
night he had been at odds with con-
vention; his spirit had been that of
the marauding old Dutchman of the
seventeenth century. He perfectly
well knew that she was in the right as
far as the pistol-shot was concerneds
Further, he knew that he could quash
any charge she might make In that di-
rection by the simplest of declara-
tions; and to avold this simplest of
declarations she would prefer sllence
above all things. They knew each oth-
er tolerably well,

It was extremely fortunate that he
had not been to the hotel since Satur-
day. He went directly to the war of-
filce, The great and powerful man
there was the only hope left. They
had met some years before In Algiers,
where Courtlandt had rendered him a
very real service,

“l did not expect you to the min-
ute,” the great man sald pleasantly.
“You will not mind walting for a few
minutes."

“Not in the least. Only, I'm In a
deuce of a mess,” frankly and directly,
“Innocently enough, I've stuck my
head into the police net."
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KEEP IN MIND WHEN WRITING

#f One Would Be Classed as a Wel-
come Correspondent These Must
Be Remembered.

Be yourself, strive for the expres-
slon of your own thoughts, write with
all the force of your personality, and
you will be projecting your mind on
the mind of the friend who 1s to draw
delight from your letter. Write with

consolous wish to express truth-
&' and well that which you bave

gly, the wrelf-courclous

band snd one on cffeg’.
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Remember aiways that there s the
possibility of publicity for your let-
ter, and If you have malice, cruelty,
or uncbaritableness In your mind, at
least see that you do not cominit your
feelings to paper, to your possible con
fusing at some later date, when kind
linesy has replaced your former harsh
Judgment,

Remembering all these things, you
will have no need for the services of
& complete letler writer, Guided by
slneerity and truth, you may proceed
to give your thoughts the graven per
wanence of writing,

Charitly beelva &' bome and ls usu-
ally wo wesk 1o ir v |

“Is ft possible that now 1 can pay ]
my debt to you?

“Such as It Is. Have you read the
article In the newspapers regarding
the disappearance of Bignorina da Toe-
eana, the singer?”

*Yos."

"I am the unknown blond. Tomor
row morning 1 want you to go with me
to the prefecture and state that | was
with you all of Saturday and Sunday}
that on Monday you and your wife
dined with me, that yesterday we went
to the aviation meet, and later to the
Odeon.”

“In brief, an alib!?” smillng now.

“Exactly, I shall need one."

“And a perfectly good alibl, But 1
have your word that you are In no-

When They Arrived at the Studlo,
Abby Telephoned Promptly.

wige concerned? Pardon the question,
but between us It ¢ really necessary
if I am to be of service to you.”

“On my word as a gentleman.”

“That Is sufficlent.”

“In fact, 1 do not belleve that ghe
has been ubducted at all. Wil you
let me use your pad and pen for a
minute?”

The other pushed over the required
articles. Courtlandt scrawled a few
words and pas€ed back the pad.

"For me to réad?

“Yes," moodily.

The Frenchman read. Counrtlandt
watched him anxiously. There was
not even a flicker of surprise In the
official eye. Calmly he ripped off the
sheet and tore it Into bits, distribut-
ing the pleces into the varlous wasle
baskets yawning about his long fiat
desk., Next, stlll avolding the younger
man’s eye, he arranged his papers
neatly and locked them up In a huge
safe which only the artillery of the
German army could have forced, He
then called for his hat and stick. He
beckoned to Courtlandt to follow. Not
a word was sald untll the c¢ar was
humming on the road to Vincennes.

“Well?" sald Courtlandt, finally, It
was not posalble for him to hold back
the question any longer.

“My dear friend, 1 am taking you
out to the villa for the night”

“But I have nothlng . . .”

“And 1 have everything, even fore-
slght. If you were arrested tonight it
would cause you some inconvenlence.
I am fifty-six, some twenly years your
senlor. Under this hat of mine I carry
a thousand secrets, and every one of
these thousand must go to the grave
with me, yours along with them, 1
have met you a dozen times since
thosa Algerian days, and never have
you falled to afford me some amuse
ment or excltement, You are the most
interesting and entertaining young
man I know. Try one of these clgars.”

L L] L L] . - L]

Precisely at the time Courtlandt
stepped into the mutomoblle outside
the war office, a scene, pecullar In
character, but inconspicuous in that It
did not attract attention, was enacted
In the Gare de I'Est. Two sober-vie-
aged men etood respectfully aside to
permit & tall young man in a Bavarian
hat to enter a compartment of (he
second class. What could be seen of
the young man's face was full of
smothered wrath and disappointment.
How he hated himself, for his weak.
ness, for his cowardice! He was not
all bad. Knowing that he was belng
watched and followed, he could not go
to Versallles and compromise her, use-
logsly. The devil take the sleck demon
of & woman who had prompted him to
commit so base an act!

“You will at least,” he sald, “deliver
that messuge whlch 1 have Intrusted
io your care”

“It shall reach Versallles tonight,
your highness.”

The young man reread the telegram
which one of the two men had glven
blm & moment sincs, It was &4 com-
mand which even he, wilful gnd dis
abedlent an he was, dored not (gnore.
He ripped It into shrede and flung
tivam out of the window, He did not
apologize to the man Inlo whose face

‘to living flame, transmuting the dull |

the ploces few. That genlloman red-

dened perceptthly, bu® hi held hie
tongue. The blar  *f & horn Runounced KILI-ED MOUNTA'N l'ON
the tlme of d«jarture, traln
moved. The two men bn the platform
saluted, but the young man lgnored | HORBE MORE THAN A MATCH
the salutation, Not untll the rear car 'FOR FOE IN FAIR FIGHT.
disappeared In the haxy distance did
the watchers stir. Then they left the
station and got into the tonneau of »
touring car, which shot away and did
not etop untll it drew up before that
Imposing embassy upon which the the Bkull of Mis Enemy In
Fronch will always look with more or the Last Round.
less suspicion, \ Eacide
The following, among hundreds of
CHAPTER V. similar Incldents, seoms to be well
> authentiented:
The Bind ‘Behind Bars. Bome years ago a hunter in Wyo-
The most beautiful blue Irish eyes ming territory was camping under the
tn the world’ ghzed out at the dawa Wind river, well up In the mountains,
which turned nlght blue Into day-blus e Bad & boves of fike breed, Bad
and paled the stare, Hosal lay the un- | X X . 1
dulating horlzon, presently to burst In- [bad selocted » weuall bunch of cotton
£ [wood trees for hils camp, while, at a

steel bars of the window Into falry |lUttle distatce, under an unusually
gold, that trick of alehemy so futilely [large tree of the same kind, and apart
sought by man, There was o window |from all the othors, ho stabled his

at thoe north and apother at the south, :"‘"'"“-
lkowlse barred; but the Irish eyes | It could bardly bo called stabling—-

never sought these two. It was from [for the horse was plekoted, and the
the east window only that they eould tree formed hin shelier.
sve the long white road that led to| Oune night the hunter was aroused
Paris, from n sound sleep by a nelgh from
The nightingale was truly caged |hla borse, which sounded rather ke
But the wild heart of the eagle beat 'fage than alarm, American horses
In this nightingale's breast, and the |are often qulck to detect the approach
oyes burned as fiercely toward the of Indlans, an well as beasts of prey,
east a8 the oast burned toward the |and the honter was soon upon his
west. Sunday and Monday, Tuesday |feet, and looking in the direction of
und Wednosday and Thuraday, today; his borse,
and that the five dawns were singu The anlmal was standing In the full
lar In beauty and that she had never |light of & bright moon, aud se¢med to
in her life before witnessed the ere- |be siaring at an object In the branches
atlon of five days, one after another, |of the (ree. As tho hunter looked
made no lmpresslon upon her sense of | the branches were violently ngitated,
the beautiful, o delicate and receptive |y aregdful yelllng scream was heard,
Ir ordinary tmes She was conscloud | ynd u dark object, which was a moun-
that within her (e cup of wrath was |iain llon, landed on the back of the
overflowing. Of other thingn, such as |horge  The latter sprang into the alr,
eating and sleeping and moving about | iy o mad weream, little Inferior in
In her cage (more like an eagle 10| unrijiness and rage to that of his
desd than a nightingaio), recurrence snemy,
liand blunted her perception He relurned to the ground with s

Had Opportunity to Run, But Bravely
Btood Mis Ground and Crushed

“Oh, but he shall pay, he ghall pay!" |great concunslon, but falled to shake
she murmured, striving to loosen the | o 1he mountain lon. so closely did
bars with her smull, white, helpless the latter cling to his prey Blood
hands. (The cry seemed (o be an arl- |, .00 4, appear on tha horne's neck
etta, for through all these four mad and shouloers, and the llon was tear
dening days she had voleod It—now ing kis way to his Jugular, to let out
low and® deadly with hate, now full [ithe gallant beast's life.

:‘;::d :,:; b:;:"':lt:::rn“u:‘:".:I"“ “}'::LUk;:v::' Apparently realizing his full danger,

come, #8 that 1 may tell you how lﬁun (before his master could do anything.

ol 'v”" you are?” she further ad- the horse snapped the Mcket rope

dressqd the east ggd ;prlnsd m‘m n du-:u|n L::uliu ::
M ughs, and the mountain Mon w

ons;e a::. “:::d,nn:;..h:,:;zr:;?':;: torn from his seat and hurled back

with great violence. The stallion

jallerd had Informed her that it was
lmpJutbla for the gentleman to come passed through the thicket and then
before Monday. So she marshaled her | “F08d to confront his eunemy in the
army of phrases, of accusations, of de-|°P®R #pace, never offering lo run
nunclations, ready to smother him | PWAaY.
with them the moment he came. But| The llon, quickly recovering himaelf,
he ¢ame not Monday, nor Tuesday,|*?d mad with the taste of bloed,
nor Wednesday, The suspense was to | 'Prang once more into the branches of
her mind diabolical. She began to up- | the big tree and made another leap tos
derstand; he intended to keep her|Ward the horse, but mlssed his aim.
there till he was sure that her spirit| Then he began a series of circles
was broken, then he would come. |around the horse, getting nearer and
Break her spirit? She Inughed wildly. |bearer each time, and at lust made
He could break her spirit no more|Another jeap.
easily than she could break these! Put the brave horse was ready for
bars. To bring her to Versallles upon | him, and with the rapldity of thought
an errand of merey! Well, he was chapged front and his hind feet struck
capable of anything, the llon full In the breast

She was not particularly distressed The anlmal rolled over and over,
because she knew that it would not be |with yells of pain and rage, but then
possible for her to sing ngain until the | 2ame on again.
following winter Ju New York. Bhe| This tima he came to his death, for

had sobbed tio much, with her face (tho horse's heels struck him falrly
Had these sobs  between the eyes,

W

and crushed hid
skull clean across. Ho gave a few
sonvulsive struggles and ihen stiffened
\ in death, whila the trlumphant stal-
‘-."\,\ llon stood nelghing and pawing the
AN | zround in token of victory.

buried In the pillow,

Cutting and Polishing.

Tho Rev. Holman Black was cons
gratulated in Denver by a reporter,
aftor an eloguent sermon, on his masé
tery of pulpit oratory.

“What Is your secret, slr?” the re-
porter asked,

“Well,  was Dr. Black's amiling an-
swer, “n preacher should always re-
member that while there are sermons
in stone, the more preclous a stone
is, the more carefully it must be cut
and polished.”

Chicken Hawk In Flight.

Baw chicken hawk In flight, which
suggoests the motion of a motorcar,
No flapping, no soaring, but a serles
of quick, explosive beats of the wings,
ench eending the bird forward in a
leap of scveral yards, The Moker
gives five strokes, then a jump.—From
“A Furmer's Nolebook.”

Positive Prool,

The Counsel—"How do you know
this night letter was forged by a man
and not written by the woman whose
name I8 slgned to 17" The Expert—
“Becauso It coutnips Just 48 words,
“Oh, but He Bhall Pay, He Shall Pay.” |and a woman would have uged two
bees born of weakness, all mikht bave moro to get her money's worth-. —
been well; but rasu‘had l:ﬂthll'.d Birsiisgham Agpiiorad.
them, and thus ber volee was In s
very bad way. This morning she was
notlceably hoarse, and there was a
break fo the arletta. No, she did not
frat over this side of the calamity, The
sting of It all luy In the fact that she
liad been outraged In the matter of
parsonsl Mberty, with no not of re
prisal to enre hor Immediste louging
W be avungid.

(O DI CONTINVEDY

B

Woman's Great Power.
Woman Is the salvatlon or destroe
tlon of the famwily, Bhe carrles itg
destinigs In the folds of ber mantle,—
Amiel,

— -

Outward Bound,

“Huve you an upening here for me?
aekod .:ch: ux:rtlulguu man, “Yen"
AOAW caplialist,  “It's right
behind you”




