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» solution. Now the thing to do is to look througlIi
this file of 'The Star' and see if we can discover an%,
-ýdvertisement that seems suspicious. First, wlac
date shaîl we look up ?"

Valeska returned to the paper on which the
vumbers were written. IlWell," she said, " if it was
1, 1 should want to have a message as often as pos3n-
ble. If 1 send him my texts every niglit, lie ought
to reply in the morning paper. This paper seenis te
show four messages. The last one must be yester-
dby's. That would bring bis first advertisement just
four days ago,-Monday, May 25."

He turned tothe file, and they looked over the
pages together, her chin on lis shoulder, Astro's long
forefinger hovering at one advertisement after an-
other, lis suave voice keeping up a running coin-
mentary:

IlWe'll omit tlie d;splayed .ads. H1e couldn't af-
ford that, and they would be too conspicuous. Al
the little ones are classified under lieads. Let's see:
'Automnobiles,'-h'm, ail well known second hand
shops. 'Lawyers,'-nothing tliere. 'Real Estate,
Villa Lots,'-don't see anything, do you? 'Furn-
islied Roonis.' 'Unfurnished Flats,'-let's go care-
fully here. Wliat we want is three figures. We'll
recognize theni by tlie wording, if they're put in on
purpose. I don't see anything there. H'm, 'For
Sale,'--go slow now! ' Fixtures.' ' Bargains.'
' Typewriters.' 'Sacriflce,'-well 1 what do you think
of that? Eureka!"

is finger stopped at a three-line notice, which
read:

FOR SALt
ig vols. of Sir Roger de Coverly, 63

illustrations on wood; $6 and $8 ecd.
G. P. James & Co., Flatiron'Bldg

"Now isn't that crazy enougli to be suspicious?
Nineteen ' again too, lier favorite number. Who

ever heard of Sir Roger de Coverley, except in the
papers of ' Thle Spectator,' anyway? There you are:,

we had from 'the beginning, that we love one an-
other. (2 John 5.)

1 stretch forth my hands unto thee: my soul
thirsteth after thee, as a thirsty land. Selah.' (Ps.
143-6.)

RUTHI
I will beliave myself wisely in a perfect way.

0 when wilt tliou comne unto me? I will walk within
my bouse with a perfect heart. (Ps. 1o01: 2.)

My covenant will I flot break, nor alter the thing
that is gone out of my lips. (Ps. 89:34.)

CHESTER
How sweet are thy words unto my taste! yea,

sweeter than honey to my mouth! (Ps. 119:i03.)
Whom have I in heaven but tihee? and there isnone upon earth that I desire beside thee. (Ps.

73:25.)

RUTH
Cause me to hear thy loving kindness in the morn-

ing!l for in tliee do I trust: cause me to know theway wherein I should waik; for I lift up my soul
unto tliee. Ps. (143.:8.)

And bide flot thy face from thy servant; for Iam in trouble: hear me speedily. (Ps. 69:17.)
Va]eska reread the whole series, and lier eyesburned deep. Astro watdhed lier pretty, serious

face without a word, waiting for lier comments.
The tears glistened in lier eyes as she said finally:

"lOh, can't we lielp theni sornehow? Surely youcan, if you only will! "
Astro recited whimsicaliy to huiself:

"'They warned him of bier,
And tliey warned lier of him;

And the courtship proceeded
To go witli a vim!'

IlIts altogether ton romantic for us to interfere
witli . Let tliey have their clandestine correspond-
ence; it makes tlie affair interesting. Wait till weread lis reply in to-rnorrow's 'Star,' Valeska. Per-liaps tliey can manage ut thernselves."

This was aIl she could get out of the Master ofMysteries tliat day; but she kncw from lis sulent
contemplation that lie lad not stoppcd thinking themnatter over. She herseif pnzzled lier wits as to low
Ruthi had communicated with lier lover, until shehad to give it up. S'he knew that if slie waitedAstro would solve the mystery, if indeed lie lad notalready found it out.

She came into the studio ncxt morning excitedly."Oh! isn't it awful ?" were lier first words. Sheheld tlie mnorning "ýStar" out to hîm, witli an
afixious look. .

Astro smiled and pointed to another copy whichlay on lis great table where lis astrological clartswere spread out. " It's only a 1lover's quarrel, 1think. He's a little jealous of that Sherman Fuller,I imazine."
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the opposite side of the street, keeping the bouse
well in view.

They had flot been there for more than ten min-
utes, when the sash was suddenly thrown up inRuth Lorsson's room. They could see her formsilhouetted against the light. A white something wasthrown out, and fell on the sidewalk. Immediately
a man emerged froin the shadow of the adjacentdoorway, ran down the steps, picked up the whitepackage, and walked rapidly up the street.

"It's Chester!" Valeska exclajmed.
IlYes, we must find out where he lives and whohe is," was Astro's reply. " You liad bétter go home,

and ll follow hini."
The man had walked off so rapidly that she sawit would be useless to attempt to keep up with hini,much less overtake him, and she tried. to stifle herdisappointment as the Master of Mysteries, leavingher, walked quickly up the street. As Chesterwalked, she saw him tear something from the pack-age he carried. Then another white piece, dropped.She followed far enough to discover what the frag-ments were,-the sides of an empty candy box whichRuth Lorsson had tlirown into the street. Hermessage had indubitably been written on the bottom,since he had thrown ail the rest away.
" I see now why Miss Ruth is so fond of candy,"Valeska said to herseif. "lA note thrown from thewindow would be too dangerous and too hard tofind. It's ridiculously simple! I think I'm growing

fond of that girl."
Next day Astro appeared at the studio with theinformation that the young man's name was indeedChester, that lie was an artist or illustrator for maga-zines; and that he lived on the south side of Wash-ington Square.

H'sgetting into a terrible state," said Valeska."Did you read his advertisement this morning? Itwas under 'Lawyers' this tume."
I haven't had time to look over 'The Star.'

What is it? "
Valeska read from lier Iist the last addition."''For thou hast made hini most blessed for ever:thou hast made bum exceeding glad with thy counten-

ance. .(Ps. 21.:6.)
I'Thou hast given him bis heart's desire, andhast flot withliolden the request of his lips. Selah.

(PS. 21:2.)
" 'Yea, they opened their moutli wide against mÉe,and -said, Aba, aha, our eye hatli seen it. (Ps.

35-21.)
"' 1 ami troubled: I arn bowed down, gteatly; Igoý mourning ail the day long. (Ps. 38.6.)
"lPoor devil!1" Astro grew serious. IlI did seca par'agraph in 'Town Gossip ' this morning about a53d-st belle who it was reported was about to, make abrilliant match. It was thinly disguised, and evi-dently referred to Ruth Lorsson.",
" He evidently believes she is engaged," saîdValeska; "but I don't. No gir ol ieusca romantic lover." rwodgieusul

IINw"said Astro, "the question is, How arewe going to get hold of her side of the correspond-ence? I'm getting as interested in this affair as if Iwas paid for it. T[he fact that there is a misunder-standing does alter the matter too, and I don't sec butthat we'll have to straigliten it out if we can. I'vethlougli± of a way to get hold of to-nigit's messageby a trick. It may work, and it mnay flot. 0f courseit's rather low of us to interfere with their privatepostoffice; but we may be able to make Up to thenilater. A±iyway, it will make it exciting for theni.I'm going to bait a box myself," lie went on, " andplace it on the sidewalk at a quarter of eigît.
Chester wiIl arrive and think tliat for some reasonshe lias already thrown it out, and 'le'll take it andmake off. Then, when she tlirows lier own box out,we'lW grab it."

The temptation was too great for Valeska's curi-osity, and she gave a hesitating consent on the agree-ment that it sliould be tried only once. Il<But you'lhave to put a message on the box or he'll know


