Gems of Peril

SYNOI'SI1S.
Harknesa unudertakeas io

The Fly, whom she belleves “frameéd”
Mrs. Jupiter, and later killed him 10

Mrs. Tupiter, and lat:r killed him 1o
keepn him from telling. As bait she plans
s use the famous Jupiter necklace,
which the murderer falled to E=t.

She i alded by Bowen of the Atar.
Mary's fance, DMrk Ruyther, and
family, object to notoriety.

Bruce Jupiter, absent many Years, re-
turne from Europe WwWith a Wwomah
friend. His father orders him out and
makes Mary his heir. Hruce swears .0
rout Mary. Mary and Dirk guarrel be-
cvause Dirk Is jenlous of Bowen and ce-
fuses to belleve in the existence of The
Fly. Mary goes to Mlaml with Mr. Ju-
piter on his yacht, the “Gypay  Decalse
aliwen tells her The Fly will be at Hia-
lexlh to se€ hia horse ron.

Mary trap

CHAPTER XXIX.

Mary tried to speak from a dry
‘lroat but could not. She merely
nodded. She wust get hold of her-
e,  she thought wildly, or she would
give the whole thing away. What
was it George Bowen ha said?
“Now's your big moment, Gloria
¢wanson, do your stuff!”™ She relax-
ed, wniling a little.

De Loma drew up a chiir at the
( ountess’ urgent invitation. He said
reprozingly, “All that is p:.sLhLuuie-e.
There are no titles in Anevica, re-
member.” Was there a warning in
his tone? Mary could have sworn his
«ds were mere sigrificant than
they appeared,

“Nonzense,” the Countess laughed.
‘““Phere are mor- here than in Europe
nowadays!” .

Mr. Jupiter ate his dian-r, paying
no attention to the conversation.

De Loma was not looking at Mary.
After the first swift glance—did she
ragine it or had his eyes strayed to
her throat, involuntarily seeking the
necklace?—he gave his attention to
il - Countess, chatting with her In a
munner at once reserved and intimate.
Mary looked at Bruce to see how he
vas taking it. He was calm enough.
No trace of jealousy there, at least,
apparent to the eye.

The music started and with
gecord the two l-l:n-:n’i up +'4'|1l liHTH't‘d
almost forgetting (0o excuse
in their absorpticii. The
anxious to get e Loma
awayv. or 50 .t seemed. Bruce imme-
diately turned to Mary and they fol-
lowed the others to the danc floor.

Maryv's thoughts were racing. Unce
IHH'JL:'H'L of throwing the whole
thing on Bruce's shoulders. . “There
'« the man who killed your mother!”
Bruce would be equal to the emer-
reney ; he would what to do.
And she could run away and hide,
where this trembling of the
would not threaten to conquer her at
.ny minute! If Bruce had been a
trifl: more approachable she might
actually have done it. But this fro-
Len calm of his was more than she
could break through.

There was no doubt in her mind
{hat it was the same man she had
een at Shay's. She would know him
anywhere, The same smooth, sallow
skin, the same jet black hair. the bold,
unwinking.
It was disconcerting to meet his stare
-
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there was something rapacious,
bhuman about if.

And this other _II'I.'.".J:I':"'.. of his ae-
quaintance with the Countess, Where
had those two known each other? The
(‘ountess was making her first visit

America, and Mary
knew definitely America had
been the scene rations of The
Fly for several ycars past, at least!
Was the Countess another whom he
had tal in at zome time or other?
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she glanced up and saw
| looking at her.

‘Wlat is it?" she askad.

“The lowWered hor
“Enrique was merely saying that you
look exquisite,” she murmured throat-
“Not at all the jeune fille. It is
perhaps the dress? Remarkable, the
flair for dress ithe young American
working woman pPOsSSesses. By day,
the grub, slaving away at the type-
writing machine . . . at night, voila!
She is a butterfly, dressed like a
queen! Amazing!”

The seratch was in that, us usual,
but Mary was saved from replying
when De Loma, suddenly leaning for-
ward on his arms, asked bluntly:
“Haven't we met beiorel”

“Yo1 were at Srey's, weren't youl”
Mary laughed. “If I'd known then—"

“Known? Known what?”

“Why, that you were a count, of
eourse!” She held her lower lip with
her teeth, as if to contrel her amuse-
ment. "“We thought you were a—a
racketeer! We practically rar from
the place. Didn't you notice it?”

The lonocent confusion that showed
i. her face apparently satisfied him,
for he breke into a grin, and turned
to the Countess to speak of something
else. The music began again, a
dreamy tango this time and to Mary’s
surprise De Loma abruptly turned
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A Traveller Views England
After Twenty Years

After twenty years | have seen Eng
land again, and | am not disappointed.
All the lovely things | remembered
and hoped to see once more are still
there and have remained the same.

it is as though | bad returned to
gaze upon an exquisite tapestry that
had bung for many centuries in the
same honored place. Here and there
a thread has been brokem oOr wWorno
away, perhaps, but It has been re
paired so thoroughly that the design
is undisturbed. The background was
put In with such solid, painstaking ef-
fort that it has stood the test of years;
and, if tears have sometimes dropped
on those closely worked stitches, the
gold and silver threads have not been
tarnizhed

Looking at London with eyes that
had longed for many years, I did not
search for nor count the new build-
ings: In fact, | must confess that there
were some of which | was not even
cognizant, This sort of progress has
been going on all over the world and
there are some of us who absorb Lhe
results unconsciously. Regent Street

: ' has maintained its crescent and the

w tless fingers, aff~cting an | _

?:;iﬂe:;n;:n sl kl:ww o wae fur1nuwer women m‘i:ll rres: ;h;lr nnsnheu

P Ll e e
g adache.

IEDE?T::;;E;}::D:d;i?l;lr_:ir“hn ting is being built around Westmin-

Enlt::'e remarked. “Never again mriua:lea. ethereal against the smoky
e .

o B F T o cpa” De | London sky, still grip ones heart; for,
You ”:'nuf }I;NE :i‘:ta.: gl:: qe;:;{r f |unless a frame is so unfitting as to be
- ma {'I:ldt‘ ';1'- 'ﬂh. E m:k!:t and | Doticeable, the picture remains undis-
co.ored TEEE rhﬂm 12 1:] will need | turbed. The morning sunlight still
offering them to her. : o The sun-|Plays upon the fountains in Trafalgar
these if you are h“f - @quare and on the steel gray wings of
hg‘l‘lt_m very 5trun‘§: Waskiasa™ the plgeons wheeling around the base of
- o g t; .d 155‘*%: 1% 1ha- one Nelson's Column, In Kensington Gar
Countess grun. -1: . .‘-31* hlil-:e:i thﬂ!{]gna the sheep move lazily as ever be-
who tﬂi‘*!‘;ﬂuﬁn:"”‘?' o : | neath the trees, cropping the grass as
races; I ¢ -
;8 - = : they go, and one may stlll imagine the
“You like Facmrg? De Loma a?.LE.E'd mu:hf: of a pastorale or the far-away
quickly, looking f‘h"ff'lf At th;" girl. echo of Peter Pan’s volce, calling.
Mary shruggec. “It is a .nmnns | shall not soon forget an awakening
track, and I had aever seen a race, I one morning—the first morning in
‘on't like it much, no. Why “h““muLundﬁn- Our windows looked out to
' bet f'“d”:{l ];m]';‘e fver}'nn; I:i'f; Whitehall Court and very early, while
will win, and he Ialls down. the light was still faint, 1 heard the
hardly the luck to make a racing en-| o 4" o¢ pagpipes skirling, Nearer
% > . v oy M :
tk :!-J.I;;ht. bhnlf]f }D"-l ;-l}l;" e |aauml nearer it came along until 1 was
Ah, the :é;m.ﬁ:' 0ol : . h::'!]:”,nnpplteu to run to the window. Along
ext laimed. ™ elr- a jinx, t 11:. e }'? the sireet. his tartans swirling around
She ﬂ_]‘-'-'fl!r‘ﬁ T'Eﬂi'-'-“ f“*‘ t.*ad h:': o U"him, came a stalwart piper, followed
she Won's Any more; fi'”:mh e by a detachment of red-coated guards.
Why con’t you change her MAME: | Thep kept perfect formation and
bruce Huﬁﬂf‘ﬂlﬂi lﬂ{ltﬂ'*'ﬂ'““!- Some- | arched with all the pomp and cere
Limes tlﬂ,t h["’_.pﬁ- ~ : d =2 d 2 llm.}n:.. ur .LhE, -.’_‘-EII[UI.'"iE:i Lha{ Hﬂ hE-hi”d
?-Iarlr:-' km;.w ;thI:;NMQ; x‘«-*}; '“’;'}"Ilhe pageantry of Londou., Not even
cent, Mt she Deld er reatn. e, . “Walit ¥ o : =
n s chiming of Big Ben, close
Lom.. might not take it so. She !:e-'”w goporous ch E - C

B e A | at hand, bad thrilled me more.
Ban Lo ]'-";-r:-f.'t thlt »MUCe a0 not DeEgn The {:Hﬂllgillg Ur t]]".' E.ual-.d at [quh_

; |J n E i E N 4 ) 4
taKen into ecnfidence about the iden | ingham Palace still goes on., |1 saw

tity of the man they were afier. h:ar- | the gay scarlet of the uniforms mass-
Wt 05 Sneeh 11--=t¢l=:}-4-=1: 1mp~|t--.n-f--:w] against the background of those
r.ess, she and Mr. .]_Ltpurr had [1‘.‘1'"]{'{[!{11_“'] old walls and | heard the band
to keep the l-_'-e.‘-.ii'ﬂ'[]l..! !'ih:ts from thetplﬂ}' ! watched the orderly crowd of
younger man for a r1.u.-!':u£tr. But he.meu. women and children lined up out-
ccild hardly have made a more unfor- | .40 116 jron rails and gathered around
tunate remark had he really intended | .. o ivance. It interested me, having

to. And as if "h""' were not enough, | giynessed less tactful *methods in
be blundered :m. 2 = other coumtries, to notice the good-
Lo Mosent Why, thate-- numored English “Bobble” admonish

L I TR = 2 Sk

arm about her, her hand in hiz, It was
. . . horrible. She, Mary Harkness,
i the arms of this murderer, this|
thief! For one awful instant she feit
' er knees give way under her. Then
<he was dancing, she felt tLe beat of
'the musie, she wrenched her mind
away and kept it away fro:n the man
beside her. Graduzlly the black, dizzy
whirlpool before her eyes cleared.

He danced beautifully . . better
than any man the had 2vor danced
with.

A quick spatter of applause broke'
out as they finished. Looking aobut
in surprise, Mary saw that they were
almost the onl; couple on the floor.

Mr. Jupiter beamed upon ber and
Bruce applauded mildly.

The Countess was twisting bread |

ster, but those delicately wrought pin-)

Quickly, desperately, Mary set her
French-heeled slipper on his foot and
stepped—hard. Bruce looked at her
angrily, his mouth open to protest—
but something in her face sicpped him
fortunately.

“Yes, yes!” she teased, “that’'s the
horse you lost your money on. Bat
you needn’t insult Mr.—Ccurt De
Lome.” She was almost shivering
v;ith relief that he had no. gone on
and .said what she guessed he had

the crowd when they pressed in (00
closely toward the big gates. Every-
one opened up again with pleasing
grace, as he waved them back into
place, He did it with a slight motion
of his hand and a smile on his face, |
like these London policemen; they are
friendly souls, ready to give you in-
formation or prepared to stretch out
a protecting hand wben the traflic
surges too heavily,

: While 1| am on the subject of the
started to say—'that's Italian for

The Fly.” Once that vord <was
s} oken, she knew the jig would be
up. De Loma would never believe that
was accidental,

Bates, who had been smoking and
idly looking out over the hartor, now
shifted lazily in his chair.

“Oh, is La Mosca your horse?” he
asked.

De Loma loocked from Bruce to

De Loma came round the table and
s.ared at Mary, unsmiling. “I shall
hope to dance with you again,” he said
politely.

“Thank you.
fete?"

“That's a date!” he said.
be there!"

({ To be continued.)
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handling of traffic, I would like to com-
ment upon a condition that Impressed
me very much = the absence of
“don’ts” In the traffic rules. This Is
pot peculiar in London: my companion
and 1 observed it all over England.

the signs on the road are worded po-
litely. A reckless driver of the most
hardened caliber would find It Impos-
sible, 1 think, to resist the appeal:
“Gently, please.”

We had previously decided that the
most interesting way (o renew our
acquaintance with the English coun-
tryside would be to hire an automobile
and drive ourselves whither we would.
The courtesy shown us by our fellow
motorists was most gratefully re

was our first experience In many years
of driving on the left-hand side of the
road. We left London with the feel-
ing that everyone traveling toward, or
with us, would be instantly aware of
our inexperience and perbhaps consider
us objects of annoyance. But a lew
miles brought us reassurance.

Before loug we gave ourselves up Lo
the joy of the moment. Could any-
thing be lovelier than England in Sep
tember? The trees were green and
leafy, with no suggestion, as yet, of
winter; for the seasons still seem to
come less violently here than in some
parts of the world. Not until we found
ourselves much further north did we
discern any yellowing leaves, The
qulet, low-lying meadows of Bucklng-
bamshire and Oxfordshire looked sc
verdant that we wondered If we had
forgotten their green, or If they were
more green this year than ever before.
We meandered through villages—re-
jolcing to find familiar landmarks—
passing the lovely old Ivy-covered
housces of Chalfont St. Giles and the
unspoiled red brick and timbered cot
tages of Wickham End. There was
a common where | had once, as a litile
child, gathered wild foxgloves; and
still farther along a signpost, pointing
to a footpath across the fields, remind-
ed us of a place where we bad both
spent many happy hours. Anu so 0D
all the way to Oxford. We found no
perceptible changes here. Perbaps we
did not look for them. We seemed to
be, as it were, turning the pages of a
well-loved book. We knew so much of
it already by heart that we were sure
of the enjoyment to be found on each
page. :

It seemed futing
should find us in
the little town that nestles in the very
heart of England and yet belongs to
all the world., To sleep in an old
four-post bed, in a room with lattice
windows, appeared a right culmination
to a day into which so many memories
had been crowded.

We found ourselves, one Sunday
evening, beneath the turrets and bat-
tlementa of Ludlow. We walked
through the quiet streets of the little
town that still appears to shelter un-
der those dominant walls, and then
our steps led us to the footpath that
follows the outer line of the castle, In
contrast to the peaceful valley of the
Teme, these mighty stoneworks tower-
ed above us like cliffs and we were re-
minded of the part this great castle
had played in the history of the Bor
der.

Gradually the dusk crept over the
Stretton hills beyond the river and the
shadows deepened beneath the arches
of the old stone bridge. Little groups
of people passed us. sauntering; a
band of vouths, a mother taking her
small flock home to bed; an aged
couple, a boy and girl, arm in arm.
We felt ourselves slipping into place
with those people and once again we
felt ourselves a part of England.

Waiting there in the *wilight,

that nightfall

we

Bates and back again. He v'as taut as
a spring, Mary could see—suspicious.
She could hear the beating [ her own

A Romance?

hiart in the tevse silence.

“She was,” De Loma answered after
a moment's hesitation.

“You've sold her then?” Bates spoke
 casually, apparently without interest.

“She has been shot,” De Loma snap-
ped. Everyone at the table stared at
him, De Loma caught himself up
quickly.

“The injury,” he explained suavely,
“made it necessary.”

Mary looked into her plate, not
daring to lift her hot eyes to the man's
face. Yes, what he said was the truth;
but it was not the injury sustained on
the track that had made death wel-
come to the couragecus little animal!
he had taken a bad tumble bat she had
strugled to her feet again and ran the
race out, game to the core. And she
had not even limped! No, what had
made it necessary to shoot her was
what happened later, in the paddock,
Mary knew. “De Loma Kicked hell out
of her.”

“She must have cost you a good bit
today the throaty voice of the Coun-
tess murmured.

“Too much!” De Loma gritted.
~ OQut of the corner of her eye Mary
thought she saw a dark-visaged man
who hadl been hovering about the door
beckon to De Loma just then, but she

Rumor has it that Mr, “Tarsan” Johnny Welssmuller, the famous
swimmer, is & great deal in the company of Lupe Veles, screen atar.
Here we seq him teaching the Lupe to cycle.
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“Fresh from the Gardens”

Wheu you come to think of it, it is
really astounding 20.s much Individu-
ality tuere is in bells and bell-ringing
throughout Italy. Used as we are Lo
the peals and the wellordered tradl-
tions of bell-ringing in England, per
haps we are apt at first to be a little
contemwptuous of what seems to be the
harum-scarum jangling of bells In
Italian towns, But bearken patiently
and eventually you will ind something
like order emerging out of chaos and,
before you know it, you will ind your-
gelf becoming fond of what you first
regarded as pothing but a cacopbo
nous din.

The bells are unmistakably different
in tone from English bells, They are
ne. s0 mellow and, as a matter X
fact, some of them are positively harsh
and raucous. Not a few of them are
cracked and hoarse. But, In some
subtle way, they fit into the picture as
nothing else could and you would miss
them terribly were they silenced. The
method of ringing—or, perhaps, you
prefer to call it the lack of method—

Bell-Ringing in Italy

diffe. . in every city and town. Vene
tian bell-ringing is not to be confound
ed wi.: Florentine bell-ringing, any
more than the note of the Murangona

| major bell of the Duome in Floreunce,

Rom: 0 Jells, again, are every bil as

individual in tone, and the man.r” In

ol either Fl ~eunce or Venice. Whether
it be the Marangona's deep-throated

great bell in Giotto r tower, with ad
tha lesser bells of Florence following
in chorus, Italian bell

land. At San Sepoicro the campatin
and bells make a very characteristic
feature of the town, and onc is glad to

|times a day as it pleases the ringrs
to pull the ropes.—From “Down the
Tiber =. | Up to Rom .,” by llaro!l
Donaldson Eberlein, Geoffrey « Marks,
| Frank A. Wallis

M

talked no more of those old warlike
Lords of the Marches, but Into our
thoughts crept some lines from Hous
man's lovely poem:

“Oh come you home of Sunday
When Ludlow streets are still

And Laudlow bells are calling
To farm and lane and mill

“Leave vour home behind you,
Your f{riends by field and town;
' Oh, town and field will mind vou
Till Ludlow tower ia down.”
—iwen Castle, in The Christian
| Science Monitor.
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The Future of Britain

By STANLEY BALDWIN

; There are times when you think
| you ®an see some way ahead, but |
| think the map who says he can see
some way ahead |s a charlatan.

We must not begin to think what
we are going tc do In the future un-
til we have got this country a great
deal straighter thap It is now.

We have got our ecomnomie »olicy
thrgugh as a pational government
in a way we never could have got It
through as a party. We have got It
working now with the approbation
ot practically the whole country, and
tor that reason It 18 very unlikely to
be upset by any future government
unless it fails of Its purpose.

If it falls—well, then | cannot see
what lles belore this country. Every-
thing, except what we have dope,
has been tried, and the attempls
have all ended in fallure and in dis-
aster.

Don't let pames distract you.
There are things happening in the
industry of the world today that vill
undoubtedly lead In the course of the
next generatlon to some form of con-
trol, and Internalional control. Don't
run away with the idea that thia ls
soclalism, Soclallsm has no mean-
ing today Io the economics of this

country.

First Politiclan—="1 suppose ¥You
have said things that yon were sor
ry for?"

Sacond Politiclan—"0h, yes, but
1 bave always managed to show
that 1 was misquoted.”

@

Each df the nunemployed mer in Bo-
livia is entitled to obtaln from the
Government the gold washing rights
of five acres in La Paz area.

&

Wit is an unexpected explosion ol
thought.

L 8

Fredericton, New Brunswick., —
Creamery butter production in New
Brunswick in September amounted to
217,000 pounds, an increase of 63.2 per
cent, over the output of September,
1931. The increase for the nine months
to September 30 amounted to 10.6 per
cent, production being 2,140,926
pounds.

*

| Montreal, Quebec.—For the first

time in its history, the port of Mont-
mummmﬁhqm&r.lr

in

port
tons

inumerable obstacles

j to-the-minute

New Gloves

Mystery gloves, fashloned ol
extra thin black silk lace, are all
the rage in Paris at the moment.
They are said to enhance Lhe
whit?ness of arms and bands.

%
Map Making Today

Making a map of the world is no
longer simply a matter of cloistered
draftsmen, dificulties encountered by
the National Geographical Soclety in
completing their recently published
world map demonstrated.

the final weeks of publication of the
map in order to make changes neces
sitated by new developments in the
complicated maze of Iinternational re-
lations, and by unexpected changes in
names of cities. was only one of In-
faced in the
society’s task of trying to make an up-
plcturization of the
world,
Probably the

most Lrying task of

lthﬂ numerous preliminary details, the

soclety said, was that of obtaining the
correct spellings of names of cities
and countries. The Japanese Embas-
8¥, on one occasion, in order to deter
mine whether a final “0" should be
placed on the word “Manchukuo,"” was

world. The answer was “yes.”

Many pnames, which have been [a
miliar to the world at large for cen
luriea, fail to appear on this latest
map, In their place appear other
names, unrecognizable to most people.
For example, “Nizhni Novgorod,”
famed for centuries as a great Russian
city, now appears as “"Maxim Gorkl."”
The Hague is now *“’'s Gravenhage,”™
altbhough the former name fs listed in
parenthesis to help the reader. Swyr-
no is listed under it: newest name—
“lzmir." .
| The physical problem of printing
the map and distributing it was in it
self no mean task. More than forty-

were used in makiog it, and more than

5,000,000 impressions were made, dur-

ing which process the sheets traveled

an estimated total distance of more
than 2,669 miles. Nearly two tons of

could be mistakeq for the voice of the

which they are rung, as are .he bells

crash that sends Saint Ma.k's pigeons
circling upward f(rown the Plazza, or
w eth:r i* be the suarling roar ol the

music adds

much to the e~mplex charm of the

hear the metallic clanguor as many |
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