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CHAPTER VIII
THE gervant said, "A young man
to see you, sir”
Brent Stuart stopd before a

window in the library of his|

home. It was a room filled with |
mellow charm snd warm color,
"T've told you, Simpson, Brent
said, “that I won't see anyone to-

"Yes sir. But this Is the young | young man who was here,”

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 m}msl

so, sir—"
revealed none of the anguish in

looked like, the one who sent the
messnge.
sxnctly like that girl whose pie-
lure is on the fmnl page of the
newspapers today

and she's dead.” Simpson's volce
sank dismally,

brushed this
“But this
breathing image.

breath came heavily,
row escape! So all this time he
had been talking with a lunatie,

"Glndly."
The young man gpoke quickly,
“He wanted to know what the girl

Tell him she looked

“Riit that ls Miss Molly Milford,

know." The visitor
aside  Impatiently,
wits  her  living,

Tell him that"
The door closed and Simpson's

“Yes, 1

girl

What a nar-

Last night he had been alone with
this crazy man . for hours. Of
course it wouldn't do to worty
Mr, Brent with this ridiculous
message,  Simpsgon knew  better
than that, Mr, Brent was suffer-
ing almost more than he could
bear, as it was.

In the library Brent stood look=
Ing down at the plece of paper in
his hands, The words, blurred at
first by the mist in his eyves, were
gradually taking shape, “Please
play Butterfly’s ‘Some Day He'll
Come'"

Brent's hand began to shake,
The 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
Seen in a department store—dead.

Brent rushed into the hall, “The
he
salled wildly.

“He's gone, sir

“Gone?”

“Yes, sir.”

| Simpson took In his young mas- |
"Ye.;, Simpson.” Mrent's tone | lor's eves, the white, anguished |

tace. Everybody was going crasy.

his heart. He hnd spent all the Maybe he was doing wrong to tell

night searching the city for Molly.

Mr. Brent what the stranger had

He had - telephoned, and Donna | gaid,

bad

told him that Molly was out | ‘

with a strange man—a man she |

had met at “The Red Poppr.
Donna had kept Brent on the

I\v.'\‘erthelus Simpson went on,
“He told me to tell you, sir, that
the girl who sent you the message
last night looked like Miss Molly.

phone while she tallied about how | ghe was the living image of the
@readtul it had been of Wick 10| pieture In the paper, mgm )

fake 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-
oughly alarmed.

Morning had come, and some- | .oy,

“Get me the poper” Brent

{To Be Conlinoed)

A general of the Union army
and the president of the Confed-
enemles duripg the Civil

one had telephoned that Molly [wur both bore the name of Jef-
Bhad been found. It was all like | feraon C. Davls,

a horrible nightmare—that mes- |

sage had torn Brent's world apart. |

Molly was dead. Gay, laughing,
benutiful, and sweet Molly was
dend, With everything to live for,
ghe had found life not worth live
ing. She must have known how

he loved her, andyetshehadmt-

wanted to stay here with him.

Smrpscm was still waiting In!
watching his

the doarway,
young employer anxiously. What
was the matter with Simpson?
Didn't he understand how to do
as he ‘was told? Couldn't he real-
fze 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
hoarsely.

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

“F have a message for you, Mr,
Stuart. That is, I had a message
for you and then I lost it"”

“] see Brent's tone was hol-
low. “Then what was the good of
coming here?”

“T was preity sure I knew what
was in the message. The young
lady trusted me. In fact, she paid
me ﬂhand.mrnv.-ly to bring it to

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

“I hurried off as soon as I
sould,"” 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 archestra. When I
was half-way to town 1 put my
hand in my pocket and the slip
of paper the young lady had given
me was gone. I must have pulled
it out with my handkerchief. I
remembered your nume, though,
and I looked up your address in
a directory.”

“Yes," Brent put quictly, “then
you camped on my doorstep all
aight, T henr. Or practically."

L] L] L ]

‘-‘SHE seemed such a nice girl”

the stranger sald. “So wor-
sied and excited. She looked re-
Heved when I nodded my head to
let her know I would go, 1 think
ithe wanted you to come very
much. If T had only read the note
—but T didn't. I'm pretty sure she
was afraid something was going
lo happen. And it did, Mr. Stuart,
while T was gone, The man she
was with was killed by the
police,

“She was little” mused the
young mon. “She wore a green
dress and a hat with a green
fenther on It. Wait a t—I

The 17-réar locust, Cleada Sep-
temdecim, appears every 13 years
in the southern part of the
United States.

Fi 1gured to “’m

When a model is a model's model
for a model, she ought to be the

uintessence of perfertion. So
ihat's the title that goes tc Dor-
othy Wilson, who presents for
ins lon the figure that was
adjudged best of all ‘n the Mod-
el's League contest it Rye. N. Y.

Flapper Fannie Says

have somcthing here I'd forgot-
len."

He pulled out a crumpled plece
of paper. “She wrole some re-
quest numbers, This is one.”

Brent barely glanced at {he
srumpled paper. Still holding it,
he sald, “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."

The young man bowed and
went out.

THI:. front door closed and Simp-

son turned away, mournfully.
He had been quite tilen in by
the young man, There, that was
the bell again!

The young man was standing
there, hat in hand. “I forgot to

“lell him—"

*I suppose you'll say dgain IU's,
tomething important?”

"Yes, Very Important.,”

T remret, sir, that it is quite

-Ilmpnmlhle for you to see ME,
Btuart agoin.”

“Then you'll take o message for

Acting the invalid s the last
resort of one whose excuses are
in wvalid.
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MYRA NORTH, SPECIAL NURSE
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THAT GUY Boor-
HE SEEN ME
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