The DES

By Louis Joseph Vance

If you should be mysteriously

Sara Law, a noted actresa) The

try place to recover.
stallment. Queer goings on!

HAVE YOU ANY “SAND?"

your home some night, and the following day should be warned that
you would be killed next teip, do you think you'd hurry to hiding—or
would you take defense steps and defy the Mystery to do Its worst?

Supposed to be dead, Hugh Whitaker turns up in New York after
five years and hunts for the girl he married there to,protect her good
name. During the midst of a brilliant theatrical performance, he and
she recognize one another across the footlights

to see him. Drummond, his former
the supposed widow, is reported a sulcide.
tin Ember, former detective, doubts the report and warns Whitaker
to beware of violence from a mysterious source,
nared. Whitaker is murderously assaulted and goes to Ember's coun.
Strange things happen there as told in this in.

beaten up when you stepped Into

(She is known as
play stops abruptly. She refuses
law partner, engaged to marry
Whitahker's friend, Mar.

The warning Is ig

CHAPTER 11X,
R [ S
The Window. u

Though they left New York not long
after three In the afternocon, twilight
wae fast ebbing into nlght when Ember
gnve the motor its head. lig head-
lights clove a path through durkness,
ltke a splendld sword: on either hand
woodlands  and  desolate  clearings
blurred into dark and rushing walls;
only the wonderful wilderness of stars
remained Imperturbable,

Whitaker, braced against the jolting.
snatched begrudged mouthfuls of alr
strong,of the sea. He had no very defi-
nite ldea of their whereabouts, having
neglected through sheer Indliference to
qrestion Ember, but he knew that they
were drawing minute by mioute closer
to the Atlantie.

After soma dme the enr slowed to
a palpitant panse. Ember jumped out
to open a barred gate, then, returning,
swung the ear Into a clear but narrow
woodland road. “Mine own domaln”
he informed Whitaker with a laugh.
“Now we're shut of the world en-
tirely.”

Whitaker bent forward,
“Where are we?”

“Almost there. Patience.

Whitaker reckoned {idly that they
must have threaded a good two miles
of woodland., when at length the cur
emerged upon a clearing and immedi-
ately turned aside to the open doorway
of & minilature garage.

The forest hemmed the cleariug on
three sides; on the fourth lay water.
A hundred yuards distant the lighted
windows of a one-story structure shone
pleasantly through a scattering planta-
tion of pine. |

Linking arms the better to guide his |
guest, Ember drew him toward the
lights. !

“Bungulow.” he explained, senten-
tious, flourishing his free hand; “her-
mitage—retreat.”

“Paradise,” Whitaker summed up, in
the same manner. “No nelghbors?”

“Oh"—Ember motioned to his left as
they faced the water—"there's a mar-
rled establishment over there some-
where, but we Jdon't bother one another.
Fellow by the name of Fiske. | under-
stand the place is shut up—Fiske not
coming down this sear.”

“80 much the betrer. I've been want-
ing just this all summer, without real-
iziog 1"

“Welcome,
lodge I

They entered a long and deep Uv-
ing room with walls of peeled logs and,
at one end, a stone freplace wherein
a wood fire blazed heartlly., At a com-
fortable distance from the hearth
stood a table bright with lnen, sllver
and crystal—covers for two. Tho rear
wall was broken by three doors, in
one of which a rotund Chinaman
beamed oleaginously, tmber halled
him by the title of Sum Fat, ex-
plaining that It wasn't his pame, but
claiming for it the virtue of exquisite
fellelty.

“My servant in town, here man-
of-all-work; I've had him for years;
faithful and indispensable. . ., ™

Toward the end of an excellent din-
per, Whitaker enught himself nodding
and blinking with drowsiness. Em-
ber took laughing compassion upon
him and led him forthwith to a bed-
room furnished with the rigid slmplic-
ity of a summer camp. Then he slept
round the clock. The shrill, impera-
tive rattle of a telephone bell roused
him. As he dressed he could hear the
wolce of Ember in the Uiviog room talk-
ing over the telephone, Presently there
came A tap at his door, and his host
entered,

“Up, eh 7" he sald cheerfully, *1 was
afrald I'd have to weake yon His
smlle vanished beneath the clouds of
an impatient frown. “This Is the devll
of & note: I've got to leave you."

“What's the trouble?™

“That's what I'm ealled upon to find
out. A friend of mine's In a tght
'place, and I've got to go and help pull
him through. He just called me up—
and I ean't refuse. D’you mind belng
left slone for & day or so?"

inquiring :

then, to Half-a-Loaf

#Oertalnly not—only I'm sorry.”

“No wore than L. But 'l try to get

hick tomorrow, If | doo't, the oext
day—or ns soon ns [ possibly ocun,
Meanwhile, Metse  consider yourself

lord and omster here. Sum Fat will
take goodd care of you, Anything you
want, Just ask him. Now I've got to
get lnto waterproofs--it's mining ke
nll ger-out, but 1 can’t walt for a let-
np.”

TROYING A

l

| muld.

heavy
| duster and visored cap,

By the time Whitaker was ready for |

breakfust hi= host had splashed off to
his motor ear

The wind, freshening sod drl\'lngl4

NGEL

ubruptly lnto the clearing of the Flske
place,

Here he pulled up, for the Nrst time
alive to the Intrinsle kiocy of his con-
tduct, und diverted besldes by the dis-
covery that hix impression of the early
evening, that the cottage was tenanted,
hid boen well founded,

The ground fleor windows shone with
A A bat warw Homination. He could
soe distinetly part of a living roomn
ruther charmingly furnished o 0 sum-
mery way. At s farther end a dark-
hulred wommn In o plaln black dress
with a short apron aud Ince cap ®at
reading by louplight—evidently o
Her mistress —Judging by ap-
pearnnces —wus outslde on the lawn
below the verauda, strolling to and fro,
In company with o soiewhat short and
man wha wore an automobile
Ity contrust,
her whitewelnd figure, Invested with
the Muoston of moonlight, seemed une
usunlly tall. Her halr was falr, shin-
ing ke a henddress of palest gold as

she bent her hesl, attentive to her
companlon,  Amd Whitnker thought to
discern an  unusual  quullty in  her

movements, n quality of chinrm nnd a
grnclousness of mien rarely to be po-

tieed even In the most benutiful of

| the women he hudd known,

Of n sudden the man  paused,
duced a wateh
er, consulted it
nse with a snug.

pro-
oty beneath his dust-
briefly and shut the

He snld somoething

very respectable If miniature rollers | in a brusque tone, and wus nnswersd

agalnst the beach, enme In hoavy gusts,
alternating with periods of  steady,
strong blowing. At times the shinlng
Innces of the rain seemed o drive
almost horizontally, Whitaker poked
hir head into the kKitchen. In that Im-
mactinte place, from which every
hint of breakfasrt had disappeared as
If by magic. Sum Fat was religiously
cleaning his testh-—for the third time
that mornlng. Whitaker's certaln
knowledge.

When he had finished, Whitaker put
A question :

“Sum Fat, which way does the wind
blow, do you know?" :

far

by what sounded ke n pleasant nega-
tive, IPromptly, ns f annoyed, he
turned and strode hnstily sway, dignp-
pearing round the house

Alone, the womnn wntehed him as
long us he was in sight, her head to
oune sl with nn efMect of critical
asmusement. Then, with a low laugh,
she crossed the vernndu and entered
the lghted room. At the same time
Whitnker, lingering and  watching
without In the least understanding or
even questioning why he was dolng
this thing so countrary to his Instinets,
henrd the henvy rumble of & wotor car
on the far side of the house and saw
the machine swing off across the clear-

Ling Tuto the woods,

Som Fat flashed him a duzzling
smile.

“East’ly,” he sald In a cheerful,
clucking voice. *“I think vely fne |

three-day hlow,”

“At least,” sald Whituker, “you're n
high-spirited prophet of evil. I thank
you.”

He selected a book from
shelves stocked with o diseriminating
taste, and settled himself before the
fire.

The day wore out before his putience
did, and with every Indieation of ful-
filling the progubsis of Sum Fat: by
nightfall the wind hnd developed into
an enthusiastie gule, driving before it
sheeted raln and grent ragged wastes
of mist, °

several |

And the sevcond ny was like umnl

the first. The third day broke full of
the splrit of the second: but toward
noon the rudn consed. In the evenling,
wenry of the sedulous attentions of a
cloud of famished mosquitoes, Whita-
ker sut In durkness, not tired enough
to go to bed, toa tired to bestir himself
and seek digtraction from a tormenting
train of thought.

A pool of limpld woeonlight lay ke
milk upon the foor benenth a window
and held his dreaming gaze while mem-
ory murshaled for his delectation =
pageant of wasted yenrs, infinitely des-
olate and dreary In his vision,

How long he sut unstirring, preoceu-
pied with frultless Inguiry, he did not
guess. But later he reckoned It could
not have been long after ten o'clock
when he was disturbed. The sound of
a footfall, hushed and steslthy on the
veranda, ronsed him with a start, and
almost at the same Instant he became
aware of n shadow that troubled the
pool of moonlight, the foreshortened
shadow of a man's hend and shoulders,
He sat up, tense, rigid with surprise
and wonder, and stared at the sllhou-
etted body at panuse jJust outside the
window, The fellow was stooplng to
peer in. Had Drummond hunted him
down to this isolate hiding place? On
the thought he leaped wup, In two
strides slammed out through the door,

“I say!" be cried loudly. But he
cried, apparently, to empty alr. The
man was gone—vanished as strangely
and as quletly as he had appeared,

Pausing und glaring round the clear-
Ing In complete bewllderment, he de-
tected or else fancled a slight move-
ment In the shadows on the edge of the
encompassing woodland. Instantly,
heedless of the risk he ran if the man
were Indeed Drummond and if Drum-
mond were Indeed gullty of the assault
now four nights old, Whitaker broke
for the spot. It proved to be the en-
trunce to one of the woodland paths,
and naturally—whether or no his lmag-
ination were In fault—there was no-
body walting there to be eaught.

But If anyone had been there, he had
unquestionably fled mlong the trall,
Whitaker In a rage set himself to fol-
low. Before he realized he could have
covered holf the distance, he smerged

In the living room the womnn was
saying: “You wmuy go uow, Ellse, I'll
be ready for bed before long.”

“Yes, madam.” The muld rose and
moved briskly out of sight.

Her mistress. cnsting aside n searf
of embroldered Chinese hrocude, stood
for 1 moment In deep thought, her
hend bowed, the knuckle of a slender
forefinger tapping her ehio—churi-
Ingly posed,  Whitaker ubruptly un-
derstond why It was Le loltered, peep-
ing—she was absolutely beantifol, a
crenture hoth exquisite nnd superb, n
Latitehless portralt for the gulleries of
his memory.

f movement or perhaps
a stght sound—had drawn his ntten
Hon from the womnan e saw the
other mnn standing  boldly s full
moonlight, nll his attentlon concentrnt
el on the beillant pletare frnmed by
the window., He was unguestionnbly
withont knowledge of the nearness of
the other—of Whitaker in the shad
own. And though his back was to the
noon and hie face further shadowed
by n peaked eap, Whitnker was abso
Intely sure of the man—he was cer
tninly Drammond,

Without pause for thought, he sprang
townrd him, 1o n guarded volee ultter
Ing his name—*Druomond I But the
follow proved too nlert and quick for
him, Whitaker's hnnds elosed on nothe

KRomething

Ing mwore substantinl than thin air; st
the same time he recelved o hlow ypoo
his brofsed shoulder smart nnd foreible
enough to stngger him and evoke an Ins

\/ ‘-Q-...u.»

He Sat Up Tense, Rigld With Surprise.

voluntary grunt of paln, Aud before
he eould regnin his balance the fellow
wne (hrashing noisily awny through
the woodlund underbrash,

Forthwith he struck off and blune
dere ! senselessly through the forest,
misled by (ts elusive phantasmagoria,
untll, resalizing at length he did but
tdupllente an earlicr folly, he gave up
the chnse o disgust and slowly made
his way back to the bungnlow.

What ia the cunnection be.
tween Whitaker, Drummond and

the mysterious giri? Is more
than one person cager to see
Whitaker dead?

(TO BE COUNTINUED.)

MANY BIRDS UNABLE TO FLY|

Having No Necessity to Use Wings
to Escape Enemies, Those Mem.
bers Ceased to Develop.

Of the 70 kinds of birds cxisting In
New Zenlund, 30 are foumd nowhere
else, und of this number by far the
larger portlon s Mlghtless; this, no
doubit, owing to the fuet thut for ages,
ever since the ses swallowed up o con-
tinent, lesving only the Islands com-
prising the present Dominion of New
Zenlund, there have been no destruc-
tive carulvora in the land, excepl those
small ones Loported recently to ald In
abating the rabbit pest, und, having no
enemles, the bhirds also hnd no use for
wings, which ceased to develop, and as
years rolled hy left muany specles with
only Uttle nubbinsg for wiugs nnd ab-

solutely without power of flight,

Centurles ugo there were In exist-
ence st least three vurletles of glgan-
tic birds, two of which were as large
in body as the fabled roe, the rescuer
of Sinbad the sallor. These lnecluded
the Hopugornls, the Dinornis or Moa
and the Cuemiornls, which was a gi-
gaotle goose, The Mon becama ex-
tinet some O00 yeurs ago, It was a
flightless Lird, sald by tradition to
have been o hunter of humans, a MWan
enter, wns of wvarylng slze and ex-
tremely plentiful,

In National Forests.

Increasing use of the Natlonnl for-
ests for municipal camp sites and sum-
mer school locations Is reported by the
forest service, Permits have already
been Issued to several clties and educa-
tional Institutions and other applica-
tions are expected. Officials say that
far more people use the forests for
publie playgrounds than for any other
purpose, and that this use promises to
be one of the most lmportant to which
they can be put

Just the Idea.

Barber—1 want & motto from
Shakespeare to hang up In my shop,
Can you glve me onet

Patron—0Of course. low will this
do: “Then saw you not his face”

Fish Couldn't Submerge.

Sitting on s porch the other morns
ing, J. W. Stewart notleed n good
sized catfish Noating Jownstrenwm, =8
Statesville (N, ) correspoudent of
the New York Sun writes, The fsh
was very much allve and wius 1o much
commotion, appareatly trylng to go
under waoter und for some  reason
unuble to,

Mr. Stewnrt was luterested and he
got his hont, went out on the river and
captured the fish., He put it in a tub
of wnter nnd found that It wouldo't
sink, This led to further examigation
and Mr. Stewart suys he found the
fish had swallowed a lnrge quantity
of whenat—having secess 1o the wheat
ng a result of the recent floods—the
whenat gralns lind swelled so the fish
couldn't digest them and altogether
that gorge of whent had put that fish
in a bad fix. He pot only ecould not
go under the water, but he was doubt-
losn suffering much “misery” on his lo.
sides.

In oll his long experlence on the
river Mr. Stewnrt suys he had never
come ncross a cuse llke that,

On Eugenica.

Prof. Herbert L. Flower sald In an
address on eugenics In Boston :

“Youth's point of view s better
than age's when It comes to questions
of eugenlen.

“Here, for example, 18 a dinlogue to
prove my clalm:

“A beautiful girl sald on & white
beach to her fushionnble mother:

“ 'Yes, mother, dear, I like Mr, Gobaa
Golde, but lsn't he too old to be con-
sldered ellgible?

“The fushionable mother compressed
her rouged lips,

“'On the contrary, my love,' ahe
sald; ‘he I8 too eligible to be consid-
ered old'"

Making It Easler,
Yeast—The jolt hus been taken out
of the wheelburrow by a Malne man
who has lovented one with springs
between the axle ends and side buars
Oﬂtnlonbe:t*lt won't be so hard
now for a fellow to an el
bet, will 1t? i i

GRAYHARBECOMES
DARK AND BEAUTIFUL

Try'Grandmother’s Old Favorite
Recipe of Sage Ten and
Sulphur,

Almoat everyone knows that Bage
Tea and Sulphur, properly compound-
od, brings back the natural color and
lustre to the halr when faded, stromk-
od or gray. Years ago the only way
to get this mixture was Lo make 1t at
home, which s mussy and trouble-
some.

Nowadays wo smply ask al any
drug store for “Wyeth's Sage and Bul-
phur Compound.” You will get & Inrge
bottle of this old-time recipe lmproved
by the addition of other Ingredionts for
about B0 cents. Everybody uses this
| preparation now, because no one oAn
| poasibly tell that you darkened your
hair, as it does it so naturally and
ovenly. You dampen & sponge or soft
brush with It and draw this through
your halr, taking one small strand at
a Uime; by morning the gray halr dis-
appears, and after another application
or two, your hair becomes bo.utltunﬂz
dark, thick and glosay and you |
yoars younger. Wyeth's Sage and
| Sulphur Compound s & lelightful toll
| et requisite. It 1s not intended for the
cure, mitigation or prevention of dis
| vane, -~ Adv.

Very Much 8o,

“Those Cerman wsea commandars
soem to be gelllng themanlves In deop
| water.”

“1 should say so at the rate thelr
crews are drowning them.”—Baltimore
Ameorican.

To keep clean and healthy take Dr.

Plerce’'s Pleanant Pellota, wy rogu-
late liver, bowels and ﬂ.uml_ch.

Force of Hablt

De Quiz—1 wonder why thal man
| walking abhead of us continuea to look
|down at the pavemeunl aa he mopes
along?

De Whis—Don't you know him?
That's Highup, the profeasional aero-
naut.—Brooklyn Citisen.

TO RESIST THE ATTACK -of the germ
eof Consumption,
Scrofuls, Orip,
Malaria, and
many other dis
canes — [MOADS
fight or dis for
all of us. These
EOTING Are avery
where In the alr we bresthe. The odds
are in favor of the gorme, If the liver
Is lnactive and the blood impure.

What is needed most is an increass
Iin the germ-fighting strength. To do
this succesafully you need to put on
healthy flesh, rouse the liver to vigor
ous action, so it will throw off these
| germs, and purify the blood so that
there will be no “weak spot” or soll
for germ-growth.

We claim for Dr. Plarce’'s Colden
Medical Discovery that It does all this
In & way pecullar to iLself.

It cures troubles caused by torpld
liver or Ilmpure blood.

“The Common Bense Medical Ad
viser,"” lateat edition, In French cloth
binding, will be sent free on receipt of
five dimes or stamps Lo pay the cost
of printing and mailling only. Address
Dr. Plerce, Prest. luvalids’ {!oul. Baf.
falo, N. Y.—Adv,

Located.

m‘;&!’hon was your old man wound-
“In the sbdomen.*™
“Where's that?™
“Don’t know—somewhere in Frauce,
I nuppose.’~—~Cassell’'s Journal

With the Fingers!
Says Corns Lift Out
Without Any Pain )

You reckless men and women whe
are pestered w'th corns and who have
&t least once & week Invited an awful

the moment it

plied, snd simply shrivels the oo:.'l»
callous without inflaming or evem
ritating the & tisaue
skin. A sz Dottle of fressces
cosl very little al any of the
stores, but will positively rid
fest of every hard or soft
hardened callous., If your
hasn't any he can
:;r wholesals drug house

Y.

SEE! SEE!
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