dnnwhouuok hmct.lon
“pveside jn rendering us irri-
.cion of onr too-close cas-

wmma. at the bot-
sea atmnea water. -

! 'i‘nm been not quite that, but it
almost dark. The windows were
ioblongs, black as might in the yellow
walls of O'Rourke’s bedchamber in the
d'Orient, Monte Carlo. :

have the honor to make known
you the O'Rourke of Castle
M in the county of Galway,
Jreland: otherwise and more widely

. Xnown as Colonel Terence O'Rourke;

& chevaller of the Legion of Honor of
France; sometime an officer in  the
- Porelgn Legion in Algiers; a wander-
*er, spendthrift, free-lance, cosmopol
_ite—a gentleman-adventurer, he’s been
- termed. 5 '

He was dressing for dinner.
glare of half a dozen electric bulbs dis-
“oovered him all but ready for public
appearance—not, however, guite ready.

.3n his shirt sleeves he faced a cheval-

‘glass, pluckily (if with the haggard

" . eye of exasperation) endeavoring to

“outmanpuver a demon of inanimate

perversity which had entered into his

dress tle, inciting it to refuse to as-

spme, for all his coaxing and bis strat-

' _agems, that effect of nonchalant per-

‘fection so much sought after, so sel
dom achieved.

Patently was the thing possessed

by a devil; O'Rourke made no manner
of doubt of that. Though for minutes
at a time he fumbled, fidgeted, fumed,
it was without avail ;
' His room itself was in a state of
r~nsiderable disorder—something due
mainly to O’Rourke’s ‘characteristic ef-
forts to find just what he might hap-
peu to desire at any given time with-
out troubling to think where it ought
properiy to be.

Something of this confusion, mir-
roved in the glass, was-likewise re-
flected in O'Rourke's eyes, what time
he paused for breath and profanity.
*Faith, 'tis worse than a daw’s nest,
the place,” he admitted, scandalized.
“How ever did I—one lone man—do
all that, will ye be telling me?” He
fiung out two helpless baffled hands,

- and let them: fall.  After a meditative
;panse he added: ‘Damn that Alsar
tian!”—with reference to his latest
and least competent valet, who had
bul recently been discharged with a
fiea in his ear and a mouth’s unearn-
ed wage in his pocket.  “For knowing
me ways,” sighed O'Rourke, “there
was never anvone the like of Danny.”

For as many as threes livelong days
this man had beeh reduced to the ne-
eegsity of dressing himse!f with his
own . fair hands—and that at least
thrice daily,
Balves. And, somehow, mysteriously,
his discarded garments had for the
most part remained. where be had
thrown them, despite the earnest ef-
forts of the femme de chambre to re-
store soimething resembling order from
this man-made chaos. For servants
all liked well the O'Rourke, improvi
dent soul that he was, freechanded
to a fauli.

You are invited to picture to your-
self O'Rourke as invariably he was
In one of his not infrequent but ever
transient phases of .affluence: that is,
a very magnificent figure indeed.
Standing a bit over six feet, deep of
ehest and lean of flank, with his long,
straight legs he looked what he had
been meant to be, a man of arms and
action. - His head was shapely, its
dark bhair curling the least in the
world; and, incredibly stained, a trans-

.. parent brown, his features were lean,
eager, and rendered very attractive
by guick boyish eyes in whose warm
bluegray -~ depths  humor twinkled
~more often than mnot, though those
same eves were not seldom thought-
ful, & trace wistful, perhaps, with
/the look of one who recalls dear mem-
‘ories, old friends anhd sweethearts
losl. . . . For he had

iive early in life and had

. for

The

who did nothing by’

{aped to advantage. nbw} “was &.f_; o
-wonder of the Casino; for the matter | had ‘set
‘of that, his high-handed and extrava-

gant ways had made the entire Prin-
cipality of Monaco conscious of ‘ his

 presence in the land. And you fafl
in the least to understand the nature

of the man if you think for a moment
that it irked him to be admired, point-
ed out, gourted, pursued. He was; in-
deed, never so splendid as when
aware that he occupied the public eye.
In short, he was just an ‘Irishman.
So, then, it's nothing wonder-
ful that he should seem a thought finl-
cal about the set of his tie.

Now as he stood scowling at ‘his
image, and ‘wishing from the bottom
of his heart he had never been fool
enough to let Danny leave him, and
calling fervent blessings down upon
the head of the fiend who first design-
ed ‘modern evening-dress for men—he
found himself suddenly with a mind
divested of any care whatever and at-
tentive alone to a sound Which came
to him faintly, borne upon the heavy
wings of the sluggish evening alir.
It was nothing mniore nor less than a
woman singing softly to herself (hum-
ming would probably be the more ac-
curate term), and it was merely the
tune that caught his fancy: & bit of
an old song he himself- had onece
been wont to sing, upon a time when
he had been a happier man, It seem-
ed strange to hear it there, stranger
still that the woman's volce, indistinct
as it was, should have such a familiar
ring in his memory. He frowned in
wonder and shook his head. “Theage
of miracles is past,” he muttered;
*"twould never be herself. I've had
me chance—and forfeited it. "Twill
not come to me a second time, ‘i

The singing ceased. Of a sudden
O'Rourke swore with needless heat,
and, plucking away the offending tie,
cast it savagely from him. “The div-
vie fly away with ye!” he said. “Is it
bent on driving me mad ye are? I'd
give me fortune to have Danny back!

.« Me fortune—faith!” -He laugh-
ed the word - to bitter scorn.. “'Tis
meself that never had the least of any-
thing like that without 'twas feminine
—with a ‘mis-’ tacked onto the front
of it!”  And he strode away to the
window to cool off.

It was like him to forget his exas-
peration in the twinkling of an eye:
another mood entirely swayed him by
the time he found himself gazing out’
into the vague, velvety dusk that mo-
mentarily was closing down upon the
fairy-like panorama of terraced gar-
dens and sullen, silken . sea.’ His
thoughts had winged back to that
dear woman of whom that fragment
of melody had put him in mind; and
he” was sighing and heavy of heart
with longing for the sight of her and
the touch of her hand.

Even as he watched, stagk night fell,
black as a pocket beneath a porten-
tous pall of cloud. . Far out
upon the swelling bosom of the Med-
iterranean a cluster of dim lights be-
trayed a stéalthy coasting steamer,

- -

O'Rourke Caught his Breath, Stunned,

making westward. Nearer, in the har-
bor, a fleet of pleasure craft, riding
at anchor on the still, dark tide, was
revealed in many faint, wraith-like
shapes of gray, all studded with yel-
low stars. Ashore, endless festoons of
colored lamps draped the gloom of the
terraces; the facade of the Casino
stood out lurid against the darkness;

| the hotels shome with reflected bri-
vdhnoe.thepchceotm!'rhoo de

1 *“’Tis frightened she is—not suspect:.

defiant-
no. . “Tha't for ye!” he
flouted it—*“sitting - there with

painted smile and your cold. m’ﬁ |

the brazen huzzy ye aro—audm of
Chance, Indeed!—thinking _ye have
but to bide your time for all men to
come and render up their souls to ye!
Here's once ye lose, madam; after this
night I'm done with ye; not a son of
mine will ever again cross your -
bles. . I'll have ye to understand the
O’Rourke’s a reformed character from
the morning on!”

He laughed softly, in high teather
with his conceit; and, thinking cheer-
fully . of the days of movement ;nd
change that were to follow, the song
in his heart shaped itself in words
upon hls lips. T

“I'm Paddy Whack ’
From Ballyhack,

Not long ago turned soldfer—0O
At grand attack,

‘Or storm or sack,

None twan I will prove bolder—O!"

His volce was by way of being a
tenor of tolefable quality and volume,
but unirained—nothing wonderful. It
was just the way he trolled out the
rollicking stanza that wrendered it in-
fectious, firresistible. ¥or as he
ppused the voice of the woman that

had reminded him of the song capped | I

the verse neatly.

“An’" whin we get the route

Wid a shout,

How they pout!

Wid a ready right-about
Goes the bould soldfer-boy!"%

O’Rourke caught his breath, star-
tled, stunned. "It can’t be—" he
whispered.. For if at first her volce,
subdued in distance, had stirred his
memory with a touch as vague and
thrilling as the caress of a woman’s
hand in darkness, now that he heard
the full strength of that soprano, bell-
clear angd spirited, he was sure he
knew the singer. He told himself that
there could be no two women in the
world with voiees just like that; not
another than her he knew could have
rendered the words with so true a
spirit, so rare a brogue—tinged as
that had been with the fainbest-
quaintest exotls inflection imagin-
able. a

But she had stopped with the
verse half sung. His pulses quicken-
ing, O’Rourke leaned forth from the
window and carrfed #t on:

“0, "tis thin the ladliesfalr

In dedpair

Tear their hair!

But—*'"Tis divvle a bit I care®
Cries the bould soldier-boy!"

There fell a pause.- He listened
with his heart in his mouth, but heard
nothing. And it seemed impossible to
surmise whence, from which one of all
the rooms with windows opening upon
that side of the hotel, had come the
voice of the woman. She might as
well have been above as below him,
or on.either side: he could not guess.
But he was determined.

Now there was beneath his window
a balcony with a floor of wood and a
rail of firondiligree—a long balcony,
extending from one corner of the ho-
tel to the other. At intervals it was
splashed with light from the windows
of chambers still occupled by guests
belated or busy, like himself, with the
task of dressing for the evening. The
window to his left was alight; that
on his right, dark. . With half his body
on the balcony, his legs dangling Wwith-
in the room, O'Rourke watched the
opening on his left with jealous,
breathless expéctancy. Not a sound
came therefrom. He hesitated.

“If that weren't her room, I'd hear
somebody moving about,” he reasoned,

in 'tis me.
‘tis herself? . . .
ears deceive me?”
'With that he took heart of hope and |
broke manfully into the chorus, sing-
ing directly to the lighted window,
singing the first line with ardor and
fervor, with copfidence and with hope,
singing persuasively, pleadingly, m‘
jously, insistently, .

.. But how do 1 know
Faith! eould me

.
“For the worrld is all beto—on us—"**

no echo. . And agaln he essayed, with

thatinhhtonetomolt;haﬂqh?

“For the worrld 1s all befo-ore us—&" | d
bom, 7 9
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And now he trlumphed and
liftéd out of himself 'with  sheer
light; for from the M
unotl;onxtnu

balcony. Huvenoqty

with - excitement and tumbled - ba
whence he had come. - Regardless
the fact that he was stifl in his shirt- |,

sleeves he rushed madly for the door. 3

On the way a shooting-jacket on tlm
door, perhaps in revenge for neglect
and ill-treatment, maliciously w,oum! lt-

“The Dlvvle!" He Said Beneath His
Breath,

self around his feet and all but threw i

him headlong; only a tnntlc elutch at
the footrail of the bed saved him.
Kicking the thing savagely off he
flung himself upon the door and threw

-4t open. His jaw-dropped.

The lift shaft was directly opposite.
Betore it, in more or less patient wait-
f1ig, stood a very young and beautiful
woman in' a gown whosb extreme can-
dor was surpassed only by the perfec-
tion of its design and appointment—
both blatant of the Rue de la Paix;

a type as common Yo the cognoscenthf, -

of Monte Carlo as the Swiss hotel por-
ters. But O’Rourne did not knqw hea'
from Eve. :

“The divvie!” s;id ho beluth m
breath.

He was mistaken, but  the young
woman, at first startled by his uncer-
emonious appearance, on inStantan-
eous second thought decided to per-
mit him to discover that twin imps,
at least, resided in her eyes. And
when- his disappointment prevented
him from recognizing them, her dawn-
ing smile was swiftly erased and her
ascending eyebrows spoke elogquently
enough of her haughty ~ displeasure.
Synchronously -the lift hesitated - at
that landing and the  gate clanged
wide; the young woman wound her
skirt about her and showed him
back which at any other time woul
have evoked his unstinied admiration.
Then the gate shot to with a rattle
and bang, and the lift dropped out of
sight, leaylig the man with mouth
agape and eyes as wide.

A Dbeaming but elderly femme de
chambre on dufy in the corridor, re-
marking O'Rourke’s pause of ltupellod
chagrin, hoped and believed he.
ed her services. She bore down
him accordingly.

“M’sleu’ is desirous of—7" .

He came out of his trance. “Noth-
ing,” he told her with acid' brevity.
“But, yes,” he reconsidered - with
haste. “That lady who but this mo-
ment took the lift—her name?”

“Her name, msleu"' )(;‘m'ullo Vak |

talre.” 2 3

“Impossible!® he told hlnueltaloud.
utterly unable tv forge any eonnoctlud
link between the lady in the lift and

| her whose voice had bowitehod

“But assuredly, m'sien’.

‘know—I who have 'ﬂﬁd ‘upon

hand and foot these three days and to

;vbm she has not given as
—that”
he sang and then paused. He heard | ¥
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{land line players did not line up .ac~
cording to the rules of the game, one}

-|and evening ‘church um A‘a’ih,
3 :nmed

ltoww-;:-r i

utﬂeodd atuxis tlme to. pnt np»a» kick %
that the only reason the game ‘was |
lost here was on account of penal-|
| ties. We make these two claims for| €
lour official: A perfect famﬂiar‘igy wi}h
the runles of the game and pertset--

fairness in: their enforcemont. What

} penalties were given to. Kent.ls.ué here | t

followed several waxninxz that Kentw

end qspecially advancing t0o" far in
about every. formation. But the penal—
ties as shown by the note book of the

distance and  did not materially ef-
fect the result either way. Kentland
played a good game but Rensselaer
held ati every critical stage of their
advanceinent. On. the other hand, we

rected forward pass, in which a gain
of 35 yards was made. The other
touchdown was made by straight foot-
ball, in which Rensselaer ploughed
through Kentland’s line for gain af-
ter gain and during which time no
penalty was inflicted agaipst: Kent~
land. On still another occasion Rens-
selaer got to the Kentland 20-yard
line and lost.the ball by a failed drop
kick. One time Kentland’s advance
was-haltetl by their own fumbling. In
view of these conditions, it is very
weak fdt our Kentland opponents to
‘tell that they lost the game because
‘'of the official’s decisions. It is poer
sportsmanship and in the minds of
(most people will mot be taken seri-

be offered as’a reasonabla cause. for
an 11 to 0 defeat. ""'!1;

A !‘ather’s Vomum

would have fallen on. any one who at-
tacked the son of Peter Bondy, of
South  Roekwood, ,Mich., but he was
powerless befare attacks of xidnes
trouble. “Doctors could not help him,”

he wrote, “so at last we gave him Elec-
tric Bitters and he improved wonder-'

best kidney medicine I ever saw.”
Backache, Tired. feeling, Nervousness,
‘1

or Bright’s disease, ‘Beware: Take

Telcpllono Any N lnl)er !'or " ~
Wassol’s Bus, Day or Night.

g9 ¢ 3 calls for bus service, either ,go"

part of the city to another, pronﬁtly-
answered. Call nny of the !o!lovﬂnt’
phones

Makeever Hotel Phone 107

H. Wasson's reldonco No. 49.

W. F. Frye's’ rqs!ddmee No. 369.
Eollclted HARR!SON WABSON
:- ‘l.l.Anonoo-o\t. 4

,“. - By iz -

be held in tho Bnbtllt chumh%

reporter were about equal in gronnd ;

made one touchdown by a well di- |- -

ously. It is certain that it cam not|

fully from taking six bottles. It's the |

ble that may end in dropsy, diabetes |

"‘*“M Trhity M. B. sorvicu Sam

W. L. Moc' , of Mock, Ark., heligyes
e lias saved many lives:in. lﬂl.)ﬁ' Y
years: of experience in.the:drug, busi-
ness, “Wh&t 1 a‘ltﬁ)’ﬁrm to. dg,

New Disee‘i’em*ién '_”}
hard colds

chial aﬂect&ﬂom ior 1!' :

a- numher “of ‘my ne 1

and’ wzll.;;q#ay_bm e the

advice to use it. I homestl

its the best throat and lung medieine
that’s made.” Easy to prove M’g right.
Get u trial bottle free, or regular 506

or 8100 bottle. : Gmw\br ‘mrx

er‘boys. The -
service in the delly
per, but cannot dpno
cmntlon of | be
v your

nes 18;
JJ’ 'Pwm | _clvcn

Wm have you
'you n!l it A

Loss of Appetite, warn of kidney trou- | can

Electric Bitters ‘and be safe. Every|
bottle. guaranteed. 50c at A. F. Long's. |

‘{the trains, down town, or tﬂfm “one | -

The patronage of all the public h . o




