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___“TI CEIDDESS —

” ” UNIQUE SERIAL STORY
il BY GOUVERNEUR MORRIS

SR

SE CHPR

THREE NEXT WEEK

Chapter Three of The God-
dess may be seen at the Brant
Theatre last half of next week,
beginning Thursday, Nov. 11th.

11th, 2

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS
CHAPTERS.

After the tragic death
Amesbury, his prostrated wife, cne
of America's greatest heauties, dies.
At her death, Prof. Stilliter, an agent
of the interests, kidnaps the bezutiful
three-year.old baby <irl and brings
her up in a praradise where she sees no
man, but thinks she is taught by an-
gels, who instruct her for her mis-
sion to reform the wcrld., At the 2ge
of eighteen she is suddenly thrust into
the world, where agents of the inter-
ests are ready to nretend to find ber.

The one to feel the loss of the little
Amesbury girl most, 2{ter she had
been spirited away by the interests,
was Tommy. Ina few days, however,
he found himself living amid luxur-
ious surroundings as the adopted son

of Mr\ Barclay, who has planned to

have Tommy marry into wealth. But

‘Tommy's lack of interest in Barclay’s

business affairs changes matters.
Barclay meets with success in break-
ing up the match he had really plann-
ed. Turned down by the girl, Tommy
goes to the Adirondacks to forget the
affair, While there he meets by ac-
ciden:, Celestia.
CHAPTER III :

To rescue tiz girl who called her-
self Celestia from Professor Stiilitex
had been the work of instants and im.
pulse, Rut what to do next was not
to be decided without plenty of reflec.
tion. Reflecion did nct come easily
to Tommy, however, especially in the
present circumstances.

He could not make her out at al!
to his satisfaction. At one
she seemed perfectly sane, at the next
completely mad. The only things of
which he felt certain were that she
was beautiful and gocd, and that she
was suftering trom some form ot
amnesta by which her
memory had been undermined.

“How long have you known that
man?”’ he asked, referring, of course,
to Professor Stilliter.

“Not so iong as I have known you,
but sometimes I feel as if I had seen
you bota betore. But I can’t ever
have szen you, can I?
have besn in heaven and I've never
been on earth.”

“If you were seeing him d{or the
first time, why were you afraid of
him?”

“For tile same reason that I'm not

afraid of you”

“He,” said she, simgly, ‘s bed and
ugly. You are good and bheautiful.”

As Tcmmy guided her through the
woods toward his camping ground
he kept on saying to himself, “But
tnere’'s got to he a show-down scon.
What 3ta I'to do about her?”

He almost wished that he bh2d n-t
taken her away irom Siiiliter, but
had, instead stayed with them. dogz-
ged their footsteps ifrom place to
place until he was sure that the girl
wag in w10 real danger froin the psych
ologist. Indeed, he was in a state of
great mentsl perplexity, znd at the
same time there was a rovel and ro-
mantic quality to the episcde that he
could not but enjoy.

“If only,” he thought “I might play
around with her for the rest of the
day and then turn her cver to her
Proper guardians and have no further

,on earth if I cculdn’t talk to people?” |

f
i
|

respongibility, I'd ask npthing better.”
A'hay came to » black pool of rain
water. PRefore Tommy could prevent,

of John Celestia had stzpped upon the sur-
face, as if upon a solid pavement, and

gone in above the knee.

She gave a litt e cry of amused as-
tonishment.

“Why 1t's—its —she cried.

“YVes,” said Tommy, ‘it's wet water. !

You appeared to think it was a board
walk, But never mind, you’ll soon
dry out. Don't they have water in
heaven?”

“QOf course, but not black and still
jike that. In heaven it’s all alive with
rainbows in it.”

“They speak English in heaven?”

{ “Oh! yes; and French and Italian
and Spanish and German and all the
cthers.

“Can you speak them all?”

“0f course. What good could I do

“Just what good are you going to
de?”

“I'm going to tell people to be bet-
ter and not so fo:lish, and they are
to do as I tell them.”

“That's a splendid idea,” said Tem-
my, feeling that it was best to humor
her, “and then what?”

“Then? " Why, when I've made

leverybedy rich and happy I'll go back

to heaven, of course, and be happy,
too.”
“Are ycu unhappy now?”’
“No, nct unhappy; but if I
back in heaven 1 wouidn’t be all wet
and muddy and hungry and thirsty,

;would I?”

moment |

powers of

“Qf course you wculdn’t, you poor
child,” szid Tommy, “but soon we’ll
be at my camp, and then I'll hustle
around and make you comfortable.”

¥And I feel as if my face were on
fire, too.” she complained.

“Heverisn,”
dismay. And then he said:

“Stand still a moment and let me

look.”
He noticed for the first time the

|izomtd oaén Gaca cacdt ohadtortardl

You can’t ever |
with concern.

extraordinary whiteness and delicacy .
of her skin. It was as if she had al-

ways been veiled from the sun
“You’re getting sunburnt,” he said,
“That’s what’s the

- matter.”

cried. “The
I’'ve heari

“Oh! the sun!” she
sun! Do show it to me!!

.so much about it.”

“Isn’t there any in heaven?”
“How you taik. Why heaven is so

far off.”

“Well,” said pointing,
“that's it!”

“That!” exclaimed Celestia—but shz
ould not look the sun in the face
for more than a fraction of a second.
“So that’s the sun, and it’s burning
my face?”

Tommy,

‘She touched her face with her fin-:

gers and then looked at their tips =s

if expecting that the burn had come

ofi _on them,

“I've got some stuff at mv camp

t will take the burn out,”

ommy.

They begun to climb the eminence
cn which. Tommy’s camp was perch-
er, and - with every step Celestia
showed increasing fatigue. He walk-
ed a little behind ard at one side,
now helping her forward and up-

.
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thought Tommy, with |

ward with an occasional. touch of the
hand between = her shoulders, and
now with a steadily maintained pres-
sure, :
“Of course I'm not used to walk-
'ing,” she said. “I’m sorry. I sup-
pose I’ll get used to it
i “If you are determined to push on
'to New York you will,” said Tommy.
His quick ears caught the sudden
appetizing cluck of a partridge.
“Let’s see it we can't get that fel-
low-" he eéxclaimed. “You sit down
and rest yourself, Celestia. Nobody
hunts much in these woods and the
i birds are as tame as chickens.”

But Tommy’s first move was really
“the opposite of a move, for he stood
.as still as he could and listened. Now
ja partridge, or a ruffled grouse, ‘f
'you give him his right name, is a
_born ventriloquist.

First the partridge clucked to the
;right of Tommy, then to the left, then
-in front of him and then back of him.

Tommy walked a few paces and once |

jmore stood still and.listened. This
‘time the clucking came from directly
ioverhead, and Tommy looked up-
yward in the dense branches of a
young spruce tree, and after so look-
ing for a few moments suddenly
smiled. And although she did ‘not
know what Tommy was smiling at
' Celestia smiled too.

She sat down and leaned against
the stem of a birch, her breath com-
ing and going quickly, her great eyes
following every movement that
Tommy made.

Having located the partridge,
Tommy “assembled” his trout rod,
rand with the end of the line, made a
‘running noose. Then he began very
{quietly to poke the rod up among
, the branches of the spruce tree. . An
interesting cluckling attested to the
fact that more eyes than Celestia’s
were on Tommy.

,  Tommy, his right hand clasping the
butt of the rod, his thumb breaking
the reel, reached graduaily higher
.and higher until his arm was extend-
ed to its full length. He added a few
'ipches to his reach by standing on
[ tiptoe. But even this was not enough
So Tommy bent his knees a little and
then jumped.

| Before his feet regained the eartha
ifrightful squawking and flapping
"arose in the spruce tree, and then
jthere was dragged from it what look-
ed iike a pinwheel going at top
speed.

Hunger is the mast cruel tyrant in
the world. There was a sharp scrunch,
one last wind whistiing of the pin-
wheel, and then there was one cock-
grouse the less in the north woods.

But Celestia looked pained now and
troubled.

“It has wings like an angel,” shez
I said, “only darker.”

Tommy was just going to say. “It’s

said ' got whiter meat than an angel,” bat*| branches

stopped himself in time and changed
to:
i ‘Even people who come hers >
to eat.”

And he slipped the dilapidated bird
into his pocket.
| A few minutes later they reached
| Tommy’s camp, and after he had
lgiven Celestia a cupful of spring
water. he cut fresh balsam boughs
‘and made a thick mat fer her to rest
yon, and rolled his coat and some other
:odds and ends into a piliow so that
she could watch him make the fire
and do the cooking.
| In the midst of this he remembered
that she was sufferine from sun-
; burn, and he madeé her bathe her face
|in a lotion that smelt of campher and
niter, and which burnt a little and
ithen felt cool.
| For lunch they had tea, biscuit
| (one of Tommy’'s most lamentabl
]cu]mary failures), and the partridg-.
| Cooked, he no longer looked like the
jvictim of murder, but very beautiful
jand appetizing.
i Celestia ate her full share, and then

S
e

tlay back on her balsam houghs and |
j watched Tommy fill and light a pipe. '

“Wasn't the partridge  cocked
ienough?”

i Tommy narrowzd his eyes at her
'arjd for some moments didn’t answer.,
{ Then he said: “I don't know what to
jmake of you at all. First you say you
{come from heaven, and act as if you
| did, then vou talk and act like a re-
‘guiar girl, then you pretend that vou
never saw a man smoke befors. And
then—what are you trying to do to

i
] Why do you do that?” she asked.
i
|

|

i
{dress you've got in the world?> Do
iyou always wear a golden band
raround your hair with stage jewels

lin it?”

i And then suddenly a light dawn-=d

on Temmy, and he smote his thigh in |

rapplause of his own clevernass.
T

“I know what you are.” hs

l¢ . said.
| “You're

the queen cof ths movies.

1 Youre up bere staging a show, and!
you got bored and let me run off with |
| you for a lark. Professor Stilliter has |

i had something to do with the sfen-
,aric. The heroine is supposed to be a
{little looney. That's you, Celestia—angd

{ vou're practising all the time on me. |
‘Well. thank heaven, it's only acting. !
!t Why, I really thought you were mad |

| as a hatter-”

| “No,” said Celestia, “Im not 1n the
| least angry.
!in?ow what you mean. but I like you
{ when you get excited and talk tast
tand yonr eyes smile. It tests me,”

g Tommy shook his head at her and
smiled reprovingly,

‘.‘You can’t keep on fooling me,” he
said. ““Come now, what’s your real
name?”

“All right, if you don‘t want to

) tell me yet; it will keep; it's bound

ton But tely me then are vau'__he

make the world better, Celestia, have !

yme, anyway? Is that, realiy the onlv|

hesitated and blushed, “I'd really like
to know. You see I’m rather crazy
about you.  You're not Mrs, Some-
body or other, are you?”

_ The embarassed smile froze ¢n his
lips. He leaped to his feet and stood
listening. Faint and clear sounding
cheerful rather than ominous, there
rose to them from the valleys below
a baying of dogs. Tommy had gone
once with a posse of deputy sheriffs
to see how a murderer
down with the .bloodhounds, Whole
scenes of that pursuit  flashed
through his mind, and he knew that
the baying, ‘which now sounded in
is ears, was not that of deerhounds
running out of season, but of blood-
hounds following a human trail,

‘He climbed swiftly to the top of
the Hub and stod Ilistening, = his
field glasses glued to his eyes.

That there would ever be any dif-
ficulty of exading such a ban as
Stilliter in the north woods had
never occurred to him. He had pic-
tured Stilliter a man of resource in a
laboratory or in a dissecting - room
with an insensible guinea pig staked
out on the operating table, but not
out of doors. The man was tat, un-
healthily white, and ~ -appallingly
near-sighted, That such a man should
be so hot upon their trail had about
it'a sinister quality that brought
Tommy’s heart into his-mouth,

A glimpse of two bloodhounds and
four men, one of whom was Stilliter
and another a fullblooded Indian,
crossed an open space recently cross-
ed by Celestia and himself during
their hurried escape, and in the same
direction, = brought Tommy down
from the Hub in a great hurry.

As for Celestia—well, she couldn’t
be a movie actress; no movie actress
playing truant would be hunted down
with bloodhounds, and he felt- that
she must be accounted for upon some
other hypothesis, but later when
there was more time. :

Meanwhile - there was nothing to
be thought of but instant getting to-

useful, and flight.
- “We've got to beat it, Celestia,” he
said. “I’'m sorry, becausé you  are
tired, but that man”—then by en-
circling his eyes with his hands he
indicated Profegsor Stilliter’s eye-
glagses—“is after us.”

She rose obediently to her feet. "1
don’t know why he wants to catc

don’t know or you won’t tell. But you
dislike him, and you’re afraid of him,
and that’s enough.”

matches rolled into a blanket and
strapped to his shoulders, his {ield
glasses, axe, and fishing tackle were
about all that Tommy could carry

he had to help Celestia over ditficul-
ties. His rifle, he abandened. 1t
would be better, he thought ,  to be
unarmed than to attempt with -a
light twenty-two to
ing rifles of heavy calibre. And fur-
ther more, Tommy, though prepared
to stand up for Celestia’s rigats and
to fight for them, was not prepared
to kill anybody in an' affair which
was entirely a mystery to him.

ing the higher ground, wicre the
granite outcroppings neither received

all granite, and Tommy knew  very
well that in places they were m:ikmg
what wodmen call a broad trail A

! trail of footprints and bent and broken |

which an Indian will

| follow as easily as small boys follow

| 2 procession through a city street..
They turned a little more - to the

the high ground. The baying 'of the
hounds at this time seemed, 'f any-
thipg, a little closer.
“Where are we going?”
spddenly. ;
“\We're going to hide on a little
island in a dGeep lake, Celestia, Even
if they find out that we are on 1f,
they'll have troubie getting o us.
Very few sailors and fewer wocdmen
know how to swim. I used to fish
in that lake a lot, and I've an old
dugout hidden in the shore, and
there’s the remains of a hut on the
island. And I left an old moth-eaten
| buffalo robe and a blanket there only
last fall, If there’s anything left of
them they’ll come in mighty handy,
| I can tell you.”
They came to a broad shallow
stream that flowed brightly underan
arch of dark foliage, “Here’s wher?
lwe begin to make trouble for them,”

i said Tommy. Holding her elbow with

she asked

| his free hand to keep her from stura- |
| bling and felling, Tommy led Le'.es:‘
RS brook, and
| ther they waded down it for upwards !
| of a mile, as if it had been a wind-,
ing road, and only left it wiwn the |
rocky nature of the courtry through !
| which it was passing offered-them an|
Eopportufaity of so doing and leaving|

tia to the middle of the

| a2 minimum of trail. :

{  Ail »t once Tommy realized that a
--e1t silence had fallen in the forest.
| 2nd be knew that at last the blood-
| hovnds were in difficulties, for they
had ceased to bay. ;

| All of a sudden they caught glimp-
see of bine warers between the tree
<tems, and in a few moments they saw
hefore them and below them a lcvely
{1ake with densely wooded shores and
lin its mid-t a densely wooded island.
| “Oh!” exclaimed Celestia. “But this
carth is beautiful”

‘Remind you at all of heaven?”
lasead Tommy, a little mischievously.

ot in +ihe least,” said Celestia,
and as if she did not wish to discuss
the comparative beauties of the two
places. “Is that our island?” she ask-
cd.

“We'll be hard to find,” said Tom-
my, “and now the work is almost all
over.” i

They descended the narrow strip of
iland which divided the lake from the
| torest, and here Tommy told Celestia
'to sit down and rest while he hunted

He returned in ten minutes, pad-
| dling quietly, and found Celestia
fplaying with the sand ag if she had
{been a little child. Her eyes Wwete
| gotten sand .on her forehead and in
| her hair, Perceiving Tommy, she
tossed a double handful of sand into
the air, and as the sunlight caught the
myriads of bright surfaces she cried:
“What is it? Oh, what is it?”

zaid Tommy

‘Sand ™

is hunted !

gether of such things as might ‘prove

you,” said Tommy, “and either you |

A kettle, frying pan, salt, iea and

and make speed under, especially it

oppose tepcat- |

They were soon under way,4ol'ow- |

any impress from their feet nor long .
held the scent of the leather soles.‘;
RBut the crests of the ridges were not!

westward and began to descend from

: ! fo e dug ot into the water, | ?
But: P shite- T dont | for the dugout and g .

bright with animation, and she had [

“Sand,” cried Celestia.

“Didn’t you ever play in the sand
when you were little?”

“1 used o play with diamonds .an_d
rubies,” said Celestia, “O, but this 1s
wonderful, See, you can write in it
and draw pictures. Look, T am mak-
ling the man Stilliter.”

And, indeed, with her forefinger for
a pencil, she made an excellent cari-
{cature of him,

“% ho taught you to'do that, Celes-
tia?" ¢
“An angel,” she said, simply.

“Well,” said Tommy. “I've heard of
people who could draw like angels—
but—oh; : Celestia, aren’t you a h}t}e
tired of playing this heavenly origin
business on me? I don’t take any
sébck in it.” ] @

he looked at him with a sudden
grave wonder.

“When I tell you that I come from
heaven, you don’t believe me?”

“Why, Celestia,” he said, meeting
her gaze with equal gravity, “you’re
just 'a regular girl. Why there’s blood
on your cheek where a deer fly has
bitten you"— g

“You've -got to. believe me,” she
said, and it seemed to Tommy she
wag trying to master him with her
eyes. :

“What are you trying to do to me?”
he said, “Hypnotize me?”

-And then he laughed, and. looked
so brown and handsome and good-na-
tured that -Celestia had to smile at
him. ;

“Now, Celestia,” he said, “I'm go-
ing to .take you for a boat ride. But
you've .got to sit still—mighty still.
You pretend that youre back in
heaven listening to Israel accom-
panied by the Spheres.” i

But she spoke with a sudden stern-;
ness that made him very uncomfort-
able.
| “Is there no
{earth. No faith?
I came.” :
Vi ke helped her into. the dugrut, his
eyes on the back of her head, enam-
ored with the way her dark, strong
hair met her straight, white neck,
‘and as he paddied he kept s=ymng,
{“Who the duce is she, and what the

duce is she?”

! 'And to therse questions he could not
Iind any answers that were altogether
satisfactory.

|  Just as they were landing on the
iisland there came to them once more,

reverence. left on
It’s high time that

h | faintly end ‘from far-off, the baying

of the bloodhcunds. Celestia gave
Tommy a look full of.anxiocus anpeal.

“Don’t be afraid” he said.
are miles and miles from here.”

the ‘guides, the hounds, and ‘the In-
' dian who rejoiced in the name of Old
Man Smells-good, which, 'if it- refer-
red to anything about him except his
ability to follow a trail, was an -
zppropriate name. They were all
there, several miles away; but 0old
Man Smells-good was in the head of
{zn evceedingly tall pine, which over-
topped the rest of the forest, _and
from which the view was exceedingly
fine and expansive. Old Man Smells-
gond had a pair of eyes that resem-
bled a pair of telescopes. He could
| see anything that was in sight.
“See anything?” Stilliter czlled  up
“No see a thing,”. answefed the In-
dian without ch~nging his expression
As a matter of fact, by miracle of
optics he had iust discovered Tommy
helping Celestia ashore on the island.
Smells-good dismounted the tree
and stood shaking his head.
“"No seg anything.” he szid. “Dog
'no cood. Smells.gocd he - think a
l'ttle . Think up where um mos
I'k-ly to go.” :
The old fakir. He seated himselt
unon his heels, filled and lighted his
| pive, ond closed his eyes as if in deep
thought. -
Stilliter began to show signs of 1m-
| patience, but one of the gu'des said:
“Retter lezve him alone;-he’s got 2
| hunch, likely as not”. - -

{

I

(To be Continued.)
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: : “Natpre's Creation”
helped me”

Charies Kpoph, on oaili, says: My
night sweats stopped. aund my hewm-
oirrhagze stopped froin the first da

Louis C. Zink, on ouath. says: I
have to thank ‘Nature's Creationw’
that I am here to-day.”

% Scnd for Booklet contzining
complete - statements. on  oath,
from those who have used **Na-

! ture's Creation.”

“They
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So they were, all of them; Stilliter,
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| Nature’s Creation Co.
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For Stationery, Books|
and British Papers |
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" Phone 909
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You "Pay Less Here

Yo;z ILa_yLesa s Here

BATILING WITH WORDS

does not get you anything. It is figures that count nowadays. Prices
that are absolutely minced. A few nights previous we presented a
few of the great many enticing articles, and to-day here are a number

of others.
GOODS, We are sacrificing at a

Remember, this is not CHEAP JUNK, but GOOD

price that defies competition.

ENOUGH SAID

Butter Prints
The popular oblong
pattern,. . best . guality
wood, well made, fully

adjustable. Reg. lzc

Here Is One for the Man of
the House

A handsome Shaving Mug in fancy
embossed leatherette case, silk lined,
silver plated, mug opal lined. Only

a few left. Regular $5.00. $2 25’
L ]

Montauk Iron Enamel

The best article
for pipes or stove or §
the market to-day,
will not crack or
burn off, Two sizes
Reg. 15c.

Sale

Reg. 25c.
Sale

" Cocoa Mats k3

Pure English Cocoa Mats, made of
heavy pile. How can you do without

one_of these at such inviting
prices? Reg' $1:25.- Sale.... 856

Nut Cracks and Picks
= BRI Put up in
: a nice blue
lined box;:

with six
picks ‘and"
- SR one pair of

cracks, all nickel plated. Reg.

45c. Sale 25C

Use one of these, standard make,
accurate, about 10 in., japanne
case. Reg. 20c. Sale lzc

Furniture Handles |

' Rather than have your dresser !
look  unsightly,
why not secure
some of these.|
Reg. 5c. Sale—

2 rorDC

Rat;_:het Braces

PoXi.shed steel bar, concealed ratch- |
et, 8 in. sweep, natural finished head
and grip. Regular $1.00.

Rubber Heels ,'
made of pure rubber
will not crack, corru-!
gated on the other side, !
all sizes, both ladies’,
and gents’, complete;

i

dere is Value,

in Safetys |

Genuine Shrp t
Shavr, including |
one blade of fin-
est quality steel,
every one fully!
warranted.  Can

b
1 reg. 25 12!

Seoidering Outfit

N S0 TR

With this handy soldering set, con-
sisting of one soldering iron, box
resin, 1 pc. tin, 1 stick solder, lzc

do your own repairing

=

Big Value in' Halters

12 cord, well stitched, leather chin

strap with regulation length
rope tie, Reg. 25¢c. Sale 15C

Try a pair of these,j-
)

A Daily Grind
with one of these little
wonders, adjustable
steel grinders, short
steel base, nicely fin-

i h d- "
llze; 75¢c. Sale 45c

Buck Saws:-

This one is the popular Happy Me-

dium, with 30 in. tempered steel blade,
hardwood frame, all ready for
igse. Reg. 50c.- - Sajex...... 35(:

Pleased Customers Are Our Greatest Asset

°
Temple Bldg.
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