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m'e?"

"Gladly."
The young man spoke quickly,

"Ho wanted to know what the girl
looked like, the one who sent the
message. Tell him she looked
sxactly like that girl whose pic-lu- re

is on the front page of the
newspapers today."

"But that Is Miss Molly Milford,
and Bhc's dead." Simpson's voice
lank dismally.

"Yes, I know." The visitor
brushed this aside impatiently.
"But this girl was her living,
breathing image. Tell him that."

The door closed and Simpson's
breath came heavily. What a nar-

row escapel So all this time he
had been talking with a lunatic.
Last night he had been alone with
this crazy man . for hours. Of
course it wouldn't do to worry
Mr. Brent with this ridiculous
message Simpson knew better
than that Mr. Brent was suffer-

ing almost more than ho could
bear, as it was.

In the library Brent stood look-

ing down at the piece of paper in
his hands. The words, blurred at
first by the mist in his eyes, were
gradually taking shape, "Please
play Butterfly's 'Some Day He'll
Come'."

Brent's hand began to shake.
ITie writing no, he must be los-

ing his mind. He was about to say
the writing was Molly's. The girl
who had written this had been
living last night And Molly had
been in a department store dead.

Brent rushed into the halt "The
young man who was here," he
called wildly.

"He's gone, sir."
"Gone?"
"Yes, sir."
Simpson took In his young mas
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CHAPTER VIII

THE servant said, "A young man
see you, sir.

Brent Stuart stood before
window In the library of his
home. It was a room filled with
mellow charm and warm color.
"I've told you, Simpson," Brent
said, "that I won't see anyone to-

day."
"Yes, sir. But this is the young

man who waited for hours, Mr.
Brent He seemed so upset, sir,
when you didn't come In last
night If you'll pardon my saying
so, sir "
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TRIG6EK- -"He told me to tell you, sir, that
the girl who sent you the message
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night searching the city lor Molly.
He had telephoned, and Donna
had told him that Molly was out
with a strange man a man she
had met at "The Red Poppy."
Donna had kept Brent on the
phone while she talked about how
dreadful it had been of Wick to
take Molly to such a questionable
night club.

Then Brent had dashed off- - to
make the rounds of the dining and
dancing places. He was thor

She was the living image of the
nicture in the paper, he said.
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"Get me the paper," Brent
cried.

(To Be Continued)
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oughly alarmed.
Morning had come, and some-

one had telephoned that Molly
had been found. It was all like
a horrible nightmare that mes-

sage had torn Brent's world apart
Molly was dead. Gay, laughing.

ferson C. Davis.
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she had found life not worth liv
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was tne matter witn Simpson? FROM ME- -
Didn't he understand how to do
as he was told? Couldn't he real-
ize how much Brent wanted to
be alone now?

"Forgive me, sir," Simpson was
saying, "but the young man is so
anxious, so excited, Mr. Brent
He said he couldn't leave without
seeing you."

"Bring him in," Brent spoke

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS BY BLOSSER
s-- 7 V " JI.Hu. r

HE WAS A PIRATE ... HEGEE, IF THIS BEALLY IS
WAS EXECUTED Br" THECAPTAIN KIDD'S TREASURE,

FY 43

P fdl 1

WE'LL BE THE RICHEST

(THERE'S A GOOD) LCT'SHURRYAND pfSO. r
LL if vE CAN BE ) .

' WHAT GOOD WILL, "WE
( GET THIS BOX W DAPN THINGS EE. IF( CHANCE THAT MfiT po LIEVE WHAT HISTORY , J

THIS IS IT '! J AWD RMD T. TttJ THINK Y TELLS US, rT OUGHTA J-- . WE DONT KNOW

whats in rrlM n k be loaded down 1ECE:S
v

how to put them J
SkV -- "r" :Vt BE ? WrW WE::eS OF CF ?

BRmSH FOB BEING
A SEA RAIDER, BUTKIDS N THE WORLD.'

AND HIS NAME IS ON
WHO WAS

CAPTAIN'
the box, so rr they never did

find where his
treasure; vas

KIDD
MUSTA BEEN HIS.'

A moment later Simpson ush-
ered in a dark-hair- young man.
The stranger stood regarding
Brent timidly out of dark, melan-

choly eyes.
"I have a message for you, Mr.

Stuart That is, I had a message
for you and then I lost it"

"I see." Brent's tone was hol-

low. "Then what was the good of
coming here?"

"I was pretty sure I knew what
was in the message. The young
lady trusted me. In fact she paid
me handsomely to bring it to
you."

"I don't know what you are
talking about" Brent said. "Won't
you sit down?"

"I hurried off as soon as I
lould," the visitor began abruptly.
"I had to tell 'Frenchy' something,
give him some excuse. He's the
man who owns the place where

play in an orchestra. When I
was half-wa- y to town I put my
hand in my pocket and the slip
af paper the young lady had given
me was gone. I must have pulled
it out with my handkerchief. I
remembered your name, though,
and I looked up your address in
a directory."

"Yes," Brent put quietly, "then
you camped on my doorstep all
night, I hear. Or practically."...
"CHE seemed such a nice girl,"

the stranger said. "So wor-
ried and excited. She looked re

nil'
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for a model, she ought to be the
quintessence of perfection. So
that's the title that goes to Dor-
othy Wilson, who presents for
inspection the figure that was
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el's League contest it Rye. N. Y.'
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lieved wnen 1 noaaea my neaa to
let her know I would go. I think
me wanted you to come very
much. If I had only read the note

but I didn't. I'm pretty sure she
was afraid something was going
to happen. And it did, Mr. Stuart,
while I was gone. The man she
was with was killed by the
police.

, "She was little," mused the
young man. "She wore a green

is
7

Flapper Fannie Says
iress ana a nat with a green
feather on It. Wait a moment I
have something here I'd forgot-
ten."

' He pulled out a crumpled piece
of paper. "She wrote some re-

quest numbers. This is one."
Brent barely glanced at the

:rumpled paper. Still holding it,
he said, "I appreciate your com-

ing here. It was good of you to
be so interested. I have had a
great shock today. You'll excuse
me now."
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JJHE front door closed and Simp-
son turned away, mournfully.

He had been quite taken in by
the young man. There, that was
the bell again!

The young man was standing
there, hat In hand. "I forgot to
tell him" ,

"I suppose you'll say again it's,
tomething important?"

"Yes. Very important."
"I regret, sir, that it Is quite

Impossible for you to see Mr.
Stunrt again."

"Then you'll take a message for
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