aplaries.

“Ig between the A's and the C's,”
growled his victim, as he made his
getaway.—Cincinnatl Enquirer.
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THE STORY

Mervyn Holt ls engaged by &
man calling himself Masaroff as
a traveling companion. After a
short tour they put up at the
Woodcock Inn on Marrasdale
moor. They meet, casually, Mrs.
Elphinstone and BShella Merchl-
son. Mazaroff tells Holt they are
his wife and daughter and that
his real name is Merchison. That
night Mazaroff falls to return te
the inn and his disappearance is
unexplained. Holt meets Shella
and tells her of Mazarofl's disap-
pearance.

CHAPTER ll—Continued

willeir

He pushed me before him into a
room where Mrs. Elphinstone was evi-
dently walting breakfast for her hus-
band and daughter. She did not see
me at first, belng concerned with tea-
making, but she evidently rarognlzed
Mr. Elphinstone's step.

“Are you and Sheila never coming
to breakfast, Malcolm?" she demanded.
“The tea—" Then she turned and
saw me, and [ saw that she recog-
nized me as the young man whom she
had passed two days before. Mr.
Elphinstone pushed me forward.

“Marion!” he exclaimed. *“A truly
most wonderful and fortunate thing!
This young gentleman is the son of
my old friend Tom Holt!® Isn't it
extraordinary that he should drop on
me from the clouds like this? He
came—let's see, how did he come?
—oh, I remember now, Shella brought
him, to be sure.”

wyes” sald Shella, “and you've al-
ready forgotten why 1 brought him!
Mother,” she went on rapidly, “Mr.
Holt is staying at the Woodcock with
that old gentleman we saw him with
the other day—they're motoring. And
the old gentleman is lost, and Mr.
Hoit has been out all night searching
for him.”

Mrs. Elphinstone gave me @ polite
welcoming, If somewhat frigld hand-
shake.

“Then I'm quite sure Mr. Holt will
do with some breakfust,” she said, In
practical fashion. “Attend 1o him,
Shella."

“This 18 very kind of you,” I sald.
“put I really ought to be looking for
my missing friend.”

Mr. Elphinstone sat down, helped
himself to some fish, and after a few
reflective sips at a cup of tea, leaned
across the table toward his step-
daughter.

“How would It be to Inquire at High

“Good 1" sald Shella. “T'll take Mr.
Holt across there presently. That,”
she continued, turning to me, “is my
cousin, Verner Courthope's place—
High Cap lodge. We'll go see him.”

We each made a hurried breakfast
and set out. Our way lead toward the
hills and became rugged and lonely.

“My cousin has a small shooting
party at his lodge,” announced Sheila,
as we came In sight of our destination.
“There's himself, and his manager
(Courthopes are bankers, you know,
in the ¢ity), a man nawed Armintrade,
whow 1 loathe, and another man, a
London doctor, Eccleshure, whom 1 de-
test] 1 suppose we siall find them at
breakfust.”

She was evidently well acqualinted
with High Cap-lodge and Its arrunge-
ments, for without any ceremony oOr
delay she led me ln by the frout hall,
down a passage, and thrust open the
door of a room that looked out on a
fine stretch of moor. Three men,
lounging around a well-spread break-
fast table, turned in astonishment at
our entrunce, examining me closely.

LhmwntmﬁnMcltm
look at them, individually and collec
tively. For | remembered that when
Mazaroff had intimated to me that he
wanted to spend that first day at the
Woodeock alone, he had also said
that there was a man In the neigh-
borhood whom he wunted to see on
business,. And for the moment it
flashed upon me that as all these
{hree men were from London, the mun
to whom he referred might be one of
them: tWwo, at any rate, were con-
pected with banking snd financial mat-
nu-.m.lln.illm‘rdlm
hy that time, was Mazaroff.

But 1 got no help from my inevitably
superficlal examination of the three.
e, obviously the host, was a young-
ish man of a somewhat heavy and

friend of Mr. Elphinstone., Mr, Holt

‘is staying for a day or two at the

Woodcock, where he came with a
friend, Mr, Mazaroff, In Mr. Maza-
rof’s car, Last night Mr. Mazaroff,
who is an elderly man, went out on
the moor, and he's never returned.
Have you or your people heard or seen
anything of him?"

I'll do Verner Courthope the justice
to say that he showed some polite
concern In the matter. Neither he nor
his two guests could tell me anything,
but Courthope went out with Shella
and myself to a shed at the rear of
the lodge, where two gamekeepers and
some other men were walting, and of
them he made Inquiries, That re-
sulted in nothing, but he promised
thltlnlhocournotth.du'nshoot-
inlhamdhhput:wouldheptholr
eyuandnnopenuthwwutlbout
the moors.

Sheila and I presently went away in
the direction of Marrasdale tower. We
had walked some little distance in
silence when she suddenly turned on
me with a look which showed me that
she felt Instinctively certain that L
out of sheer youthful sympathy, would
understand what she was going to say.

“If a man's known by the company
he keeps,” she sald, almost bitterly,
«what about my cousin Verner? Did
you ever see {wo more utterly detest-
able men than Armintrade and Eccle-
share! 1 loathe the sight of them!
And—and yet my mother wants me to
marry Verner Courthope; Inslsts on
it] Well—] just won't—won't!"

1 was so much tuken aback by this
sudden outburst of Intimate confidence
that 1 lost my tongue, and could only
stand looking at my companlion. She
reddened a little under my gaze, but
her attitude became sull more confl-
dentlal and appealing.

«] daresay you think I'm an awful
ass for saying things like that?” she
sald hurriedly. “But—you're young,
and there's nobody about here who
{s. You wouldn't llke to be forced
into doing what you don’t want to do,
would you?”

“From what 've seen of you," 1
sald, “1 should say that nobody could
make you do what you don't want to
do!"

«] wish my own mother would see
that,” she responded quickly, “She's
been trying to force Verner Courthope
on me for the last twelve months !
And—1 won't!”

“Why i1s Mrs. Elphinstone so keen
about it?” 1 Inquired.

“Oh, 1 don't know!” she sald, half
impatiently. *“She and his mother—
my aunt, you know—sort of settled It
between them. Verner, now that his
tather’s dead, 1s nominal head of the
pank, and he's plles of money. And
I'm afrald my mother is fond of any-
body and anything that's mixed up
with money.”

“And Mr, Elphinstone? 1 suggested.

«Mr. Elphinstone is about as useful
ulppe-]touomdtbchllull
his library,” she answered.

“What are you going to do, then?"
1 asked.

She gave me an arch glance—and,
for the first time, though 1 had looked
at her clogely enough before, 1 saw
something that gnve me a start. There
was the slightest, the very slightest
supldqao\'tcntllnhorloﬂ eye,
just as there was—but more defined
and noticeable—in Mazaroff's.

“Do?* she sald. *What, to check-
mate my mother and Vernert Why—
I'l marry somebody elsel”

We exchanged very candid glances
at that.

“Ig—is there anybody else?” 1 asked.

ghe looked at me from under her
eyelashes.

“No!" she answered.

1 don’t know what 1 was going to
eay then. 1 have a vague notion that
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I was very near a blunt declaration
that I had fallen in love with her at
first sight. But at that moment we
turned the cormer of & plantation,
and came across Mr, Elphinstone, who
was mooning along with a sort of
alpenstock In his hand, and obviously
lost in the clouds or mists of his own
reflections. He came to earth with a
start on seelng us.

“Oh, ah, to be sure!™ he exclaimed.
“] belleve 1 was coming to meet you
Holt—you must come and lunch with
“I

I Interrupted him, peremptorily: It
was the only thing to do,

“It's awfully kind of yeu, sir™ 1
sald, “but I can't do anything until
I've found or heard of Mr. Mazaroff.”

“What'll you do, now?' inquired
Shella.

“Get hold of the pblice and have a
thorough search of the district made,”
I answered. “And there's no time to
be lost, so you'll excuse me if T hurry
away."”

I went off without more ado—I1
knew very well that I should see her
agaln before the day was out and in
other days to come.

I went on across the “moor tu the
Woodcock. Webster was standing on
the road before the open door.

“Heard anything?" 1 demanded as I
got near him.

“Not a word, sir,”* he replied. “Noth-
ing! There's two meb walting for

“And Yet My Mother Wants Me to
Marry Verner Courthope.”

you inside. Mr. Holt—want some In-
formation, One's a police sergeant;
the other's & mewspaper reporter.”

“Then it's got out, Webster,” I said,
“wThat makes it all the stranger.”

“Oh, it's all round the district by
now, Mr. Holt,” he answered. “Every-
body knows he's missing. But I've
peither seen nor heard anybody who
saw him last night—it would seem
as If he clean disappeared when he
walked out of that door.”

“There's no doubt of that, Webster,”
{ sald. Truth to tell, I was already
wondering If Mazaroff had made a
clean disappearance on purpose. By
this time he might be In London,
vanished for the second time in his
life, and for practically the same
cause. But that was all surmise: 1
turned to the inn.

wwell,” I sald, “come in, Webster,
and let's hear what these fellows
want.”

The policeman Introduced himself as
Sergeant Manners of the county con-
stabulary, stationed at Marrasdale;
the reporter as Mr. Bownas, distriet
representative of the leading county
newspaper and of one of the London
press agencies. Manners was a big,
military-looking man; Bownas a little,
ratty chap, content te scribble in his
book while the sergeant did the ques-
tioning. That quickly turned to a
point which, it was very plain to see,
the police mind considered all im-
portant.

“This gentleman now, sir,® asked
the sergeant, when 1 had given him
the maln facts of the case, “he'd be a
wealthy gentleman, no doubt 7

“You may take It that Mr, Mauazaroff
is & wealthy man,” | answered.

“and im that case likely to have
wealth on him when he walked out of
this house, no doubt?” continued the
sergeant. “Valuables, of course.”
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Water Filtration Has Curbed Disease Spread

About 1887 It was announced by
Percy Frankland and others that sand
filtration removed nearly all the bac-
teria In water. Five years later came
the outbreak of cholera In Hamburg,
and a striking demonstration wos af-
forded of protection through filtra-
tion. Hamburg and Altona, two citles
uth!lhrlm.bo!huedtln river
as a source of water supply. Hamburg
used unfiltered water; Altona filtered
its supply. When cholera infection of
the river water occurred, Altona es-
eaped with only a few cases. Ham
burg, on the other hand, had an enor-
mous namber.

Following the rapld advance of the
sclence of bacterinlogy in the "S0¢ and
W0s, It was natural to consider the
possihility of purifying drinking wa-
mhythﬂdlﬂudﬂndﬂlm
fectants. The first systematic nse of
ehlorine In water s credited to Hous
ton and McGovern In England In 1904
and 1905, The present world-wide use
of ehlorine disinfectant of public wa-
ter supplies. however. Is due largely
to the work of George A Johnson,

who, In 1008, used bleaching powder
(“chloride of lime") fot the purifien-
tlon of Jersey City's water supply.—
New York Times.

——i.

A Fair Cop

For years and years and years—
no, let us start again: For wenary
hours the angler sat watching his
float. It never moved. save wien a
ripple of the river made it tremble
and raised false hopes In his heart

Then, with the snort of an enraged
bull and the foot-tread to match, the
village constahle came to him,

“Fishing ain't allowed in this pond.”
he snapped. “Peat it!” 4

The fisherman turned hored eyes to
him and jerked the hook out of the
water.

oP'm not fshing.” he replied. with
weary sarcasm In his volce, “I'm
tenching this worm te swim.”

“A.a-rh!” snorted the policeman
trinmphantly. “Then come along with
me. Bathing ain’t allowed In the pond
withont costumes, aud be alu’t got

one onl”

“He carried a lot of ready money,”
1 sald.

“Wateh and chain, likely? be
asked, with a knowing look.

“An exceedingly valuable watch and
chain—gold,” I replied. “And, it you
want to know, he had a very fine dia-
mond In his necktle, and another In a
ring on his left hand. He'd also a
solid gold cigar case and a solid gold
matchbox.”

The sergeant gave me an emphatle
nod.

“rhen I'll tell you what It is!™ he
exclaimed. “And no mistake either!
This s a case of murder and rob-
bery! What!—here's a gentleman
with all that on him walks out on a
lonely moor in fuli view of all those
drover chaps that was about here last
night and comes from Lord knows
where—why, of course, some of 'ens
followed him, and did him In for what
they could get! Murder, sir—that's
what It is, and followed by robbery—
pever heard of a clearer case!”

“If it is s0,” 1 asked, “how Is It
that his body hasn't been found?”

“Ah!" he answered, glving me a
glguificant look. *“You don't know
these parts, sir, They're wllder nor
what you'd think. There's places here
where you could drop a body, quiet
like, and nobody'd ever find it. Dog
holes, Lots of pleces. I should say
that, if you meant to do it, you could
hide the vestiges of a crime for ever
on Marrasdale moor."”

“What are you going to do? 1
asked.

“Well,” he replied reflectively, “it'll
have to be reported to headquarters.
There'll be a proper search made, and
inquiries. Of course, In my opinion,
it's as 1 say—some o' them drovers
has done him In and rifi~d his pockets.
We must circulate the news far and
wide—Mr, Bownas here’ll put pleces
in the papers.”

Mr. Bownas waved his notebook.

“It'll be in every principal newspaper
in England, London and provincial,
tomorrow morning,” he announced.
“You haven't got a photo of the miss-
ing gentleman?”

“No!” 1 replled. “And I'm not at
all sure that the missing gentleman

will like so much publicity. If he
turns up—"

The sergeant laughed,

“Turn up!” he exclaimed. “Lord

bless you!—he'll never turn up, not It
he went out with all that valuable
property on him. Murder and rob-
bery |—that's what it is.”

And with a final remark to the

expected It to work out as he had
predicted, the two went away.

What the local police did I don't
know, but when darkness fell that
night 1 was still without news of
Mazaroff, Nor did we get any during
the next day, and when the third
night after his disappearance came,
I began to feel certain that that dis-
appearance was premeditated and In-
tentional, and that he had just cleared
out in order to avoid the revelationsa
of which he had spoken to me.

It was just coming gray dawn on
the third morning, snd 1 was awake,
wondering what to do, when a knock
came at my door. 1 sprang out of
bed, opened it, and found Musgrave
and Webster, half-dressed, in the pas-
sage. The landlord gave me a look.

“They've found him!" he whispered,
“Leastwise, they've found—" He
seemed to choke at that, and I turned
eagerly to the chauffeur. He, too,
showed signs of unwillingness, But
he got some words out.

“They've found a budy, Mr. Holt,”
he sald. “Some pluce on the moors—"

“Relver's den,” Interrupted Mus-
grave. ¥

wAnd brought it here,” continued
Webster, “It—the fact is, sir, the—
the head's—the features, you know—
But the eclothes, sir—they're

I dressed hastily and went down
with them to the outhouse wherein
its finders, a local policeman and a
game watcher, had lald the body, 1
am not going into details about It here
—but. as somebody muttered, there
were stoats and weasels and simmllar
carnivorous animals in hundreds on
those moors, Still, those were Maza-
roff's clothes, and there was the birth-
mark he had told me of.

The news had already spread, and
Manners, the sergeant who had ques-
vioned me, chme hurrylng along. He
examined the clothing. There was
not as much as a penny plece left in
the pockets; watch, chaln, rings,
pocketbook, papers, were all gone, He
turned on me with a look that was
as triumphant as It was significunt.

“What did 1 tell you, eaptaln?” he
murmured. “Didn’t I say murder and
robbery? And wasn't | right? What
could be plainer?”

1 made no answer. | wus thinking
of other things. However he had
come by his death, the fact remalned
that Mazarofft was dead. And there
was I, as far us [ knew, the only per
son In the world who knew lils #ecret
—a secret which meant that 1 should
presently have to earry this strangest
of stories to Marrasdale tower.

L] L L L] L] L] .
Later in the morning Fecleshare
came to the Woondeock. He hnd heard

of the discovery, he sald. and had hur
ried over from High Cap lodge to
offer his professionnl services. And
just then up drove the local doctor
on the saume errand.  The two of them
went to the roum where the dend man
had been lnld out. They were there
wome time. At last Eccleshare came
hack, alone.

“yr. Holt,” he sald, as the poller
sergeant and 1 approached him, “you'
triend has been shot”

He made this announcement with «
urions gravity. But Manners and
wih let out, exciamations of astonie’
ment.

(TO BE CONTINUFOY

effect that this was a bad Job, and he |
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Mexico’s Great Future

A Long Ride

Ten New Commandments
A New Gangster Killing

ECENT visits to Mexico convince

this writer that to help in bullding
Mexico's prosperity would be one way
to build up United States prosperity
The Mexicans possess an empire ol
unsurpassed beauty, fertility, mineral
lund other wealth. The Mexican peo
| ple are hard, patient and skillful
workers, and hundreds of thousands
| of Mexicans could, and gladly would,
| learn mechanical skilled trades, well
| pald.

l Some of the billions that our baonk-
| ers lend so cheerfully to Europe, oot
| always to get them back, could be lent
| to greater advantage and more safely,
to Mexico. To help in bullding a
greater and wealthier Mexico would
be to create new and rich markets
tor the United States.

Every new good road In Mexico
would mean many American automo-
biles sold. Every Mexican, helped by
credit to attain prosperity, would
mean & new customer for American
made goods, pending the building up
of all industries in Mexico.

This is the continent that interests
us. And the pations that should have
pur sincere and generous co-operation,
ars our nearest neighbors, Canada on
the north, Mexico on the south. To
build, north and south, with the ald of
our unlimited wealth, the honor and
deserved friendship of these (two
countries, would be to make this
North American continent forever in-
vulnerable to attack.

This is a land of long distance. To-
day's run of 300 miles is an average
trip. Presently, when the new high-
way is built, from Seattle, along the
Pacifle, through Washington, Oregon
Californla, Mexico and on down 10
Panama, you will be able to take @
long ride out here.

About one thousand miles, in &

you can do at present.

The unemployment problem is vis
ible, even on desert roads. Men seek-
Ing work, walk wearlly, the young
men carrying nothing. The oider men
familiar with & hard life, carry heavy
bundles, often as big as the man, bed-
ding, extra shoes, clothes, etc. Thelr
lot i8 made harder by the wave of
crime, which makes automobile driv-
ers afrald to carry their less fortunate
tellow men. Stories of good-natured
drivers, robbed, or shot and robbed as
a result of “giving a lift" caused the

majority to harden their hearts and
drive on.
Will Hays, who knows what 99 per
cent of Americans want, promulgates
a new picture morals code to mrel
tLe “talkie” emergency. The audiences
of 22,000 theatres in this country, and
250,000,000 human being that see
American pictures weekly throughout
the world are not to be corrupted.

No sympathy with crime, no pres
entation of crime heroes.

Law must not be ridiculed. This in-
cludes prohibition.

Marriage and the home must be
held sacred. Adultry never justified.

No white slavery, no sex abomina
tions. i

No ridiculing of religion or clergy:
men.

No “pointed profanity.”

No obscenity, no dances including
movements that could reasonably be
called obscene.

Cruelty to children and others, third
degree torture, electrocutions, hang-
Ings, must be treated carefully

Moses, coming down from the moun-
tain, could hardly do better. And the
pew code of morals Is accepted voluo-
tarily by the motion plcture industiry.
The motion picture magnales were
wise when they selected Will Hays
to keep them on the stfaight moral
path. -

moral code, It is permissible to tell of
a new gangster-inside-killing plan.
Novelty has Its charm. Charles M.
Curry and Harry Morhan decided that
the time had come to kill and rob
their partner, Angelo Frenl

They had Freni carry a shovel to an
auomobile, telling him he was to dig
up some buried “soup,” a high explos-
fve to be used on i« bank vault. ln the
automoblile they beat him to death, us
they supposed, then buried him, using
the shovel to dig his grave.

Frenl, who had only pretended to
be dead, and was put in a shallow
hole, dug his way out, and the would
be killers confess. Frenl, in the hos
pital, is proud to be the only man
grer dead, buried and self exhumed.
His mates confess, and he must go o
jall with them later, They told all
about his erfmes. That “honor among
thleves” seems to lack essential qual
Ities.

There Is terrible waste
squandering of oil resources. Compe
titive drilling, unnecessary number of
vells might be avolded by co-oper
ation under government direction. In
the Santa Fe Springs oil region, about
Los Angeles, at least §100,000.000
might have been saved on neediess
drilling alone and the waste of gas is
trightful, and thus far unavoldable.
Each 4,000 barrel well in Kettlemn
{{iMs pours out 100,000,000 cubic feel
of gos daily, practically all wasted.
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In the same time it takes a dose
of soda to bring a little temporary,
relief of gas and sour stomach,
phnup.nnkotwmm
ity completely checked, and the dat-

WRITE I? or Songe
for real profit, a publish Meritorious
songs at our own expense. Don’t send manu-
scripts until Iinform us w
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USE

GLENN’S
SULPHUR SOAP

perspiration, inseet bites,
30}’:#1"-" relieved at once by this re-
Sulphur beautitying tollet

nﬁluh'ml. Best for

Soft, Clear Skin
Robland's Btyptie Cotton, Me

March of Science

First Cook—What do you de with
yoursed now that the iceman is out
of a job?

Second Ditto—Well, the man who
collects installments on the electrie
refrigerator ain't such a bad sort.—
Life,

ACHES

_ There's scarcel an ache or
that Bayer Aspirin won't
ﬁonﬂly.ltmtmtbeuu&,

t it
ml;h. y
neura
Read proven

uiuulienthc}rdn_! Head-
Backaches. Neuritis and
and rheumatism,
ions for many

Bars Husband From Kitchen

The shah of Persia in the cowrse
of a recent public speech ridiculed
the “husband In the kitchen.” The
man who takes pride In his cooking
Is a nulsance, he stated, and advised
the I'erslan women not to respect the
man who ls always too willing to
help them around the house.

Kidney Disorders Are Too
Serious to Ignore.
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