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aolo Salvano Turns Traitor and |

'Bettylsv

Deceived -

CHAPTER LXXXVII.
BETTY IS DECEIVED.

“Yes, go!” declared , delighted
with Paul's criticism. “If you don't,
she'll think I'm keeping you away
because I'm jealous, and I'm not a
bit—never was.”

“}pere was never any cause,”
sald the Prince, while the letters that
Betty helM over his head as a threat
loomed perilous as Damocles’ swopd.
“Tll come back as soon as I can
escape from her without being rude.”

He was sincerely anxious tq got
back, for Rose—whom he might Tose
—had never seemed so attractive,
and he actively hated the woman

. who had the power to ruin him. If

s

a wish could have killed Paul di
Salvano would have shot an invis-
ible arrow straight into Betty Sheri-
dan’s heart,

.As he threaded his way between
tables, ut}zn he reached hers, Paolo
hastily planned his campalgn. By
the time He had pressed hér hand,
gazed into her eyes, and sat down

gide her, he had seen a way to
save himself. It was a terrible way,
but' he could think of no other, and
he would t: it. The thought of
what must bé done made him slight-
ly sick. But he bad not been through
the war for nothing.

At midnight Be was sitting on
deck, wearing white, so ske had
told Paolo what she would do She
had chosen a white evening gcwn of
“shadow lace,” sewn all over with
little sparkling crystals. Ther¢ was
an under-dress’ of silver tissue, and
her slippers were silver, with  big
- buckles of old paste. A band of bril-
liants streaked her forehead and pale

“hair with light, and the cloak fling
over the chair-back was of silvsr
brocade lined with ermine. As the

- Mmoon flooded her figure, she glittered

y
Y

from head to foot, and it seemed to
her that she must be very beautiful
She compared herself with Xos¢
" Callahan, shrugging her shoulders,
dand watching her dress sparkle as
she moved towards the rail t5 watch
for Paolo’s boat, ¢
It was coming! Betty saw the
Arab-rower, and the black form . in
the domino. All the jyomance in the
world seemed to b¢ moving silently
towards her across the still waters.
She drew in a deep breath, holding
the shiny silver of her cloak across
her'vbreast, and felt like a woman
of medieval days, engaged in a won-
derful love intrigue.
Betty was romantic only on the
girface. /Such depths as she had
e degoted to love of self, and
ney make that self happy and
utififi; but all the romance her
llovg self held had been awakened
or thd¥ first time by Salvano's eyes.
cgifed more for him than she had
red for any man. But when
seeing him today, she had
ened in her resolve to marry
if he' were free—weakened for
h ‘an irritating, inadequate little
son that she could almost laugh

it. .

Mazlo had told her a good deal
tbout Teresa Desmond; and wheén
Betty heard. that the girl came from
the Blue Moon Inn on Longklsland.
she had realized with a shock that
Miles' love was the child of the Sil-

erwood caretakers, whom she had

furious disgust that her husband
should be caught by a brat of the
servant class—a little wretgh she had
slapped, and &ent out of thie house in
disgrace—she felt a flerce impulse
to hold Miles,

A thought had run through her
brain that she might remain Mrs.
Sheridan, live abroad a deal,
and k her “friendship” with Paol»,
married to Rose. is temptation she
flung from her, however, with a spasm
of virtue. If she could snatch Paolo
from Rose, he must be hers by the
law, and in that case she couldn’t
prevent the Desmond brat from tak-
ing her place as Mrs. Miles Sheridan.
But she could prevent the new Mrs.
Sheridan from finding a place in so-
ciety. .

She would tell everyone that the
girl had been a servant; that her sis-
ter wag notorious, and that ethe
father kept a disreputable roadhouse
on Long Island. 'There wouldn't bhe
much of a welcome for the bride in
the Inner Circle after that story had
gone round.

Betty turned her mind from Teresa
Desmond, as she might have turned
offi a flickering jet of gas, and
focused upon Paolo. He was close
now, almost under the side of the
yacht, and the oarsman—bribed; of
course, to caution—made scarcely a
sound as he propelled his small boaf
through the water. Betty bent over
the rail with the light sending out a
long ray from the diamond hair band,
and ten thousand flashes from the
crygtals of her cloak. Above, the
moon was a greenish silver lamp
hung in a sky of luminous mauve.
What a night for lovers!

. Five minutes later the black figure
in a domino was drawing the white
vision into the shadow of the awning.
Not far away from the sleeping yacht
the little boat waited. Nobody had
seen or heard the domino come on
board. e

“Well?” Betty murmured, looking 4
up into a pair of dark eyes, her small
fingers half crushed in strong hands
that were fevar-hot.

“It is well!” Paolo answered. *1
have got out of all that tangle of
trouble—got out of it for you. Betty,
I've lived in a nightmare! A woman
I trusted told me you didn’t care for
me any more—you’'d been only flirt-
ing—you had confided in her that you
really meant to keep your husband.
I mustn’t tell you who she was. I
swore I wouldn't. Like me, you'd
never forgive her. I hardly knew
what I was doing after that. I felt
deadly ill. I thought of killing you
and myself as well. But just when
I was most desperate, I was thrown
with Rose. She liked me. I drifted
into an engagement. 1 was too un-
happy about you to care much—even
when I heard the reports that Rose
and I were married. I hoped they’'d
reach your ears. Yes! I wanted to
hurt you.”

“They did reach my ears. They did
hurt me,” whispered Betty. ‘i tell
you frankly, Paolo, I would have
held Miles in spite of everything if
you'd betrayed me—if you were mar-
;jled.I ?ulgdled ha(}. to ”:ll you first be-
ore ec i n 80 thankfal now."”
T “And I'™ said g:i vano.

In Tomorrow’s Instaliment Paul A=-

complished His Aim.

(Copyright. 1923, by the Bell Syndi-
cate, Inc.)

sed to be discharged. In the

er Rabbit Is Sorry For the Little‘
Wounded Bob White

By THORNTON W. BURGESS.

Such a night as the wounded young
/ Bob White, hiding in the fallen, hol-
low fence post, his mother watching
cutside, passed! Twice during the
night Reddy Fox came back. Once
Jimmy Skunk peeped in and vainly
tried to get in. BEach time the
wounded young Bob White was
frightened almost to death. Each
time Mrs. Bob White, his mother,
became aware of the approach of an
: enemy in time. You see, she did lit-
tle sleeping that night. But the
young Bob White slept some. He
was so worn out that he had to sleep,
which was a good thing. :
When &t last jolly, round, red Mr.
Sun began his daily climb up in the
blue, blue sky Mrs. Bob White sigh-
ed with relief. At the very first hint
of daylight she heard Bob White
calling softly. He was trying to
find her. She answered at once and
he hurried over to join her. The
young Bob White was feeling better.
They brought him food and he ate
* it. At once he began to feel stronger.
He came out of the hollow fence
po‘,xt. never want to spend another
night like this one,’ sighed Mrs. Bob
White as she fussed over the wound-
ed young 'Bob White. “Just the
same, I am thankful that I found
this holiow old:fence post. Y am so.
Reddy Fox would certainly have
# caught this poor little fellow hagq it
not been for this old fence post. Now
the question is, what shall we do?”
“Get to the dear Old Briar Patch
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“Hello, Bob and Mrs. Bob!” he cried.
“Mave you come to make me
a call?”

is soon as possible,” replied Bob
‘White in a most decided.tone. “You
can’t get there too soon. There will
be no rest here. Reddy Fox and
Jimmy Skunk will be back again

tonight.”
“I suppose you are right, my dear,”
sighed Mrs. Bob White. “I can't

stand another night.like last night.”

The wounded young Bob White
was feeling so much stronger and so
much’ better that he felt sure he
could get over to the dear Old Briar
Patch, 80 in the cool, crisp Oectober
morning they started out. It took
all the morning to get thére, for the
wounded Bob White had to stoj
often. But at last they reached the
dear Olé» Briar Patch. -

Now, it happened that Peter Rab-
bit was at home. Peter and Bob and
Mrs. Bob are old friends. Peter saw
them as they entered the dear Old
Briar Patch. “Hello, Bob and Mrs
Bob!” he cried. “Have you come tc
make me a call? Then for the firs .
time he noticed the wounded young
Bob White and a look of pity crept
into Peter's soft eyes. “Has this
young fellow miet with an accident?”
he cried.

Bob White told him all that had
happened. “We have come over herg
to the dear old Briar Patch use
it is the safest place we cdn th oL
explained Bob at the end.

“It is the safest place,” declared
Peter, “and I'm so glad you had sense
enough to know it. You are lm‘:
than welcome. As you know, the
are some of the thickest bramble
tangles in all the Great World right
here in the dear Old Briar Patch

| This poor little fellow will be abso-

lutely safe here. Mrs. Peter and 1
will keep an eye on him wheén you
are away. Just make ¥Yourselves

right at home.”

“Thank you, Peter,” said Mrs. Bob
White, and led the wounded young

Bob White under the thlckmmble
in the dear Old Briar L
¢ ight, 1923, by T. W.
The next st

ory: “What
Bob White Had Gained.”
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But when a MAN uses n—'*
Beware ALSO! :

For flattery is }nan's greatest
OPEN-SESAME with WOMAN.
No NICE person . |
, Enters another’s rocm'

] Without KNOCKING— _
Yet FEW women realize

But BELIEF is FATAL,
 For it OPENS the dcor.
Flattery differs from

“The genuix;e compliment,
As LOVE differs

From PASSION.
Therefore, wise women will
Beware of KNOCKERS)
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Hambone’s

Meditations
By J. P. Alley.
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