 FIFT EPISODE.
A Woman In Trouble,
: CHAPTER 1.

kinkless wig,

were absent.

*You'll stop at Ned's for Mr. Moore,

Debby,” said Mrs, Moore,

“Yassum,” Aunt Debby stole a glance |
“You—
yet of Miss

at Jupe's portrait on the wall,
you .ain't heard nothin’
Junie?”

At the sound of that name Bouncer

rose, instantly, head up, ears perked,
tail wagging. eyes eager, mouth open.
He was at the window with his paws
on the sill;and ready to bark. He

whined instead and dropped his paws
_to the floor.
Where was June? That puzzling
problem filled the entire mind of Aunt
Debby as by the sid

e of the driver she
)

Today the Buoyancy and High Pitched
Laugh Were Absent.

8pun into the city in the Moore limou:
8lnv. And that puzzling problem filled
the entire wind of Johin Moore as he
sat.in bis office,
Where was June? A dozen private
detectives were scouring the city of
New York for ber, and they reported to
a stern fiaced young man who sat in
Lhe lonely apartments which June and
he had fitted up to be their nest, his
only cowpanion o miniature of his
lovely bride.
\Vhere was .lune? Who was this
mysterions Gilbert Blyet What was
his power over Ned Warner's bride?
Ned seized his hat and .strode forth
into the stieets in his never ending
search for June.
At that moment the door of a strange
house had slammed abruptly behind
beautiful’ Juue \Warner. And Gilbert
Biye had furnished this address to
June’s employment agency.
A blase looking page girl inspected
June impudently in the dim light of
the hall, then with a significant grin
left June standing there and swagger-
ed through a door at the end of the
ball. June was startled as that door:
opened and a blaze of light came out
with the chatter of many sbrill voices.
In there, amid wreaths of curling blue
smoke, moved handsomely gowned wo-
men, and many of them nonchalantly
puffed at cigarettes. At that instant
the smiling Gilbert Blye's key grated
in the lock,
A large yellow baired woman came
horrying from the salon with June's
employment agency card in ber hand.
:'Rl:ht this way, honey,” she rasped
In a voice to which the honey was for.
eign, and she led the way to a small
side room at the left of the salon. ‘As
lane réluctantly enteredthe strangely
frnished 1lttle room at the left Gilbert
Blye caine in 4t the front door. ;
:With a emile upon‘his lips-and glint-
Ing in his dark/eyes:he hutried straight
back toward the little room’in which
8100d June, now. alome and frightened.
At tbat instant a buge, clumsy mald
came tnmbling wp from the basement,
followed by a puff of:yellow smoke.
With her eyes distended and her mouth
open, ready for the yell of “Iirel” she
rusbed to the door of the salon, but
before sbe conld reach it Gilbert Blye
had ber roughly by the arm and push-
ed her through the door which led to
the basement. He stood staring at the
smoke which came curling ominously
throngh that opening, glanced again
toward June’s room and dashed down
the stalrs. )

- . L] . L . L]

That was a strangely furnished little
room in. which June found  herself.
T'iere were two desks and a filing
sabinet and some office chalrs, but
lhere ' tvere a Jusurious couch and
Inlnty hangings, a soft rug and pink

paneled walls:and. cefling.. It was all ||

vJAL old black Aunt Debby was
dressed 1 ber best marketing
clothes, the gieen percale with

=4 the big yellow Howers, and the
littte blue hat with the nodding red
poppies wus set far forward on her
The marketing trip to
the city had been one of Aunt Debby's
chief joys, but today the buoyancy and
the high pitched laugh of excitement

surprised to see the yellow halred wo-

across the room with a benf
sion,

all right.”

bills with mé tonight.”

June.

explatned the posting into small blank
books of many memorandum -slips.
Each slip contained the name of & wo-
man and a sum of money. There were
no alips for men, but there were index
cards about men. June puzzied as to
what sort of business this might be.
The pdge girl swished in with one of
the memorandum slips. 'he yellow
head, whose face was puffy and more
highly colored than was wholesome,
took the slip, looked at the name on 1t,
frowned, shook her head and went out
with the girl. She entered the salon
and stood surveying the scene with
cold abstraction. Around a long table
sat the women whom June had seen.
They all had cards in front of them
aod stacks of playing chips, and a raw-
boned woman sitting on a higher chair
than the rest was dealing. The yellow
haired woman fixed her attention, on
the gambler next to the dealer, She
‘was a fluffy blond with a feverish glit-
ter in ber eyes, and she was bent 80 in.
tently upon the fall of the cards that
she did not notice the door open and
close.
Poor June! She glanced about her
with growing repugnance. She was
abjectly miserable, and suddenly she
was sobbing.
Ned! Why had she run away from
him?
In the gambling room the fluffy blond
who had played so feverishly staked
and lost the last chip in front of her.
She turned impatiently to look for the
page girl. She met instead the cold,
hard eye of the yellow haired woman,
who quietly motioned her. The player
rose reluctantly, and fright came into
her face as she followed into the hall
and to the little office where June had
been installed.
“You've reached the limit, Mrs, Per-
ry,” announced the yellow haired wo-
man, turning on the unlucky one sharp-
ly as she closed the door. Here is the
1. O. U. Belle brought to me. I have
not O, K."d 1t.”
“It's only for $50,” faltered Mrs.
Perry.
“I wouldn’t O. K, it for 650 cents,”
snapped the other, “Now, I want ac-
tion. You'll telephone your husband
from this room.’”
“No, no!” The woman wrung her
hands. “I'll talk to him tonight!”
“l know that game,” she scorned,
and from June's desk she took an in-
dex card.
“Eight-o-eight-o  Garden,” she told
the new secretary. *“Ask for Mr. Per-
vy, and say that his wife wishes to
epeak with him.”
“Nol” cried Mrs. Perry hysterically,
and reached over June's shoulder to
take the phone. The new secretary
had made no move toward the phoye.
She was staring at the yellow hairea
woman in astonishwnent. That deter-
mined person was not one to wrangle
in emergencies. She snatched up the
phone berself and called the number.
*“You women think I'm a mark,” she
scornfully stated to Mrs. Perry while
she waited. '‘You'd sting me for a
thousand dollars rather than sting your
husband forit. See this card?” She held
it out. Itcontained the name of Jackson
\V.Perry, bis business address, bis home
address, his financial rating, probable
income, clubs and telephone numbers.
And the unfortunate Mrs. Perry seem-
ed to sbrink into hopeless despair as
she realized the tmplacable organiza-
tion against which she had pitted her-
self. “Mr. Perry, please.” The yellow
haired woman's voice had undergone
n complete change, It was very pleas-
ant of inflection, though it rasped.
“His wife wishes to speak with him.”
She handed over the telephone, and
June, seeing Mrs. Perry’s unsteadiness,
rose and compassionately gave the wo-
man ber chair. The yellow haired one
wulked calmly over to her own desk and
took up the extension phone.
June looked at ber hat and coat. She
seemed quite bewildered. She could
not quite understand what this was all
about, but she did know that it was
all unpleasant and heartless and de-
grading. Sbhe was starting to go when
something on Mrs. Perry’s face touch-
ed her sympathies and held her,
*Yes, it's Gwen,” trembled Mrs. Per-
ry, her nervous fingers clutching des-
perately to keep the quaver from her
voice. *I—1 hope I haven't interrupt-
ed anything important.”
*Not very.” The man’s voice could
be heard distinctly outside the phone.
“Jack"~—the voice was full of plead-
ing—"I—I have to bave some money.”
The frown of the yellow haired wo-
man deepened as she listened to the
man’s reply.
“I know it's a week before my allow-
ance is due” urged Mrs. Perry, and
now ghe turned her eyes imploringly
toward the stony, yellow halred one.
“But 1 just must bave 1t! Eight bun-
dred dollars!”
The man’s voice boomed an incredu-
lous exclamation over the wire; then
a sharp question.
“Why~why, it's to pay bills! Yes,
yes, Jack, 1 know 1 was supposed to
keep them. pafd out of my allowance!
I dido't want to tell you this until we
could sit down quietly together, only
they'ro pressing me for payment! And
the allowance {sn’t enough, Jackson!
Yes, I know you've raised it—oh!”
‘The man’s beavy voice had Interrupt.
ed her calmly, coldly. She sank back
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and down.
me!
rie?”

self from that earnest grasp and would
have Leen far down the street had it

Aunt Debby, plunging forward with
unbelievable agility, threw both arms

sruff voice of a big policeman.

spite of its disinclination.

market?"

And Aunt Debby's eyes dropped as she

While 8he Des

incredulously,

the memorandum slip.
had lost!

rled from the room.

wife's friend.” '
June moved for her hat and coat.
“Hello, Mr.. Perry!

debts.”
breath; then the wire boomed.
an. “I guess 1 can stand the notoriety

if you and your wife can. And, say,

fifty now.”

CHAPTER 11,

hohe Officer Grady walked

0

blocks up Officer ‘Dowd carried her
basket tywo blocks off his beat to
where Officer Kernan held up the traf-
fic both ways while she described the
chicken potpie she intended to make
for dinner.  All this was, first, because
the. Widow O'Keefe’s husband had
been the most popular man  on the
force and, second, because Marie, plain
of feature though she was,” bad found
in-herself an unexpected knack for
pleasing policemen.
In the market June’s maid, compan-
ion and protector wandered from stall
to stall, selecting her tiny purchases
of fruit and vegetables. She was just
deciding on. the tremendously impor-
tant selection of the chicken itselt
when suddenly an avalanche of flam.
ing color fell upon her and a voice
cried:
“You, Marie? Wha’s Miss Junfe? 1
say, wha’s Miss Junje?”
Aunt Debby! Her two fat black
bands were gripped on Marie's arm.
A crowd began to gather immediately,
Marie straightened herself stifly.

“1 do not know you!” she declared.
“You don't know me!” Aunt Debby
wheezed, her broad bosom Jumwping up
“You say you don’t know
Ain't T Debby? Ain't you Ma-

Marie with a sudden jerk freed her-
not been for the thickening crowd.

iround her.
"What's the matter here?” The
*1 want that woman took ig charge!”
anted Aunt Debby, and shé wdlled her
yes.
*Oh, you do!” And the officer of the
aw turned on Marie an eye which was
rerfectly ready to be suspicious in
*“What'’s the
tharge?”

The voice of Aunt Debby rose shrilly
riumphant:

“She done stole my pocketbook!”

It was Marie's turn to look astounded.
“Oh, she did! When? Here in the

*Yas, sir, she did. Right up hyah at
he chicken stand!”
“Well, what's that on your arm?”

aw the stern gaze of the policeman
xed on the rusty old hand bag which

s

oribed the Chicken Pot-
pie.

limply in the chair.
June bung up the recelver. Sbe was i
man put up her own phone and como'

“Cheer up,” she advised.
po

Mrs. Perry stralghtened np,

ow halred woman grinned across at

0 Incongruons, - And the work--it
ame In from the parlor presently and

gripped her thick forearm. She had
forgotten that detail in her planning.
“Open it up,” ordered the officer, who
,Opened it himself.
gu expros- silver in it, Aunt Debby’s reading ppec-

tacles and her farsighted ones, some
“Hubby's peppermint

“Yes," she sald and molstened bher by, her eyes batting. “She done stole
lips, “he said that he'd go over those my other pocketbook!”

| “That’s enough!" growled the. officer.
“l heard him myself.” And the yel “No negro ever had two pocketbooks.
What ‘bave you got to say, miss?”
“Here's your L 0. U., dearfe. [And he was quite respectful to Marle.

T've O. K'd it. You better go in and

; “l don't know
play awhile for your nerves,” Marla,

It had bills and

lozenges, brunette face
wder and a tea biscuit.
"Well~well—-well!” gulped Aunt Deb-

her, Mr, Officer,”

The terrified Mttle blond looked up
It was ‘as if she bad
been given a drink of some strovg
stimulant, and she clutcbed eagerly at
Perbaps with
that she could win back all that she

“Thank you!” she xaspedllnd bur~
The other woman grabbed ber phone.

“Bight-o-eight-o Garden!" she called.
“Hello! .Mr. Perry, please. This Is his

Say, your wife
is at 48 Kingsley court gambling, and
she's going to be exposed in half an
hour if you aren't here to pay ber

The man at the other end of the wire
apparently took a moment to gasp for

“All right, bring the police if you
want,” snapped the yellow halred wom-
checks don’t go. Bring cash. It’seight-

June stood aghast. A gambling house!

N the corner near Mrs. 0'Keefe's
over to lift his cap politely and

to help'Marie across the street
with ber empty- market basket. Two

{ there. flashed again the whole of her

by, “you say yon don't know me?"

dered the big policeman.
[

majesty of the law asserted itself,
“Hey, Biliyl
yelled

Marie,
been called.

toss the culprit in.
“Oh, Mr. Dowd!*
rie was suddenly bright and care free.

rie. a
“What's the trouble?” he inquired.
Marie whispered her explanation.

Officer Dowd carelessly.
mistake.”
“Now youn hikel” ordered the police-
man and gave Aunt Debby a poke in
the ribs, STk
Slowly she waddled to the chicken
market, where she found her basket
intact in the 'stall of the poultryman,
and slowly she walked up a block to
the adjacent avenue, where stood the
Moorelimonsine, . - - - j
*Jerry,”. she called. as she climbed
breathlessly to her'seat by the driver,
“I done seed Marie! And whah she
goes Miss Junie is{”
The car was already started.
“Where?" asked Jerry, all quivering
eagerness.
Aunt Debby’s eyes rolled. She could
talk no more, but she made a circular
motion with her band, and Jerry un-
derstood.

seemed to be tremendously prolific of
port Ned Warner and John Moore and
inquiries after Marie led all the way
square headed and level eyed
“'Yes, sir,” replied the impudent page
was oppressed by the fact of the drawn
“Where is my wife?’ be loudly de-
as he repeated his demand.
bill settled first. Eight-ffty.”
“‘Want to see her with the goods?
“You'd better pass over my eight-fif-
voice as the man had expected to hear
purpose.
reason than to see Mr. Perry,” an-
n your help.”

There seemed to besmall pro6it in cir-

culating, and after a few minutes of

this tedious process Aunt Debby, who
ideas today, said:

“Mistah Ned!”

To Ned's they drove, and within five
minutes after Aunt Debby’s excited re-
tbree long and lanky detectives were
headed for the market, with Jerry and
Aunt Debby up in front. At tbat point
they scattered, and it was Ned whose
to Officer Dowd.

CHAPTER 111,
HBEAVY jawed, firm mouthed,

l & man stopped at the door of 48

Kingsley court and rang the
bell with a vigorous jerk.

“Mr. Perry,” he announced bluntly.
girl, by no means abashed, and she
threw open the parlor door. “Right
i bere.” She grinned as she switched
on the lights for him.and saw that he
curtains.

The yellow baired woman found him
standing solidly. in the center of the
room, facing the door,
manded.

“Dbn’t bark at me!” snapped the yel-
low haire@ woman.

The man abated none of its intensity

“In a minute” The yeHow halred
woman was quite calm and collected.
*I don’t mind turning over a parlor to
settle a domestic scrap, but I want my

‘‘How do I know that she is guilty of
gambling? How do I know that she is
here?”

The woman's lip curled.

Well, Jackson, if you'll promise to be-
have I'll show her to you through a
peephole.”

The man’s fists clinched convulsively.
ty first,” said the yellow haired wo-
man.

“Just a minute, pleagse.” . A sweet
voice, low, gentle, cultured—no such
in this place. He was equally impress-
ed when he turned and saw the beau-
tiful young girl who bad glided through
the rear door, her face full of serious

“Who rang for you?® snapped the
yellow haired woman, her eyes flam-
ing with instant resentment.

*I stayed in this hovse for no other
nounced June, with no iace of timidi.
ty about her.

“What do you know about this?"

“Mrs. Perry 13 in deep trouble and

“She had no reason to be in trouble.

1 give my wife an ample allowance.”
The man turned from June.
“You give it.” Acroas June's mind

own; vital problem~that whatever the the dark, black’ vand

wife has must come from the husband
in the nature of charity. ,She saw her-
solf again as the piteous little beggar:
before Ned, whom she loved, and she.
saw Mrs. Perry in that same attitode
before this stern husband. “What
right have you to call it a gift?’

The man
wi‘?u ’: 1;\1
astir 1n him a new thought.

“'.'["hh.mnl ofmmuz.:iztﬂ is Ne‘l ‘for
profits,” rasped the voice : ) yellow,
head. “But I can't onﬂ‘ooég:' chance
like this. I know your kind, Jackson
Perry. You give your wife-an allow-
ance that covers everything but emer-
gencies.* You figure the plumber to
come in three times a year, and if he
comes in four she loses. If she has a
mad passion ‘to treat.a few of her

triends to ice cream sodas she has to |

Aunt Deb-
“Go on about your business or-

.1 don’t leave this spot without that
girl!" declared Aunt Debby, planting
her fsts on her hips and spreading
her feet apart. Then the outraged

Call the wagon!” it
“Please don't arrest herl” begged
She was tno late; the wagon had
“Sorry, miss,” sald the officer who

had first interfered, “but this party

went too far.” And he turned to help

The voice of Ma.

The three policemen who had been

assisting Aunt Debby turned quickly

as Officer Dowd pushed smilingly
through the crowd to the side of Ma-

“Let the smoke go, boys,” requested
“It's all a

ed the basement door she saw coming
bert Blye!

curtain cord. drew aside the great yel-

m&p.anam ted to June | ¢
zzled brow. e had set on the fattd
and through the yard.
park fronting en tbe other side.

clang of the fire engines and:the lonrse
shouts of the gatherin
of 48 Ringsley conrt.

reached the street only in time to seco
her
caught the nest ope.

sued and grown en ‘
days of safety in the Widow.

b AN
. friendly . penny  anction
8 been ' trytog to over-
take it ever since.”

A gentle hand was laid on the wan's
arm. 3 & 3% o

*You will bielp her?” The low, sweet
volce wus full of more than appeal; it
was tull of trust and contidence.

There was a slight convulsive beav-
ing of Perry's shoulders; but that was
;all,  He drew out a pocketbook and
counted: some money into the yellow
halred woman's hand.: fis

“Now, bring Gwen to me, be sald,
and his voice had no harshness. his
eyes no sternness, his smile no bitter-
ness,
. With moist eyes June hurried from
the room.  She was glad that she bad
stayed here, glad that sbe had come,
very glad indeed, but now she was in

8he Saw the Dark, Black Vandyked
Face of Gilbert Blye,

a hurry to go! The yellow halred wo-
man overtook ber in the hall, and she
patted June on the shoulder.
“You're all right, Peachie.,” she ap-
proved, “but remember this, the fixer
gets the blisters.”
June was putting on her hat and
coat when Mrs. Perry wonderingly. fol-
lowed the yellow haired woman
through the ball. 1t was yellow head's
regular plan of campaign to confront
people without previous explanation.
It saved wear and tear on the nerves.
A moment later there was a sbriek,
and as Jupe came to the door Mrs,
Perry, her eyes wild and her bair fiy-
ing, came rushing back through the
ball. She had gone only as far as the
parlor door and at the first sight of her
husband had run, overwhelmed with
unreasoning terror. Back into the sa-
lon Mrs, Perry fled and to her place
next the dealer. With snakelike swift:
ness she jerked open the money draw:
er beneath the dealer’s card box and
snatched from it the shining revolver
which she had so often seen there,
There was an instant’s commotion,
shrieks of fright, an overturning of
chairs, as with a wild cry the woman
swiftly raised the revolver to her tem.
ple. Before she could press the trig.
ger, however, June’s strong young arm
bad thrown up the woman'’s wrist, and
the bullet which would have ended
Mrs. Perry’s life wept into the ceiling.
Jackson Perry ca ursting through
the door and found June in the midst
of the pandemonium, with the lmp
Mrs. Perry 1o her arms. '
“Gwen!” cried the man, and the call
came from his heart. He had feared
that she was dead, but she opened her
eyes as he took her.in his arms, and
there in the midst of that frantic com.
motion their lips met in the kiss of a
new. betrothal,
The yellow. haired woman had wait-
ed only, to see Perry clasp his wife fn
bis avms; then, leaving wide the salon
goor, she rushed toward the basement
oor.
“Ready with that fire?” she yelled.
“It's .ready, all right,” replied - the
page girl, bursting out of the base-
ment door, and. with' her came a tre-
mendous cloud of smoke. It poured into
the hall and into the salon. The page
girl was choking with 1t. “They foozled
the first one, and the boss has been
fighting ever since, trying to keep the
shack from burning down.”
June rushed out turough the ball,
“Not that way!” called the page girl.
*The cops are at the door! Walt for
the firemen!” ;
The explanation of that was slow in
coming to June. 'When the yellow hair-
ed .woman sent for a husband she bad
always to fear the police, and the only
way to foll &' rald was ‘to confuse it
with a fire. ae e :
Thoroughly frightened, June turned
back toward tle salon, and as she pass-

up through the rolling yellow smoke
lyk_ed face of Gil-

“This way!”. called the yellow haired
woman and with a jerk of n tasseled

low hangings of the salo
which ran to the floor. g
“The territied women threw open the
ndows In an instant and were out
ced’ balcony, dotwvn the steps
to the walled

n windows,

As June sped away she heard the
g crowd Lo front
Blye tnd dashed after her, but he

boarding. a downtown car. He

K
ANl nnconscious that she: was pur
reless ,b’"gﬂ"m

)'Keefe's

wait till next month's Mnu da
It she ever saved $25 you'd reduce
pay. Pl bet this poor little wife of

4 %1&-

yours et gof fato trouble throngh

thoroughly
alighted at

. June

-| and Oficer Moran turned left, and Of-

to that corner from O
that ‘Schmeltz
coming of Biye, nml by 'the time Blye
got away from Schmeltz
all through the district.

eap witl a green tnssel over ope enr?"

of fourteen policemen,
strock him as famHine in th
one held a thick forefin,
dimple. of his chin,
T'oole again. .

markable promptness. “She
hlere not a minute ago. Rt
wayr.

- be: fan-

charity,

whirl of savage fury.

scoundrel was in this vicinity search-
Ing, as Ned was, for June. Or was he
following to Joln her? Ned Warner
clinched his fists, and .his face black-
ened with passion.

And Blye? He was only a few rods
away. He was coming down diagonal
Deshley street, and he was at about
the same distance from the corner of
Tim Courky's saloon as was Ned on
Duck alley. From her third story win-
low of the O'Keefe house June. hap-
pened to glance out. In the gathbering
dusk she saw the two figures steadily
approaching the corner, where they
would meet under the light; then as
Ned Warner's deadly cluteh' gripped
around the throat of Gilbert Blye she
would be able to recognize their up-
turned faces, X

It was then that Officer Moran and
Officer Toole bade a pleasant evening
to Tim Courky aud strode side by side
out of the door in the point of the
wedge just as' Ned Warner and Gllbert
Blye approached, the light, ‘Ned War-
ner with murder in his heart and Gil
bert' Blye all unconscious of his peril,

ficer "T'oole turned right.
“Have you seen a givl wearing a fur
cap with a green tassel?' asked Ned
Warner and Gilbert Blye almost simul-
taneously of Officer Moran and Officer
Toole. :
“I did,” Officer Moran replied. “She
was here only a few minutes ago and
dropper a letter in a box.”
“Dons she live down this way?"
asked Ned.
“Never saw her before,” Officer Mo-
ran impressed Ned's features on his
memory.  “I think she took an uptown
car."
He hurried away.
Officer Toole was not quite so quick
in his mind, because he was more elab-
orate. He held a thick forefinger in the
deep dimple of his chin,
“*A girl with a fur cap and a green
tasvel over one car,” he repeated, mak-
ing the normal gesture for the tassel,
as the black Vandyked man had done.
“Oh, yes, a girl with a green tassel over
one ear! Yes, there was a girl with a
ted tassel over her ear playin' shinny
bere this mornin’, but she was a little
girl, Pat Casey's Maggie. And there
wasg a girl with a blue tassel down here
yesterday workin’ for‘an orphans' ben-
efit.” Al this by way of assembling
his mind while he studied Gilbert Blye
whisker by whisker. *But the girl with
the green tassel—rather a small young
lady, roundlike, and a pretty face, with
a smile?"
“Yes!" Blye was all eagerness.
“Well, 1 don’t know anything about
ber myself, but 1 think I saw such a
girl askin' a question of Officer Mor-
risey, two blocks beyond.” i
Blye looked up the street to where,
against the hill, Ofticer Morrisey stood,
gaunt and stiff, handling his tangle of
dray traflic.
“Thank you.” And Blye struck out
for Officer Morrisey.
That busy person scarcely looked at
the man with the black Vandyke; just
one roll of his gray eye.
*No.”
“Ohl" Mr, Blye was very much dis-
appointed. “The ofticer below said that
be had seen such a girl talking to you.”
“Yes, I remember. She asked me the
time of day, and she headed over this
way.”
“Over this way” was at right angles
to Blye's previous course. By the time

' "“Never saw her before.”:

he teached TraMc Ofcor Bchmﬁltz Pa.
trolman O'Malley hind carried the word

tiicer Toole, so
wis prépared for ‘the

the word was |
“Hnve you seen 6 girl wearing a fur
Gilbert Biye had asked this question
Something

e way this
ger in the déep

Jﬂl;
happler when, earning her own living,
she could go'to him independently, ex-
changing love. for love, ot love for

Ned Warner at that moment was ap-
proaching the little cracked Cupid of
the fountaln, and as. he came. down
angling Duck: alley his mind was:in 'a
Gilbert Biye!
Everywhere that Ned or his detectives
had found a trace of June they had
found a trace of Blye. Kven now the

NEW YORK: HIPPODROME.
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The New York Hippodrome ' still
continues' the policy: of unique %
diversified entertainment 'fhg)im
ﬂrl:‘b :\l&l'l;“lhﬁd seven weeks ago ;jﬁ
C Gllwe hm b
:‘;Ally extraordinary success w

This week. a wﬁfnil?'ﬁ““
programme is b, !

5 ‘ it
tremendous : stage the . * ’
largest playhouse.” o&\ I ent
operatic o i by the
symphony large

zation a )

Srohakien: RATTE:
chorus, is presenting %;nr:bt:xe Dir-
ector Temple calls a *‘costume mucic-
ale.” The waltz themes from upwards
of a dozen of the most light
operas produced in ‘the'l
century are being {
These include waltzes
from “The Merry Widow,” “The Puy-
ple Road,” “The Queen's Lace Hand-
kerchief,” “The Beggar Student,” “The
Pirates of Penzance” and a number of
others. Straus’s famous “The Beuuti-
ful Blue Danube” will also be render-
ed. !
A new series of illustrated fountains
bas been arranged and the facilities of
the great tank are being tested night-
ly in the presentation of a beautiful
water spectacle. The symphony or-
chestra renders a programme of clags-
ical and popular music and there are
solos by several of the operatic sing:
ers.
The motion picture part of the pro-
gramme includes the projection of a
stirring dramatic  feature photo-play
entitled “When It Strikes Home"” made
from a scenario written by Charles K.
Harris, ‘the popular song writer, 1t
tells the story of the unique reverence
of a discarded wife and its features
Miss Grace Washburn, ' the famous
stage beauty. There {8 also being
shown a Charles Chaplin comedy and
ithe Mutual Weekly Review of current
events.
The management of the New York
Hippodrome is particularly- anxious
to emphasize the fact that the enter-
tainment now being offered there is
not a mere “picture show,” but a
spectacular show of Hippodrome pro-
portions with motion pictures de luxe
as an added feature, - Such feature ple-
tures as are shown are. presented for
the first time anyway and are. ' pro-
Jected under the most spectacular aus-
pices possible. ‘

CASTLE SQUARE

THEATRE; BOSTON.

“Common Clay"” began at last two
weeks of its run yesterday at the Cas-
tle Square Theatre, before an audi-
ence so large that it suggested that a
lot of people had been procrastinating.
It seems  impossible that fifteen
weeks, with = an attendance totalling
more than 260,000 people, should not
have included in the audiences every-
one who cared to see this play. But
last week’s rush for seats is a denitl
of such an assumption. i

Cleves Kinkhead's successful drama
has taken a strong hold on the com-
munity. His character of the play as
portrayed by Mary Young, John Craig
and their colleagues have come to' be
living personalities, whose stories are
of as much public interest as any of
the -important persons in the ‘dafly
news,

Announcement will'  bo made to-
morrow of the play which is to follow
“Common Clay."”

LINER KEPT HER LIFE-BOATS
READY.

NEW. YORK, April 28.—Captain W.
J. Roberts, of the American. liner New
York, which arrived here yesterday
from Liverpool, said that the port of
Liverpool was very much congésted
owing. to freight at the docks and
scarcity of labour.

“The Earl of Derby has formed:a
corps of 600 enlisted men,” gsald the
captain, "“who are over the fighting
age, and who work in the docks when-
ever their services:are needed. - They
are all dressed in khaki like ordinary
soldiers.” i |
The New York had her lifeboats all
swung out on leaving Liverpool, on
account of the presence of submarines
in the Irish Channel, Captain Roberts
said, but he did pot sight any.

THIRD AND FOURTH

MOBILISE
OTTAWA; April 28+—The important
announcement was made, 'at noou to-
day by Major-General Hughes that the
third and fourth Canadian contingents
will be mobilised at the earliost pos-
sible moment. g
The troops in training at 'different
divisional points in the various pro-
vinces will now proceed to camps for
additional training as follows: :Nova
Scotia, Aldershot; New : run"(lck‘
Sussex; Quebec, Valcartier; Ontafio;
Kingston, Niagara Falls and Liondon;
Manitoba: and' ‘Saskatchewan . at:Sew-

FORCES TO

oll; Alberta -and’ British  Columbia,
cavalry, at Calgary; British cﬁmm
troops other than cavalry at Schiedam
Camp, north of Klm]gop,’i.‘ A i

BALL'SLANG BARRED
“IN.BIG, COLLEGE GAME

CAMBRIDGE, Mass.,. - April 2
Baseball slang ' henceforth will

BASE

27— .
vill hive
1o rating in the bright lexigon of.the
college buseball youth if the, réform-

ors have their way in regard. ‘to:the
loague series between 'Hatvard, Yale
and. Princeton ' this = ‘spring.: Such
quaint phrages as *at a 'boy, )

Ing all the time,” we'll ‘git him . for
yuh" are doomed to eternal o&l:;ilon

It these three universities adopt.
that only the gur;eut of college 1
he used on the dllmond'tlb;'%
with the pitcher and catcher = bein
the only ones allowed to talk ‘du
the play, Harvard's varsity backstop,
Is one of the foremost leaders In the
back-to-Noah-Webster movement.
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