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CHAPTER LXXXII.
A Display of Temper.

Betty had wired and written in
answer to Nazlo's letter sent from
Monaco to New York, and they had
exchanged several cables before she
landed ,ln Algiers. In a telegram sent
her at/Marsellles, Nazlo suggested a
meeting 'in but Betty was all
prudence now—in small things, where
she felt no great temptation to be
reckless—and it seemed wisgest not to
see any man, with the exeeption of
Salvano, until she had her hus-
band. She had to see Salvano (of
whose presence in Algiers ghe learned
‘definitely from Nazlo) because upon
,the result of a talk with Paul, the
next step with Miles depended.

‘. She was determined, however, to
no otker handle for gossip if
he could help it. Miles might be in
-a venomous mood, and she wouldn't
iike him to hear that the shoe king
bad met her when the ship from
Marseilles docked. Neither did she
want Nazlo to call, on board “Silver-
wod,”” but when she had taken up
her quarters ‘there (to the silent dis-
tress of Captain Yale) and-dearned of
Miles’ absence from Algiers, she sent
a note to Nazlo's hotel.

"He was staying at the St. George,
and he suggested that, if Mrs. Sher-
idan thought it would be “conspicu-
ous” to lunch with him she might
come and have tea on the terrace
alone. Then he ¢ould stroll past; and
not the most censorious gossip could
make mischief out of a chance meet-
ing. Nazlo added, “Speaking of gos-
sip, Prince Paul di Salvano and the
Callahans are at the St. George, and
guite the center of attractfon. Rose
poses as ‘Miss Callahan,’ but every-
one thinks she's married to Salvano,
and that the. old man is keeping the
prince on probation for a while.’ Un-

there'd been a marriage; old Cal-
han would be pretty sure to send
Balvano packing after all the talk. I
had better tell you that there’s talk
also about your husband, who has
friends here, not counting those who
are yours as well. Some think you're
certain to divorce him; others think
the opposite, But none of them know
who the girl in the case really is, or
that, if you play your cards well, you
hold him in the hollow of your hand.”

This letter had been sent'by mes-
senger to Betty on board “Silver-
wood” almost at the moment of her
arrival, and hardly two hours after
Miles' departure with the girl and
Mrs. Harkness for Bousaada. It was
then that Betty wrote the reply from
which’ Nazlo had cut out a few lines
for Terry Desmond's eyes.

Captain Yale's evident reluctance
to receive tlie owner's wife on board
was further proof that Nazlo had
told the truth about Miles. Not only
was he infatyated with the Desmond
girl, but Yale was aware of the fact.
If Betty had not been in a black
mood she must have felt some ma-
licious amusement when Yale urged
the superior comforts of an Algiers
hotel,” The yacht was being cleaned,
he pointed out, while Mr. Sheridan
was away, and the understanding was
that no one should be allowed - on
board. ©Of course, in the case of
Mrs. Sheridan, it was different. If
she chose to put up with the incon-
venience of “housecleaning,’ he had

the news that madame had come o
board. e

“Tell me where my husband is, and
I'll wire,” Betty snapped:

_But Captain Yale excused himself.
Even to Mrs. Sheridan he couldn’t
giveé that information, unless his em-
ployer permitted.

“I shall soon know whére he's

e, without your telling me,” she
sted, confident that she would
learn from Nazlo, whose letter men-
tioned that he was making inquiries.

“Very well, madame, in that case
you can communicate with Mr.
Sheridan,” returned Yale, whose cool
manner covered a ‘certain agitation.

Betty shrugged her shoulders. “I
shan’t bother, if you're going to tele-
graph,” she said.. “Mn husband will
come back when he learns I'm here.
And 1 shall bo guife comfortable in
that pretty cabin of my own—which
I remember quite well. As for my
maid, I shall choose a room for her.”

There was something like a threat
veiled by these words, but Captain
Yale could hardly put his employer’s
wife off the yacht, at all events with-
out definite orders to do so. And if
she stayed on board she was owner,
in place of her husband.

“As Yale was quick-witted enough
to guess, (knowing something of
women) Mrs. Sheridan imagined that
her cabin, the most luxurious on
board, had been given to the guest.
He realized also that it was almost
a disappointment to the lady that no
such insult had been put upon her.
Angry as he was at the coup she had
sprung on him, the captain chuckled
as he wondered about Madam's ex-
pression of face when she saw the
darkened and duSt-sheeted cabin,
kept sacred to the memory of her
honeymoon. - : :

Betty could no more travel with-
out an efficient maid who was used
to her ways, than a Pekinese puppy
could walk back to China on foot.
She had brought her confidenkial
woman from New York, a Parisenne
with every professional talent and no
capacity for affection. Estelle knew
the secrets which it was convenient
to Mpgs. Sheridan for her to know,
and several others -not so conven-
ient. She had ‘a sarcastic sense of
humor, and this was tickled as she
visited the cabin with Madame,

There was Monsieur’'s stateroom,
containing many articles de toilette,
as apparently the occupant intended
to be absent only a few days; there
were others which hdd not been ten-

'anted, and there was one where num-

erous pretty belongings had been
left. It was this last which Betty
commandeered for her maid.

“Put everything here into Mrs.
Harkness' cabin,” she directed, her
face flushed, her eyes sparkling. Es-
telle thought, with amazement, that
she ha@i never seen her mistress loo!
so plain, so almost vulgar. o

“But, if Madame will pardon me,"”
she ventured, hiding the twinkle in
ner eyes. “I am not particular about
my room. The wardrobe here is so
fyll; and there is this trunk under
the bed. e small- cabin next to
that of Madame Harkness’ will be
good enough for me, and——"

“Do as I tell you!
is near mine, and I prefer you to
have it.” «

Tomorrow’s instaliment brings an
unexpected thrill.

(cg;)yrtght. 1923 by the Bgll Syndi-

nosbing to say. Still, he must wire
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- Black Pussy the Cat Causes Mrs. Bob
- . White a Big Worry

-

By THORNTON W. BURGESS,

All day thé wounded young Bob
White crouched in a clump of weeds
on the Green Meadows. It was a clear,
bright day, but the weeds shaded
him from the sun. All day Mrs. Bob
White remained with him. Her moth-
er heart ached for him. He himself
felt too ill to think at all. and so he
did not worry. But his mother knew
what the dangers were, And she grew
more and more anxious. She looked
forward with dread to the coming of
the Black Shadows and night. She
knew that during the day there was
little to fear down there on the Green
Meadows from Reddy Fox or Granny
Fox or Old Man Coyote. Hidden as
they were under the weeds she was
not afrald of being found by any of
the Hawk family. But with the com-
ing of the Black Shadows all would
be changed. Then Reddy Fox and
Granny Fox and Old Man Coyote and
Jimmy Skunk might come prowling
around at any time. Then, too, Hooty
the Owl would be out hunting.

“If only I could get him over to the
dear Old Briar patch” Mrs. Bob
White kept thinking. Every once in
& while she would coax young Bob
White to try to walk. But he felt
too badly. He felt so badly that he
wouldn’'t even eat. She stole away
from him two or three time to get
him some food, But he refused the
most tempting tid-bits.

Qnee in the afternoon she discov-
ered Black Pussy the Cat prowling
about not far away. She knew that
if Black Pussy should discover young
Bob it would be the end of him. There
would be no escape. So Mrs. Bob
White at once flew over and dropped
down in the grass just a little way
in front of Black Pussy. She pre-.
tended not to have seen Black Pussy
at all. At once Black Pussy began to
creep slowly and softly as only Black
Pussy can straight toward where she
had seen Mrs. Bob White drop down
in the grass. Mrs. Bob White began
to flutter along the ground as if she
were badly hurt and couldn’t 4
Black Pussy became excited.

Yes,

f, she became wvery much excited.
didn’t stop to think that she

!

ered Black Pussy the Caf prowling
about not far away.

Pussy to herself. “She can’t fly. I
Once in the afternocon she discov-
can catch Her without any trouble.”

So Black Pussy no longer crept
softly forward. She bounded forward.
Mrs. Bob White fluttered along al-
ways just out of reach. Black Pussy
became more excited. Time and again
she sprang, expecting to bring her
paws with their sharp claws down
on Mrs. Bob White and each time
she just missed. It was an old trick
that Mrs. Bob White was playing. It
wouldn't have fooled Reddy Fox. No,

Fox. But it did fool Black Pussy.
Farther and fagther away Mrs. Bob
White led- that foolish- cat. At last
she felt that ¢ was safe to leave
her. She allowed Black Pussy to just
miss her once more and then she
whirred away on her stout wings,
leaving Black, Pussy  staring after
her with such-an astonished look on
her face. Mrs. Bob Whife flew in
quite another direction from where
éhe young Bob White was in ecase
lack Pussy should tty to follow her.
Then when she felt it was safe to do
gc: :h: tt‘llxmm and hurried straight
c o € poor, wounded, youn
Bob White. i
(Copyright, 192}" %y T. W. Burgess.)
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~Fid ! f'g On Weighing Up Love.
WORTH ! » GET OFF, WOMEN judge LOVE ‘BORED a man to death.

By its LENGTH—
MEN judge it by

BEFORE Vou GPRAIN But a man who has

A LIGAMENT I "THAT

succeeded

In making a girl believe

SCALES = C'MON, IT Its INTENSITY. She is the “ONE WOMAN"
2;%";"'7 Dsgrﬁbﬁﬁb If a man loves a woman In the world for him,
Go UP TeM '\‘\“ He doesn’t want her to : Has greater difficuilty, later,
P:\:é:g’ Love him FOREVER, * | In making her believe
N 18-B ] He wants her | That she ISN'T.

To love him NOW.

| Men are so child-like.

' | A woman is always
“TICKLED to death”
At a man’s

Lifeﬂon'x devotion, but
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But what a wom,n

When a YOUNG man
Falls in love with a girl
He thinks he eannot
LIVE WITHOUT her—
Wants to know is—
Can she live WITH him?
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