
First Installment 
Even before she opened her eyes, 

Joyce was aware of being in a 

strange place. For the moment, 
however, she was still too drowsy 
to make any effort to move. A dull 
ache throbbed in her head. Her 

whole body felt heavy, weighed by 
an insistent lassitude. 

Then _other sensations asserted 
themselves. Her fingers, moving 
languidly, sent to her drowsy brain 
the message of some sort of cool; 
silken material under their sensitive 
tips. 

She kept her eyes shut while she| 
tried to think things out. She re- j 
membered -perfectly now. She 
was in a taxi going to the Hotel 
Blackstone in Chicago. It was sleet- 
ing, and in the traffic another ma- 

chine skidded suddenly and crash- 
ed into them. 

And then they had brought her 
—where? 

It didn’t smell in the least like a 

hospital. And the bed was softer 
than any cot she had ever felt. 

Suddenly she was afraid to open 
her eyes. Completely awake now', 
she lay tingling with curiosity, fill- 
ed at the same time with a forebod- 
ing of some strange, frightening 
revelation to come. 

/ Where could she be? 
At last she could stand the un- 

certianty no longer. Without mov- 

ing she opened her eyes and stared 
straight ahead of her. Her first 
look showed a cluster of large or- 

anges hanging, like golden balls in 
the sunshine against a background 
of cloudless blue sky. 

Oranges! She had never seen 

oranges actually growing. Still 
without moving she rolled her eyes 
from one side to the other. They 
traveled up the bed to her hands, 
lying inert on the satin cover. Sud- 
denly she became aware of three 
separate facts so startling in their 
significance that they set her heart 
to pumping and paralyzed her mus- 

cles. v 

She could never tell which shock 
was the first to register; the cir- 
cle of tiny fliamon’ds on the third 

finger of her left hand; the rum- 

pled condition of the other side of 
the bed; or the cheerful masculine 
whistle coming from somewherje 
in the house close behind her! 

A hot wave flooded her face and 
neck. But gradually her heart 
quieted down. She relaxed a trifle, 
breathed deeply, and tried to bring 
her whirling brain back to normal. 

"It’s the most incredible thing I 
ever. ever heard!” she thought 
desperately, fighting against a feel- 
ing of faintness. "It must be a 

dream! I land in Chicago in 
November on a dark, cold, snowy 
afternoon; get in a taxi and 
sometnmg Dumps mto tne taxi anu 

... I wake up the next morning 
and finc^that it’s summertime, and 
that I’m I’m married! 
How could it have happened? 
How—?” 

The whistle seemed to come a 

little nearer. Joyce clutched at the 
bedclothes in a suddenly renewed 
panic of terror. If it were not a 

d'ream now, this instant, then what 
had happened while she was uncon- 

scious? 
Suddenly a telephone bell rang. 

The whistling stopped abruptly. 
She heard the click of the receiver 
being lifted then "Yes?” in a 

deep, pleasant voice. She listened 
tensely. 

"Oh, Laurine? Hello! She’s 
Still asleep, I think. No. Doc says 
it’s nothing serious, but it sure was 

lucky it wasn’t worse. Yes, 
you’re absolutely right—What? 

Well, I ask her last month not 

to ride that brute, but you know 
how she is I’m leaving in a 

few. minutes Yes. Got to get 
to Chicago for a conference. 
Come over sometime today and see 

how she is, will you? I hate to go 
off like this but I’m just going to 

have time to make the date. It’s 
something I can’t sidestep. 
Yeah? Well, tell Paul to be a good 
boy while I’m away. So long, 
Laurine. See you all in ’bout two 

or three weeks.’’ 
Click. Steps across the floor. 
The sound of steps approaching 

the bed sent her pulses hammering. 
Curiosity and fear mingled in her 
feeling as she looked up. She was 

so frightened that it did not occur 

to her to pretend to be asleep. 
She saw a man of medium height 

thirtyish ruddy 
blue eyes and blue tie tan 

face and tan suit light 
brown hair, combed back smooth- 
ly .. face rather wide across 

the jaw short nose 

mouth cut in clean curves like a 

girl’s. Nothing villainous in 
the man’s appearance. 

"Hello, honey! How do you feel 
this morning?” He was smiling 
down at her with complete kindli- 
ness. 

Joyce swallowed hard, unable to 
answer. Under the sheet slie clen- 
ched her hands t-ying to still the 
trembling of her body. 

A worried look dimmed the 
smile on the man’s face. He sat 
down on the side of the bed and 
leaned toward her, puting his hands 
on her shoulders. 
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Head pretty bad? Oh, I say, did I 
hurt you? You poor kid!” 

He drew back a little. Joyce had 
involuntarily flinched when his 
hands touched her. 

The thought flashed into Joyce’s 
confused mind that if he fancied 
she were really ill, he might after 
all not go away. And she must 
have time to recover from the 
shock and decide what to do. She 
must be left alone. She would have 
to speak; everything depended on 

her making this effort. 
"Oh, I’m I’m all right,” 

she stammered hardly above a 

whisper. 4 -0L 
~A look of relief came into the 

face above her. "Whew, but you 
gave me a scare. Frills,’’ he ex- 

claimed. "Sure you’re all right? 
Doc’s coming over to take another 
look at you. Better stay in bed and 
get a rest. If you’re all right, I’ve 
got to dash to the city to get my 
train for Chicago. But I won’t 
go if you’re not. You don’t seem 

just right.” 
"Oh, no, really, I’m all right,” 

she said hastily. "I have a headache. 
It’ll be all right.’’ 

“You’re sure? Good! 
Well, good-bye, honey. Take care 

of yourself. You can always reach 
me at the Blackstone, you know. 
I’ll expect to hear from you.” 

He leaned over, took her face 
between his large firm hands and 
kissed her. After he had kissed her 
twice, while Joyce tried furiously 
to recall the blush she felt burn- 
ing her face, he added, hesitatingly, 
"Look here, Frills, I wish you’d .. 

go a little easy while I’m away, 
will you. I’ll be worried about you 
all the time if I' think you’re 
pulling any more reckless stunts, 
you know. And—” 

Oh, no, don t worry about me! 
interrupted Joyce, wishing he 
would stop kissing her and go a- 

way, "I won’t do a thing, I ... I 
know I’m going to feel like being 
very quiet for for awhile.” 

This sort of answer was evidently 
unexpectedj Joyce decided, when 
she saw the surprise in his face 
mingled with relief. In speaking 
before, his voice had revelaled a 

note of apprehension, as if he 
were afraid of the way his words 
would be received. "What sort of 
disposition can I have had?” she 
wondered. 

"Well, good-bye, honey,” he 
said once more, and kissing her a- 

gaio, he stood up, "I’ve got to hop 
off, I’ll wire today from some- 

where along the line.” 
Joyce lay and listened to his 

steps receding inside the house. 
Then she drew a long breath and 
sat up suddenly. "So, that’s my 

my husband. He has a very 
nice voice, and I don’t feel exactly 
afraid of him. I think he’s got a 

—a kind, pleasant look on his 
face. 

Her thoughts paused in confu- 
sion. What did it mean? 

Gradually her sense of dizzy 
panic gave way to puzzled curio- 
sity. Lying there in the sweet 
scented sunshine her mind grew 
clearer and she tried to fathom the 
situation unemotionally. But it was 

no use; the pieces didn’t fit; she 
had nothing to go on. 

Swinging her feet over the side 
of the bed, she found a pair of 
high-heeled satin bedroom- slippers 
which she put on, and then stood 
up and stretched cautiously. She 
felt somewhat stiff and lame, espe- 
cially all down the side, shoulder, 
elbow and knee. 

"Ouch! That must be the side I 
fell on. To think that I always 
wanted to learn to ride horseback 
and now I’ve done it and had a bad 
fall besides—and T don’t know a 

thing about it!” 
She went over to the big window 

of the sleeping porch and stood for 
a few moments in the warm sun- 

shine, gazing out eagerly. Beneath 
her lay a terraced garden, full of a 

blaze of flowers. A high hedge sur- 

rounded the garden, down one side 
of which grew a row of slender 
Italian cypresses, stiff and dark and 
theatrical looking. Beyond the hed- 
ge stretched a huge orchard of 
fruit trees. Joyce stared down at 

it in amazement. She had never 

seen such an enormous orchard in 
her life. The rows of white-blos- 
somed trees seemed to run out for 
miles and miles over a flat valley, 
like a drift of snow across a huge 
plain. Along the farther horizon 
undulated a line of strange, puck- 
ery treeless hills against the sky. 
As her glance followed them to the 
right, she saw that beyound the 
low hills rose^high mountains. 

one turned reluctantly away 
from the view of the sunny garden 
and the open country, and entered 
the house. She found a large bed- 
room with flowers cretonne cur- 

tains and cushions iyory- 
wicker furniture ... a little pile 
of silk underclothes at the foot of 
the big smooth bed luxurious 
dressing table with a low seat in 
front of it ... a partly-open door 
at the right giving a glimpse into 
a closet full of clothes ... at the 
left a wide-open door into a spa- 
cious white tiled bathroom.” 

^^Hdy^nly, as she stood motionless 
onthe threshold, feeling' like an" 
intruder entering some one else’s 
bedroom, she' caught sight of a girl 
with short Wavy hair, clad in a 

delectable mauve pajama suit. 
With a gasp of surprise she raised 
it was her own image reflected in 
one of the two full length mirrors 
which flanked the dressing table. 

"Well! .” She moved hastily 
up close to the mirror and examin- 
ed herself with interest. Fascinat- 
ed, she examined her face more 

closely and smiled suddenly with 
pleased surprise at the image in the 
glass. "You look really a whole 
lot prettier than you ever did 
in Philadelphia, I must admit! The 
bathroom was another exciting dis- 
covery. It was a large, square room, 
elaborately tiled, with fnagnificent- 
ly fittings and fixtures. Joyce gasp- 
ed with pleasure as slhe looked. 

Through the big open window 
at the left; the sun was streaming 
in, bringing with it that indescri- 
bably sweet odor which had greet- 
ed Joyce on her waking. Part of 
it must come from those acres of 
trees in bloom beyond the garden, 
part of it from the waxen blossoms 
of the orange tree. 

In spite ot the mystery, in spite 
of the cofnplications she was about 
to meet, it was impossible, after a 

two-year-long diet of Mrs. Low- 
rie’s boarding house, for Joyce not 

to feel a thrill of pleasure at find- 
ing herself in these lovely sur- 

roundings. With a little-hop of 
sheer excitement, she crossed the 
big bathroom and pushed open 
another door which she noticed 
stood just slightly ajar. 

"Oh? His ... his dressing 
room, I suppose,” she mumured, 
hesitating on the threshold. She 
entered shyly, crossed to the dres- 
ser, and took from it a large photo- 
graph in a heavy silver frame. Her 
own face smiled out at her. 

It was her own; but Joyce felt, 
nevertheless, that she must be look- 
ing at her double. "Of course, it’s 
retouched a lot, and the shorn hair 
and the pearls and' the e"?ning 
gown made a difference. But I 
don’t know there’s someth- 
ing so assured and sophisticated and 
daring about it that it doesn’t look 
like me, not like Joyce Ashton. 

Continued next week. 

ACqUSED OF BILL RAISING 
Jacksonville, Fla.—J. A. Morgan 

of Strake, Fla., strawberry grower, 
was ordered held under $5,000 
bond by a grand jury. i-He was 

charged with planning to raise $1 
bills to $5. 

Lady Took Cardui 
And Got Rid of 

Pain In Her Side 
“I^ast summer, my health was bad, 
so I began taking Cardui,” writes 
Mrs. H. E. Slaughter, of Norman, 
Okla. “My mother had given me 
Cardui in girlhood, so naturally I 
turned to it when I felt I needed 
It. I felt run-down and a general 
weakness. I had bad, dizzy head- 
aches when everything would seem 
to dance before my eyes. My right 
side pained me so much, but since 
taking Cardui the pain has left 
me. I have taken several bottles 
of Cardui and have improved a 

great deal.” f 
Cardui is sold at drug stores here. 
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Here’s Good News! We Are Continuing 
Our Special Offer On All Appliances 

EXTRA! EXTRA! 
$2.95 Three-Heat md 
HEATING PAD I 

Made by Universal 
*" A • 

--OR -—- 

$2.95 Universal I 
TOASTER for A|/ A • WV 

WHEN 

PURCHASED WITH ANY APPLIANCE 

LISTED BELOW! ACT NOW! 
# 

Never before have you been able to secure Quality Electrical 

Servants at such low prices. Readjustments of prices by manu- 

facturers have enabled us to offer the best values on this high 

quality merchandise—low prices, high quality appliances, liberal 

terms. 

Today, UNDER OUR NEW LOW RATES, ELECTRICITY 

WILL WORK FOR YOU AT MUCH LOWER PRICE THAN 

IT WILL ON THE AVERAGE RATE PREVAILING IN THE 

177 CITIES OF OVER 50,000 POPULATION IN THE UNIT- 

ED STATES. Act now! To benefit in the largest measure pos- 

sible from the use of electricity, look over these special prices p 

and buy your appliances now. The figures show you, also how 

economically they can be operated. 

•- -s /v-- | 
Here Are a Few of the Outstanding Values and the Wage Scale 

You Pay These Electrical Servants Under Our New Low Rates. | 
The Figures Show a Comparison with what You Paid on | 

Your Old Electric Lighting Service Rate. 

THE ELECTRIC PERCOLATOR 4 
New Residential Rate 1 1-3 Cents Per Hour' 

Old Lighting Rate 2 1-2 Cents Per Hour 

It now costs only .0036 

to make 6 cups of coffee. 

This 6-cup Electric Percolator Is ^ 
quick, clean and economical. Colonial 
high boy design, hinged top, complete 
with cord. 

- $4.95 

THE ELECTRIC WAFFLE IRON 

New Residential Rate 2 1-2 Cents Per Hour 

| Old Lighting Rate 4 2-3 Cents Per Hour 

It now costs only .0118 
! to make 6 waffles. 

Beautiful Universal Waffle 
Irons with automatic heat gj 
indicators, makes waffles 
just right every time. K 

i Chromium finish with tray ^ 
attached. A real bargain. 

$4.95 

THE ELECTRIC HEATING PAD 

New Residential Rate 1-S Cent Per Hour 

Old Lighting Rate 1-2 Cent Per Hour 

IFor 
health and comfort sake every one 

should have an electric heating pad. 
Soft durable covers. Three heat adjust- 
ment. 

$2.95 
« 

) THE ELECTRIC TOASTER 

New Residential Rate 2 1-3 Cents Per Hour 

Old Lighting Rate 4 2-5 Cents Per Hour 

It now costs only .0018 ^ 
to make 6 pieces of toast 

* 
Hot crispy toast right at the breakfast 

table. Two slice size, turns bread. 1 

Beautiful design. * ^ 

$2.95 
/ 

THE ELECTRIC HEATER 

New Residential Rate 2 1-3 Cents Per Hour j 
Old Lighting Rate 4 2-5 Cents Per Hour 

For bedroom or bath this L. & H. Reflector 

Heater gives instant heat. A real comfort 

provider these cold mornings. Get one for I 

your own use this winter and forget about 

the cold. 

$4.95 

THE ELECTRIC IRON 

New Residential Rate 2 1-4 Cents Per Hour 

Old Lighting Rate 4 1-S Cents Per Hour 

Take a look at that old Iron 
that’s been in use for the past 
five or six years andt see if you 
don’t think it deserves retire- 
ment. Here’s a new, guaranteed, 
Universal Iron that’s well bal- 
anced and easy to use. 

i $2.95 * 

YOU CANT AFFORD TO BE WITHOUT THESE SERVANTS 
WHEN THE COST IS SO INSIGNIFICANT. 

Tune In Our Radio Program—WBT—9:15 A. M. Monday and Friday 

Southern Public Utilities Company | 
j PHONE 1900 1 

"But with COKE ., the clean, efficient fuel n 


