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MYRTILE SEES LIFE |

Myrtfle Sargon, a young couf-
try- girl of France, stands by ths
great white rond at the end of
the garden lans She iz pretty,
modest—and . desperate.
other 1a diad . She has ‘Beoh

a, household drudge, Now her
stepfather has plcked out a hus-
band for her—a man she loathes.
She nxcu up and down the road
that stretches out-to the great
unknown world, That road means
treedom to her—and life. Dare
she travel’ it? Anything scoms
botter than what she must face
it ahe stays. A bursted tire haits
two young Englishmen of wealth
.and soctal position. The dls-
teacted girl begs them to take
her away from her misery. In &
spirit of adventura they take her
with them to Monte Carlo,

they seam
Anyway, they
of honor. ;They tako tho glrl aa-
their ward. And this Myrtile
begins to see life.

‘Thus deging the utnr) of "Th
Mystery Road” The life that
Myrtlle sees quickly grows ex-
he scenc shlfts from

Refined Cruelty - . '

Wife (with [newspaper)—Isn't: this
terrible? Two Russian girls hacked
another to-piepes because they :were
‘envious of her expensive clothes:
Hub—Shneklng! In 1his coitntey
they would hit
her to pieces—Boston Tr'\nscrlp(

Cuticura SuMh!l Baby Rash:s

That fich and burm, by hot baths]

of Cutleura Syuv followed by gentle]

© been content to: pickl,

the English countryside. then' to
the Russia of the soviets. New
and striking characters, mon and
women,. make thelr entrance.
Love aftairs, adventure, Britlah
diplomacy and Russian malévos
lence nre much in evldence. |
The author? Why, that prince
t |} of story-tellers, E. Phlllips Oppea-~
(|l hetm, who has charmed the Eng-
i'|] sh-speaking pooples with no
| |} less than seventy novels. i

anointings  of Cutlcura  Olntment. BOOK ONE i

Nothing better, purer, sweeter, _ecspe- —_ H

clally if a little of the fragrant :Cutl-|
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—_ AMyrtile stood upon the erazy veran-
‘' Certainly da, her eyes shaded by her hand, goz-
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A man who
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freshly plowed fleld, which led to the
| village in the hollow below. The:mol-
dering white stone cottege from which
she had lssued was set In a cleft of
the pine-covered hllls; It seemed to
struggle against Its Inborn ugliness
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and to succeed only- because of the
beauty of its settlng—In the fore
ground the brown earth, with ita neat-
Iy trained vines and Uts quarter of an
acre of frazrunt violets; the orchard,
pink and white with masses of cherry
blossom;
freshly turned brown earth, soon to be-
come o. dellente carpet of tender green,
and, by the time ghe vines should
sprout, a sen of deep gold. It was the
typleal homestead of the small French
peasant proprietor.

Myrtile’s hand dropped lo her :; ulds.

now. She remalned quiesceiit, wateh-
Ing them with a mute tragedy in her
face which, to any one Ignorant of the
inner signlficunce of this appronching
processlon, must have seemed a little
puzzling. - For there was nothing
tragle ahout Jean Sargot—middle-
aged, a typleal peasant of the district,
with conrsened face and weather-
beaten 'skin zbout the companion
sho hling o:ﬁa arm—n plump, ‘durk
woman, with black hair and eses, vo-
, ciferous nod fluent of gesture, with a
high-pltched volce und apparently
much to suy. The third persen, who
walked In the rear, seemed even less
itkely to lncite apprehienston. He was
more corpulent than hls nefihhor, Jean
Sargot, and_hls whole nppearance was
_oue of discomfort. Yet the glrl's eyes.
"ns they rested upon i, were ﬂlled
with terror.

They were near ennunn now for
speech, and her stepfather, waving ms
hand, called out to her:

“It 1s the Widow Dumay,
and our friend and nefglbor, - Plerre
Leschamps, who come to drink & glass
of wine with us. Hurry-with the table
and some chairs, and brlng ne-two.
botties of Inst year's vintage” !
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They sagk Inta the chalrs which

\{| Myriile had aiready placed ‘pon thé

verands, Plerre Leschamps laying his
hat upon a handkerchief in a safe cor-
ner. ‘He kept the little cafe In the vil:
age, and the strip of Innd which: jwent
witn it he let to others. His. pale
eheeks and, labby limbs told thelc own
story. Jean Sargot looked about him
( with the .pride of the-proprietor,
i' “Not ‘g0 bad, this little dweliing,
“Foyt rooms, all
well-turnislied, a bed such’as one “sel-
| dom sees, ind & wardroba inade by my
own grandfather, Jacques’ Surgot, the
carpenter, It pleases thee, Marle1”

The widow looked nround her wilh a
little sniff.

“It might be worse, she cunceded
“but there are the children.”

“Three only,”. Sargot replled.§"und
n o year.or so they will all be in the
Belds. * Think .what that may mean.
We can gell the timber from the strip
behind and plant more vines. Chlldren
are not so bad when they are strong.”

““The little ones are well enough,”
Madam Dumay admitted, “but thy. eld-
M—Mymlv—nhe‘hns not -the nlr of
health.”

They ol looked up at the gm. who
wan approachiog them at thls moment
with wine and glasses. She was of
modlum helght and’ slim. Her: com-
plexion wes creamily pale; even' the
skin sbout her neck and arms had 1t
tle of the peasant's brown, Her; neat-

beyond, a level stretch of|
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shadei of browe, with here and there
somelgllnts of n lighter color. Her
eyes, gllklly fringed, were of a wonder-
ful ‘shade of deep blue, her mouth
tremulous and beautiful. There was
something a little exotle about her ap-
pearahce, although no actual Indlca-
tion af il health, The widow logked
at her critically; Plerre, the innkeeper,
with unvlenannt things In his black.
bendy ‘eyes.

“Poph | she 'l well enough, her step-
tathef declared. “Never a doctor has
crossed this threshold since her mother
dled thany years ago.”

uygﬂll‘. after she had flled the
glassas, would have siipped back into
the hous€, but Jean Snrgot grasped
her by the arm.

“Tonlght. my , chlld:™

- he Inslsted,

“nyou [must leave your, .baohs alone.

You thuay, drink 2 glass of-wine with
us. It ia an occaslon; this

Myrtile looked from en to the omer
ot (he two visitors, She'.lad for a8 mo-
ment the alr of a trapped;animel. Ma-
dnmerDumny made a |fule grimace,
but Plurre only laughed. She wns a
ﬂn\\‘m‘, this Myrtile, not like other
glrls. |Even the young men complained
of her aloofoess. | He knew well how
to deal Mth such mogesty.

“Behold,” 'her stepfather ceftinued,
“our two best frlenda!. Here 1s good
Madame Dumay.| A nice lttle Income
she nmes at the,shop, and a tidy sum
In het stocking.”|

"Oh 1a, la!” the widow lnlermpled.
“What has that to do swith thee, my
friend?”

#And also” Jean Surgot went on,
withofit taking heed of ithe interrup-
tion, {“the ,brave Plerré Leschamps.
Oh, d gay dog, that Leschamps! A
man jof property, mdrk you, child.
And listen! Why do you think these
mem];; of mioe are here?”

“1 epnnot tell, * Myrtile faltered,

“Madame Du jay whl become; my
wife. ‘Ic Is “hut we neet here. [And

it for ' wioment, as though for pro-
tection) On the other: side wos free-
dom. Her ¢yes filled with passlonate

desire.t i 1t ohly she knew how to galn

e singlng now down at
She heard Jean Sargot's
e In some country SODE

strldent wl
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of )mrrest end vintage and what they

called {tove| As she stood theré in “‘leA'rtodekmngead"
khz éu:jet of|the evening, there seemed |

suddenly to|leap Into life a very fur. | i -
oace df rejolt. She wes wegry of [ i Nu:thwestemYeaBtCD-
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her * stppfather; the care of ,thase [ cago, Il

motherless khildren, not of her own , )

stock yet {lependent upon her; the N N T N

gray tddlunj of o life nnbeautiful and Quite Different Uncle Eben

hopeless. And now this fresh terror!
Her ﬁngers ore at the rough splidters
of theigate Her eyes traveled Han-
grily along that great stretch of roed,
pessing here and there through the
forests] Tising In the far distance to
the top of| the brown hillelde, and
disappearlng in mystery. At thoother
end of] the|road one might find hap-

that the cost of dresslng me was more,
than I was worth?

It was more than I was worth.

boy by paying him twice as much as

“Falkin’ pollflcs,” said Uncle Eben,
“gin’t gineter .save de country If it's
|] done in a way dat spoils Lonest friend-
Hubby—Certelnly not, dear. I sald) sblp&'

Wifey—DId you tell your mother;

Callfornia ;was once a fumnus sal
mon state, but now the fish of the only
river. that_has n run of salmon are
threatenced by the erection of ‘a dam.

You can make a salid “friend of g

ploess!

Chapter i

oung men udopted chnrae-
ftudes when confronted
light misadventure of &
and a delay of half an
stopher Bent deliberately
filled and 1t & plpe, and, seating hime
self on the top of a low, gray stone
wall, gave himself-up to the joy of a
wonderful vlew and the, pleasure of
unusual syjrroundings.’ His compan-
ion, Gerald Dombey, stood peevishly
in theimiddie? of the road, W¥ith his
hands o his pockets, cursing the flint-
strewn; rodd, the rotteomess of .all
motor llres and the evll chance which
led to jthls| mishap ln the Jast lap of |-
thelr jouEney.

"\\'e}ll e on ths road  again in
twenty, miputes, your lordsmp," the
chauffeur Jromised, as he paused fof
a moment|te wipe the .perspiratiod
from his forehead.

His master nodded with some signt

of retarning equanimits.
. “Don't dstress yourself, John” he
sald, “There's no real hurry so loog
as wel get| into Monte, Carlo before
dark. ! Come on, Christopher” he
added, ;turging to his companlon. “Get
oft that wall and let us explore.”

The two|young men strolted off to-
gether! Ggrald puused to polnt to
the llllle, dlscolured house of Jean

The two
terlstic; at]
with ~the
burst - tire
hour, | Clir}

Sargo
"Ara they reul people who. live in
these quabijt cotteges?" he speculated.

G

he expected. ‘
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“Fhat iplac for listance, looks ilke
a toy farm, with Its putch of vlolets,
its (my vlheyard, its belt of plowed

land agd this little grove of
It is jbst jas though,some Chlld had
taken thenf all from bis play box and
lald them fout there.”

Chrlstopnmr withdrew the pipe from
guth| for a moment. He was
at| the opening In the lttle
f cypresses.

there” he murmured, “must
child to whom they all belong.
you are right, Gerald, There

Her Feet Seemed Scarcely to Touch
-, ,the Grasa,Grown Track.

Plerre Leschnmps—henr this,

lttle
one—he seeks a wife. He has chosen
you. I have given my consent.”

Leschamps had’ risen to hls feet.
Myriile shrank back jagainst the wall.
‘The terror had leappd mow into life,

“s will notmarry Monsleur Les-
champs,” she declared. “The other—
is your affair. But a3 for me, I will
not marry " I )

Jean Sargot leaned back in bls
chalr and drapk his wine. HIs two
guests followed hls example. '

“Ho, ho!" he laughed, “Come, that
fs good! You were always a shy
child. Myrtile. Plerre shall woo sou
Into o ‘different humor."

“Ay,| Indeed!” the. innkeeper . as-
semed.llwing across at the girl with
covetouis eyes.’ “We shall understand
one anfither presently, Httle one. You
need hn\o po fear, Mnrringe 18 a
plensnm thing. You will find It so,
ke nll the' others.”

It la an lostitution to be toasted,”
Jenn ‘Bargot: declared, fillng the
glnssnwl and glancing :amorously - to-
wards the widow, “Irouble not about
Myrtlled my frlend Plerre. She I
thine. hVe shall drink this glass of
wine ta Marriage. Tt will be o festl-
val, that, eh. Marje?"”

Myrtile slipped throdgh me open
doorway. Her prospectlve busband
looked nfter her for a moment and
half ‘rose.  Then he looked back at

the wine, flowing Into his glass. Myr-

tlle would’ keep,—wine by the slde
of Jeun Sargot, nevbr!' He resumed
his seat. In a mlnate or two he would
follow her—as soon os the. second
bottle was empty.

Acroes the’ stone-flagged floor. ont
hmugh the little gayden, and along the
nypress avenue to the road, Myrtile,
fled. She was: lke a terrified_young
fawn In the, haifdlght, her halr fiy-
ing belilud .her, her lnrge gyes filled
with fepr. ;Her feet seemed scarcely
to "touch the grass-grown track. She
fled asj one ‘who leaves behind:'evil
things. | Only once -she looked over
ber ahou]der. No “one was stirring,
no one seemed to -have thought of
pm-mlt She reached the gate which
led ont on to the road end clnnx to

v '

thigg unreal about the place.”
0, was suddenly consclous
gir] who stood clutching the
the wooden gnte, her fnce
ittle away from them, ab-
the contemplation of that
t where the roud vanfshed
hoze of blue mist.

tatk to her,”-he declared.
practlce your French upen
rustle, Chris. She prob-
be able to \mderstfmd a
Isay."

und of thelr volces, Myrtile
head, ond, at the things
saw In her face, there
zer any thought of frivol-
sation on the part of the
two youny men. They stood for a
moment {ndeed, speechless, Chris-
topher| spdiibound, Gerald, of quicker
senslbllity,| carried for a moment in-
to the!world from which she scemed
to have fgllen. Thea his old habits
nsserted themselves. She was an
beautiful hs anj angel, ‘but her feet
were on tife ground, and !he was ob-
viously In | distress.

“Are yop nlive, mademolselle?” he
asked, iralging his cap.

‘“But ceftalnly, monsleur,” she an-
swered grgvely., “T am alive Lut very
unhappy.”

“You ca
to -Cannes

She 'poly]
bon of, ron|
melt fnto

of thej
top of
turned] a
sorbed In
dlstant] spd
in a faint

“weélwil
“Ypu shall
this llltle
ably oo’
word. you

At the s
‘turnéd’ hel
which ; they
was 1o 1o
ous Cqﬂﬂ:‘

tell us, perhaps, the way
" Christopher Inquired,
ted to where the thin rib-
fl In the distance seemed to
he ‘bosom of the clouds.

“Cannes (s over there, monsleur,”
she smd, ‘jand there Is no other road
save this qne.”

“You there - often,
Chiristopher ventured.

perhaps?”

A da
romgntl
men. H

mael In dlstress and two
c and adventurous young
ow can they save her?
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Tree That “Whistles” .

A speciel of acecla found In the 8o
dan 1 kndwn locally. as he whistiing
tres. !The extremely hollow shoot-
sheaths prpduce a sound a8 luud as It
obtainnble| from & very sweet-toned
fate. |
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Every time you pxtch {manute out
into the open barnyard, you throw away
money. Your yearly loss amopnts to about
$13 per cow. That's no small sum when
you come to figureitup, °
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