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“I felt as If that's what I'd be do 
ing If I married him. I knew George 

was In earnest, and I couldn't convince 

Howard.” 

Rocky nodded. “I understand. It's 

just as you say to someone who wants 

to leave your house in a rainstorm, ‘I 

don't want to give you pneumonia.’ 

Was that it? 
“Oh yes. I'm afraid I'll never be 

able to make anyone understand about 

that note” 

“I'l call up the hospital and get 

them to put George Mortimer under 

arrest.” 

The wedding rehearsal was finished, 

but most of the party were still gath- 

ered around the bishop discussing it. 

Rocky followed Doris over the long 

green path that led to the house, They 

came to the small side porch that be- 

longed to Beatrice, and entered It 

through a screened door, 

In the small sitting room Inside It, 

Rocky rang up the hospital. He got 
the doctor immediately. 

Rocky scowled. His distressed eyes 

were on Doris. “He's gone” 

“Gone?” 

“Yes. Doctor's a bit upset.” 
put the receiver In its holder, “Had 

a broken shoulder bone, you know, 

and a fever. They told him to stay In 

bed.” He drew down the ends of his 

mouth, stared at Doris with lowered 

head. “If he gets away there may be 

trouble for you." 

She was bewildered. ' “You mean-— 

they won't take my word for it?” 

“I don't know. We must get In 

touch with the police. Where was he 

going ?™ 

“Toward Canada, I think. He came 

down here to find me. He saw the 

story about the arrest In the papers.” 

Rocky tapped nervously on the tele 
phone desk. “Of course he's crazy.” 

She looked frightened. “If I marry 

you—you won't be safe. He'll come 

at you sometime out of some bushes.” 

Her features worked convulsively 

“You see, 1 did kill Howard. 1 ought 

never to have married him!" 

“Nonsense, That's morbid, He won't 

get me.” 

Doris went to the door and looked 

out on the gay screen porch. Her 
eyes were blank. “That's the way 

Howard talked.” 
Rocky rose, and put his arm about 

her. “But darling, the police are sure 
to get him." 

Her voice was dry, constricted. “Un. 

111 they do—he mustn't find out about 
us. I tell you he's not normal. He'll 

do something awful to you." 

Rocky kissed her averted head 
“Don't you worry. The police will 

have an easy time. He won't know 
the alarm is out for him. And with 

his arm in a sling—" He let go of 
her, and turned back toward the tele- 

phone, “He'll be stopped at the bor- 

der.” 
He sat down and put his hand on 

the receiver, but did not take It up. 
“Now the great thing Is to get In 
touch with the right people. If 1 

simply call for the police, they'll have 
the news all over the world In no 

time—George Mortimer will be warned 

—and then he may never be caught. 

The big thing to avoid Is publicity— 

and that ought not to be hard i" 

He did not finish his sentence be 

cause three newspaper reporters 

walked into the room. They had come 

to write up the St. Gardens wedding, 

but they knew a good story when they 

saw it, 

There was a dead moment in which 

Doris looked at the girl reporter ex. 
pressionlessly. The two men reporters 
stood still, staring. One was a young 
blond boy in baggy gray clothes. The 
other was shorter and older with very 
large ears, and halr that needed cut. 

ting. 

The girl reporter spoke first: 

“My G—4!" 
The blond young man rubbed his 

chin with a grimy hand. 

“You're drunk!” he said. “Or am I 
drunk” . 

The man with the big ears spoke 
with a slow New England drawl "De 

you see what I see?” 

The girl reporter smiled her nicest 

smile, showing white teeth and erinkly 

blue eyes: “And I thought I was cov- 
ering a soclety wedding!” 

Rocky left the telephone stand and 
went to Doris as if to protect her. 
She was no longer afrald. She knew 
who she was now. Besides, she liked 
the girl reporter's looks. She smiled 

at her now, courageously. “Yes. I'm 
Diane Merrell.” 

The girl reporter sighed happlly—a 
prayer of repletion—as if she had just 
eaten .the best dinner of her life. “I 
Just can't believe It.” 

The man with the big ears drawled, 
“It looks like our big chance.” 

The blond boy dlapped his hands 
on the shoulders of his two colleagues, 
“Big chance! You said it! Fame, 
glitter. Boy--here’'s where you leave 
ithe stix! We'll get her away before 
the other guys wise up. There's a 
mean guy here for the AP, and he'll 
have this in every paper in the coun- 
[try before we can get through on long 
distance If we aren't eareful-" He 
pushed the other man away and moved 
toward the phone. “Let me get to that 
telephone.” 
. Rocky held Doris In a vise. He was 

He 

  

The reporters pald no attention to 
her statement. They were too dizzy 
with joy at finding her to think of 

apything else but getting the credit 
for thelr discovery before the glory of 
it was snatched by a faster thinker. 

While thoy argued Rocky quietly 

took possession of the telephone “Look 
here—" he tried to Intervene in the 
talk. It was useless. Beside the 
dazzling possibility of an exclusive 

story thelr situation was as nothing. 

Rocky held a firm grip on the tele- 
phone, “Is there any way of making 

friends with you people? Aren't you 
human at sll? If you want a story 1 

should think you'd listen to it. We've 
got one that will knock your eye out— 

maybe you can help us decide what 

to do.” 

Before anyone could answer, the 

telephone’s ring pealed through the 

tiny room, Rocky answered. 

“Are we human?” shouted the boy, 

Charley. “Of course we are. Aren't 

we offering—" 

“Hello,” sald Rocky Into the tele- 
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“Yes. I'm Diane Merrell® 

phone. Suddenly he smiled at Doris, 

“It's Reno. Yes—" 
The rest of his words were lost In 

the hullabaloo made by the reporters 
Rocky hung up the phone “It's all 

right. It's all over,” he sald to Doris. 

A door opened on the screened 

porch, 
“What's that?™ 

“It's the wind.” 

Rocky, holding his place by the 
telephone, interrupted with some firm- 

ness. “Before anything else happens, 

this lady and I are going to be mar- 
ried.” 

“Oh, Rocky." 
“Yes, There Is a bishop Just coming 

in from the garden. Can't you hear 

his firm tread on the stairs?’ 

“Have you got a license? 
“No-—but—" 

“T'll get it for you,” sald Charley. 

“How's that for friendship? Now let 

me get New York on the phone. All 
I'll say is that Diane Merrell Is on her 
way to give herself up to the police, 

and will reach New York late this 
afternoon.” 

“That won't give us time to get mar. 

ried.” 

This time every one heard the step 
on the porch. A man sprang from be 
hind a huge chalr—a dark shape loom- 
ing in the doorway. 

The face of the man In the cab 
showed above a white bandaged arm. 

Doris screamed. 

“You're going to marry him-—after 
everything?" 

His eyes gleamed strangely. His 

teft hand held a small revolver. “I 
knew you'd come back here. I knew 
you were crazy about that man” 

The two men reporters stood like 
statues. The girl sagged against the 
portiere and clung there, Rocky half 
rose from the telephone bench. Dorls 
stared Into the muzzle of the waver: 
ing pistol, 

“I've been looking for you for six 

weeks, I went to Detroit after the 
girl that was found out there-—calling 
herself Diane Merrell. 1 saw the two 
girls they picked up In New York. 
Then just as I'd given up hope—" his 
volce was thick like that of a drunken 
man-its overtones were heavy with 
self-pity. “I made a mistake—a big 
mistake when I shot Howard Valery. 
I should have shot myself instead-- 
myself and you.” 

Doris turned terrified eyes on 
Rocky for one short moment, She 
could feel his tenseness even across 
the room, and she knew he was going 
to lunge in front of her, Rocky would 
be killed. That would be the second 
man dead on her account. Strangely 
enough she felt no fear for her own 
safety, Bhe wanted George to shoot 
her. If only he wouldn't get Rocky. 

George Mortimer laughed--the shrill 
high note of Insanity, 

“You first—then me I" 
Rocky threw himself, He selzed 

the shaking wrist and pointed it up     

Charley had recovered some of his 
poise. “So we gathered from his gen- 
eral conversation, What shall we do 
with him? He's a looney—and dan. 
gerous.” 

Doris bad opened the clothes closet 
where Beatrice had locked Molly. 
“That's a good idea” 

It took all three men to lift him and 
put him in the closet. 

% * . » * » * 

When Beatrice St. Gardens’ wed: 
ding was over, Rockwell St. Gardens 

was drinking a quiet glass of winelin 
the seclusion of the rose arhor with his 

good friends Oscar and Adoree Du 
Val. Beatrice had ridden safely away 
with the governor's son, Most of the 
guests had gone, though the bishop 

was still there, quietly resting after 
his day's work. 

“It was so beautiful,” sighed Mrs. 

Du Val sentimentally, “Never have 
I seen 4 wedding go so smoothly—and 

well. Really it was like a play.” 

Oscar Du Val lifted his glass and 

watched the fading light change and 

deepen the color of his wine. “My 

only regret was that Doris and Rocky 

weren't here.” 

“Ah yes,” sald their host. "It was 
too bad, She seems a very nice girl, 

but I hardly saw her when she was 
here. She Is In bad health, poor girl, 

isn’t she?" 

Mrs. Du Val leaned her fat elbows 

on the table and looked meaningly at 
St. Onrdens. “Yes—she Iis—that Is 

true she has not been well” Her 

coolng volee rejoiced and mourned al 
ternately., “It is a sickness we do not 

mind seeing a young bride having— | 

n'est-ce pas?’ 

St. Gardens lifted an eyebrow. “I | 
did not know, Congratulations™ 

Mrs. Du Val beamed happily. “Come, 

Oscar. It Is now we drink the health 

of your grandson that is coming!” 

As the three lifted their glasses to 

drink, a strange young man bounced 

through the gate. His blond halr was 

wild, and his gray suit needed press. 

ing, but his blue eyes were dancing 

with excitement. “Mrs. Du Val! This 

is Mrs. Du Val, Isn't it? 

The good lady rose, her eyes widen. 

ing with alarm, “Something has hap- 

pened to Rocky! Tell me I can 

bear it." 

“Nothing. He's getting married, 

And he wants you to come quick! 
8t. Gardens rose, Oscar Du Val ran 

his hands excitedly through his white 

hair. “But no—" 

“It Is not possible™ 

“He is married to Dorls!™ 

“Oh that's all right. He divorced 

Poris today. He's marrying Diane 

Merrell, Get 1t—" In his exuberance 

Charley went so far as to give Mm 

Du Val's wellcushioned ribs a poke, 
“Diane Merrell. The Diane Merrell !™ 

Mrs. Du Val gave a low scream. 
Oscar Du Val caught her In his arma 

“Divorced Doris!” she moaned. “Why 
did I ever give birth to such a hoy I" 

“We will soon stop this,” sald Oscar 

Du Val 
“Yes—yea, Perhaps It Is not too 

late. Oh, that poor little Doris !™ 

St. Gardens followed the Du Vals 

into the house. 

Meantime the bishop was being 
roused from his qulet meditations 

Two Insane people were pounding on 

his door. Rocky and his friend Mike, 
Charley had got a marriage license 

which was now In Rocky's pocket, and 

there was a very Important wedding to 

be performed downstairs, they told the 
good man, His “Mercy me!” his “Oh 

my goodness” his “This Is not quite 
in order,” were as disregarded as {if 

they had never been sald. But when 
he saw the two that he was to marry 
he had nothing more to say; a holy 

man, it was his bifiness to say, 
“Whom God hath Joined together,” so | with street costumes. Long cloaks are 
he knew from their faces that It was | swept aboud the most regal evening 

all right. He made no more inquiries. 

He prepared to do his duty. 

But before he could begin Rocky's 
parents came in, followed by St. Gar 
dens. Mrs. Du Val was so relieved to 
see Doris that she burst into tears, 

“They told me you were divorced 

but now 1 see it was only a eruel 
Joke" 

“No, It wisn't a Joke. Rocky and | 

are getting married. And we want 

you to—we want Mr. Du Val to give 
me away.” 

There was no time for many more 
explanations then, The Du Vals 
watched thelr son being married In a 
kind of stony amazement. 

Doris had given herself up to the 

police, but she had been released, and 

George Mortimer was being held. So 
well had she been guarded by her 

three reporters that not a hint of what 
had happened disturbed the wedding. 

Rocky and Doris got into their ear. 
Not half the story had been ex- 

plained to their parents, but as Rocky 
sald, it would take far too long to go 
into it all, and as Oscar Du Val never 
read the newspapers he would not 

even know who Diane Merrell was, 
Charley would explain after they were 
gone, . 

“Good-by, good-by.” The gears slid into 
place and the car started down the 
long pine-fringed way towar! the ce- 
ment pavement. 

“Diane Merrell” sald Oscar Du Val 
to himself slowly, 

Then, as his son had sugested, he 
went in the house and began to look 
at the newspapers, 

The first thing that caught his eye 
wns his own name- 

DIVORCES SON OF OSCAR DU VAL 

Offspring of Famous Scuiptor Was 
Stingy, Doris Du Val Avers. 

Settlement Made Out of Court, 

himself 
There a deal to 

might as Adoree, and 
find out what had   

Be Elegant, Is Fashion’s Message 

By CHERIE NICHOLAS 

NOTING in the way of sump 

i tuous fabrics, fine laces, precious 

furs, glittering embroideries and 

gleaming jewels Is too luxurious to 

satisfy fashion's ambition this season, 

The bringing back of the formal 

afternoon velvet sult Is perhaps one 

of the most significant events In this 

mode of elegance, 

An 

knows when 

de luxe Is 

that must 

of endless 

proof of 

every style-conscious 

the velvet daytime sult 

in fashion there is a lot 

be lived up to In the way 

accessory elegancies, In 

the 

{little outfit which costumes 

woman 

which we refer you to 

charming 

the young modern seated in the group 

{ pletured. 

The velvet which fashions this mod 

ish two-piece is a super-quality lyons 

type. The fur Is black skunk which 
was considered a most popular trim 

ming in early Victorian days. The 

frill of fine lace down the front and 

peeping from beneath the fur-cuffed 

sleeves matches the lace of the blouse, 

Of course you have noticed how like 

a quaint basque of yore are the lines 

of the pert litle snug fitting jacket. 

The wee chapeau Is In perfect keep 

ing with the theme, 

Another trend In velvet daytime 

fashions which should be mentioned 

because of its Importance this season 

is that of the fur-bordered tunic suit 

The opportunities for fur and velvet 

opulency is beyond wildest 

flights of imagination. Then there is 

offered 

the strictly tallored short jack- 

eted velvet suit which looks 

smartest when topped with a 

beret of its very own velvet, 

Lelong, who always dresses 

the young fille so beautifully 

presents the model posed to the 

left In the group. It Is done In 

black net and lyons velvet. The 

corded velvet finishing on the 

net flouncing is repeated on the 

shoulder, The fact that this 

young woman Is wearing a hand- 

some glittering necklace and 

bracelet should be taken into 

account for fashion regards rich 

Jewelry ensembles such as this 

a8 a necessary luxury and proper 

finesse to every formal costume. 

If conclusive evidence be needed 

that this is a season in which fashion 

creators have become luxury-<conscious 

to a marked degree, here you have It 

in the regal eveuing gown posed in 

the foreground of sar {lustration. 

American beauty velvet richly em- 

broidered with gold and Jeweled 

stones fashions this exquisite mode, 

The tunic line continues gracefully 

into a fish-tall train lined with pink 

satin, 

While the average woman may not 

be aspiring to the super formality 

which this gorgeous gown bespeaks 

yet it may be accepted as interpreta 

tive as to certain style trends which 

may be tuned to occasions more or 

less formal. For instance the Amer 

jean beauty tone of the velvet em- 

ployed verifies word from Paris that 

deep warm colwrings in purple and 

reddish key such as the very new 

blackberry and aubergine and various 

wine shades are In the ascendency. 

Also the prestige of velvet as me- 

dinm-supreme for dinner and evening 

gowns is here reaffirmed. Then, too, 

the tunic theme Introduced reflects 

the latest silhouette movement, Final. 

iy the elaborate Jewel and gold em- 

broidery is Indicative of the mood 

which fashion is In to trim velvet 

with begullding touches of beadwork 

and kindred effects. 
©. 1923, Western Newspaper Union. 

  

UNWISE TO PLACE 

TOO MUCH STRESS 

ON SMALL THINGS 

“The great secret of successful 

marriage,” says Harold Nicolson, “is 

to treat all disasters as Incidents and 

none of the incidents as disasters.” 
“All disasters as Incidents!” 
Easier sald than done, you may 

comment. And yet—that Is not the 

harder part of the proposition Mr, 

Nicolson sets for us, 

It is not the great disaster which 

causes the failure or unhappiness in 

marriage, 

In the first place these are few, In 

a lifetime, and far between, And 

then the human mechanism seems fo 

have a resiliency that comes to its 

rescue In great disasters. Whether 

real distress arouses a mutual pro- 

tective instinct, touching deep down 

inside us—whatever the reason, it is 

my observation that great 

of any nature account for a 

percentage of marital shipwrecks. 

But when it comes to not treating 

incidents as disasters! 

something that has a place in every 

day and almost every hour of every 

marriage. And it Is something thar 

has a place In the history of a large 

number of divorces, 

For the “incidents” 

concomitant of every y life, 

disasters 

smal 

There Is 

are a natural 

And 

how we respond to them gives a very 

good picture of the life we are lead- 

ing the other one in the marital 

nership. “You make not 

thing,” a querulous woman sal 

friend of this 

say that friend is happily marrie 

and all her human contacts are sim- 

ilarly successful, 

It Is those littl 

the danger lies- 

writer. 

> things in which 

those inevitable “in- 

cideénts” that can so easily, but must 

not be allowed to, turn into disasters! 
© 1933, Bell Synd WNDU Service. 

Dr. Pierce's Favorite Prescription makes 
weak women strong. No alcohol. Sold 
by druggists in tablets or liquid.—Adv, 

Teaching by Mail 

Bome one on the 

correspondence schools of this coun- 

try, according to the Los Angeles 

Times, to discover that they are 

serving 200,000 in the United Slates, 

10,000 in India, 46,000 in the Argen- 

tine and Chile, 12000 in Mexico, 17- 

000 in the Philippines and 7,000 in 

China with a gross income of $7. 

000,000 annually. 

has checked up 

  

w * * ~ Splitting” Headaches 
+g she learned why she was always 

NI} Tabiets (Nature's Remedy). Now she gets 
slong fine with everybody. This safe, depend. 

able, all-vegetable laxative brought 
and quiet nerves because it Cleared her system 
of poisonous wastes— made bowel action 
od regular, Thousands take NR daily. 
It's such 8 sure, pleasant corrective. Mild, 

habit form. 

  

  

CAPES BACK AGAIN 
IN LATEST STYLES 

Capos are back again, 

Little waist length capes appear 

with daytime and dinner gowns. Hip 

length eapes of fur or wool are worn 

EOWns, 

Hip-length eapes for both daytime 

and evening wear are the newest fash. 

ion note. They appear in fur, wool and 
silk treated to new tricks 

Helm uses rich bronze seal and 

galyak tinted a new gold beige called 

“chrome™ to make striking hip 

length capes for daytime wear, Some 

times they are worn with a muff and 

toque te match, again they appear 

with wool accessories matching the 

frock. 

Chane! designs hip and three-quar- 

ter length wool capes for sports and 

travel wear. Deep green-ribbed wool 
frocks and suits appear with loose 

capes of the same fabric, swinging 

from the shoulders, 

Schiaparell] suds the hiplength cape 

to the evening style picture, with = 

striking model of bright Peiping red 

taffeta having a quilted effect, worn 

with a slender gown of silver gray 
satin, 

Diadems and Headbands 
Grace Evening Coiffures 

Sweet young things struggling with 
hale In the “between permanents™ 
stage, find in the evening coiffure a 
maddening problem. Vienet, Lanvin, 
and other designers have taken pity 
on their plight by creating diadems 
and headbands which transform un 
ordinary “hank of hair” into a thing 
of loveliness. The girl with the too 
tound face will look positively eth. 
ereal and Gish like when she bedecks 
her tresses with the Russian type of 
dindem. The woman whose features 
incline to the classic gains becoming 
dignity with the Grecian type of head- 
dress. Either is the quintessence of 
chie for wear with the season's most 

  

BROWN AND WHITE 
iy CHERIE NICHOLAS       

  
  

No, this lovely evening wrap Is not 
going to be described as featuring the 

usual black and white contrast. On 
the contrary the handsome velvet 
which fashions this stunning wrap- 

around short coat is in a deep rich 

brown. You can scarcely vision how 

perfectly stunning white ermine is 
with brown velvet unless you see this 

wrap which Molyneanx has created 

in the original. The newest evening 

colors trend to rich dark hues, espe 
clally radiant browns and wine tones 
and greens so dark they look almost 

black. There Is a new blackberry 
shade which many designers are using 
instead of black this season. 

Broad Shoulder Fashion 
Is Marked for Oblivion 

Designers are already making pro- 
vislon for the passing of the broad 
shoulder. It is doomed to die within 
the next three months, according to 
thelr astute reckoning. 

One coat maker has evolved a bril   
At All Druggists 

Jus. Baily & Sen, Wholesale Distributors 
Baltimore, Md. 

I E DON'T BE 
CUT 

UNTIL YOU TRY THIS 
WONDERFUL TREATMENT 

for pile suffering. If you have piles 
in any form write for a FREE sample 
of Page's Plle Tablets and you wil 
bless the day that you read 
Write today. E. R. Page Co, 2338-A 
Page Blidge Marshall, fich, 

HERRY-GLYCERINE 
COMPOUND 

  

  

  

  

  
   


