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The Million Dollar Doll

k.

By C. N. AND A.
Authors of “The Lightning Conductor.”

M. WILLIAMSON.

Entering

thel Mountains With Te

rry,

Miles Makes An Important Discovery

WHO'S WHO IN THE STORY:

Miles Sheridan is facilitating his
wife's obtaining a divorce by creat-
ing a scandal about himself. He is
taking a yacht trip, supposedly
with

Jullet Divine, a beautiful show-girl,
known as the Million Dollar Doll.
In reality, however, he is not with
the Doll, but

Teresa Desmond (Terry), Juliet's
unbelievably innocent half-sister,
whom the Doll sent to masquerade
as herself. Ever since a kindness
Miles did her in childhood, Terry
has made him her Dream Prince.

Betty Sheridan, Miles’ wife is in love
with

Paul di Salvano, a handsome Italian.

Eustace Nazlo, a wealthy Greek,
meets Miles and Terry at' Monte
Carlo, and recognizes in the sup-
posed Million Dollar Doll, Terry
Desmond, whom he had met back
in New York. In love with the
girl himself, he is relieved to learn
that Miles’ conduct
has been most chivalrous.

Mrs., Harkness, Miles' old servant.
takes care of Terry on board the
Yacht.

Misg Caroline Sheridan, meeting the
couple at Monte Carlo, endeavors
to dissuade Miles from his dis-
graceful project. She writes to
Betty of Terry's beauty and charm,

Miles, dining in Algiers with Terry,
whom he does not recognize as the
little girl he befriended go long ago,
see Paul de Salvano with a group
of strangers.

What We Might Have Known
Days Ago.

Sheridan threw Terry a keen look.
“Of course you're too much a Bo-
hemian to—er—worry about chape-
rone,” he went on with his discus-
sion of the trip. “They’re as old
fashioned as dragons, and even if
they weren’t, it wouldn't have suited
my book on this tiip, you know, to
have every step dogged by a duen-
na: On the contrary!”

“But you and I won't be acting for
the gallery at Boussada. The chances
are we won't meet a European there,
except a few French officers, en
garrison. Would you like to take
old Harky along? She'd nearly fall
over herself with joy to go.”

“Oh, I'd love to have her!”
Terry, clapping her hands,

It occurred to Miles that Salvano
und his friends were probably star-
ing; but suddenly he didn’t care. He
eared for nothing except
who looked a darling child. She
should be a child for a few days,
and he would be a boy,

Old Harky should play nurse
them both. Away off in the desert
he and Juliet Divine would forget
everything except the sunshine, the
golden sands, and the burning violet
of the African sky.

“Good!” he said,
“We'll start

cried

to

in a care-free
soon. It's too

and there’ll be some packing. The
journey’s seven hours at least, and
we ought to arrive before dark. Byt
T'} take you to a mosque or two this
afternoon (He was pretty sure lhnt
Balvano would do no sight-seeing on
these lines.) “And We can get off
about 10 tomorrow morning.”

When they rose from their table

a quick glance showed Sheridan that |

the Italian and his friends were gone
He took Terry to the Museum at
Mustapha Superieure, where only
those interested in history and arch-
aeology were likely to come,
and there he left her while he hurried
off to hire an automibile.

There were several garages, and as
the season had just begun he found
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toward Terry |

the girl, |

|2 good car and a chauffeur at the sec-
iond place he visited. Satisfied that
tall was arranged, he returned for
| Terry, showed her Bl Biar, and the
|Jardin d&' Essai with its
{trees; the Kasbah; the Mosques;
{and the Rue Bab Azoun.

| Everything else for which people
|visited Algiers, Miles left till their
return, because — he imagined—Sal-
jvano wasn't a man to stop long in
jone place which lacked the kind of
iamusement he cared for. Now that
ithe “spy act” was accomplished, a
|wire would probably flash the news
{to Bettty. i
| Salvano would then travel to |
;Biskra. and await the next chance |
{to do a little spying. Everyone does
g0 to Biskra. and Miles had intended
ito go. But Salvano's movements in

iAlziers would decide his.

{ It was bad enough to keep running

wonderful |

{against Nazlo, but Nazlo was a wel- |
{come sight compared with the Italian.
;Naz]rv appeared only in the distance, |
i‘aml had as much right as Miles |
{Sheridan to wander along the shores |
jof the Mediterranean. But Miles
{drew the line at Paul di Salvano.
{ He and Terry dined on “Silver-
wood"” that night in the harbor of
Algiers, and Miles was more friendly |
{than usual in his manner, with the
dim wish to “make up” for keeping
the girl on board the yacht. She had
never enjoyed an evening so much. |
Next morning early Sheridan,
Terry and Mrs. Harkness set off in |
a high-powered touring car for the |
desert oasis of Bousaada. i
Terry had read “The Garden of!
Allah” on board the yacht, and last |
night at dinner she and Sheridan had |
talked of the desert. The girl was|
disappointed not to see a waste of!
golden sand, when Algiers and _its!
suburbs were left behind. But the |
Moorish irrigation and fields of wheat, |
green in the midst of desolate tracts, |
were like the preface to an exciting |
book. Then, at last, there was yellow |
{sand whose hillocks were sparsely |
isprinkled with grass. t

| Tt was as if the waves of a stormy | *

|
|sea had been sown with seeds which |
|h:u1 sprouted and covered the tops
jof the billows with green. The car |
Irnr‘kpd among the billows of sand |
like a boat; but presently the waves |
{subsided into a plain, and there was |
la glimpse of real desert. Away in |
{the distance the sand was piled in |
[fantastic shapes, like an army of
ilions that grouped and crouched, |
Et:uvny in the sunshine, to drink frem
{lakes of purple shadow.

| Beyond the horizon seemed to lie |
{the sea, deep violet, and still as sleep. |
|Terry could hardly believe ihat it
|was not the sea; and always jus!f
ahead, as the car plunged on, lay |
masses of color—gold. rose and|
amethyst—which were like beds of |
flowers till they turned with nearness |
into bunches of desert crystal, and
red or purple rock.

In the midst of brown and arid
wastes were emerald patches bright |
as a serpent’'s eyes. By and by, low |
mountains like a belt of uncut sap- |
| phires inclosed the travelers in a'!
{secret world. Terry saw her first |
jcamels, passing in a string, and gaz- !
ling at the car with supercilious dis-
dain. Here and there a miniature |
oasis lay spread over the sand like |
|2 dark prayer rug on the old-gold
{floor of an ancient mosque. .

“When shall we see Bousaada?"
| Terry wondered. But the mountains,
{of unbelievable shapes—castles and
i towers, sphinxes ~nd giant tables—-
to have banded themselves
imgethm' for the keeping of secrets.
{The road improved, and had been
{ carefully made; yet apparently it led
I nowhere,

As the afternoon waned, the car
ffurgm.l on through an ocean of chang-
{ing colors. The blue mountains
|turned crimson and mauve, and the
|sand glittered in the sunshine like a
{ powder of rubies,
| Terry had not spoken for a
jtime; but when the gateway of the
i mountains opened to show a_ forest
of dark green palms, ringed with gold,

| seemed

long
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~ There’s At Least One In Every Office.

ONE

{"Have To TaKE

POWDERS EVERY
FOUR HOOLRS- .

OF THESE

ONE oF THESE PILLS
AFTER EVERY mealL -
UM (v -BAD SHAPE AL

WELL ITS TIME For
ME To TAKE ANOTHER
POWDER - - 'M REALLY
TEN MINUTES OVER DUE

SAY For THE LOVE OF MIKE
YoU'RE GETTING EVERYBOOY
ELSE SICK AROUND HERE —
KEEP YouR PILLS AND PQWDERS
T YOURSELF- -- iF You DON T-
——=o Rty

Hambone’s
Meditations

By J. P. Alley.

JES/ LET DE PAHSON GIT°
GOOD EN MAD BouT SUMPN,
EN, MAN-! HE SHO KIN

PR_EACH

?-24

Mm“uthl’luml-‘l

and the diamond sparkle
involuntarily she touched
hand.

His closed upon it.

The girl's heart stopped,

of w

then beat

again with a new rush of blood.

She looked up at him, and
met.

their eyes

She did not know how to read

his look, but it made her happier than

she had ever been.
Miles knew what
known days ago.
Divine was. he loved her!
In Tomorrow's
Asks a Question.
(Copyright; 1923 by The

dicate, Inc.)

she might
Such as this Juliet

Instaliment

have

Miles
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Men say WOMEN are
INCONSISTENT—

If a woman is

Consistently inconsistent,
Doesh’t that make her
Consistent?

Men are SIMPLE

And methodical—

Women are simply intelligent.
A MAN’S mind works
Methodically FORWARD—
A WOMAN'’S mind works
Intelligently ANY WAY.
A MAN takes a MATCH,
Gets a FLAME,

“You Said It, Marceline!”

e By MARCELINE ¢’ALROY a2z
ON MAKIM MATCHES

e e e e 1
‘

Kindles it to a FIRE,

And keeps WARM

While the fire LASTS.

A WOMAN takes a FLAME,
Fans him into a BLAZE,
And then, finally, mak_es

A MATCH out of him—
And a SAFETY match, at that.
And all the time

She is doing it

She KEEPS COOL.

In a man’s HEART

Lies a LOT of KINDLIN®
But almost ANY woman

Copyright, 1923, Premier Syndicate, Inc,

Is a MATCH for him!
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wSpotty and Mrs. Spot
Acquainted With the Children

ty Become

By THORNTON W. BURGESS.

Spotty the Turtle and Mrs. Spotty
lying on a partly sunken log
Smiling Pool, taking a sun
They are very fond of taking
on the end of that old
spend great deal of
time there. They can watch much
of what goes on in and around the
Smiling Pool, and the Smiling Pool is
their worid.

On this warm

were

in the
bhath.
sun baths

log. They a

summer morning
particuliar interest had
happened. Il.onglegs the Heron had
visited the Smiling Pool, but not a
pollvwog, frog or fish had he caught.
Finally he had flown away in-dis-
gust. Rattles the Kingfisher had
caught {wo very small minnows. This
was the only real excitement,

“It is a rather dull morning: don't
you think so, my dear?” said Spotty
to Mrs. Spotty.

“Rather,” replied Mrs.
blinking her eyves sleepily. “But I
would rather have it so. I am not
at all fond f excitement.” She
blinked her eyes again, and looked
as if she might fall asleep any
minute,

But Spotty wasn't sleepy. He con-
tinued to watch and wish for some-
thing to, happen. Somehow he was
finding life very dull Presently he
noticed that something was moving
on the“opposite bank of the Smiling
Pool. He watched. Whoever it was
over there was moving very slowly.
But Spotty himself moves slowly on

L (4] »

Spotty,

.| tient.

you think so, my dear?” said
Spotty to Mrs. Spotty,
land, and so he didn't grow impa-
He patiently watched and
waited.

At last there appeared another
Turtle. Yes, sir, it was another
Turtle, but a very tiny one. It was
80 little that Spotty hardly recog-
nized it as a Turtle unti] just ag it
reached the edge of the water and
started to dive in.

“Look there!” exclaimed Spotty to
Mrs. Spotty. “Where do you suppose
that little chap came from?”

Mrs. Spotty lazily opened her eyes,
and wag just in time to see the small
Turtle. *“Oh,” she yawned, “that

must be one of our children. I
them to appear.”
“What!” exclaimed Spotty. “1
“We didn’t have, but ‘I guess we
have now,” replied !

thought it must be about time for
didn’'t know we had any children.”

; Mrs, Spott
“It is a !

i
other wee Turtle scrambling dogu
the opposite bank.

Mrs. Spotty began to take more
interest. “There should be severa!
more of them,” said she. “We must
keep count.”

So Spotty and Mrs. Spotty watched
the opposite bank for a long time
but not another wee Turtle appeared
The two they had already seen swam
about, and presently came across
and crawled out on the old log on
which they themselves were lying
Spotty and Mrs., Spotty paid no at-
tention to them. To have seen them
you never would have guessed that
those wee Turtles belonged to Spotty
and Mrs. Spotty. If the truth mwnst
he told. the two babies didn't know
it themselves.

All the rest of that day
and Mrs. Spotty watched the other
bank, but not another baby Turtle
did they see. Mrs. Spotty at last
grew a bit anxious. She began to
suspect that there would be no more
of those baby Turtles.

(Copyright, 1923, by T. W. Burgess.)

Spotty

The next story: “Why There Were
No More Baby Turtles.”

Dictation Dave
By C. L. Funnell.

Miss Hopper when you girls get
your equal rights all lined up you are
going to get pestered purple with
lady life insurance agents and take
3 letter to Mister Inne Demnity, Pro-
tection Building, City. Dear Mister
Deemnity colon paragraph.

Your new two color letter head
with your letter on it asking me did
I ever stop to think the risks I am
running every day and what pro-
tection has my wife got in case a
terrible emergency meets up with me
because people have been known to
die after long lives in which they
had never been sick a day leaving
thelr familiegs in sorrow and desti-
tution and if I will fill in the card-
telling you what my birthday is you
will come around and tell me all
about your new non-cancellable
clause protecting me against loss of
hearing through the use of radio
period paragraph. i

You wrije a real interesting letter
comma Mister Demnity comma and 1
am glad you brought yp those points
about running risks every day and
bringing sorrow and destitution to
your family and while I do not
usually reveal the date of my birth
to anybody who im'tflikely to come
through with a nice “birthday pres-
ent I will fill out your coupon if
you will promise to call because I
want to have a heart to heart talk
with you about equipping your car
with a set of our Straight and Narrow
nonskid chains and a pair of our
Break-It-Gently front and rear
bumpers which are essential to a
man who drives a car like you do
to protect his family against a ter-
rible emergency that may bring his
loved gnes sorrow and destitution
comma especially sorrow period par-

s for

A

{ had been uppermost in his.mind ever

Mothers and
Their Children

A School Day’s Convenience.
One Mother Says:

I give my children common safety
lips to keep in their desks at schocl.
Chey always clip their rubbers to-
steher with them as soon as they
take them off, which prevents the
rubbers from getting separated and
mixed in with others in the cloak-
room.

(Copyright, 1923, Associated Editors.)
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PEGGY SELLS HATS.

By JANE OSBORN.

It was the morning after the dance
at the Northfield Country Club, and
the usual sort of post mortem discus-
sion was going on around the late
breakfast at the Randolph country
home.

“Who was the girl with the squint

eyes and angel sleeves—talkea baby:
talk and came with Frank Drew?
Bob Randolph was asking. -

“She hasn't squint eyes at all..
protested Clara, his sister. “That's
Rebecca Yates = loads of money fmd
terribly good family. They have just
rented a place out the North road.
We think she's charming. But, my
dear,” went on Clara, addressing her
house guest, Olive Dray, “did you see
how peeved Maud Landis was? And
if she does want to cut out Rebecca
Yates and all her millions she really
ought to wear something besides that
horrible green tulle.”

“Say, that's rough,” protested Bob.
“Maud didn't look peeved at all. 1|
thought she looked great o

“Oh, you men,!” giggled Olive.
“You always stick up for the girls
with red hair. That green tulle was
a little outre,” she conceded; ‘“still,
tulle is smart.”

“And who in blazes,” queried the,
other house guest, George Kelly,
“was the little lady with the long,
black earrings and the bobbed hair?|
She certainly is some killer. Tried
to get a dance with her just for the
fun of it, but couldn’t get a look in.
They say she's promised for three
dances ahead. She's "

“Oh, that's Doris Pater. A widow.
But she's frightfully common. She
poses terribly. She's in the real estate
business. Fancy!”

Bob had acquired enough courage
by this time to ask the question that

since the evening before. .

“By the way,” he began, to makqlt
sound casual, ‘“‘who was the girl, quite
yvoung, dark eyes, light hair, who
came with Bob Dawson? 1 just hap-
pened to notice her.”

“Why that was Peggy Nelson,” said
Clara. “Peggy’'s a dear, though prob-
ably you wouldn't find her attractive.
Men don't. Peggy’'s father died, and
she had to do something, so she start-
ed a hat shop. I think it was so brave
of her. You see she couldn‘t teach, as
she’d never been to college, and she
had to do something, and we're all
boosting her. Sha calls it the Peggy
shop—its ocn Walker street, just off
Main, and, Olive dear, if you want
to buy any hats or Kknow anyone
who does, please do give her a chance.
We're trying our best to help her, and
her hats really are attractive.”

“Walker street, off Main,”” Bob Ran-
dolph rehearsed to himself, and then
got out of the discussion. He had
learned all he wished to know.

The fact was that he had first no-
ticed Peggy Nalson when the dance
was half over. His own dances were
taken with the girls of his own set,
and when he had tried on three occie
sione to look up someone who would
present him to the dark-eyed young
blonde he had not been able to find
her. It was not apparent to Bob that
she suffered from any lack of popu-
larity with the men.

The next day Randolph took a walk
along Walker street near Main just to
locate the Peggy shop. The next day
he walked past it twice. Then he
stopped and looked in the windows

married he would certainly persaude
his wife to buy her hats there,and he
would urge her to have many. While
thinking thus one day he wandered
again toward Walker street, entered
the store and stood wondering what
to do next, when Peggy herself, with
her best saleswomanly manner, came
toward him.

“May I do something for you?”’ she
asked sweetly but impersonally.

“Fd like to buy a hat,” said Bob
Randolph.

“For your
sweetly.

“Goodness,
mother.”

“Then vou would like something a
little—shall I say sedate?”

“Not too sedate,’ he said.

“Here is something very effective,”
said Peggy, lifting a soft-brimmed
velvet with feathers drooping on one
side, and deftly trying it on her own
golden hair. “Sea” she said. *“Do
you like it?”

Bob looked, not at the hat, but
straight at Peggy. ‘“Immensely,” he
said, and then: “I'll have that and an-
other. Mother really needs some new
hats.” Peggy tried gon saveral and
finally suggested as ite appropriate
an impertinent little brown velvet
tam o' shanter with a long silk tassel],
which was bewitching on herself.

Another day Bob went to the Peggy
shop and finding Peggy in asked for
a hat.

“For your mother?” she asked.
“Why don’t you bring her with you
s0 she can make her own salections?”

“It's for my sister this time.
couldn’'t come.” And Bob ordered two
more hats that time. That made fiva
hat boxes to be stowed away on the
shelves of his wardrobe and closats.
One evening he got the brown tam o’
shanter out and posed it on the top
of a standard lamp and tried
imagine the face of the brown-eved
blonde Peggy beneath. It was then
that his sister made an unannounced
visit before he had time even to get
the tam o’ shanter out of the way.

“You've a girl calling on you,” an-
nounced his sister. “You needn’t deny
it, bacause I see her hat. And, to
save his reputation as a proper bache-
lor, Bobh Randolph had to confess.
Then he showed his entire collection
of hats.

“You know yvou sald we ought to
help her along,” he defended; “and of
course she doasn’'t know who I am.”

“Doesn’t she!” scoffed Clara. “That's
one reason I dropped in. T met Pegay
the other day, and she told me about
it. She asked if I was your only sis-
ter, and then said you'd bought two for
your mothar and some for an aunt or
something. She said she thought it
was wonderful to have a brother so
considerate, and that it was a pity you
weren't married: that a man who
would be so considerate of his sister
and aunts and mothers and things
would make a perfect husband. Isn't
that killing? And 1 told her vou'd bat-
ter get married to have someone to
keep you from being foolish.'

Bobh thought for a moment, then ha
sald: “You seem to know her fairly
well. Why don't you invite her out
for a weak-end? It would do her good.
Maybe I'll be able to get down."”

Clara agreed. She was already
thinking of the pleasure of having
Peggy for a sister-in-law instead of
some sealfish vamp like that Doris
Pater. It was at that first visit of
Peggy’'s at the Randolphs that Bob
proposed and was promptly accepted.

wife?” asked Peggy

no. It's for my—my

She

to

and before the week was out he ven-
tured within the gray curtained doors.
This took much courage. Peggy,
dressed in a long, clinging frock of
gray, was preoccupied with a vol-
uminous dowager seated before a gray
dressing table trying on garden hats.
An assistant asked him if there was
something he wanted and Bob stam-
mered out: “Yes, I want to buy a
hat.'’

“What kind of a hat?”
young woman.

“It doesn’'t make much difference.
I want it for—for—for my aunt.”

As a matter of fact there was no
one for whom Bob could buy hats.
His sister was his only woman rela-
tive and obviously she would think
him insane if he started buying hats
for her. Still, he was eager to help
Peggy. In fact his own sister had
urged him to—at least at breakfast
that day she had urged everyone to
help her. After a rather confused and
confusing dialogue, Bob Randoiph
bought and paid thirty dollars for a
hat. When the young woman asked
for the address he gave that of his
apartment in town.

Bob Randolph found himself think-
ing of Peggy Nelson, sometimes as he
had seen her at the Country Club
dance, but oftener as he had seen her
in her little hat shop. Keeping a hat
shop, it occurred to him, was a charm-
ing occupation for a woman, especially
a hat shop in soft French grays and
flowered chintz like Peggy’s. But of
course she needed a boost. If he were

asked the

“And now,” said Peggy after theyv
had all laughed over Bob's hat buying
escapade, ‘“‘now may I horrow some of
the hats you bought? You know they
say a shoemaker’s children always go
barefoot. Well, 1 am simply suffer-
ing for a new hat.”

(Copyright, 1923, McClure Newspaper
Syndleata.)

Cuticura Soap

The Velvet Touch
ESma e

Do You Appreciate
Plenty of Clean
Clo})hes

Over, under and through
the soiled things the 1900
Cataract forces a cleans-
ing flood of steaming suds.
Its big 8-sheet size copper
tub has a capacity equiva-
lent to 40 sheets an hour:
that's as much as a big
washing for the average
family.

Then if you have luck in
drying, you can finish the
ironing the same day and
save that much every week
for other duties or recrea-

tion.
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. Practical

' Demonstration

of the
1 900
Cataract

5 In Our
. Windows

!? Every Day This
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THE HYDRO SHOP

Dundas and Wellington Streets.

Phone 7000




