stamps of 1850 brought.

,000' wo Stamps

HAT London stamp collector would pay $19,21'2. for two
stamps? Yet that is what a pair of two-cent British Guiana
The first adhesive postage stamp was

issued in Grgat Britain in 1840,
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“THE STRANG

Alf and Philip Fight It Out For the
Hand of Joan Whom

Both

Love.

| “Do not blame yourself in the
'!ust." he said, “for anything that
iluu happened. You are a brick, Em-
 mie! Straight — loyal — h?nest.
:,Bllt what I most admire is your com-
‘|mon sense.”

"He had gone before she could an-
!Bwer. It was more than an hour's
{ Journey to Billiter street, Hackney,
,and the fog made it difficult to read
|the numbers over the houses. Philip
i walked into Mr. Samuel Taggart's
| naturalistic emporium. The small
| boy was dozing behind the counter,
jand Al was placing covers over bird
jcages. He turned sharply.

"~ “Mr. Blodmore, I think,” said
j Philip quietly. “I shall be glad of a
. word with you—in private. My name
jis Mottisfont.

. Alf’'s eyes grew hard as flint, his
,!ace flushed a dark red. For a mo-
ment he stared at Philip in silence.

“Come in ‘'ere!” he  said thickly,
!and turning, led the way to a wide,
! white-washed room at the back of
ithe shop, lit by a flaring gas-jet.
Alf 1lit another gas-jet opposite, with
8rim deliberation, and then turmed
to face his visitor.

“Say what you got to say—quick!”
'he said harshly.

“I apologize for troubling you with
'my private affairs,” said Philip.
{“Tomorrow, however, Joan Tallbois
jand I are going to be married. 1 be-
jlieve it is due to you to know this.”
{Ald could scarcely get his breath.
(“Marry her?” he said dizzily. “You!”
He looked around him for support.
f"Then~she ain’t lost her money
after all?”

“It is strange ” said Philiy reflec-
Itively, “how everybody says the same
1thing—and always with just the
'same emphasis. 1 begin to find it
tedious.”

Alf looked at him with the air of
@ dangerous beast about to spring,
'and his eyes glowed red.

‘qI got only one thing to say to
1¥ou,” he said through his teeth,
“Joan an’ I get married in the morn-
ing. Married!”

“It is obvious,” said Philip, “that
one of us is wrons.”

You're wastin’ breath,”
quietly. “I got her word.”

“Mine is the prior claim, Mr. Blod-
more. Do you care to listen while
I tell you why?”

“Listen?” he said hoarsely, “to
you? You swine. When you and

‘vour kid-glove crowd have done her
down! . An' even now you can't let
jher alone. I've wanted ter get you to
meself like this—Gaw! how I've
‘'wanted it.” :

He strode swiftly past, kicked the
.door to, turned the key, and flung it
'into a corner. Then he came back to
Philip, his hands twitching sugges-
‘tively.

“She might ha’ been happy—long
,ago—if it hadn’t been for you,” he
said thickly. AIlf paused, and his
lips drew back from his teeth in a
‘savage snarl. “You dog! There's a
quick way out o' this. I'll fight you
'for her.”

Philip smiled happily.

“Now that.” he said pleasantly,
“seems to me an . excellent sugges-
ition.” His hand slid to the top but-
ton of his coat.

Alf tore his jacket off and flung
it down. In a few seconds they were
lboth stripped to the buff. Alf tight-
'ened his leather belt.

“Strange,” said Philip, “how much
more simple sense there is in Lam-
,beth and Hackney than in Mayfair
or the courts of justice.”

Alf’ advanced towards him.

CHAPTER LVI.
‘“Man to Man.”

“I reckon,” Alf. said with deadly
earnestness, “I'm goin’ to kill you
" lafore I leave this room. You need it.
iJt'd be a good bit of work.”

“It might be satisfactory in a way,”
ireplied Philip, “but inconvenient for
lthe survivor. Instead of a wedding
|

said Alf

he would find himself in the Old
{Bailey, with an eventual two years
{for manslaughter. These, Mr. Blod-
imore, are the disadvantages of the
.‘tim(’s we live in.”

He saw that the man was not him-
elf, the lust of Kkilling glared from
|Alf’s eyes. Philip reached down the
'set of hard and blackened four-ounce
jgloves that hung cn the wall, and
itossed a pair to his opponent.

. “Mufflers?”’ sneered Alf. ferocions-
|ly. “frightened, eh?”
'+ Philip laughed.

“Consider, Mr. Blodmore. One of us
/is going to be married in the morn-
ling. A bridegroom does not look
twell with black eyes and an enlarged
iear. Imagine the scandalized face of
(the registrar.”

' The insane fury in Alf's eyes re-
ifaxed a little. He stared and gave a
’l’aint chuckle.

“Funny bloke for a lawyer, you
‘are,” he said, runing his eye over
{ Philip’s superb proportions and rip-
lpling muscles. “D'you know who
iyoure against? Sam  Taggart's
jnephew, that outed the Chatham
.Chicken in the fourth round!”

“So I believe. I remembered it as
jsoon as I heard your name. I was
‘gunner-up for the amateur cham-
| pionship the year after I came down

from Magdalen,” said Philip, ‘“but ¥
cannot pretend to be in your class.
When you are ready, Mr. Blodmore.”

“I'll show you the sort o’ meat
I'll make o your kind!” said Alf, his
face darkening again. He took his
place and put his hands up.

“I find you much more interest-
ing, Mr. Blodmore, than I thought
I should,” rePlied Philip, and the
next moment Alf was-upon him.

pliment of testing him or looking for
an opening. He led with a whiz-
zing left and followed it with slam
after slam. Evidently he expected a
swift victory. He was not going to
waste ring-craft on such an opponent
as this,

Pive thudding of the gloves echoed
round the whitewashed walls, To
Alf's surprise not a single blow came
fully honye. Philip’s guard changed
and shiﬂzd with deft speed, stalling
off the straight-handed drives - that
would have sent a lighter man flying
back against the wall.” Alf became
awate of a cool, wary blue eye
watching him above the guarding
arms. The eye annoyed Alf. He
lashed out with his right, a full
body swing. Philip side-stepped it,
and came in with a short-arm left
jolt that landed fairly hard wunder
Alf's jaw and made the teeth rattle
in his head. ;

The blow should have steadied Alf,
but it did not. He saw that Mot-
tisfont was smiling slightly, and at
the sight of that face before him,
which epitomized everything he hated
in the world, the demon in Alf's soul
broke loose. All the teaching of his
trainer, the iron lesson of self-com-
mand, was flung away. He came
at Philip with fists driving like the
pistons of a racing engine, every
blow with the full force of the body
and arms behind it. A red mist
swam before his eyes.

If the first attack was a whirl-
wind, this was a hurricane. It was
blind slugging of the most ferocious
kind; his one decire seemed to be
to drive Philip into the wall and
finish him. To avoid those perpetu-
ally whizzing gloves was impossible,
but Philip's elbows and forearms
guarded his body, and though he
seemed to swing and sway under the
tornado of blows that beat upon his
guard. Philip's footwork was mar-
velous. He did not attempt to re-
piv till, forced back toward the wall.
Philip side-stepped deftly, brought
his right over in a terrific Cross-
hit to the jaw. AIlf's back and shoul-
ders struck the boards with a bump
that made the dust fly.

Philip stood back and
hreat}}‘ The young pugilist, tough
as wire, was up in three seconds.
As if by magic the crazy light had
gone out of his eyes. They were now
clear and keen as needle-points when
he faced his adversary. And though
there was dawning respect in them,
he looked twice as dangerous,

“Make the most o that,” he said
quietly, “I got you set!"

They met again in the center of
the floor. For half a dozen seconds
they felt round each other warily,
arms ‘bent. gloves almost touching.
Alf feinted ever so slightly to the
body with his left, and loosed a
right upper-cut that came under
Philip’s guard with a crash that
sent him full length on the floor.

It had all the appearance of a
knockout. AIf pressed in quickly and
stood over him, when suddenly Philip,
with a bent knee and one hand t(;
the ﬁoor". sprang up, and ducked un-
der a side-swing, regaining his feet.
He stalled and covered himself des-
berately against the slashing attack
that followed, making a wonderful
recovery. Two driving blows over the
heart came through his ghard before
he was fully himself again and though
Philip kept his feet he knew as he
guessed from the first—that he was
nutmatvhed and beaten. Nothing but
a miracle could save him.

The pace was too fierce to last.
Philip rallied all his powers with an
effort, an attacking once more, drove
Alf before him by sheer force. The
younger man gave back. There were
two chairs in a corner; neither of the
fighters realized how close they were
upon them. Philip whipped his right
for the mark with all his strength
but struck low, flush under the belt,
Alf turned white and staggered, his
arms wide, and the chair catching
him behind the knees, his shoulders
struck the wall.

“Sonny!"” exclaimed Philip, drawing
back quickly, “take your time.”

“It's all right!” gasped Alf.
guarded it down.”

He gulped, recovered with uncom-
mon quickness, and came forward
again immediately, gazing at Philip.

“Gaw!” he said, “you're a Man!
But you gotter go through it! "

The stamp and whirl of the fight
proceeded with redoubled energy.
Every second of it went worse
for Philip. Blow upon blow came
through his defenses. It was only
now and then that he could touch his
opponent, and then not seriously. The
inexorable right slipped again ‘and

drew

oI

again through his guard, feeling for

'
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He did not pay Philip the com- ;
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Insects That Are Eaten'

NTO,the garden to eat worms’’ h

Mono Lake Indians, California. They eat worms daily, which
taste like linseed oil and look like a date. Insects in the caterpillar
” stage are a staple food among many native tribes.

as a literal sense among the
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A Sfory of 'Taﬁgled 'Human Emotions

Told With Sympathy By a Great Writer

BY JOHN
GOODWIN

Ain’'t It a Grand and Glorious Feelin’.
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OH-u-v-u- GIRL !

“
THE MARRIAGE GAME
As Played to a Decision

Every Day By
Mr. and Mrs. Arnold Hatton

‘ SINCERITY.
His Play: You have to hand it to
the immortal bard—Shakespeare, you
know—for thére was one theme he
injected into every single one of his
plays. That was woman'’s insincerity
to her own kind. It certainly is one of
the most puzzling of mysteries to poor
ignorant man why a woman is so
seldom sincere in her dealings with
other women. Take modern society,
for example. Everything that passes
between the fair creatures is the
thinnest varnish, the slimmest veneer.
Women gush and cry over each other,
while in the back of their minds they

il
=

are wondering where Ann Elizabeth
8ot that perfect fright of a hat or
that dowdy gown. Men, if you've
happened to notice it, are different
that way!

Her Counter-Play: Yes, dear, T've
noticed. Men are different. Men are
'different in the sense that they
imagine that all the sex is perfect
and that every member of it is an Al
specimen. So they regard one an-
other with sincere admiration, Be-
cause they are admiring themselves.
'I'.hat is the way in which men are
different. Women are quite well
aware of the weaknesses of the sex,
and they are not afraid to acknowl-
edge them. A woman who is honest
enough to see and distinguish the
faulty characteristics of another wo-
man is thus fitted to dissect her own
character and find the flaws. If you
call that insincerity—I don’t mind a
bit.'._hIRcafll it honesty.

e Referee: The i
Wi he lady is again the

(Copyright, John F. Dille Co.)

his heart. For full three ‘minutes
fierce jnﬂghting, he received a terrib?é
Pandling, The amount of punishment
he took astonished Alf, who, how-
ever, felt him failing slowly.

It was the difference between a
man, fit, powerful and skilled, trained
to the ounce. Every trick of ring-
craft at Alf's command was brought
into play. He was fighting with his
head as well as with his wrought
steel muscles—fighting with pitiless
resolve. Not once did he make the
lea‘:’tl ! :rror.

drooping guard, Philip sto
up to the smash and thud pot tg:
gloves, bearing up under many a
blow that would have broken and
dropped a weaker man. His eye was
unequaled, yet the room was swim-
ming about him, his face grey-white,
the breath all but broken from his
body. Even now he countered when-
ever there was a chance. Scarcely
able to stand, he made a gallant but
useless rally; a swinging hit on the
jaw that staggered him, and Aif's
lef} came home again o’er his heart.

Get down—you!” hissed Ailf be-
tween his teeth between the blows,
“down, an’ under! An’ when you’re
down—d’' hear me!—I'm going to
Jean You'll be ‘ere but I'm goin’ to
Joan—an’ then——"

A flush hit on the mouth was the
A e e

shoo] s head, and springin
in lashed a terrific right and lel{l tg
the body. Philip reeled, and his arms
dropped. Round came Alf's right to
the jaw——the blow that Samuel Tag-
gart called a gift.

Philip fell a8 an ox falls under the
pole ax, and lay still. Alf looked at
him with twitching lips. Then, tear-
ing off his right glove, he snatched
the key from the table in the corner.
As he came back across the room,
Philip moved, staggered to his feet,
half fell with his back against the
door, and faced him.

(To be Continued.

)
(Copyright, 1922, by King Features
Syndicate.) -

YOUTH.
Susie—Oh, Harold. There!
t-h-e-r-e

Harold—You darling!

Susie—I could hardly live through
the day without that!

Harold—And I've just been wateh-
ing the clock for 5 o’clock to come!

Susie—Isn’t it wonderful to think
that we're going to be married? It's
wonderful! Beautiful!

Harold—And that I'm going to have
the sweetest, dearest, goodest little
girl for a wife!

Susie—Just think how all the other
girls in the world must envy me!

Harold—Not half as much as all
the men do me!

Susie—Come, sit here in the twi-
light! Oh, how you squeeze my
hand!

Harold—I'm not hurting my beau-
tiful—

Susie—No, no—I like it! You're
such a wonderful, powerful man!

Harold—And youlre such a

Susie—Oh, let’s talk about the
marvelous wedding we're going to
have!

and

by 7
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Harold—Yes, and all about our
honeymoon—to Paris and Egypt and
everywhere!

Susie—And then the great big
mansion we'll build! And all the
beautiful furniture inside!

Harold—And the yachts and the
aeroplanes! And Rolls-Royces

Susie—And all the fine linen and
sflver and laces and china!

Harold—And I'll raise nothing but
blue-ribbon-winning dogs!

Susie—And every night we'll have

‘dinner parties and balls and private

moving pictures!
Harold—Yes, and I'll be president
of the biggest bank in the country!
Susie—Oh, Harold, isn't love won-
derful?
Harold—Wonderful! Wonderful!
Susie—Oh, grandma! We didn’t
see you sitting there! Did you hear
us? This is Harold—isn’t he wonders
ful?
Harold—No; isn't she wonderful?
Grandma—Yes, my children, I
heard. May God bless you! Some-
times dreams come true.
Copyright, 1923, by Public Ledger
Company.

JOHNNY CHUCK'S FEELINGS.
By THORNTON W. BURGESS.
Pity one who can but wait
In helplessness approaching fate.
—Johnny Chuck.

Johnny Chuck’s first feeling when
he was safely up in that tree and
looked down at Bowser the Hound
was one of relief mingled with tri-
umph. Bowser couldn’t get him, and
he knew it. He could afford to grin
down at Bowser. He tingled all over
with the joy of having actually
climbed a tree. More than once he
had thought he could climb if he
really tried, but until now he had
never known positively that he could.
But after a while the persistent bark-
ing of Bowser got on Johnny’s nerves.
Then when Sammy Jay and Blackie
the Crow discovered him and added
their veoices to the racket that Bow-
ser was making, Johnny began to
grow anxious. He understood per-
fectly that, though he was safe from
Bowser, he was at the same time a
prisoner. 8o long as Bowser was at
the foot of that tree, he must remain
a prisoner. He couldn’t leave, no
matter how much he wanted to.

Now, Johnny Chuck is rather a re-
tiring person. He doesn’t like too
much attention. He wants to be
where he can get out of sight when
he feels like it. Perched up in a
tree as he was, he was altogether too
plainly in sight. So his feeling of
triumph and relief gave way to a
feeling of worry, and this feeling
grew with every passing minute.
Now and then he looked anxiously
this way and that way, to see if all
that noise was attracting the atten-
tion of others. Se it was that he dis-
covered Farmer Brown's Boy coming
down the Long Lane before Bowser
knew anything about it.

Johnny Chuck’'s heart sank, and
sank, and sank, and sank. It seemed
to sink a little bit lower with every
step Farmer Brown's Boy took. For
a long time Johnny had looked on
Farmer Brown’s Boy as a friend, But
that was when he, Johnny, was
where he could dive down into his
home at the least sign of unfriend-
liness. Now he must
where he was, and he knew that he
would be at the mercy of Farmer
Brown's Boy. Farmer Brown’s Boy
could climb. . Johnny Chuck had seen
him do it more than once.

Nearer and nearer drew Farmer
Brown’s Boy, and Johnny shook more
and more with fright, The worst of
it was there ,wasn't a thing he could
do about it. He must stay right
where he was. Perhaps you can guess
how he hoped that Farmer Brown's
Boy wouldn't look up in that tree.

stay right

Farmer Brown’'s Boy was bound to
look up in that tree, because Bowser
himself was looking up in that tree
all the time, and making it perfectly
plain that there was someone up
there.

“I guess this is the end,” thought
Johnny, mournfully, as Farmer
Brown's Boy stopped at the foot of
the tree and looked up. If he hadn't
been so badly frightened, he would
have had to grin at the look of sur-
prise on Farmer Brown's Boy's face
when he discovered who it was that
was up in that tree. But Johnny
was too frightened to grin. Yes, sir,
he was too frightened to do anything
like that. Never had he felt so help-
less. He couldn’t run; he couldn’t
fight; he couldn’t do a thing.

'
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So it was that he discovered Far-
mer Brown’s Boy coming down the
Long Lane.

Then Farmer Brown’'s Boy spoke,
and somehow the very tones of that
voice made Johnny Chuck feel a wee
bit better. A tiny bit of hope sprang
up in the heart of Johnny Chuck. It
grew as Farmer Brown’'s Boy made
no attempt to do anything to him.
Then as Farmer Brown’'s Boy ttirned
and started away, taking Bowser
with him, Johnny Chuck’s heart al-
most burst with gladness and thank-
fulness.

The next story: “Johnny Chuck's
Bitter Disappointment.”

For Thin Waists
and Sleevelesq Gowns

(Toilet Tips.)

A safe, certain method for ridding
the skin of ugly, hairy growths is as
follows: Mix a paste with ~some
powdered, delatone and water, apply
to hairy surface about two minutes,
then rub off, wash the skin and the
bairs are gone. This is entirely harm-
less and seldom requires repeating,
but to aveid disappointment it: is
advisable to see that you get genuine
delatone. Mix fresh as wanted. —

The Umbrella Plant.

I am sending you some everlasting
seeds, Carla, and evéer so many thanks
for the S. C. H. fund contribution. 1
do hope your plant will flourish. It
was such a blustering cold day here
when I sent it off, that I wondered
anxiously if it would survive. [ hope
you are joining in the Cynthia Grey
garden contest.

The Gardens.

It was very good of you to send us
another mite, Elmiraite. You will re-
member that the Mail-Box has two
objects in view, in distributing the
seeds. Onaq, of course, is to swell our
hospital fund to as great a sum as
can possibly be managed, and the
other is to make still more beautiful
our lovely province. So many of the
seeds which I send out are perennials
so that I axpect those Cynthia Grey
gardens which are planted this sea-
son will last for years, and another
thing is that once the boxites have
tasted the pleasure of a flower gar-
den of their very own, they will not
ba anxious to relinquish it. I am sure
you are planning on entering the
'(‘_\jnthia, Grey garden contest, and I
shall look for another letter from you
sfoon.

Phone.

I questioned everywhere until fin-
ally I found an answer to your ques-
tion, Phone, and the fact of the mat-
ter is that John died, as the result of
mob violence, but as he was dying,
he and Glory were married, so it is
to be presumed that she devoted her-
gelf to carrying on his work and his
mission. Glory was unabla to save
him from the mob, but you may like
.to know that the arch-villain
tramped underfoot as well
course I will send you some
and thanks ever so much for
shinplaster.

Lake Louise.

Dear Miss Grey,—I noticed in your
column that everyone is supposed to
tell the reason why they chose their
pen-name. 1 have chosen mine, be-
cause I have not seen the name yet
among the Boxites, and also because
1 shall never forget beautiful Lal;e
Louise asgl saw it last August. It is,
indeed, a canvas painted by nature
in one of her grandest moods. The
lake is intense in color, but that color
is never the same for two minutes in
succession. There is the great sweep
of the curve in front, the lofty,
snow-crowned mountain at the left,
and the darkly-wooded slopes of St.
Piran on the right, while between
these two mountains, and rising ap-
parently from the verge of the lake is
Mount Victoria, with its huge benches
of snow, some of them 200 feet deep.
The mountain is so placed that for
the greater part of the day it catches
the full glory of the sun, and stands
out in dazzling whiteness, which is
reflected in the lake below. As we
caught the first glimpse of Victoria
glacier, as we passed through the
portico of the C. P. R. hotel, and the
full glory of beautiful Lake Louise,
that perfect day in August, we shall
never forget ‘the sight as its beauty
burst upon us.

It changes from day to day, from
hour to hour. It responds instantly
to every change of cloud, or wind. It
has one glory of the sunshine, another
‘of the sunset, but always beautiful,
and always indescribable,

Anyone who has traveled -through
the Canadian Rockies and sojourned
at beautiful Lake Louise will re-
member the multi-colored beds of
Iceland poppies that decorate the
charming grounds of the chateau.
The effect, to the eyes of the visitor,
is charming, indeed.

But, I must close. 1 could write
for hqurs about this charming lake
and its surroundings. Wishing you
every success in your good work.

LAKE LOUISE.

All the Boxites, those who have
visited the mountains, and those who
have not, will, I am 'sure, enjoy your
letter; Lake. Louise.
again and tell us more of your won-
derful trip. I am sending y the
salpiglosis seeds, and the recipes have

Of

been sent to Calamity Ann.

THE DAILY SHORT STORY |

SELECTING A HEROINE.
By H. IRVING KING.

Patricia was rich, handsome and
learned. She had a 'dazzling com-
plexion® and a ;scattering of Greek.
With all these *advantages it would
naturally be expected that she would
have many suitors. That such was
not the case was due to the fact that
there was a palpable sign out warn-
ing fortune hunters off the premises,
and when she met a really eligible
young man she bored him with her
erudition. So Patricia decided to go
in for uplift work and joined all sorts
of societies designed for the better-
ment of mankind's moral and physical
being.

Patricia’s money was her own—in-
herited under the will of a rich old
uncle ‘who had amassed a fortune
in copra or bamboo or some other
tropical and disreputable commodity
of the South Sea Islands, so her
parents exerted little or no control
over her. They would not have done
so in any case, for Patricia was a
masterful person. Just now her in-
térest was centered in a mission on
the ‘lower east side, where human
derelicts were put into drydock for
physical and spiritual repair before
being launched again on the xloviousi
and treacherous currents of the sea |
of life. One night during a function
at the mission house Patricla noticed
a stalwart young man whose ap-
pearance suggested ships and seas,
and who sang with a fine tenor voice
the hymn the superintendent had just
announced. She pointed him out to
the superintendent, who had heen on
the lookout among the flotsam and
jetsam for material out of which to
fashion a sort of secretary and handy |
man, and after the exaercises derelict |
Mark Straight was towed before the
official mentioned for examination as
to his seaworthiness. With a f»w
minor repairs it was decided that
Mark might be renderéd serviceable
and he was established at a dei-._uk in
the executive office of the saivage
establishment.

Patricia, as chief patroness of the
establishment, was frequently brought
into contact with the young man and
treated him,.it must be owned, with a
hauteur which was entirely _out_ of
place in the patroness of an institu-|
tion where kindness and human sym-

young man accepted all Patricia's
sarcasms and snubbings without com-
plaint, appearing to take a deep, but
purely academic interest in all her
varying moods.

At last, one day when he and Pa-
tricia happened to be alone in the
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pathy were supposed to ‘bve the ru.e‘
|of action toward its beneficiaries. 1'ne

“Not a bit of it,” replied Warren.
“We were on that yachting trip of
Van Duser's, and were alone in a
corner of the moon-lit deck, and 1 was
making desperate love to you, and
you began to quote Greek.” :

“And you said g

“And I said, ‘Oh, chuck the Greek,.
Pat, and come down to earth—and
me,’ and you called me an ignorant
brute with nothing but my money to
recommend me and flounced away.
And the next I heard of yvou you had
gone into the uplift business.”

“And so you followed me
here.”

“I beg pardon—ran
down here.”

“It's the same thing.”

“Not at all; I came down here to
gather material and ‘atmosphere’ for
a novel.”

“You!
“Yes,
literary
shaky.”
Now, after all, Patricia was human
—apd a woman. She had thought a -
great deal of Clifford Warren. It was
disgust¢ with herself at her foolish
break with him that had really driven
her into the salvage work and she was
secretly delighted when she found
that he had followed her to the re-
pair shop. And now to be told that
it was not herself, but “atmosphere”
for @ book that he was after! She
was angry and she showed it—and

you can't blame her. :

“Of course,” said Warrgn in a
placatory manner, “vou will be the
heroine of the story.”

“If you put me into your old book
cried Patricia, too angry
to complete her sentence,

*“Oh, well, of course,” said Clifford:
“if you object—"

“lI do,” interrupted Patricia sharp-
I, “and furthermore I have severed
my connection with this establisi-
ment and am going abroad at once. 1
hope, Mr. Warren, that you will
have every success with your book. 1f
you stick to your usual method of
spelling and grammatical construc-
tion the work ought to be unique, at
least.

“Oh, I'll get somebhody to look over
the manuscript,” replied Warren un-

down .

across you

write novel ?”
why not? I am of quite a
turn—even if my Greek is

| moved.” When do you sail, Patricia?"”

She hesitated, blushed and then
said, shortly “on the Cassenovia, on
the 16th,” turned and went out of 3
the room. Clifford Warren also sailed
on the Cassenova on the 16th. Now it
is absolutely impossible for two per-
sons who have known each other in-
timately to play at being strangers
on board ship—it can’t be done. The
Cassenovia was about midocean when
one day, as Clifford and Patricia

office, she suddenly said to him,
“Well, Mr. Warren, hasn’'t the mas-
querade about been played out?”

“Oh, .} don't know,” replied the
young man calmly; “I haven't accom-
plished all I came down here to do
vet. So you have known me all
along?”

“I have,” answered Patricia. “A
shaved-off mustache and sailor
clothes do not constitute an exactly
impenetrable disguise. And what
more, you knew that I recognized you
from the first.”

“Well, ves, to be frank with you,”
was the reply. “I did. But I could
not let that make any difference as
long as you did not give me away.
You see, I came down here with an
object.”

“I am quite aware of that, Mr. Clif-
ford Warren,” snapped Patricia, “but
vour object will not be attained. Have
you forgotten our last interview?”

is

paced the heaving deck together, she
said to him: “Were you really going
Iw write a book, Clifford?”
| “I was” replied the young man,
|“but I have en up the idea.”
| *“Nery ible of you,” retorted
| Patricia, * shows a juster appre-
| ciation of your own limitations than
|1 had given you credit for. May I
ask what brought you to such a reua-
sonable state mind ?”

“Well, you see,” drawled Clifford,
| “you would not let me make you u.
| heroine of the book; so instead of
1\\'x'i1ing a love story I decided to live
|0

e.”

SO

of

“And who,” she asked, with just a
suggestion of a tremor in her voice,
“is to be the heroine of this unwritten
romance?”

“Why, the same person I had
| picked out for heroine of the written
ionv.“ said Clifford with calm assur-
rance.
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