Wallpaper In England

THE first building in England to be decorated with wallpaper

was Kensington Palace, it is said. The architeet employed b’y
George 1. made a startling departure by papering ‘‘the king’s
drawing-room.”’
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ILLY FERRARO hu.been brought out abread as a musical

; prodigy. He is said to have a remarkable knowledge of
music and to bave been born with a soul for musie.
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Leverage Doesn’t Believe the Woman RS TS

[THE DAILY SHORT STORY|

By JANE OSBORN.

Marjorie Peters had hurried home
from school that aftérnoon, for just
as she was leaving her small apart-
ment after lunch the parcel-post man

party”—didn't get home until 7 at--
night. The janitor himself was going .
away that afternoon. If she wished "
to look at the apartment that after- -
noon, no harm would be done and she. .
might have the janitor's key.

\

In the Taxi Did the Killing In
the Warren Murder

She paused before him, figure
tensed—

“Then let me say, Mr. Carroll—
that I hope you fail!”

CHAPTER XVI.
The Woman In the Taxi.

From the Gresham home, David
Carroll went straight to headquar-
ters. Developments had been tum-
bling over each other so fast that he]
found himself unable to sort them
properly. He wanted to talk the
thing over with someone—to place
each new lead in the investigation
under the microscope in an attempt
to discern its true value in relation
to the killing of Roland Warren.

Eric Leverage was the one man to
whom he could talk. And, locked in
the chief’s office, he told all he knew
about the case, detailing conversa-
tions, explaining the situation as he
understood it, reserving his suspi-
cions and watching keenly for the
reaction on the stolid mind of the
plodding, practical chief.

Carroll placed an exceedingly high
valuation on Leverage's opinion —
even though the minds of the two
men were as far apart as the poles.
But Leverage was a mjagnificent man
for the office he held—competent,
methodical, intensely orthodox—but
typical of the modern police in con-
tradistinction to the modern detec-
tive.

Carroll knew that modern police
methods have received a great deal
more than their share eof unjust
eriticism. He knew that the entire
theory of national policing is based
on an exhaustive system of records
and statistics. It operates by brute
force and all-pervading power rather
than by any attempt at subtlety or
keen deduction. The former is so
much safer as a method. And the
combination of the two—keen analy-
eis, logieal deduction and plodding in-
vestigatioim — can perform wonders,
which explains why Catroll an_d Lgv-
erage worked hand-in-hand with im-
plicit confidence in one another.

Leverage listened with rapt atten-
tion to the report of his friend. Oc-
casionally the corners of his large,
humorous mouth twitched as Carroll
touched on one or two of the lighter
phases of his investigation—and once
Leverage even twitted him about be-
coming ‘one of these here butterfly
jnvestigators’—but Carroll knew that
no word of his escaped the r_et.enﬂ_ve
brain of the chief of the city's police
force, and that each was being care-
fully catalogued with truer know-
ledge of its proper importance .than
Carroll had been able to determine.

“And so,” finished Carroll, “there
you are. The thing is in as pretty
a mess as I care to encounier.
Frankly, I don’t know which way to
turn next—which is why I wanted
to talk things over. Perhaps, be-
tween us, we can arrive at some sO-
jution of the affair-—determine upon
some course of action.”

“Yes,” responded Leverage, slow[y
—*“perhaps wé can. Only trouble is
—there are so many differént ways of
spillin’ the beans that we're takin
a chance no matter what we do. An-
swer me this David: If you had to
point out one person right now ;},s.
the guilty one—which’d you choosg.’

Carroll shook his head. “You
know I don't like to answer questions
of that sort.”

“But you can tell me

“No-9. It might start your mi.nd
working along parallel lines to mine

«~and I prefer to have yvou buck me.

But, in perfect honesty, I'll tell you
that I'm all at sea. I couldn’t con-
scientiously make an arrest now.”

“Well—I'm willing to air my opin-
ions,” volunteered the chief. “And
I'm telling you that if it was up to
me to make an arrest today I'd nab
Mr. Gerald Lawrence—and haul in
William Barker for good measure.”

“M-m-m!” Carroll nodded approv-
ingly. “Sounds reasonable. How
about the woman?”

“That’s what's got me puzzled. I've
worked on that end of it, and I've
had several of my best men circulat-
ing around trying to gather dope from
the gossip shops—but there doesn’'t
seem to be a clue from this end. Any-
way—I don't believe Warren was
killed by the woman in the taxi!”

Carroll was genuinely impressgd.
“You don't?”

“No. Deon’t believe any woman —
I don’t care whé—would have killed
him under those circumstances.”

“You mean you believe the woman
:n" the taxi had nothing to do with
tr

“I don’'t mean anything of the kind.
I know darn well she had something
to do with it—but I don’t believe she
did the actual killing. That's why
I'd arrest this bird Lawrence and also
William Barker. They either killed
the man or they know all about it.”

“But,” suggested Carroll, slowly,
“suppose we admit that your theory
is correct—and I've thought of it my-
self—how and where was that body
put into the taxicab?”

Leveérage shrugged: “That's where
you come in, Carroll. I ain’t the sort
of thinker who can puzzle out some-
thing like that. Of course, I'd say
the only place the shift could have
been made was when the taxi stopped
at the R. L. & T. Railroad crossing
— and every time I think that it
strikes me I must be wrong. Because
any birds working a case like that
couldn't have counted on such a
break in luck.”

“It might have been,” suggested
Carroll, “that two men entered the
cab at that crossing—Warren and
another—both alive, and the killing
might have occurred between then
and the time the cab reached number
981 East End avenue.”

“Might have—yes. But something
tells me it didn't. It's asking too
much i3 . - .

“Then what "do you think hap-
pened?” P

“I don't think. There just simply
isn't anything you can think about
an affair like that. You either know
everything or you don't know a
thing!”

“I think you're about right, Lever-
age. And now—let's run over the
list we have in front of us.
Walters—the taxi driver—comes first.
What about him?”

Leverage rubbed his chin. “Funny
about Spike, Carroll—I think the
kid's story is true.”

“So do L.”

“But unless there’'s some other an-
swer to this affair—it’'s damned hard
to believe that the body could have
been dumped into that cab. or that
the killing could have occurred there,
without Spike knowing it. Ain’t that
a fact??” )

Tt s

“And if he knows anything he
hasn't told, the odds are on him to
know a whale of a sight more. And
if he knows a whole heap—then the
chances are hé knows enoqg_h" to
justify us in keeping him in jail.

To Be Continued.
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Hambone’s

Meditations
By J. 3 Alley.
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Summerdays

Light,

wheat bclzooked by a %iocees; ! e o
igestible—topped -ripe strawberries,
O o mm crel;m. ‘péou might eat a full course

fruits and served

tisfying—all the meat of the whole
e thaat makes it 100 per cent

or other

dinner and not get as much real food as you get from two

Shredded Wheat Biscuits with berries.
enough bran to keep

ntains just

the digestive tract clean and healthy.

Shredded Wheat is ready-cooked and ready-to-eat—a wife-
saver in the Summer days.

TRISCUIT

is the Shredded Wheat cracker
—a real whole wheat toast—
eaten with butter, soft cheese
or marmal

The Timid Little Grouse Baby Is
Missing After Reddy Fox Has
Paid His Visit

By THORNTON W. BURGESS

There is just as much difference
between the children of the little
people of the Green Forest and the
Green Meadows as there is between

little human children. Some are
smarter than others. Some are more
timid than others. Some are more
heedless than others. Some are more
disobedient than others. 4

In such a big family as Mrs. Grouse
had there was bound to be a great
difference. You yemember that there
were twelve young Grouse. If Mrs.
Grouse could have been sure that all
would do exactly the same thing in
exactly the same way it would have
made it much easier for her. She
would have been far less anxious.
But she could never be sure just
what each one would do in time of
danger. She was always fearful that
when they took to their wings some
might fly too far and get lost. So
in spite of the fact that those young
Grouse were growing rapidly, and
evéry day were better able to take
care of themselves, Mrs. Grouse wor-
ried.

It happened one day that they were
so busy getting their breakfast that
Reddy Fox managed to steal almost
within jumping distance of them be-
, fore Mrs. Grouse discovered him.
!Just in time she saw him. “Fox!
Fox!” she cried. Those young Grouse
knew by the sound of her voice that
they were in great danger. Without
a second of delay they took to their
wings. ,Away they went up over the
tree tops, scattering in all directions.
Now oné of those - young Grouse
was more timid than the others. She
was so timid that in the suddenness
of her flight she flew and flew and
flew until her small wings would
carry her no further. When she came
down to the ground she promptly hid.
At the time the alarm was given she
had been‘headed in the opposite di-
rection from her brothers and sisters.
She had been the first to take to her
wings, and, of course, she had flown
in the direction in which she was
headed. The result was that when

ney took

E AN ol ‘
Wiuwout a second of deiay tney
to their wings,

she finally came down to the ground
again she was a long way from her

mother and brothers and sisters. She
didn't know it then, nor did they.

But when the danger was past and
Mrs. Grouse calléd her scattered chil-
dren to her she discovered that her
fear had been realized. Of course,
fhe first thing she did was to count
them. There were eleven instead of
twelve. She counted them again. She
counted them a third time. Each
time she counted eleven. One was
missing. There was no doubt about
it, one was missing. Could Reddy
Fox have caught that one? She
thought she had been, the last one
to leave the ground and she was quite
sure that she had seen him and given
the alarm in time. But one of those
children was missing. What could
have happened?

Mrs. Grouse began to call. She
called and called, and then listened.
There was no reply. She called again,
She kept calling and listening. It
was all in vain. There was no sound
or sign of the missing little Grouse.
(Copyright, 1923, by T. W. Burgess)

The next story: *“The Lost Little
Grouse Does the Wrong Thing.”

It Is When the Children Are Stumbling
About the House That Their

Characters Are Formed

By ANGELO PATRI.
It is mighty hara to kindle a fire
you have allowed to gét close to the
dying stage. There on the great bed
of ashes lie a few live coals. If you
shake down the fire you're almost
certain to shake the life out of them.
Building on ashes is risky work. You
may succeed, and again you may not.
You poke -a few splintered sticks
up through the bed, you start a little
blaze, you cautiously feed it with a
few heavier bits, you grow desperate
and put on a shovel of coal. It lies
blackly discouraged, and you heave
a long sigh and prepare to don your
overalls and clean the furnace out and
begin anew. If only——
I always think of that furnace when
I hear a mother lamenting “INcan’t
do a thing with him. It's fight, fight,
the whole time! I'll have to send
him off to boarding school or some-
where. He's got to be taught some
time. He does not listen to me.”
I'm almost certain that when that
boy was a - little fellow creeping
about the house his mother said,
“Dicky, pick up your blocks,” and
\then let it go at that. When she fell
‘over the blocks later in the day she
groaned at the child’s carelessness
and picked them up herself.
I can picture her standing at the
door calling, “Dicky, come in now.
it’s time for your nap,” and I can see
Dicky thumping down on the lawn
and yelling himself red in the face
with “ No; I don’t wan’a.”
“Well, in a little while then,” and
she shuts the.door. She may em-
ber it again, but she likely won't, or,
if she should, she s “I can’t give
him his nap. He makes such a fuss
about it that it tires me out.”
After a few years of this the fires
of wm udm’obeﬂonce burn low in-
é&. and then for the time it

heeds nothing. but
only for
the r

. “He doesn’t pay much heed to what
is said to him,” says the teacher.
“After all, one can only direct him,
and if he won't follow the directions
it is very difficult to teach him.”

So a dally report card is sent home.
A weekly report follows that. A tutor
is called in. The scoutmaster takes a
hand. The athletic man “takes a
special interest in him.” The principal
interviews him. The term ends. He is
left back. There's nothing for it. The
furnace will have to be cleaned out
and a new fire started.

It’s ill lighting a darkened hearth!
Think of that wheén the children are
very little and you have their full
training in your own hands. It is
when they are stumbling about the
house that théir characters are
formed. Attend to it!

The school receives only what you
send there. It can develop, but it
cannot create. If you send a heed-
less, undisciplined “child, the school
may be able to return a thoughtful,
disciplined one to you. But the
chances are very slim.

Child training begins and ends at
home. School but carries on.
(Copyright 1923 by tl}e B)ell Syndicate,
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Dictation Dave
By C. L. Funnell.

Miss Hopper if you was to wind
those bracelets with elastics they
wouldn't rattle so this letter goes
to Miss Eugenia Ellington Gush,
Progress Point, 11l. Dear Miss Gush.

It certainly is gratifying to note
that after you read in the Ladies
Lately Magazine about these new
shoes of different colors and you felt
that you wanted some expert advice
that you sat right down and wrote to
us to find out whic¢h colors.are proper
and what color a really fashionable
young girl should get if she only got
one pair.

Well Miss Gush you being a leader
of st¥Te in Progess Point we are rea-
sonably sure you have a red hat in
fact we had confirmed by this refer-
ence to our record and we can match
the red hat we =o0ld@ pretty nearly
anyway if you have been careful not
to wear it in the rain with a pair of
our Fire Chief slippers, but in this the
season of strawberry festivals we
1recommend our Permanent Pink
which matches the average straw-
berry and thus can be freshened up by
rubbing over once with a berry too
soft to put on the plate.

Yours for rainbow féet

THE SUPREMACY EMPORIUM,
Per, ..o D. B

had come with a package for her.

She had met him in the hall and
had just time enough to hurry back
up two flights of stairs with the pack-
age, unlock the door and slip it into
the front hall. To have stopped long
enough to see what the package con-
tained would have meant tardiness at
afternoon session.

So Marjorie changed her mind
about keeping Bobby Smith and
Tommy Taylor in late, and as soon
as the childréen had filed out of the
room at 3 o’clock shé turned the key
in her desk drawer and hurried out
of the room, down the school gorridor
and off to her little apartment as fast
as possible.

So she had a full half-hour to open
the package and examine its contents
before Grace Baldwin—also school
teacher—returned.

“It’'s a Cape Cod fire-lighter,” Mar-
jorie explained, holding up the little
brass tray on which restéd the brass
tankard and torch. *“You know—you
keep kerosene oil in here and keep
the torch soaking and then when you
want to light a log in your fireplace

you don’t need any paper or kindling.
Just set the torch under the log, light
the torch and let it burn. The heat
from the flame starts the log burn-
ins-——“

“And we haven’'t any fireplace,
either,” replied Grace.

“No,” sighed Marjorie, “but you
see, when I specified a Cape Cod fire-
lighter I didn’t know what high rents
were asked for apartments with fire-
places. I'd hoped we could have one.
You see, it was last year when I was
off at my aunt’s summer place in
Massachusetts, and we had a bet.

“I said I wouldn’t be engaged by
November of this year and she said 1
would—so wg bet an embroideréd
bureau cover?to a Cape Cod fire-
lighter, and——"

“But it isn’t the first of November,”
said Grace. “It's only the first of
October. You've a whole month i

Marjorie looked vexed. “Doesn’t it
amount to the same thing?” she de-
manded. “How in the werld could
I be engaged when there's no one to
be engaged to, and you know yourself
that people don’t meet other people
here in this city. So last week I
wrote my aunt and told her I'd won
the bet and she might as well pay up.
Really it is lovely, isn't it?”

“Yes,” agreed Grace rather slowly.
“What can we use it for? If wé took
the torch out it would do rather nice-
ly for maple syrup—that is, if either
of us used maple syrup.”

“Don’t be absurd,” warned Mar-
jorie.. “We're not going to use it at
all until we can use it for a fire-
lighter.”

Meantime the Cape Cod fire-lighter,
untried, rested on top of Marjorie’s
bookcase. Thus two weeks passed.
Then Marjorie saw an advertisement
in a Sunday paper of “open fireplace
apartments” in the very house where
she and Grace lived.

“The rent for that apartment is
$100 a month.” he said—DMarjorie and
Grace paid $60. “The party that rents
it is anxious to get out—and his lease
expires the first of November. But
we won’'t let it go for a dollar less
than $100=-scrrv. We can get that
much on account of the firéplace.
Fine if vou like them, but I'd rather
sit in front of a radiator myself.”

She asked the agent if she might
look at the apartment, and he re-
ferred her to the janitor, whe had the
keys. -The janitor told her that the
“party” hadn’t moved out yet, but

that she could look at it. He—"“the

Of course, said the janitor, that was
a little unusual letting people have::
keys like that, especially as the apari- -
ment was still furnished—but. still—
Marjorie took the hint and gave the"
janitor a half dollar. :

The hall dcor creaked a little as
she opened it and a little more as she.
closed it behind her. It was a little
entrance hall with three doors leading
to three rooms. She opened one—obvi- .
ously a coat closet.

Another door opened into a room
lined with books—a small room with °
& desk and a winged chair by a table.
It was probably the third room that
contained the open fireplace. Mar-
jorie was about to close the door to .
procéed to the third door, when some-
thing—some one moved.

It was from behind the wings of
that chair. A man rose, stretched .
himself drowsily and rubbed his eyes,

Obviously it was the “party” who oc-

cupjied the apartment.

Marjorie stammered something
about keys and janitors and open fire-
placées and Cape Cod fire-fighters,
though sheé was sorry as soon as zhe
had done so that she had mentioned
the lighter.

“It's quite all right,” said the man,
“and I'm glad you woke me up. I'm
not usually home in the daytime, but
I brought some work home from the
office, thinking I'd have a quieter
place here—and I must have fallen
to sleep. If you want to see the room
with the fireplace, by all means have
a look,” the man went on, now wide
awakeé, and ushering Marjorie into
the next room. s

“What any one can do with a fire-
place ‘here in the city, 1 don’t seec.
I've bought some wood, have it stored
in one of the hall closets—but yeu.
can't start a fire with paper and logs,
and there's no place to split wood in
an apartment. What do people do for
kindling—have to go out to the cor-
ner store and buy it, I suppose: *

“That where a Cape Cod fire-
lighter comes in,” said Marjorie. And
that was the real beginning of the
yomance. The man, Dawson Hill, no-
ticed then as Marjorie looked up at-
him that she had just the kind of
clear blue eyes that he had always
admired.

He wanted to see her again, and
here was a good chance. He asked
whether he might borrow the fire-
lightér, and before Marjorie ha¢ gone
it had been arranged that she and
Grace should bring the fire-lighter the
first really chilly evening and they'd
try it. In the meantime they'd buy the
kerosene, and in the meantime, too,
Marjorie suggested that Mr. Hill come
and call. It seemed only a courteous
thing to suggest after having been so
rude as to_enter his apartment so un-
ceremoniously.

Mr. Hill called the next night, and_ ¥y
the following night it seemed so chillyQ
that he rang the bell at Marjifrie's
apartment and asked her if e and
Miss Baldwin would not com# and try
the fire-lighter.

This all happened ahout the middle
of October. Two weeks later, on ths
last day of the mionth, Marjorie's aunt
received a package from her aiece. It
contained a Cape Cod fire-lighter.
but not the one she had sent.

A letter reached her the same day
“This is not the same fire-lighter,” it
explained, ‘“because we want to keep_
that one as a memento. But I've lost
my bet. The fire-lighter did it. His
name is Dawson Hill.”

(Copyright, 1923, by McClure Newspaper
Syndicate.) 2
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Yes Bellty
Ican meet you at 10 o'clock!

“Since I started using Sunlight Soap I find
I can get my clothes beautifully washed with
my washing machine in fifteen or twenty
minutes. Isn’t that wonderful? And my
clothes are such a beautiful color too.

How do I use Sunlight? I pare half a cake
or so of Sunlight in very thin slices, into the
hot water in the washing machine, stir it
up into a lovely rich suds, then pop in the
clothes, and let Sunlight and the machine
A Then the rinsing—and the
clothes line. Really Betty—washing clothes
with Sunlight is good fun—it’s all over in

do the work!

less than an hour.”

Sunlight’s unusual value comes
from the skilful blend of pure,
rich cocoanut and palm oils.

These are the best
ingredients that

soap making
the world pro-

Tke purest loundry S
i Conada — Sunh':::




