s Lo feel that anything these
might do eould hurt me. But
ated like a plano tuner, like

ber, like one sent for to

about this week-end and all

it more than I could afford for
dinner-gown I was so sure I
d need—and, them the sight of
ose people downstairs, stand-

e the fag end of the tea-hour,
ng and talking, bad me tin-
with anticlpation as I followed

., ‘already knew who some of
m were. I knew—from the pa-
that Alan Deck, the ecritie,
i 'to be there. I loved his dry,
sentences. I had hoped for
beside me at dinner — Iliter-
and art might be paired to-
br; and I'd had little dreams of
finding me understanding and
y—and llkable. In my new
satin! '
And the Harridens were to be
hat amazing couple whose
tional accusations and recon-
ons New York still rolled un-
ts tongue, However my New
nd blood might register -dis-
)proval of the golngs-on of this
polled super-gilded set, my wun-
pnerate soul had been thrilled at
. thought of meeting Nora Har-
#n; the enchantress.
had wondered, passing through
- great hall, whether that slight
ature in gold pajamas, rather
from the others, were she
ir not. !
I had sald, as the man put down
‘A sultcase on the little folding
i “You will tell Mrs, Keller
am here?” Nalvely I had thought
0dd he hadn’t announced me when
arrived,
*Oh, yes, Madame, she will be in-
ormed,” he sald perfunctorily.
 “And what time is dinner?” I
# wanted to know.
"% The man had looked vague. “Oh
‘Athe wusual hour, I expect. At
eight. But you can have your tray
‘sent at any time you wish, A little
earller?” ;
" I was afraid I stared. As quickly
a8 1 could, I said, “No—at eight,
m,” and my volce was not suc-
either, in cloaking what I

10

ng Indifferent-sounding, I asked
2kly, “Just where Is the art gal-
here?” and he told me that it
around the corner from my
on the same floor, across the

ot of the house,
hen he shut the door with pro-
nal quiet, and I pretended to
busy, about the room, unpacking
Sultcase, trylng to admire the
‘spacious comfort, the black lae-
er of the Chinese furniture, the
g of lovely rose in the deep-cush-
chair. But I was just getting

I bad been-sent-for now, to go
through the famous Keller collee-

been six when I arrived—it was
about seven-thirty now. It was Oc-
tober, and already dusk: the land-
scaped ground below me was In
shadow, the Sound, far below, a
lighter stretch of gray.

I hadn't really seen the place in
driving In; I'had had only an im-

acres, and a great tall house among |
trees. Now I took a more ecareful
note of the house, The entrance
opened into a long hall that ran

and what I had presumed to be the
dining-room at the other, Both the
drawing-room and the dining-room
juited forward, I was in the third
story, two flights over the drawing-
room, Because of the forward-jut-
ting position of the wing, my win-
edow looked directly across to the
other wing, and gave a slant view
of the facade of the house.

Lights were - gleaming In the
cracks between drawn curtains in
some of the windows; and behind
them I counld imagine people dress-
ing for dinner. In the front of the
house, down on the second story,
one wide window was uncurtained,
and a man’s figure was silhouetted
blackly agalinst its light. Quite sud-
denly a woman’s figure came Into
the picture.

She seemed to whirl in, to come
up to. the man with a sort of rush.
to stand before him a moment. I
could see né faces, no movement
of the outline of her face; but I
had an impression, somehow, that
she was talking rapldly, And then
he struck her.

I saw his arm go out, in an un-
mistakable blow. Not a thrust, but
a savage smack. And then they
were both out of sight.

I was gtill staring out when the
curtains were suddenly drawn. And
then I grinned to myself. I told
myself that I was quite as well off
up here as dining with such guests:
for evidently their cocktalls had
removed whatever veneer any train-
ing had put upon them.

I was feeling much better by then,
I 'thought about the plctures and
ran over in my mind the list of al-
leged masterpleces that had been
old Hiram Keller's vaunt,

The man had sald the gallery
was on: the same floor, across the
front of the house, so I went out
into the hall. I passed the head of
the stalrs—the main staircase ris-
ing from the first floor branched
right and left to gain the second
floor, and a stalr rose then to the
third=-and turned to the door at
the left. I pusheéd the door open,

The place was dark as a tomb,
(the curtalns drawn, T surmised,
agalnst any sun, so that not even
the pale oblongs of evening were

pression of high walls and inclosed |

across the front of the bullding,|
with a drawlng-room at one end,|

discernible, I fumbled for a switch,

A little breathlessly I said: “Oh! |f®

; t it was the watchman, I
Just wanted to see the plctures.”

words pricked me with em-
barrassment at having blundered on
some rendezvous.

“I was just—walting,” he sald a
little vaguely. “You—we haven't
met before—have we?”

“No—oh, no,” I stammered.

I 8aw His Arm Go Out, In an Un-
I'ﬂlltllﬂbll BIOI\'.

away like a school-girl, for if there
was any part of the house to which
I dia have a right of entry, it was
the gallery.

I wondered about his rendezvous
and Its strange secrecy. Surely, in
a house like this, with all its oppor-
tunities for meeting, there must be
something desperately intimate be-
tween two people, to draw them
to an unfrequented gallery for a
few minutes together. . . . And his
face had been so queer. It did not
look as if It were rapture he was
awaiting. i ?

I was beginning to think about
my tray, for I had a healthy appe-
tite, for all my indignation, when
the houseman appeared suddenly
at my door with a message,

“Mrs. Keller would be pleased,
Madame, If you come down at din-
ner.”

My first impulse, beyond the sud-
den surprise, was to refuse. Mrs,
Keller badn’t wanted me once—my
pride was as high as hers. It was
a lttle after elght. I was not
dressed for dinner—why should I
trouble myself because some guest
had failed and upset her table, and
she had taken the whim to send for
me? )

“I'm mnot dressed—"
doubtfully.

“She sald to come down as soon
as yon couid.”

I began

EE' Be
geEifyer EE

hair that was either white or
platinum, looked uwp and called to
me, ;

“Oh, Miss Seton—so nice! There
is your place.”

It was the only vacancy between
the black shoulders of the men, A
butler drew back my chalr; andas
I seated myself, the hostess called
down “That is Mr. Mitchell—and
:Ilr. Deck.”

The man at my left pushed a
place card toward me. “I'm Mit-
chell,” he sald with a quick smile.

‘| He had bright little black eyes, a

pince-nez with a black ribbon, and
a bald forehead. The other man
was the young man of the gallery.
So that was Alan Deck! And 1
was beside him, after all.

“Monty Mitchell to my Intimate,”
said the one at the left. “And I
can see that we are golng to be in-
timate . .

Mr. Mitchell took on the duties
of host. “And this is Miss Van AL
styn, Miss Seton,” he sald of the
young woman at his left, who gave
me an instant’s view of a vague
smile and then turned back to the
man at her left.

“And who is beside her?” I want-
ed to know.

“That's Harriden — don't you
know him?” saild the young man:
and while I murmured that I didn't

lknow a soul there, I was staring
at the blg, hard-boned face of the |

famous Harriden. I wondered
where Mrs., Harriden was; then ;I
saw the place-card before me with
her name on it. So I was filling
in for Nora Harriden! :

There was a queer amusement in
it. I had even the wonder if she
was the woman whose face had
been smacked, and so was staying
away from dinner to hide the mark,

Mr, Deck made not the slightest
effort to talk to me, but sat sllent,
as far as I could gather, while Mr,
Mitchell claimed my attention, He
Jwanted to know who I was, and
what sort of artistic work I did;
and I was trying to put it into so-
cial words that would not reveal
my too real enthusiasm when Mr,
Harriden created an abrupt diver-
slon by pushing back his chmir and
leaving the table, .

Mr, Mitchell relayed the ‘explan.
atlon. “He's gone up to see how
his wife's headache is—she didn’t
come down.”

It is important that I remember
the dinner in the right intervals: at
least, it Is Important to my story
I belleve it was only a very few
moments when Mr, Harrlden came
back. He sald, quite loudly: *I1
think she's sleeping—the room was
dark so I didn't disturb her.” And
I recall that Alan Deck looked
down toward him intently, as if ob-
gerving him a moment,

(TO BE CONTINUED)
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'A‘ Chﬂh'_ng Mystery — A Poignant Romance

Begins Today With This Opening Installment of

NCONFESSED

. Author of “Murder in Room 700”—"Caravans and Cannibals"—
- “Favor of Kings"~""On the Gorilla Trail”"~"Road of Desperation”

love-story and & murder, the first as ro-

the second is
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Boston

High Hat Folks.

EVERLY HILLS, CALIF,
—Once I thought the cli-
max of utter self-satisfaction
was attained in Massachusetts.
When you met a Bostonian of
Old Plymouth Rock stock
who, in addition, had gone
through Harvard, it was as though
you met an egg which had been lald
: twice and both
times successfully.
Sometimes this
type made me say
to myself that may-
be it might have
been better if the
_Mayfiower had been
making a round

trip.

But now thias
coast takes the
chest - expanding

Irvin 8. Cobb champlonship right
away from the east-
ern seaboard. Out here is a sojourn-
ing Englishman who heretofore was
not notably distinguished; didn't
have a singlehyphen tohis name, But
he wrote home congratulating King
Edward on his accesslon and has
Just had an acknowledgment signed
by none other than the king's fourth
assistant deputy equerry, and now
the delirious recipient can hardly
walit to be snatched up to glory so
he may pause at the golden gates
Just long enough to give in his or-
der for an extra over-sized halo and
then, with that hallowed document
clutched to his inflated bosom, stroll
through paradise snooting the heav-
enly host,
® & ®
Original Native Sons.
IGHT in the heart of Los An-
geles the bones of perhaps our
first climate-booster have just been
dug up. If he lived 50,000 years ago,
as some experts figure, that would
seem to make him an original na-
tive son, but if, as others think,
he only dates back 16,000 years, he
was probably an early settler from
the Middle West who got bogged
down in the primeval coze on his
way to an Jowa state plenlc.

This certainly puts those uppity
Florida folks in their place. The
only thing they've dug up lately was
a canal, and they may have to puf
that back. The celery growers don't
like it, and when you come between
a Florida celery grower and his cel-
ery it's just the same as trylng to
rob a tigress of her young. -

* & @
Governor Hoffman’s Motives.
OTWITHSTANDING the ac-
cusations of critics in his own
state, it's hard to belleve New Jer-

sey’'s Governor Hoffman was actuat- /

ed by political ambition In the
course he took in this ghastly
Hauptmann case, because, while he
created for himself a strong per-
sonal following, so many of the boys
who'd probably like to vote with his
side are unfortunately belng de-
tained at present in places like Sing
Sing and Alcatraz and Leavenworth,
where there's no voting done.
* 8 » =3
Lady Luck’s Favorites.
NE of the main winners in the
recenl sweepstakes, a mere
youth, lamented being alone In the
world and having nobedy to share
his good fortune with. That'll be
the smallest of the young man's
worries.

Inside of forty-eight hours he'll
have more kinfolks than a Potomac
shad. By the end of a week he’ll be
entirely surrounded by an impene-
trable forest of previously unsus-
pected friends and well-wishers.
Also stock promoters, automoblle
salesmen, income tax collectors and
life Insurance agents; affectionate
females (object, matrimony and all-
mony in the order named) and citl-
zens on foot or hitch-hiking. As for
distant relatives, he'll begin think-
ing he must be part Belgian hare—
and they won't stay distapt, elther.

Nothing renews old family tles
llke coming into a large chunk of
unexpected currency.

® & &

New Spring Finery.
rHY do the new fashions al-
ways light on the wrong fe-
males, or vice versa, as the case
may be?

When white shoes prevalled the
lassles with the most robust feet
went to them unanimously, probably
because a white shoe makes any
foot look bigger.

As skirts climbed knee-high and
then on 'way uptown, ’'twas the
malden with the bow-legs who wore
hers the highest. She wonuld.

The damsel who's kind of startled
looking anyhow just will pluck her
eyebrows, thereby enhancing the
suggestion of a skeered squinch owl,

And now that bangs are coming
in—and coming down—the style
won't be favored first by the young
girl who already resembles a new-
ly hatched robin and so: could get
away with that sort of thipg. It
be none other than the middle-aged
glster who is, as the poet says, kind
of horse-faced to start with, and
then all she'll peed is a floral horse-
shoe around her peck to look like a

tby winner.

- ‘.;xgnx_not for the foolish things |

Wear, we

ELMO SCOTT WATSON

A Tribute to the Master
T MAY be news to some that
Baron Munchausen, champlon
liar of all times, was a real person
who really did exist. (No foolin')
The real Baron Munchausen was
born in 1720 In the little town of
Bodenwerder, on the Weser river,
Germany, Like other German
youths of his day he served as an
officer of the Russian army against
the Turks. Retiring at the age of
thirty, he returned to live and to
talk,

‘The baron's delightful conception
of & talk was to seat himself at a
generously supplied table and re-

snow melted and his steed hanging.
by the bridle from a church steeple!

The old home town of Bodenwer-
der has erected a monument in

Munchausen seated on his famous
half-a-horse, the latter drinking at
a fountain but unable to quench
its thirst because all the water ran
away.

The baron didn't know it but the
sturdy horse had been cut in two
by a falling portcullis as his master.
rode hastily into a besleged town.

“Relatively Speaking—"
ORDON C. LYNCH of Wil
mette, Ill, is a gentleman
farmer forced by economie econdi-
tions into the path of self-preser-
vation. ;
“When I started production of
superior eggs west of Waukegan,
IL,” says Lynch, “my setup con-
sisted of 257 laying hens; but with-
in eight days the establishment in-
creased by exactly nineteen of my
own and my wife’s relatives. :
“These volunteer devotees of
drum sticks and white meat made
serious inroads on my supply of
hens, Something must be done.
“At great trouble and expense I
obtained two flamingoes and three:
swans which I permitted to Inter-
mingle with some chickens in a spe-
cial pen. Soon we began to hatch a

pecullii¥ specles of fowl, "featuring |

a neck which stretched from one
room's end to another. One neck,
indifferently cooked and laid out on
a special table, provided food for all
my visiting relatives. Two of them
preity nearly satisfled the kinfolk
of Mrs. Lynch,

*“Qur food problem was solved but
other hazards arose. Relatives con-
tinued In such numbers I was afrald
the laylng hens would become ex-
cited. The relatives were jolly,
carefree, distinctly informal. So I
added a penguin to the special pen
and his correct, black-and-white at-
tire soon contributed a quite for-
mal flavor to the necks which dis-
couraged guests. Relatively speak-
ing, we are now free of all prob-
lems,"” 5

———

Hat Fit for a Quees

HERIDAN GALLAGHER says

that. his annual income is the
highest in Chicago. That’s because
he manages the Board of Trade ob-
servatory, more than one-ninth of
a mile above the pavements,

Gallagher’s office is directly be-
low a statue of Ceres, pagan god-
dess of gralns and harvests, whose
featureless face and aluminum form
serve also as a smokestack for its
own and an adjacent bullding,.

“Some folks are difficult to
please,” Gallagher philosophizes,
squinting up at the statue. “That
bullding next door is so much lower
a terrific draft is created by our
smokestack. It's necessary for shov-
els and other articles to be fas-
tened in the engine room, else
they’ll come flylng out around the
feet of Ceres,

One sparkling day a woman visi-
tor arrived In the tower. The wind
was right and even the sand dunes
across Lake Michigan were visible,
But the marvelous sight falled to
impress the lady.

“As she turned her back on it, a
bandful of woman's apparel came
scooting out of the smokestack, a
small hat actually whirling until
finally it rested at a rakish angle
across the smooth brow of Ceres.

“Actuaries tell mfe the chances
are 143,407 to 1 against such a re-
markable performance. Bui the
woman visitor merely shrugged her
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