SHACEPS
CLOTNING

LOUIS JOSEPH
VANCE

AUTHOR of "THE LONE
WOLF,” “THE BRASS

BOWL,"ETC.

COPYRICHT BY LOULS JOSEPH VANCE

— -
-

CALLED UPON SUDDENLY TO AID HER FATHER IN HIS
SECRET SERVICE WORK, LYDIA IS ATTACKED IN
THE DARK BY STRANGERS BUT IS RESCUED.
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————————— e

her father,

room at midnight,

\

Synopsis—Lydin Craven, traveling under the name of Lucy Car
teret, runs away from her home in England to go to Thnddeus Craven,
in New York, whom she hasn't seen for five years. Three
days out on board the steamer Alsatia,
making love to Mrs. Merrilees, a young widow,
There Is some embarrassment, for Craven was known us a bachelor lo
America, but explnnutions clear the alr of doubts,
he Is a secret service agent of England In New York.
ment told that Craven had asked Lydia to meet him outside her state

she runs plump Inte her father L
enguged to marry him. 1
Craven tells Lydia

The lust Install-

CHAPTER Vil—Continued. | proofs, and I've got the evidence to
e | diseredit him,” he paused again,
She had begged to be permitted to | touched his breast lightly but effec

Craven promised to

help him, and
If ever need

commanid her services,
should arlse ;
had been mellow
leprecating the

with an [(ndulgence

implication  that
Downing Street's secrct ambassador
eonld ever need the ald of womnn's
hands and wits in his occult and mo-
mentous nfTnirs.

Yer already that time had come!
She wns half wild with delight.

Aftor some minutes the qulet of the
ship was mnde musical with the mel-
and delibernte sounding of elght
midnight. She had still half an
hour to walt—aon almost insuffernbly
protracted  vigil, with every faculty
tense in apprehension of the prema-
ture return of her Dowager Dragon.

But tonight nothing happened to
change this custom: nnd the stroke of
one bell of the midnight watch found
Lydia, unhindervd, leaving her door, n
long clonk effectustly dizsgulsing her
light dinner gown.

Cantlously, with swift glances mak-
inz sure that the alleyway was empty
all down Itg darkened length, she stole

low
hells,

forward, slipped quickly through the
part doorw: = juto the welcome biank-
ness which closed round her ke a
n garment of Invisibility. At
1 nls eleectric bulbs Incased In
hetdspheres of clouded ginss blotted
" ohscurity overhead, but lent little
nld to the girl’s stealning vision. And,

now that most of the
phed, every port she passed was dark.

At the fifth stanchlion, midway be-
tween two of the averhend ”R'”H, she
walting ; and, since she
Lad encountered no one on the way,
slie groped on to the sixth, found it
deserted, and, returning, settled down
to wiit,

PRsSs&ngers were

fonnd no one

but his tone In promising |

| 18,

o

tively, “here !

Aguin Interrupted by the foghorn, he
started and frowned lrritably, seem-
Ing to detect something sardonic In Its
necent,

“Well—that's all, Yon understand
now, The point s, 'm known to have
—gh=—stolen this evidence. But don't
This Is where you come In*
From his cont pocket Craven produced
n small, oblong box of Inlald wond,
highly polished. “T've managed to pack
the evidence In this, one of those Chl-
nese puzzle boxes. If you don't know
the combination, it needs an ax to open
Put It
trunk till we land—but take It nshore
In your handbag, A tip from the other
slde, you know, and the customs In-

wWorry.

| spectors’ll turn my lugeage Inside out;

Suddenly Craven stond before her—
the effect as mysterions as his bosl-
ness: with no warning of any sort, he
wns there!

Without s=penking, Lydin stretched
forth o hand o his. Fle suffered hr-rl
curess without apparent emotion, and,

peering anxiously Into his face, she

saw It sot In o mold of eare and vigl- |

linee—even now, when they were ut-
riy nlone!

Wi
eupled tone
you walting

“Only a moment,”

He shook his head wenrily.
dotnined,” For several seconda he
ceemed deep In thought, Then his
worids came swiftly, “I'm suspected—
watched! Did unyone see you?'

She thrilled deliclously. “I think
not, I've been liere some time, qulte
undisturbed.”

*Good, But

“Who?"

He amlled fuintly,
Lydlu's grosp tightened
plummp fAngers,  “You—you're

dnnger

“Don't be alurmed, They'd never
dare attempt anything abourd this ves-
sel. Buat I've
—and something else, something more
vulunble” Stralning n  dramstie
pause to the spapping polnt, he eased
it with a word, “"Evidence I

At this the foghorn whooped llke a
demon of derision, Untll It wis qulet
agaln Craven stood moveless, chin on
hosom, eyes blank with abstraction.

“Yes," he affirmed, “dev’lish good
evidence! Look here, I'll have to tell
you something. We've been sold out—
I mean there's a traltor In our corps,”

“But can't you do something?

“Rather!” Craven laughed shortly,
“In fact, I have done something al
ready. He won't go fur; for his word
—a squealer's word—won't have much
weight with the other side, lacking

wWiE In 0
I haven't

n he spoke It

“"Hope

[,]’n\"il'-

kept

“1 was

they nearly got me!"™

“The other glde,”
0n

not In

| “Woll—gaood-night agaln,

but you're perfectly safe, you see,
coming in ns an allen. They'll puss you
on your declaration.”

The girl slipped the box—Iit was
about large enough to hold a deck of |

curds—into the lining pocket of her
clonk. “I'll keep it safe,” she sald
quietly,

“Denr chlild!
you to ¢ount on!™
cheek afMectionately,
ine's own fAesh and blood !
I could trust that man: he wns my
nly alde this teip” He sighed pro-
foundly, doleful henad.

It's s0 good to have
Cruven patted her
“Nothing Hke
1 thought

and shook

“There! I've Done
Happened Along at the Right Time!"

r g0 nft
nguing you forward, We mustn't be
sween confubulating out here at this
hour™

e stepped back two paces and van.

ished like n shape of dream.

his |
| gered,

stolen a march on them |

For a moment or two the girl lin-
Hstening keenly: but, hearing
nothing, not even Craven's retrenting
footsteps, she finnlly took heart and
moved galetly forward beslde the rall.

But she had put barely elght paces
hehind her when she checked smartly,
with an Inarticulate gasp, just short
of one whose burly figure, motionless,
barred her path, And then, as ghe
stepped back and turped In toward
the superstructure, thinking In her
panie to escape by a sudden dash for
the companlonway, some whim of
chance caused the tenant of the near-
edt statercom to turn on the Nghts, and
two square windows leaped refulgent
out of the gloom, the nearer silhouet-
ting the head and shoulders of another
man into whose embrace, as well, she
had been on the point of throwing
herself.

Simultaneously strong hapds fell
upon her shoulders from behind, she

L was whlrled about into the hollow ol’

a powerful arm, and an Ineiplent
soream was smothered on her lips by
the Impact of a heavy palm,

CHAPTER V1L

Later she recalled that one of the
foghorn's agontzed squalls had seemed
llke a signal for the attnck, It was
reverberating fn her cars, llke the
shriek of a damned sonl, all the while
she was strugeling In that brutal em-
brace, It was st yammerlng even
when she was relensed,

Throughout her conselousness was
falthfully registering nightmare -
pressions—aof the second man closing
in to ald her first nssallant; of a sav.
nge tearing of her cloak; of eynieal

| neeents breathed hatefully In her ear,

“Ensy now! Take It easy,. lttle one,
If you don't want to get hurt! Stendy
= 1
of a third volee rapping out an oath of
rage; of sounds ke the ernck of a
pistol shot, the thud of a heavy fall, o
grunt of pain, o vile expresston from
him who held her—

And then she wos freo—and the fog-
horn still sereeching !

She staggered back to the rall, her
brain reelitg. no trie coherence In her
consclousness—only the struggle be-
tween Instinetive desire to serenm and

| the knowledge that for some reason

she mustn't.

Then a friendly volee snluted facul-
ties Just beginning to comprehend that
chance had sent o rescue. “You, Miss
Craven? You?' Quoin was bhending
sollcitously over her as she clung trem-
bllng to the rall,

Words come with dificnlty from n
throat parched with fright. “Oh 1" she

cried, one hand to her bosom. “Mr.
Quoin ™

“You're quite safe pow, But are
you hurt, Miss Cruven?

“I'm all right, 1 think. Oh, thank
you, Mr. Quoin!™

“There ! I've done nothing—just

time—
thing s

the right
the fArst

happened along at
thank God! But

| to get you out of this confounded fog!"
|  “No—please—one moment—"

The girl wns searching frantically

|fur the linlog pocket In her clonk,

And then at lust she found It, and

"It was empty.
away somewhere—your |

She turned a vacant stare to Quoln's
puzzlied regnrd. A sense of suffocn-
tion oppressed her, and his volee
sonnided from a fur distance ;

“What's the matter? 'luu"e sure
you're not hurt? Can 1 do anything?™"

“I've been robbed I she managed to
articulate pitecusly.

“Then," he urged, “let me geo you to

your statervom. Afterwurd I'll fAnd
the m]ﬂuln—
“No, no! Oh, plense, no! Don't |

tell anylwwty.”

He stared, “Let me get this stralght.”
he sald after a moment. “You've been
subjected to o dastardly uwttack, and
robbed, and don’t want me to lodge
| & compinlot with the officers?

'SHE IS MUCH NAMED PEERESS

Widow of S|r McGarel Hogyg MHas
Changed Cognomen Oftener Than
Any Other Person in England.

Apropos of n parngruph about “the
late 8ir McGarel-Hogg," n correspond-
ent writes

“His widow, Lady Magheramorne, Is
stlll Mying, age eighty-two, Although
only onee marrled, she hns probably
had more numes than any other person
in Englund. Born n Douglax, she
ecame Douglns-Pennant when her father
assumed the Intter poame,

Mr=.

of someone swearing fretfully ; |

| But what can I tell you? That 1 don't

lu

“Yos, you she nodded,
that's It—don't tell anybody,
me thiat—plense promise 1™

“If that's your wish,” he sald coolly,
“I've no right to oppose It."

“I'm sorry,” she fultered; “but it
something T enn't explain, If I'd only
myself to think of=" 8he checked In
consternation at that slip.

1 #ee,” Qualn sald gontly., *“It's an-
other's secrot—not all your own "

She was sllent,

“Bot,” he perssted, “you've been
robbed of something valunble—whether
yours or another's, Do yon mean to
let It go without effort to regaln Y

“Oh, no—somethiing must be done ™
She worked her hunds together (n help-
less tormaent,

*Then you

nr..'
Promise

don't moean to lot the
matter drop? at can you accomplish
mnything unalded? 1 don't want to
seem Intrusive, but I'm really a bit
experlenced In such  matters, you

know, And of the many who have
trusted me, none hins ever regretted
't‘|’

*Oh, 1 know, 1 know, Mr, Quoin!

know what It Is I've lost?*

His brows lfted at this
poskible, Miss Croven

“It's the trath,” she protested, “It—
romething was glven me to take onre
of, something—1 don't know what—in
o ltte wooden Chlnese puzzle box, and
that hus been stolen from me.”

Quoin nodded. “These men who at-
tacked you-—do you know them?*

“T haven't the wsilghtest sosplclon
who they were”

There was honesty In her aceents;
Quoin belleved her. *1 think-—possl-
bly—1 enn find them for you, with your
pertlssion.”

“You snw them?y

“No. But among our fellow passen-
gers are two card sharps, one of whow
at lenst Is quite capable of more felo
nlous work, 1 konow both,” he smiled
gravely, “ln a business way."

“But surely you couldn't have ree-
ognlzed elther—*

“No. The fog was too thick. But
I marked one of the brutes for future
Identitfieation,”

“Muorked ¥

“The =lgn of my fist on his face—n
heavy blow, s0 heavy It brulsed my
own knuckles. Give me permission to
do what ( can, and I'll look up the
quarters of my nequaintances, the card
sharps, make them let me In—1 know
Wiy to coerce ‘em—nnd see if elther
wenrs my brand. If so, you'll have the
puzzle within fifteen minutes—and no
questions asked 1™

“You nre very kind,” the girl mur-

“Is that

SAGE TEA DANDY

0 DARKEN HAIR

Grandmother's Recipe to
Bring Back Color and
Lustre to Hair.

It's

You ean turn gray, faded halr beau-
tiftully dark and lustrous almost over
night If you'll get & 60-cent bottle of
“Wyeth's Bage and Bulphur Com-
pound” at any drug store. Milllons of
bottles of this old famous Hage Tea
Recipe, improved by the addition of
other Ingredients, are sold annually,
says & wollknown druggist here, be-
cause It darkens the bair so paturally
and evenly that no one can tell it has
beon applied,

Those whose hair Is turning gray
or becoming faded have a surprise
awalting them, because after one or
two applieations the gray halr van.
ishes and your locks become luxuriant-
Iy dark and beautiful,

This is the age of youth. Gray-
halred, unattractive folks aren't want-
ed around, so get busy with Wyeth's
Sage and Sulphur Compound to-night
and you'll be delighted with your dark,
handsome halr and your youthful ap-
pearance within a few days,

This preparation is a tollet requisite
and Is not Intended for the cure, mitl
gation or prevention of disease,

SKIN-TORTURED BABIES

Sloep, Mothers Rest After Treatment
With Cuticura—Trial Free.

Bond today for free samples of
Cuticura Soap and Olntment and learn
how quickly they rellove Itehing, burn-
Ing skin troubles, and point to spoody
healment of baby ranhes, eczoma and
Itehings. Having cleared baby's akin
keep It clear by using Cutlcura ex-

clusively

Free sample each by mall with
Book Address posteard, Cuticurs,
Dept. L, Boston. Sold everywhere.

—Ad¥.

League to Enforce Peace
Takes $10,000 Liberty Bond

New York - A subscription by the
League to Enforce Peaco to $10,000
worth of Liberty bonds was announced
Wedneadny by Herbert S. Houston,
tressurer of that organization. Mr.
Houston made this statement ;

“President William H, Taft of the
League to Enforce Peace has sent out

|

| vorse and

Lonly her famous song, "l

“On  mnrrying, she  beecame
Hogg: then her fother was rilsed to |
the peernge as Lord Penrhiyn, and she
ndded ‘Hon! to her name, Then her
hustinpd sueeeeded to the haronetey
and she was the Hon, Lady Hogg,

“Then e added MeGarel to his sur
pume and afterward beenme Lo
Maghernmorne,

“When ber husband dled she wan the
| Downger Lady Magheramorne, but

| remarried she aguln beenme Lady Ma-
ghernmaorne,

bachelor.”—London News,

New Substitute for Sisal,

According to Farm annd  Flreslde,
Charles Christndore has found that
New Zeulnnd fiax ylelds o fher nearly
twice ns tough as Msal nnd entirely
udupted to binder twine manufacture,
“Phis flux of which he hus sent us o
'uunplv." snys Farm and Fireside, “has

Nothing-—Just ' after her eldest son dled nnd his widow t

ns the present peer Is o |

|

mured In confusion.

Doesn’t the suspicion grow In
your mind that Quoin Is using
his reputation as a detective for
some secret, illegal purpose? Do
you fathem his game?

ure doing,

a call to members to subscribe to the
Liberty loan bonds und the league
itself s at once entering its subwerip-
tion for $10,000,

*““And what the league is doing na-
tionally in response to President Taft's
enll, & number of the state branches
in addition to practically

|
[the entire membership of the orgunizs-
(10 BE CONTINUED) tion. Wilson 'Il‘ Leeo, the state treas-
urer of the Connecticut brunch, has
- — 0 (Just sent word that of the $6000 of
Wrote a Famous Song. available funds in his bunds, $4000

Annle M'Vicar Grant Is & name that
will always be honored by Scotchmen,
n% that of the author of ““The Dlue
Bells of Scotlaml,” She was born o
Glasgow 102 yeors ago, and as n child
wis hrought to America by her father,
nn officer of the Britlsh nrmy. Her
vhilldhond spent In Albany, At
thirteen shie wos taken back to Scot
hand, nnd while still o girl became the
wife of Rev, Jumes Gront, Her hus
band died, leaving her with olght ehll
dren to support, and she turned to 1t
eranture ns o menns of curnlng o Hyving.

She was o prolifle writer of both
prose,  Her “Lotters from
the Mountaing,” In three volumes, and
“Memolrs of an Amerlenn Lady” in
two volumes, were widely read, and
these and other Hterary works provig
o Mes, Geant with an excellent In-
ecome, OFf nll that she wrate, however,
he Blue Bells
of Scotland,” hos survived to the pres-
ent generntion, Mes, Grant died In
1598, nt the age of elghty-throe,

waus

Derivation of "Germany.”
“German® and “Germany® come from
the Latln Germunleus und Germnnlu,
which were the Ioman ninmes for the
Germuns uod thelr country, The words
nre supposed to be from o Celtle root
which some say meant “shouters” und

cifiam but has stood from the
double-flated,

was being put into Liberty bonds.
**Our program calls for n league of

nations to establish and maintain pence

when this war is over.  As that is the

great object for which America and
her allies are fighting the league's pro-
gram becomes, not merely in effect but

in fact, the purpose of the war., So
the loague to Enforce Peaco, which
hus nover believed in u dove-cote pa-
first for
militant pacifiam, is be-
hind the war and in the war to the
limit of its men and ita money,*’

MOTHERHOOD
WOMAN'S JoY

Sugg‘estxom to Chnldleas

Women.

_—

Among the virtues of Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound is the
nbility to correct auml[i in  the
casen of many women, This fact s
well estublished as evidenced by the
following letter and hundreds of umurl
we have published ln these colums.

others sny meant “nelghbors,” The Poplar Bluff, -] w

Germuns  enll  themselves “Dentseh,* immzm to know whu a bluaaa?; ﬂ;l:ill‘:
which Is from the same root as i, Pinkbum's Voge-
"“Duteh”  and  "Teuton” The root ublu(,ompuund ni

| been successfully grown a8 an oruag- |

mental plunt in the West, thrives on
ordinary =oll and will withatand a tem-
pernture ns low as 10 degrees Fuhren-
helt. It maotures from roots in two
years, und may be expected to yleld
nbout 15 tous of leaves per nere, equlys
ulent to two tons of fiber."

Lost Again,

Al a certaln publle school It was the
custom for the tenchers to write on
the bluckbourd any Instruction they
desired the janitor to recelve,

One evening, while cleaning n room
the janitor saw written;

“Find the greatest common denom-
foator.”

“Hullo!” he exclalmed,
darmmed thing lost aguini"

“Is that

mennt “of the people” or “helouging to
the people,” and mny hnve been the re-
sult of an effort to put Into barbarian
tongue the Greek word ethulkos, mean-
Ing the same thing, “of the poople™ or
“racinl," The relutlon  between
“Deutsch” and “Teuton” iy more enslly
seen when we conslder that “Deutseh”
used to be spelled “Teutsch,"™
The Intensive Qardener,

“Are you golng to rulse vegetablog?

“Yen IU's golng to glve me n great
deal of plensure to pull up the rubber
tree my wife keeps In the hall and
plant & potato in its place.”

Economy of Wickedness.
Knlcker—"Why don't you turn over
n new lenf?  Locker—“With paper so

vxpenalve'—New York Times,

beon to me, We
had always wanted
Bbtah in oulr home
u was in

health and not ':'1’;?:
todomy work, My
mother and hus-
bl
J ydis E. -
h u:.nr'ly Vom-tllll)lc

1 did

Compound,
80, my health fm.
mvnd and I am now the mother of a
n:hbab rl aml do all r'}r‘ly own ]
wo :uw
Almond St., 'i plﬁr 5
In many other homes, onea ehl!dlau.
there are now children uune of tho

faet that Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable
nd m women normal,

l:ul ‘y.snd stron

oy T e Ly ?a" o TRkhage Meke

will be confidential and "

!
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