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- THIS STARTS THE STORY

A ditiher ) is being held nt the
me ' of s. and nf.. Leedyard.

\ “Mhose present are their daugh-
R ixy : her friend, Bebs C
g Lo éwal'thmarﬂ. Wendle Brad- |
pnd Mrs. Allison Hartshorne.
Hartshorne's past  history s
in mystery, In her presence
B is made of the release from
oty of the presidengt of the River
ank after serving four years of
Mlti-yur sentence for conver-
i of the bank's funds, Mrs, Harts-
fuddenly leayes under the pre-
8 of n severe headache. She ia
panied by Swarth ®, who ex-
bis love for her and obtains
promise of marriage. She sees
at the window which fills her
terror, the significance of which
8 not revealed, 8he is found dead on
floor in the inorning by her sus-
ously acting French maid, Mna-
Detective Paul Harvey and

" er officers arrive on the scene, The
i believe Matilde is concealing
" tion from them. Harvey

out various facts by the ques

g of servants and other wit
'F—Mra. Hartshorne's peenlinrity
keeping lnrge sums of mooey loose
t the house ; her earelessnessy with
Jowels, Harvey asks Rose Adare,

al secretary, in close touch with
Hartshorne's friends, to assist

him in unraveling the mystery. Trmd
“dock admits to Harvey that it was he
2 who sent Mrs, Hartahorne the 832.-
pear] necklace, that she promised

to be his wife and that an antagon

may have stuck, but it wasn't locked.
there's beern no key to |t
I thme. Tt stood wide open when T went
about pulting out the lights after all
| the guests had gone.'’

Beatrico Ledyard's tense figure re-
inxed suddenly and she uttered a cry
of relief,

“"Here is my father, now ™"

“If T had Only Known''

KEY bhad rattled In the great
|closed with a slam  wand
| sounded down the hall,

“Father, will you come
please 7" Miss Ledyard's
| high -pitehed and strained,
|n man from police hendguarters

“What's this?'" Colonel Ledyard's
| bald  lhead appeared o the doorway.
“Mless my zoul, we're not going to got
mixed up in that Iavtshorne afMair,
are we? Why didn't you call nt my
office, young mnn, if ¥ou wnont any
information about Mrs. Hartshorne's
atocka?"

in  here,
voire was

“That is not what T am here {or,
Colonel Ledyard,”" Paal turned to Lim.
"My name is Harvey; | am a special
investigator called in on this case by
tthe chief of poliee.

“Waell, Mr. Harver, this is o most
shovking traggdy, of eonrse, but 1 ean
unt see what informnation You hupu { {1
gnin here.' The colonel handed
hint and stick to HHickson and dismissel
bim with a nod.

5l

" lis
whom he sccuses of unserupu i

isinoss methods, Harvey ques-
uise, a servant of the T.ed

| loos by
! tons
yards
AND HERE IT CONTINUES
THOUGHT 1t was sthlen, sir!"
7 Loulse faltered. *‘1 hung it with
tha rest in the wardrobe of the corner
. guest room that was being used as o
i‘-*l-lnl room. 1'd been told to stay
Tﬁ&l. but it got late and nobody clsy
L im. and the musie just drove mas
%) | erany, gir! When they were all nt
‘supper 1 stole down the backstnirs and
* pesped in the big empty ballroom,
':WBE; I couldn't have been gone
" more than five minutes. After the
supper some of the ladies came up for o
it of powder, and one of them—DMrs
Cowles, it was—wnanted her cigarstte
ease, that was in the pocket of her
tloak. I had hung Mrs. Harfshorne's
cloak right next to it, but it was gone—
‘Mrs. Hartshorne's T mean. My heart
‘was up jn my mouth, but Mrs. Cowles

Hortshiorne was Inst
Paul

Keen
exploined
learved ap-

cover, Mrs,
"alive in your bouse,”’
putiently. ‘1 Jusl
proximately what time she left, but
not the manner of her going nor if
she wers accompanied by nny one or
alopne."*

by

“He says he has a warrant for our
nrrest ' broke in Miss Ledyard half.
hystorienlly. |

“Boshi I The colonel’s wtout figure
bridled like that of an angry game-cock,
“This is preposterous! On what
trumped - up charge linve you come hers
to try to bluff us®""

“Here iy the warrant, Colonel Laid-
sard ! Tagl extended the docunent.
“I have vo iutention of servieg it
tnless T met with opposition to 1
neeessary investigntion here.'’

“H'm!™ The colonel unfoldeid the
paper, nud after glucing hastily over it,
banded it buck us if it burned his tin- |
Bers, Ho turned 1o his  doughter |
“Trix, I think yon had better louve us. |
I will attend to this gentlemun.

“*Yes, father.”" e tone was sub-
missive, but she moved slowly nud with |
What about the eonservatory door®' obvious reluctance to the door.

" : . “Now, Mr, ey, the ¢ d - |
: swiftly. Now, Mr, Harvey the colonel be

| gun, as soon as they were alone: *“What |
wouldn't open. She thought

ecan T do for you? 1 huve no desire to |

] Ledyard had ordered it locked impede the course of justice, but vou

gt sfter supper to prevent sfmugrrnl-im- barking up the ni'ruug”lrf‘e if you |
. ekt { souvenirs, uok .'n get evidence here. )

] P 5k orchl;ls n.r m;l ;'i it “Nevertheless, I should like to ex-

sho was put out about it. ) ARt amine the arrangement of such of your

k on before the ladies how f"“h“““'d'r"lum as were used during the danee |

m#, but when they dad all gone back | on Thursday night.”” responded 'aul.

: .u‘ Ballrocn I flew down to Mm..‘_l”'[ wonder if vou would be good enough |

= |t vonduet me yourself? Could Mrs,
.. who was in charge of the other cloak- Hartshorne have departed by any other

'mebr::d asked her if the closk ]”"[Iﬂimr than the frout entrance, in the |
been glit down there. Bhe said ‘no’ | event that she hud winted to slip awny |
and I went back, 0o sick with fear T|uunoticed?”

eould bhardly get up stairs, for with)| “I mever considered that. My wife |

: = : | did think it odd, when we were tulk- |
hundreds of strangers in the house U iug the affair over last night, that 1,.-,|

- weils pure It had been stolen and T would! oue seemed to kuow when Mes. Ifart-
be to blame, of course, for leaving my|shorne left. There is a door leading |
Upost. T don't know how T ever got|{rom the conservatory down some steps

th izh ot . into the strip of garden between the
H AL . =
e night, expecting every min- |y iraom extension and the next house, |

that Mrs, Hartshorne would rome to| e it hos been locked and bolted since |
i ber clonk snd 1 would have te|lust autumn, and sealed with weather
that it bad been taken. strippitng to prevent the l'l']‘l‘frhllll gt -
“But she didn’t come, though avnr_v-llim: In on my orchid unﬂ--r.ttuu. e
| else did. When they had all gone, | turned to the hallway., *“"Come along,
: Iy eame over me thut she musli Mr. Harvey. 11l be glnd linve |
taken the cloak herself and gone ¥ou see for yoursell”

while I wag downstairs that time| Paul followed Lim through the sue
supper. It served me right for cession of long stately apartments,
migobieying my orders, but 1 won't for-| noting the position of euch. The win-
£ the worry of it to my dying dey!"|dows were all on a level abont ten feet
paused for breath, and Paul |from the ground outside and nowhero
d upon her. | did baleony, lodge or trellised vine offer |

Xou are sure the clonk was taken | foothold fur o possible intruder,

'\‘M ng the supper hour; not just wis- ““This is the buallreom,”  Colonel
(3 and removed later, when you went Ledyard threw open the wide double|
to spenk to Mary, perhuaps?'" doors auod pressing a switel fooded the|
No, @ir,"”’ she responded doggedly. | great, bigh-ceilinged room  with al
was gone when I eame back that myriad clusters of light which were re-
t!’m. for I bunted high and low |flected in the gluksily polished floor.
“The stage hus been set up again, you
see, at the farther end, Wa usually
| plnee the orchestra there, but for this|
| big semipublic affair when every extra
inoch of dnpeing spuece was desirable,
Mrs. Ledyard biad the stage taken down,
and stationed the music there in that
{aleave: thers wos no need to worry

about the acoustics for u jazs baud.”

“Aud this—"" Paul motioned to-
ward a doorway in the wall at a right-
angle from the aleove,

“The door to the eonservatory,'' The
| eolonel waddled townrd it ss he spoke
over his shoulder,

“IDo you happen to know swhether it
was locked during a part of Thursday
evening or not?' Paul osked as he
followed.

His host turned with some heat,

**T wish te beaveos it had been!™ he
excluimed, “"My orchids have cost me
T thousands of dollars sod were the pride
e sir. Twenty-cight years in ©f my life. And the best of them are
country, sir, and twenty of Lhrmlr'““"'“ Some vandul trod them down.

bere at Colonel Ledyurd's,' | Look herel”

A b

to

=

s
;‘-:\‘!ﬂmnk you, Loulse; that is all 1
ote? tn know, You may ge."’

b i} 'l maid needed no second per-
As she slipped from the room
| wurned to Miss Ledyard. 'The
ipping of her foot had ceased and she |

£ tense and immovable,
. "“Will you ring for the butler now,

or aball T%"
mf!loned toward the bell, and he
8

b “Yon did not see Nrs, Hartshorne,
\ m after the supper hour?' he

shook her head and they waited
for the coming of Hickson.
he appeared, wearing 8 con-
yvirtuous expression, Faul be-
8 without preamble.

'Alfred George, wir.”
L1l

FHs

““And i you'll excuse me, sir, you
must have been misinformed. The door | vanlt-like apartment and poioted to o | knocked upon the door labeled * Peters,"!

for a long

entrance door which opened and |
footstepy | (nlly massed flowers and narrow tiled |

N e i3
"There is| cate

“As far ns we have been able to dis- |

| Colone!

! morning his telepbone shrilled instantly

with pride. —_—
pd, Hickson?'"
dower, sir. Two sons at the
f apnd the third, Willlam, who is

DOROTHY DARNIT—He Can Probably Hand.

He led the way into the dim, cool,

mass of great purple and brown mottled
bloomn which huvg wilted sud dying
from crushed, broken stems,

"“I've nursed them ns a mother would
a child ' he lamented. “‘Sat up nights
with them to keep the temperature just
right and brought s horticulturist up
all the way from Central Ameriea to
try out a new method of grafting he
'had devised—and now look nt them !

l

| But Paul gave no second glance to

| s host's hobby.

the glass-domed room with its artistf-

pathy winding cunningly about through
nisles of arching palms. A mininture
fountain tinkied in the Lenrt of the deli-
greencry and  rostic seats  wore
tucked invitingly into secluded nooks
und corners, Despite its beauty there
wis somoething sinister in the ntmos-
phere, damp und heavy with the cloy-
ing mingled porfumes, which sont n ehill |
to his bones. He shiveged involuntorily,

From where he stood with hix back to |

the orchid bank, Paul faced directly
(upon the row of long French windows |

sct g0 closely together ns to give the im- |
pression of an unbroken wall of glass |
that looked ont upon the strip of garden
At the farther end to the right stood n
narrow closed door, doubtless the one
of which Colonel Ledyard had spoken

'nul’s eves turned to the left, toward
the Inrger, opened door which led into|
the ballesom. In a direct line with his
gnze wis the aleove and n stretel of the
dunask -huog wall. He turned sgain to
the row of windows, '

“Were nny of these apen on the night
of the danee#*?

“No,
wliding
doine,**

|

The ventilation came from n
rane of glass or two in the
The colonel turned with a sigh
from his mutilated orchids and started
down the walk. “Come wnd examine
the door for yourself. It linsn't been
tampered with, vou see. There's the
pudding and weather stripping 1 had
put in last autumn, and the chain and
padlock are still on, as well us the bolts,
It could ounly have been opened if all
thut stuff were privd loose first.""

Paul nodded ns though sutisfied nnd
Ted the way himseM back through the
ballroom and ionto the entriuce hall

“Thank you for your eourtesy,
Ledyard. I wny huve to
trouble you again in a day or two, but
I won't unless it’s absolitely
sury.""

The colonel waved a pudgy hand,

“That is all right. Glad to give the|
nutborities wny nssistavce 1 cun, but
vou won't find any elue bere, M. lar-
vey. to what happewed nfter the poor
little wotnan reached her home. Fright-
ful thing, upon my soul! 1 can't thiuk
what the motive could have been: she
looked no more capable of s history
than s—a maltese kitten! Yet that
reticence of hers—%"  He broke off
and added nervously :  “I—I hope the |
chief of police won't consider it neces- |
sury to Iny stress upon the fact that
Mrs. Haortshorne was last seen uli\'nl
here,  If the newspapers get wind of
it and play it up Mrs. Ledyard will be
simply prostrated.  She has been under

neees -

(A severs nervous strain ever sinee the

tragedy became known.'

“Unless the speeinl nrticle chap dopes
that out for himself, 1 win assure you
that the chief will not tip his hoaud off
to the press at this stage of the game,"”
Paul smiled, *"Good wfteruoon, Colonel
Ledyard !'”

It was Iate at night befere he found
his way to the modest old-fashioned
rooms where he kept bachelor’s hall.
The doy's exertions hind told upon bis
siender store of strepgth, but Lis exes
glowed with upabated zeal from the
sidowed vings which enciveled thew
nnd his brojn seethed with conflicting
impressions which he strove to co-or-

I dinnte,

liad
of taxicab!

I'pon leaving the Ledyards he
mude a wearisome round
cotnpanies of the city, but with no re-
sult. No cab bad been ordered to con-
ves Mrs. Hartshorne to her home on
the previous Thursday might, ood it|
was inconceivable that shie should have |
left the dance and wandered about the
street bare-headed and in ber evening

Cattire until she picked up s strolling

nighthawk. Some private conveyance
hind token her to her home, but whose,
and after what possible rendezvous?
Paul Blept fitfully at last, hammeriog
still in his balf-conscious moments nt
the problem which obsessed him.
In the quict of the early SBunday

and he obeyed its summons to find Chief
Burke on the other end of the wire.
“Hello, Paul? Feel all right to-
day "’ .
Y“Burely!"  His  wvolee
firmly, “What's the news?""*
““That little kitchen wanid from Far-
rogut street hos  disappenred. Her |
aunt phooed in to headquarters just |
pow, You'd better jump down there
and get what dope on it you can: it!
looks queer to me. You've got the|
address, SBadie Mullen, care Peters, six-
teen Sherman place.”” |
I get you, sir! TI'll go ut once and |
report to you later." [
Dressing hastily and snatching & eup |
of coffes at u nearby restaurant, aul !
bonrded a car for the address ;iwn,I
It proved to be a tenement of a model |
type, clean and airy, with sirug;ilng|
pots of geraniums on wore thun one!
window-sill and un nir of respectability |
and civie pride despite its poverty,

rapg out

He was gaging about |

exeept the clothies on her back, but

| nnad
[ Willow swirled with the opening of

| Pau! mounted the narrow stnirs and

A tall, gaunt woman with iron-gray
ligir and o look of strained anxiety in
her faded eyes admitted him and ush-
ered him into & tiny, spotless kitchen,

“You are Mrs, Peters? I've come
from polive hendquarters to learn what
you ean tell me about your nicce, Radie
Mullen,”" he bogan pleasantly.

“It's little enough, sir!" she me-
tioned to a chair. Do you wmind
spenkiog low? My husbamd's n night

wateliman nud he's just come home snd |

gone to bed.  I've told him Bodie was
off for the week-end visiting friends,
for she's ke his own girl, amd I don’t
wnopt him worried in case she turns up
ull right. 1 ean’t think \\"Illt']i got into
Sadie! She's been like n eraxy thing

| over since she eame home Friday night

with the news that her lady had been
murdered.  You'd expect her to be
sorry, nud slek with the shock and
fright of it, too, but not to carry on
na if she'd had a hand in it herself, the
silly girl!"

CWhat did she sy 7" Paul asked,

“Nothing at first, but just that zotne-

baoudy el killed Mes. Huartshorne in the |

wight,  We "conldn®t get another word
ot of her, she was dumb and white
il slinking till her teeth chottersd,
My hi=band got' n paper before he went
out 1o Lis job, und that's how we learn-
ed the detnils of jt.  Ruadie hoad come
lhamoe n Tlittle nfter 6, but she wouliln't
ot wor supper and shat herself in her
roott,  Along sabout midoight she burst
out eorying something terrible, as if
slien’dl held in as long ax shie could nnd
ind to let go, but withough she hung
when I went in to her, T
get o word from her exeopt
one thing she kept sobbing over and
over: ‘If I'd only known! If I'd ouly
known ** "

“INdn’t she explain Inter what she
menput

“No, T got her quicted down finally
and she went to eleep: but she must
hiave been drenming of it, for she stiurted
up sereaming more than onee,  She
seareely ate n bite all doy yestorday nnd
woulln't talk to the reporters when
they came, or the neighbors, but Lid
off in her room and eried softly to hoy-
self.  She seemed to get better, though,
by nizhtfall, but she only shook lep
ienl when we tried to question hor, und
sliv: lind that stubborn look in he
that I've learned to reckons with w
wis n little girl, She gets strenks
it queer, mulish spunk when she
e her own way if it kills Ler, nnd
ould see she'd made up ler mind |
' something, but little I guessed |
whnt !

I'.\i_-' husband weot to his job at SI
o'clock last night, ond 1 stepped ot |
tiv o neighbor's, just a few doors away,
lonving Sadie poring over the lutest |
‘extrn’ about the murder When
cime home I thought she had gone to
bud, for her door was closed and there
wos no light in the room, but whoen T
went to wake her for carly mass I
found her gone!'* i

“She left no note or messa

gea X E rur
you*" nsked Taul, .
) “No, gjr. Her bed hado't been slept
in and none of Ler things were minuinzl
Ih...
foom was strewn with feathers, Shi
hiud torn open her pillow, and when I |
looked at it close T could see where she |
must have ripped it befo l

! 1 re amnd sewsd
It together aznin,  Whatever it way slie |
had hidden in there |

. she must haye t
it with her."" .

U should like fo
please.’”  Paul rose,

I haven't Lind time to straighten it
Yet.,” Mrs. DPeters' hesituted. Then
I| wsing t?lr-- kitchon, she threw open :;-
tdoor ut the en L) p i
fuirly choke u::.:l slr!'l:hu fedthers wil

The voom was small, with
window openivg on a rourt,
uished simply with o parrow iron bed,

w chair and a combinatlon pine burean
tod washstond,

on o me

eouldn't

slie

of t

se8  her  room,

u single
and fur-

A crisp calico curtain |
stuspended from a shelf bulged with the
rRiarmeats hapging from pegs  beneath
u cloud of feathers from the toru|
the |

door sud settled agai -
Paul's dartin
detui

n.
g klance took in every
tuil and rested finally upon the smuill
mirrar aver the bureau.

) l-‘r-:vu all sides of it protruded fun-
like shesfs of pietures obviousiy elipped
from newspapers and mugazines ; re-
produced photographs of simpering girls
amlllnu-uu sirens, effeminate youths and
leering sutyrs in evening dress,

Puul gestured toward the improvised
gullery and Mrs, Peters sighed.

I'_"I'in- movies "' ghe explained. “‘Sa-
die's just crazy about them! She would
have those pictures up there. I burned
the first bateh I saw, but she got on
one of those stubborn fits of hers and
threatened to leave home if she couldn’t
have them. After all, it seemed harm-
less enough.  Sadie's a good-girl, sir;
I've never had any trouble with her.
She dou't seem to care about boys, or
staying out Inte pights, And she never
was deceitful before. She just loves
pretty thiogs, like any other young girl.
aud she’d spend her last dime for the
movi !

"1 you know how much money she |

:n_:u_l with her when she went away lnst
ight*

""Beven dollars and forty cents,”” Mrs.
Peters responded promptly, **I thought
of that the first thing, She hud just
ten dollurs left ffom her wages, paid
two-nid-u-holf for 0 waist, spent five
cents for carfare home from Farra-
gut wtreet Friday night and five cents
ghe Jent me to make chunge today for
the ivemun,'

(CONTINUED TOMORROW )

le a Knife All Right

: oo
cond Bullet—By Robert Orr Chipperfield| ™" 2"

r eyes ! white rays far
lien | felt new  coursge.

! SALV AGE
By Mary Buzzell

I ATHAN PYNE, keeper of the light-

| hu‘ue on a ledge rising abruptly

Ifrmn the ocean, cast an all-embracing
leye over the surrounding waters; then

turned tn\"nrri the house with a stento-
rinm :

“Hey, Charity!I"" and n fair-baired
girl at one of the narrow windows re-
turned a prompt, *“Yes, dad—what is
ity

“I'm going now, and dou't you try
any stunts on the water 1'm
gone! - We're in for bad wenther, if 1
rend the sigus right! However, I'll
be back before dark if nothing happens.
Good-by, honey!" and stepping Mto
the dory he pushed off with a last
hoarsely  shouted admonition to the
watching girl fo be careful. And with
' Inugh she promised and went back to
Iher work. Since the denth of her
mother when she was but n child, she
had lived alone with her father.

Then, having finished her work in-
doors, she took a book and settling her-
self in n sheltered nook between two
boulders, prepared to cujoy an after-
noon's reading, An hour —two hourg—
pasged unheedmd.  She lpoked up from
lier book. The sky was black under
the beetlivg clouds and the wind was
vising.  The frothing waves hurtling
ugninst the rocks below moaned with
t disinnl insistence that made her shiv-
or. Bhe stood up to senn the water, but
sew no sign of the dory. What if
something happened to dod! But she
would not allow lierself to worry—yet !

To keep from thinking she went into
llhr: bonse and busicd horself in making
la kettleful of chowder—for dad would
Ihe‘ ravenous when he got in from his
trip. By the thoe this wos set on the
iback of the range to “ripen' the room
was dark. Wrapping n thick shawl
around her shoulders, she went out
aguin to find the waves, churned to a
yeasty foum, coming higher nnd bigher,
etich striking with o reverberating boom
thut struck terror to her Leart. And
the lighthouse wag dark !

Bhe ran to the house ane
tower, and when the

while

|
|

1 up into the
great light sent its
out over the water ghe
So down and out
ngnin—uhiis time with u coiled eable in
her hamd., And then—bark—above the
noise of the erashing waters, there came
from the depths a fuine :

“Aboy ! The lighthouse!"" aad with
n fear-stricken heart she answered the
hail with a brave ;

SDon't give up, dod

don’t give up!

| I'm comiog!"" und even ns she spoke, |REO.

mnkiog fast the rope to a boulder—for

Tishe renlized thut her idolized father |trade right snd started a stream of

was out there—snd in dapger !

So regurdless of ler own peril, she
fuirly flew down the rocks till she stood
on the dock, now well under water,

A head uppeared above the foam—and
sinewy hawpd tried to grasp the edge of
the  dock—fumbled uncertninty and
slipped from view,

“Dad—dnd—"" she sereamed franti-
cally, ““try ngnin, bhere to your right!
The rope—the rope! Catch the rope!*”

Again the land showed nbove the
spume ; and with a sobbing prayer .for
success, she threw the kootted rope's
ood toward it. At first it fell slack:
then she felt a feeble tug, followed by
u cholked @

“Pull, Charity! For God's sake—
pull ' and with set teeth, and with
venry  ounce of her splendid ¥oung
strength, sho pulled.

And at last, the head and shoulders

| of her father emerged from the clutel -

ing watep's smothering foam; and »
Iimp form neross his shoulders told her
thut uwot only was he battling for his

|own life—Dbut for that of another—and

she braced lLerself anew. And inch by
ineli, ber torn wsand blistered hands
shortened the rope till her father, gasp-
Ing for breath, reanched the dock: and
with lis denghter’s help, from there to
the safety of the rocks above, And
after regnining their spent breath, they
hulf-drageed wmd holf-carvied the inert
form of the wan «aved from a watery
grave up into the warm Kitehen of
the lighthouse.

After they had all got into dry cloth-
ing, she made her two patfents driok
strong black coffve; and fed them spar-
ingly of the hot c¢hiowder, and soon the
sturdy old keeper of the lighthouse was
able to tell her what had happened,

As he was passing a lightship an-
chored to ride out the storm, the young
murine—wenak from a recent illness—
had fallen overbosird nlmost in the path
of the dory, and Le managed to get
him into the boant, where he soon lost
conscionsuess,  And then, when nearly
home, a terrific gust of wind had
twisted the ours from his chilled hands ;
aud the dory, dashed on the rocks, was
smashed—throwing  them ioto the
stormy waters, 1

**And if it badn't been for you, Char-
Lity,"" he finished, “we should have
bern gome by this time! But as it is—
well, according to maritime law, we both
belong to you—for you salvaged us from
lhe sea!"'

And Lansing Barstow, the *‘sal-
vaged'' marine, looking straight into the
itunpwet eyes of the girl holding a
spoonful of chowder to his lips; whis-
pered brokenly:

“God bless you !
glad to ‘belong' !’

The next complete novelelte—A Pilot
| o' Hearts.

I shall be only too

—

|DREAMLAND ADVENTURES-ByDa:

“THE LAUGHING MAN”

day |

(The FLaughing Man vaces wwith
Oranky Jimking to sell an autotruck
fo Farmer Field and thus fo start a
fortune. The Laughing Mon s
delayed by his kind-hearted acts in
picking wp Johwmy Bull, Pegoy,
Billy and a little old woman.)

The Limpy Boy
EGGY and Billy were glad that the

Laughing Man stopped to mick up
the little old woman, for she eeemed

very tired and wern,  Still, they were
sorry that he had lost so much time
and given Cranky Jimkins such a lead
in the race for m fortuns, Only the
little old woman's promise to guide him
by a short cut gave them hopes that
the Laughing Man would win.

After a time they turned off the main
highway upon a narrow road that
twisted about so much that it would
be hard indeed for any stranger to fol-
low it without a guide. The little old
woman knew every twist, however, and
the Laughing Man sent his truck along
nt full speed. Thus it was that when
the short road joined the long road
that Cranky Jimkins had taken the

two trucks reached there at the same
time, much to the surprise of Craoky
Jimkins, who thought hetwas well
nhead.

Indeed, so close together were the|
trucks at the cross roads that there
{ might have been & bad crash if the
| Ymughing Man had not thought of the
| kafety of his passengers and elowed up,
| giving Cranky Jimking a chance tod
| dagh first past the cross ronds.

Btanding nt the crosd roads was n
frail boy on crutches. Ile waved omne
crutch at Cranky Jimkins and called
| eut in a shrill voice: *‘Hey, sir, plense

give me a ride, for I am lame and
tired.""

“"Giet out of the way !'* roared Cranky
dimkins.  *‘I haven't any time to waste
giving you a ride.”” And away sped
Cranky Jimkins down the road,

But the Laughing Man noticed how
pale and weak the boy on erutches
wng, Fe put on his brakes and stopped
the truck, even though Cranky Jimkins
was getting farther ahead every mo-
ment, - Down off his machine leapod
the Laughing Man, Ife picked the lnme
boy up in his nrms and set him on
the sent of the truck beside the little
old woman.

“I'Il give you a ride,'" shouted the
Laughing Man. ‘“‘You seem to be go-
fog my way." Ile jumped aboard the
truck again and started helter-skelter
after Cranky Jimkius,

“And what may your way be, sir?"’
politely asked the lame boy.

“I'm racing to sell Farmer Field n!

truck and thus win my fortune,”
swered the Laughing Man,

“That you will do, Laughing
and I will bhelp you all T ean,'*
clared the lame boy, using exmotly
same charm-like words that Joh
Bull and the litile old woman
spoken before him.,

Peggy and Billy looked at each othes
ued wondered what
words meant, Was there ‘some § ’
power in them that would really help

v
e
o

the

=
|

the charin-like

|

the Taughing Man? If there was, he

certainly seemed to veed them, for bes

cause of his stopping Cranky Jimking

was far, far down the rond.
““Ha, ha, ha! Hee how fast he goes I'*

inughed the lame boy, pointing a crutel

it Cranky Jimkine, I'hat remark soem=

ol very odd to Peggy and Billy, for they

didn’t thivk-it a bit funny that Cranky
Jimking should get such a g lead,

““Ho, ho, ho! T¥le doesn't let anye
thing stop him,'" sall Laughing Mam,
riefully. £

‘“But the broken bridge a mile ah
will stop him,"" chuckled the lame boye
And now Feggy and BHilly knew why the
Inme boy thought the speeding of Cranky
Jimkins was so funny., Cranky was
rughing into trouble just as fast as he
could go. “‘“Turn at the next corner
and you will find a safe and secure
road to the home of Farmer Field,"
added the lame boy,

“Ha, ha, ha! What a joke on Cranky
Jimkins " roared the Laughing Man.

“Hu, hn, ba! What a joke!"" echoed
all the others; but still they all felt
rather anxious, for they knew the race
for the fortune was far from ended.

(In the next chapter Cranky Jim-
kins finds himeelf in much worse
trouble. ) Y

By HAROLD WHITEHEAD

THE BUSINESS DOCTOR -

.
Author of ““The Business Carcer of FPeter Flint”' and ““Bruno Duke—Bolver of Business 'roblems’

vy
“Cashing in'" on Misfortune
| T DON'T know who invented Blue-Jay,
but I'Il bet lie had a corn. Millions
|of poople have had corns, but the num-
{ber of folks who cashed in on the mis-
|l'urtune ig iusignifiennt.

And isn’t it so ull along the line?

All the time we nre getting batted
all over the lot with one kind of set-
|hnck or another, Yet how seldom do
we say, ‘‘Now, how can 1 mnke that
| pay me a dividend?'’

1 nm reminded of this thought by u
letter which came to me some years
Not that there's much in the let-
| ter itself; but it happened to “hit" the

\

orders to a factory that drsperntqls
needed it.

This concern made—never mind what,
1 mustn't say. Anyhow, they made it
right, but business was hard to get,
for they were bucking an established
competitor. Things were looking rather
blue when the trensuver went to get the
payroll check eashed one Friday morn-
ing. e bad to see the bauk president
|before he got the funds that insured
running for another week—that's how
| tight things were, '

Well, he returned with the cash, and
nfter filling the pay envelopes deposited
it in the safe until morning. Why
dido't he wait until Saturday? Usunlly
he did: but Saturday is a busy time
with n bank president and he couldn’t
tnke & chupee with a harassed bank
official.  Besides, if the bank had re-
fused the funds he would bhave had to
try elsewhere.

Saturday morning came and business
started as usual., When the office was
opened it was found burglurs had en-
tered, Heartsick, the treasurer hasten-
o to the safe amd, to his surprise and
| polief, he found the money safe in the
| little brown paper parcel into  which
' he had tied it

They bad suffered a loss, however—
4 severe one—for a whole lot of mer-
chondise, small but valuable, had been
taken. Around the office were cigar
butts, and the office cigars were miss-
ing.

?!,v the time the extent of the robbery
was kuewn the police were there and
the president of the company had ar-
rived.

At once the president saw a chance
to make capital of the disaster. THe
had the safe photographed there and
then and took care that the money
was in plain sight inside the safe.

Then he had the photo printed and
sent it with a letter to every customer
and prospect. I have not the letter
itself, but the point he made was this:

“Burglars entered our place last
night, They burst open our burglar
proof sdfe and played hob around the
place generally,

“They did vot steal our money, how-
over, That's something they can get
anywhere. They stole our best cignrs—
those we keep for extra specinl cus-
tomers 1fke you.

“Worse still, they stole all our com-
plete stock of They must have
been professionals, for they kuew that
our —— are more valuable than mouney.
The dickens of it is that customers who
have once used our know this also,
nnd as our complete stock of finished
goods is stolen it will, mean holding
up our friends for n few days until a
new supply is ready.

“Perhaps it was some customer who

Just could wot wait for dellvery., If wo,

please, dear customers, give us a chance
Lo deliver in the regular way."

With the letter was a elippivg from
the local paper giving an sccount of the
burglary. The whole tRing wus o
cleverly seized upon for advertising pur.
pores and the evident good spirit with
which the concern took the misfortune
that customers were impressed as never
before with the liveness of the concern,

An immedinte influx of orders, re-
peats from ol customers, sample orders
from new ounes followed. During the
week, the salesman, the president and
two other men made a whirlwind cam-
paign over the whole territory covered.

The following Friday the treasurer
again visited the bank president and
securea funds with little trouble, for bhe
showed bonu fide orders enough to keep
the plant busy day and night for two
mounths.

I'm wvery much ioterested in true
stories of misfortune being used as the
key to the door to success. 1If readers
will send mte any true incidents, giviog
full facts—not for publication—1'l1 be
glad to retell them for the benefit of
my readers,

Readers' Questions Answered
Mr. Whitehead will anawer in this
column questions on marketing, buying,
welling, advertising, letter writing, busi-
ness education, and on matters perfain-
ing to the ohoice of a vocation, Al
questions will be answered in order of

reoeipt,  No anonymous correapondencd
will be acknowledged., Readera’ initials
only will be published., It oyi“ toke
Jrom four to fifteen duys for o' reply ta
nppear,

Da you believe In smokin
hours fn o business office?

No, particularly if thers are ladies
present, and T presume that most busi-
ness offices toduy have several ladies
working therein,

& during workl
o

L m
weat l’t'llFlllL:m:nrrl mr'i.':m'-: "l'lrnlt xf ‘;'t:l-‘u_.m;l.tug
Eroat desire wmong the mmall merchants
of the lslands to buy American moods. -
moest of thelr (radlng i rmlu done wﬁh
Britlsh firme, 1t In quite & Ihli for Amaere
lean commercinl men.

¥had to represent a f
whose :Ednnun | §
il buying goods for them.

Will you kindly advise me on the p

fu.'the mattee of buyins woots far vess
b i 4

18 there any buol:}l.hit will é‘;n‘?‘”“
. " B D

I assume that you have secured
definite contracts to buy for these West
Indies merchants—in which case I
would advise you to go to your banker
nndvlay the matter before him, for you
probably will need bank help, as many
American houwes insist on goods belng
sold with sight draft attached to bill of
lnding.

Your bank may not only give you the
technical help you wish, but you may
need financial help alse, and it iz much
better to start in with a good working

of the
Ve ob=

]

il

understanding  between  yourself and * .

the bank.

List of books under scparate
cover. ’

{(CONTINUED TOMORROW)

| THE SPIRIT LAKE MASSACRE

It is a long, long trall for many of us
back to school readers, rubber boots and
tules of Indian wars. We feel about
Indian wars ns the young woman Md
who when visiting the agquarium re-
cently was as surprised and thrilled at
sceing the little senhorse as though she
had suddenly come upon Aladdin's
lamp. Just because there were pie-
tures of scahorses in her book of fairy
tales sbe had releguted them in ber
mind to the realm of the unreal,

One of the latest and best-known
Indinn massacres wos that of Spirlt
Lake, in northwestern Towa, aund there
still lives in that region a little woman
who has been known for two genern-
tions as *‘the only survivor of the
Spirit Lake Mnssncre." She is Mrs.
Abby Gardiner Sharp. And many an
unwilling memory has been dragged
from her mind.

That night she was compelled to
watch an Indian war dance ion celebra-
tion of the extinetion of her family, By
the uext night they had killed thirty-
eight people, the entire settlement with
the exception of Abby Gavdiner and
three other young women who were
made captives to serve the whims of the
Indians and act as pack horses when
ot otherwlse occupied,

“Too Much Cooper'*

Mrs, Bharp is a woman weighing less
than 100 pounds,

“You koow," she expluined, *‘Kast-
erners all look upon the Indian as the
‘noble red man.'! My mother had that
idea. It came from rending so much
of James Fenlmore Cooper. When the
Indians came to our house that morn-
ing father realized that they intended
to kill us, His imphlse was to defend
us and kill & few of them before they
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By Chas. Jl_!cManus"

now for Mre. Ledyard, has
ktered knee from Ypres, sir.'’
t were your duties at the Red
dance here on Thureday ?'’
took the tickets at the door, sir,
then generally overlooked the wait-
"" El’u caterer, and kept an eye

1 JUST SAw
YOUR UNCLE

g

L

Jong were you posted at the

il eloven, sir, or a bit after
g arrived later than that."”
semember Mra., Hartshorne's
h the Gaylors?'"*
, sir, That was about half-

‘obsarva when she left 2"
. 1 did not see Mrs. Harts-
_ n after ghe entered.”
1 _”{1 did you lock the conserva-
’ was o pEuss during which
tan bis young wmistress

at length.
It, sir, There

its ha
atr e

You DID? (
HE WAS

HE LOOKS LIKE
IN A

T-N~T EXPLOSION

HOWS
THAT ?

HIS FACE WAS ALL
SCRATCHED LP

DID
. ouT

HAPPENED?

YOU FIND

-

HOW. IT
TO EAT

?
et
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YES — HES LEARNIN

WITH A FORK

killed us. But mother interfered. She
begged him to let the Indians in and
treat them kindly, hoping that then
they would spare our lives.

“If we had fought them there might
have been no 8pirit Lake massacre.
We might have defended ourselves, and
as ours was the first house they visited
that morning, if we had resisted they
might have been discouraged at the out-
set, At least the rest of the settlement
might have been warned. Father asked
two young men who were at our house
to go and warn the gettlement, but they
sided with mother, who thought the
Indians were only in a pet and that
thev would get over it.

"*When we did understand thers wag
not even time to shut the door.”’ pointw
ing to an open squarve of light framed
in morning glory vines.

“How I stood it is as much of &
conundrum to me as to you—I, who
had been protected from bardship all
my life, and who did not know thers
wug such a thing as evil in the world!
When I write down the things that
were in that pack I earried T could not
belleve it, if T did not know it was true,
It was heavier than those the squaws
carried. The Indiaus took all the settle- -
ment livestock with them, but only. one
li'ttla pony and I survived to reach
Yankton, where I was rescued. The
weather was so bad that spring that
severul from the reéscuing pdrties that
tried to reach us were frosen to death,'*

Cost Staie $10,000

The reseus of Abby Gardiner was ae=
complished in the guise of & purchase
which was carried out by n olever
Ohristianized  Indian, Horton-Ho~
Washta, with two others, who was sent
by the state of Minnesotn. The ex-
pedition cost the state the, at that
time, considerable sum of $10,000, And
the little girl was well on her way to
8t. Paul before she found out that she
was not the property of another tribe.

“There  were “thirty-eight Todians
hanged by the government for the mas~

sacre of 1802,'" Mrs. Bharp recalled,

“‘which was patterned by Iukpadute
upon. his very successful Bpirit Lake
killing. Linecoln pardoned all but thirty~

o
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eight of those convicted, The eanterners

couldn't understand what a massacre
wan like and they interceded for the
Todians,

“But do you kuow,”" she repested,
it my mother had not read so much of
James Fenimore Cooper down there in
Now York I don't believe there weo
have been n Spirit Lake mamsacre.

Mrs. Bharp bought her father's
log cabin muny years ufter the mas
and built her own coltage near it.

““Father built it,"" ehe ssid. *‘It w
ull there was left to speak of him fu th

“‘But," she whispered, “‘people ¢
here and they say to me: ‘W, ;
awful scared? My! My! Myl ]
to these people: ‘Fear ceases to ma




