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tor, who stuttered rather badly.

“Triplets!”

“Qu-qu-qu—""' stammered the
doctor.

“Quadruplets! Man alive! What
is it you say!”

“No-n-no. Tr-ir-try.to take it
qu-qu-quietly. It's a girl.”

“I was run-down—

“ .+ locked pale. . . lacked
:.krl:-lw-.-fl!,l“

“What did I do?”
intultion told me I needed &

You, too, will be delighted with the
way 8.8.8. Tonic whets up the appe-

MURDER MASQUERADE
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SYNOPSIS

Mary Avery, & widow who lives in the har-
bor towh of Satuit, Mass, with two negro
maids, Sarah Darbe and Bessic Williams,
writes & manuscript deseriblag the famous
Second Head murder, which cccurred on her
estate. Next to Mary live Mr. and Mra. Peter
Stow who every year give & summer masquer-

man, Ace Blaikie. She had been engaged to
Walter Treadway, who had been the murdered
man's tary, but the was sud-
denly broken and he bad left town. Other
neighbors are the Fairweather sisters, Flora, a
hopeless invalid and Margaret. All but the lat.
ter two attended the masquernde. Mary's eight-
year-old niece Sylvia Sard is visiting her for
the summer. The wooded part of Mary's estate
is called the Spinney. In it is & tiny log cabin.
pond

pied. Soon Blaikie, Doctor Marden and Bruce
Hexson, & friend of Ace's, arrive. |
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Joy and Grief
That happiness does still the
longest thrive where joys and
griefs alternate.
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Anyone looking at her, should
have guessed instantly that Sylvia
was the possessor of a great se-
cret. Her eyes sparkled with glee.
Of course Ace, who has the intui-
tion of the “called,” or the insane,
must have guessed at once.

“I wish you were going, Sylvia,”
he continued artfully. “It would
make my evening for me. And if
you were going, I should make you
tell me what your costume was be-
cause of course I would never guess
which was you.”

“I wouldn’t tell you, Doctor Ace,”
Sylvia asserted firmly, ‘“for don't
you see it would be very naughty
indeed.”

“You wouldn't tell me!” Ace re-
peated in mock despair.

“No,” Sylvia declared, “it
wouldn't be right. It would spoil
everything."”

“Then, I'm very glad you're not
going," Ace said with a convincing
appearance of being hurt. “You'd
spoil my whole evening for me.”

At this Sylvia's suppressed se-
cret almost burst its way out.

“Anyway, Sylvia,” Ace conclud-
ed, “as long as you're not going
to the masquerade, will you prom-
ise to save me the very first dance
of the very first dance you do go
to?'i

“T'll give you all the dances you
want,” Sylvia vowed generously.

Molly jumped to her feet. *“I
must be getting home,” she de-
clared abruptly, impatiently, al-
most rudely. !

“I ought to be going too,” Caro
announced gracefully, “although it
is difficult to leave.”

“l don't suppose we'll see you
tonight, Mr. Hexson,” 1 said as
I shook hands with him,

“Oh, it seems as though tonight
would never come, Aunt Mary!"
Sylvia declared the instant they
were out of ear-shot.

“It’s almost here,” I comforted
her. “We're going to have an ear-
ly dinner. Then after a while
you're going to take a bath and
lie down to see if you can catch
a little nap. And then we'll get
dressed.”

I was as hungry as usual, but
of course it was all I could do to
get Sylvia to eat. Presently we
went upstairs. I undressed and
bathed her and put her to bed. By
some miracle she slept for an hour.
At about eight o’clock, I heard her
leap out of her bed. She came pat-
tering in her nightgown and bed-
room slippers into my room, where
I lay on the chaise longue. As
though Sylvia’s footsteps had been
a signal, Sarah immediately joined
us from downsiairs, She insisted
on dressing me first. *‘Getting you
out of the way, Mrs. Avery,"—
and with a conscious humor—was
the way she phrased it.

touch of color in the whole effect.
The gown was of black lace, a high
comb for the hair—as black a tor-
toise-shell as I could find. And in-

nine, we emerged, hand in hand,
from my back door.
do'vn the driveway to the road in
front of the house, walked toward
gedoceln and then up over the

ead,

back door.

beautiful night. Many
regretted that the moon was to be
late. But I did not regret it, for I
love the stars. The air was soft and
warm. As we walked, Sylvia's
trusting little hand in my hand and
her chattery little voice in my ear,
I could hear the long, slow boom-
ing sweep of the incoming waves
and the long rattling pull-back of
the outgoing ones. I explained to
Sylvia that I had started early on
her account, so that she could
watch everybody appear and that we
might be the very first to arrive. 1

Of Course She Did Not Identify
Every Mask.

told her that—in order that no-
body could guess who they were—
the Stows always left their home
before their first guest appeared
and returned after the party had
started.

Three or four times in this brief
walk, we met policemen, the first
just beyond the park. We greeted
them all and they responded with
smiling, mystified appreciation.

When we came into the big Stow
kitchen, the usual crowd of eolored
girls filled it; the Stows’ Jessie
and Caddie, the Eames' Lulu and
Lily, sisters by the name of Lamb;
the Gearys' Jennie Snow and Win-
nie Tompkins; Big Hattie Doane
and slim little Alice Robinson who
were always available for extra
work; Bessie and Sarah.

The house looked lovely. Mattie
has an exquisite taste in decora-
tion and she is an accomplished
gardener,

Several had arrived before us.

childish eye. robes, strange
M‘.ll‘. dar skins, wigs,
masks were without avail to
ceive Sylvia

dian rajah in a flowing robe, a
coiled, jeweled turban of golden
tissue, a belt bristling with knives,
“Mr. Burton,” her little voice
whispered.

Presently appeared a great po-

mustache, his trousers and shirt
of embroidefed orange linen. “Who
can they be?” 1 was helplessly
thinking when Sylvia's whisper
came in my ear, *'Uncle Peter and
Aunt Mattie!”

From where I sat I could see the
tall grandfather clock. It was near-
ly ten o'clock. People were pour-
ing in now, but Sylvia's steady,

my intimates she recognized in-
stantly. It was a fairly magical
performance.

The room had, of course, filled
up. Between dances, people spilled
out on the wide piazzas. The pro-
tective silence which had produced
the vacuum of that first half hour

realized. 1 was enjoying myself
immensely, Several strange masks
asked me to dance, but I declined
all invitations. I did not particu-
larly want to dance. I did not
want to leave Sylvia, and especial-
ly I wanted to enjoy the scene.

1 always take a particular de-
light at costume affairs in the pic-
turesqueness of casual groupings.

Three times during the evening
of the Stow party, 1 saw groups
which delighted me to the tingling
point. Once it was & trio; a slen-
der golden-haired Psyche in white
Greek draperies; a cavalier in a
great gray-feathered hat, gray vel-
vet small clothes with slashings of
ruby; a tall slender dark girl in
a balloon-like skirt of white muslin,
dappled with big orange dots;
bands of brown fur about her
wrists; a man's silk hat on the
black hair which curled at the
neck. Another time a white-clad
Botticelli angel, carrying a golden
lyre, hobnobbed with an Indian in a
magnificent flamingo-pink war bon-
net and a flaxen-bobbed ballet
dancer in many skirts of pale blue
tarletan.

I kept calling Sylvia’'s attention
to these pictures. When she turned
her face up to mine, I could see
her eyes shining as though stars
were boiling up from the depths of
their blueness.

Once she said to me, “Oh, how
I wish I had brought Dorinda
Belle!™

Fortunately, however, the right
reassuring idea occurred to me.
“Oh we couldn't have brought Do-
rinda Belle,”” I declared in a
shocked tone. “Don’t you see, Syl
via, everybody would have known
Dorinda Belle.

“That would be dreadful,” Sylvia
whispered. “Perfickly dreadful!
But I'll tell Dorinda Belle all about
it—every word of it!"

Just at this mement there came
another entrance cresh of the or-

There strode into the room a

male figure, a Roman
warrior of the period of Julius
Caesar. He wore a short white
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Lesson for November 8

THE CHRISTIAN WARFARE

nssou.m-r-m 19:8-13, 18-20;
GOLDEN TEXT—Be strong in the Lord,
and in the power of his might, Eph. 8:10,
-WY‘IGHC-—“MM
a

JUNIOR TOPIC—In a Schoolbouse im
Ephesus. -

INTERMEDIA' AND SENIOR
~—Weapons of the Christian Soldier.
YOUNG PEOPLE AND ADULT TOPIC
—The Gospel Facing the Forces of Evil
War, warl

%

Our lesson presents a picture of

I. The Lord's Warrior (Acts 19:-
8-12).

Paul, who is now on his third
missionary journey, comes again to
Ephesus, the leading city of Asia
Minor, and the center of the worship
of the heathen goddess, Diana.
He tarries there for about three

and persuading.” Some he won,
others disbelieved — the sad fact
which even this greatest of all

not go into battle alone.
he fight in his own power.
gave him
zﬂl!l. A Mighty Conguest (vv. 18-
Js
When a man’s profession of faith
in Christ carries with it an open
forsaking of his confessed misdeeds

been real dealing with God.
Notice, that they burned the bad

many books or magazines are there
in your home now that minister
only to the lowest in your nature?
Oh, yes, they may be “literature,”
they may be in beautiful bindings;
you may even read them “in the
original,” and regard the reading

Ephesians in them?
Finally we have from Paul's let-
ter to the the glorious

AURIE, Sam Edgwater's pret-
ty daughter, brought in the
news. .
“There's a nester squatting in our

was rude and insulting.”

Sam Edgwater took one look into
his daughter's angry eyes and sent
for Tex Tremont and Chuck Welling-
ton. Tex and’ Chuck had worked
for him for more than twenty years.

A young man was hewing logs in
a clearing when the trio rode up.
He drove his axe into a tree trunk
and looked up at them, smiling
pleasantly. He - was a red-headed
young man, well built,
humorous mouth and a twinkle in

“Howdy gents,” he said. “Climb
down and squat awhile.”
“Never mind the

their horses.’ Tex said: ‘‘Mister,
pack up your stuff and get out!” And
he reached for his gun. Reached and
that was all. None of them saw
the redhead move, but suddenly he

guess you're Edgewater’s hired gun- |
man, too. How about it, want to

try earnin’ your pay?"
Chuck looked mad, but

Hewm‘ta!ool.s.‘mrm-

“Yeat}."

‘Son, i
““we don't want to hurt you none,
but we aim to kick you off this land.
You must have sense enough to

The redhead |
ernment,” he said, “allowed I could

have this here land. If I'm killed

protectin’ it you'll have to account |

“l can do betier,” said Red.
“Want me to?™

Laurie didn't answer. She didn't
have to. It was much more interest-
ing listening to Red “‘doing better.”

“Was it a good speech?”

“What did he say?"” £

“I don't remember. All that I
recall now is that he said it well.™

horseshoe.
“I'll bring you a shoe from the
!Inandhyitunlhelnvﬂ._ When

did exactly as
he was told, but he never hit a
" blacksmith again!
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