L WA

The DESTROYING ANGEL
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Can you Imagine yourself dead for five years! Suppose at the end of that time you turned up suddenly
among old friends in New York city, asked for an accounting of your estate and announced your Intention of
finding the girl you had married under pressure before you disappeared—much to their shocked surprisel That's

the position in which we find Hugh Whitaker in this instaliment

B others about him, how he creates a furore at a big theatrical performance and how he finds his wife, ls told with

{:‘ﬂrlmltic effect

T e n e s c b CAEAREER RS LLRLEERR LRSS L R

CHAPTAR v—Continued.
il
Whitaker lnughed guletly and turned
the conversation, accepting the mana:
ger's psendo-confidences af thelr fn
villue—thnt t= as pure biuff, quite cou
sistent with the manngerinl pose.
They rose presently and made thelr

X |
way out into the crowded, blatant night

of Broadway,

How his

the burest glimpse of her profile as,
pausing momentarily, she eyed the
other actors. Then, without spenking,
she turned and walked upsiage, bher

¢¢ | back to the footlights,

Applause broke out lke n thunder
clap, pealing heavily through the big

[ nuditorium, but the actress showed no

consclonsness of 11, She wus standing
hefore a chienp mirror, removing her

“We'll walk, If you don't mind,” Max | hat.  arrnnging her  hoir with  the

sangpested, “It isn't far, nod I'd luu-]

typleal,  unconsclous gestures of o

to get a line on the house ms it goes | \wenry shopgirl; she wnx acting—living

In" He sighed affectedly. “Heaven
knows when Pl see nnother gwell nu-
dlence mobbing one of my attructions iy

They pushed forward slowly through
the eddyiong tldes, elbowed by s match:
less motley of humnanity, deafencd by
its thousand tongues, dazzled to blind
ness by walls of living light, Whitnker
experienced a sensation of participat-
iog In & royal progress: Max was plain
Iy & man of mark; be left a wake of
rippling Interest. At every third step
somebody halled him, as a rule by his
first name; generally ho responded by
a curt nod and a tightening of his
teeth upon his cigar.

They turned east through Forty
sixth street, shouldered by n denser

rabble whose faces, all turned In one |
direction, shone livid with the glare ur1

a gigantic electric sign, midway down
the block :
THEATER MAX
SARA LAW'S FAREWELL

It was nearly half-past elght; the
house had been open since seven: and
still a gquene ran from the gallery doors
to Broadway. The lobby Itself was
crowded to suffocation with an occl-
dental durbar of barbaric magnlficence,
the city's supreme manifestation of
its religion, the ultimate rite In the
worship of the pomps of the flesh.

“Loock at that” Max grumbled
through his cigar, “Aln't it s shame?"

“What?' Whitaker had to lift his
volce to make It enrry above the bus-
ring of the throng.

“The money I'm losing,” returned
the manager, vividly disgusted. *I
could've filled the Metropolitan opera
house three times over!”

He swung on his heel and began to
push hia way out of the lobby. “Come
along—po use trying to get In this
way."”

Whitaker followed, to be led down a
blind mlley between the theater and
the adjoining hotel. An [lluminated
slgn advertised the stage door, through
which, via a bri¢f hallway, they en-
tered the postscenfum and—Max drag-
ging him by the arm—passed through
a small door into the gangway behind
the boxes.

“Curtain's just up,” Max told him;
“Sarn doesn’t come on til pear the
middie of the act. Make yourself com-
fortnble; I'll he hack before long.™

He drew aside g curtaln and ushered
his guest into the right-hand stage-box,
then vanished. The few empty stalls
were rupidly filing up, There was a
fluent movement through the aisles, A
subdued hum and rustle rose from that
portion of the nudience which was al-
ready septed, The business golng on
upon the stoge was recelving little at-
tentlon—from Whitaker as little as
from anyone. The opening scene In
the development of the drama Inter-
ested the gathering little or not at all;
It was banging In suspense upon the
unfolding of some extraordinary devel-
opment, something unprecedented and
extraneous, forelgn to the play.

Max alipped quietly into the box and
handed his guest & program, *“Better
get over here” he wuggested in na
hoarse whisper, lndienting a chalr near
the rall., “You mny never have an-
other chance to seo the greatest ving
actress, Wonderful house,” he whis-
pered, sitting down behind Whitaker,
“pDrummond bnsn't shown up yet,
though."

“That 80" Whitaker returned over
his shoulder.

“Yes; It's funny; never knew him to
be so late, He aulwoys hus the slsle
sent, fourth row, center. But he’ll be
nlong presently.”

He glonced ldly at his program, in-
differently ubsortiing the Information
thut “Jules Mux has the honor to pre-
sent Miss Surn Law In her first and
grentest success entitled Jonn Thurs-
day—a play In three ncts—"

The nudience stirred expectantly; a
wovement ran through It llke the
movement of waters, murmurous, up-
on a shore. Whitaker's gaze was
drawn to the stage os If by an im-
plneable force, Muax shifted on the
chalr behind him and sald something
tudistinguishable, In an unnatural tone,

A womnan had come upon the stage,
suddenly and tempestuously, banging
a door behind her, The audlence got

the reene, with no time to waste In
pandering to her popularity by bows
and sot smiles: she remalned before
the ginss, prolonging the business, un-
tl the applause suhsided,

Whiteker recelved an Impression as
of u tremendous force nt work ncross
the footlighits. The womun diffused an
effect as of a terrible and boundless
energy under positive control,  She
wis pnot merely an actress, not even
merely a great aciress; she was the
very soul of the drnma of today.

Beyond this he knew In his heart
that she wns his wife. Sarn Law was
the womnn he hnd married In that
sleepy Connecticut town, alx years be

| fore that night. He had not yet seen

her face clearly, but he knew. To find
himself mistnken rould have shaken
the foundations of his understanding.

Under cover of the uapplause, bhe
turned to Max,

“Who is that? What Is her name?”

“The divine Sara,” Max answered,
his eyes shining.

*“l menn, what {s her nnme off the
stnge, In private life?

“The same," Max nodded with con-
viction; “Sara Law's the only name
she's ever worn In my acqualntance
with her."

At that moment, the nppinuse hav-
ing subsided to such an extent that It
wns possible for her to make herself
heard, the actress swun, round from
the mirror and addreased one of the
other players. Her volce wan clear,
strong nnd vibrant, yet sweet; but
Whitnker paid no heed to the lines she
spoke. He was staring, fosclnated, at
her face.

Sight of It set the seal of certalnty
upon convietion: She was one with
Mary Ladislas. He had forgotten her
£0 completely In the lapse of years as
to have been unnble to recall her fea-
tures and coloring, yet he hnd peeded
only to see to recognize her beyond
nny possibility of doubt. Those big,
Intensely burning eyes, that drawn and
pullld fuce, the quick, pervous move-
ments of her thin white hands, the
slendernesa of her tall, awkward, Im-
muture figure—Iin every line and con-
tour, In every gesture and Inflection,
she reproduced the Mary Ladislas
whom he had married.

And yet Max was whisper-
Ing over his shoulder:

“Wonderful make-up—what?

“Make-up!" Whitaker  retorted.
“She's not muede up—she's herself to
the Ilnst detall,”

Amusement glimmered In the mana-
ger's round lttle eyes: “You don't
know her. Walt till yon get a pipe at
her off the stage.” Then he checked
the reply that was shaping on Whit-
nker's lips, with a warning lft of his
hand and bhrows: “Ssh! Catch this,
now. She's a wonder (n this scene.”

The superb actress behind the coun-
terfelt of the hunted and hungry shop-
girl was holding spellbound with her
Inevitable witchery the most sophistl-
eated pudience ln the world ; like wheat
in a windstorm it swayed to the modu-
lations of her marvelous volce as It ran
through & possage-at-arms with the
termagunt, Suddenly ceasing to speak,
she turpned down to a chalr near the
footlights, followed by a torrent of
shrill vituperstion uonder the lash of
which she quivered llke s whipped
thorougishired,

Abruptly, panusing with her hands on
the buck of the chalr, there came a
change, The actress had glanced acrons
the footlights; Whitaker could not but
follow the direction of her gaze; the
eyes of both focussed for a brief In-
stant on the empty alsle-seat In the
fourth row. A shade of additionul pal-
lor showed on the womnn's face. Hle
looked gulekly, questionipgly, toward
the box of her mannger.

Seated an he was so near the stage,
Whituker's face wtood out In rugged
rellef, tllumined by the glow reflected
from the footlights. It was Inevituble
that she should see him. Her eyes
fastened, diluting, upon his, The scene
faleered perceptibly, 8he stood trans-
fixed. . . .

In the hush Max eried Impatiently :
“What the devil!” The worda broke
the wpell of awmazemenut upon the
actress. In a twinkling the pltiful
counterfeil of the shopgirl was rent
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plans ruin the important plans of

and torn nway; it hung only In shreds
and  tatters upon an Individuality
wholly strange to Whitnker: a lnrger,
stronger woman seemed to have start-
od out of the mask,

She turoed, ealling imperntively Into
the wings: *“Ring down ™

With a rush the curtaln descended
ns pandemonium broke out on both
wides of It,

CHAPTER VL

The Late Extra.

Lpulsively Whituker got up to fol-
low Mux, then hositated nod sank back
In doubt, his head wswhirl, He was for
the thwe belng shocked oul of all en-
pacity for clenr rensouing or right
thinking. Uppermost in his consclous-
ness he had a half-formed notlon that
It wouldn't help matters If he were to
force Wimself In upon the crials behind
the scenes

Beyond all gquestton his wife had
recogulzed In him the man whom she
had been given every rencon to belleve
dead : o discovery so unnerving as to
render ber tempornrily unable to con-
tinue.

This, then, explained Drummond's
reluctance to have him bidden to the
supper  party;:;  whatever ultimate
course of actlon he planned to pursue,
Drummond bad been unwllling, per
hapr pardonably so, to have his ro-
mance overthrown und altogether shats
tered In a slngle day, He had lled,
lHed desperntely, doubitiess meaning to
encompans 8 warringe before Whitaker
could And his wife, und so furniah him
with every reason that could Influence
an honorable man to disappear a see-
ond time.

On the other hand, Max to a certaln-
ty was Ignorant of the relationship be-
tween his stur and his old time friend,
Just an be must have been Ignorant of
her ldentity with the one time Mary
Ladisins. For that matter, Whitaker
had to ndmit that, damning as was the
evidence to controvert the theory,
Drummond might be just as much In
the dark as Max was. [t was only fnlr
to suspend judgment. In the mean-
time . . .

The audience was getting beyond
control. In the gallery the gods were
beginning to testify to their normal lo-
tolerance with shrill whistles, cat-calls,
sporadic bursts of hand-clapping and a
steady, wsinilster rumble of stampiog
feet. In the orchestra and dress circle
people were moving about restiessly
and talking st the top of thelr volces
In order to mnke themselves henrd
ubove the growlng din.

Abruptly Max himself appeared at
one slde of the proscenium arch, It
was plain to those nearest the stage
that he was seriously disturbed. There
was a noticenble hesltancy In his man-

nor, a pathetle frenny In his habltually
mwild and lustrous eyes, Advancing
hulfway to the middie of the apron, he
paused, begging attention with a pudgy
hand, It was a full minute before the
gnllery would lot bim bo heard.

“Ladles and gentlemen™ he an-
nounced pialatively, 1 much regret to
inform you that Miss Law has suf-
fered a mevere nervous shock™—his
gnze wandered In perplexed Inquiry to-
ward the right-hand stagebox, then
wna hastily averted—"and will not be
able to contlnue

Wave upon wave of sound swept
through the auditorium to break, roar
Ing, agninst the obdurate curtain. Max
with diMculty contrived to make him-
self disconnectedly audible,

“Ladles and ., . " he shouted,
aweal beading his perturbed forehead
« « o+ “regret . . . lmpossible to
contlpue ., . . money . . . box
office . . "

An angry how! drowned him out. He
retrented at aceelernted discretion.

Whitnker, slipplug through the stage

\
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He Knew in His Heart That Bhe Was
His Wife.

door behind the boxes, ran Into the
stage mananger standing bealde the first
entrance, hentedly explainlug to aoy-
one who would listen the utter futility
of offering box-ofMice prices In return
for seat checks which In the majority
of Instancea had cost thelr holders top-
noteh speculntor prices,

“They'll wreck the theater,” he
shouted excitedly, mopping his brow
with his cont sleeve, “what t'ell’d she
wana pull a raw one like this for?"

Whitaker caught his arm In & grasp
compelling attention.

E Well, what's your guess? Wil
)
(]

Whitaker's wife recelve him with
# gratitude and open arms—be.
“ cause he saved her honor leng
ﬁ ago—or will ahe look him over
& calmly and chase him off the
place?

X E R R R
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

ODD PLACES TO HIDE CASH
Woman Concealed Bavings on Her
Mother's Grave—S8afety Depoalt
in Cannon.

The woman who, ns just revealed In
the Inw courts, hid her savings on her
mother's grave In Forest Hill cemetery
probably Wit upon a unigue cache. But
there |8 no saving. The person who
mistrusts savings banks generally
looks around for the mowt unlikely
spot in which to deponit wealth, and
more than one may hit on the same

Idea,

Old eannon, for Insiance, seem Lo
form favornble depositories. Quite a
quantity of jewelry was found some
while ngo In m solitary gun which
stands In the fort at Shorebham, and
nbout the sume time a bng containing
70 soverelgns was discovered In an
old eannon In Peel park, Bradford.

From one of the old Crimean cannon
at Liverpool also some Inquisitive
youngsters once brought forth s sol-
dier's dischurge papera and notes to
the value of £100.—London Chronicle.

Couldn't Give Up the Movies.

Suld one charmiong young creature
while slpplng her tes: “Did you hear
thnt Etelkn and Oluf bhuve broken
thelr engngenent?”

“Heavens, no!" exclalmed the, other
chorming crenture, almost choking
over her cake. *1 thought they were
the orlginul turtledoves.”

“Well, they wera; but Olaf Is short-
sighted and hns to st In the very first
row nt the moving pleture theaters, and
Etelkn cun only see from the very
bhack; und she sald she would be aw-
fully unbnppy If they had to wspend
hnlf thelr llves apart and that the
hest thing to do was not to marry,
And there you are”

Matter of Helght

We are Informed by an otherwise
veraclious friend that he was standing
In froot of a department store, gas-
Ing raptly into one of the display
windows, when he beard this conver-
sation ;

“Tell me, Grace,” sald & man whose
wife—or maybe she wasn't—had made
him stop while she rubbered at the
dresses, “when you're getting a dreas,
which costs more—the walst or the
akirt?"

“Why, that depends” sald the wo-
man.

“On the season, | suppose.”

“How could it depend on the sea-
son, williy?”

“Well, this season the skirts come
high, but the walsts don't—aln't 1
right1”

Expert, Indeed,

A strange man had been sent to
polish the floors. FIs manner was
anything but energetic, and the lady
fenred that he would not polish them
properly,

“Are you qulte mura that you un-
derstnnd the work?® she Inguired.

His Indigontion wos tremendous,

“You know Colonel B.'s folks, next
door but one?" he sald. “Well, 1 refer
you to them. On the pollshed floor of
thelr dinlng room five persons broke
their legs last winter and n lady
slipped clenr down the grand stair-
case, 1 pollshed all thelr floors|"—
Pittsburgh Chronlcle Telegraph,

Bportive Fish,

The gambollng of whales I8 often
witnessed by sallors, and Paley sayw
that any observer of fish must ac-
knowledge that “they are wo happy
they know not what to do with them-
selves., Thelr attitudes nnd frolics are
sloply the effect of an excess of
splrita.”

New Bervant Qirl Btery.

The wife of a successful young It
arary man had hired a buzom Dutoh
girl to do the housswork. Beveral
weoks passed and from mesing her
manter constantly about the house,
the girl recelved an erroneous impres-
slon,

“"Ogseuss me, Mra. Blank,” she sald
te her mistress one day, “but I liks to
say somedings.”

“Well, Renat"

The girl blushed, fumbled with her
apron, and then replied, “Vell, you pay
me four tollars & veek—"

“Yeu, and | really ean'lt pay yeu aay
more.”

“It's not dol” responded the girl;
“but 1 be villing to taks tres tollars
till—till your husband gels vork.'-—
Boaton Transeript,

To keep cloan and healthy take Dr,
Plerce's l'lclunt Pelleta. ey regu-
late liver, bowels and stomach.

A Real Curleaity.

The showman was exhibiting & very
small skull, which he sald was the
headpiece of the great Ollver Crom-
wall,

"“This skull la much too small to be
the skull of & man," sald one patrom,
Indignantly, "It can only be the skull
of & little boy. You're & fraud!™

The showman did not lose his nerve
st this, but replied with dignily:

“You are right—it is not the skull
of & man, but that of Cromwall whaa
he was & small lad."—New York Globe.

WOMEN ON BATTLEFIELD

We hear much (hess dayw of what the
women are doing on the batUs-lina MNow
few Ameriean women are streng snosgh
o go to the front and sndure the hard-
ahips of the men)

Malp 10 offered, and i Trealy gives »
every nervous, delieals weman, by De.
Plerca’'s Favorite VPreseription. Remem-
ber ingredisnts ean label. Iln lablsl or
liguid form. No aleohol

In “femals somplaint,’” Irregularity, er
weakness, and In svery sexhawsted sondl-
tion of the femals system, the "'Frescrip.
tion" weeldom falle to bensfil or eure
Hearing - down palss, internal Iaflamme-
tlen and ulcerstion, weak bask, and kinm-

dred aliments are cured by Il ask your
neighbior. IU's & marvelous remedy (o
nervous and meneral debility, Insomnls,
or Inabllity to slesp.

Write Dr. Marce, President of the In-
vallde’ Hotal, Buffalo, N. T, for confiden-
tial advice and you will recelve the medi-
cal attention of a specialist, wholly with-
out fee—no charge whataver,

Band 10¢ for trial pkg. ""Favorite Pre-
| seription Tableta.™

' Only One Can Dress Wall.
| “Her husband must have & big
salary.”

“What makes you think so?
| “The way she dresses.”
| *Well, go now and take & look at the
|way har husband dreases, and you'll
change your mind.,"—Brooklyn Cltisen.

Cuticura ls 8o Soothing

To Itehing, burning skins. It not only
soothes but heals. Dathe with Catlk
cura Boap and hot water, dry gently
and apply Cuoticurs Olntment. For
free samples addreas, “Cuticura, Dept.
X, Boston,” At druggists and by mall
Boap 26, Ointment 25 and 59.—Ady.

Quite Se.

“We may live Lo see the alrplane in
common, every-day use like the auto
moblle."

“Bure! But our chances of living to
soe that will be better If we leave the
sxperimenting to other people.”—KEx-
change.

Inspired Respect.

“How did Mrs. Grabeoin succeed In
gotting Mr. Grabeoln to attend church
rogularly "

“She persusded the new rector to
play Mr. Grabcoln a game of golf. The
roctor beat Mr. Grabcoln so badly the
proves thelr wonderful properties. For
old gentleman sald any man who could
play golf l'xe that ought to be abls to
preach s smashing sermon, so he went
to church."—Brooklyn Citlsen,

GRANDMA USED SAGE
[EATO DARKEN HAIR

She mixed Sulphur with it te
Restore Color, Gloss,
Youthfulness.

Common garden sage brewed into &
heavy tea with sulphur added, will
turn gray, streaked and faded halr
beautifully dark and loxuriant. Just
a few applications will prove a revels
tion if your hair is fading, streaked or
gray. Mixing the Bage Tea and Bul-
phur recipe at homs, though, is trou-
blesome. An ecasler way Is to get & §0-
cent bottle of Wyeth's Bage and Bul
phur Compound at any drug store all
ready for use. This Is the old time
recipe Improved by the addition of
other Ingredients.

While wispy, gray, faded hair is not
sinful, we all desire to retaln our
youthful appearance and attractive
ness. By darkening your halr with
Wyeth's Bage and SBulphiur Compound,
no one can tell, because It does It s
naturally, so evenly, You just dampen
& sponge or soft brush with it and
draw this through your halr, taking
one small strand at & time; by morn-
Ing all gray hairs have disappeared,
and, aftor another application or two,
your halr becomes besutifully dark,
Elossy, soft snd luxuriant,

This preparation is a delightful toll
ot requisite and Is not lntended for
the cure, mitigation or prevention of
disease.—Ady,




