mell
circuit,

BL‘T why smoke a pipe that smells
like burning insulation? , . . The
poor chap probably never heard of Sie
Walter Raleigh's favorite smoking mix-
ture. He doesn't know there's a tobacco
w0 mild and fragrant it gets the O. K.
of even the fussiest pipe-sniffer, He
doesn’t kiow that true mildness needa't
sacrifice body, flavor and “kick.” He
doesa’t kuow he can smoke a pipe all
. daylong without getting himself or any-
body else all hot and bothered. In other
words, he hasa't met Sir Wakter Raleigh.
Some day be will. Let's bope it's soon.
H_—
How to Take Care of Your Pipe

(Hins Na. £ Doao't use & sharp knife 10 desn
out the crboa. You may cut through the cake
1nd chip the wood. A lot of little “wood spon™
ke sway from the sweemess of & pipe. Use s
dull kaife or resmer. Sndfuwﬁuhodk!.

“How 10 Take Case of Your Fipe” Brown &
Willismson Tobacco Louunlie,
Kentucky, Dept. 58,

-B&‘

SR WALTER

RALEIGH
‘Smoking Tobacco

milder

It's

Bug vs. Bug
A luternal parasite named cocco-
phagus guerneyl, Introduced Into

Californla from Australln last year
has attacked as many as 50 per cent
of the mealy bugs In some orchards

Make dresses
bright as new!

DIAMOND DYES are easy tc
use; go on smoothly and evenly;
make dresses, drapes, lingerie lock
NEW., Never a trace of that re-dyed
lock when Diamond Dyes are used
Just true, even, new colors that hold
their own through the hardest wear
and wuhmﬁ)
¥ Diamond Dyes owe their superiori-
z to the abundance of pure anilines

ey contain. Cost more to make?
Bnrdy. But you pl%’ no more for

alers—15¢,

chmond<>Dy¢s
Highest Quality for 50 Years

1 ACTS OF unmln(z for Divine Heal-
Ing. i0e prager free. Uod's power destroxs
Glsease. Bt hotne or In Falth Banatorium,
Mabwl Emith, Rt § Holllster, Calif

H Huskles
jor Poultry

R.L Rede, Barred Rockss
A White Leghome—all from care
fully supervised locks of lasge birdsand
mature breeders, including world's rec.
ord strain, Also W. L. pullets, yesrling
hens and dey-old turkeys. Write for
prices at once as everything points o
greatly increased demand. Prompt

100 % live delivery guaranteed. 20 years'
wonderful reputation your safeguard,

{JayTedd) QUEEN HATCHERY
2330 15t Ave.  Sesttle, Wash.

Quarreling Again
Mrs. Gudjoy—0Oh, Henry, 1 won
three strulght rubbeérs of bridge thls
afterncon,
Mr, Gadjoy—How many did you
win that weren't stralght?

Stu\o’bw“
ughs

Don't let
coughs
and colds wear dowu
your strength and
vitality., Boschee's

Syrup soothes msrantl

ends co hsqu:ckly' “p
lief G ARANTEED.

Boschee's
Atall SYRUP

dmauu
w H (V9 , PORTLAND, NO, %3-1030.

pipe?”

The most eanual eye would plok out
Ballm Maxarof as & notable fAgure, A
man of affalrs, who rightfully olaimed
the attention of the multitude; yet
there was & genlality about him, & de-
moeracy of manuer, which reserved
! him no plonacle above his feMows but

made him one of them, Thaere Was AR
element of mystery about him too, but

it was not the sort 1o produce suspls
elon, but rather, of the type to Intrigue
and invite a friendly Interest.

|  Belng &0 obviously a real man and
#0 affable and open-handed, he wWip
ahout the last person in the world one
wiould think of as likely to have cre-
ated powerful enmitien or of being the

object of a wsinister pursuit and re-
venge. Why should anyone wish to
| do harm to this able, gonerous and

thoroughly lkable individunl?

Facts belng as they were and no
dark chapters In his life even hinted
at, It beoame all the more strange
that such things as afterward devel-
opsd should have befallen him; that
e should have become the center of
A mystery that was cunning, c¢ruel and
baflling

This Is & typieal J A Fletcher story
¢f the pusszle varlety This author's
popularity rests upon the fact that
he always has an entertalning tale
te tell and telly It ably His people
are always human and he never lokes
track of the many threads In his mys.
tery or falls 0 work out his puzsies
satisfactorily,

CHAPTER I

Mr. Muaro!f

=L 5

® was Dick Harker who first pot
me In .ouch with the man whose mys
terious murder, while In my company,
formed the basis of what came to bhe
famous In three coutinents as the
Mazarof affalr, Huarker and 1 were
old schoolfellows; we entered the

| army together us subalterns; we were

In the same battaiion throughout the
great war; we were wounded on the
same day, and lo the same scrap—a
fortnight before the armistice; we
were sent to the same home hospltal
and were eventunlly discharged from
1t at the snme time, each unfit for any
further military service, but for
tanately In possession of our full com
plement of limbs, Harker wnlked
fato my rooms one morning while |
was still at breakfast, and flung down
& copy of the Times, Indleating a blue
penclled advertisewent In the “Per
sonal® colummn

“That's your job, Mervyn,” he sald
fa his osunl direct fashion. *Get
busy I

1 took up the paper and read the

| gdvertisement before waking any re

mark.

“The advertlser, who hns recently
retorned to Eugland after a prolonges
absence, and ls desirous of making

| an extensive tour through the north

' desires the company of a bright,

| morning

ern ahires, In his private astomoblle,
LI

clable, well-gducnted. and welldn
formed young gentleman, preferably
an ex-officer, lopvallded out of the

gervice.  Applieations, with full and
precise detalls und references, to be
addressed Box M. 5343, the Times
ECA4"

I think It wos more out of curl
osity than anything that 1 replied to
that advertisement, pedting forth my
quulifications and detnlliing my refer
ences. Yot 1 never expected any re
ply: 1 knew well enough that there
were hundreds of men whose quallfi
catlung and references would be just
a8 ood as my own—why should 1 be
singled out?! It was therefore with
a good deal of surprise that, nboul &
fortnight later, | recelved and read
the followlug letter:

“Hotel Cecll,
“&th Reptember, 1910,

“My Dear Bir, | am much obliged
to you for your letter of the Zrd Au
gust. 1 think you and | would get on
together very pleasantly, and | shall
be further obliged to you If you will
call on me at this hotel tomorrow
aboyt  hal?  past  twelve
o'clock so that we moy have a little
talk. 1 remaln, my dear gir,

“Truly yours.
“SALIM MAZAROFF™

1 walked into the Hotel Cecll next
moruing at  precisely twelve-thiny
Eivdent!ly Mr. Mazaroff had already
glven certnln lostroctions aboat
for us soon as | lngonired for him, 1,
In my turn, was asked If | was Mr
Mervyn Holt, and on my nseenting.
wna handed over to an attendant who
whisked me off to a private—and
palatinl—sulte of rooms. He Installed
me In an antechamber, tnpped at an
inner doar, murmured my oame o
somebody within, closed the door, In
formed me that Mr. Mazarof wouldn't

e,

keep me one minute, and went awny

| Mpzuroff Wias

dlgcovered at onee that Mr
redlly & man of his
word, for before & minute had gone,
the door opened agnin, and he stood
thers with outstretelied hand,

| took 8 goood look at him ns | went
torward, 1 Judged bim fo be ubout
slx feet In helght; bis brendth cor
r(-!{:.ulzrh-li: altogether he gnve ohe the
fipresslon of blkness and  salldicy
His age It wis difficalt to estlimate
hisg brown hile and beard were gris
gled, nnd hetween Nis eyes and his
mustache there wns o good denl of
seam nnd wrinkle; he lonked ke o
mnn who has wenthered storms, and
been wnder flerce suns and drylng
winds. There wus n distinetive nlr of
good pature, gond hamor, even of
benevolence, ahout him, but It Wik
Bomewhnt diseounted by a long, shfrp
noke And closesst, small eyes, and
further by a eust In the left eye Fnt
his smile wus pleasiant epomgh: 8o wis
the twinkle of lils eyes, und thore wos

And |

nothing cold nor furtial about his
handshinke,

"3l to eew you,© he sald almost
wusquely,

The Mazaroft Mystery

by J. 8. FLETCHER

Illustrations by IRWIN MYERS

(@ by Alfred A, Knopf, Ina)
W. N. U Bervice
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1 was cortaln that wherever or how.
ever Mr, Mamaroff bad come by his
un-English name, he himself was a
Scotsman; there waos no mistaking
his accent.

“l hope you're feellng quite well
agaln after your wounds?™ he asked

“Quite fit, thunk you,” 1 answered.
“Fit for Ught work, nnyway.”

“Aye, wolll” he sald, vodding, “as
1 sald W my letter, 1 think you and
I'll get on very pleasantly, If you care
to come with an old fellow ke me*

*1 shull be pleased to go with you,”
I answered *1 hope 1 shall be able
to do all you want You think 1
shall ¥

“It's little | want but company.” he
replied. *I'm a lone man—neither
kith, kin, nor friends. [I've been out
of this country many years, and now
I'm back 1 just want to dander round
a bit, reelng plnces, An ldle time,
eh ™

“You've no fixed plan?’ | Inguired,

“No more than that we'll Just get
into my ear and go north,” he an-
swered, "Stopping where we like and

Mr. Mazaroft and | Spent a Couple
of Hours Over That Lunch and Our
Cigars and Coffee,

when we lke. [l tell you I've a
fancy for old towns, anything old
and gruy and cool, You take me?”

“The Great North road, then, will
he & good route to follow?" | sald
“l kpow that road and its surround-
Ingsg—well I™

“That's 1t!™ he exclalmed, Joyfully.
w“we'll do very well—just progressing
northward. I've no particular object
—except that when we get far north,
there's a place I want to turn aslde to

=—Marrasdale moor—Jjust to renew
acquuintance,  What about Llerms,
now?' he nsked, difidently,

“l think | ought to lenve that to

you, Mr. Magaro®,™ | answered. “I'd
prefer to.”
He gave a slgh of what, It was

plain, was sheer rellef.

“Thut's just what I'd llke you to
do.” he sald, slmply. “That's a thing
that gentlemen shouldn’t  barguin
about. Leave It to me—you'll not re-
gret It I'm a very rich man, nddle,
and rieh men are entitied to have
thele lttle games and fancles, eh?
‘.l.lll.'}' well, now—und when ean you
be ready to start?”

“Any time, with a couple of bhoury'
notice,” [ replled,

“ii00d=—good ! he exclalmed. *Then
I'i just tell you whal we'll do, Holt
Bring yonr kit nlong here this after
poon, and we'll start aboul five o'clock,
and run gently along ns far ng we
(ke before dinner time—there’ll be
some old town where we cin spend a
penceful evening and a quier night In
an old-tashioned hotel. [I've a fine
Rollg-ltoyee cur In the gurage, and &
thoroughly dependnble ehaufMeur, Web
ster. 8 trusty, good, sensible fellow,

and wa'll be right as raln, Come by
five o'clock. That'll sult you? UGood!
And now wo'll Just go down and tnke
a bit of lunch together™

AMr. Mazaroff and 1 spent a couple
of hours over that lunch and our
elgars and coffee, He proved hlm.
solf n knowing and genercvus host, and
& great talker. LHis tnlk was worth
Hetening to. 1 soon discovered that
he had seen many strange places and
peaples; without glving me any def
nite Information about himself or his
pursults, he let me know that he had
traveled extensively In varlous out.
of-the-wny parts of Asla and Afrien.
Presently 1 left hlm and went away
to mnke rendy for our fourney: at
five o'clock 1 wis back st the hotel
with my luggage, and by & guarter
past we were off,

We followed out Maxaroff's e of
Folng ns far as we liked, and stop-
ping where and when we chose It
was difflenlt to get Wim away from
towns |lke Stamford and Grautham—
ut York, after a preliminary Inspec
tion of the old elty, he announced his
Intention of staylng & week: we
stopped ten days,

All the way nporth, he was never
tired of drawing me out about the
wir, and my own dolngs In It It was
of no use to profess that one had
forgotten; he would have the whole
tale, And for all the youngsters who
had done thelr bit he professed an nd
miration which was akin to veritable
hero worship,

We got on together splendidly—he
wus an excellent, a fatherly and broth.
erly companion. At the end of a
month he and 1 were Inseparables,
We had then run tuto the erlsp Oc-
tober weather of the north, and were
on the southern edge of Northumber-
land, There, after consulting his
map, he gave his chauffeur orders to
cul acrosa country, north by west,
muking by way of Hexbham and Wark
for the wild lands beyond, and for a
particular place marked on the chart
as the Woodcock Inn on Marrasdale
moor.

When, rounding a heather-clad bloff
that sloped sharply down to our track,
we cnme In sight of the Woodcock
inn, 1 was amared to think that a
hostelry should be found In such
desert. It stood, & gaunt gray masa
of stone, on the edge of a great
woor ringed about by high bills—as
weritable a solitude as one could set
eyes on. Beyond It there was not a
slgn of human life or habitarion,

“What an extenordinary place for
an Inn!® 1 exclaimed as we moved

nearer. *What custom can they get
there
“l know this country,” Marazoff

pald. “Used to come here when | wan
a youngster, And though It's true
there 1su't & sign of Jife about us
except what's slgnified by the old lun
yonder, It's not such a desert as It
looks at fArst slght, There's nothing
on the moor—~Marrasdale moor—bhbut
you'll observe that there's valleys cut-
ting In between the hills that run
down to Ha edge? Well, there's vil
Inges In those volleys, and furmatends,
too, and more than ¢ne sixable coun-
try house. 1 mind them nll well
enough, laddle, though It's more years
than 1 eare to estimate since 1 set
e¢yes on them!™

“There'll be pm];l.- you remember,”
1 suggested, “and who'll remember
you?"

“Not after all thege yenrs!™ he un-
swered quickly, “And between you
and me and the post, Holt, I've po
wish to remember people, nor—more
particularly—to he remembered by
mnybody. 1 don't want It to be known
that I'm other than a complete stran
ger to the place”

1 wna wondering why he shonld be
so mysterloys about this, when we
drew up at the door of the lnn,

There wias A pinln board sign over
the wide, open door, undecornted save
for a faded palnting of A woodenck
fiying across o mooriand scene.  Be
nenth 1t In tarnished gilt letters ap-
peared the worde: “The Woodeock
Inn by James Musgrave"

D e T

Quantities of Amber Found in Baltic Basin

Amher has been mined for hundreds
of years In the so-called bine enrth of
the DBaltle basin, It I8 elnssifed ns
n fossll resln mnd geologista belleve
that severnl spectes of pines have had
a purt In the formation of the nmber
of the Baltle basin,

Pleces of amber are torn from the
sen fluoor and east up by the waves
They are collected at ebb tide by
genrchers who sometimes wade Into
the ses and with nets attached to
long poles drag to the bench the sen-
weed contalulng entangled masses of
amber, Dredges have also been gaed

Lithunniun enw amher 18 the prop-
erty of the goverument. Ench finder
has to dellver the pleces to adminis
trntors of the state's central depols

Term of Contempt
“Wop" |8 shortened from “wappn
rounn,” a Stelllnn localism for a good:
for-nothing fellow,

New York cliy's population has In.
crensed tenfold wince 1874,

of amber. Fallure to do so leads to a
charge of embezzlement

Amber has found 1ta grentest use in
the fashloning of ornaments.  Artisins
who mukes necklnces, broceleta and
brooehes turn the amber on A lathe
and pollsh It with whitening and
water, or with stone and all, tha final
luster belng tmparted by friction with
flannel.—New York Times,

Chalk That Up

Pat O'Hurn and Mike Murphy (who
strangely enough, were Irishmen) hnd
taken Jobs at a colllery. Fat one
morning broke lils shovel when he wos
down In the mine. Ha wns too Inzy,
however, to take It to the surface with
him, so he left It for his friend. writ
Ing on It In chalk:

*“Iuke my shovel out. Mike, I've for.
gotten 10"

But friend Mighnel know Pat of old
and refuged to he eaught by such o
trick. So he rubbed the messige off
and substituted one of his own:

“Tuke It out yourselfl. I've never
seen 1L"—loodon Auswers

“It wns Jinneshawa that had It
when 1 was st bere,” murmured my
companion.  “Dend and gone, no
doubt, all of them! And this man no
doubt'tl be Musgrave"

A mun bhad appeared at the open
door, und wns coming neross the rond
to ue, He was a mlddionged, good
looking fellow, Behind him cnme n
woman, & sharp-featured, alert, gqulek.
Iy observing womnn, who slipped past
the man and gnlned the slde of oor
ear first. It wos she who did the
talking.

*Good dny, ma'am,” sald Mre. Muen
roff,  “You'll be tho lundindy, no|
doubt Y—=ani] thix'll be your hushband? |
Aye, well now, we're thinking of
brenking our Journey hege for o duy
or two, perhaps for two or three, Just '
to look around®this grand country of ‘

yours, You'll have pceommodntion?”

“Oh, yes, Indeed, sir!" answered |
the womnn, tnking In the ear and s
ovcupants with appralsing eyes.  “Sluce
this motoring  beenme  Fashionnhle
we've a lot of custom, nnd we're pre
pared for ft. 1 think you'll find It |
comfortable, #ir," as she led the woy
Inslde.  “We've had customers herwy |
that sald they were sorry Lo leave It |
There'n a sliting room here, sir, that |
you can bhave all to yourselves™

Bhe showed us into oo old fashloned |
parlor, snugly furnished with sollid
old stuff, and Ughted by tall, narrow
windows that looked odt on the mour
and the bille: Mr. Mararoff, at the
mere slght of I, give & grunt of |
plensed  satisfaction, |

“Ave, ayel” he wald “This'll dn
grandly—keep this room for me,
ma'am, as long as we atop  Holt1”
he exclaimed. when he hiad conferred
with the luopdiady nbout dinner that
evenlug and she bad left us to our
seives, “This Is the gort of place ['ve
dreamed of, muny and miany a time
when I've been In places where there
wausn't the shade of a wall nor the
lenf of A tree o creep under<a eool
gray, sleepy, place where time seeoms
to stand still. T Hke this, Holt—and
we'll Just have a look round before
our dinner.” |

We weti! out to look eound It
needed pmnll powers of observation
on my part to show me thar Mr

Muazaroff wns as well gequuinted with
this old wayslde tin as Its Inbdiord
and landindy were. 1 eould see thi
he knew every stone of the
bulldings and every yard of thelr sur
roundingm ted gar
den at the slde of the house ; he wan
dered about It with the famillarity
of a mat who has known a place Intl
mately, As we were coming out of It
woe saw Musgrave at [ta gate.

We bad come up 1o the gnte and
a8 Musgrave was about toe open It
two ladles cnme In view from behind
the high wall, walking along the I,J:f
gross track by which we had motored
during the lust three or four miles of
our Journey, Musgrave lifted bis hat
as they glunced In our direction ; ench
gave him o nod and a smile as they
‘-u&nth on before the front of the Ihn

anclent

There was a wo

Al one of them | merely looked: to
the other 1 gave more attention, Khe
wos A girl of possibly twenty-one or

two yeurs, brown:halred, lght-colored
mlim and graceful In her country coul
and skirt, distrnetingly (UI |
conld see o that bref giance; the
other was n tall, hands
milddle age, somewhat stern and cold
In wmnanher, desplte the gracious re
sponse which she mnde to the Inni
lord's eivil greeting. From their
and appearance these were evidently
folk of Conmguenca,

I glanced at Mr, Magarof us the |
indles disappenred. [le was gnreing
after them, It secmed o me with un
usunl atteatlon,

pretty,

ome wormnnt of

irens

“Nolghbors of yours? he asked
suddenly, turning to Musgrave
“That's Mrs, Elphinstone, sir, of

Marrasdule tower,” roplled the lnnd
Jord, "Thats the blg old house across
the moor, Used to belong to Sir
Riehiard Cotgreave, adld  Marrasdale
tower—heen In that family hundreds of
years, by all aceounts, When BSir
Riehnrd died, a fow years since, this |
Mr, Elphinstone bought the place wnd
eame Lo lye here: most of the lnnd
hereabouts 18 his"

“Mrs. Elphlnstone, eh,"
Mazaroff, “And the young
Miss Elpbipstong, of course.™

“No, sir,” replied Musgrive. “The |
young Iady Is Misa Merchison—Mins |
Shelln, as we all eall ber. Mres Kl |
philnstone's dnughter by a previous
marringe, sir”

I fanecled | detected repewed Inter
est 1o the expression of Mr. Moza-
roff's face during this explanution.
But he was & good band ot coneenling
his  thoughte, and  he turned  and
wived his hand townrd the wide pros
pect before s

“So Mr, Elphinstone of Morrasdule
tower ownd most of what we see?” he
sugrented,

“Sell, not whnt you might ecall
most, sir,” roplled Mpsgeave,  Those
moors to the south and east. sir, High
Cap moors, they beling 10 a London
gentlemnn, Mr. Verner Courthope, s
bunker. He's got a shooting box right
In the middie of ‘em—High Cap lodge
they enll It—and he's there now, with
# smnll shooting purty,

With ocenslonul blte of gossip of
thia sort, out first evenlng at the
Woodcoek wentr off very plensuntly,
I wondered what we were golng to do
with ourselves next diny In so solithry
a plece. But Mr. Muzaroff, It seemed
hnd notlong of hils own, which he
promptly explalned on comlng down
to breskfast,

(TO BE CONTINUEL)

sald Mr. |
Indy t— |
|

that
gnsh

Put yoursolf right wllh natare by
chowing Feen-a-mint. Worke mlidly
but eMectively In small dowes, Modors
w= gifo — sclontific. For tho family,

ALK PON
ORI0INAL
e

The Cherving Gum

LAXATIVE
No Taaste But the Mint

FOII CONITIPATIOH

The X Type

Dean Herbert Howkes of Colum-
bia was tnlking about the revised
currleulum to go Into ofect In the
autumn, “The ehange," he said, “will
minke unlversity lfe pleaspnter, hat
It won't moake it luxer. Quite the
contrary.

"I think 1t will do nway with the
student of Exe's Lype

“Young Exe sauntered Into n tele-
graph office and wrote out A tele
grnm. ‘The clerk ran over It severnl
tUmes, then e sald;

“'T ean't muke out whether this
rends “no funds" or “no fun™'
“AOh, well!' snld Exe, *what's the

difference? ™

Mothers . . .Walch
Children’s COLDS
COM.“UN head colds often “setele®

in throat and chest where they may
become dangerous. Don’t take a
chance — at the fint sniffle rub on
Children's Musterole once every hour

Jw hours., o

ildren's Musterole in just good old
Musterole, you have known so long, in
nulder form,

Wotking like the trained maneur, this
famous blend of oil of mustand, camphaor,
menthol and other ingredients brings
relief naturally, Ir penerrates and stimu=
Jates blood cireulation, helps to draw out
infection and pan,

Keep full strength Musterole on hand,
for adults and the milder — Children's
Mustercle for little rors, Al druggists

CHTLDRENS

Admiration
Mrs. A—My hustond adwmires
everything about me—my halr, my
eyes, my hands, wy volee—

Mra. B—Well, what do you adwmlre
I[H'ul him?
Mrs, A -=Why, hls good tnste,

Gold Mining in Nova Scotia
Gold winlog hng had a distinet re-
vival In Nova Scotla during the Inst
fow yeury, anid operntlong are reports
ed on a doren or more old mines,
Preduction. however, s wtill lmited
to n few thousand ounces annually,

Wants All.the f
World to Know

"About ten years ago I got
80 weak and rundown that |
felt miserable all over, One day
my husband said, *Why don't
(,u take Lydia E. Pinkham's

egetable Compound?” When
[ hat taken two bottles [ felt
better 80 I kept on, My little
daughter was born when | had
been marred twelve years,
Even my doctor said, 'It's
wonderful stuff.’ You may
publish this letter for I want
all the world to know how this
medicine has helped me.”"—
Mrs, Homten Jones, 208 48th
Street, Union City, N, ).

Lydig2Ee-Pinkiam's
Veﬂetahle Coigun:

i I 1»,1]..:1‘ Med |.. (RN “\\.“"




