LYXROPSIS.

Om a bleax English winter's afternoan
A& party of nelghbors, gathered at the
heme ol Mrs. Willett and her danghter
Viclel, in the village of Sittaford nvar
Dartmoor, %o n te iable tipping for
Amusement Rl TecElve A MessaEge Thit
Captaln Trevelyan has been murd:-e.),

CHAPIER 17— (Conl d.)

“Look here,” gaid Ronnie.
his hands from e table. “I call this
& rotten jJoke.” His voice trembled.

“Turn up the lights,” said Mr. Ry-
croft.

Major Burnaby rose and did so. The
sudden glare revealed a company of
pale uneaszy faces,

Everyone londed at each other.
Somehow—nobody nquite knew what to
say.

“Silly nonsense,” said Mrs. Willett.
“Nobody cught &—bo make jokes like
that.”

“l wasn't shoving,” =aid Ronnie,
feeling unspoken criticism leveled at
Bim. “l swear 2 wasn't.”

“l ean say the szame, s=aid
Duke. “And you, Mr. Ryeroft?”

“Certainly not,” =aid Mr. Rycroft
warmly.

“You don't think 1I'd make a joke
of that kind, do you?”" growled Major
Burnaby. “Rotten bad taste.”

“Violet, deape"

“1 didn't, Mother. Indeed I didn't.
| wouldn't do such a thing.” The girl
was almost tearful,

Everyone wap smbarrissed. A sud-
den blight had some ovey the cheerful
party.

Major Burnaby pushed back his
chair, went to t&e window gnd pulled
aside the curtain. He stood there look-
imgg out with kis back to the room,

“Twenty-five minutes past five”
said Mr. Ryeruls glancing up at the
tlock. He compared it with his own
watch and somehow everyone felt that
ihe action was significant 1n some way.

“let me see,” gaid Mre, Willett with
forced cheerfulness, *] we'dl
better have cocktanls,

The =ituation grew a little rasier.

“Well.” =aid HRonnie,
glass, “Here's how.”

The others tesponded—all
pilent figure by the window

"“illji! Burn:w. Here's v
il

The Major
plart. He turned slowly,

“Thank you, M. Willett. Not for
me.” He looked once more out into
the night then came slowly back to
the group by the fire, “Many shank.
bor a very pleasamt time, Good night.”

“You're not going?

“Sorry, Mrs. Willett—but
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to tell you the truth 1'm
well, I'd like to be sure that Joe Tre-
velyan’s all right. Silly superstition
sned all that—but there it 18, Natur-
ally, 1 den't in this tommy rot
—hut—’

velieve

“But you can't telephone
where. There's not such :
Bittaford.”

“That'=s Just A=
phone, I'll have to go.”

“G:o—but vou couldn't get car
down that road! Elmer wouldn't take
hi= car out on sudd a night.”

Elmer was the proprietor of the
sole car in the place, an aged Ford,
hired 2t a kandsome price by those
who wizshed to go into Exhampton,

“No, car's out of the question
My two legs will take me there, Mrs.
Willett,”
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Ryeroft had looked up at the ‘-h}

“It is going to snow,” he murmured
b Mr. Duke. “And it will begin long
before he gpets to Exhampton, 1—I
h}g} he gete there all right."

i

ke frowned,
“] know. 1 feel 1 ought to have
¢ with him,
El':t' Jone #0.”

One of us cught to

“Most distressing,” Mrs. Willett
wae =aying. “Most distressing. Vio-
jet, 1 will net have that silly game
played again. Poor Major Burnaby
will probably plunge into a snowdrift

x her
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wav. 1he olthers retur

e Nre,

—or if he doesn't he'll dié of the cold

and exposure. At his age, too. Very

foolish of him to geo off lixe that. Of
is perfectly

eourse, Captain Trevelyan
all right.”

Everyone ecioeds
§ “OF annveg ?

But even now they did not feel real-
ly too comfortable.

Supposing something had happened
te Captain Trevelyzn. . . Supposing!

CHAPTER Il

Two and a half hours later, just be-
fore eight o'clock, Major Burnaby,
hurricane lantern in hand, his head
dropped forward so as not to meet the
blinding drive of the snow, stumbled
up the path to the door of Hazelmoor,
the semall house tenanted by Captain
Trevelyan.

The snow had begun to fall about
an hour ago—great blinding flakes of
it. Major Burnaby was gasping,
emitting the loud sighing gasgs of an
utterly exhausted man. He was numb-
ed with cold. He stamped his feet,
blew, puffed, snorted and applied a
numbed finger to the bell push,

The bell trilled shrilly.

Burnaby waited. After a pause of
a few minutes, as nothing happened,
b » pushed the bell again.

Once more there was no stir of life,

Burnaby rang a third time. This
time he kept his finger on the bell.

It trilled on and on—but there was
#till no sign of life in the house,

There was a knocker on the door.
Major Burnaby seized it and worked
it vigoirouely, producing a noise like
thunder.

And still the little house remained
silent as the dead.

The Major desisted. He stood for
a moment as though perplexed—then
he slowly went down the path and out
at the gate, continuing on the road
he had come towards Exhampton. A
hundretl yards brought him to the
emall pollee station.

He hesitated again, then finally
raade up his mind and entered.

Constaple Graves, who knew the
Major well, rese in astonishment.

“Well, 1 never, sir, fancy you being
out on a night like this.”

“Look here,” =aid Burnaby curtly.
“I've been ringing and knocking at the
captain’s house and I can’t get any
ADSWer,

“Why, of coarse, it's Friday,” said
Graves who knew the habits of the
two pretty well. “But you don’t mean
t¢ say you've actually come down from
Sittaford on a night like this? Surely
the captain would never expect you."
“Whether he's expected me or not,
I've come,” said Burnaby testily. “And
as I'm telling vou, I can't get in. @'ve|
rung and knocked and nobody an-
Ewers,”’

Some of his uneasiness seemed to
commanicate itzelf to the policeman.
“That’'s odd,” he said, frowning,.
“Of course it's odd,” said Burnaby. |
“Think. he might have been taken
bad?" The policeman’s face brighten-
“I'l try the telephone.” It stood
He took it up and gave

ed.
at his ¢elbow.
the numbér.
Byt to the telephgpe, as 10 the rony,
deorbesl, Captain TP'E-'I-'t”.:.'H.Ig rave no
DIy,
“1a { &s tholgh he had been taken
bad,” %aid Graves as he replaced the
receiver. “And all alone in the house,
too. We'd best get hold of Dr. War-
ren and take him along with us.”

Dr. Warren's house was almost next
door to the [Hrti.l.'t' Flﬂl:.l-ﬂ. The doctor
was just sitting down to dinner with
his wife and was not best pleased at
the summons, The snow was still
falling.

“Damnable night,” murmured the
doctor. “Hope you haven't brought
me out on a wild goose chas>. Trevel-
yan's as strong as a horse. Never has
anvthing the matter with him."”

Burnaby did not reply.

Arriving at Hazelmoor once
they again rang and knocked,
elicited no response,

The then sugpested
round 1« of the
wWindows,

Easier t than the door,

There was a side door which they
tried on the way, but it too was lock-
ed, and presently they emerged on
the snow-covered lawn that led up to
the back windows. Suddenly Warren
uttered an exclamation.

“The window of the
apen ?

True enough, the window, a Frencn
one. was standing ajar. They quicken-
ed their stepe, On a night like this,
me. one in his sense would open a win-
dow. Tlere was a light in the room
that streamed out in & thin yellow

mo e,

but

FoIng
back

(MCTOT
the house one

{pid

study—it's

band.

The three wen arrived simultan-
eously at the window—Burnaby was
the first man to enter, the coustable
hard on his heels,

They both stopped dead inside and
something like a muffled cry came
{47 the ex-soldier. In another mo-
ment Warren was beside them, and
saw what they had seen.

Captain Trelevyan lay on the floor,
fass downwards, His arms gprawled
widely. The room was in confusion—
drajpers of the bureau pulled out, pa-
pers lying about the floor. The win-
dow deside them was splintered where
it had been forced near the lock. Be-
side Captain Trevelyan wa' a dark
greas baize tube about two inches im
dameter. ;

Wi-ven sprang forward. He knelt
down by the prostrate figure.

(A= -ninute sufficed. He rose to his
feet, %ig face pale.

i T s i vl b

gull
Skims the green level of the lawn, his

wing
Dispetals roses,
framed
Of kneaded brick and the plumed
mountain pine,
Such clay as artists fashion and such
' wood
' As the tree-climbing urchin breaks,
But there
Eternal granite hewn from the living
isle
And dowelled with brute iron, rears a
tower
[Thnt from its wet foundation to its
Crown
glittering glass,
sweep of winds,
Immovable, immortal, eminent.
—From “The Poems and Ballads of
Robert Louis Stevenson.”
<>

Collecting Fad Proves
Not For Wealthy Alone

New York.—It is possible to be-
come a collector and assemble a col-
lection without spending one penny,
according to members of the collec-
tors’ group at the American Woman’s
Association. Ever since September a
group of about 30 collectors have
been meeting once each month at the
association to compare their treas-
ures and to relate the experiences
they have had in gathering them.
And while one of them has price-
less old lace and another has old fur-
niture, both of them confess to hav-
ing inherited their possessions so
they have spent nothing. Another of
the group has picked up shells at the
seaside on various vacation trips. The
mounted shells shown interested her
fellow collectors quite as much as
some of the costly articles owned by
other members,

In the group there are women who
spend all day in offices and utilize
their collections as hobbies for their
few hours of recreation. There are
housewives who brighten the mono-
tony of routine tasks by collecting
Chinese textiles or old rings. And
then there are women of independent
income who can add to their collec-
tions as they like.

There is an artist who has co'lee-
tions of old ringe, Chinese prints,
textiles, thells, and Chinese costumes,
a playwright whose interest is in lace
and old jewelry, a librarian who
owns priceless family lace, a genelo-
gist who is just interested in collec-
tions but doesn’t have one herself, a
teacher who owns pewter, furniture,
and Chinese textiles, and a whiter
who buys old jewelry.

At each meeting one type of col-
lection is chosen as the subject and
owners bring vhat they have to
show.
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New Rail Coach Streamlined

A new sixtv.-foot streamlined rail-
road coach only a quarter the weight
of a standard coach and seat.ag forty-
two persons is being tried out. A Jow
%!’ﬁj’il}' center adds safety and the

ody Is of aluminidm.
?.;‘- e .
London Baby Clinic in 1816
It has just been discove:.:d that in
1816 London had a baby clinic where

mothers could take their children and
receive advice.
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Speaking much is a sign of vanity,;
for he that is lavish in words is a nig-
gard in deed.—Sir Walter Raleigh,

Here all is sunny, and when the truant |

Romance of Eighties
Revived Again
Wedding Bells Ring Out for
Lord St. Leven and |

Dowager Countess
A 75-vear<old peer and a 72-year-

of Dartney
old peeress arg honeymooming in
Europe this month, after a secretl
wedding at the parish <church of
Newhaven, Sussex, a coulle of weeks |
ago climaxed their half-century of
romance, interrupted for 40 Yyears
when each married another person,

The wedding broaght together
Brigadier-General Lord 8St. Levan,
owner of St. Michael's Mount, Corn-
wall, {sland estate op which a castle
rears precipitously from the sea, and
Julia, Dowager Countess of Dartrey.

Only 12 close relatives of the eld-
erly couple were present at the wed-
ding and a woman relative “gave
away"” the bride who is a grand-
mother, Even servants of the count-
ess were surprised, they told a re-
porter who discovered, two days late,
that the marriage had taken place.

The romance started when Lord
St, Levan, then a Guards officer in
his early 20's met Miss Julia Womb-
well, daughter of the late SBir George
Wombwell, For a considerable time
the two were geen together at most
gmart functions and society wagged
its head, prophesying wedding bells,
They parted, however, and £oon
pretty Julia Wombwell married the
Earl of Dartrey,

For 10 vears Lord St. Levan Te-
mained a bachelor. He went to
Egvpt and had a distinguished mili-
tary career, Then he married Lady
Edith Edgecumbe, a daughter of the
Ear! of Mount Edgecumbe, They had
two daughters,
Lord Dartnev had died in 1920,

Michael's Mount. Uniformed oars-
men rowed her from the mainland,
Later Lord St. Levan visited her in
London. From reminiscencesg of their
former association romance reformed, |

They were married by gpecial li-‘
cense of the Archbizhop of Canter-
bury, Lord St. Levan's daughter,
Hon -Hilaria St. Aubyn, was “best
man,” She handed over-the ring Aat|

the appropriate moment.
L]
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Trousered Marlene Dietrich
Jeered by Paris Crowd|

Paris.—Marlene Dietrich, the SCTEEN |

star. followed by her husband and 17
trunks, arrived here from Hollywood
and was jeered by a large crowd at St
[.azaire station.
The German actress was garbed in
chocolate polo coat, beret, and
shoes. and a man's lounge suit, of
pear] grey. She wore huge goggles.

Miss Dietrich attracted the biggest |
battery of photographers since Col.
Charles A. Lindbergh flew the Atlan-
tic. She was tired from the voyage
over, she said, and proceeded to Ver-

[
sailles, a suburb. |

g

Unearth Old B:ledul

Gananoque, Ont.—Workmen repair-
ing pathways in the town park hETEi
dug up an old American medallion
dated 1863. One side bore the inscrip-
tion “The Union Must and Shall Be
Preserved.—Jackson.” On the reverse
was the date, a statue of & man on
horseback and the worde “First in
War and First in Peave.”

a

=

Garbo Is Back!
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She died in 1931. go ! naturalist one must be a strol-
'
The Dowager Countess visited St)squatter in every : 1se of the word—

' ship of a spider, or spend a whole

| §hall not a moment's peace he
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The Joys of

i?.xpl;rratioh |

The joys of exploration are as var-
jed as the numbers and characters of
the explorers themselves, and the joys
change during the lifetime of each
person. 1 can remember the time
when my greatest ambition was to
be the first to step upon some tropi-
ctl desert island, or to penetrate to
where no white maa's foot had ever
trod. Then came the period of peri-
patetic journeys, of covering as
much ground as possible in a given
time. But I soon found that the isl-
and might be “desert” in very truth,
with no return in scientific loot, and
the thrill soon passed of encircling a
sandy pit and seeing none but one’s
own footprints. I came to learn that
worthwhile observations of birds and
animals and insects were great in
proportion to the smallness of terri-
tory covered. One might shoot a
large parrot or catch a brilliant but-
terflr as one travelled, but to go
slowly or to sit quietly was to invite
the acquaintanceship of many rare
and interesting creatures. To be a
still a

or a creeper, or better

never a traveller.

Then came joys within joys. For
to be a squatter alone is only the be-
ginning. We can divide our observa-
tions into static and dynamic. We
car. wait for hours and days for the
glimpse of a bird, or for the court-

right of the full moon in hopes of
seeing a jaguar or a vapock, not
from the point of view of a man, but
from that of another jaguar or an-
other water opossum. This method is
of vital importance, and probably
four-fifthe of creative study of life
historiee must be gleaned in this
manner. But there remains a residue
of technique which excels all. . . . .
It is the supreme achievement, the
essence of intelligent deduction,
which, when successful, bringe to us

& great feeling, never of conceit or
egotism, but of gratitude, of awe, at
" aving been permitted somewhat to
enter into the very life feelings and
intimate habits of wilderness folk.

A vocal bond is an
relationship. It is probably that
every creature which has ears and
can become audible has some sound
to which it will react at once, and
toward which it will immediately fly
or run or creep or hop.. With the
miserable range of whistled or ut-
tered tones which is our degenerate
heritage we can rarely command or
put this into practice, One of my
first successes was the master sound
of the chickadee. One could whistle
chicka-dee-dee-dee-dee until Parus-
perfect and be rewarded by hardly
a turn of the head. But in an un-
seasonable February thaw, when one
felt .epring and dreamed spring, but
knew better than to say Spring, if
we wetted our lips very carefully and
holed down the finest -whistle dia-
phragm, the resulting high, two-
toned phoe-be! might bring a black-
cap to our very face, My happiest
refinement of this was when I learn-
ed to bring a jungle wren of the gen-
us Leucolpia to my feet from a quar-
ter mile distance across a tropical
swamp, by a single, almost inhuman-
ly high tone: and this is one of the
wariest of wrens, most difficult to
sta'k. I derive a keen, childish joy
from the knowledge that if today I
erter a tropical jungle and send forth
a high, thin penny-whistle of a sound
on exactly E flat above middle C,
every sloth within hearing will either
answer or slowly and painfully begin
to turn in my direction.
above or below will be the same as
silence to these creatures, and 1 feel
mentally the richer for knowing the
piterly usecless fact of the exact mas-
ter sound of the sloths.—William
Beebe, in “Nonsuch: Land of Water.”
(New York: Harcourt Brace.)

Forests
Turn, now, tired mind unto your rest,
Within vour secret chamber lie,
Door shut, and windows curtained
lest
Footfall or
Wake you,

moonbeamy stealing by,
or night-wind sigh.

Now, Self, we are at peace—we twain,

The house is silent, €Xcept that—
hark!—

Against its walls wellg out again

That rapture in the emply dark;

Where.softly beaming, spark by spark.

The glow-worms stud the leaves with
light;
nnseen
dew—
Jasmine, convolvulus,
white,
The air with their still life endue,
And sweeten night for me and you.

flowers, refreshed with

And

glimmering

Be mute all speech; and not of love
Talk we, nor call on hope, but be—
Calm as the constant slars above—
The friends of fragile memory,
Shared only now by you and me
Thus hidden, thus eilent, while the
hours
From gloom
beat o6,

to gloom their WIDES

OUurs,

Till., faint with day, the east Ig wan,
3 7

And terrore of the dark are gone?

Nav—in the forestg of the mind
1..:::-}: beasts ag ferce As those that
iread
Earth's rock-strown

reslgned.
gtars of heaven
shed—
Bleak-eyed Remorse, I spair becowl-
ed Ip lead,
With dawn these
will go—
Though One at watch will g1i11 remain.
Till knells the, sunzel hour, and lo!
The listening "soul ©once more will
know ’
Death and his pack are hot
agaln,

to night

wilds

ng radiance

There

ravening shapes

afield

—Walter De La Mare in the London

The camera-man caught the exctic Garbo, as the waved [arewell
to passengers on the S8, Annie Johnsgon from which she disembarked

EBha wars & svaw aactoesss with walbe dnd sanowl

Spectator,
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Trucks Cross Afl'il‘-.'l
After 3500-Mile Trek

Luxor, Egypt.—The broadest part of
the African continent has been cToss-
ed.

Mr. and Mrs. T. A. Glover, Captain
BMB. Andrew and Mr. 8. Mot gan have
arrived here from Fhartum aflter

Jimmy: Ma's telin’ all de neigh
bors you're going to buy a car in &

few months.
Pop: Your Ma knows we are

going to move in the Spring and
the neighbors’ll never see us again.

-l ——-—

Mt. Everest Climbers Camp
21,000 Feet Above Sea

Calcutta, India. Twenty-one
thousand feet sbove level at ™
temperature of 20 degrees below zero,
members of this yvear's Mount Ever-
est climbing expedition established
their third camp last week,

Braving the warnings of Tibetans
that the gods of the mountains were
infuriated at the recent airplane
flights over their domain, four of the
climbers at once set
route half way to the summit, ready
for a final effort to scale the 29,000-
foot peak.

This year's expedition is ahead of
the normal climbing schedule, Tibe-
tans friendly to the <¢limbers urge
them to await the most favorable
conditions ppssible, believing that the
mountain gods are watching every
move and are ready now to wreak
vengeance on anyone avallable fog the
affront of the airplane expedition,

o o

trekking two years witn three trucks.
t During explorations in the mnorthern
half of the “Dark Continent,” they
negotiated the 3,600 miles from Dak-
kar, the farthest point west, to Ras

Trafo= dbhae sosnk assiarle maind
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(By Dick Whittington in
tian Sclence Mon" ==

2 Adelphia Terrace, Lou{"v.

Fewer top hats than w»enal marked
the 165th Private View of .. - Buu:-
mer Exhibition of the Royal Acacvem®
at Burlington House, Piccadilly. Thise
popular social function, which heralds
the opening of the London Seasob,
jg thus conforming with & growin®
tendency to dispense with traditionsd
British ceremonial ature. Po....s€
from room to room trying to digesh
as many as possible of the 1783 ap
paintings, water colors, etching, en-
gravings and sculptures, I rubbed
ghoulders with bearded artists, hatlesp
models, men with blue shirts and peb
low ties, women with short velvel
coats and long earrings, and people
whose portraits stared down at them

from the walls.

The arrangement of the pictures pro
duced some striking results, Mr. James
Maxton, Socialist member of Parlis
ment, who has hitherto fought riry
of sittting for his portralts, frowna
across at the Prince of Wales in the
robes of the Chancellor of Cape Towa
University, with two golden t&ceell
hanging over his head. A mnotable
modern treatment of ‘The Birth of
Vepus” and “Bank Holiday, Brighton,™
are in close proximity. Mr. Nevilie
Chamberlain, Chancellor of the Ex
chequer; Mr. G. Bernard Shaw and
Abe Mitchell, professional golf chane
plon, look indifferent to their cap
roundings.

a R

Sonnet Sought for Sculpture.

Paintings are not the only works ®
art to attract the attention of the Lon
don man in the street. There is, for
example, the statue of Rogpero ané
Ariel that Mr. Eric Gill has recemtly
erected over the porch of Broadcast
ing House, This statue has already
received what some people consider t(
be the highest compliment that cam b3
paid to a work of art in England; a
gentleman in the House of Common#®
| has asked for it to be removed. The
degree of public interest that semip
ture arouses is really astonishing. One
of the most highly praised of ihd
vounger British novelists told me nol
| long ago that his public was strietly
 limited: and the general public ofteg
does not even hear of plays untl
about a fortnight after they have been
taken off. But a new piece of sculp
ture is an event, If it is by Jacob Ep
stein, ghares tar and feathers show @
most remarkable rise; if by Mr. Hardb
man or Mr. Gill, the correspondence
columns of the daily papers begin to
burst with angry letters from retired
colonels in Cheltenham and North O
ford. Sculpture scems alwayvs to ha™g
possessed this faculty of exciting pege
ple. When Benvenuto Cellini was fine
ishing his statue of Perseus in the
great square of Florence the publie
came and gave him sonnets in honogr
of his work. For, says Cellinl, “ths
University of FPl=a was then in vaca
tion, and all the doctors and scholars
kept vving with each other who could
produce the best.,” What professor,
doctor, or scholar will be first in thy
field with a sonnet to Mr. Eric GI117

Prince's Cuffs Please Tailor

The sartorial success of this year's
| Royal Academy is a portrait of Prince
| George, in the opinion of a repre-
| sentative of “The Tallor and Cutter.™
Each vear this most exacting of =%
crities scrutinizes the attire of the por
trait eubjects, and his comments are
often poignant. He expresged himeel§
well pleased with Prince George's roef
er, with trim sleeve cuffs of the cor-
rect width. “An object lespon im
painting clothes correctly, wnaturally,
and agreeably,” he contended, MP
Maxton, on the other hand, he con
sidered to have been treated rathern
chabbily by Sir John Lavery, The ex
treme Jeft wing Soclalist certainly
could not be accused by hiz political
supporters of “tofling himself up” for
his esittings. Nor had his (ern coal
pocket even been mended for the o8
| casion,

' “Why,” asked the representative of
; the talloring journal, “should James byg
| ent down the corriders of time In
such gear? We know him as fearless
but he has never affronted '‘St. S'eps
ens’ (the House of Commons) with
such villainous toggery., Clvdeside I8
loyal to him, but never would il gend
him to Parliament in such rars aud
tatters.”

!

Sidewalk Art in Springtime

London does not confine ils art e
the Royal Academy or to its other ple
ture galleries, As I walked away dowe
Piccadilly I noticed four paveinent
grtists within a stone’s throw of one
another, while an enterpriging and
| ambitious painter had chalked cut 1oy
himsel! a thirtyfoot piten i yide
Park Corner. Below cach ol the ple
tures wag inscribed a ghort biography
of the atist, usnally finishing up wird
the ominous information thal the
painter had ended his career 1
poverty."”

One would imagine thal 1he
sunshine which London lLas
during the early spring would be high
ly favorable to pavement -licte
it brings out great crowds of peojle
and puts them into a good aud gouer
ous bumor. But, though the sun ma)
be & Anancial friend 1o glrea
painter, it appeurs Lo be an aesthell
enemy., At any rate, a ceriain palg
ness in the Lints of the Hyde Park Com
ner exhibition was aceounted for n
!laﬁmd boldly wrilten wunderpeall
“These piciures gre fading ian the hea
of the sun, which draws up woislure.
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