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It Still Grows
Booth Tarkington sald at a dinner
in Indianapolis:

“Our nultra-modern writers—the
superrealists and so on—condemn
Robert Louls Stevenson, but R. L.
8.'s popularity grows and grows.

“A friend of mine visited Samoa
last year.

“"What do you Samoans do for a
Uving? he asked an urban native,

“‘Oh,’ sald the native, with a
smile, ‘we sell coconuts, and birds of
paradise, and R. L. 8.'s inkwell’"”
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THE STORY

Mervyn Holt is engaged by a
man calling himself Masaroff as
a traveling companion. After a
short tour they put up at the
Woodeoek Inn on Marrasdale
moor. They meet, casually, Mrs.
Elphinstone and Sheila Merchi-
son. Mazaroff tells Holt they are
his wife and daughter and that
his real name Is Merchison. That
night Masaroff fails to return to
the Inn and his disappearance is
unexplained. Holt meets Bhella
and tells her of Masaroff's disap-
pearance. They go to her cousin's
(Verner Courthope) shooting box
hoping to find some word of Ma-
saroff. ‘There they meet Mr.

?utrsd' and Doctor Eccle-
share. Holt Is questioned by Po-
lice Sergeant Manners and a re-
porter, Bownas. Mazaroff's mur-
dered body Is found. Crole, Ma-
saroff’s lawyer, and Maythorne,
private detective, arrive. Valu-
able diamonds that Mazaroff usu-
ally earried are missing. Mrs
Elphinstons scoffs at the Idea
that Masaroff is Merchison.

CHAPTER Ill—Continued
.

“Nothing absurd, ma'am, In my tell.
ing you that,” retorted Crolé, with
the least touch of asperity. “Holt,”
turning to me, “you will just tell us
precisely what Mazaroff confided to
you, the second night of your stay at
the Woodcock. Tell the whole story.”

I told the whole story, as we all
stood there In'that little room. But,
though I watched Mrs. Elphinstone
closely during my narrative, I saw no
slgn of any wavering on her part.

“The thing's absurd!” she declared
in the end. *“Utterly absurd! The
man was probably some adventurer
who had got hold of certaln facts
about Merchison's . past history, and
wanted to make money out of his
knowledge I" 5

“Um!" Crole sald quletly. *“Now
that, ma'am, If you will pardon me for
using plain speech to a lady, is In-
deed an utterly absurd suggestion!
Mr. Mazaroff, er, as we should call
him, Mr. Merchison, so far from being
a needy adventurer, was a wealthy
man, a very wealthy man! And Iif
you pardon  me. still . further, I
will’ put something before you.
If this man was, as he asserted him-
self to be, and as we shall probably
prove, Andrew Merchison, who mar-
ried you twenty-two or three years
ago, your second marriage with Mr.
Elphinstone is no marriage at alll
You are still, In law, Mrs. Merchison,
and—" i

“What is all this leading up to?”
demanded Mrs. Elphinstone. “I—"

distinet impression that he bas died

intestate.” Go.
*“Well—and what has that to do

me!" questioned Mrs. Elphin-

“Merely this, md'am. If he was
Merchison, and you his wife, and this
young lady your child, you and she
between you, for every penny
left! And there will be a great
y pennles, or I'm a Dutchman!
advice to you, ma’'am, Is this—be-

settling on an attitude of in-

With this Crole made one of his
old-fashioned bows and walked out,

and I followed him, leaving mother
and daughter standing looking at each
other, . As we passed the gates, Crole

pulled out & snuffbox and took a
hearty pinch,

“That’'s a d—d fNiot-llke woman,
Holt,”  he sald. cynlcally, *“Hard—

burd—and obstinate I

My own impressions of Mrs. Elphin-

Illustrations by Irwin Myers

cabin trunk or no cabin trunk, monu-
ment or no monument, I belleve that
Sallm Mazsroff was Andrew Merchl-
son, and that he was murdered as
Merchison, and net as Muzarofl.”

“As—Merchison?” I exclalmed, paus-
ing In sheer surprise. *“But—who
knew him, here, as Merchison?”

“That's got to be found out, my
lad!” he answered, with a knowing
look,

We found Maythorne standing at
the door of the inn, In company with
Musgrave: Maythorne gave Crole a
sort of informing smile as we came up
to them. !

“Mr. Musgrave has just made a dis
covery,” he sald “His gun is miss-

“Not three months since I gave
twenty pounds for it !" Musgrave mut-
tered. “Very near brand new it waf|
Couldn't have belleved it could ha'
been taken from there, nelther.”

“And where was It taken from?”
asked Crole,

“It was taken from the private sit-
ting room that Mr. Holt there, and the
dead gentleman had,” replied the land-

Mrs. Elphinstone.

lord, with a glance at me. “Hung on
the wall, on two hooks It was, just
inside the door—you may ha’' noticed
it, Mr. Holt?"

“Yes, 1 noticed a gun there, cer-
tainly,” I replied. *“But—I1 hadn't no-
ticed that it had gone.”

“Nor me—only I haven't been Into
that room this last two or three days,”
sald Musgrave “It was the missis
that found It out-—she came to me
about it just now. Of course, some o'
them drover chaps poked their noses
in there, and, seeing nobody about
helped themselves to it |—easy enough,
that would be.”

“Was the gun loaded?’ asked May-
thorne. *“1 suppose not?”

“Well, it was,” admitted Musgrave,
“l kept It londed—you pever know
what you may want In a lonely place
ke this.”

“Dangerous, though, to keep a loaded
gun about, don't you think?" sald
Maythorne, good humoredly, “By the
bye, what sort of cartridges were
there In your gun?

“Kynoch's, number twelves,” replied
Musgrave, promptly. “Always usd
those.”

“That might help you In tracing the
gun,” remarked Maythorne. “You
should tell the police that” He
turned from the landlord towards the
moor, motioning Crole and myself to
follow him. “I'm golng to have a
look at this Reiver's den,” he sald
“Petter come with me. 0Odd, Isn't it,
that Musgrave's gun, loaded with num-
ber twelves, should disappear on the
very night on which Muzaroff is shot

dead? Didn't you tell us, Mr. Holt,

The Mazaroff Mystery

By J. S. FLETCHER .

(§. by Alfred A. Knopf, Inc)

that the doctor showed you some shot
which he called number twelves?”

“He did,"” I assented.

“l suppose this doctor—what's his
name — Eccleshare? — knows number
twelves from number tens? he sug
gested,

“He's a shooting man, himself,” 1
replled. “Staying at High Cap lodge
with a shooting party.”

“Ah, then he’'d know what he was
talking about,” he remarked, and
turned from me to Crole. “Well—and
Mrs. Elphinstone?”

Crole told him all about our doings
at Marrasdale tower as we walked
across the moor. He listened and sald
littlee But I noticed that his eyes
grew brighter and his whole air more
alert when we came to Relver's den—
a black, gloomy, eerle; just the place
for murderous deedas. There was a
local policeman on guard there; he
showed us the place where Mazaroff's
body had lain and been dlscovered.
This was amongst a mass of gorse and
bramble at the foot of an almost per-
pendicular rock, some thirty to forty
feet In height.

“My mate, what found bhim,” the
policeman said, in a confidential whis-
per, “he says as how when he first
come across him, he thought as the
gentleman had fallen over them
erags in the darkness, But of course
he hadn't—and ‘cause why? If he'd
ha' fallen from there, he'd ha' broken
his neck and every bone in his body;
big, heavy man llke that he was. And
there wasn't no bones broken. My im-
pression, gentlemen, 18 as how he was
murdered first, and carried here after-
ward. Look how these here shrubs 18
trampled down [*

Maythorne was closely examining
the surroundings: 1 noticed that he,
too, was appareuntly struck by the evl-
dent trampling of the gorse and bram-
ble. Once or twice he stopped, as if
to look closer at his objects—once 1
saw him pick something from the
ground and thrust it Into his walst-
coat pocket. Presently he came back
to where Crole and I stood with the
polliceman. ;

“If a gun were fired In this ravine,
those rocks would give back a fine re-
verberation,” he vbserved. Then he
looked at the policeman. “You didn't
hear anything that night?' he asked
with a smile.

“] heard nothing,” agreed the police
man. *“Don't know nobody as did,
neither, There's a cottage by here—
just back o' that clump o' beech—the
folks there, they didn't hear nothing.
Not—nothing whatsoever!”

“Oh, there's a _cottage there, Is
there?” sald Maythorne. “And who
lives In It?”

“0ld shepherd and his missis—Jim
Cowle, his name 1s,” replied the police-
man. “I was talking to him about this
affair just now—they heard nothing.”

Maythorne turned away, towurd the
clump of beech. We followed him,
along a parrow track that ran at the
foot of the rocks under the lower
branches of the trees, and went up a
flagged path to the cottage door;
Maythorne knocked; a woman's volce
bade us enter,

Inside, at a round table drawn up
« front of a turf fire, an old man and
an old woman sat. At sight of us, the
old woman rose, politely, but the old
man stuck to his seat, eyelng as with
no friendly glance. He got In the
first word, too, surllly, before May-
thorne could address him.

“Don’t know nothing about that
there affair In the denm yonder!" he
growled *Tell'd the policeman just
now we nelther heard nor see'd any-
thing, and don’t want no bother
about It.”

“My good friend!™ sald Maythorne,
soothingly. “We only wanted to ask
you where this footpath, that crosses
Relver's den, and goes outside your
garden, leads to? We're strangers.”

“There now, master!” remarked the
old woman, glancing reprovingly at
the old man. “You see now l—this
gentleman's only asking his way. The

stone were precisely those which’ Mr.
Crole expressed so emphatically. Bat
1 was just then thinking of other
mAatters,

“If the real Andrew Merchison was
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When Armies Meet in.Blttle on Chessboard

The principles of cheas are based on
the struggle of every-day life. It is a
bettle between two armies of equal
strength, fought on a fleld of 64
squares, Victory usually perches on
the more proficient of the two gener
als In /ommand. In a technical sense,
the capture of the opposing king Is
not permitted, yet when the capture Is
Inevitable, the game s ended This
fact seems to escape the recognition
of many players, who direct their en-
tire energles to the capture of pleces
or. pnwns, when consistent play would
indiente an easy road to victory
throngh the medium of a checkmate
The temptation te proceed with the

northwest & mile and a haif
Christopher wstreet. the Hudson
river forming the buse of a sort of
uneqoal triangle.

attack before all the pawns are In the
fleld is a great ome, but such prema-
ture attacks are usually abortive and
frequently result In disaster. Chess
literature abounds In examples of
games In which disaster and defeat
were a direct consequence of the fail

Birds Named Themselves
The peewee named itself by its eall,
and bob white wrote itr name Into
his greeting. By his eall. the ewckoo
has made himself an International
character, while the echickadee has
Individualized fitself in Its utterance.
When asked what's In & name, the
birds might reply: “We have put most
of ourselves Into them. and they have

been most excellert advertising.”

Don’t Be a Wabbler
Concentrate all your thoughts gpon
the work in hand The stn's ruys dv
not hurn aotll braght to a focus.—
Alexander Grabham Bell

path, sir?—Iit leads a.ross the moor
to High Cap lodge, sir; Mr, Court-
hope's place.”

“Then It makes a short cut to—
where, now?" asked Maythorne.

“Well, sir, it's & short cut from
Mr, Courthope’s to Birnside, and to
the Woodcock,” replied the old woman.
“But It's little used, sir—It's lttle
better than a sheep track.”

“And we didn't see nobody along it
that night, neither one way nor
t'other,” growled the old man. “Don't
know nothing-—ain't got nothing to
tell—nothing |*

We backed out, closed the door,
and went away., Maythorne smiled—
Inscrutably,

“All the same, Mazaroff followed
this path,” he said. “Why? Did he
want to go to High Cap lodge?—Mr,
Courthope's place? Or—had he been
there and was coming away from It?
Who knows? However, I want to go
up to the top of those rocks."

He turned off the path, and began to
make his way to the head of the
ravine through the scrub and under-
growth, Crole and 1 followed. We
came out on a sort of plateau, over-
looking the black depths In which
Mazaroff's body had been found. And
there, a solitary figure, stood another
old man, older, It seemed, than the
crusty and ancient fellow we had just
left; grayer, more gnarled and wrin-
kled, but erect and alert, and evi-
dently quick of hearing as a boy, for
at the first sound of our approach he
turned sharply upon us.

“The place already =ttracts the curl-
ous,” he observed, half-ironleally.

“We have something more than 1dle|
curlosity to bring us here, sir,” re-
torted Crole, almost sharply. “We are
the dead gentleman's friends! May
I In my turn ask—as you seem Inter-
ested In the matter—if you can tell
us anything to help us?”

The old man smiled, und looked
from one to the other.

“Well, I could tell you of something,
but whether it will help you or not I
don't know. Yet—Iit might. 1 heard
a gun discharged—hereabouts—on the
night this man was missed,”

“And about what time would that
be?" Inquired Crole,

“About what Is usually my bedtime,”
replied the old fellow, *“Ten o'clock.”

Crole looked at Maythorne. *“That
must have been the shot,” he sald,
musingly.

Just then the policeman at the foot
of the rocks, who had been pottering
about the bushes, looked up, and
waved his hand excitedly.

“Come down herel” he shouted
“I've found something, A gun!"

We began to descend the rocks to
the dense undergrowth amidst which
the policeman stood. He was gingerly
handling a sporting gun, and as we
drew up to him, he nodded toward a
clump of overgrown gorse.

“Shoved In beneath that!™ he ex-
claimed. “That's where It was.”

Maythorne opened the breech—there
were two cartridges in the barrels;
one, In the choke-bore barrel, had been
discharged, He glanced at Crole,

YANGTZE

it was along the eastern coast of
China that David first saw the
Yangtze river. Yangtze spoke to him
at once and sald:

“Pve hoard from Geo, David, that
you've talked to other rivers, and 1
hope you're not so weary of river
ramblings and talk but what 1 can
tell you my story too.”

“Yes,” sald David, with a certaln
amount of pride, “I've become quite
well aequainted with rivers, but |
should love te hear your story,
Yangtze. It will be wonderful when
I get back home to say I've talked to
the Yangtze river way over In China.”

Yantze smiléd a Jolly, happy smile.

“If I talk too much,” he sald, “you
may stop me, but you can't stop me
from flowing In a river way. I've a
river brother who {s Important around
here too, named the Yellow river or
Hwang Ho. Between us we've bullt
ap a great plain and they've helped
us with canals so as to enable people
to get from one rice fleld to another.
We're all mighty fond of rice. Most
of the blg ports such as Canton and
8hanghal and Tientsin are near our
mouths.”

David really didn't mind how much
Yangtze talked. He loved hearing the
Chinese names. To him they had al
ways been names he had never ex-
pected to know famillarly.

“To be sure,” Yangtze was contin-
uing, “we care about corn, too, and
grain and sllk.

“But what a good time 1 have!
Great ships from the sea come salling
ap along my river. 1 let them go as
mneh as a thousand miles and how )

The Yangtze River.

do enjoy them. Beyond that distance
there are rocky gorges and raplds
Only smnaller boats cun go further.
Come along -and wander with me.”
So David went wandering along the
Yangtze river. He saw pagodas and

“0dd!” he sald. *“Why didn't he
use the right-hand barrel?”

The old gentleman, who seemed to
be fascinated by the sight of a weapon
that had doubtless been used by a
murderer, laughed a little,

“If that's the gun that was used to
shoot this young gentleman's elderly
companion,” he remarked, “as I, per
sonally, have no doubt It was, there's
a good renson why the murderer nsed
the left-hand barrel. DPérhups you're
not a shooting man. sir?—If not, 1
may tell you that the left-hand barrel
of a fowling plece ls always nar-
rowed In the bore as it approaches the
muzzle: the notion, of course, Is that
the shot, or discharge, Is concentrated
rather than diffused. If a man wanted
to shoot another man dend, at close
quarters, as in this cnse, he'd nat
urally use the choke-hore barrel In
preference to the other”

Then, with a polite nod. he turned
and went off. Maythorne watched him
for a minute or so; then glanced at
the pollceman.

“Who Is that old gentleman?” he
asked. 2y

“That's Mr. Hassendenne, of Birn-
side house, sir,” replied the police
man,

Maythorne drew Croles' attention
and mine to a name and address en-
graved on a plate let Into the stock—
J. Musgrave, Woodcock Inn, Marras
dale. “This 18 the landlord’s missing
property, sure enongh,” he remarked,

We left Relver's den, and went hack
across the moor, Maythorne, as soon
ns we renched the Woodeock, sought
ont Musgrave and told him of the dis-
covery of his missing gun. Fe hurried
over his lunch, and as soon as 1 had
finished mire, addressed me,

“The police are sure to come along
here after the finding of that gun,” he
remarked. “And [ want to be hefore
hand with them. [ want to examine
Mazaroff's belongings,”

“Just so!” murmured Crole. *“That,
of course, must he done.”

We went up to the dead man's
room. Maythorne did the searching
while Crole and [ looked on. In the
walsteoat pockets of a well-worn
tweed suit Maythorne found a nom-
ber of loose diamonds, large and
small,

“What did | tell you? exclalmed
Crole as the diamonds came to light,
“He did curry diamonds, loose, on
him? Look at those, now-—must be
dozen or so stones Lhere, loose In hl)
pocket! Do you suppose those are
wurth a lot, Maythorne?—You know
more about it than I do.”

“Can't say,” replled Maythorne, In
Aifferently. He was more deeply Inre
ested In & crumpled sernp of thi
paper which he found In an In
pocket and smoothed out before ne

“Look ai this!” he sald pres«
Here's something, at any rate.”

(TO BE CONTINUEM

slender bumboo trees. Yangtze told
| him that the bamboo trees were used
!lo help make roufs and walls to the
| houses and pipes too through which wa
i ter could be carried. And chaelrs made
| from bamboo trees too, as well as
| beds and buckets,. buskets aud mat-
{ ting, and the frurmue work of umbrel
las, lanterus and fans, rnkes, combs,
sticke, From the leaves ralncouts
were made, so that David did not won
der that Yangize udmired them for
thelr unselfishness, hut he admired
them mostly becuuse they were so
lovely to see.

There were willows growing along
the river's banks too, and the soll
along the river was really fat looking
and guite yellow,

“Good rieh soll,” Yangtze sald, “and
yellow s our favorite and most Im
portant color over here, It's what we
call the lmperial color.”

There were Iglnnds along the river.
Now and agaln there wus n mist and
‘then the #un would quickly come out
and there were ruinbows and the
dampness of the dirt didn’t get David
wet at all, :

They passed tea fields and Yungtze
said: N

“Bometimes they cull me the river
of the Fragrunt Ten Fields, Isn't that
A Bice name?"

Duvid agreed that It was. *“Then,”
continged Yaugize, “Hong Kong, down
along the coast, means Frugrant
Streams ug In the olden days vessels
used to put In there to get fresh and
Iweet water.”

David saw sheds decked with or
ange blossom wreaths and perfumed
flowers und he suw sllk worms being
hatched under blankets, spinning thelr
sllken cocoons. He saw Yangtze at
times looking us thick as though made
of pea soup and Yangtze laughed
when Duvid speke of It

“l even muke part of the Pacific
yellow too!”

On they passed by farms and Hitle
settlements where Map children
played and where banners waved in
the breeze or where lanterns shook
and almost seemed to be merrily
laughing.

“Now and again,” sald Yangtze, “ty.
phoons sweep In from the Yellow se:n
That's when your friend Wind gets
excited. Oh, but It gets excited.”

As Youth Understands It

Bunduy School Teancher—Now, Net
tle, what does It mean to bear false
witness against one's nelghbor?

Nettie (aged seven)—It's when no
body ain’t d@oin’ nothin’ and somebody
goes and tells It

Our Worldly Infants

Mother—Where do bad little girls

Summer
GOLD

Bayer Atpiriﬂbg{l - e

ygaeold—
but why not prevent it? Take &
tablet or two when you first feel

the cold coming on. Spare yourself

the discomfort of a summer cold

.
For Sale or Trude—1,400-acre sl
dalry farm; free water; on hl:hw:-ﬁ:m“
Wash,

Fitspatrick & Thorp, Walla W

For Galled Horses

Hanford’s Balsam of Myrrh

T

Diet for Zoo Captives

Two tons of_ dried grasshoppers
were ordered from South Africa re-
cently for animals at the national
zoological park at Washington, says
Popular Mechanles Magazine. They
were for the diet of some of the rare
African birds and diso for mixing
with the food of some of the mam-
mals, according to the zoo director,
Dr, Willlam M. Mann. Valuable ele-
ments are combined In the proper
amounts In the insects, experts have
found, and few satisfactory substi-
tutes for them have been discovered.

Getpdsons_;:
of system. . . .

Doctors
this modern scientific laxative
works efficiently in smaller
doses because you chew il.

Safe and mild for old and young,
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Britaia’s Richest City

If the proportion of well-to-do citl-
zens muy be gauged by the number
of private motor enrs licensed in a
city, then Bradford Is the richest
city in Grent Britain. In ratlo to Its
population, Bradford has the largest
number of private motor ears; Lon-
don, Edinburgh, Glasgow, Manches-
ter, and Blrmingham belng far be-
hind. With 5,700 private ears, Brad-
ford has one for every fifty of Its
inhabitants,

Men Becoming Weaker Sex
Prof. A, M. Low, the famous Scot-
tish electrical Inventor, claims that,
at the pace we are traveling, within
00 years women will be as strong as
men, and within 100 years man will’
be considered the wenker sex.




