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“Very commendable,” said Neil
“But where is the place?””

“Hotel Vandemeer,” gaid Mre. Colli-
flower,

While a subway train carried him
downtown Neil deliberated on what
he had learned, On the ome hand he
eould nct but be gratified at the sud-
denness with which Laura had appar-
ently dropped Blaeckader upon their
arrival in New York; on the cther
hand if ghe had dropped . him how
was he, Ncii, to set about finding
him?

He doubted the wisdom of secking
out Laura herself; she would not help
him voluntarily, and he could not
Bully her Anyhow he ought fimst to
eonsult with Archie.

So he reasoned; yet when the train
stopped at Times Square his feet ecar-
ried him ocut of the ear and across
Seventh avenug towards the Vander-
meer.

“T'll just take a squint at her with-
out making myself known,” he
thought, unconscioté of any sell-de
eeption.

It waa the hour of rendezvous. The
ornate entrance hall of the hotel was
fllled with amazingly habited ladles
sitting in the faureuils with feet
crossed and a deceitful alr of unconm-
eern. On the other hand the maseculine
half of still-to-be-united couples
strode jerkily up and down and econ-
sulted watches at ten-second intervals.

There were meetings, greetings, re-
proaches, appeals to the cloek and
animadversions on the subway (poer
old subway!) Further within, down
the long alleys, every chair waes oe-
eupled by people trying to look ae if
they were accuastomed to such gran-
deur at home, A New York hatel is
the most public of buildings. It is like
& bit of the etreet exvensively car-
peted. .

Neil learncd from a sign that Mre
Beasley's afternoom tea dances were
held in the Rose Room every after-
noon from four to seven. Following
the pointing arrows along the alleys,
he presently eame within hearing of
the pulse-quickening strains of piane
and tbanjo, and the eyncopated drum.
Th¥ way was barred by a kind of in-,]
door hedge, and a beautiful young
lady taking tickets. .

He hung about, tezsed by giimpses
through the leaves of the turning
.eouples, The music reminded him that
he too had an incipient madness for
the dance.

Ancther lady in a gown and hat
out-fashioning fashion swam up to
the opening in the hedge. “Won't you
eome in?” ghe asked with a roek
candy smile,

“I—I don't know anybody.” etam-
mered Neil, taken by surprise.

“That's wnat I'm here for,”. she
said, smiling atill.

Netl was not deceived by that smile.
“One dollar, pleage,” it said, plainer
than worda.

At that moment he caught s
g.impse of Laura in the arms of a
man, and he forgot all prudenece. "I
guess my money's 28 good as his,” he
thought, and his hand went in his
pocket 1l’ke a shot.

“Come along!” said the lady in the
remarkable hat. She was one of thcse
uocompromisingly homely women
who get themaelves accepted for
pretty by sheer force oli will. “I am
Mrs. Beasiey,” she added. “What

%e, please””’

“Groat,” said Neil.

“You must meet these dear friends
of mine,’ she seid, stopping by a
table.

Introductions were made all arouvnd.
Nobody pa.d the slightest attention to
Neil, but the thing was considered ac-
ecomplisahed. He “knaw” them thence-
forwarm.

“T didn’t intend to come in,”
Neil. “But I saw you dancing.
thought., why not with me?’

She said notaing.

Presently the music started again.
Neil's blood tock fire from the sound.
He looked at her resentfully. Let her
anger him as she would, he was ob-
liged to love her still.

*“Malte believe I'm a stranger for five
minuigs, and dance with me,” he

ed.

She rose promptly. “That’'s what 1
am here for,” she said, without looking
at him.

“Spoken like a woman!” said@ Neil
“You mean tn say that if T had any
decent pride I wouldn’t inflict mysel®

said
I
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on you. Well, I haven't any. I onily
know I want to dance with you. I
guess you have to take worse than L
Come on.”

Whatever Laura felt, Neil could and
did for the moment forget there were
such things as husbands and pelice in
the world. From her oneness with
him in the dance, he suspected that she
was oblivious, too. Her cheek lay in
the hollow of his shoulder. He could
hava kissed- her bright hafr  She
wonld not let him see in her face. “Is
Mshe afraid of what I'll read there”’ he
thought. Anyhew, they floated away
on the music like two bodies on a sin-
gle pair of wings. Yet.fo the eye it
was but one of fifty couples—dancing
better than some, perhaps, with char-
acteristic impassive American faces.

“Don’t beld me so close”’, murmured
Laura.

For answer he held her closer.

“You brute!”

He chuckled, Somehow that epithet
holds no great terrors for a man. Per-
haps it itself presupposes s certain in-
timacy.

He passed near wliere Mrs. Beasley
sat with a new group. ‘“You may go
tell her I am too fresh,” he said, wick-
edly. “She will stand by you.”

“Please don’t make a scene,” she
said, with an affronted air. “Go on
dancing.”
mHe resumed, holding her closes to

m.

When the music stopped they sighed
involuntarily and drew apart. She
refused to meet his eyes. Somehow
he knew how it was with ker. He was
both enraptured and struck with awe
by the dim suggestion of what she
could be to a man if she chose. Baut
it must be freely; he made no mis-
take about that. There was & spirit
fa commanad of that lovely body that
would shatter it soponer tham yfeld an
dishonorable terms.

“Won't you go now?’ she said. In
spite of herself her voice was languor-
ous. :

“Two minutes,’ begged Neil.
here’s my tea.”

She sat with a stony air.

“Couldn’'t we for once talk Lonestly
and unashamed and unafrajd?’ Neil
bezged. ) ’

“Oh, please!” shel murmured, intoler-
ably confused. Then pride came to
her assistance.  “There is nothing te
say,” she added, coolly.

*I love you,” he said.

“You insult me—mnow!™
mured.

Neil made an impatient gesture.
“That’'s not what I mean by honesty.
That old stfff! Where does the insuit
come in when I ask for nothing, and
when I'd gladly give—well, the oamly
thing I have te give? Heroics apart,
it’s quite on the cards I may have to
make 'that goed before we get out of
this mess.”

“[ havas told you—I would not aillow
that,” she murmured.

“Oh, I don’t mean te hang.. You
have toid me you would tell the truth
—but at wkat cost? Naturally, I
choose to go first. When a policeman
finally puts his hend on my shoulder,
that’'s my clue to exit.”

The fairt color fied her chesks.
“How you enjoy torturing me!” she
whispered. ‘“‘Nothing would be gain-
ed by your—by that. I could not go
on, after.”

“Laura'” he cried, soft!'y, all his
heart in his voice.
She stiffened.

murderess!”

“0Oh, excuse me,” he said, grimly.
“My mistake.”

Mrs. Beasley came fluttering by their

table. “You twa!” she said, archly.
“Ycu lpok as sericus-minded as if you
were discussing the high cost cf liv-
ing.”
For that matter nobedy paid much at-
tention to anvbedy, There was an
odd lack of gallantry between the sex-
es. Fach served at his own shrine.
FEverybody was talkinz blithely, but
Neil could not distinguish any thread.
It was not lznguage, but an animated
aoise.

“Now (et us find a table for our-'
selver ** said Mrs. Beasley, drawing
him on. Tkey sat. *“So glad ycu
dropped in. My little experiment is
a great success. A new idea, you
know, making superior people known
to each other. You might think I
would have, well—unpleasantness. but
no! One becomes expert in sizing
people up. The other day une of the
young ladies left 2 man in the middle
of the floor and came to~me. ‘Mrs.

~

she mur

“I would fee! like =

cused from dancing with that gentle-

am,” he said, lamely. '
have me at a disadvantage,”
“I have to seem to be
agreeable or lose my job.”
“Is it so difficult?”” he asked.
She glanced at him scornfully. “Nat-
urally one does not enjoy being hound-
w—”

The hard word stiffened Neil’s back.
His eyes shot sparks, too. “Very well,”
he said. “I accept the word I ama
hound, and I will never give up my
quarry. But it's not you; it’s Black-
mr."

“Blackader,” she msaid, with raised

goes by in sperting circles.”

Laura was started off her high horse.
“Whe told you?’ she demanded.

“Geoffrey Parran.”

The eyebrows remained up.

“Qh, we became pretty good friends
after you left. I stayed with him.  He's
a first-rate fellow.”

Laura frowned. Fear and resent-
ment were blended in her gaze on
him. “You're a dreadful man'"™ she
murmured. “Whichever way Il turn I
tind you.”

“To a mar that’'s = compliment,”
said Neil. “As s matter of fact, I'm
only dreadful as far as yew're in the

'mnx.n .

“I'm not! ['m not!” she cried, pas-
sionately. *“I can’t act any different-
ly. You don't know.”

“Then tell me,” he said.

She remained silent.

“Oh, well,” he said, gloomily. “Right
or wrong, mot much use asking a
hound to give up his chase.”

“What did you expect to gain by
this?” she asked. “You knew I would
not help you. As a matter of fact, 1
could not if I wouid. ' I don’t know
where he is”’

“He knows where you are.”

She shrugged. *I advised him to
leave New York. I hope he has done
w." 5

“I am sericus, ma’am,” said Neil
. “I'm teiling Miss Folsom she dances
like a dandeliom in the moonlight.”

“You man!” she retorted, wagging a
roguish forefimger. “I bet you're from
the South, too. Don’t you let him focl
you, dearie!” she scampered om.

“Damn the woman!” muttered Neil.
“A pert sparrow!” '

“If you love me so much,” murmured
Laurs, ignoring the interruption, *I
ask a goed deal less than yeu offer. 1
ask you to let me aleep at night, for
days free cf tecror,”

“That's what I'm working for,” said
Neil. “In my own way.”

“Give up this chase'!" she pleaded.

Neil set his jaw. “It’s the only thing
in the world I can’t do for, you.”

Her Hp curled. “So mueh for your
love! Yoeur hign-sounding motives
won't bear exaimination.”™

“l don’t know anything about my
motives,” said Neil. “I only know I've
g0t to 46 what I'm doing. I'we got to
get that man.”

“You hate him!™ she murmured
“You are unfair to him.”

“Unfair!” cried XNeil, actonished.
“Could anybody be wunfair to thac?
isn’'t he a sneak and a liar and a
coward”? Answer me!”

“Yes, he is,” she cried, in a kind of
desperation. “But if you érag him
down, you wreek me€.”

“I ditier from yew,” N -
cedly. : 3«9 said Neil, dog

They fell updn a wretched silence..
Laura played with a spoon, and Neu
tapped a cigarette on the tabieeloth
and forgot to light it. .

“Won’t you please g0?” she begged
at last.

“I'm going,” he eaid: “but it isn’t
easy. I think each time may be the
last. It would be doubly hard—if we
had quzrrelfcd. If you could tetl me
—though we seem fated to fight each
other—tf you could tell me you thought
I was cn the square——"

“Oh, I do!” she said, quickiy and
warmly.

“All right,” ®e said, bruskiy. He gor
up.

Cnce more YIrs. Beasley bustled up
to them. *“Wanted on the telephone,
Miss Folsom.” she said.

Neil and Laura be!f-cwuusl
avoided each ather's glance. Faeh haz
the same {dea as to who it was_ |

“Please wait here for me,” shd mur-
mured.

She went sway. and Neil sat down

<<

He's too fresh.” ‘Quite right,
i I 'went to him. and

a smile.

1!

smiled sweetly and said: “Iaimto!
cater only to ladies and gnntlemen.!
Good afternocen.’ That's hawx 1 deal .
with, weil, uapleasantness, don't mu‘
mow.” !
¥
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“Archie!” said Neil,
“How did he know whi

screen and slip through. No
notice in this crowd. Now!”

“Good-by, dear,” whispered Neik-and
left her.

He found himself in a service room

untenanted. There was a cm-rmn' r
leading away, which he foilowed. At
the end of the corridor he met a waiter
eoming with a trap of tea and cakes.
Neil simulated a moderate degree of
drunkenness.

‘Y want to get out,” he mumbled.

“This way, sir. Yowre headed the
wrong way, sir,” said the bey.
 Neil resisted stubbernly. ‘No!* he
said. *“I just came out of there. 1
want to get out. I'm sick of that
bundy. I'll give you a dellar if you
get me out.”

“All right, sir. One moment, sir.”

The boy hastened to put his tray
down in the pantry, and, returning,
steered Netl lovingly through the cor-
ridor, down a stairway into a larger
pantry, and out by a service door into
an areeway. Neil's obvious condition
was all-explanatory. Nomne of the other
waiters they met remarked anything
out of the way in the situation. Netl
paid over his dollar thankfully, =nd
climbing the steep area steps found
himself in the free air of a side street.

(Tao be contMmued.)

THE FIAST LINE OF BEFENS:
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Pure blecd is the body's first line of
defence against disease. Strong, healthy
blood neutralizes the poisons of invad-
ing germs, or destroys the germs theme.
seives. That is why many people
exposed to disease do not contract it.
Thoee whose blood is weak and watery
and therefore lacking in defensive
Power are most liabie to infection.
Everybody may obagrve that healthy,
red-blaeded people are less liable te
colds and the grippe than pale, blood-
less people. It is the bloodless peeple
who tire egsily, who are short of
breath at slight exertion, whao have
poer appetites, and who wake up in
the morning as tired as when they
went to bed. Whiie women and giris
chiefly seifer from bloodiessness, the
trouble also affeets “both boys and
men. It simply affeets girle and wo-
men to a greater exteat because there
is a greater demand upea their hlood
supply.

To renew and build up the bloed
there is no remedy can egual Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills. They tome up the
entire system, make the bloed rich
and red, feed and strengthen starving
nerves, increase the appetite, put color
in the cheeks, give refreshing sleep
and drive away that unnatural tired
feeling. Plenty of sunlight and whole-
some food will do the rest.

You can get Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills
through any dealer in medicine, or by
mail at 50 cents a box or six boxes for
$2.50 from The Dr. Williams Medicine
Co., Brockville, Ont.
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Salvaging of
Sub. Victims

2900000040

ISR RS2

(Spect.al Lurrespondelce Of i€ CAris-
tian Science Monitor.)

Londen, England—The great, cam-
ouflaged ships, tine sampies of cub-
ist art in blues and greens and whites
and blacks, to be seen in the Britisn
roadsiead. look solid enough, but
pearly every one has come in for re-
pairs or is waliting to go ipto dry-
dock. They are all laine ducks on a
quiet pord, but they will be to sea
again !n que course, angd better, an any
rate. to be a warine “walking case”
than. to be at tha bottom of the sea.
For at the botte:n of the sea they
wauld certainiy lie, but for the ingen-
uity, determination, resource and un-
remitting toil, hour after hour, day
after day, generally in circumstances
of a great discomfcrt, ungiorified by
any Kiplings or Noyes, of the Admir-
aity Salvage Department

Take, for, example, that mass ef
badly run eolor alongside the quay
there. it is unquestionabiy a ship.
Solomon in all his glory was not ar-
rayed like this. Impossible to say
where the ghip ends and quay begins,
and whether the confusion oi cranes,
derricks, ehains, is on the ship or otf
it. It is an inteéresting study in Liue,
white, black and confusign. Staring
at it is no good. It emnly wavers
about and mixes itseif up with the
lardscape. You have te gaze inno-
cently the other way—till it isn't
looking, ae it were—ard then
e¢harply on it You see then that
there are two ships one behind the
other, and both, by ail the laws af
German calculation, should be in Da-
vy Jones’ locker. But they are not

| morning she collided with a United

turm |

ship, a real and serviceable unit
the fight agairet Prusstan militarism.
The meaning of British salvage
wark to the Aliies ig told in this story
of the tanker, 516 feet by 68 feet hy
36 feet, which has been sunk and ijs
afloat n. In the dark of an early

States standard ship, carrying a gen-
eral eargo including crude aoil in her
false bouttom. The tanker, which
‘was carrying henzine, naptha. paraf-
in and petrol. was struck in her ben-
zine tank and in a few minutes was
burning furiously. Hardly had the
crash occurred before a British de-
stroyer had hurled herself alongside
the tanker, the crew and officers of
‘the latter had jumped averbeard her

T

T,
il

4

gngsg:g
EE".:
oot

i

EREREARRER

without further discusaiom and the
destroyer was off like the wind. Ard
well she might for saon a quarter of
& mile of sea was ablaze with burn-
Ing oil. On the tanker, anly one or
twa cacnalties Gccurred; on the stan-
dard ship many men were lost. As
l she struck the tanker a great tongue
af flame {eaped from the latter’'s gide
‘ang fell like a hand upon the other's
deck, f-um end to end, firing the car
g0 in the hold. For some time these
twao vessels blazed in' the burning
sea, but when the rescuing tugs came
on the scene, a naval commander
‘with three of the crew of a tugz brave-
iy boarded the bhilazing wreck of the
standard ship . The magazine had
already exploded and m»o intense was
the heat that it was only gossible to
bhoard on the quarter. They made fast
‘the haweers from two tugs and for
Xive hours they twoed her toward
tand. Then a mine aexplaoded, and
uroke one hawser, and next, two
ymines exrloded under her quarter,
tearing another hole in her in addi-
tion to the damage done by the eolli-
vion. She was still afloat and burn-
ing fifercely that evening and it was
+lecided to sink her eo as to put out
the flames. Thirty to forty shots
wvere fired at her water line avoiding
ithe engine rocom, and the vessel he-
zan ta sink and grounded at the base
of certain of those chalk cliffs which
sun along the southeast and south
coast of tngiand. Similarly the tank-
er had been towed in elsewhere and
sunk, being also alight during the
tow.

This Incident represents the first
phases of the work of the salvage
ships, the rush to the rescue of a tor-
pedoed, mined, or, in this case, burn-
ing ship, the towing her near to tthe
land and the beaching. It iz rarely
necessary, of course, to sink vossels

the wreek. Many things have becn
standardized in’ this war, but there is
no standard method of salving a
wreck. Everv prchlem has to b~ con-
eidered separately, in the light of such
facts as the character c¢f the shin, its
position, cargo and so. forth. Scmwe-
t:mes the problem is found unsoiuble.
in so far as the expenditure neceseary
to raise the vesse! would b~ greater
than her value to the nation when
salved. When, however, a vess2l has
beached herself, or been beached by
the tugs, she is fairly certain to ULe
salved.

The general procedure is for the
salvage shins to lay themseives alono-
side ar over the beached vessel.
Divers ar} sent down to investigate
the affair, and they take accurate

made by the torpedo or mine.
small hole they plug with wgod. Sub-
mersible electric pumps are slung
overboard and placed by the divers in
position in the sunken vessel, ao-

out by the bigger pumps cn tke mal-
vage ship. The pumping enables the
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One, a Stazdard Oil tanker, one of the
biggest tank steamers in the world,
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by gunfire. Then comes the salving of |

measurements of the size c¢f the holo |
Any |

pumping cperations mav be carrie®

| ¢lalized in big bomb-machines. The
huge Caproni airplanes ecarry three
men and three guns, hesides 2,750
pounds of explosives. That 8 A
useful loed of 4,00¢ pounds. The max
chine is driven by three engines with
a total of 900 horse-power. Such enmor-
mous machines are rather exception-
al, however. Bombing-machines are
usually convoyed by fnst fighting
planes, and do not have to defend
themselves from attack in the air. Of-
ten bombing raids are made at night,
and the big Italian machines are pro-
vided with ‘searchlight bombs’ to en-
cbhle to locate important spots on the
ground beneath. These are brillfant
magnesium torches suspended from
parachutes, so that they fall slowly
and give a broad fllumination. while
 WMOI] POpreIY €] Jrasir aqy
the light by the parachute.”—A Rus-
sell Bord in the St. Nicholas.
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HIS REFERENCE. S

A young lady sat next to a distin-
guished bishop at a church dinner.
Awed by the bishop's presence she
hesitated to speak to him, waiting for
what she considered a favorable op-
portunity. - Finally, seeing some ban-
anas passed, she turned to him and
said:

“I beg your pardon, but are
fond of bananas?’

The bishop was slightly deaf,
leaning forward, replied:

“What did you say?”’

“Are you fond of bananag?’ repeat-
ed the voung lady, blushing.

The bishop thought for a moment
and then said: '

“If you want my honest opinion, 1
have always preferred te oid-fashioned
night-shirt.”—Exchange.

—_———
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Knew the Stuff.

“Generally run down? Want a tonic?*
said a cunemist on being cunsulted by a
customer. “‘I’ve the very thing for you—
Thompson's Topcure. lFour umes a uay,
and in two days you'll feel lilie another
man. Halt a dollar a bottie ™

“No, nu, no!” said the customer, en-
ergetical.y.

“put 1t is the very thing for you.
All the doctors zre  recommending it
We can't get it fast envugh Lor our Ccus-
temers.”’

*{ believe you, but I would
something else.”

“Nonsense! 1 teil you the Topcure will
do more good in one day than any thing
eise i a month. It cuies everything.
What: your objection?’
© *Quly that 1I'm Thompson.” —lixchange.

Takes Eleven Years.

One day last week tQis newspaper
office received the following letter: ‘i
beg to acknowledge your telegram dis-
patch to me Jan. 22, 1906, thus tak-
ing 11 vears to ccme 5v yards, that be-
ing the distance ™Detween the local
postoftfice and my shop.”

Of course there is an explanation
! of the deiay. The telegram was hand-

ed in at Fleet str-et postoffice on
|Janu:~.ry 22, 1906, at 2.07 p. ., and
was received a: o £ssex postoffice at
2.26 p. m. the same day. At tiat
neriod telegrams were placed in a
chute leading from the receiving room
tn the counter for delivery, and it ap-
pears that on its way the naughty tel-
egram slipped in between the wood-
work and hid there for eleven years.

Last week a postoffice engineer
making some repairs rescued tkoe wire
from its “dugout.” It was forthwith
delivered by the postmaster in person,
wita courteous apologies for the delay
and inconvenieace occurred —Loadoa
Chronicle.
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His Suspicion.

Captain—iiuve vyvou apen-d that bumm
Cle whict came to-day?

Private--1 have, sir.

“\What, ¢id it contain?”

“Six sweaters, four palrs of sol's and
twn shirts, sir.”’

“Do you Znow who they came from™

“Not the sweaters and socls. Lat I'ne
quite sure my wile sent the shirts.”

“Why de you thinl: that?*

‘Because there’'s no bhuttons- on
- sir*—PittsburgChronicle.
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