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CHAPTER

[ ous Himselr that he would never have
1 [ aaven o mw a pum Ies wo bad he
™ AR o M a2 L 1 it
Da '! n{ea . stayed behind Tast olght.”
As T owanted o interview Lawrence
next, the editor accompanied me In

| his car to point out the building where

of o whose thoushits were far b Lawreence had his oftice, Here he leit
oy When e paused, he did ot Fpe, saying that it T would call at his
Feply an onee | oflice in about an hour, he would hayve
e the T oam e back files of the newspaper 1

1 « It's [ wanted ready for me”
e crimes 1 ‘ Lawrence's oflice was on the second
Liave ever heard of We are up in the | tloor of a brick huildin ind his door
pair. We of no reason either for [ hore the sign “Law  Oflice”” At a
Shvke's < bLeen murdered or for | desk, reading a nev aper, was a man
his | Kilie nself, There Is a [ of about forty five, with a very thin
i ‘ et You had hetter | nervous  face, He threw down the
wir nien up here as I paper and  eyed me questioningly

When T told him that Slyke was de;
and that T had to learn ahout
| his interview with him, he moved un-
easily in his chair; but when I added
that we believed that Slyke had been
murdered, and that as far as we knew
he wiy the person to see  him
alive, he was absolutely unnerved. [

and  search the |

s

possible
come

Y went ont to telephone for his
over to the |

|
witlked
and we stood '

ed h
e view

ey

8 last

e v' reed his hand on my shoulder
of work |

“Pelt, you have a good deal
to do today. T want you to find out | could see that, until I mentioned the
Al vou can about the men who were | word murder, he had thought that
at the poker game.  Then you must | Slvke had committed sulcide.  Ilor a
see that man Lawrence and get his | second Twondered if, after all, he had
Find out why he stayed be- | not had something to do with the

the others, If you have any | crime.

time loft, you had better look up in | Taking a chalr by his side, I sald.
| the tiles of the local newspapers the | “You were the last person, so far as
burelary of last vear.” we can discover, to see Mr. Slyke
“You Jdon't Il:h;k that had anything I alive.  We know that you stayed for
to do with the murder, do you?" 1 | u few moments only, and that he him-

self asked that you remain. As you
were the last one to see him alive, we

asked in wonder.
s me one of those smiles of |

He gave
his that tell nothing, and drawled | are much Interested in what you can
out, *I am not saying, but you know tell us of how he acted. Did he seem
we came up here op a burglary case, | hervous or upset?”
not a4 murder mystery.” j My question did not make the man

He did not give me time to won- | by my side any easier. He answered |

| der what his reply meant, but con- | auickly, in a high-pitched voice that

o to Currle’s and got | broke several times, “I did stay; but

“Better
| the other men will tell you that T was

nued,

51 orv. of course. would have | the car.  Here are the names of the
\‘.»))Y‘;r(-}::'i::‘r:l vn'x. Ihn‘e‘ her 'm;! ::\ were | N you are to see.” | golng home with them until Slyke
frank and her manner seemed truth- | As Twas leaving the room he waved [ isked me to wait a moment, I had |
ful.  She could evidently throw no  his hand and called after me with a | no idea lwh.m-hum) what he wanted.
light on our problem. She waited smile, “Geod luck!  See you tonight.” | T “"Sh,‘“ tod I_had igone 'wl[h the
quietly for Bartley's next question, | ]’;‘I’I‘I:-" Some d—d fool will say I killed |

which, when it cawe, was a surprise
even to me.

“Did you see the dog when you
came in?" |

“Oh, yes! He ecame to the door and
walked to the foot of the stairs with
me."” .

Bartley turned to the butler and
asked, *“Was the dog in this room
when you came down this morning
He nlways sleeps here

“Yes, sir.

There was a long silence after this,
broken at last by the girl asking if
s«he might return to her room. Bart-
ley gmiled and assented. I could
that he was not satistied at the way
things had His lips were shut
tight and his eyes wandered restless-

Fone.

1y around the room. He glanced
moodily down at the woman in the
chair, who had recovered her com-

posure to some extent, and was now |
watching with eyes everything
that was going on,

After a while, Bartley turned to the
batler. “Did you see anyone near the
door of Mr. Slyke's room while we
were in there?”

“Why, I don't know, sir. I did see
the chauffeur coming down the stairs.
But I don't know If he had been up
to the room.”

“If you can find him, send him to
me at once,” Bartley commanded.

Tue butler took this order as a dis-

keen

missal and left tne room. Bartley
turned to Miss Potter and asked her
if she had” returned to Slyke's room
after she left us there. She shook her
head.  There wuas again a long si-
lence. At length Duartley broke it by

telling her that she need not remain
any longer. She rose to her feet and
started  toward the Half |
way across the floor she paused, and

stairway.

sald In @ voice that hesitated more | Over at Slyke's; Slyke was murdered . N .
than once, “You asked me, Mr, Bart- | last night.” i He fuld e Lawrence eontinued;
ley, if, when I found Mr. Slyke was | His large red face grew purple, that he had a great deal more than
dend, T touched the bedelothes.” ‘ Mupdered?' he gasped.  *My G—, he ('l‘llll‘l use, and that l-ua would sell
Bartley turned quickly. The tone | Who did it?’ me Ml“il: lnvr one hundred (lu.lhkrs a
cuse, Thut's pretty cheap for im-

of his volce us he unswered her ques-
tion showed that he knew sowething
fmportunt was coming. | !
“Yes, I did.”
With her hands playing nervously
with a fold of her dress und her eyes |
on the floor, she continued slowly,

did not, touch the bedelothes, but— [ to come up he and when he does, : £ :
I—[—" [ he finds a murder right or my doop- | Lawrence left, but had waited uy for
“Yes” encouraged Dartley. “You | step”  He puused, then wdded, I some other visltor. It '\\u.s r\vll’mus,
did what?” ; wonder who killed Slyke. 1 never | 1?0 St the least.  One o'clock in the
She seemed to find it difficult to | liked him very much, but I know of | MOrng Is not u usual hour for re-
answer. “When—I went in that room | Do reason for his being murdered.” celvlng. cullers,
—uand found him dead”—her \»”,..‘A; I went to the garage and backed “”f“,v.“ you uny "I'_'" who 1t ““SK"
was very low—*he looked—I vany, | out his o dittle runabout, and started ) _'\”: he suld, vshul\lng his lw;nl,. I
his ey so frightencd me that I— | for town.  In front of the post oflice I|.|\\-!11 the least Mv.u As 1 was
she puused ugain—-"1 closed thew.” | I stopped the car and got out. I knew :‘““.“”: l.‘"u:: )<w suld, ? avawiiie. I
For n while we looked at her too | that It the postmaster would glye iné i\m .U\|n-< [}lllh a “m-“l“ M.“!rfl““‘. .u‘hd
surprised to speak. surtley's brows | the addresses of the men who had been | Y to walt Ul’"“‘l 1. we's all
knit and a curious look cue Into Lis | 41 the card purty, it would suve me o |} EOW tbout It
It was not much of a clue, still it

Tace. |
All at once I realized the full

meanlng of her words It st had

closed Slyke's eyes, then it would he

hard for Buartley to prove thut he Ll

been murdered.  He had chidmed thae, |idea toome ! }
it Slyke had committed suiclde, his Arriving at the newspaper oflice, il wits; thut M‘““”, ’”.I‘”‘“'l \,\;lj.,m
eyes would have been open. He nad | found the man I sought Just going the one who hurlblxllh‘*l Slyketr The
gone even further und sald 10 was | out to Juncheon.  When he l.-::rnwl"l”“‘\ seemed to favor It Lawrence
the murderer who had closed nis ey that I hud come to ask him some | had tittle further information to give
tilnking that wus the way they sh questions about Slyke, he wvited e | mies e suid that Slyke had not been
look in death.  But now Miss Poin meh with bim. | espectally nervous, nor had he acted
had told us that It was she who hiod | went to bl club, and In the | Ltk man afraid of wnything,
closed them.  Slyke wmight, after all, | s lining roon found a table to | I rose to go, but puused ul u new
have killed himself!  Would Barctley | ourselves When I oentioned the st thought,

stillbe uble to prove that e had becn | of nes, he wld me all that he knew, | O Mro Luwrence, did Slyke glve
murdered? A few pen, wostly old friends, ey | YOU @ drink??

Once more Miss Potter lapsed into | eyery W or so to play poker, They He had accompanied me to the door,
aer old sullen mood and refused went to Slyke's usually  because, “‘\ and paused, one hund on the kpob.
add anything further. Bartley plied ‘ he put it, “Slyke had more booze than | “Yes, he did, up in the room over his
her with questions, but in the end sue ; the rest of us”  ‘The gumes wepe | Steeplng room He got out u Lottle
had added nothing to her first states | friendly affairs and the stukes low, | a0d two glasses und we had u drink.”
mant that Slyke's staring eyes ““'!i When I a®ked him 1f Mr. Lawrencg
frightened her and she had ‘in‘.-‘l}\“.)ml after the others had  gone
thew. She Insisted, however, that she | howe, he replied that he had und that “That's encugh to prove those
had not touched the bedclothes, that | he thought Slyke hbmself had asked men had nothing to do with the
they had been close around his neck | him to remaln, though did not burglary.”
and up over his chin when she found | know for what reason uddenty 1t
bim. j oceurred to him that whuat he had (TO B3 CONTINUED.)

When we were alone, Roche turned | suld mlght place Luwrence In nn awk -
to Bartley and sald, “There goes your | ward position Salamander Lives 500 Years,
theory of murder. Yeu can't prove “Jim  Lawrence,” he sald, “could Belteved to be D00 years old, a sala.
pow thet he did not kill himself.” have had nothing to do with Slyke's [ mander slx feet long hus been discow

death, Lawrence 18 8o darued nerv- | ered In & temple pond In Tokyo,

Bartley' lstened to Roche with the

when
up hurriedly and advanced to me,

asked.

| c

T smiled "t his answer. He was
| “l Did Not Touch the Bedclothes, but | right. P’cople with Imported liquor
== were not giving it away. And what

know the reason.

with intense interest ana growing hor-

shr

op| have been after hlm for g long time

CHAPTER V
_ It was just what some people would

In Which | Hear More About the Bur- [ say, when it became public that the
glary. //!Inurllnr !mrl not h\':lf’(] Slyke's voice
Currie was sitting on the fazza ‘ again after Lawrence's departure, But |
I reached the house. e got | for myself, T could not connect guilt
r\\-ith the thin, nervous figure beside
me,
“What did he
He apparently knew that we had | about?’ I asked. i
called over to Slyke's, but he did not | Lawrence flushed, then half grinned,
as he answered, “He asked me if I
wanted to buy some Scotch whisky.”
“Buy some whisky?" I repeated in
astonishment, |
“Yes, it seems foollsh, doesn’t it? |
But that's what he wanted to see me ‘
about. He said he had lots more than |
he needed, and that he could let me

“Where

in the devil is John?" lm‘

wuant to see you

have five cases.
I said nothing, trying to digest this |
astonishing Information. I had been

wondering what it was that Slyke
wanted to see Lawrence about, and
had even made several guesses; but

never in my wildest imagination had
I supposed that it was about whisky.
I could understand why Lawrence
should want to buy It, for good whis-
ky is hard to get; but why Slyke, pre-
sumed to be a rich man, should want
to sell five cases was beyond my com-
prehension.

He saw my surprise and said, “It
does seem strange. I was surprised
myself. T had heard that he had a lot
of booze; but we were not the closest
of friends, and nowadays a man lets
his liquor go only to his pals. 'T'he
man who will let you have five cuses
of whisky Is a pretty good friend.”

was more, few men of Slyke's position

I answered, “He Is o
were selling their private stock.

I told him all T knew. Ie lstened

ported stuff.”
“And then you left him?" I asked.
“Yes, He told me he was not go-
ing to bed yet Sald someone was
coming In about half-past one”
Here w a new piece of evidence,
Slyke, then, had not gone to bed after

ror. - When I ended by saying that

Bartley would be back to diuner, he
red his shoulders,
visit with John.

here goes 1y 1

lot of time. Upon explaining my er-
wus better than nothing, It did estab-

ruidd, he gave me the desired infor-

matdon. One of the first names on | 180 e fact that there had been
the st was that of the editor of the | SUmeone else with Slyke that night.
locul newspaper, uml 1t suggested un | DA IS ho were telling the truth,

‘The burning question in my wind was,

ciated early vegetubles.
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It 1s clearly the business of the
mind to build it more stately man-
gions ns the swift se oiis roll. For
the mind cannot remain fixed. no
matter what the psalmist thought
about the heart. Ourselves, like
cverything  and  everybody  else,
must change.— Edgar J. Goodspeed.

FOR FRIDA{’S FOOD

Fven In homes where meatless day
s not observed, it Is found profitable

to serve fsh on
Friday as the
markets provide

a greater varlety
for that day. Fish
in most communi-
ties is a plentiful
and cheap food.
It is easily di-
gested and nutritious.

Baked Stuffed Fish.—Prepare a
stutling for fish with one-half cupful
of bread erumbs, one-fourth cupful of
melted butter, one-half ~upful of
cracker crumbs, a few drops of onion
juice, one-fourth teaspoonful of salt,
one tablespoonful of chopped parsley,
a few dashas of pepper, and two table-
spoonfuls  of chopped sour plckles.
Mix and bind with a beaten egg. Stuff
the fish and lay on strips of cheese-
cloth; this will keep the fish from
breaking when lifted from the pan.
Bake until the fish leaves the bones.
Serve garnished with cress or parsley,
with sections of lemon.

Jellied Fish.—Cook a two-pound fish
and remove all the bones and skin, |
chop fine, and str in a little at a|
time a half cupful of water; add a tea-
spoonful of salt, the juice of three
lemons, one tablespoonful of grated
onion, 23 almonds blanched and finely
chopped, and a dash of cayenne pep-
per. When all these Ingredients have
been well-mixed add two tablespoon-
fuls of gelatin which has been soft-
ened in one-fourth of a cupful of
water and dissolved over hot water.
Pack in a mold and when thoroughly
chilled serve In a crisp nest of lettuce
with mayonnaise dressing.

Lemon jelly with chopped vege-
tables and a few nuts, molded and
served on lettuce makes a pretty aund
novel salad. Serve with any well-
liked dressing.

Of all the men I have known, I
cannot recall one whose mother did
her level best for him when he was
little, who did not turn out well
when he grew up.—Frances Park-
inson Keyes.

WAYS WITH SPRING FOODS
Asparagus s one of the most appre-
Cooked until
tender and rerved plain
with melted butter it Is
excellent, or served with
creanm on toast it makes
a delightful luocheon
dish.

Another method which
adds variety is to toss
the cooked stalks in but-
ter in a hot frying pan,
then spread with butter and grated
cheese and brown under the gas flume.
Hollandaise sauce Is also delicious
with cooked asparagus. Cream of as-
paragus soup ls one of the most de-
licious of all cream soups. Served
with a spoonful of whipped cream on
top of each bowl, with a spriakling of
minced chives or finely shredded al-
monds, the soup Is par excellence.
Cooked stalks thrust through a ring of
pepper or tomato and served with rich
mayonnaise (a spoonful placed on the
side of the salad plate), mukes a de-
ilghtful salad.

RRhubarb is one of our early fruits.
It iIs especlully good for the system
and blends well with other frults as
drinks. Rhubarb sliced, sprinkled with
sugar and baked In the oven until ten-
der is unusually gocd in flavor. Com-
bined with strawberrles and pineapple
a most deliclous jum or conserve is
made. .

The cultivated mustard is one of the
nicest greens for serving, covked and
d ed with butter and vinegar or
lemon Jjulce, or cooked with a slice of
fat salt pork. The fresh, pretty leaves
served with lettuce In a salad add a
zest to the dish which Is ‘well liked,

Mustard grows freely and should bhe
found In every garden us it continues
to put forth leaves all summer. 1If the
blossoms are kept pleked the plants
may be useful until late in the fall,

Spanish onlon with green or red pep-
per in rings, radishes and watercress,
aH add variety to the sulads of thls
time of the year.

A fine dinner menu for this season
i n dish of greens with a slice of
corned beef, salt pork or ham, which
have been cooked together, potatoes,
onfon salad und rhubarb pie—a dinner
which 1s not only filling but medleinal,

There is no food more heolthtul for
young und old thau the fresh, juley
fruits.

04

metlﬁ_j

Celebrating.

alrs. Wenlthy couldn’t come to our
bridge game thls afternoon.”

“Why not?”

eshe forgot it her lap dog's
bligthday, wnd she'd prouiised to give
the deur little thing a purty.”

wus

Some Job.

“1 am selllng an encyclopedla,
you buy?”

“1 don't Know. 1
know what I am buylng.
st of the contents complete.”—Louls-
ville Courler-Jourual,

win

always llke to
Glve me a

|
|
|
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RED TOP'S POLITENESS

Now, Red Top, the Rooster, was
veally very polite. He had the best
of Rooster manners. Not only was
he a splendid one for crowing, but he
really was very kind to all about hin.
Of course he was fond of boasting a
bit, but that did no one any harm—
not even Red Top.

With all his boasting he never really
became conceited. He simply seemed
to feel that he must boast so as to let
them all know that he was Red Top,

in the morning and who attended to
the business of the barnyard.

Just what business it was he at-
tended to no one knew and
did Red Top, but he knew that it
was always well to pretend that he
had many important business thoughts
and Ideas which none of the barnyard
creatures could understand.

It made him sound so superior to
say to some young creatures who had
asked him what he was thinking about:

“Ah, you wouldn't understand. All
heavy business matters which are very
important and which are things
you don't have to worry your
pretty (or otherwise) head about.”

But still he was a very good sort,
and now he was thinking more and
more of the nice things he could do for
the rest of his barnyard friends. He
was just as attentlve and polite as
ke could be.

“Cock-a-doodle-do,” he sald one day,
“come, barnyard friends and relatives
and take a walk with me.

“In the garden beyond there are seeds
end worms and the little fresh bludes
ol grass are coming up.”

And all the creatures of the barn-
yard started to take a walk with Red
Top.

“Cackle, cackle,” sald Miss Fidgety
Fashlonable Hen, “this Is kind of you
to share your pleasures with me.”

“Cock-a-doodle-do,” said Red Top,
to be obliging

“always and
kindly.”

“Cackle, cackle,” sald Mrs. Brown
Hen, “Indeed, RRed Top, you're a gen-
tleman.”

“I was always taught by my Mother
Hen,” said Red Top, “to be a gentle-
manly and well mannered rooster, and
I never want to forget my good moth-
er's teachings.” 5

“Ah, you were a comfort to your
mother always, and never caused her
any worry, I'm sure,” said Mrs. White
Hen.

“Well,” admitted Red Top, “she was
saved from seeing some of my pranks,
for it was decided upon by those in
authority that she would make a most
delicious chicken' broth.

“Ah, yes, I might have worrled her

glad

“Ah, You Wouldn’t Understand.”

had 1t not been that she had that
other engagement.

“But, then, I tried my best, and, as
I say, I've always tried to be a credit
to her teachings.”

“And you've been that,” sald Miss
White Hen. And Mrs. White Hen
sald: “Cackle, cackle, you've been a
fine chap, Red Top.”

So Red Top took everyone to par-
take of a dellclous meal and he
showed the way and pointed about
and scratched about in the ground so
that all could have a feast.

And after the feast was over Mrs.
Brown Hen sald: “Cheers for Red
Top. Three cheers for Red Top, hip,
hip, hoorany! Cuckle, cackle, cackle,”

And Mrs. White Hen sald: “Hlip,
hip, hooray! Three cheers for Red
Top. Cheers, cheers, cuckle, cackle,
cackle”

And Miss Fldgety Fashlonable len
suld:  “Three cheers for Red Top.
Cheers, cackle, cackle, cuckle, hip, hip,
hooray

Then Miss Red Hen sald:
cackle, cackle, three cheers
Top, hip, hip, hooray.”

And Mrs. Spotted hen sald:
three cheers
hooray "
way  cheered
stump which
he sald: “Ladies! 1
Let alwuys be of
service to you.  Call upon me at any
time my assistance,
I'm only too glad to give you of my
rooster thme und my rooster help.”

And wus o great cackling in
the burnyard of joy that such u fine
gentlemun as Red Top was the friend

Cackle,
for Red

“Cackle,
cuckle, cackle, for Red
Top, hip, hip,

S0 Red Top
rose upon an
pussing  und

thank you!

and he
they were
me
you need

me or

there

of ull
In Wrong.
Johnnle (to new visltor)—8o you
are my grandma, are you?

Grandmother-—Yes, Johnole, I'm
your grandma on your father's slde.

Johnnle—Well, you're on the wrong

whiw i you'll soon find that oute ~

the champion Rooster of the Imm-;
yard, the one who awoke them all up

neither |

Los AngelesWoman
Tells of Wonderful
* Experience.

MRS. GUSSIE E. HANSEN.

Mrs. Gussle E. Hansen, of 916 West
52nd Street, is now numbered with the
multitude of Los Angeles men and‘
women who have realized the wonder-
ful merits of Tanlac. In relating her
experiences, Mrs. Iansen said:

“It is wonderful what Tanlac will do
for one suffering from stomach trou-
ble, nervousness and run-down con-
dition. I have tried it,

“Before taking the treatment every-
thing I ate disagreed with me so that
I actually dreaded to sit down to the
table. Isuffered from constipation, had
awful pains across my back, and was S0
nervous and run down I was in mis-
ery all the time.

“Tanlac  was helping so many
others I thought it might help me, too,
and it certainly has. Why, my appé-
tite is just splendid, and my stomach
is in such good order I eat to my
heart’s  content. My back doesn’t
bother me any more, and I sleep like a
child at night. I can’'t say too much
for Tanlac.”

Tanlac is for sale by all good drug-
gists—take no substitute. Over 37 mil-
lion bottles sold.

Accounting for Tide.

A tide is a wave of the whole ocean
which is elevated to a certain height
by the attraction of the moon, and
then sinks.

A man likes té feel that he is loved
and a woman llkes to be told.

Sure Relief
= FOB)INDIGESTION

6 BELL-ANS
Hot water
Sure Relief

ANS

,2,5¢ AND 75¢ PACKAGES EVERYWHERE

A sure, safe
way to end

CORNS

In one minute you can end the pain of
corng with Dr, Scholl's Zino-pads. They
remove the cawse —friction - pressure.
You risk no infection from cutting, no
danger from corrosive acids.

Zino-pads protect while they heal.
Thin; antiseptic; waterproof, Sizes for
corns, callouses, bunions. Get a box
today at your druggist sorshoe dealer's.

DrScholl’s
Zino-pads

Made in the laboratories of The Scholl

Mg Co., makers of Dr Scholl's Fook
Comfort Appliances, Arch Supports, ete,

Put one on—the pain is gone!

Cuticura Talcum

Fascinatingly Fragrant

Always Healthful

Soap 25¢, Ointuent 25 and 50c, Talcum 25¢.
18 unoecessary —

-
ray a I r for you cun huve
shude by uslig Q-Ban Halr Color Restol

a8 water—try It AC all good drugglsts, 75 cents,
or direct from HESSIG- ELLIS, Chemists, Memphis, Toan.

1a out of fashlon;

abundant halr
of the gloal
r.— Bafe

INFLAMED LIDS

It increases the Irritation,
Uso  MITCHELL [)]
BALVE, a slmple, de-
safe  romedy.

pendab
1 bl drugglate.

o,
45¢ atb




