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APRIL ESCAPADE

By KATHLEEN NORRIS

sHow would you know -your &wn
heart?” Mrs. O'Hara said then, slow.;
1y, dabiously. But’she. had laid nne!
hand upon the big square shoulder of
the coat, just the same. “How wouid
she kpnow hers, anl you =and she
strangers this fortnight a-gore?? she
asked.

o’

SYNOPEIS,

Mary Kate O'Mara, engaged to Cass
Xeating, agrees to play the part of Chrls
Steyaes’ wife and meet the Countess
Marka at Burlinggame, Then she goes o
Steynes' home to sleep overnight. Dur-
ing the mnight her brother, Martin, not
knowing t.e¢ circumstances, breaks into
Steynes’ house and is shot as a burglar.
Upon her return to her home, Mary finls
#he has fallen in love with Steynes.
Then Mary, Martin, Cass and Chris meet
at the O'Hara home and during the dls-
cussion the Widow O'Hara walks in and
demands t. know what the trouble is
Ehe declares she believes Mary kKate in-
nocent of any wrongdeing. Then Chris
asks Mary to marry him.

Gﬁ:&PTER NLIL—(Cont’d.)
-#and you're not afraid, dear?”
nsked. Chris. ;
. #Yas," she said, with the first flash
of matural laughter she had shown

tonight. “I'm horribly afraid! I know
1’11 make mistakes, 1’1l be snubbed—

“And after a few ycars, you may
not love me any more than lots and
lots of men love their wives after 2
few years—" he added, suddenly
grave,

“But this thing,” she said, her
fingers in a clutchiag pressure, over
her heart, “this thing has got—to he
quieted. 1t is like a pam!”

He dropped her hands, and turned
toward her mother; he was on one
knee, beside the older woman's chair.

“Mrs, O'Hara,” he said, “may 1
have her?”

There was a long pause, and in it

SChristie’s
Arrowroots

—_———

Cass Ken'_ting slipped quictly from the
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1 te Mother,” he explained.

- 1 * durable because of ils

“1'' be very good to her; che'll be
ithe most spoiled—the most loved
woman in the world,” Chris promised
humbly.

“You'd say that now-=" the mothcr
=aid, not unkindly.

“But I mean it,” he persisted.

“You're rich,” Mrs. O'Hara mused,
studying his face, with her own plain
face very sober. “You're very rich,
but there's other things but viches.
row do 1 know that you're fit for a
little girl like my Molly?”

] krow what you think of me)”
.Chris answered, looking straight into
her eves. “And some of it’s true. But
not—the worst things. T've never
wanted—girls, much. I'm idle. I play
cards, and polo, and tennis, and golf,
and the tables at Monte Carlo— but
the only woman who ever had a hold
on me is—well, Mary met her! And
she isn’t afraid of the Countess
Marka” % 4

Suddenly Mrs, O'Hara’s face quiv-
eved, and her eyes brimmed with tears.
“1t*d be what Mary Kate wanted,
in the long last!” she said, unsteadily.
Che got up and went into the bed-
room that adjoined the kitchen.

Tom. kissed his sister, laughed a
raw, bewildered laugh, lumbered on
‘his own way to bed.
“Don’t you care, Molly!” he said.
“It's the darndest break 1 ever
saw!” Martin commented, from his
chair. He gripped the chair-arm with
nis right hand, got to his feet, balanc-
wounded arm. “I'm going in to talk
Mary Kate, her sapphire eyes
starry, was standing by the sink,
watching the emptying room as a child
watches a Christmas Tree.
“Mother’ll be all right!"™ Martin
predicted. : '
“Oh, yves, she'll be all right!” Mary
Kate whispered back. . '
4She’s worried about Uncle Robert.
Wouldn’t you know he’d choose Holy
Week to die in!" Martin commented.

“Wouldn’t you know it?"

But in her aching heart ghe
thought: .“It doesn’t matier what
Uncle Robert does now, or whether
Regina writes her composition, or
Lennihan has a grocery sale. 1t
doesn't matter whether the Geary
Street car is erowded or not, on a
weck-day morning. The rents of the
new apartments don’t matter to mc
_any more. And my best slippers with
the loose heel I was going to have
fixed, and mother’s new meat-chopper,
and being in the play of the Church
-Dramatie Club—all gone! - All gone!”

She and Chris were alone in the
kitchen,

“Do you think it’s the darndest
break you ever saw, too, Mary?” he
asked.

“I'm a little—scared,” she admitted,
with a lavgh. *

He held ber hands, and her brigzht
hair fell bael: as she Jooked up at hin.

“Are you seared, Chris?”

“1'm happy,” he snswered simply

“Yes. I'm terribly happy, too.
IPm—" Mary Kate turned away with
a little shrug, despairing of express-

i - : o
kitchen, without ;anyone noting Bis !
going. the said.

the April dark.

*breathing it in, their hands locked,

ing himself carefully, because of tne|, |
-er we delay, the more time there i3

ing berself. “It bad to be like this,”

From the pegs 'n the little passaze
she caugzht a loose brown coat. Tom's
<oat, as it happened, and slipped into
it.

“Come out in the yard a minute,”
che raid.

They went out into the narrow
space beiween the shabby fences,
where there were-barrels, clotheslines,
sheds, poles, and the children’s scoot-
ers and coasters.

" Chris put his arm about her, and;
they looked up at the the great block
of apartment houses on Geary strect,
rising tiers of little squares of pale
gold marking the lines of windows,
higher and higher against the darx
blue sky. The great electric light sign
flashed and wheeled and dimmed un-
tiringly, in the night. Motor cars
honked in the street, whizzed, and
were gone, and the feet of pedestrians
chipped on the sidewalk, beyvond the
fence. vk .
,But millions of stacs throbbed over-
head, and the soft scarf of the Milky
Way hung low and glittering, close to
the warm spring world. The banksia
rose by the kitchen doorway, the great
gnarled lilac by the fence, the “mock-
orange' that, covered with creamy
blooms, stood cloze to the porch steps,
all helped to scent angd make magical

. Chris and Mary Kale Stoed silent,

her upflung head resting against his
shoulder, for a long while.

“What are we going to do next,
Chris?"”

“Get married, aren’t we?”

“l suppose so.” Her voico was
dreamily confidént, like the voice of
a protected child,

“Tomorrow, don’t you think”
- “"Tomorrow!”
“Well, why not? You see tha long-

for newspaper reporters, and fuss,
znd .ablegrams and telegrams and
what-not—"

“Oh, horrors!” Mary Kate shud-
dered. )

“Ought you do anything about Keat-
ing?"’

“About—17" _

“Keating, Cass Keating.”

“Oh—0Qh, ves; I cught to write him.
I'll write him tonight.”

“And tomorrow night we’ll go to—
witere? Where do people go, here in
California? - Shall we go in the car?”

"“Ha! We have a car.” It amused
hev, ]
" "You'll have yvou rown car.”

“1 cun drive it,” she reflected aloud,
simply.

“In summer you can. In winter
you'll have to. have a driver.” '

“Chris!" _

“Don’: you like thatl idea?”

It had silenced her. She was re-
flecting. ' '

“Will I have to have a maid?”

“Oh, 1 think so, Mary.” '

“Ha'!” she exclaim:d again,
time with a sigh. _

“What time do you think the City
Hall opens?” Chris asked.

"TEH;" R .

“Then I'l be here at quarter of
ten. And if there’s any special per-
son you want to marry us—"

“There is."”

“Then telephone him, and arrange
it, will you?” -

“Will your mother-hate me?”

#She’ll neither hate you nor like
you. We'll visit her, and the Count,
in Paris. He'll like you, never fear.
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' about persoms she knows, and they’ll
take us to the races, and to dinner|

mother, She’ll want to falk f,:]nthEﬂ
with you, any gossip you can pick up

at some Russian place.”

“And your father?”

“Dad’s absorbed in Madeleine, She’s
about twenty-six, and rather large,
and blond—regular Sivede blond, and
she lisps. She’s the girl who—but you
wouldn’t remember that. She’s ihe
girl’ who sang’ Wouldn’t You Choose
the Blues to Lose Your Heart To? two
years ago. But you'll like Dad, He's
sery businesslike and square and ali
that.

“And T have a sweet old grand-
mother, who runs a cattle farm over in
New Jersey,” Chris went on with
sudden enthusiasm. “You will love
them all—I mean the people who work
for her, and the calves and the horses
and everything! Your little sisters—
we ougrht to get them on there, some-
time—" .

For a long minute she was silent.

CHAPTER XLIL.

“Chris, are we.erazy?” .

“I am,” he admitted. “T intend 2o
remain co. I feel as if I was born
again! I start fresh tomorrow. I'm
going to do different things, go after
different things. These's something to
work for—I tell you I'm different. And
besides, what do we care if they all
fuss and talk.and get photographs
and rant around?” he demanded, cour-
ageously, “And what do you aare if
my mother and aunts like you or not?”

“Qh, but 1 do care!” Mary Kale
answered promptly. “That’s going to
be part ¢f—the fun,” she predicted,
youthfully. “I'm going in for all this
—tremendously, .Chris. I'm going to
dress smartly—but plainly, you know.
I'm going to speak French and Ger-

He's fifteen years younger than my|

What caxe before: Captain Jimmy sand
Scottie becawme lost in the darkness while
11-ing over tha Chiness war zone. Np
landing, they are captured by Chlouse
bandlte. Captain Jimmy escapes and
plans to set frea the remainder of his
party.

Cautfously 1 moved toward the
camp. The fires had burped to em-
bers and new and then flamed up
fitfully. Certainly the outlaws wouldn't
be looking for an escaped prisoner
prowling around :heir tents at that
~hour, '

Rolled near the fargest of the fires,

% lay the figure of
Ngad a2 man. Carefully
# I crawled nearer.
o A small twig

8 broke under my
# knee and I stop-
RGN ped, motionless,
g3\ not even breath-
e iny for a minute
il T = or l\‘;ﬂt

As 1 wiggled closer I could make
out his features — Sure enough, it
was poor old Fu Hsu (Foo Sco) the
interpreter. He was cramped and
so0 cold and scared, 1 held up a
finger in p warning, and worked my-
self along tp a point where I could
cut his bonds with o jack knife,

“A11 asleep?’ 1 whispered.

He nodded. Quietly we crept
away toward the cool spring. The
fresh, cold water revived him won-
derfully. He drank as though he
never intended to stop. Then I
guestioned him,

“What happened to Scottie? The

dog. Bow-wow 7" ‘
«Blandit hit him on the ‘head—
doz he bite blandit. Tie dcg to

tree. No idea where doggie.”
“And the Colonel?” 1 asked.
“Colonel, he Dblandit, now.
Cook,” whispered the interpreter,
“He'll probably make a better
bandit than a Colonel.” :
Meanwhile, a plan ha¢ been form-
ifg in my mind. Quietly we picked
our way to where the Burros were
hiteched. We tied a dozen of them
tozether so they would lead in a line.
The other burres ~e cut loose, So it
would take tims for the bandits—to
catch them and get on our traijl.
Takinz the halter of the lead bur-
ro, -1 headed down the valley that
Jed through the cleft in the moun-
tains. Fn brought up the rear with
two more -burros—their lead roOpes
tied around his waist for fear he
might drop it!  He was the most

He

hopeless Chinese 1 ever saw,

Loose stones began rolling, and
the burros instead of walking on
their tip toes, seewmed to stamp
alopg on thefr heels. You know
how loud everything sounds when
you want to be quiet, and it certaln-
ly seemed as If the nolse we were
making must wake the whole camp.

Finally we cams to the Dparrow
defile. Beyond that nolch there was
a bit uf a plateau. "It was here that
the bandit guard would be.

The oandits had just risen to their
fect at the sound of our burros com-
inz throuzh the pass. Plainly they
were puzzled, Had we come riding
out Inio tLem like a whirlwind, they
would have understood, and started
firing on us. But here was =~ string
of burros peacefully wending their
way into the lizht of their camp fire.

Leaning forward from the neck of
my burro, 1 pricked the last of the
string with my- jack-knife, With a
shrill ery he jumped against the

Yiext one ahead, wheo in turn rushed

the next. In & moment they were
in headlong flight.

They scattered right and lelt
among the bandits, and when a burro
failed to bowl one over, the rope
caught his feet and tripped him.
Then, in the midst of the uproar, we
dashed out yelling. The rout was
complete, _We just waited long en-
ough to grab a rifle and went on a
mad seramble down the mountain
side.

Mile after-mile we rode at break-
neck pace. [Far back up the valley
the whole bandit camp were in hot
pursuit. When my burro showed
gigns of- slackening speed, I thump-
ed him in the ribs and off he went
again amid a shower of dust m:_d
loose stones. '

Rounding a corner we came sud-
denly to a rail-
road  track,
where five or
-gix decrepit old
freicht cars
stopd, and a
o rickety old en-
W cine. We could
£ hear the hoofs

of the .outlaws'
burros pounding down the valley as
we reached the cars. 1. leaned over
and grabbed Fu by the slack of
his pants, .As 1 heaved to pull
him in, a dark body came hurtling
in, caught me amidships, and over
we all went in a pile on the floor.

(To be continued)
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“Why colored? To save the child’s
eyes?”?

They were both laughing, and. for
an inst. ¢ his brown lean cheek touch-
ed her satin-smooth fair one and her
silky hair brushed his check,

“No, but becafse thev're o kind o
babies,” she ~explained seriously.
“We'll have a country place—" '

“My grandmother Vreeland's
place—" = Z

(To be continued.)

No Hard | FFeelings.—Lady—"Have
you ever been offered work?” Tramp
—"“Only once, madam.
that, I've met with nothing but kind-
ness.—Hudson Star, .

s
L]

Checking Up on MMa.—Mother—
“Why are yon reading that book on
the education of children?’ Son—*To
sée if you are bringing me up proper-
ly."'—Utica Press. -
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Issues have a way of disappearing
after election and never coming up for
decision.—Calvin Coolidge.
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Not the eye but the spirit furnishes
the best proof of theories.—Albert
Einstein,
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Here is a never-failing
form of relief from
sciatic pain:

Toke Aspirin tablets and you'll avoid
ncedless suffering from sciatica—Jum-

" bago—and similar . excruciating pains,

: They

do relieve; they don’t do any harm.
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man like a native—"" .-

German like a French native—"
“Ah, well, you can be funny, but
you wait and eee! And I'm going to
tave a houseful of children—boys in
linen auits, and girls in fuzzy hair,

" ISSUE No. 20—31"
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colored nurse—""

- “French like a German native and -

and smocks, and a fat baby with aj!
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Ancient of Arts

Aviation Now Demands
Special Maps Outlining
Course of Flights

Map making Is commonly credited
with being one of the most anclent of
the arts. The desire to fllustrate his
travels, or to boast of them vrobably
induced early man to put his Ideay
down in the form of primitive sketch-
iogs which may be considered as thg
forerunners of our maps of to-day.
These crude beginnings presendy
gave way to more permanent forms
such as recording on the skins ef ani-
male, graving on wood or stone (asz
with the early Chinese maps), aud
painting on silk or cloth which de-
veloped later into printing ou paper,
Although map making is one of the
most ancient of the arls, jt nevey
ceases to reach out for new and mods
ern ideas together with better methods
of applying such ideas to its own pur-
poses. A generation ago the scienco
of heavierthan-air aviation was not
yet born. XNow, however, aviation has
progressed so fay that it is a commer-
cinl actunality, with aerial photography,
for mapping as one of its offspring.
In the matter of map production,
aviation has reached the stage of de-
manding for itself. The Topographl
cal Survey, Department of the Interior,
has just issued a strip map covering
the aerial mail route from Winnipeg
to Regina. This map is in two secs
tions which may be joined together
to make-one long sirip. One side of
the. map presents information of in-
terest to the aviator—high wvoltage
transmission lines which are always
dangerous for the airman, -airports,
light-beacons, seaplane anchorage, and
air lanes—all in glaring red. Other
important features from the airman’s

that the map can be easily read as the
rouie is flown. Fourteen colors in all
are usoed, Elevations are indicated in

ures. On the other side of the map
is shown a profile of the whole route
and large scale drawings of airports
and intermediate aerodromes in regu-
lar order.

Mouse Is Iielicacy‘
" On Animal Menu

', f
That the wee mouse is the piece de
resistance on the lunch-counter of wild
life would appear from a bulletin just
issued by the

of Forestry, Syracuse, N.Y.

The bulletin contains a study by,
Robert T. Hatt, field naturalist of the
station, entitled “The Biology of the
Voles of New York"™. The word voles
is a general term including certain
mouse-like rodents. Birds, beasts and
reptiles have an irresistible [ondness
for mice as food. Through this natural
tendency, if not interfered with by,
man, the control of the depredations
of meadow mice and their relatives is
comparatively a simple problem.

Orchards, nurseries, garden crops,
small forest trées and sometimes other
agrieultural products may be damaged
by mice. But in most eases, it will be
found that man is to blame and not
mice, becanse man has destroyed the
natural enemies of this rodent which,
in some cases, has resulted in mice
epidemics.

At least nine different specles of
enakes thrive dn mice. Even the bull-
frog and the ‘turtle take their t{olk
Hawks and owls destroy large nun
bers of mice Many  mammals Irom

| the weasel up to the bear consider the

field mouse a choico morsel. But the
tremendous mortality - of this little
ground dweller 'is taken care of DY
nature for he-is a prolific breeder and
he, therefore, sometimes Dbecomes @
source of considerable damage to thoe
farmer.
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The English Woods _

in the Springtime
I- like the English woods in spring-
time, for ‘then .the earth is .carpeted
with fern and velvet moss and in iis
softness grow clusters of primroses

scenting all the alr, I Jove the springy
softness of the turf as 1 kneel to pick

|the dainty yellow flowers one by onc.

I love to lie and dream, just in this
mossy sunlit dell all among the gsecret
woodsy things!
- From where 1 lie, just through the
trees 1 see a peep of meadow land.
gomething stirs.., Ah! 'Tig a lark!
Sep how . she soars—up and up and
ever higher., Iave you ever seen an
English lark rising from meadow in
the spring, warbling all her love for
England to the skies?
1 Jove this English wood because
here, among its thousand hidden joys,
you can forget the world. Here where
all its falry nature fills zour heart
with tender love for all mankind, you
can make big resolves. ...
See how the sunheams flicker
throngh the leafy glades . . . a heo
drones from flower to flower gathering
honey . ... a bulterfly flulters over a
wood violet . . . the leaves begin to
rustle with a breeze . . . o chesthut
falls. ... Ilove the Englisn woods In
gpringtime—M.5.T., In "TEke Christian.
Seience Monitor.” .
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There can he no concert in (wo,

where there is. no concert In one.—
R. W. Emerson. :
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Map Making Most ;.

viewpoint are shown in bold colors so-

steps of 500 feet by different tints,.
quick changes being shown by hach-

Roosevelt Wild Life
| Station at the New York State College-
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