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ered he was an old friend.
lem In this installment.
Previous Instaliments told how

the country immediately.
healthy and wealthy, and found

Suppose that you, aroused tonight by the stealthy presence of &
masked prowler in your bedroam, covered him with your pistol just as
he was about to plunge a long knife between your ribe—and dlscov-
Would you tuen him over to the police
and prosecute him, or would you. assume he was crazy and have him
sent to an asylum? Perhaps you will find an anawer \o‘luch a prob-

Hugh Whitaker, thinking he was

abou! to die, married an innocent girl to save her hapor, and left
Five yeare later he returned to New York,

the wife, now a famous ress

known as Sara Law, engaged to marry Drummond, his old friend. 8he

d, Dru

CHAPTER Xl—Continued.

Ember pushed back his chalr and,
ridng, strolled to the door, “Moonrise
aod a fine, clear night,” he sald, star-
ing through the wire mesh of the
screen. “\Wish vou were well epough}
to go riding with me. However, you

.won't be lald up long, I faney. And
It be back day nfter tomorrow. Now
I must cut along.”

And within ten miautes Whitaker
heard the motor car rutmble off on the,
woodland rond. He.wasn't altogether |
SOFrY 1o be left to his own society, but
in spite of his half-learted perturba-
tion nnd dissatisfactlon, the wearioess;
of a long, full day wus so heavy upon
him that be went to sleep almost be-
fore Sum Fat had finished making htm
comfortable.

Extinguishing the candle, the China-
man, moving with the sllent assurance
of a cat In the dark, closed and latched
the shutters, then sat down just out-
side the lisng-room door, to wait and
watch, sleeplessly alert.

An hour passed in sllence, and an-
other, and yet another. Sum Fat sat
moveless In the shadow, which blended
so perfectly with his dark blue silk
garments a8 to render him almost io-
d(su:zgu(shublH figure as potient
and imperturbable as any Lland, stout,

ven god of his retiglon. But In time
there fell upon his ears another sound,
to which he stirred, If imperceptibly—
dra¥ing himselt together, tensing and
flexing his tired muscles while bis eyes
shifted qulckly from one quarter to
another of the darkened liviog room
and the still more dark bedchamber.

And yet apparently alt that had
Toused him was the drowsy whistle of
a whippoorwitl.

Then, with no other presage, 8
shadow flitted past one of the side win-
dows, and In snother reappeared more
substantially on the veranda. Sum
Fat grew altogether tense, his gnze
fixed and exclusively focused upon
that apparition.

Cautidusly,  noiselessly, edging inch
by inch across the verandy, the man
approached the door. It was open. A
full, long minute elnpsed. Even Sum
Fat held his breath throughout that
intermlnable reconnolssance, .

At length, reassured, the man slipped
into the room. Another minute: no
sound- detectable more untoward than
that of steady respiration in the bed-
room; with a movement as swift and
sinister as the swoop of 'a vulture, the
man sprang toward the bedroom door.

Leaping from,a sitting position, with
2 bound that was little less than a
flight through the air, the Chinaman
caught him baltRay. There followed
a shriek, o heavy fall that shook the
bungalow, the report of a revolver,
sounds of scuffing . . . .

Whitaker, half dazed, found himself
‘standing in the doorway, regardless of
his injury.  * . i

He saw, as one who dreams and yet
1s consclous that he does but dream,

1

sulcide, as her previ-

ous lovers had done. Whitaker was assaulted in the dark, and while
recuperating at the country home of his frlend, Martln Ember,
discovered sples, fought them, and was helped by a charming and
mysterious young lady 1living nearby.

*Tt explaing a lot,” Ember readjust
ed the sleeve and turned away.

Fcontinued, desplte Interruptions from
the maddened drug fiend. *I think 2
nice little sojourn in & sanatorlum—
what?” *

“Right,” Whitaker agreed, relleved.

“We'll see what o cure does for him
before we indulge in criminal proceed:
Ings—shall we?" '

“By all means™

“Good." Ember glanced at hls watch.
“I'l have to hurry slong now—must

thls morning. I'll take higs with me.
No, don't worry—I can handle himi eas
lly. It's & blt of a walk to the vil-
lage, but that will only help tb qulet
him_down. IT be back tomorrow;
meanwhile, you'll be able to sleep
soundly unless—"

He checked, frowning thoughtfully.

“Unless what?”

Ember jerked bis head to Indlcate
the prisoner. “Of course, this isn’t by
any chence the fellow you mixed it up
with over on the beach—and 50 forth?”

“Nothing lke him.”

“Queer. I can't find any trace of
him—the other one—ner can I account
for him, He doesn't seem to fit in any-
where, However”—his expression
lightened—"[ doresay you were right;
he's probably only some ldle, lght-
fingered prowler. I'd keep my .eyes

sou need worry much. .

Withln ten minutes he was off on bis
lonely tramp through two. miles of
woodland and a8 many more of little-
traveled country, at gead of night, with
a madman {n handeuffs for sole comr
pany. . .
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1t shows us our path of duty, clear,” he:

be lu town not later than flne o'clock |’

open for him, bat I don't really belk{i

Lard to belleve that this quiverlog,
shaken creature, with his lean and
pasty face and desperate, glaring eses.
this man o rough, stalneq, soiled and
shapeless garments, could be identtcal
with the well-set-up, prosperous and
contident man of affairs he remem-
ered” as Drummond.  And yet they
were one. Appalling to contemplate
the swift, devastating course of moral
degenerntion, that had spread ke gan-
grene through all the man's physleat
and weatal fber . . .

“Fake a good look.” Ember advised

erimly. “How abont that pet myth|your teethl” cried Whitaker, indig:
thing now? What price the astyte |oentls.
deuth—eh? Perhaps you'd Hke to| “—and I think be all well and

take a few more funny cracks at my
simple “faith in hallucinations,

“I Jhad a motion he'd be hanging
around,” Embergwvent on; “I thought T
snw somebody higing In the woods ihis
afternoon; an 1 was sure I saw
hlm skulking the edges of the
clearing after er.. So I set Sum
Fat to watch, drove back to the village
to mislend him, left my.car there and
walked back. And sure enough—!"

Without comment, Whitaker, unable
to stand any longer without discom-
fort, hobbled to a chair and sat down.

#Well7” Drummond demanded harsh-
Iy In a quaverlng sgarl. “Now that
you've got me, wh&on golog to
do with me?" H

There was & high, hysterieal accent
In his volce that struck unpleasantly
on Ember's ear. He cocked his head
to one side, studylng the man inteatly.

Drummond fluog himself a step
away from the table, paused, and again
faced his captors with bravado.

“Well?” he cried agaln, “Well?”

Ember nodded toward Whitaker.
“Ask him," he sald briefly.

Whitaker shook his bead. It was
d@ifficult to think how to deal with this
trapped animal, so wildly differeat
from the cultivated gentleman he al-
ways had in mind when he thought of
Drummond. The futility of attempting
to denl with him according to any code
recognized by men of honor was
wretchedly apparent,

“Drummond,” he said slowly, “I wish
to God you hadn't done this thing.”

Drummond laughed dlscordantly.
“Keep your megls-mouthed compassion
for yourselt,” he retorted, sneeting.

lent interest.

mnde o number of tentativi
ments in short-dist:

CHAPTER XIl, 3 .:
:

Offshore.

‘“You ask me, I thiok very excellent
quick cure.”

Sum Fat tenderly adjusted the can-
vas brace, and then with [nfinite cure
inserted the foot in a high-cut canvas
tennis shoc.

He stood up, benmlng with benevo-
“You take it easy one
day or two—no walk much—just Joaf—
no go see pretty ladies—"

“Go 'way, you heathen—go clea

Sound,™ concluded Sum Fat.
He waddled away, chuckllng. Whit-
aker got up, and with the nld;},« cane

experi-

- s

The Smart Thing in Blouses

If you nsk the world-famous style
how it happens that a cer-

The Chinaman Caught Him Half Way.
The results were highly satisfactory ;g

“If you'd only been content to ke:
1 If only 3

Whitaker gave a gesture of z;nulr.

of the way . « v
me alone—"

“Then you let Sara Law alone, d'you

hear?”

The interruption was llttle short of
a shriek. Embef motioned to Sum Fat,

who quletly drew nearer.

] 'swear I don't know what to do or

suy—"
“Then shut up—"

“That'll be about all,” Ember inter-
posed qaletly. At a glance from him,
Sum Fat closed in swiftly and caught
and pintoned Drummond's arms from

behind.
A

. Ember lighting i 1y apply-
ing the flame of a taper to one after
" snothér as be made a round of the
sconces. Sum Fat wng kneeling on all
fours, above something that breatbed
heavlly and struggled without avail.
Whitaker's sleep-numbed faculties
-cleare! .
“Ember!” be cried. “What in the
name of all things strapge—" .
Ember threw him a flickering smile.
-40Oh, there you are?” he said cheer-
fully. “I've got something interesting
to show you. Sum Fat’—be stooped
*.apd plcked up a revolver—“you may
let him up 00w, it you think he's safe
“Safe enough.” Sum Fat rose, grin-
.ning. “Had plenty.”
He meunted guard beslde the door.
For an instant his captive seemed
-reluctant to rise, Ember moved to his
-side and stood over him, balancing thel
revolver in bls palm.
“Come,” he sald lmpgtiently.
with you!”
" The man sat up as it d by

“Dp

his efforts to free himself.

aker.

“Sorry,” he safd. “Ldldn't dare take
He'd have been
ot your throat in another minute, It
isa't as 1f we, bad simply an everyday
erook to deal with,” Ember went on,
“He's not- to
be trusted or rensoned with. He's Just
orl

any further chances.

approaching the mnn.

short of a raving

out
d let

change took place in
Drummond. In an instant he was strog-
gling, screaming; slavering; his face
congested, eyes staring, features work-
sng wildly as he turned and twisted in
Sum Fat
held him as he would have held an ua-
ruly chitd. When a bresk in Drum-
mond's ravings came at length, together
with a gradual weakening of the man's
struggles, the detective turned to Whit-

he felt little or no paln. On the other
hand, he felt the advice to which he
had just listened was sound; it would
be unwise to attempt a nelghberly call
within at least another twenty-four
hours. . .

He resumed his chalr on the veranda
and sighed. It was late afternoon, and
he was lonely. He inclintd to sulks.
The.trouble with him was (he began
to realize) that he had lived too long
o hermit. For six years he had been
practlcally isolated and cut off ‘frem
the better half of existence; fernlnidity
had formed mo factor In his cosmos.
But now, of a sudden, he had been
granted a flash of insight Into the true
significance of companionship between
@ man and & woman who had some-
thing in common aside from commu~
pity In their generation. Not two hours
altogether of such intercourse had
been his, but it had beea enough to in-
fuse all bis consclousness with a vague
but Irking discontent.

He had lashed himself fnto 2 very re-
spectable transport of resentful rage
when, chancing to lift his eyes from
their absorbed study of the planks
composing the veranda floor, he dis-
covered & motor boat at the landing
‘stage. At once a smile of chlldlike
serenity displaced the scowl
The woman made the little vessel
fast and, turning, came swinging up
the gentle slope to the verands, ease
and strength and Joy of living inherent

miss my guess.”

With a qoick movement he caught

in ever
No lImaginable considerntion, how-
ever selfish, conld have kept Whitacre

Drummond's left arm, pulled the sleeve
of his_coat back to ﬂm\elbnw, anbut- §
toned “and turned bsck his cuff.

fear, got more slowly to his knees
then, grasping the edge of the table,
.dragged himself laborlously to a stand-
Ing positton. i

Whiteker’'s Jaw dropped aud hiis'eyes
.widened with wonder and pity. He

“H " he bending |
over to Inspect ths exposed forearm, {n {5
spite of D ond's efforts to twist |
away. “Deadly, work of the busy liftle | 5
needie. Good Lord, he's fairly riddled

... pouldn’t deny the man, yet he ,fgund 1t

with punctures!” ‘
*ihat explatns . o ¢ Whitaker
mutered, slckened,

any longer in his chalr.

What do you think was Drum-
mond's purpose in Kililng Whit-
aker? [s there any connection
between Miss e and Dru
mond?

(TO B CONTINURDY
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tain new Iden is launched by several
establishments at one and the sume
time, -you may depend upon a definite

answer, They will tell you that that
particular style idea “is in the alr.”
This 18 as near to an explanation as
anyone can get of the evolution of
styles. This evolution brings along
fncidental revojutions, which ere also
“fn the air” and we are left to ponder
once more the everchanging fashlons.

A new blouse made its upheralded
and unobstructive cotry on fashion’s
stage. By way of addiog a little
something new to the familiar role of
the blouse, & short skirt was attached
to its belt—and discovered itself wel-
comed with a glad acclaim, This skirt

When Spring and Winter Meet

The wearer of the springtime hat
and bag shown in the picture intends

to go south very soon. She has been
there before and belleves in prepared-
ness; bence the warm®eont. This one
hes o summery look, but 1s equal to
fortifylng its wearer agalnst a cold
spell In reglons where the inhabitants
never recall anything like 1t fn the

past.
The coat is a familiar type of gray
and white striped chinchilla, It hasa

‘| big adjustable collar and flap pockets
t

that will keep the hands werm, and I
‘has, besldes these very practical prop-
ertiés, much style and becomlngness.
There ‘are coats in colors of the same
materlals made~for the same sort of

wear. - . .

The springtime turban Is of gray
liseri braid and’' & printed Japanese
gilk having & gray backgronnd. The*

gk forms the crown and borders the

—Ilengthened and featured—Is meeting
with a single-hearted feminine :.pprove
al and therefore the peplum blouse, in
numberless varlations, is here and is
the smart thing In blouses.

It s the business of new blouses to
be orlginal and they are fastened here,
there and everywhere, or not at all.
Some of them slip over the head and
are drawn up with ties about the
neck. In the blouse pictured, of
georgette crepe, the sleeves provide
the original touch with shirrings that
shape them over the shoulder 1a the
tashlon of the raglan steeve. The
round neck §s bordered with fur, the
seams outlined with fancy neediework.
Hand embroldery, in self-color, is ug
for decorntion and the peplum folif to
the thigh, It has &Il the en rke

of the smart thing in blouses,

brim and paves the way into the acs
dent for the wost oriental of tassels.
It 1s of beads snd silk and dangles
over the right ear. It is the feature
that makes the hat Important.

1t Is the correct thing to have o bag
to match the bat. This turban dlvides
bonors with a bag of plain gray and
figured silk, cut in an approved shape
and fastened with a sk strap. It s
exquisitely made and Ite chlef glory
lies in its finish—for thereby hange
another glorious tassel.

". On New Blouses, ¢

Bead faggoting Is seen on some of
the new handkerchlef or chiffon
blouses. The faggoting takes the place
of .the seam, 8s, for instance, in & k-
Tmono steeve, and two or three small
cologed beads are strung every place
over the threads conw;lvnz the pigens,

< e

| Feeders and Exercigprs,
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 TURKISH BATH!

No need of letting that cold of yours
“hang-on” all ‘season—just- take a
night off at the Oriental {n Detrolt
and cure it up’ entirely. "

Over one hundred modern rooms at
the Orlental priced from $1.00 wup.®
You'll enjoy stopping &t this cheerful,
cozy place.

Oriental Hotel -
62 to 66 Library Ave.
Just off Woodward, . Detroit..

Lose the Appetite
For Liquor, For Good!

1 you are sincere and waot to quit
that drinking habit,.our treatment is
sensible and sure and we give you

for drink will be lost. Four to six
days {a all that is required with our
method. Write to Department ’3 for
further detafls or call at the

London Medical Institute "
687 E. Jefferson, Detroit

Your Doctor says: LAXATIVE IRON
for loss of vitality, lac kot blood or
nervous rundown ambitigns of Men
or Women. The most wonderful dis-
covery in Medical Sclence. Price $1.00
a bottle. Sold by Hursley's Pharmacy,

leading druggists. .

FOR NEW YEARS'

Have your Facial Disfigurements
and Imperfections corrected be-
forehand—and appear your best to
.your friends and -relatives.
It fs & most bezectal present to
self and Wi terd © goad b

DO IT NOW.

“They correct the Face and Festures &a
T a Tefine the skin snd complexione
now under the Spectsi

Prasente to others that
epprecisted.. Call, Phone or_Write
The “World's Most Famous”

Pratt-Facial-Institute
213 Woodward Ave. Main 2034

Hours 9 to
New Yor!

ood: v
17 datly; Sundays 10 to 3.
k. eage

DETROIT, MICH. -
905 14th Ave. Walnut 2231
Sell everything for Poultry, Incuba-
tors, .Brooders, Brooder Stoves, Rem-
edies, Parcel Post Egg and Butter
Boxes, Egg Crates and Shipping
Coops, Mash Hoppers, F*L’ﬂns. Seit

SPr:

. CORONA

WRITER weighs 6 1bs.
All latest attachments.
Indorsed by U. S. go

ernment. .

CORONA _TYPEWRITER SALES

co,
Orpheum Blds., 27 Lafayette Bivd

ept W., Detroit.

SAVE MONEY
Our Simiple, ~ gffective
system glvps tw\eegf\um
mileage at half thd cost.
Amer. Double Ser-
vice Tire Co.

809 Woodward, Detrolt.

Repalrers of  Radlators and

Radlator Works
803 Woodward Av,
Detrolt

' Samuel B. Slade

TEACHER OF
SINGING

213 Woodward Av,

Phone Main 961,

SPRUNK *-
Engraving Co.

Artists and Engravers,
Journal Bldg.,” Detrolt, Mich
Engraving Dept, Open Day and Night

[, GAYETY.

“The Sightseers” Is the title of
“Blutch” Coopgr's show which Is to
be the attraction at the Gayety thea.
tre in this city for the coming week
commencing - with the matinee. per-
Jformance next Sunday. L

Will J. Kennedy and Jack Miller
are the costars with the organization
this season and surrqunding them will
be found a company of unusual merit.

—_—

It 1s n popular diverslon to talk
gbout how dumfounded our grandfa-
thers would be by our telephones and
motor cars and so 0o, but npparently
no one dares imagive what they would
think of the bills,

.

— e ———
Aome of High Art. .

B written guarantee that all craviag .

Corona Foldlng. TYPE. |

Would Stagger Them Most. . &

CURE THAT COLD*

154 Michigan Ave,: Detroit, and all

HENRY KEENEN AND SON -

ayers, etc.




