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John Armstrong slghed pleasantly

&8 he dropped into the hammock.

His wandered over the lawn
and across the street o the bay be-
Yond; the beautitul shimmering wa-
ter, the biwe sky nbove and the qualint-
ly charming houses along the street
protected 1y towering elms.

At last d¢ had come away from the
rush of busd'ness: the nolse of the city
and the emlless engugements to take
8 much needed rest in the quliet little
village.

eyves

Here he could rest to his heart's |
content. No oue was In a hurry. No
one had lolty ambitlons, Just to get
through each day, oune like another, |
and for recrcation a dance in  the
town hall where eviry one was wel-
come,

He certuinly did need the rest, he
thought. Why, his nerves were cnlm- |
er already. Not a thing here to jar
them. In a little while he would don

8 bathing suit and go into the de
Helous salt water,
to thrill him.
to make him keenly enjoy the trouble
of golng in. Then a delicious nap
when he became as drowsy as If he
were drugged.  And would
drugged, too, by the restful beauty of
it all,

he he

Oh, yes, life was good again. He
would go back to Wall street a new
man—but now Le wouldn't think of
business, e would ‘put away all ex
cltement and enjoy the present,

Just then a little, firting breeze,
one more vigorous than any of her
companions, wuited a plece of paper
right at his feet. He looked at it
carelessly—then neted by the
beauty of the handwriting. He pleked

it up. It a letter with
top and bottomw torn off the page.

It certalnly heautiful writing
and he road a words, It was only
a scrap, and were
one's letter it
tant or It
Of course, i1
Btill admiring the writing he read on:

“And now,

wis evidently

wis
Tew
even I It some
could  not Hupor
he blowing-about.

b
would nat
unybody's

Wiks Hniow,

Evubgeline, have the kia

be at the liouse [or some practien!
purpose before e robs and murders
the old mau,; otherwise yvour idea is

a good one. Let we koow dally how

you are getting on. Gool-by,
“OWEN."
Armstrong leaped to g sitting posi-
tion. What foul plot was this, and

who was Evangeline? The paper was
new, 8o soine oue wust be plunning a
murder right very minute,

He dropped back in the hammock.
He saw his duty plainly—he must fol

now—1his

this she-devil Evangeline, Evang
line! What a nume for a murderess !
More =uitable for a pure and beauti-
ful womun., What could he do?

Nothing !

Still the alert, He
looked nhout the lawn for more scraps
of puaper, was rewarded in his
search by torn pleece, same
writing, He read:

“Yes, you have
wisely such a quiet
and I am sure you will succeed in your
plans. No one here suspects,”

Evangeline aguin, I'he name was
all he had to go on. He would walk
ahout, talk to people and listen for the
name

His landlady's Hitle danghter came
to sit with him in the hammock. They
had good [rlends In the past
wiek

“Tell
you ever lave robberies here, or any-
thing of the kind?'

he could be on

and
another

paper.,

Evangeline,

Rame
done
place,

to choose

bhecotne

me," he said to the child, *de

“Oh, nn,” she answered, “we never
lock our dours. Nobody steals any-
thing—ever!”

That night he tossed about in bed;

the swish of the waves did not soothe
him as it ussally did. It was his duty

to uncover this crime and he must
hurry or the murderer would suoc-
ceed,

He was awakened in the morning
by a girlish volce ealling from the
Etreet

“Evangeline! Get up, youn Idle
creature: here It I8 high tide and

we're ready for a swim. Come on!"”
“In & minute,” answered a sweet
voice from the window next to his.

He leaped from his bed. Evangeliue!

Was he dreaming or did he hear that
name?

Why, the creature must be living
in the same house with him I'here
were other lodgers, but he had beén
too taken up with his own feelings
to notice them., Mest of them were
artists and were off palnting hefore
he arose, He supposed they did as
he did In regard to meals—went to
different places

He heard a door slam and then soft
pattering down the sirs He hurried
to the window and saw a tall, slender
fignre enveloped In u cape hurry
across the street and Join other
bathers on the beach

Hastily he dooned
and was soon in the water,
line proved to be a wonderfully bean
tiful young girl, abvut twenty-three,

the

his bathing =suit
Evange-

he thonght. She swam like & mer-
maid and scemed full of the joy of
living.

Armstrong often read that gangs
of thieves choose young amd lovely

women to do the most hellish work
becanse they would not be suspected.
But why wnas she so careless aboyt

ber letlers?

No big waves even |
Just enough of a swell |

-

Still, the eleverest of them some
times slipped up on some small bit
of carelessness.

After his swim and breakfast he
aganin went to the hammock to rest
and think. He heard the landlady In
the distance scolding the new mald
for her untidiness, *“You let papers
blow all over when you empty the
waste baskets, Please be more care-
ful in the future*

The little girl came to sit with him
agaln.  In her narrow life her moth-
er's lodgers meant the world., She
spoke of several of the artists and
thelr work, then: “Have you seen
Evangeline Morton? She's  awful
pretty, I think.™

“Is she an artist, too?" asked Arm-
strong. beginning to hate himself for
tracking down the glorious creature.

“No, doesn't paint. Sne just
stuys o her room all day and goes

ghe

out nights, She swhus on moonlight
nights and goes out in a boat.”

“That's when she meets her con-
federates,” thought Armstrong.

The wore he realized it was his
duty to uncover the plot and save a

| defenseless old man from death, the
| more he realized that he hated to
spy on-the girl,

That night he waited in his room

| walk rapldly

with the door open until he heard her
urt the stalrs,
“"One moment, Miss Morton, please;
I think these letters belong to you"
He handed her the scraps of paper he
had found on the lawn,

She flushed scarlet when she took
them from him and, with a curt
“Thank you,” hurried down the stairs.

“She will realize now that I know
and will, of course, leave at once."

Several days passed with Evange
llne Morton living her life as usual—
all day in her room and going out at
night,

His plan had failed, so he declde
to tell her.

He

8 down

restless day in the
hammock, hating himself for what h
wans forced to do. Then he woul
dream of u bheautiful face and of how
It mlght lave been If the girl wa
whint instead of & erim
inal,

In all his thirty years he had no
thought seriously of women, and nov
he had found his ldeal enly to haw
fate laugh in his face,

He dined early and hurried back te
his hammock, which gave a view 0
the front door. When It was guite
dark he saw the graceful, slender fig
he had unconsclously learned t
from  the door am
the sireet,
he thought n:

passed n

she scetmned

ure
admire emerge
up

“It may he tonight,”

he followed her. He had purposely
put on g dark suit, while she, much
| to his surprise, was In white. Shi

went along for a few bloeks and ther
struck out for an old pier. Going t«
the end of it, she sat down,

Armstrong could see her distinetly
while he himself was In the shadow
of an old sall loft,

“This is where she meets her ecun-
federates,” he thought, peering acros:
the water to see if they were coming
by boat. She sat sllent and still fom
nearly an honr, then began walking
up and down the pier. She looked out
at seq if she were admiring
the beauty of the night than planning
a miserable murder.

Desperately, he decided to tell her
e had done all he ecould to let her
slip quietly away, and she still stayed

maore as

He walked toward her. She turned a
startled gaze when he came near.

“Good evening, Miss Morton," he
said.

“Guood evening,”" she replied.

“I have something important to say
to you."

“Yesg?"

“You remember the parts of letters
I returned to you?"

“Y-yes."

“1 read them.,”

“Well 2"

“Now I know why you are here
You came secretly, but 1 found you
out.”

“And now I don't care”™ She

reached her arms out to the stars. *1
have sueceeded in my plan and 1T am
going home,”

“Succeeded !” gasped John.

“Yes, I sent my mystery story to an
editor last week and he accepted by
return mail. 1 am too, too Lhappy! 1
know.I could never get time to write
at home, 1 have so many Interrup-
tions, and this place is so quiet I can
write all day long. 1 came with two
of my friends who are painting. Now
that T am a rea! author the family
won't .dare Interrupt me when 1]
write.”

“Allow
sald John.

“You're a New Yorker, aren't you?"
cshe asked with secming irrelevance,

“T am.” He was still dazed

“Mayhe yon know my cousin
Welpton 1"

“1 do!
nuthor?®”

“Yes. he
for me.

me to econgratulate you,'

Owen

I do! You mean the famous
has beven criticizing my
I wouldn't let any ons
else know, -and 1 ashamed
when  you  found letters, 1
thought 1 tore everything in bits”

Suddenly he remembered she was
going home,

“Let celebrate your victory to
MMOr Fo W taking a loug iide down
the const. | koow a place where we
enn get w fnmous shore dinner. We'll
cvlebrate together, for I buve
had svmething Oone come to me."”

“Tell e about L

“1 will on our Jdrive back.”

work
wins =0

those

n=
hy

Lo,

Genuine Parting.

Mre, Bridey—Jack, dear, do you re
member that you didan't kiss me wher
I started out shopping this moruing?

Hushapd-—No, bat 1 remember that
1 kissed wy wouey guod-Lye.

| ed themselves
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ress Accessories

Parasols for a season or o content:
with plain coverings,
nnd attended to thelr duty witk much
singleness of purpose. But now that
may think of something else be-
sides duty, they are unfurled under
this summer's sun touched up with
pretty embellishments as in  time
tone by. They take their cue from
hints to be worn with them, and pass it
m to bags, that there are two-
ece and three-piece sets to match
‘onsldering the chie of these matehed
ets it Is very well worth while to
hats and bags and parasols
ith reference to one another, nstead
f quite Independently.

WwWe

20

hoose

Usually it = the sart of the milliner |

hat Inspires the deecoration of parasol

r bag that brings these feminine be- |

class of the hat
vorn with them. An example of this
ppears In the dressy hat of black
hantilly lace tritnmed with ribbon and
lowers and the lace-draped parasol
hown at the left of the pleture above,
lere the parasol s covered with the
nme silk that which makes the
onndation of the hat, bordered with
he same ribbon as that in the bitnd
bhout the ha® and finally veiled with

ongings into the

ns

he same fine black lace, There is a
leep fall of lnce about the edge of the
marasol repeating the narrow curtain

f lacé about the edge of the hat brim,

In the center of the pleture a three-
| plece set reveals the effectiveness of
Ik weaves when used
A plain
and checked silk make up the hat, bag
und parasol, whose story is fully told
by the photograph. Finally a plain
sk parasol gets into line with one of
| the summer outstanding style features
| by means of fignres worked about It
Decoration of this kind
on hats, bags, frocks and
wraps In endless designs and colors,
1t Is in which to bring
| yesteryear's parasol up to date,

he new heavy

In necessories for street dress,

in white wool,
Rppears

un eusy way

': Gay Handbags.
| Particular hus been patd
| to handbngs this season by the manu-
facturers, Frames of gold, silver, col

attention

ored celluloid and shell are used. A
! bag of black satin has embroidered on
Its sldes a colorful design in wooden
beads, Another of dark bLlue fallle ls

made gay with orlental embroidery.

Popular Straws.

Lisere and mllan straws are vee,
popular for hats but the latter straw
Is difficult to obtain. Ribbons, ostrich
fancies, flowers of straw, velvet or silk
kKinds of feathers, are
trimmings As to colors It
would seem that any of those found
in the ruinbow a.e popular.

and various

used as

At the Seashore

-

‘There Is variety enough In beach at-
tire to furnish, besldes the standard
pnd conservative beach and swimming
sults, many noveltles. Certaln
shops assure thelr patrons that
have maodels that are exclusive
unique—which goes to show that wome
en gnrb themselves for beach and hath-
ing with everdincressing care. This
season's beach clothes are attractive

smart
they

| and the outstanding features in them

designing
ths

are modesty and graceful
The heach eape in addition
snite, has made tgelf worthy of special
mention.

Nothing Is hetter than
In which many designs have
led out. In there e fiher
and mercerized suits and fAnaliy taf
‘etas and satins to be considered along

ith aecressories, the caps, shoes, san-

1ls nnd hose that make up the bath-

g outfit. !

For the girl who swims considerably

to

the worsteils,

WWen O

addition

ind needs a strong, practienl salt, the |

ih:l]r line stripes in pure worsted offer
el

|
|

| made of biack

T

Hi=,

attractive models,

two-tolor eomhinnti
hody bordered with plnin warsted in
the color of the stripe, and the trunks
of the striped mate=ial.

the long ove

worsted suls= fwn enlors are used or

p color and vhite to give character,
Two of the new satin suits are

shiown In the pdct with an Innova-

tion in bloomers Inviting attention In
the model at the left. This sult Is
satin embroidered Ia
green wool. The bloomers are fashion-
o much like riding breeches and the
srergarment is merely the ever-pres-
et smock with a girdle of green yarn

nnid |

In nearly all | ¢

|I-"-ri'|m! and ending In tnssels Satin
sondals and a smart satln enp suggest
{that this s more of a beach outfit

than swimming sult. The cape Is re
versible,

The suit nt
te meet any

the right Is not meant
very strennous demaneds,
bur to look pretty while it lnsts, It Ia
[ mede of purple satin, trimmed with
folds of orchid =atin and a turban of

the orchid satin eaps It off These
celors are apt to be unstahie hetween
sun and water, hut the same model In
hinck or nnvy bhine with white bands
will last out a season

Rainbow Riktbon Hat.
A delightfully wnique hat ‘or
| mer wear is the rihbon

sum

rainhow one

| It Is made by sewing row upon row o
| onc-inch-wide grosgrain ribbon  upon
| LTI n mushroom e Start

deliente pink nat the central
point of the erown and go round twice

nnd then put in two rows of a cham-
color. After the champngne nse
o rows of n plnkish tan. Therenfter
rows of the plok, and this

wlor s followed hy a pinkish lavender

ciolor the Aflter
| eompletivg this eyele Just simply start

pugue

follovwe twa

finr naxt twn

rov =

all over ngain with the champagoe
ribhon.
Panels of embroldery, more often

p'aced on the side of a frock mther
| than at the front or buck, are mack
lg evidence on elaborate dresses,

—

Scene on

1E trip by the Magdalena

river from the sea to Bogota,

the capltal of Colombia, Is one

of the most Interesting the
traveler can find, says the London
Times, The time of the voyage varles
from nine to fourteen days, according
to whether it Is made in the wet or
dry season.

During the trip one ascends from
sen level to 9,000 feet abhove It; there
are three separate train, and two
steamer journeys; the scenery varles
from sweltering forest to wide, alry
pastures, wheatflelds and ragged blue
mountaln peaks; the dwellings of the
people change from Insouciant, palm-
thatched huts to the Imposing Spanish
etyle stone manslons of the anclent
city of Bogota,

Puerto Colombia, with the turquolse
Caribbean wuashing Its feet, Is a port
by courtesy. Steamers call there for
the convenlence of Barranquilla, Wide-
spread, sunny, flower-bedecked Bar-
ranquilla slts upon the bank of the
Mugdalena, and continually and pas-
slonately discusses the question of wa-
ter transport, for it can have no direct
decess to the sea untll the Magdalena
bar is conquered.

From Barranquilla one takes a river
steamer to La Dorada, On the flat-
bottomed river boat, drawing only a
foot or two of water, travelers mus!
provide themselves with bedding; the
steamship company lends a eanvas cot
but nothing else, and the Barranquilla
hotels gpecialize In providing the vis-
Itor for Bogotan with the outfit—a pll-
low of tree-cotton, a couple of tiny
sheets, a mosquito netting “bar,” @
couple of lUttle towels, No other bed-
ding 18 needed, for the heat Is stifling
but the judiclous also take table dell-
cacles and everything needed in the
way of beverages, with the exception
of eoffee, of which there is a constant
and most excellent flow,

Soon the forest closes down to the
edge of the water, a3 unconquered, as
dominant, as In Quesada's day, 400
years ago. Quesada took two years to
ascend the river to Bogota, the sur-
vivors of his party arriving ragged and
starving; the marvel is that a slngle
one of those adventurers reached the
plains,

Scene of Great Beauty.

The jade of banana leaves, whipped
Into rags by the wind, the giaucous
green of lilles, the emerald of the
palms, the jasper of the great forest
glants, Is only broken here and ‘there
by a trail of flowering vine or the rare
sight of a high-perched muuve or gold
orchid ; where open spaces ocenr there
are low-growing bushes covered with
flowers, and one sees a host of butter-
flles and birds, but usually there Is
nothing but the river and the green
wall of forest. When rain falls In a
stralght sheet even the forest Is blotted
out and the alligntors and turtles of
the margins are invisible until the sun
reappears,

When a stop I1s made for wood or to
dallver merchandise to some little trad-
ing point the outlet for some rich
region produecing sugar, hides, coffee or
tobacco, all the village comes to
little wharf, guns are fired and the
charch bell I8 rung In the steamer's
honor; there are a number of such
places below Puerto Berrio. Puerto
Berrio Is Important as the starting
point for the wonderful Canca Valley
worth some trouble to reach and pos
sessing a perpetunl June climate, a
wenlth of fruit and flowers, a fertile
soll and mountains sown with preclous
minerals,

At La Dorada, where the blue moun-
tning have suddenly come nearer and
turn green and purple, there Is little
but a row of modest cottages, and the

| rnllway sheds; but here Is the train

for Beltran, the line leaving the river,
and traversing a wonderful country of
hright green pastures with sturly
herds grazing, fine Insty trees and hills

that rise grotesquely, topped with fan-

tngtle rocks lHke battlemented enstles
of the middle nges. All this reglon Is
famous for its tobacco, and has ex-
ported it to Europe for over a hundred
years. The train stops at Honda, where
one looks far down at the rapids; the
town is bright and pretty, the center
of a gold minlng industry, and here,
by the way, one buys four clgars of
excellent tobacco for the equivaleut of
L.

There is another halt at Mariguita,

style,

s =l .
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the Magdalena River,

where Quesada died, and where today
an English company has established
one of the terminals of an aerial tram.
way across the broken country, forests
and mountains into the Cauca valley,
The tall standards march along Into
the distance almostly directly west; |
belleve that the enterprise has been, al
It deserves, very successtul—I heard
of a grand plano having been earried
trimumphantly by this air line,

Trains Go Slowly.

About five hours Is occupled by the
train  journey and then Beltran t!s
resched with Its walting steamer for
the rio arriba, The steamers for the
upper river are small, the dining-tables
set out on the open main deck in plenie
There are only six cabing on
this little boat, and most of the score
of passengers sleep outside under a
sapphire velvet sky set with a milllon
dinmonds. This sky seems very close
above! the alr 1s soft, full of wood-
Innd seents; all night one hears the
song of the river, only overcome when
at first flush of dawn hundreds of ring-
ing bird volces begin to eall from the
bushes.

With full daylight comes realization
of the beauty of the rlo arriba. Here
the steep, folded mountaln spurs stand
down to the water’s edge, little white
cliffs marking the force of the flood In
the ralny season; brilliant green on
the long crests, these spurs take op
deep violet shadows In the Innumerable
clefts and gorges,

When the steamer reaches Girardot,
with Its searlet blossoms, its cobbled
streets tipping down to the river, and
its eternal clothes-washing on the flaf
stones of the margin, there is but one
sectlon of the Journey still to be trave
ersed—the rallrond to Bogota. During
this finnl stage there Is a great deal of
steady cllmbing to the upland platean,
and a long run across the cool plalns.

One passes through reglons of won-
derful frult—rose-apples and nisperos,
grenadillas, and manzanas and melons
nscends throngh a cutting whose sldes
are jet black because here Is a seam
of excellent coal providing fuel for the
raflway; and, after rolling through
level lands where caltle graze peace.
fully beside willow-bordered hrooks,
sees at last the twin penks of Monser-
rat nnd Guadalupe, with the white
walls of Bogota at their feet., The
mountaing stand ke a wvast purple
barrier; beyond lles that lake of le-
gends, Guatavita, a score of gold-hear
ing rivers: the emerald mines of Musa
from which the finest stones In the
world, and the largest annual quanti
ties, are produced,

Rationing and Improved Health,
It is not true that under rationing

|

the |

the health of the natlon “ls suffering

from lack of good food," says the
Weekly Scotsman. “On the contrary,
the health of the children In the

schools has never been so good, and
but for the Influenza epidemie the
death rate would in all probability nev-
er have been so low. Of essential
foods everyone has had enough. PBut.
ter has been short precisely beeanse
it was necessary to safeguard the chil-
aren's milk, but no one who under-
stands the work done by the ministry
of food In securing the raw material
for, and arrangine the manufactare of,
margnrine will say that the subjeet of
fat In genernl has been neglected,”

Not Worth §10,

An Ameriean unused to court eth
quette was invited just before the war,
sxnys Collier's, to dine with a German
prince. A glittering flunky presented
a sllver plate to him just before the
hors  d'oeuvres were served, Ha
blushed, fumbled In his pocket, then
sald to himself, “1 have nothing hut a
£10 note, but I don't think any Ger-
man dinner Is worth $10," so he let
the plate pass, He then discovered
that the plate was intended to receive
the white gloves that he ought to have
worn '—PBoston Post,

How Parls Was Named,

In 52 B. C.,, when Caesar conquered
Gaul, Parls was ecalled, in Gallle,
Lutetin (Muod-town). At that time It
was Inhabited by a Celtie tribe, the
Parisli. They burned thelr town rather
than surrender to Caesar, so that
general ordered a new town bullt at
the same time, and called it after the
trible, Parisll. This was the original
form of the preseut name, Purls
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