- Patterson’s lime juics. Puckered every

. -Quoting from my letterhead.” e Jean-
- tom, but dida’t 1 see yon talking with j

derstagd.”

; mmlel. Niw York was far away.
He

imuu Good night”
in ‘Me trembling fingers. - Slowly the

P Sulhec's iubesasts; ' Buf moight e St
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! Author of
| SEVEN KEYS TO BALDPATE

Copyright, 1914, the Bebbr-Merriti
Company

Thacker's claim o him was mot such
that he must wreck his lite‘u bappi-
mess to serve him. Even Thalkpr must
#ee that,

The red glow of & cigar Near by dfew
closer a8 the smoker dragged his chalr.
across the veranda floor, ‘Minot ssw
‘-behmdtheglowthekeenfaeeatl
man eager for talk.

“Some scene, isn't 7 said the
stranger.  “Sort of makes the musical
comédies look cheap. All it needs is
seven stately chorus ladies walking
out from behind that palm down to the
left and it would bave Broadway lash-
ed o the mast”

Yes,” replied Minot absently.
is theé real thing.”

“I’ve been sitting here thinking,’’' the
other went on. “It doesn’t séem to me
this place has been advertised right
‘Why, there are hundreds of people up
north whose windows leck out on stn-
®et over the 'brewery—people with
meney, too—-who'd take the first train
for here it they realized the' picture
we're looktng al now. . Get some good
JDastler to. tell ‘em about i#t’— He
jpaused. “I hate to talk about myself,
but say—ever bhear of Bunkers imk
eraser? Nothing ever written Bunker
can’t erase. Will not soil or. scratch
the paper. If the words Bunker has
erased were put side by side”— .

“Belling it?” Minot inquired wearily,

“No. But I made that eraser. 'Put it
on every desk between New York and
the rolling Oregon.” After that I land-
ed Helot's bottled sauces,  And thenm

“This

mouth in Amuca. Advertising is my
Bpecialty.”

“So I gather.”

“Sure as you sit heve. Have a cigar.
Trimmer is my name-—asver mind the
Jokes — Hemry Trimmer, advertising
Specialist. Is your business flabby?
Does it nieed a tonie? Try Trimmer,

ed closer. “Excnooumuqm

n-Juall.-

"\\‘m} s

The Lilsth.

scross the foot of her bed. !l‘odty the
Lileth was to steami ihto San Marco .
barbor!. Today her bridegroom was to
unﬂehtsdowBﬂ&hunﬂednﬂ
once more! She recalled. fliese faéts
without the semblance of & thriil, ,

Mr. Mivot, after a lonesome if aban-
dant breakfast was at this momesit
sftrofiing across the hotel courtyard to-
ward yesterday morn! 8 New York

As be wialked

live of Jephson purste when it Was re-
vealed? Tor in the sensible light of
morning Diek Minot realized that while
e remained in San Marco as the
{guardian of 'Jéphson's interests bhe
must do his duty. Adorsble Miss Mey-
rick might be, but any change of mind
bn ber part must be over his dead body.
4 promise was a promise, .

At the newsstand Minot met Jack
Paddoek, jaunty, with a gardenia in his
buttonhole aund the atmosphere of pros-
perity thut Zoes with it

“I haven’t seen you gince we left eol-
tege, have 17" said Paddock “Well'
Dick, for a coupie of years 1 tried to
make good doing fiction, I turmed
them out by the yard-—mice quiet Hitle
tea table yarns, with soappy dialogue.
Once 1 got $80 for a story. It was hard
work-<and I-always yearn for the pur-
ple, you know.”

“1 kmow,” sajd Minot gravely.

“Well, I've striick it. Dick. Pve
struck the deep purple with a loud, if
sickening, thud. . Hist! ' The graft i
mentioned yesterday,” He glanced
over ‘his shoulder. “Remember Mrs.
Bruce, the wittiest hostees in San
Marco?”

“Of course I do.* :

“Well, 1 write ber vepartee for her.”

“Her what?”"

“Her " repartee — her ' dialogoe - the
bright talk she convulses dinper tables
with. " Instead of putting my smart
stull into’ stories'at eighty per J seil it
to Mrs. Bruce ai—I'd be ashamed to
tell you, old man. I remarked that it
was essentially soft. TL 5.2 i, -

“&his i8 2 new one on me,” sald A

uogdaa.‘" v

Aﬁuﬂnﬂﬂa ﬂwﬂa afvh;k }hckr

h.'rﬂmnercameuendour
! “Wtouml!armwby,xua-

;'Um’h

“Young tellow"—ur Trimmers tone
was exultant—“I can’t Kkeep 10 -any
longer. I got a proposition.in tow so
big it's bursting my brain cells, and it
takes some strain 10 do that.  Noj I
can’t tell you the exact mature of it
but 1 will say. this—tomorrow night
this time I'll throw a bomb in this ho-
tel 80 Joud N be beard round the
world” - 3
memr

“Not on -your lfe—advertiser.  And
I've got something to advertise this hot
February, take it from mc.\luyhe

you're a friend of Miss Meyrick, Well,
I'm sorry.  For when I spring my lttle
-mlmmnthhmmwbym
ding is golng to shrivel up and fade
away.”

“!mmwllayon—!'w’ﬂw
ulhpﬂlovoddlnt?'

1 mean to say nothing. ‘Watch me.
Watch Henry Trimmer. Jul:‘na tip,
young fellow. Well, I guess turn
in. eet-«m;umybe-tihumm

ghted smlle ppread over Mr

“Pace,

“Thanks,
I'm a piopeer. There'll be others, but
1 was the first. Consider the situation.
Here’'s Mrs. Bruce, loaded with dia
monds and money, but tongue tied in
company, with a wit developed in a
small town. Bright, but struggling,
young author comes to her—offers to
make her conversation the sensation of
the place tor & few pesos.”

“You did that?" sl

“Yes; 1 ask posterlty to remember if
was. 1 who invented the graft. Mrs
Bruce fell .on my falr young neck

hér engagements, and for the frapor- '
tant ones I devise her loe of talk
Then, a8 T'm usually present at the oo
ﬂshn,lswmthinmmundtorber
and gi@ ber her cues, -If I'm not
there she has to manage it herself
Iﬂngreatﬁte. -only a bit of a strain
mme T have to remember not to be’
clever in company. I T forget aud
spring .a g0ood’ one. she jumps on e
proper afharwnk !or not giving it to
ber.”

“Business, Jack™ sald Mlnot. “It's

ﬁgu. & secret. Perhaps I ean tell you later.”

 came for pleasure.”
!ot me," gald Minot bitterly.

ﬂ ML @ Sangs A e
§ "ﬂlo‘ﬂleck, Mr. l(inob—m. 1s that
“Corvect. It's sp!endld. because I'm

keep it"—
Mr, - Minet, I muost say

" He came closer. Thacker and Jeph-
33 ym and. the moon w

S

“g0 tokeepw-nrm; The firn
'Mﬂumt. nﬁ‘ﬁ«. Really 1|
He stood alone with the absurd check

) of Trimmer came back. A
?. What sort of a bomb?

ell, be had given hix word. There
RO WRY out; he must protect old

wish the ememy success? He stared
‘hthdheeﬂonthememsm‘wt-

o \ ol iboy,”. he: muttered,

's to your pitching anl!"

CHAPTER V.
Trimmer Throws His Bomb.
T happened to be s & very se-
;rr minded

SWait till you hear min, wiwwe .
See yon later; old man.”

At luncheon they brought Mr. Minot
& telegram from o certaln seventeenth

tgram, 1f read;
Ao g s 1, g s o ;’2‘;’,
it ou've ren
ey T THACKER.
Gloomily Mr. Minot considered. What
was there to do but see ft through?
Even though Thacker ‘should send sn-
.other to take his place, counid he stay
w the mb_ha adored? Hardly.
evﬂtn e’
nuy«-never ‘see her. ~-never hear
ber voice. If be stayed us Jephson's
representative he mlght’kndv the glo-
Tty of her mearness for a week, might
thrill ot her smile even while he work-
ed to wed ber to Lord Harrowby. And
perhaps—: Who eould say? Hard as
 he might work, m‘lghtlhe not betnnrt
ed? It was possible,
80 after Jugch be sent Thacker a re
assuritg message, promising to stay
And at the: cn& of 2 . honr in m

ﬂ'lﬂltlﬁ ;

4y 82

That’s the bemuty of it

Now she gives me in advance a list of | ]

"By the ,wny * Paddock sam. “you |
baven’t told me what bmught you { U
; louth‘r’ :
“Business? I thought, of .course, you "
. “There’ll be no pleasure in this trip | IS

T/ mssthars ¥ Paddock laughed.

N

* sever golng to cush it - Pm.going to, floor in. New. York, mqﬂﬂﬁd‘nﬁbﬁ

fatr band hhc!m 1 dash within.®

“Thanks for @ashing” Miss Meyrick | bis eye
_M\Mm m.the baleony. ‘blond
ding | eadfully dull. But I'm | Haeow

romance is 4 little,

“And notlﬂng but tea ™ she inte) b

{ed Wi you Bave a cup?;

“Thaoks. | Was it really dory dnflﬁ‘

“Yes, This book,m to blame“ She
held up a md -y

Wht s

‘the h'el'o and heroine afe forever ‘gag. |
g into. e«h other's eyes’ - And they
mdentand ’perrecﬁy But the reader,
foesn’t. | {'ve" reached one of those gas
ing matches hov 5

8he  was intérruptea by the shyip
trivmphant cry of & vacht's siren at
&er hack,  8he turned her head.

“The Lileth,” she said. .

“Exactly,” ssid Minot. = “TSe bride

matmv With k?’ ' S

&hnlo. “I’ll:owithyonastnruﬂu
street.”

“But—you Xkoow Lord Harrowby. «
Meet bim with me.”

“It seems hardly the thing”—

“But I'm not sentimental. And sure
Iy Allan’s not.”

“Thén I must be,” said Minot. “Real.
1y—Pd ratber not”—

They went together to the street. At
the parting of the ways Minot turned
to her.

I promised Lord Harrowby in New
York.” he told her, “that you would
have your lamp trimmed and burn-
ing."

Bhie Jooked up at him. A mischievons
fight came into ber eves.

“Pleage—have you,a wmatch?' she
asked. ;

It 'was too muech. Minot turned and
fled down the street. He did not once.
ook back, ‘thongh it seemed to him
that he ' felt every stép the girl took

acrogs that narrew pier to her fiance's |

side.

As be dressed for dinner that night
his telephone rang, and Miss Meyrick’s
voice sounded over the wire. }

“Harrowby ‘remembers you very
pleasantly. - Won’t you joln us 4t din-
ner?”’

*Are you sure an outsider’— he be
gan.

¥Nonsense. ‘Mr. Martin Wall (s to
be there.”

“Ah, thank you!
Minot replied.

In the Jobby Harrowby seized his
h‘ S

y dear chap, you're looking fit.
Gmt to see you again! By me‘wny

Pl be delighted,”

B Be
shook lmids with Waﬁ nmcco\mtnbly
genial and beaming. “The Hudson.
Mr. Wall, is & bit chilly in" February”

*My dear fellow.” said Wall, “can
you ever. forgive mie? ‘A thousand
apologies. It wasall a mistake, a hor.
rible mistake.”

“1 felt like 8§ rotter when 1 beard
about I Harrowby pot n “l(artln

would have to go ‘must:

A A SRR T

“1 was | blond

+ | the “tront Anrted. full toward

Sl rarty, :

of those booka in which) {tears: :
1

Byt apasune. His grey
Wiﬁl'h them for & mo-
‘ment were lstless, his sonldeu stdop-
o and weary, and bad a‘ lopg.
drooping

mustache thai bung like &

; m'ﬂ]ﬂ -bmem particularly
et. then tumhh in 3

m dark, Noar.:tle bomie grown |,
girls”

ders weé a palr of sgndwich boards |
such ag the onteasts pr a great qlb
CalTy mp and dorwn, streets and on

With & Httle gasp 'a & murmared
Miss Meyriek turned quickly |
and’ entered the elb tor.

g |

hywhenMBurow

d th meet the claimant to his

The drowsiness of a Florida midday
was in the air. Mr Hinotlaydm

L“Hnmhueuod ‘Like a Man of
Stene, Gazing : Sandwich
Boards. l
]oahlsbed. A hundred . ghts v

bhis—the brown of Miss Meyrick's |
eyea,theuneu-lty of Mr. Trimmeérs
voiebwhuhelp&o tmprmuon.x

ln.took.bmunmsbontmemm
lobbyottheDelaPl!. :

1. The courtyard of the: Hotﬂ de
Pax was fringed by a series
lhops,wir.hdoomwenins

stream 3
However, it was wot !us appearance
that exeited comment #nd cansed Miss | .
| Meyriek to pale.. Hung over his shonl:

¢ | tall man came ruaming back. Appre-

‘| small eyes of the clerk darted every-

‘Ostby & Blake’s jewel.ry shop.”

.| shop.. Ouyonbeaﬁt? Of course aft-
er that,

v,'tﬂmbomotnuummmw
s | his trousers pockets. He stood
| 19 the middle of that'gorgecus rosm, &

Hie Eyes Fell Upon the Door of a Huge
Safatv Vault.

ruﬂ‘matgmzinﬂngacmd.
He weas still standing thus when the

henslon clouded that sallow face.
‘It was very kind of you” ~ The

where, them came back to Martin
Wall. “I'm obliged—why, what's the
matier, Eir?’

Martin Wall passed his hand across
his eyes as 2 man banishing a terrible
dream.

S (TN A9 e aakad.

“Hardly & soratch,” said the clerxk,
pointing to the smiling child at his
side, “It was lucky, wasn't 1t?° He
mb&hﬂﬁom now, studying
the mnﬁpmemd on the  show-
case.

CHAPTER Vi
Chain Lightaing’s Collar.’
TOM STACY of the Manhat-

tan club, halfdodn;cnﬁo
veranda of his

mttowmmm. ;

“Aloné?” ‘eried Mr. Btacy.
alone?”

“Absohately ‘alone.”

Mr, Btacy leaned over.

“Are you lex n a hm’ry?"
‘he asked.

GJoomﬂx ‘Mr, Wall ghook his head,

“He put me ou my honor,” he com-
plained—"left me in clarge eof the

“You—

t, —-@J, ¥ou, know ;omdww

l(?.ﬂ‘tyfhmwblckhhhld,lnd i’

mmm@mmmolm
summer af

“I' can’t Belp it" he gasped. el

fonniest thing ‘I ever—you—the best

thers |8mong the English zobility, whose

2 mrejueedto.ehhou~
-memmdn;mmw

4 from New Xork who, when they died,

shonethlsflnAmeﬁeaaronelngum

- of $3,000,000 worth of the stufff” -
Cheeks burning, eyes pmf Mr?

Minot, hiding ‘behind curtains 1

peoeye "'-)F-'—v—rm

HURS AY.» '"unsr 9 1917,

»dereolnmermm;‘“% :
sparklecy aren’t what they wers be-
fore the steel biislhess In Pitisburgh
tarned out 2 good thing™

“Chain  Lightaing’s collar?” ‘mused
Minot, :“1 pmm/hdy Evelyn was
the mother of the m'uent Lord Har
rowby 7" :

“So 'tid ramored.” smiled Paddock,
“ﬂon'l I take it His lordship favérs
hig tather in. lookl."
for & moment in

caused the twe young men to turn. |

be. Truly, they made a hanid-
some couple. They were (o wed. M
Mwhﬁcwmtbeym
to wed.

He kept the bitterness from his tone
as he ;. them. there amid the !
' -of the Florida night. To-
geﬂur they went inside. In the cen-
of ‘4 maghificent hiallway they
found Mrs, Bruce standivg, like stout
Cortez on his Darien peak, triumphant
amid the M of ‘her gold.
My Bruce out of the shadows
into t.he w of dnother formal
dinper. Mrs. Bruce ;littend, and he

There were a eauple of colnrless ‘men
~would be ‘referred to as “prominent

N

/
4

e ————

“A MANI"  ReVersus. oo
feminine voices out of me excii
group,

“He leaped out &t me thére—hy ¢
tree—pinioned my arms—snatcheg
necklace! 1 couldn’t see bis face
happened in the shadow.”

“No = matter,” Hamowby repl
“Dop’t give It amother thougit,
child.”

“But how can 1 help”—

“I shall telephone the police at on
announced Spencer Meyrick.

“I beg you'll do nothing of the so
expostalated  Lord  Harrowby.
would be a great inconveniende.

would result. I insist that Lhe po
be kept out of this” ;

Argument—-Joud on Mr. Meyric
part—ensucd, Suggestions galore w
offered by the guests, But in the «
Lord Harrowby had his way. It »
agreed not to call in the police.

Mr. Minot, looking up, saw & en¢
ing smile on the face of Martin W
In a flash he knew the truth,

With Aunt Mary celling loudly !

'nm&ﬁng saits and the whole pa

more or less In confusion, the rett
to the house started. " Mr. . Padd«“
‘walked at Minot's side.

*Rather looks as though Chaln u;r
xing’s’ cellar had choked off our guy
#y,” be mumbled. - “Serves her rigt
for wearing the thing in bLer hair. | &
spolled two corking lines for me
Wt wearing it where you’d natura
Xpect a nécklace to be worn.”

Minot' maneuvered so as to interce;
Lord Harrowby under the portico.

*“May I speak with you a momen
bhe inguired. Harrowby bowed,
ihey stepped into the shadows of
irive.

*“Lord Harrowby,” said Minot, try
1o keep the excitement from his voir
‘| “I have certain information about
of the guests here this evening ths
believe would interest you. Your I«
ship has been badly buffaloed. On¢
sw fallaw divers ot Mra. Bruce's ts

)

Y

,fﬂ

{

T

A

“Who took  this necklace from I ise

Hoyrlol!’u hur?!!’w Minat hetty
ﬁle title of .‘n. ADIESt Jewe: Luw
0 e

Eo watched mmy to catch Lo
Harrowby’s start of surprise. A‘
he caught nothing of the sort.

““Nonsense,” said his lordship B

- “You mnstn’t let your.in




