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SYNOPSIS.

Eleanora de Toscana was singing In
Paris, which, perbaps, accounted for Ed-
ward Courtlandl’s appearance there. Mul-
timillionaire, he wandered about where
fancy dictated. He might be in Paris one
day and Kamchatka the next. Following
the opera he goes to a cafe and Is ae-
cost by a pretty young woman., She
gave him the address of Flora Desimone,
vocal rival of Toscana, and Flora gives
Bim the address of Elcanora, whom he s
determined to see. Courtlandt enters
Eleanora's apartments, She orders him
out and shoots at him. The next day
Paris Is shocked by the mysterious dis-
appearance of the prima donna. Realizing
that he may be suspected of the abduc-
tion of Eleanora Courtlandt arranges for
an alibl. Eleanora reappears and accuses
Courtilandt of having ablducted her, His
alibl is satisfactory to the police and the
charge Is dismissed. Eleanora flees to
Lake Como to rest after the shock. Bhe
is followed by a number of her admirers,
among them the prince who really pro-
cured her abdurctlon. Courtlandt alao goos
to Como and there meets Jimmie Harrl-
gan, retired prinonfhrnr and father of El-
eanora, whose resal name is Nora Harrl-
gan. Harrigap takes Courtlandt Into his
favor at once.

CHAPTER VIiI—Continued.

“The moth and the candle,” mused
Courtlandt. “That will be Nora Harri-
gan. How long has this Infatuation
been going on?"

“Year and a half.,”

“And the other side?”

“There isn't any other side,” ex

enee In Dellagglo so quickly, The en-
velope contalned nothing more than &
neatly folded bank note for one hun
dred francs, He eyed it stupldly. What
might this mean? He unfolded It and
gmoothed It out across his knee, and
the haze of puzzslement drifted away.
Three bars from La Noheme, He
laughed, So the little lady of the
Taverne Royale was In Dellaggio!

CHAPTER VIIL
Marguerites and Emeralds,

By eleven o'clock Courtlandt had
finished the reading of his mail, and
was now ready to hunt for the little
lady of the Taverne Royale. It was
necessary to find her. The where
abouts of Flora Desimone was of vital
tmportance, If she bad not yet ar-
rived, the presence of her friend pre-
saged her ultimate arrival,

He rose and proceeded on his quest.
Pefore the photographer's shop he
saw a dachel wrathfully challenging
a cat on the balcony of the adjoining
building, The cat knew, and so did
the puppy, that it was all buncombe
on the puppy’s part; the usual Euro-
pean war scare, in which one of the
belligerent partles refused to come
down because it wouldn't have been
worth while, there being the usual
powers ready to {ntervene, Courtlandt
did not bother about the cat; the
puppy claimed his attention. He was
very fond of dogs. So he reached
down suddenly and put an end to the
sharp challenge. The dachel struggled
vallantly, for this breed of dog does
not make friends easily.

“l say, you little Dutchman, what's
the row? I'm not going to hurt you.
Funny little codger! To whom do you
belong?”" He turned the collar around,
read the Inscription, and gently put
the puppy on the ground,

Nora Harrigan!

His Immediate impulse was to walk
on, but somehow this impulse refused |

ploded the artist. “She's worried to
death, Not a day passes but uomu|
scurrilous penny-a-liner springs some
yarn, some beastly innuendo. She's]
been dodging the fellow for months.
In Paris last year she couldn't move
without running into him. This year
she changed her apartment, and gave
orders at the Opera to refuse her ad-
dress to all who asked for it. Conse
quently she had some peace. 1 don't
know why it is, but & woman in publie
life seems to be a targel”

*“The penalty of beauty, Abby. Home-
ly women seldom are annoyed, unless
they become suffragists.” The colonel
poured forth a dense cloud of emoke.

“What brand is that, Colonel?”
asked Courtlandt, choklng,

The colonel generously produced his
pouch. -

*No, no! I was about to observe
that it isn’'t ambresia.”

“Rotter!” The scldier dug the of-
fender in the ribs. “I am going to
bave the Harrigans over for tea this
afternoon. Come over! You'll like
the family., The girl is charming; and
the father I8 a sportsman to the back-
bone. Some silly fools laugh behind
his back, but never before his face.
And my word, I know rafts of gentle-
men who are not fit to stand in his
.hm-“

“l should Hke to meet Mr. Harri-
gan.” Courtlandt returned his gaze to
the window once more,

“And his daughter?” said Abbott,
curiously.

“Oh, surely!™

“] may count on you, then?" The
wcolonel stowed gway the offending
brier, “And you can stay to dinner.”

“I'll take the dinner end of the fin-
vitation,” was the reply. “I've got
to go over to Menagglo Lo see about
some papers to be signed, If 1 can

the three a'clock boat In re-
turning, you'll see me at tea. Dinner
at all events. I'm off.”

Courtlandt walked up the sireet
leisurely, idly pausing now and then
before the shop windows. Apparently
he had neither object nor destination;

his mind was busy, so busy in
t he looked at the various
without truly seeing them at
delicate situation, which need.
lightest handling, confronted
e must walt for an overt aect,
might proceed as he pleased.
1y helpless be was! He could
ber hand because she held
cards and he none, Yet he
determined this time to play the
the end, even If the task was
ull those of Hercules rolled

d pone of the gods on his
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“We'd Look Fine Drinking Tea,
Wouldn't We, Old Scout?”

to act on his sense of locomotion. He
walted, dully wondering what was go-
ing te happen when she came out. He
had left her room that night in Paris,
vowlng that he would never intrude
on her again. With the recollection
of that bullet whizzing past his ear,
he had been convinced that the play
was done. True, she had testified
that it had been accidental, but never
would he forget the look in her eyes,
It was not pleasant to remember. And
still, as the needle I8 drawn by the
magnet, here he was, In Bellaggio. He
cursed his weakness,

. « . Ah, volces! He stepped aside
quickly. “

“Fritz, Fritz; where are you?"

And a moment later she came out,
followed by her mother . . . and the
little lady of the Taverne Royale, Did
Nora see him? It was impossible to
tell, She simply stooped and gathered
up the puppy, who struggled deter-
minedly to lick her face, Courtlandt
lfted his hat, It was in nowise of-
fered as an act of recognition; it was
merely the mechanical courtesy that
& man generally pays to any woman
in whose path he chances to be for the
breath of & second. The three women
in immaculate white, hatless, but with
sunshades, passed on down the streel.

“Nora, who was that?' ssked M,

.

“Who was who?" countered Nora,
snuggling the wriggling dachel under
fier arm and throwing the sunshade
across her shoulder,

“That fuelooking young man who
stood by the door as we passed out,
Ho ralged his hat” )

“Oh, bother! 1 was looking st
Frity."

Celests searched hor face keenly,
but Nors looked on abead servuely;
pot & guiver of wn eyelid, not the
slightest change ln eolor or expression,

“Hbe did pot seo him!” thought the
muslelan, eurlously stirred. Hho Knaw
bar friend tlerably well. It would

| himself when It came Lo pulling on

hisve boon lisposeible fur ber W bive

goen that man and not to hava given
evidence of the fact

Mrs, Harrigan took the omnibus up
to the villa, It was generally too
mueh of a ellmb for her. Nora and
Celeste preferred to walk.

“What am 1 going to do, Celente?
He I8 here, and over at Cadenabbla
Inst night I had a terrible scene with
him. In heaven's nams, why can't
they let me be?”

“Herr Rosen?"

“Yea."

“Why not speak to your father?”

“And have a fOsticuff which would
appear In eovery newspaper In the
world? No, thank youn. There Is
enough scandalous stuflf being printed
as it is, and 1 am helpless to prevent
n"

As the cllmb starta off stifMy, there
wasn't much inclination In elther to
talk. Celeste had come to one de
cislon, and that was that Nora should
find out Courtlandt's presence here In
Dellagglo herself. When they arrived
at the villa gates, Coleste offered a
sugrestion,

“You could easily stop all this rumor
and annoyance,"

“And, pray, how?

lcul“y..l

“] prefer the rumor and annoyance.
I hate men, Most of them are boasts.”

“You are prejudiced.”

It Coleste expected Nora to reply
that she had reason, she was disap-
pointed. Nora quickened her pace,
that was all,

At luncheon Harrigan Innocently
threw a bomb Into eamp by Inquiring:

“Say, Nora, who's this chump Herr
Rosen? He was up here last night
and agaln this morming. 1 was golng
to offer him the col on the balcony,
but 1 thought I'd consult you first.”

“Herr Rosen!” exclalmed Mrs, Har-
rigan, a flutter In her threat. “Why,
that's . . ."

“A charming young man who wishes
me to sign a contract to sing to him
In perpetulty,” intorrupted Nora, press.
ing her mother's foot warningly.

“Well, why don't you marry him?"

laughed Harrigan, “There's worse
things than frankfurters and sauer-
kraut.”

“Not that I can think of just now,”
returned Nora.

L] L L L] - . -

Harrigan declared that he would not
go over to Caxley-Webster's to tea

“But I've promised for you!" ex-
postulated his wife. “And he admires
you s0."

“Bosh! You womeéen can gad about
as much as you please, but I'm In
wrong when it comes to eating sponge
cake and knuckling my knees under
a dinky willow table.”

The women departed at three, for |
there was to be tennls until fve !
o'clock. When Harrigan was reason-
ably sure that they were half the dis- |
tance to the colonel’s villa, he put on |
his hat, whistled to the dachel, and |
together they took the path to the |
village. ‘

“We'd look fine drinking tea,
wouldn't we, old scoul?" 'reaching
down and tweaking the dog's velvel
ears, “They don't understand, and it's |
no use trying to make ‘em. Nora gets
as near as possible. Herr Rosen!
Now, where have | seen his phiz be-
fore? 1 wish I bad a real man to
talk to. Abbott sulks half the time,
and the Barone can't get a joke un-
less It's driven In with a mallet, On
your way, old scout, or I'll step on
you. Let's see { we can hoof It down
to the village at a trot without taking
the count.”

He had but two errands to execute.
The first was accomplished expeditely
in the little tobacconist's shop under
the arcade, where the purchase of a
box of Miughett] cigars promised later
solace, The second errand took time
and deliberation., He studled the long
shelves of Tauchnitz, Having red cor
puscles in superabundance, hs natur-
ally preferred them In his literature,
in the same quantity,

“Ever read this?" asked a pleasant
volee from behind, Indicating “Rodney
Stone” with the ferrule of a cane.

Harrigan looked up. “No. What's
it about?”

“Hest story of the London prize ring
ever written. You're Mr. Harrigan,
aren’'t you?"

“Yes," diffidently.

“My name 18 Edward Courtlandt, If
I am not mistaken, you were a great
friend of my father's.”

“Are you Dick Courtlandt’'s boy?"

lil ‘m.lf

“Well, say!" Harrigan held out his
hand and was gratified to encounter
a man's grasp. “Bo you're Edward
Courtlandt? Now, what do you think
of that! Why, your father was the
hest sportsman I ever met. Squiare as
they make 'véin, Not a kink anywhere
in his make-up. He used * come to
the bouts in his plug hat and dress
sult; always had a seat by the ring.
I eould hear him tap with his cane
whon there happened to be a bit of
pretty sparring,. He was no slouch

the mwitts, Many's the time I've had
& round or two with him In my old
gympasium, Well, well!  1t's good w
see & man sgaln, 1've seen your pame
in the pupers, but | never knew yyu
wis Dick’'s boy, You've got an old
grively's head o your dinlng room
L home. Home day VI el you how
It got thero, whon yuu're pol o &

burry, | wout out o Mootaus for &

petap, and your dad went along.  After
the mill was over, wo went hunting,
Come up to the villa and meect the
folke, . . . Hang It, 1 forgot. They're
up to Caxley-Webster's to tea; pifiie
water and sticky spongo cake, 1 want
you to meet my wife and daughter,”

“1 should be very pleased to meel
them.” 8o this was Nora's father?
“Won't you come along with me
the colonel'n?” with sudden inspirs
tion, Here was an opportunity not
to be thrust aside lghtly.

“Why, | Just begged off. They won't
be expecting me now.”

“All the better, 1'd rather have you
introduce me to your family than to
have the colonel, As a matter of fact,
I told him 1 couldn’t get up. Dut |
changed my mind. Come along.”

“Hut the pup and the clgar box T

“Send them up.”

Harrigan eyed his own spotless
flannels and compared them with the
other's,. What was good enough for
the son of a milllonaire was certainly
good enough for him. Hesldes, It
would be a bully good joke on Nora
and Molly.

“You're on!" he cried, Here was a
lark. He turned the dog and the
purchases over to the propristor, who
promised that they should arrive I

stantly at the villa
L ] L] L] -

"Padre, my shoe pinches,” sald Nora
with a pucker between hor eyos,

“My child,” replied the padre, “never
earry your vanity Into a shoemaker's
shop. The happlest man s he who
walks In loose shoes™

“If they are his own, and not In-
herited,” guickly.

The padre laughed quletly. He was
yvery fond of this new-found daughter
of his. Her spontaneity, her bloom:
ing beauty, her earsless observation of
convention, her indepondence, had cap-
tivated him,

(TO BB CONTINUED)

CUBANS ALL LOVERS OF EASE

uawny before they got luto court

Favorite Postures Are Those of Indo:
lence In Furniture Speclally
Adapted for Comfort.

In walking through the streets ol
Cuba one would be greatly entertained

by glimpses through the large windows |
of what Is golng on In the parlors of | dinner

the different resldences, EBometimes

could be seen only a sight of small |

hands clasping the bars of the grate
and the dusky faces and dark eyes
peeping Into the street through the
curtained windowe and scanning the
passersby, Then agaln the whole room
could be seen with its furniture and la
dles sitting In languld postures enjoy-
ing the brecze as It entered from with-

iout. They love to recline on sofas,

thelr houses are filled with rocking
chulra lmported from the
Stutes, and they are fond of sitting
in ehairs tilted agninst the wall, as we

gometimes do at home., In Cuba they

r have invented a kind of chalr which,

by lowering the back and ralaing the

‘km-ou, places the sltter precisely in

the posture he would take If he sat in
a chair leaning backward against »
wall. Thin I, Indeed, a Juxurious and
comfortable attitude and it Is not to be
wondered at that it s a favorite with
lazy people, for It relleves one of the
trouble of keeping the body stralght,

CONVERT TO EQUAL SUFFRAGE

Small Boy Had His Own Opinion as to
Nerve of Men Who Refused It
to Women,

The small boy's mother and aunt
had just come In from the primaries.

“Remember, Manny,” sald his aunt,
“that when you wore seven years old
you saw your mother come in from vot-
ing for the first time”

He followed her into her room.

“Why didn't you vota before? he
demanded.

“Men wouldn't let women vote until
now. Of course, good men like your
papa want all the business In the world
manuged right. They are golng to let
women help at last.”

The small boy gave her a little
push.

“Women aren't all there are,” he
sald, and marched haughtlly out of the
room.

He went to his father that evening,
and as man to man asked:

“Didn‘t women use to vole?"

“No, but they are voling now."

“Why dldo't they vote before?
Weuldn't men let them?”

“No, I suppose not.”

“Wegll — men—had-—thelr—nerve!"
sald the seven-year-old lad.

Probably Provislon of Nature.
We do not know why white s sn al
most unknown color among small
birds. Posslbly It may be a wise pro-
vislon of nature for protectlve pur
poses. A white bird among green
lenves would be a very consplouous ob-
Joct, and oo euslly seen by Its ene

mles, such as hawks, falcons, sto.

First of All Things ls Work.
"My advice to all boys Is, ‘Work!'
They can’t sll be gonluses, but they
oat sl work; sand without work even
the most brilllant geblus will be of

vory liitle good."—Wir John Milsls
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Save 20 Per Cent on Céﬂ"&
AND GET BETTER COEFEE

Beautiful ('uy and Saucer Free
with every b-pound purchuse,

Five Pounds of the Greal

Arcadia Blend

Fresh Roasted Coffee for 8144,
Prepaid by Parcel Post, Order
Now!

PACIFIC COAST COFFEE CO.

308 Pine Street. Portland, Oregon

A Suceessful Day.
swWaell, 1 guess 1I'll have to congratu.
late you for sure,” sald the propristor
of the place s tho summer boarder

| gloned the gate,

“On what?"

“On your luck an a flsherman.”

“Why, 1 haven't had any luck., 1
didn’t eateh a figh"™

“I wasn't tnlkin' "hout fah. [ wan
talkin' nbout that fancy pole and reel
you brought slong. When you started
out thix mornin’ 1 was powerful afraid
somebody would take 'em away from
you,"—Washington Btar

Wonder What 8he Meant?
“Fred, do you remember whore you

were in 10107 asked the bride of a
fow maonths,

“Why, no, dear, 1 don’t remembor
sxnctly,” roplled the young husband,

"Why do you ask?*™

“Why, | was reading today In the
paper that It is sald that in 1910 one
person In every K00 In the United
Hiates wan In prison’”

Her Weak Point.

“Had to get rid of my stenogra
pher.”

“Wasn't she speedy enough at die
tation?"

“Yea: but 1t her all day 1o

Dnllan News

took

leo men ars threatensd with arrest
But the charges will probably melt

YOUR OWN DRUGGIST WILL TELL YOU

Try Murine Eye esiady for Red, Weak, Watery

| Eyes aud GUrannulated Eyelida) Nu Bmarting
i.n‘..'.' Comfort Write for Book of the Fye
py amii Free. Murine Eye Hemedy Co,, Chivago
President Wilson was downed by a
Even old man Huerta bhit off

llnnr-* than he could swallow,

Anits have been found fn Dalmatia
|lh:n netunlly make bread by chewing

seedds Into pulp, forming It in loaves,
baking them In the sun and then stop
lug them away for futuro use,

He's away on his vaeatlon,
That most Important man,
Funny how the shop keeps open,
Without his brain to planp!

Not Enough.
“If 1 were you | wouldn't nttempt to

[bulld n £10,000 house,” de¢lared the

architect,
“SWhy not
“Well, you say you only have $10,

100“."- Boston Transeript,

- - - —— -

It's a eold day In town when no or
gunization has o plenic on thoge timen,

Just So.
“Why do you cnall
porinl artlae?”
“It'" this way,” explained the bar
ber. And then he went on Lo iHustraje
with a few cuts.—DPittsbury Post,

Putnam Fadeless Dyes do not
stain thte_l_’\_x_mds.

Classified.

Whenever we see 0 man who wenrs
a blg, flashy dianmond ring we expect
to hear him say “them kind” and “has
went."—Chleago Reoecord-Herald,

There was & young woman of War.

oenler,

Who won much fame as a borcester,
When usked why such pralse
Always filled aull her lays,

Sald: “A chicken can crow

rorcester!"

Hke n

After 33 years of continuous servieo
ns a trustee of Columbin Unlversity,
Seth Low has resigned, For 10 years
of this period, from 1800 to 1800, Mr
Low was presldent of the university

Many a man han his bands open to
recelve the girl of his choles only she

objects to golug loto the hands of a
recelver,

That shooting of police by police In
Ohleago was uneventful. They didn't
hit & slngle Innocent bystander,

DON'T SUFFER WITH ITCHING

My, what rellef!—The moment ros-
Inol ointment touches any itehing skin,
the Itehing stopa and hoaling beginn,
With the ald of resino! soap, It quickly
removaes ull trace of eczema, rash, totl-
ter, ringworm, plinples or other ugly,
tormenting eruption, and leaves the
slin clear und healthy. It Is equally
effective for sunburn, Insect bites,
sares, bolls, burns, rod, rough hands,
dandruff and falling hair,

You need pever hesitate to use res.
Inol, It is a doethr's preseription that
has been used by other physlclana for
the past 19 years in the treatment of
most sorts of skin affection. Unlike
many other remedion, It contalng nhso-
lutaly nothiog that could Injure the
tenderest skin. Resinol olntment and
rosinel lu’"m #old by all drugglelis.
lnol out worthless lmitations. -
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