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DISTINCTIVE EVENING GOWNS;
TUNICS COPY RUSSIAN STYLE

THE STORY

Returning to London. practical­
ly penniless, after an unsu lesiful 
business trip, bir George 8an<lison 
takes dinner with his widowed 
stepmother, his old nurse. *'Aggy.*' 
He did not approve of her mar­
riage to his father, but tier ex­
planation satisfies him. Little Is 
left of the estate, and Lady San- 
dison proposes that they go to the 
United States to visit her broth­
er, Robert MacBeth, wealthy con­
tractor. Sir George agrees. Mac- 
Beth lives on an island estate with 
his daughter, Roberta, who longs 
for city life. MaoBeth Is a victim 
of arthritis and almost helpless. 
MacBeth Is glad to see his sister 
and asks the two to stay. Roberta 
is keeping a date with Jack Na­
varro. about whom she knows lit­
tle. MacBeth arranges for his sis­
ter to take charge of the house­
hold and George to act as secre­
tary. Roberta does not approve of 
the arrangement. She tells her fa­
ther she is not Interested In 
George, while the young man takes 
an air of indifference to her.

CHAPTER IV— Continued
—9—

“Quite * watchdog," observed Rob- 
erta scornfully, but she swung to her 
feet and went to the doorway and 
looked out. Vos, It was Jack. What 
was he doing here? She had written 
him that she could not meet him until 
next Monday.

“ Want to send dim a message? It 
can he done."

•'No,”  said Roberta, feeling Instantly 
that he thought she was afraid her 
father might see her and ask ques­
tions. "I can manage my own affairs, 
thanks."

"Absolutely," agreed Sir George and 
moved away.

To her astonishment he went 
through the doorway and toward the 
bouse. Roberta was so amazed that 
•he could not make even the faintest 
move to stop him. She was annoyed. 
She was quite unused to such treat­
ment Here was she, the only girl he 
knew, apparently, this side of the 
Atlantic, any way the only girl he 
knew In this place, and Instead of Im­
proving the shining hour, he came to 
her and delivered his message as 
casually as though they were two 
schoolboys and then walked off and 
left her!

Roberta walked slowly toward the 
beach and the bridge. Jack had seen 
her now. He moved toward her. He 
looked worried. Was he afraid of her 
father? Why hadn't he come directly 
to the Island and asked for her, like 
any other boy she knew? Thp sun­
light struck across his face, and showed 
her lines she had never seen before. 
Why, he was much older than she 
hnd thought. He was not n boy, he 
was a man.

Jack stood his ground near a tall 
sycamore and a thicket of sumac 
which screened him. lie beckoned to 
her eagerly. Why couldu't he meet 
her In the open?

• • • • • • •
Robert MacReth was frowning when 

Blr George Joined him. He looked up 
quickly as the younger man came 
toward him.

“ Wouldn't you like-to try a bit of 
exercise?" Sir George asked. "Sup­
pose you take my arm."

"Maybe I'd better," MacReth agreed 
reluctantly, "though I'm dashed un­
willing to stir. Well, once around. If 
you're bent for exorcise."

“ Once around It Is," Sir George told 
him encouragingly. "W e’ll have you 
dancing In no time."

It would give the girl a chance. Sir 
George thought to himself, his eyes 
seeking the path to the bridge. Yes, 
there she went. It might be that the 
wisest course would he to warn the 
father, but he could not bring himself 
to do It. The girl was plucky. She 
had not asked him to keep quiet or 
anything of that kind. He could either 
keep his mouth shut, or go to blazes 
for all o f her. Well, he would keep 
his mouth shut.

Slowly and painfully, leaning heavily 
on the strong young arm that sup­
ported him, Robert MacReth made his 
way along the terrace. When they 
reached his chaise longue again, he 
relaxed gratefully as the younger ntun 
helped him to a comfortable position, 
end arranged his pillows.

There was a short silence. Sir 
George lit a cigarette and leaned 
against the wicker chair he Intended 
to slide into in a moment. He could 
not see the girl now. and the ear had 
disappeared.

Robert MacReth had taken up a 
letter he had laid down Just before 
his promenade. He handed It to his 
Secretary.

"What do you think of that?"
It was a typewritten letter addressed 

to "Itob’t MacReth”  and said:
"Hear Sir: I'o  you know the man

your daughter is meeting at different 
resorts on the l.lncoln highway? Many 
facts In your life are known to the 
writer of this, which you would not 
like to And public property. If you 
want to know all the writer knows 
semi letter to the I*. O. Rox given be­
low and wall for telegram aiqsdnllng 
meeting place. All will he told you."

It was unsigned, merely the number 
nf the post office box. 0111. In a small 
|‘ennsyi\anla city, being given.

Sir George handed It back. " I ’d 
throw It In the tire."

Holwrt MacReth grasped the letter 
firmly. “Thai's where you would be 
wrong. Such letters should he kept 
»ml used to trap the writer or w Iter*.
t P «end |r t.. • Z»ve'tiM> agon. X. II
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Isn't scandal I’m afraid of. I've never 
done anything to be blackmailed for 
and neither has Roberta.”

“Then why should you bother?"
MacReth turned an honestly worried 

face to the younger man. " I ’m pretty 
sure that the writer of this letter has 
some connection with the difficulty 
I've been having with my payroll, but 
I cau't convince the police.”

“ Payroll!” Sir George looked at him 
In astonishment. “Do you mean the 
payroll for your employees In the city?”

Robert MacReth shook his head. 
“ Not the office. A much bigger thing. 
The money for the men on the con­
struction Job. You will likely laugh at 
the Idea that this has anytldug to do 
with It, but though I've tried to, some­
how I can’t succeed In laughing very 
hnrd. I have a feeling these letters 
have some connection with a gang of 
men who mean to have a try for that 
payroll again. If they can't get at me 
uud my money this way.”  He shook 
the letter.

"Rut surely you've taken precau­
tions? Why not pay the men by 
check?"

Robert MacReth made a wholly con 
temptuous gesture with Ids hand, 
which still held the letter. "Use your 
head. I can't pay laborers by check. 
Lots of the foreigners don't know what 
to do with checks. No. we've got to 
make and keep things safe ourselves."

He looked at Sir George, and, lean­
ing toward him and In a low tone, 
snld: "It's all right In New York. I 
can get protection, armored cars If 
need be, but I've a hunch there's 
trouble brewing for me and I've got a 
great ninny thousands of dollars to 
pay out on the big piece of construc­
tion work being done up the river. 
It's how to get the money there safely 
that Is puzzling me now."

He paused a moment and snld quiet­
ly: "I don't mind telling you that I
have the sum deposited In the nearest 
local bank. I'm going to send some 
one down to collect It from the bank 
later and that some one may he you." 
He looked nt Sir George questioning!».

"Yes, of course, but when and 
how?”

“ That's what I want you to tell me. 
I'd like you to go down with Roberta 
today and look over the lay of the 
land.”

"Can't your mnn take me?” Sir 
George asked. "Might find out morti 
that way."

“ I don't want the servants to know 
or suspect anything about It, nor the 
people In the village. In fact, I don't 
want anybody to know anything about 
It, except possibly Roberta."

“ Must she know? Why drag a girl 
Into this?"

"Roberta won't he dragged In," her 
father promised him. “Rut I want 
her to take you down the river to the 
hank and np the river to show you 
where the money Is to be taken."

“ Ry motor?"
“Yes."
"Rut you surely wouldn't let the 

girl drive If there was likelihood of 
danger.”

“ No, hut you could drive yourself, 
once you knew the way."

“Oh. yes."
“ Well, go with her to the village 

and to the hank, where she will cash 
a cheek and Introduce yon to the 
cashier. Then tomorrow she'll take 
you up the river."

"Have you told her this?"
'"% t yet. Why?"
"It's barely possible she may have 

made arrangements of her own."
“ She'll change that If 1 ask her," 

her father said easily.
"Ah—"
Sir George was not aware himself 

of how much lie put In that "Ah." It 
was sufficient to 'make Robert Mae- 
11,>th turn Ills head quickly and survey 
the young man. Having turned It lie 
saw that the young man's eves were 
fixed on a spot of blue. MacReth was 
presently able to observe that this 
was a car on the high road over on 
the mainland and that opposite that 
ear waa a dim blur that had a bronze 
color He remembered the color of 
the dress tils daughter had been wear­
ing that morning and turned his head 
so that the younger man might not 
see his face. Sir George continued to

watch the bronze blur until It took 
shape and outline and began to look 
like Roberta MacReth. Then he started, 
aware that the silence had been long.

“ Y’ ou were saying?"
“ That I'll tell Roberta what I want 

as soon as she crosses the river. Or 
will you meet her and tell her I want 
to see her? And take yourself off for 
a time.”

"Absolutely."
Sir George sauntered toward the 

river und met the Hushed and exultant
looking girl.

"Spying?"
His look was enough to make her 

feel ashamed o f herself.
“Oh, I soy,”  she said. “That was 

unfair and I didn't really mean It."
Sir George did not stop. “ It doesn't 

matter." he said stiffly. “Your father 
Is waiting to see you."

The girl nngrlly kicked a rock off 
the towpath Into the canal. “ Well, If 
you want to he hateful, be hateful.”

He turned. " I f  you would only get 
It Into your extraordinarily pretty 
little head." he told her not unkindly, 
“ that I'm here because I have to earn 
my living and your father has been 
good enough to give me a post—that's 
that. As for you and your friends, nt 
the risk of being thought rnde, I tell 
you that I don't give a tinker's d—n 
whom you meet or where you meet 
him, and that’s all of that.”

There had heen a quickly drawn 
breath and then silence and he had 
walked on over the canal bridge to fhe 
highway, feeling completely ashamed 
of himself. Why hnd he lost his 
temper? His remorse gaining on him. 
he was about to turn once more when 
the sound of flying footsteps came to 
him. He turned to confront an angry 
and flame-cheeked girl, who told him 
vehemently: "You've Just got to know 
tills. You don't hate me one degree 
less or more than I hate you."

“ Well, since we know It's mutual,” 
said Sir George evenly, “ suppose we 
go on hating each other as much as 
we like in private, and keep a friendly 
smile to face the world.” He smiled 
at her now.

“ Oh, you're hateful!" the girl cried. 
"Just when I meant to be decent to 
you for father’s sake, you make It 
impossible. I promise you I'll do 
anything I can to speed your return 
to bonnie Scotland."

“ Ah." returned the homesick Sir 
George, his heart In his voice, " if  you 
only could."

The girl looked at him speechless a
moment und yet she did not go. He 
wondered why, but almost before lie 
hud done wondering he suddenly saw 
the answer to Ills question. The blue 
car was some little way ahead of him, 
on the tree-shaded cross road to the 
highway, and its owner was struggling 
frantically to start It

That was why she thought he was, 
spying; that was why she would not, 
if she could help it, leave him alone.

He continued to walk toward the 
car and to speak so that the man, 
whoever he was. might hear. "Surely 
you don't want to annoy your father 
and have him question you. do you? 
As for the blue car and Its owner," he 
continued. "It Is hardly my affair."

The man nt the car Jerked his head 
up and nodded to the girl and then 
quickly turned his back nnd busied 
himself with the car again.

Sir George waited for a moment. 
Surely any decent sort would be likely 
to come over aud speak—make it easy 
for the girl to Introduce him. The 
man. however, after that one look hur­
ried bnek to work at the car, his face 
resolutely turned from Sir George. 
The girl, looking first at one and then 
at the other, slowly turned and went 
toward her father's house.

Sir George walked away past the 
car. What sort of cheap and awful 
person that little devil had elected as 
hero of her secret romance, he now 
had a pretty fair Idea. The man's 
face, though good-looking In Its way. 
was an open book to Sir George.

Sir George wondered why the fellow 
had heen so asinine as to try to hide 
his face, so anxious to avoid any 
speech with him. He stopped dead In 
the middle of the road for a moment 
a\ the solution occurred to him. It 1 
must have been that he was afraid 
since he had seen Sir George first, of \ 

recognition. Then the fellow must 
be some one whom he himself would 
recognise. He walked on thoughtfully.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

A N EVENING gown Is known by 
Its decolletage. Intriguing decol­

lete necklines such as distinguish this 
season's most formal modes remind us 
that again after so long an Intermis­
sion we are living In an era of pic­
turesque and romantic fashion.

No need to seek romance in the 
reading of books, when we are living 
It, seeing it, breathing It in the very 
atmosphere of the world of fashion 
today. Do your dreams of the pic­
turesque In dress carry you to scenes 
ti the Middle ages or the first or sec­
ond empire or to the Victorian age? 
Are you recalling the naive charm of

off-the-shoulder necklines, such as Is 
shown at the top of the panel of 
sketches, their feature.

In the Russian Style.
We have with ns a new entrant 

in the winter style pageant—the 
Russian-Inspired tunic. Enthusiasm 
for this venture In smartness knows 
no bounds. All the way through the 
dress and blouse program, from sports 
to the ultra formal, we find fashion 
expressed in terms of the tunic.

It Is the fabric uf which it is made 
which tunes the tunic to environment. : 
I f  the tunic is styled cf some one or 
other of the chic new woolens or per-

m id

the fall-off-the-shoulder decolletage as 
told in pictures of sweet Jennie Lind? 
Behold In the present season’s fash­
ions your dreams made realities. His­
tory is repeating itself In the pic­
turesque decollete necklines which are 
adding such a glamorous beauty to the 
evening scene.

The little decollete sketches ns they 
appear In the panel to the right In 
the Illustration might have been re­
produced from fashion pages of yore, 
but such is not the case. They pic­
ture modes of the Immediate moment 
ns they are glimpsed at opera, at the 
dance and other of festive and formal 
functions such as make up the winter 
social program.

Many of the most stunning evening 
gowns are made up absolutely with­
out decoration, the costume relying

Charming Evening Gown*.

'♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦«»♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦A
haps of modish crepe in a dark color, 
or possibly satin either black or a 
deep warm tone, and if  It is simply 
made with perhaps a wee bit of em­
broidery, then does it declare its vogu- 
ishness for wear during the prac­
tical hours of the day.

As it Interprets the formal mode, 
the tunic becomes a theme of untold 
luxury. No weave is too sumptuous 
for Us styling. Richly colorful metal 
brocades. Jewel-starred materials, ex­
quisite lace, elaborately embroidered 
textiles, shimmering, sheer velvets In 
tones and tints delectable, of such are 
tunics de luxe fashioned.

From Cossack turban to richly em 
broidered tunic one senses the Russian 
Influence in the costume pictured. This 
charming tunic Is made of lovely 
transparent velvet. Fancy may picture

Salt Important Part in Rites of Sacrifice

The first accredited mention of salt 
appears In the first hooks of Moses, 
where It Is referred to as an essential 
part In many of the sacrifices of the 
Jews. The most familiar Rlhle refer­
ence to salt 1» In Genesis lx. 26. In 
which Lot's wife w-as turned Into a 
pillar of that valuable commodity— 
probably to the great enjoyment of 
the goats, sheep and cattle of that 
district.

The next most familiar Rlhle refer 
rm v lo sail Is that In Matthew v. IS— 
" I f  the salt has lost his savor where- 
with shall It he salted?”  Other ref 
erenees In the New Testament are 
Mark lx, 4t>-‘*t. and Colossi ana |v. d

Homer. SCO years before Christ, 
speaks of salt lu the Greek sacrificial 
rites: no sacrifice was complete with 
mil It. Herodotus, who was horn It* 
i l l  R. t\. says the Egiptia-s ate 
salted food IndutUug raw ttsa that

was first steeped In brine and then ' 
sun-dried. They must have been ex- 
aetly like the Gloucester salt fish of 
today, or the Provlncetown scull Joe*. 
The Egyptians also ale raw duck and 
quail, salted lo similar fashion.—Ros- 
ton Globe.
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“H* that hath never warred with 
misery

Nor ever tugged with danger or 
d litres*

Hath had no occasion nor no field 
to try

The strength and forces of his 
worthiness."

FOR A BRIDE'S LUNCHEON

For the occasion either before or 
after the nuptials, there Is nothing 

which the hostess 
can afford which 
will be too much 
trouble. For the 
beginning the fol­
lowing cocktail will 
be most dainty.

Cupid’s Cocktail. 
—Boil t o g e t h e r  ] 

one-third of a cupful of sugar with j 
one cupful of water, or better—canned [ 
fruit Juice— for two minutes, then add j 
four tablespoonfuls of lemon juice and 
cool. Chill one cupful each of seeded 
white grapes, red cherries, diced pears, j 
and pineapple. Mix all the chilled In­
gredients together and serve in g'ass 
cups placed on pink hearts on serving 
plates.

Chicken Croquettes. — Make one 
cupful of thick white sauce, using 
chicken stock with milk or cream, j 
Take two cupfuls of minced chicken, 
one-half teaspoonful each of salt, cel­
ery salt and onion salt and one-fourtb 
teaspoonful of paprika. Mix all the 
ingredients, cool, then form Into small 
croquettes, cone or cylinder shaped i 
Roll in beaten egg to which vwo I 
tablespoonfuls of water have been 
added, then in crumbs and set away 
to chill. Fry in hot fat and serve 
with mushroom sauce.

Heart Cakes.—Make a cake batter, 
baking it in a shallow pan. Take one- 
half cupful o f shortening, oae cupful 
of sugar well creamed, flavoring to 
taste, two-thirds of a cupful of milk 
and two cupfuls of pastry flour sifted 
with three teaspoonfuls of baking 
powder. Mix well and fold In the 
stiffly beaten whites of three eggs. 
Bake in a moderate oven. Cut when 
cool into heart shapes and cover the 
entire cake with pink frosting.

To make the frosting use four table­
spoonfuls of hot cream, two table­
spoonfuls of butter aud one and two- 
thirds cupfuls of confectioner’s sugar. 
Mix the cream, butter, salt and flavor­
ing, add a little red coloring and the 
sugar a little at a time, beating well. 
Arrange each cake on a paper dolly 
and insert darts o f gold paper.

Custom of Challenge
by Gauntlet Kept Up

Tossing gauntlets to the ground in 
challenge was not nearly so common 
In the old days as some novelists 
would have us think. In the first days 1 
of chain armor, there were no gaunt­
lets at all. The hand was protected 
by a mitten attached to the sleeve. 
When gauntlets did begin to appear, in 
the days of the Fourth and Fifth cru­
sades, they were cumbersome things 
which were strapped to the wrist so 
firmly that Issuing a challenge by 
means of them would be more of a 
Job than a hot-headed knight would 
care to undertake.

It was not until plate armor had 
reached Its full glory that the gaunt­
let became symbolic of challenge. And j 
It has rarely been anything else but I 
a symbol. Even today, there is a per 
sonage In England—the king chani- | 
plon— whose duty it Is to cast a glove 
in Westminster abbey during the cere­
monies attendant upon the coronation 
of a king, and to cry loudly his will 
tngness to fight any man who denies j 
the new king's title.—Popular Blog 
raphy.
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Put yourself right with nature by 
chewing Keen-a-mint. Works mildly 
but effectively in small doses. Modern 
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Noted English Writer
Won’t “Play” Typewriter

When I was in London in 1928 
John Galsworthy showed me the 
manuscripts of nearly ail his books. 
He cannot dictate and cannot play 
the typewriter; thus they are all In 
pen and ink. and their commercial 
value must he prodigious.

Prof. Carlton Wells of the Univer­
sity of Michigan calls my attention 
to an article In a review, quoting 
the Manchester Guardian, as follows:

“They are worth a small fortune 
and they are certain to appreciate 
greatly in years to come. No other 
English writer, with the possible ex­
ception of Shaw, has such a vogue 
abroad, and almost every month sees 
an advance In the prices of his first 
editions.

“Galsworthy Is one of the few mod­
em authors who write everything In 
their own hand. He once told me 
that he found it Impossible to think 
with a typewriter In front of him, 
and he raised bis eyes In mock hor­
ror when I mentioned the dictaphone.

“ In his study at Hampstead all his 
manuscripts are carefully preserved 
In a row of red morocco boxes shaped 
like book covers. Those he has pre­
sented to the British museum are to 
be seen In the Greville room.” —Wil­
liam Lyon Phelps In Scribner’s Maga­
zine.

Fault and Misfortune
George Ade once remarked that 

you couldn't blame a man for having 
club feet, but that side whiskers 
were his own fault.—American Mag­
azine.

Human Nourishment
The amount of food and drink 

consumed by the average man each 
year weighs about a ton.

FARM W OMAN
After Taking Lydia E. Pink- 
ham’s Vegetable Compound

Unfortunate Sea Lions
The sea lion could hold his own 

against his natural enemies, but his 
real troubles began when man dis­
covered that he was insulated with 
several Inches of oil-bearing blubber 
and that his hide made good leather. 
Nearly 200 years ago the slaughter be 
gan on the west coast, says Nature 
Magazine.

Thousands of sea lions died for the 
enrichment of the oil hunters, until 
by the beginning of this century only 
a remnant of the vast herds which 
once roared and fought on their off­
shore rookeries is left to carry on the 
species.

t Lickdale, Pa.—“ Before I  was mar­
ried, my mother and sist er and I  did all 

the farming work 
on a 64-acre farm 
for eleven years. I 
married a farmer 
and now in addi­
tion to my house­
work and the care 
of mv children I 
help bim with the 
outside work on 
our farm. After 
my last child was 
born, I  began to 
suffer as many 

women do. Finally our family doctor 
told me to try Lydia E. Pinkham's 
Vegetable Compound. I did and now I 
am a new woman and I  know that good 
health is better than riches.”—M bs. 
Cltde I. Sherman, R. f l ,  Lickdale, Pa.

Giant Thermometer
In Visalia, Calif., where the mer­

cury frequently flirts with the cen­
tury mark, Harry Hunsucker, theater 
manager, claims to have the world's 
largest thermometer. It Is twenty- 
six feet in height with tubing three 
Inches in diameter. The thermome­
ter, mounted above the marquee of 
the theater on the outside. Is used 
to display to potential patrons the 
temperature Inside the Ice-cooled 
theater.

A Russian-Inspired Tunic.

C hild ish  S p eech
Elizabeth Cleveland says that fha 

child begins to u*e single words at 
from ten months to a year old. At 
twenty-three months he shoutf be us­
ing simple phrase*. Ry the time he Is 
three he has a large vocabulary (TOO 
to I.NS) wonts), and can converse well 
enough for his own practical purpose«

Needs to Pause
I  I - » % a g«y

who needs that much th e i< think 
of a snappy comeback.—L>es Mum*• 

1 Tribune Capital

entirely on elegance of fabric and 
beauty of neckline to give It enchant­
ment. It Is the way of fasblonists to 
choose velvet as being most effective 
for the dress which makes trimming 
conspicuous by Its absence, which ac­
counts for the fact that the distin­
guished looking gown in the picture Is 
of exquisitely sheer black transparent 
velvet. The outstanding feature of 
this elegant model Is Its decolletage 
which answers the call of the present 
evening movie for the very low cut.

The younger set are coming out in 
the prettiest gown* Imagination ran 
picture which make the atlorable fall-

It for you In the color you like best 
—white. If you favor the smart black- 
and white note (the skirt Is black vei 
vet) or perhaps yon will yield to the 
lure of a pastel tint, preferably s 
delicate blue, for turquoise used with 
black stands out as a leading combi 
oation.

The gay embroidery Interworked
with gleaming metal threads and the 
graceful cord-and-tassel rlrdle are 
decorative touches such ss carry the 
picturesque note as we associate It 
with fashions of (he Far East.

CHERIE NICHOIJISL 
l A  ISIS. Wsstsr* N i s i h n i  t'ales.)

Beware of Closed Garage
Carbon monoxide is a colorless, 

odorless and tasteless gas, these prop­
erties making it all the more danger­
ous. A very small percentage of this 
ga? In the air when inhaled is said to 
be sufficient to cause death within a 
few minut“s, under certain conditions, 
as when a car Is left running In a 
closed garage.

Roandhoaso Solarium
Constructed like a roundhouse no 

that it catches the sun's rays from 
all angles, a combined solarium and 
fresh-alr pavilion has been built for 
a tuberculosis sanitarium in Hungary. 
The center is glass enclosed for pro  ̂
teotlon from Hie elements The build­
ing Is two stories high with porches 
for patients on each floor

Wiso Indeed
She Is a wise young widow who 

never lets sn admirer know how wise 
she D.—Detroit News

Stolen sweets are best.—Cibber.
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