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THE HIGHER LAW
By Farrestst Hidlscy

CHAPTER 1
‘ Y dear boy, diplomacy is a
dog"'s life for an American.

Look at my case—thirty

years in the service, mever
higher than second secretary of the Lon-
don embassy in all that time. I served
the eountry everywhere—Lishom, Lon-
den, Vienna—came te regard myselff as
a valuable man. Theh my unele, Sena-
ter Roflins, dles and I am eut. That is
the way this esuntry treats its diplemats.
Here am 1, ne meney, ne tralning feor
anything useful; kleking areund this vile,
little seaside resert i winter Besause it's
eheap, and unkl { mMet you this MOFAing
in the Pines I had net speken o a man
8t My ewn €lass in mentns. Ban ¢ The
spegker Blew a claud of t9Baees smeoke
Inte the face of an autegraphed phsts-
graph 8f his 1ate Maigsty gt PoFiugal;
g{\i%ﬁ steed on the shabby wesden man-

“How long did you say you were in
the diplomacy, sir?” asked the youth on
the other side of the fire.

“Thiirty years,” replied Clyde Court-
right, holding his monacle before the
blaze to dry the moisture, formed on
entering the warm room from the zero
weather outside.

The youth stared. Save for a certain
hardness of feature, the mam before him
did not look over thirty  Slender,

blonde, high-colored, with a waist that
would have raised the question of cor-
sets had not his graceful, free move-
ments denied the suggestiom, Clyde
Courtrigit, late first secretary of the
London embassy, absolutely belied his
fifty years in appearance. People gen-
erally thought him to be between thirty
and thirty-five,

“THiirty years ! repeated the boy
—it seems impossible.”

“I wish it were,"” replied the man smil-
ing. “Butt, throw off your coat—My
God, I always forget the room has no
bell-pulll—Excuse me, [ must call for
my valet. [ have some whiskey I got
in Scotland, on which I would like your
opinion. Those cigatettes on the table
are made by Xahmat, the Khedive's
man. Help youtself. Exeuse me."

Young Macdlesfield lit a cigarette
and glanced about the room curiously,
as his host departed. The “parlor” was
the ordinary summer cottage compart-
ment called by that name, while cane
furniture and shabby rag carpet made a
chilly contrast to the ice and snew visi-
ble through its windews. In one €of-
ner a fine grand piano showed a polished
blaek expanse , on a rlekety table, beside
a lamp ebvieusly obtained by means ef
trading stamps, steed a large phete-
graph of the Queen of Englland iA her
eeronation robes, whereen the autegraph
"AlRxandria” and the red erewh M8-

“It
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rocco frame showed it to be a personal
gift from the august lady Photographs
were everywhere peers, princes, act-
resses and prima donnas—alll the tlhrong
so familiar to the young man tlwrough
the shop windows stood about, each in-
scribed with some serawl to his hest.

“Withat a queer fish to be in this place,”
thought Bruce Macdlesfield. Bruce him-
self had felt rather out of place durimng
the last week. For one thing his moth-
er's idea of opening her house near this
abandoned summer resort for two weeks
at New Year's had not been a success
as far as he was conceried. On his ar-
fival he had feund the heuse filled with
giels, whom the manner of his mether
unmistakably indieated as desirable
daughters-in=law  Bruee felt that he
fad been trapped. Left alepe, he eeould
have feund any epe sof the giﬂ% agree-
able, But in the aggregate they maﬂ% the
Y%Hﬂg fellew, just sut of a gquiet set in
esllege, feel a3 it the tep of fis fead and
the t8p of the resf were equally insecHre.
The Hprear and elamar 8fF the Nguse 8ot
HPBR NiS Rerves. He felt a3 {HBH@B He

§ Belpg hurred 318{1% the rgdd ¢8
MatHmany, § an tAdiand BRSBRASE was
NHFERA EE g §Hl&% amid a4 Shoutn
8F8¥¥€1
3’9&

sAHAWS.  This, 8t & ?HF% Wi
b HFERH f
88 w ete 4
elr W
was h?ed \\rléé“.kﬁ%
;?ﬂﬁa ge, wiile |
m

(D

| B yﬁ i EF&HG&;Q
‘&%ﬁ Bl o ﬁgg
X\]’ 11C

NS5O
mmmomm:ﬂqﬁ
[1%)
n
D!
nn
()t s et T
e

N
o=
=S
QD

ﬁ“(bm('p
20w
D5 OO
ot

<33 ()8

1
{§] f en-
m \ e e 0 fe
iﬁﬁ{;l] ! s‘qgﬁﬁ ﬁg;ﬁz i
&@%igi,w a;%s%he\rﬁ i o
FHSt e £tat Eret%? a
E‘Wt“fr‘bd betu ét“’ ani‘ *’Csatf‘ﬁma
Hlaqd ﬁﬂ“ e OFSE ¢ AT this tetltE?sq
Ey%o\a\ ra eRbR f8dent

T Mo Tssent fer pogi-
%aﬂﬂﬁéé‘-] W | bkg, MBRely Wg ket
drewidamssiador 1RRE moneiNg ralk §ow
they Pragnpieofiad Bt Wﬁéwagtéus 591l
tatgeramileniiad beetn Intesrupigd e
HASRAYy QBIRHESreblem! S wa9gfusin
delpmy Quthnestreftem s wdogpsenth
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time tc save a white dachshund from their
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attack. A moment later, to his utmost
surprise, a gentleman in a nionacle ap-
peared at a tura in the path and thanked
him for his service to the dog. At flirst
Bruce had thought him to be astray
from the house part), but the stramger
soon undeceived him and induced him
to aceept his hespitality The bey, filet-
tered and drawn by the man's manner,
new steed examining the photographs
in the apartment Clyde Cowrtrigit mis-
ealled Ris @rawing-FoOm:

“I wonder who this can be?" thought
Bruce. It was a girl's face, very sweet
and innocent, smiling a trifle seriously
out of a big lace hat. Then the door
opened and his host entered, a man fol-
lowing with a bottle and glasses on a
tray

“At." said Courtright, “I hope I was
not gome too long. Here, tell me what
you think of this whiskey ™

Bruce placed the photograph on the
table. His eyes lingered for a moment
on the girl's face, and the other man's
eyes followed his.

“Dantt you think that a pretty face?”
said Courtright.

“Yeemy,” answered the youth. “So
girlish and pure. It's—it's stunning.
Who is she?" he asked boyishly

“That is my daughter Effale,” replied
Courtrigfit. “Whatt's the matter with
you, you clumsy fool?" he cried sudden-
ly, addressing the valet. The man was
standing with a peculiar look of arrested
attentiom on his face, allowing the liquor
from the bottle to run down the outside
of the glass.

“Pardlom, sir,” he said. Recovering
himself, he filled the small glasses.

Courtright smiled at Bruce.

“I think that Amenica has driven
Orlvet insane. For that reason I toler-
ate him—allso because I cannot afford a
decent valet. Tell my daughter that her
father wishes to see her in the dirawing-
reom,” he said to the man.

The servamt withdrew Bruce heard
his steps ascend the uncarpeted stairs.

“Wiihat nationality is your valet?” he
asked absently “He has a most pecu-
liar face.”
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“l do not know,” replied the other,
throwing himselff into a big chair Rest-
ing 061 his shoulder blades, he blew
smoke clouds, while one ringed hand
caressed a neat gaiter "L got him in
London,” he continued. "My dawghter
is fond of him and so I keep him, and
also because no decent, self-respectimg
man would stay with me here. I do not
blame them. [If I had any self respect 1
would not stay either But I have noth-
ing, not even money—just this cursed
cottage whieh rents enly 1A summer, so
in winter 1 nestle here. Moil@l!” He
spread his white, womam-like hands and
Shrugeed.

“But your daughter—dloesm't she fiimd
it awfully dulll?”

A shrug, a cloud of smoke. Evidently
what his daughter thought was not of
the utmost importance to Clyde Court-
right.

“Butt it must be awful for her,” per-
sisted the boy, with a glance tlnrough
the window at the long road, buried in
snow and marked by bare telegraph
poles. “Awful!” he repeated.

“My dear sir, my daughter has lived
all her life in a convent, and this is verv
like a nunnerv without the nuns. But
I hear her stiep.”

A light footfall was coming slowly
down the bare stairs. The door opened
and a girl entered.

“This is Mr Macclesfield, the rescuer
of Yacthol. My daughter Effale, Mr
Macclesfield.” said the man.

“I am very glad to meet the rescuer
of my poor Yachol,” she said sweetly,
extending a hand to the boy.

He took it, the blood rushing into his
clear, fresh face as he looked at her She
was so delicate, quiet and dainty, so un-
like any other girl he knew He was
very glad that he had come and that he
had met her

“Effale” said the lounger, who was
still on his shoulder blades, “Mi Mac-
clesfield wants to know if you de net
find it awful here.”

The girl smiled a quaint, sweet lit-
tle smile. “Yes,“ she said simply “I
do.”

“IL knew it"—Bmure’s eyes twimkled—
*[ do, too.”

"Butt you have a big house party,”
said Courtright, reaching languidly out
to grasp the dachshund by the neck.

“I know, but I get tired of bridge
and picnics with bonfires and footmen."

“I would not get tired of picnics," said
the girl.

“I wouldnt either if I had people I
liked with me,” blurted out the bov
She smiled at him, and suddenly, as he
twinkled in return, the blood spread over
his face. The man in the chair watched
him through the chinks of his eyelids.
The dachshuad yelped.

“Ciydle, you are hurting him,” cned
the girl. “Mr Macclesfield, make him
let go his meck.”

“Wachol is safe with me,” said Court-
right, lifting the dog on his lap, “Efale,
play that dance of Rose St. Denis for
our guest.”

The girl rose and went to the piano.
Bruce followed her and turned the leaves
of the music. The man in the chair
closed his eyes.

Amn hour later the girl stood at the
window, watching Bruce Macclestield
breaking a path homeward through the
icy crust, in which he sank ankle deep
at each step.

“May I ask,” she said, without turn-
ing her head, “wthat your game is ?*

“My game?” came the sleepy drawl
from the man by the fiire.

“Wees. Wiy did you introduce me as
your dmugttier?"”

“I made you my daughter for the oc-
casion, because I mean to go to the
house party and play bridge. Now do
you see?”

“Secanmcely ™

“Wedll, they wouwld not invite me if
they knew I was living here with a mis-
tress, but a daughter is so respectable,
So you will have to be respectable for a
little while, bell: ppefite”

The girl laughed and crossed to him.

“How droll it would be to be respect-
able. I wonder if I will like the sensa-
tion.” She laughed and rumpled his
hair, putting her face close to his.
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"Yaow can't tell until you try Did you
ever try in all your life, Efale?” smiled
the man and blew smoke into her ha.r

CHAPTER 11

“Bruce, do you mean you wish me to
call on them ?*

“Woes, mother They are gemtle peo-
ple and they must be very lonely Mr
Courtright is charming, polished, witty
Mother, you must go.”

“My dear boy, when you have lived a
little longer you will learn to beware of
polished, witty gentlemen at the seaside
out of season. I dare say he's a lburglar,”
and Mrs. Maodesfield settled the
voluminous draperies of her ample form
as though they were a judge’s gown.

Bruce frowned. He was a serious
youth, but at times his mother’s lack of
humor galled him.

“I scarcely think a burglar would
have autographed photographs of royal-
ty sent to him,” he said, with some an-
noyance.

[£1

photographs of what
royalties?” inquired his mother, in a tone
which implied that only the very fiirst
quality of royalty was worth the atten-
tion of the set in which she moved.

“Weelll, the Queen of Englamd!
growled the youth. The interview had
been long and both tempers were tend-
ing to shortness.

“Newer heard of such a thing in my
life,” sniffed his mother “The Queen
giving her photograph to a man who
lives in a summer cottage in winter! 1
don‘'t wonder they speak of abolishing
the House of Lords.”

“Maother,” said Bruce, pleadimgly,
“womn’t you call on them? I told Mr
Courtright you would.”

“IL never had a person who lived at
the seaside in winter on my visiting list.
I dare say they are escaped lunatics. 1
hate lunatics. Their eyes glare so—
people whose eyes glare are never good
form, and I always consider them in-
sane.”

“Witl] you call on them?"” imterjected
Macclesfield.

DNA'S's M A8 KINE

“Dom'’t you glare at me, Bruce. 1
won’t be glared at by my own son. No,
I will not call. 1 dare say the man is
some criminal who wants to be imvited
here to discover where the jewel safe is
concealed.”

Her son sprang to his feet in wrath.

“Maither,” he cried, “kimdly refrain
from insulting my friends. [ withdraw
the request that you call on them.”

“Your friends! Why, you only met
them yesterday Dom’t knock over the
furniture, Bruce, just because I cannot
enlarge my visiting list by adding to it
people so lost to all sense of decency
as to live in a summer cottage in win-
ter Dom't slam the door”

But the door crashed behind her de-
parting son.

“Ot, dear!” commented the Jlady
“Haow unfortunate to have him meet
people he likes, who will take him out
of the howse!"

“Why?" inquired a voice from behind
a huge chair back, above which from
time to time curled the smoke of a pipe.

“Oth, john!" snorted Mrs. Maccles-
field to her concealed husband. “How
can you—wihem Bruce is behaving so
terribly ? Amgellica Gaylord is just doing
all she can to give him the chance to pro-
pose. She would take him in a minute,
but he won’t look at her ”

“I don’t wonder,” drawled the voice.
“There is very little to see of Angelica,
and that little is spread out along the
groumd. Amgellica is like an English
castle—not much in height, but makes
it up in groumdwork.”

“How can you talk so, John? You
know she is one of the Gaylord-Gerrys.
Look at that!” exclaimed the lady,
breaking off abruptly

From the window where she stood
iler glance commanded the wide sweep
of snow-covered lawns and terraces,
which fell by long grades to the blaeck
ice of a narrow river, where huge ben-
firess, tended by footmen, were surround-
ed by figures whose gay-colloted sweaters
contrasted with the bleak landseape.
Out on the iee, the first skaters were be-
ginning te move about. Mirs. Maeeles-
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fieldtss ejaculation was caused by the
sight of her son’s back turned to this
gay scene and rapidly disappearing in the
direction of Courtright’s cottage.

“It is infamows!” she cried, turning to
the chair-back in wrath. “Imagime his
wanting me to call at a summer cottage
in winter Why, I would get pneu-
monia, and probably have my pockets
picked as welll.”

She continued her harangue until the
sound of an unmistakable snore told her
that her husband was, as usual, blind
to the perils and dangers which beset her
life,

Meamwtile Bruce was  stridimg
through the snow He was very angry
with his mother for refusing his request
to call upon his new-found friends. He
was sensible, too, that Courtright's
loose, easy manner concealed an iron
social code, which would probably shut
the door in his face if the house of
Bruce’s mother did not open to him.
It was with a sense of uneasiness that
he rang the bell of the little cottage.
Aftr a time the door was opened by the
valet, whose seamed mask of a face
showed no recogmition of the young man,

“Mr Courtright is not at home, sir,”
said the servamt. in answer to his ques-
tion,

“Is Miss Courtright in?” inguired
Bruice,
“No, sir” The lips of the pale mask

before him trembled curiously

Bruce turned impatiently away He
had reached the gate before a sense of
being watched made him turn. He saw
the man still standing with his eyes ffixed
upon him, but as Bruce turned he closed
the door The little cottage in the bleak
snow looked wretchedly shabby; its cur-
tainless window gaped black, like the
eves of a dead thing.

“They must be very poor,” thought
the young man. Wihat an end after
the gayety and brilliancy of royal courts!
The girl, though, had seen no royal
courts, only the convent. Still it was
horrible to think of her alone there, with
her father and that yellow-faced serv-
ant. Suddenly his attention was arrested
by a traii of little footprints in the hard
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snow With a glow, he realized that
here was a means of tracing her. and,
with swinging strides, he began to follow
them.

Afiter a while the trail left the road
and mounted a little hill. High on its
crest three wind-twisted firs stood
against a hard, ash-colored sky As he
went up the incline, the sound of the
ocean came to him and graduwally rose
to his view, a long curve of surf break-
ing upon the iev sands, pounded hard as
iren by the winter sea. Behind him other
trees stood against a sunset of cold red,
little eraekles of frost from the coming
nlght seunded, away out at sea a single
gull swoeped aeross the lenely reaches of
a Sky en seareh fer prey

“How do you do, Mr Macclesfielkdi?"
said a voice. He turned. On a log half
way down the fall of the dune sat a girl,
wrapped in a man’s coat. A scarlet skat-
ing cap contrasted with her rich, blue-
black hair

“Winy, Miss Courtright—wihat a sur-
prise ! he cried, and scrarmbled down the
dune to her side.

She made room for him on the log.
Over the high fur collar her eyes danced
with merriment. The vigor of the cold
called up all the vigor of her young blood
to battle. Her cheeks seemed like pink
flomarss in the snow to the youth beside
her

“Do you know, I followed your foot-
steps?”’ he confided, boyishly  She
laughed and hugged the coat tight about
her

“Oh,” she said, “ism’t this heavenly?
Days like this make me want to live for-
ever See—see, he’s got it! No, he
didn't! Oh, [ am so glkad!!”

The gull had swooped at its prey, but
the fish escaped. Tihe bird rose with a
savage cry To Bruce it scemed part of
her sweetness of nature tnat she should
rejoice at the escape of the hunted thing.
He looked at her, his eyes kindling. How
different she was frem the hoydens at
his meother’s house. FEffalle saw the leok
and smiled.

“You think me silly?"” she asked. Dark-
ness was coming now Behind them the
crimson had changed to a cold, clear
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green. The sea was growing black. He
felt as though alone with her in a world
uf shadow, but he only said

"L think you are very tender hearted."

“L am,” she replied, "I wish I were
not. Tender-hearted people are so out
of the world—they are the only real
fools.”

Her voice had an edge uf sadness. She
gazed out over the darkening sea. He
thought that she was unhappy and the
loneliness of his own life found comple-
ment in hers. They sat, talking at in-
frequent periods, while behind them the
sky turned to the black blue of a win-
ter's night, hung with an icy meon. Far
out over the sea the savage cries of the
gull began agaln.

“It has missed once more,"” said Efale.
Suddenly out of the blackness came the
fanning of the wings and the gull passed
over their heads, something white gleam-
ing and twisting in his claws,

“OMh,"” said the girl, angrily, “the silly
fish!! Why couldn't it stay deep enough ?*

The youth made no reply He was
gazing at her intently She seemed in
the first faint moonlight like some deli-
cate, little spirit of the cold night, come
out of the winter sea to charm the lone
wanderer. The gull’s cries died in the
distance.

“It is late,” said the girl abruptly “I
must go home.”

Affter seeing her to the door, Bruce's
homeward way was beset by semsations
and thoughts that were rather new to the
serious, young man. Remembrance of a
scarlet skating cap set upon blue-black,
wavy hair, caused him te whistle in sat-
isfaction eut of all proportion to the pic-
ture. He visualized a pair of wide, blie-
grey eyes gazing eut at a darkenlng sea.
The slght of the vast mass ef his mother's
lighted heuse breught reeellections less
pleasant. Frowmiingly he repelled the
nelsy greetings of the degs as he en-
tered the hall. Tme rite of Bearing the
tea-tray iR majesty to the flieplace was
in pregress and fhe feetman was pef-
ferming it with his usual gravity ABeut
the ergekling lsgs a %ﬁ&_g%‘ﬁ@; still 1R
skating epstime, was Naving an whusHal
amewnt af eRjoyment.  Fidently sgme
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new and very popular person had ar-
rived.

The group parted to allow the placing
of the tray Bruce saw his mother in as-
siduous attention upon a monacled gen-
tleman who louinged upon his showlder
blades. while he chaffed the young peo-
ple. Too astonished lo move, the youth
stood, almost breathless.

“Ah, Bruce, my boy!” said Clyde
Courtright's careful, languid voice. “I
have just been making my apologies to
your mother for my extreme rudeness in
not calling before, I have become stich
a reculse as to be almost a barbarian in
regard to secial usages. But, as I ex-
plained to her, I did net know she was
the Mis. Macedesfield that my felend,
Mis., Gaylord-Gerry, asked me te lesk up
uAtil 1 met you this mMeFmimg.”

“Amd Bruce,” purred Mrs, Maccles-
field, “Mr Courtright has promised to
bring his daughter to-morrow and dine
with us. She is going to do the snake
dance all Paris is wild about. He says
she learned it from Rose Saimt Denis.
Oh, I am so glad you were so charming
as to take plty on us, M¢ Ceourtright.”

CHAPTER III.

In the drawing room, visible through
the open conservatory doors, bridge, that
curse of modern hospitality, was in full
tide. Brwee, from his seat among the
faintly illuminated shrubs and exotics
could see the leng, luxufious vista set
with the suceessive llttle wieker tables,
each surrounded by Its gambless. In
front of a towerlig reseweod mantle,
Clyde Ceurtright’s menaele glittered in
the fifieglight. From his white, jewelled
hands, as e dealt the eards, sther lights
seintillated. The sight caused Bruce to
turn te the girt whem he had just led
sut of the apartment and say

“I think your father is really the most
remarkaible man I have ever known.”

Effale sank down upon ,the cushioned
marble bench, deftly drawing her skirts
aside to make a place for him,

“He is remarkable.” Her eyes, as
she replied, glanced at the cynical, laugh-
ing profile, “Brenyeome admires him, He
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is what so few of you American men ever
are, a social success albroad.”

“Yow Americans!” repeated Bruce,
with a quizzical smile.

“Oth, I am only half American,” cor-
rected the girl.

“I suppose your mother was Englisin?"

“Yes. Why is it you don't care for
bridge ?*

“Of, you see, I am such a stupid yap,
and the women here scold so when you
make mistglkes.”

“Yaouw know it is stupid to make mis-
takes,” she smiled.

“How do you know ? You never make
them” He had forgotten the dirawing
room now—florgmtten everything but the
little figure in white that lit his young
blood into tingling appreciation of her
pretty nearness. Thete was a something
that set her apart from. the other women
that he knew—a shy, mocking air, charm-
ing and refreshing te a young man accus-
tomed te “wiheeop hurrah” ef his mother's
set. Day by day, In the five days he had
knewn Her, he diseovered seme new de-
light et her persen of manAer She was
always bright and always §@e£hm§-. Full
of pulsing, vital yewth, she esuld skate
beside him fer mile after mile dewn the
frezen river, yet iR the drawing f86m
she seemed sofe delieate flower Bf giFl-
fieed t8 Be sheltered frem the stightest
wind.

There were certain things about the
girl's character and attitude towards him
that an older, moere expetienced man
would have gquestioned. She was, if any-
thing, too pliable—too quick to detect a
change in his meed and adjust herself
to it. The sweet plasticity ot her man-
ner would have suggested te the eye of
the experienced male tee mueh of a
knewledge of his sex. But young Mae-
clestield saw enly her prettiness and knew
efly that she eharmed and delighted him,
and that the heurs sinee he Had knewA
her had been full et ah awakening inter-
est in life, that Re Rad net theught pes-
sible away frem the eempanions aAd pif-
suits of fis eotlege.

To-night the soft, fliloner-scembed dusk
of the conservatory was full of a gentle,
delightful spirit. The drawing room

gamibled feverishly, but here, among the
violets and magnolias, a peace seemed
to settle. The world, as represemted by
the bridge players, was swept out of sight.
The dusky palm leaves might have hid-
den the dryards of old Sicily and the
little, white girl beside him might have
been some shepherdess Persephome. He
was very young—sitill fond of the idea of
shepherdesses.

“Do you know, you did not answer a
question of mine?" he said, flirslly

“Amd what was that question ?"

“I asked you about your mother—if
she was Emglish. Don’t think me imper-
tinent, but I am interested in all that con-
cerns you.”

“My mother,"” said the girl, sadly How
absolutely neglectful Clyde was of all tri-
fles. He had told her nothing of what
mother she was supposed to have. This
whole game was very hazardous, amus-
ing for him, yes, and profitable, too, but
for her far from simple. And this seri-
ous, young man beside her—this easy
capture—what earthly use was he to her?
She leeked eut Inte the drawing reem.
Ceurtright had just rlsen to gieet a late
arrival, a middle-aged weman. handseme,
of impesing manner, sefmeene doutbless
frem one ot the nearby Heuse parties whe
had metered gver, as was frequently the
eustem, 8 join the game.

“You asked me about my mother,” she
said, aloud. “Poor mother!” Her voice
had a tinge of sadness. “I only remem-
ber her indistinctly She died when 1
was quite youmg.”

The first part of this sentence was cor-
rect. She had not known her very well.
In fact, she had not known her at all,
but whether or not she was dead she was
ighoramt.

“Pandlom me!” he said.
to hurt you.”

He bent toward her How beautifully
young she was. Youtth spoke from every
curve and tint of her All the youth of
her called to the youth in him in that
wonderful free masonry of life’s spring-
time.

Meanwthile, in the drawing room,
Clyde Courtrigiht had risen to greet the
lady whom his hostess had brought up

“T didn’t mean
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to his table,

“Ofh, I am so glad that you came over
to-night, Mr Courtrigit. Here is you
dear friend, Mrs. Gerry,” said Mrs. Mac-
clesfield.

The man smiled and held out his hand
to Mrs. Gaylord-Gerry.

“Why, Blanche, how are you ? It's years
and years.”

The bhandsome, middle-aged woman
looked at him rather gravely and then
bowed.

“Mr Courtright,” she said.

Courtrigiht turned to his hostess.

“lI am going to give my place at the
table to whoever wants it. I want to
have a chaf.™

After a few moments, necessary to ar-
range his substitute, he led the last arri-
val down the long room. They seated
themselves on a fauteil at some distance
from the card players.

“Off course, I could make a scene here
to-night,” said the woman, opening her
fan,

“My dear, good Blamche, this house
party was, as it were, thrust upon me. 1
could not escape. 1 should think you
would be satisfied that I did not choose
this,” a slight wave of the hand at the
overdecorated drawing roem, “for my
pleasure. Besides, you may as well know
fiew, I am determined te get baek. Must
I forege all pleastire in the werd?”

She looked at him for a moment. Then
she said, “I have never known you to
consult anything but your own pleasure,
Do you expect me to lend myself to the
pleasant fiction that vou and I are
friends ?”

“Why not be friends, my dear
Blanche? It is so common to be ememies
under the circumstamces. Do let us be
original.”

The woman looked down at the sticks
of her fan, which shook ever so slightly
in her hand.

“I see,” she said, very quietly, “that
you are still the same scoumdirel.”

“Waomld it not be a rather stranger
phenomenon if I were still a different
scoundrel 7*

Her eyes grew hard.

“The most surprising phenomenon
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would be that you had ceased to be a
scoundrel at all.” she said. How young
he looked. Im the light from the shaded
lamps, his blonde hair and bright blue
eyes were almost boyish. She glanced
into one of the many mirrors set in the
walls, and the sight of her gray hair
and pale face stabbed her How unfair—
hew miserably, miserably unfair!

“My dear Blanche,” said his languid,
amused voice, “meither you nor I are to
blame for this. I thought you in the
Adirondacks. In fact, I saw in the
papers that you were there.”

“I am with the Blakes at Allendale.”

“I know, but this is the last place one
would expect you. You were noted for
the rigor with which you kept the social
lines.”

“My niece is here. Besides, I have
ceased to care about social lines. I try
to amuse myself.”

“Uhem, my dear, we are as ome.”

She drew away with an imvoluntary
movement of disgust.

“Pamdiom me! The words were mean-
ingless,” he said.

“I am going at once, but before I leave
I shall see to it that it is no longer pos-
sible for you to use my name as a pass-
port through these doors.”

“Withat do you intend to do?*

“Tedlll vour hostess the truth about
you.”

He tapped her fan with one long, taper-
ing fiirger

“My dear, do you know that you are
an absolute surprise to me. Your cour-
age is perfectly astomisling.”

“Wiat do you memn?”

“I mean the way you face me in this
superb manner * His glance was like
the sudden glitter of drawn steel. She
drew back and looked at him. Slowly
her eyes met his until she had given him
the full measure of her scorn, then, ris-
ing, she left him. He turned and watehed
her sweep dewn the full length et the
f66M, saw her bend and whisper te her
hestess. Mrs. Macelesfield rese and, iA
seme bewilderment, fellowed her guest
Hp t8 where Clyde sat. He stopd 4p:

“L have asked Mrs. Macrilesfield to
spare me a moment in private. I wish to
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tell her something in your presence,” said
lilanche Gerry

Their hostess gazed in startled bewil-
dermemnt from one to the other The man
bowed and drew aside a heavy rose-
velvet curtain to a room in which the
lamps and firelight shone upon walls of
gilded book bindimgs.

“I have observed that the library is
always empty,” he said, with a half
smile,

They entered and the curtains fell,
shutting out the brilliant lights of the
drawing room. In the dusk, bronze busts
caught little life-giving gleams from the
fire and the three standing about the
table seemed to have an audience of dead
authors and poets. For a moment there
was silence, then Blanche Gerry ¢leared
her threat and sald, very quletly

“Alrs. Macclesfield, T must tell you that
when you admitted this man as my friend,
as you told me you did, you were under
a misapprehension, one that I wish to
correct at once.”

The stout figure of the hostess seemed
to shrivel. Her hands opened helplessly,
but it was to the man she turned.

“Ofl, Mr Courtright, what is tnis?"
she moaned. Then, looking in terrified
bewilderment at the woman, she repeated,
“Wihat is tiiis?”

“Thiis, my dear lady,” replied Clyde,
one white hand resting easily upon the
gilded leather of a huge chair—-"this is a
little drama of Mis. Gerry’s.”

His insolent eyes dared the tall, hand-
some woman who confronted him across
the table. The faces of the two were
curiously ijlluminated from below by a
lamp, whieh stood between them.

“Yaowm cannot intimidate me,” replied
the woman, coldly “Alllow me to tell
you,” turning to her frightened hostess,
“that the man who is your guest has been
cast out of all decent seciety in Lenden.
He is a social patiah. Ia New York he
dare not set his feet in a elub, Aer In the
drawing room ef anyone whe kRews him.
In Emgland he enly eseaped prisen fer
g@ﬁ§elfﬁ§¥' beeause I weuld net proseette

im.’
“Yoom F' exclaimed the hostess,
“Yes. [—I was once his wife.”
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There was silence for a few moments.
The man still lounged against the chair
and swung his monacle on its string. The
lamplight caught the little circle of glass
inalternating fFadnes,

“Comtinue,” he said, “or shall 17"

“He will tell you,” continued the
woman, calmly, “that he entered a cross
bill against me, and he could tell you
what all Lomdon knows, that he conspired
with one of his vile creatures to blacken
my name and take my child, that he might
keep his grip on my moeney ”

“Ihere you're mistaken, my good
Blanche,” smiled the man. “Yow don't
do my paternal affection justice.”

“Butt—but,” Mrs. Maccllesfield’'s fat,
trembling hands spread themselves to-
ward the haughty woman by the table.
“He has the child—she is here—your
daughter is lheme!

The woman started.

“What?"

“Im the conservatory now with mv
son.”

Blanche Gerry turned to the man, her
eyes lit with angry scorn.

“Anmither of your lies, Ewen your
dead daughter is not safe from you.”
The fan broke in her clutch. She began
te tremble,

“You daughter is dead?” cried Mrs.
Macclesfield.

“Then years ago,” replied the woman.
“Clvde—Cllydle—how could—how dared
you?”

“Ihen — then,” Mrs. Macclesfield’s
voice rose to a whispered scream, “wiho is
that crestiure?”

The man adjusted his monacle and
surveyed her calmly

“A daughter of mine, mnevertheless,
madam. Illegiticnate, | am sorry to say
—but,” smiling at the woman across the
lamp, “you did bore me awfully, you
knew, Blanche.”

Blanche Gerry dropped the broken fan
upon the table. Handimess obliterated
the emotion on her face. Mrs. Maccles-
field hands shook with rising hysteria,

The curtain to the drawing room was
torn open by a joyous hand. Bruce,
glowing, blushing, his eyes dancing with
boyish delight, stood in the doorway

14
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"Mother!" he cried, "mother! I have
just proposed to Effale and she has ac-
cepted me. Congratulate me, mother !I"

Gazing wilde-eyed at her son, Mrs.
Macdlesfield screamed and burst into hys-
terics.

CHAPTER 1V

Courtright lit the lamp. The sudden
light disclosed all the mean poverty of
the little “parlor ¥ By the hearth the
girl, still in her furs, leaned wearily
agaiinst the mantel,

The man advanced and relieved her
of her wraps, throwing them at a chair,
which they missed, falling in a shape-
less bundle on the floor The valet en-
tered with wood and proceeded to make
the ffiee. Wihen the sticks were crack-
ling he crossed to the girl, stooped and
drew off her overboots, then, after per-
forming the same service for the man,
he set whiskey and glasses upen the table,
gathered up the disearded furs and eoats
and withdrew As the deer shut Ceurt-
Fight sald

“How in the world did you think you
could get away with iitt?"

“Yaou mean accepting his proposal fo-
night?”

“Yes, my little one, that was stupid.
(Qur bluff was not such a strong one as to
stand vou as a prospective daughter-in-
law.” '

“I don't know what made me do it,
Clyde.” Her voice was very low, with a
note of weary wonder in it. “lt all hap-
pened so suddenly Yow will not be-
lieve me, but I never thought of him in
that way No.” a little angrily in reply
to his smile, “I only regarded him as a
wholesome bey He amused me. [ have
had very little experience st wheleseme
beys. Se te-night In the conservatory,
when he began f8 make leve te me, I let
him. 1 always let them. I was watehing
you=wendering Rew 88en yeu wedl
turn me adrift. 1 knew, 1 eal read vou
§8 well. Oh, t admit T theught ot the
Boy a8 & pessible refuge, they stddenly
He asked me 8 marty Him. and, Clyde,
it eame o me all at onee that e Mmeant
It He is fhe frst man whe ever Asked
me {8 marty him
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“Youw forget the drunken waiter at the
‘Greche Mericullures,” " said the man.

The girl turned upon him. She was
trembling with fury, her eyes black with
hate. He grimned sardonically

"My dear, little one,” he said, "you look
as if you could kill me. I am only truth-
ful.”

His evening had been a bitter disap-
pointment, The glimpse into the old lux-
ury that had once been his life had slipped
away like a mirage from the desert of
his poverty He felt that he had handled
his crisis very poorly, and he was angry
at her for obtruding her own blunder
upon a situatiom already sufficiently deli-
cate.

Afiter a moment she controfled herself
and lit a cigarette with a hand that was
almost steady What a fool she had
been to follow him to America. Wihy
had she done it? Waiff of the London
studios though she was, she could have
done better Her association with great
artists had given her the superficial polish
that women of intelligence are so mar-
velously quick to assume. But there had
been a difference, a certain courtesy in
hig relations with her that had been a
balm te the brulses given hef spirit by
the erdinafy lever ef the studles. Se
she had fellewed him, and new—she had
been a feel—Dbaelk there ameng the d&im
flowers of the eenservatory=\Wril, what
was the use of quarréling?

“I am sorry, Clyde,” he said, aloud,
“but what is dione is dome.”

“It is of no consequence, after all.”
He drank some whiskey, then added, “I
made enough for a little run to the city
We will go to-morrow ™

She brightened. “I suppose by this
time mamma has recovered from her hys-
terics and informed her son what caused
them,” he said. “Yow know, I was de-
lighted to be able to make mamma’s seiz-
ure the excuse to leave at once. Poor
Biruce! How he was torn between hav-
ing to say good-bye te you and minister
te mamma. Did yeu netiee hew she
elutehed him? Samsen himself eeuld net
have breken that held.”

She shrugged. It did not matfer—
nothing mattered. She was glad that
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they were going to New York. What a
nice boy Bruce had been! That type was
one that, after all, a girl of her kind saw
nothing of. The manner he had shown
her was evidently the manner of men to-
ward women they met in their homes—
but, well, no matter She crossed to the
table and filled a whiskey glass.

“Here's good-bye to respectalniitsyi”
she said and, raising it, smiled at him.

A sudden ring of the doorbell arrested
her Courtright saw the color fade out
of her face. She set the glass on the
table. The valet's steps creaked down
the hall. They heard him fumble the
chain.

“Clyde,” whispered the girl, “he’s come
—he has! I won't see him. Hide me. 1
can't see him.” She ran to the door, but
it gave upon the hall. With a little cry
of misery, she retreated to the table and
pressed her hands together with a force
that made the knuekles snow white in
the lamplight. Her eyes turned to the
fman’s amused faee.

“Be calm,” he said. “He does not
know I explained you by saying you
were my illegitimate daughter Tllegiti-
mate daughters can be as pure as—what
js it—snow ” The light flashed from his
sardonic monacle. The situation amused
him. “Leotd,” he thought “how mis-
taken Fielding was when he said, "Every
werman 1§ at heart a rake! Piff! Every
woman is at heaft respectablie.”

“Effale” cried Bruece, bursting open
the door “Dear—dkar, [ have just
heard. I came at once.” Hiis eyes caught
Courtrigfit’s and he paused. “Mir Court-
right,” he said, more calmly, “my moth-
er's sudden attack prevemted me speaking
te you as I wished, but I will do so now
May 1 marty your daughter at omee?”

The older man advanced,

“Not in ignoramce, Mr Macclesfield.
I presume vour mother has told you what
I told ten?*

“Yes,"” said the boy, quietly “But I
desire to know or to hear nothing but
your answer Do you consent to my mar-
rying your daughter?” The lamplight
showed the grave manliness of his earn-
est, young face. By the mantel the girl
watehed with wide, stunned eyes. In the
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shadows of the hall the yellow mask of
the valet's face peered from the dark-
ness.

“My daughter must answer your ques-
tion for herself,” replied Courtright.

“She has answered,” cried the boy.
bending across the table, his pleading
eyes fixedl upon her “She has. She told
me she loved me. Efale!”

Courtright smiled in the kindly sym-
pathy of age with hot youth.

“My daughter, did you tell him yeu
loved him 2

“Wees,” said the girl, slowly “I told
him." She went over to.the table. The
boy caugtit her in his arms, looking down
upon her upturned face with tender love
and pity

“Bruice!™ she whispered, and hid her
face agaimst his coat, her arms closing
about his neck.

“I feel quite like a father, after all,”
thought Clyde Courtright.

CHAPTER V

Effale took a last puff at the cigarette,
then pressed the lighted end agaiinst the
marble of the mantelpiece. Waiting until
the stub had ceased to smoke, she hid it
in one of the huge porcelaim jars that
stood on either side of the hearth. Then
she raised the windew to allow the sharp,
spring air to blow away the smell of to-
haceo. Bearath her the leng avenue was
I Ineessant metion af vehieles and ﬁ@&€§-
trlans. The bright eelers ef wemen’s
govms and gf-lmtmg reflectiens frem the
fAeuntings ef Rarhesses and meter €ars
Rad a peeuliar su ion Of springtime.
A{ the eornet BF Ty smm street Boys
feld trays of deep purphe \65%!%%% E&WQFG
the passing erAwd. & flab, f%gf
ot ensrmels feminine Rats BeBBed
Flahe yawned and elaneed at the E96k:
ghe wondered if sfie cowld venture ap:
ather elgatetie Bsfefe Agf NHSBAnAS fe:
me i wawd Be %PHH%!H%HB fiess 3 d

Uheh, dhucaies
i%%}%ﬁ 18 et % o Becati

Refe te g%\aﬂxé ki s{{zm%a '%1 nag]

?Esf% c%%%%smﬂo Eaﬁ%z%%ﬂ %éwnnao it
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it was alone in these rooms, and how
hideously ugly they were with their sur-
charged tints and crudely gilded furni-
ture. Her life in the studios had
at least taught her the value of tones.
Her life in the studios! How Jong
ago that seemed! She wondered that her
husband never suspected. But why should
he? There were none te enlighten him.
His family had east him off. Amnd Clyde?
Whete eould Clyde be? She had niet seen
him slnee the day ot her marriage—three
menths age. Yes, she weuld venture
that  cigarete.

Going to a desk, she unlocked a dirawer
and, taking out one, lit it. Three months !
That had been a dirty trick to play on the
boy Well, her whole life had been a
series of tricks. A girl had to resort to
them. Wmhat man had ever shown her
any consideration? Clyde? No, he least
of all. She had always been afraid of
him. She weuld always be. Whete was
he? Why did he net write te her? It
was hereile. this feeling that hHe was
abeut hef, watehing, waitlng his time te
be qpaia fer his part In the low game they
had put Hpen Briee. Of ceurse, he
would want t8 Be paid, but; afier all, he
was a man ef intelligence, he weuld
knew {88 mueh o demand the impessi:
Ble. But why didA't he shew his hand?

At the sound of a step approaching
she threw the cigarette out of the open
window and was sitting at her desk, writ-
ing, when the maid entered,

“For madam,” said the woman, and
placed on the table a huge, ribbon-bound
box, from the end of which protruded the
stems of roses. The servaat withdrew

Effale arose and took out the flowers,
with her husband’s card attached. At
the line on it saying he would be unable
to return to luncheon, her eyes grew kind
with a sort of a whirmsical pity She
touched the huge scarlet roses with gentle
hands, then, taking tkem in her arms,
went to the window. Bemeath her Au-
merous flags, indieating the presenee of
sefne forelgn potentate in the Hhetel,
whipped 1n the breeze. Still belew the
gay erush of the avenue meved.

How thoughtful he was! Did he sus-
pect? Was it possible that he could be
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blind? Yet, after all, he was simply a
boy How alive the avenue looked! She
yawmed. She had only had a puff of that
last cigarette, There was time for an-
other She went to the desk, putting
down the roses. As she dropped them
her husband's beyish serawl fastened to
the stems attracted her glamce. Slowly
she elosed the desk and locked it. Pick-
ing up the fliowers, she crossed to the
windew and put them IR a vase.

Later in the afternoon the weariness of
doing nothing in the gilded atrocity of
her rooms forced her to dress and de-
scend to the library In a secluded cor-
ner of the huge, scarlet apartment she
took her seat. Her quiet dress and the
open book on her lap served as a shield
from the drifting crowd of well-dressed
provincials. Burillliantly attired ladies, sin-
gly or in groups, were scattered about
on the chairs and divans, seemingly for
no purpose than to satisfy bucolic
curiosity She found a certain relief in
observation of the specimens of human-
ity presented to her gaze. Fimally an
eruption of gorgeously attired females
swept in from a nearby room, in which
a musical afternoon given by a once fash-
ionable tenor had just concluded. Be-
neath the foam of fllowers and plumes,
here and there, faces which she had seen
in periodicals devoted to fashion told
Effale that the tenor still retained some of
his smart patrons. The details of the
toilettes sweeping by absorbed and inter-
ested her Having come from a worid
that judges only by extermals, she natur-
ally concluded that these gorgeously ap-
pareled creatures represemted the soci-
ety with which she had dreamed of min-
gling. The absolute isolation which
followed her marriage had shown the girl
that matrimony was not the spenge upon
life's slate that she had thought it. It
had not been hard to deceive her young
husband. She was a good actress and
some trait in her obseure progenitors
tended toward domesticity, but not the
domesticity of idleness. Had she duties
to fill her days, the longing for the aban-
doned gaiety wouid not have been so
incessant. Her husband was being ini-
tiated into the huge business left by his
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grandfather, from which his parents’ dis-
pleasure at his marriage could not legally
oust him. But the wife had nothing to
occupy her empty time In the vast imper-
sonal caravansary where they made thelr
abode. It was from a very dangerous
procession of uneeeupied heurs that she
watehed and envied the wemen whe, b
her thinklng, had sueh an aetlve seelal
life. One in partieular, 2 handseme,
stately werdan A leng sables and pale

ld velvets, netieed the intentness of

er gaze and made a halt pause, &s
theugh she partially reesgnized the 8irl,
then, with 3 start ot abselute recoenition,
hurried 8. The WemaR was Blanche
Gerry.

Outside under the iron marquise and
for a block down Thirty-fourth street the
vehicles of the patrons of the musie were,
in a desperate tangle. All the exits of
the long awning were paeked with %ally
dressed femininity A elamer of shrill,
nasal female voices of the kind enly te
be heard at the funetlons of this hetel
mingled with the sheuts ef the festmen
and ehauffeurs. Mus, Gerrv drew baek
in dismay and ifreselutien. She was €6f-
batting a sudden impulse o return and
speak tg the gitl, whem she had recsg-
fRized as the ene Clyde Courtright had
§8 evnieally referred tg as Being almost
the same age as her dead aauFm P HEf
meter ear was hopelessly &BBHH% F%
feach fhe eurB fHrough” 3 (aAge 8
EqHIpages.

“Tihe Thiirty~third street door, Brown,”
she said to her footman and, turning;, re-
entered the hotel.

The girl was so young and looked so
lonely! Amd what chance could she have
had with such a father! Twenty years!
What could not have happened during
that time? What she must have seen and
heard! Was it too late? Twemty years
—jjust the age of her ewn daughter

She entered the library The girl still
sat in her lonely corner Very quietly
Blanche Gerry crossed to her and held
out her hand,

“Mrs, Macelesfield.” she said, with a
little smile. Effalle’s blue eyes rose to
hers. The heart of the older woman
began a little quickened beat, yet not a
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shade of any emotion but of pleasant
friendliness showed on her face. For a
moment young Mrs. Macdlesfield hesitat-
ed, then, with a deep blush, she recog-
nized her The older woman's trained so-
ecial instinets told her that this was the
moment to attack the gifl’s prejudices
and suggested the manner in whieh it
must be dene. Seating herself by Efale's
§liaes §he began very earnestly and gen-
tly

“My dear, I saw in the papers that you
had married a boy of whom I am very
fond. He and I came to be great friends
at the seaside last winter Waomn't you
let me be a friend to you, to®?”

This remark would have covcred Bruce
astonishment. His acquaintance
with Mrs. Gaylord-Gerry had been con-
fined to seeing her at a distanee in his
mother's drawing room, but jt served its
purpose with Efale, of, possibly, the
sweetness of this stately weman’s man-
ner spoke te her lonellness. A seft; little
smile grew i the blue eyes of Mis, Mae-
glefleld as she said-

“I want all Bruce’s friends to like me,
but they never come around now that he's
married me.”

“Witiich shows that her social training
should be taken in hand at once,"” thought
the older womam. But aloud she said,
“¥Yow must come to tea with me now ™

Effale rose with quick delight at the
prospect of someone to talk to, Her life
had trained her not to regard with too
much humiliation such memories as that
of their last meeting at the seaside,

“Let’s go into the Tumkish room. It is
so swagger Lots of swell people take
tea there.”

Blanche shuddered. The child ought
to be removed from the vulgar influence
of this hotel at once. Wihat could her
husband be thinking of to bring her here?
Amd her father, who had appatently not
given a thought to her training. Prob-
ably she had been left always to the eare
of eheap servamts, peer, llttle, uwAwel-
eome aceident that she was! How pretty
she was, tee. and net eemmen, despite
her igheramee. Twenty years ef mbw—
peer child!

“Here’s the room,” said Effale with al-
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most the pride of a hostess. The older
woman gave an involuntary recoil from
the garish horror of the place, Several
hard-faced, brightly colored women re-
garded her intently They recognized
her and knew of her social preminence,
A stout person In seaflet satin, whose
fat; idle hands hae ebvieusly enee washed
dishes in seme provineial outer darkness,
bent ferward tg examine the way the geld
velvet was eenstructed. Blanehe furhed

te the girl.

“My dear,” she said, “I want to take
von to mv house. We can chat quietlv
there.”

Effale was disappointed. To play hos-
tess in public to this undoubted person-
age would have been pleasant. The
thought of being in her house, with
haughty butlers eriticizing the way she
ate, frightened her Yet, as she did not
know hew te refuse, she went. The ex-
perience was a pleasant surprise. Every-
thing 1A the gieat heuse tg whieh she
was taken speke of harmeny and peaee.
Te sit Beside a warm hearth in the dusky,
spaeleus luxury of a great reem where
the very stillness sighified a life new te
her, the guiet and seeurity of a home,
and Be treated as a friend By 3 weman 8?

Breed lH% was  3f &BSBIHE% %WFBHSE
tg the girl.  Nothing A all Rer
H&Fﬁ yguhg life had EV%H éﬁ' gested
this. "Amd as she was, despite her
8&?%?5%‘&%% VeFy YBHR % aRd m W8man

de H@F skilled 1n all the arts {Hat Wm
Gt FA1 O R e i ne 8 g
av% 8& ¥8H‘£H§ i %88?3%1%

“Oh, if I could only be like her!"

thought Efale,

The deft unconsciousness with which
the woman manipulated the tea tray, the
ease of the smooth machinery of service
that brought and removed it, even the
way in which the servamts lit the lamps
and drew the curtains, all impressed the
girl, sitting in a shy reserve that masked
her curiosity

“Youm must take pity on me and let me
see you again,” said Blanche at parting.
“I am an old woman, and a very lonelv
one.”

The girl took the hand held out to her.

Suddenly she made a clutch at her reso-
lution.

“Mns. Gerry,” she said, timidly, “I—
I don't know how to say it. But I love
Bruce, and I want to be a wife he can—
what [ mean to say is, [ don't know—the
little things. Would you show me how
to—to be like you are?” Her eyes were
uneonsciously pleading fer her

Blamche Gerry took her very gently in
her arms.

*[ will, my dear, as I would my own
daughter if I had one,” she said.

“ihank you!"” said Efale, tremulously

Wihen the girl had gone the older
woman sat looking into the heart of the
red lo§s.

"[ don't care,” she thought. “I know
he will stop her coming when he flimds
it gives me pleasure. I don't care. 1
will fiight M

Young Mrs. Macclesfield returned “to
her hotel. A sense of weariness was
upon her Mrs. Gerry had been kind,
but. after all, she wished she had not
gone with her How hopeless it all was!
A lie—a cheap trick she was playing
tpon her husband and this new-found
womam, who had been so sweet. The
ehains of her old life closed about her
again. He—Cuunttiiight—whie was he?

“A person to see madam,” said the
maid, opening the door of her suite.

\Vith a sudden catch of the heart. Efale
entered the drawing room. Courtright's
valet stood there. On the table was an
open box of orchids and violets.

“Ohh, Orylet!" she said. Her tone had
a note of friendliness for this lwmggard,
yellow-faced man who brought sharply
hack memories of Londen. Clyde had
been in her dressing room one night at
the musie hall where she was posing in
pietures designed after a noted artist's
work and he had listened while the poor
wreteh had stammered eut the faet that
he had just lest his jeb as deorkeeper
With gne ef his effhand, mementary im-
pulses of kindness, he had given him a
sim of meney Finding Efale had knewn
him for seme years a3 the keeper of a
Bearding Reuse where she fad 1gdged and
fhat he had Been kind t8 her, He g&ve
hirm frem tifme o time other surs. tpen
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the finai smash of his fortune, when
Clyde was -limgering in shabby London
lodgings, the fellow had come to be a sort
of valet and when, in the sudden burst of
prosperity which came every quarter day,
Clyde took Efale to Ammetica, he had
taken the man alse,

“Wibat is it?" questioned the girl.
“Where is he?”

Orylet gave her a letter.

“tiiis is farewell,” she read. “I have
secured a commission from an Asphalt
Company to go to Hondouras and attend
to some little political affairs for them.
It means living there or in Paris for
some years. Adieu, my little deughter
My regards to my son-in-law

“Your ever-loving Father ™

Stilf carrying the note, she went to the
window The lights of the avenue were
beginning to shine, yet high above the
opposite buildings the sky was a
4.arm, tender blue, A wind blown from
brown hillsides all abud with spring
seemed wafted to her. How pretty the
world was—how full of promise! She
had done him wrong—he had his code,
too. He was no blackmailer A scoun-
drel, yes, hut a gentleman also,

A movement from the man at the table
recalled her.

“There is no answer,” she said. She
did not notice the sombre eyes fiixed on
her. She could think of nothing but
that she was free,

“Wam’t you say good-bye?” said the
man.

“Good-bye, Orlyet! Amd good luck I"
she smiled in kindly farewell.

He looked at her, hesitated a moment,
as if about to speak.

“Wihat is it?” she said,

“Naotthing—egpwotiHbye, and good lhudk!™
and he departed.

She tore the note into bits and dvopped
the fragmments into the vase where she
had hidden the cigarette stubs. The maid,
passing through, lighted the dressing
room for the evening toilette.

“Amtwinette!” said young Mrs. Mac-
clesfield.

The woman appeared in the illuminat-
ed doorway. “¥es, mmdam!™
“Yow may have those fllowers on the

table. Their scemii is too oppressive;—
take them away.”

The woman departed with the box.
Going to a vase that held a mass of scar-
let roses, Effale buried her face in them.

CHAPTER VL

The changes of time are subtle things
to those who experience them. Had any-
one been privileged to ask young Mrs.
Macdllesfield what difference the four
years of her martied life had made in hex
she could scarcely have told them. That
there was a vast difference from the girl
of former time was evident as she waited
in her drawing room for the annotnce-
ment that her earriage was at the door.
Someone, it was evident, must have taken
immense pains with the social education
of young Mrs, Maedesfield. There was
an air of perfeet finish that could have
come ofily with Infinite polishing; but,
after all, a poor surfaece cannot take a
high gless, and the faet that Effale had
the polish shewed that the texture had
Been fiRe eneugh te produce it. Allse, the
gentle air of sweetness, whieh fermerly
Rad been simply a veil assume t6 please
the maseuline demand, was Aew 4AMIs-
takably Aatural. The deer had just clesed
AR the eause of the ehange in Efale=
three-year-ofd Bruee Maedestield;, jr.—
and his veiee eould Be heard conversing
with fis HHF%% a3 H@ 88 arted f8r 3 prem:
enade 1A the park. The light called 4p
By Ris FF%%%HE% shill iR %F%H in Embe’s

gyes. Her eafly BF%{HH 23 HSH erystal-
{280 iRt Beauty of a subtle, spiFityal
Hf}l‘w tpat ma&’l% E$8 e call YBuRg Mrs.
ekl 8% mﬁms haFm:
n% Was éB% %98 a3 4 a& sa H EH%
IS gt that youd
%s& % sn Was tam 8@ ;{o 8§‘é s
81 Esm
8We gé 93&1 %H aylsf
sw e fer 19 §8 x 2nd:
Y 8{1%88 g Wamans Heft hang,
eL VHes: ehanded | fes ;v g 4
R Beautik] an il
rich, sfije came 10 makKe kor nerse a nicne
[P Sl 48 {rufﬁ.rs 2 it
% %%FS% ﬁll at reclcgnc'lle ru%:re,‘s
0 gl’, Ié%nl cwla %mr?ic\géltg% ee S¥r1§cé
mother, SO It was I1rom a verv €asy plage

-
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in the security of wealth that young Mrs.
Macellesfield regarded the world. Of
Courtright she heard nothing. He was
as absolutely gone from her fife as
though he never existed. He had been
tired of her, and glad to be rid of her,
and had departed. There were times
when her hard girlhood seemed simply a
dream to the young mother Ewery year
the dream grew fainter., She came to
feel secure. There were often days when
she was bored bv respectability, but she
still was happv in the love of her hand-
some husband, and when the baby came
and with it the wender of maternity her
life was s full that all desire for the
things she had ence enjoyed passed away,
The ehild became a passion with her,
An almest fierce desire to justify and
retrleve her life for its sake possessed
her Graduallly the power of habit grew
upen her untll, with the passing of the
vears thai' pighty pewer that enee had
impelled her along the road of reckless-
ness. Rew guarded her equally in her re-
spestability  Today. as she huttoned her
g%%& and waited for her carriage 9 take
BF fa the Plaza, where a musieale. pat-
fonized By Mrs. Gerry, was te be held,
she had the abselute peaee of oblivien.

Driving down the avenue, in the clear,
cold sunlight of early March, the way
was often impeded bv blocks of traffic,
due to the heavy snow now piled in
mounds that narrow the width of the
street. The sidewalks had been cleared,
however, and were jammed with people
promenading after the enforced seclusion
of the recent storm. In the park the
trees, as she passed them, seemed made of
glittering ice. The sky was a sheet of
eold, intense blue. Effale nestled into her
furs warmly and allowed her thoughts to
busv themselves with pleasant scraps of
memory—liittle details of the apartment,
of the taste displayed, of which she was
§6 preud—how the boy had last looked
==Jef husband—alll the lttle things of her
life. As her breugham swept around inte
the Plaza a laden snow eart erossed its
ath and the sharp drawing 1A ef her
grees shesk her Glaneing eut oF the
iRAgw t8 §E%H%B He calse, she saw
fRe catt, Which Rad stopped; and the
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laborers beside it. lifting ia the last
shovelfuls of dirty snow. .Ome, a boy
almost, was thinly, raggedly clad in ebvi-
ously summer garmmemts, his hands broken
and bleeding from the cold. The winter
wind seemed to rush straight through
the thin clothes and cut at tlie trembling
body beneath. Old memories stabbed
through Effalle’s pleasant dreams. She,
too. had known Runger, eeld. all the eruel
edge of the sword of life. The shivering
boy was beside the windew. and. lewering
it. she thrust Inte his hands Rer little, geld
purse.

“Take it,” she said. “I mean the purse
also,” in answer to his look of numb
surprise. “Tihere are only three or four
dollars in it. Take it all.”

A crosswalk was blocked by her car-
riage and staring, sleek, well-nourished
faces stared at her with curiosity. The
carriage wemt on. Some of the crowd
still stood, commenting and gazing. Efale
drew her sumptuous furs about her She
was cold, and in a strange way afraid.
She was abruptly conscious that misery
and suffering still went on in the world
bevond the warm walls which shut in
her life. Wihat nonsense that she should
be afraid! Who would want to harm
her? Only, she had not thought enough
of charity. She must pay the high gods
for their exceeding goodness to her Yes,
she must speak to Bruce. They should
de something to help the suffering. How
selfish happiness made eorne!

The carriage drew up at the emtrance
to the hotel, and soon interest in the prog-
ress of the musicale drove all other
thoughts from her mind. The program
was long and the short winter’s day was
over when she emerged. It was night.
The white stone hugeness of the build-
ing towered into the darkmess, splashed
by circles of light from its iron lanterns.
The waiting equipages wete simply inky
silhouettes marked by their round, glow-
ing lamps. Here and there a ray of
light touched the brass of a metor hood,
the silver initial of a saddle cloth of
fell upon the fur of a robe in the arms
of a footman. Over the park the night,
was pierced with the elear pin peints of
the eold stars. On the Plaza white afd
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yellow electric lights shone clear cut in
the dry, icy darkness.

She had just left before the crowd and
50 stood almost alone under the awning,
while her footman summoned her car-
riage from the waiting lines. All in black,
from her wide, flat hat to the tip of her
velvet skirt, showing under her long furs,
she was a figure to arrest wandering eyes
in search of female beauty. Under the
shadow of huge, soft plumes and against
the rich furs her face shone in enchant-
ing relief of delicate, white skin and
pretty eelef. Her deep-bliue eyes were
still seft with the emetion that the musle
had ealled t8 them:

To the men, one of the newiy arrived
guests of the hotel, who had seen her
cross the lobby and had followed her out
under the awning, she seemed absolutely
dazzling in her fresh, supple loveliness.
He watched her intently as she emtered
her carriage, Long after the vehicle had
left he still stood ponderimg; then he
entered the hotel. Adjjusting his mona-
ele, he seanned the ladies whe were now
leavlﬂg the lifts in bright swarms,

“They none of them can hold a candle
to her,” he thought. “Who would have
believed that she would develop such
beauty? 1 wonder if I have missed a
trick?” Sauntering into the Palm Room,
Clyde Courtright ordered tea and brandy.
Sending for the telephone book, he exam-
ined it earefully and finally weote an ad-
dress ef his eutf.

CHAPTER VII.

Clyde glanced about the small draw-
ing room with a curious lift of the
brows. Was this Effale’s taste? Or could
she love her husband sufficiently to live
in an apartment with so little of the
gacish glitter that the class from which
she came considered luxury. The
faint rose eolor of the satin walls enly
shewed when a elrele of light frem one
of the subdued lamps touehed therm inte
a plak sheen. Delieate tones of rese
Blished a shade deeper In the éarpet.
Fine, slender festeens of brenze fell frem
the frieze, a garland of ihe same mefdl;
the full eslored mahegany furRiture

struck deep tones of polish brown ; masses
of carnations in tall, slender bronze vases
stood on the hearth and contrasted with
the pink cipolino marble of the graceful
mantelpiece. A single Boucher, old, rich
and dim, showed in the chimney breast.
“Withoewer did this has taste,” thought
the man. “Batt Effale must have wept bit-
ter tears over it. Not one bit of gilt. 1
will wager she thinks she has married a
poor man whenever she comes here.”
Clyde had called that evening, an-
nouncing himself merely as Mrs. Mac-
clesfield's father, and had decided to await
her return from the dinner to which he
was informed she had gone. He was
amused and annoyed. To wait for any-
thing of anyone was to him a bere; still
he had nething else te do, se he waited.
The yeats that had passed showed plain-
ly, even under the tempered light. The
faee had hardened—leng, flae lines were
be %mﬂiﬂg te eeme A it. HiS eyes, {66,
the eeld, Bright leel that eemes 8
Pﬁ%ﬂ whe gaze mueh upen pleasure, But
still he retained, to a remariaple éxtent,
the 1agk 8f yeuth which had made him

for years the envy and diseussien 8f fhe
EIHB @%ﬁam little eefsiﬁ shewed that
finandady at least fime Rad dealt well
With Bim: T'B% %‘O(z%i% gt his Fings, thoysh
BHFe 888 iH afg%% ?% id; W% 8 8H f-
F?g g . ?&EB {H H%F% aﬂﬂ §EiH ii
822%?1 FUBIGS:

é%ﬂ it
sides il these HEEFQ lH 164 8H§ h EFE

K;E%QBQH'H% e s R

The butler entered.

“Partlom, sir,” said the servitor. “I
have made a mistake. The maid did not
change the hall card until just now, 1
find that madam does not return from
the dimmer.™

Clyde rose. Affter a hard struggle with
the proprieties of his butlership, the
stately Growes, for the first and only time
in the course of his high dignity, valun-
teered a statement that was not in answer
to a question. This circumstance showed
the great popularity of young Mrs. Mac-
clesfield with her servants, “Pardon
again, sir,” he said. “Mirs, Macdlesfield
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is at the Stuywvesant Theatre.” With this
remark Groves felt that his dignity was
shattered; but, as he reflected, one should
make some gaerifices to unite a father and
daughter,

Clyde arrived at the theatre during
the second act, but, scanning the boxes,
failed to find Effalle. He was intensely an-
noyed and about to go, when the sight of
a double row of empty chairs near the
front of the erowded house told him some
party was late. Seating himself upon a
cushioned beneh in the foyer, he proceed-
ed to watch the entranee deor. The
heuse was In almest total darkness. Over
the glass sereens behlnd him eame the
velees of the players, stralhed 1A some
theatrieal emetions.

“Wihy had he come here, following a
woman he had discarded?” he pondered.
Outside all the gay city night was wait-
ing for him. In his check book lay the
key to all it could offer. Yes, it had been
a fortunate thing, that asphalt venture.
Where was she? Amd how in the name
of the high gods had she been able to hold
up the bluff? Who would have thought
she eeuld tura eut te be sueh a beawty?
Was it a sign that he was gettlng te be
an eld fesl that he fellowed her here?
Ne, He weuld have fellewed the weman
he had seen this atterneen at any time
ot his life.

The door to the foyer opened, a bright
square of light in the dark; through it
came the late theatre party. He saw
the delicate tones of sumptuous cloaks,
a glitter from jewels; then the door
closed and the group went by him, rus-
tling and whispering through the dark-
ness. He could not distinguish her. Could
he be mistaken after all, he wondered,

The party seated themselves and the
act passed to its climax. As the cur-
tain descended and the lights rose, the
foyer filled with chattering growps. Clyde
stood up and began to scan the audience,
but was unable to distinguish her. With
an impatient moverment, he turned to go.

“Why, Mr. Courtright, this is fified!
cried a voice. Bruce Macdlesfield seized
his hand, with hearty ejaculations of de-
light,

Bruce had admired the man of the

world with an enthusiasm that was boyish
in the extremme, The realization of the
wrong done to Effale’s mother had cloud-
ed that first admiration, but as the years
went by and he feund how absolutely the
father had dropped out of the daughter’s
life, he begam te sense In thls renunela-
tion a wish to atone te her ahd sever him-
self and his assoeiations from hef pres-
ent. Thus the eld distrust melted away
and he began te find exewses fBF the man
whe had sg echarmed him. He nAever
§poke of her past te his wite, yet he
giten wondered. The fact that the father
had eared for the %m pleaded for him.
Bruce was map of the werld ensugh {8
knaw hew lightly men regard fies of
Blssd that are sut gt the 1aw. Naw all
fflf%% was forgotien iR the iey 8f meet

“I'we often wondered if you had cut
us altogether,” he said. Swddenly mem-
ory returned. This man was his wife's
father, but the sight of him brougfht other
thoughts which scarcely ever came now
A little coldness appeated in his man-
ner

“My boy,” said Clyde, a touch of feel-
ing in his voice, “I knew she was happy
I wanted to withdraw myself from her
life to give her a chance. But I was so
lonely that I felt I must see her.,” He
paused to give the unspoken pathos time
to reach the impressionalble nature be-
fore him.

Bruice hesitated, To be shut away from
Efale! To be lonely for her The man
had been a scoundrel to her mother, but
who knew the truth? All his first im-
pulses of liking returned.

“Mr. Courtright,” he said, very low
and quietly, “I do not judge. Wil you
come with me now and meet her?”

Clyde held out his hand. “No; not
here. Tell her I will come to-morrow at
four.,” He took the other’s hand and
pressed it warmly., “Bmune, you have
been good to her, My boy, thank yow!”

Their hands clasped. Bruce looked at
the other’s face and noticed the deep lines
that had come in it. “He is getting old
and he is her father,” he thought, and all
distrust was swept away. The fact that
this man was hef father, and lenely——
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“Be sure and come. I’ll tell Efale
now,"” he said, warmly.

“I will come,” answered Courtright
CHAPTER VIII.

Effale looked at the clock. It was fiive
minutes to four. Then she glanced into
the mirror Her pallor startled her Of
what was she afraid? she asked herself,
She should have expected this., Did she
think she could escape paying the price
for happiness and peace? WHis coming
now could only mean one imw—money.
He had held off as leng as he eould, but
probably under the pineh ef neeessity he
had eeme t8 lewer his pride. Well, she
must pay the priee. She begah te paee
the fleer ferveusly Her fingers bisied
themselves with & dozen futile, wseless
things=teuehing the Howers, peking the
fire, rearranging the emame\m% 8H #e

tapfe. Hew IghAg he was il coming!
W%‘ﬁ'lﬁ he need & reat SUM? Her sap-

hires! She esuld duplicate them 1A
aste, and me earls, 168, it &B§8M@iy
EEE§§§ Hy - sald false eafs asﬂsd
%{sem it Hfms{ Be {Hs safg f EH
G1ancing 1At8 the MIFFpr. she th !%m
Hagchsomed pallor ghastly aRd foHehe
&F CHegks With fONHgE:

The sudden realization that Fate's debt
cannot be outlawed had swept away all
the bright security of yesterday The
old life that she had beceme to think
of as a4 dream revealed itself as a remerse-
less reality as soon as his name fell frem
her husband’s 1lps. One by efe the slow,
blaek houts et the nlght had turaed old
memetes inte ireh fetters, and these fet:
ters, new heavy upen her, ehained Rer
dewn t8 the gﬁm faet that Mus. Bruee
Macelrsfield was really Eflie, the girl of
the studies. The man whe held her In the
hellew et his hand wag eeining &t fouF
g'eleek te make terms for the peace she
had theught was hers without freaty.

The old Effale could have confronted
him much better than the young Mrs.
Macedllesfield, because the girl had had
nothing te lose, but the very thought of
what hostage Fate held the swerd over
te-day made the young womamn tremble
with a fear that was physieal iR {ts effest
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of sick horror. It was not that she was
afraid she could not pay him; but after
the security of years the fact that at last
she was forced to do so drove the poison
of terror through her nerves. She knew
enough of her husband te know that he
would be pitiless with her beeause of
their son. He had trusted her and mar-
rled her, thinking her the vietim of others,
but If he feund that she was herself
g;;nilty—%h% elesed Her mlnd t8 the

exght in panie. Affter all, she reassured
herself, Clyde was a man of sense. He
would never kill the geese that lald the
golden egp. Thank Ged, she Rad the
golden eggs to sifer him!

“Mr Courtrigit is in the drawing
room, madam,” said the butler, entering.

She dismissed the man and consulted
the mirror There was no need of the
rouge now, her ordinary high color had
returned. She wiped the paint from her
face, went down the long hall and entered
the drawing room.

“Ath, Clyde!" she said. The control of
her voice and the steadiness of her out-
stretched hand surprised them both,

“I did not intrude on you at the thea-
tre last night, for I thought you would
rather see me here,” he said, when they
were fiimally seated.

He had not been mistaken. She was
beautiful. The slender, supple figure was
absolutely Greek in its plastic folds of
gray satin. igomeed connoisseur in
women that he was, he frankly confessed
te himself that he had never thought her
mere girlish prettiness would develop inte
the retined lovellness that new delighted
Ris edueated animalism. He was very
glad that he had eeme, even It under the
control of fer manner fie divined her fear
and dislike. Rather that fear and dislike

l@aaee Rim, te8. He had never eared for
he purswt 8t tame quarey  As they €ef:-
versed fie wondered whe esuld Rave put

on the polish. OF course, she Rad afways
had & guiet FH&HR%E aﬂﬂ 3 eer—{am g2l 1
ess H Hm a§§ foF FS HS{HEH{ Ht
& Wiy I8 H%H%% §%81&1 g %
het 18 §8%{ Hfi& E%E aH t
\‘N% ere,t % g§' %
8f tie et 81 3

SVer Meakd § i@ Hﬂﬁ %8% i%ﬁ 8
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Efate! Efale! Why, the very name
sounded like a cheap theatrical program,
and lo! it belonged to the charming Mrs.
Bruce Magcgclestield! Delicious!

The conversation progressed and Efale
became more and more puzzled. At last
she exclaimed, “You said that your Hon-
durian experiment was a swocesss?"

“Abwsolutely! We all made money.
They realized that it was my handling of
the president that gave us the concession
and, strange to say, they showed their
appreciation.”

Wihat could it mean? A great wave
of relief came to her. He had not come
to blackmail her, but only to relieve her
of the embarrassment his chance meeting
with her husband would have caused had
he absolutely avoided them. Gratitude
shone in her eyes.

“She is much relieved at the thought
of my success,” thought Clyde. “Of
course, she imagined I had come here
for momey.”

“Yom are happy here, of course,” he
said, indicating the room.

“Missuluttely, Clyde. It was my chance
and I have made him happy, too.”

“Alh, he is a fortunate fellow! Not all
of us have a successful outcome of our
impulses.”

“It was no impulse—he loved me!”
Suddenly as she said the words it came
to her that to even mention their love to
this man was a sacrilege and an outrage
upon the husband who had saved her
With a quick, feminine transmission, her
fear of Courtright turned to hate, There
was fie plaece in her life for him. Why
did he net go?

The butler entered with the tea tray.
Clyde, lounging in his deep chair,
watched her slender, white flingets busy
among the fiffesreflectingg silver with a
calm sense of soothed well-being. He
was perfectly satisfied with the progress
of the interview. The butler left the
reom, closing the doer seftly. Fof a
few minutes there was silenee. The drift-
weed fire eraekled rmerrily, eating at its
phesphereseent salts. At last she fwrhed
and lesked at him.

“When are you going?” she asked.
He smoothed his neat spat gently.
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“Wihat do you mean?” he asked, The
fire run merrily through his jeweled
rings.

“Yow must realize what I mean—how
impossible it is that you should come
here. I thank you for your silence; but
be kind, go! My husband will return
shortly. I don't waat him to find you
here.”

“Buit, my dear, I am your father. What
could be more proper than father and
daughter domestically seated beside a
fire’r The picture would adern any
home.”

“I ask you to go in kindness ’“

“My dear, I am reminded of King
Lear ‘'How sharper than a serpent's
tooth’—that’s the way of the quotation, is
it nott?”

“Cliydie—pikase, Youw have been good
to me, but can't you see? Can’t you real-
ize what the very sight of you brings
back? Clyde, I am done with all that
horrible, miserable time, Please—please
be kind and go. It surely is net mueh to
ask. Why won't you do as I wisth?”

“Beecaume, for one thing, belle petiike, 1
am comfortable. I dislike to move when
I am comfortable. Please give me tea*

Silence again, broken only by the rattle
of the cups under the trembling fifuggsrs.
At last, “You always loved to torment
people. You have the ability, but what
can you gain here?”

Dusk had fallen and the fire now
touched them with crimson ouline against
the darkness. His monacle took the light
like a great, glittering eye of red.

“It amuses me to see you as a hostess,”
he replied. “Now, for years you have
been sheltered, rich and happy, all
through me, During that time I have
been poor, pinched, debt hounded, 1A peril
of my life. Now I haVe seme meney and
I come baek. but I still find the deers
closed in my faee. I erave what 1§ my
right—gentle sufroundings, the asseela-
tion with gentle felks; in sheft, My dear,
there eemes a time in the life ef a Mman
when he weuld give a theusand gay dif-
fers fer ene eup of tea beside 3 1ady's
firesitiee.  You see, Efalle, My compliment
ts you. Here is the fiveside. Believe Mg,
the seeial suter darkness is very esld t8
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those who have known the world other-
wise.”

“What do you mean ?*

“I mean, my dear, that your hospitality,
though not freely proffered is meverthe-
less deliightful.”

“Yom can’t expect me to have you here
in my husband’s house—you can’t expect
it!”

“Your husband likes me.

“Dom’t you understand? Can’t you
comprehend ? [ love him, I tell you. You
can't stay here. You'l go, and go mow!"
She rose in the emotional anger of her
early days.

The door opened. The butler entered
and proceeded to light the lamps. As
the man took up the tea things Clyde
said ¢

“What a charming room, my daugh-
ter! Is it your taste #"

The door shut behind the servant. The
woman reseated herself. Her control re-
turned, but her quivering hands and tap-
ping foot told of the struggle with anger,

“You might just as well umderstamd,”
drawled the man, “that I see no reason
why I should consider you. You have
simply carried through a superb bluffif;
but do not go under the impression that
you can bluff rne. I have no illusions
about women of your type. You have
simply found an easy livelihood, that by a
trick happens to be respectable. But you
have gained net one whit in my eyes by
your triek. I knew you as I know al
the women of your partieular elass. Yoeu
leek very sweet and inneeent, my dear,
but lesks, like beauty, are very thim—
only the depth of the skin, in faet”

She made a movement of shudderimg
anger. His cold voice continued its lan-
guid {ftow,

“I don’t mean or wish to be unkind,
but I do not choose that the girl I picked
up in a cheap studio shall criticise my
character as if she were my owan daugh-
ter. My dear, you were my mistress,
Before that you were——"

“Stop!” she cried, in an outburst of
anger. “I won't hear it—you shali mottl™
She sprang up. Before the cruel coolness
of his smile her anger faded, She began
to tremble. N
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“Clyde,” she pleaded, holding out her
hands, "Cllyde, you know how it was. 1
admit I tricked him. It was a cheat, 1
even admit all you say, though I could
tell you that I was only sixteen; but even
it T was, I've changed. I have—I have,
truly. Please don't be hard on me. If I
have offended you, if ['ve made you
angey, U'm sorry. [ll do what you say—
anything you say te make up te you for
what you've done for me. I've got beau-
tiful pearls, Clyde, and sapphires——"

He stopped her with a shrug.

“You also have a case of coming hys-
terics. Control yourself. Now that
you're up, please hand me that match-
box 6ti the table.”

With a struggle, she controlled herself.
Slowly she went over and picked up the
box. He heard one faint, little, choking
sob, then she came back and handed the
matches to him with a curious weariness
as of one who returns to a heavy, hope-
less burden. Clyde Courtright had had
much experience in the control of women,
but never sueh a suecess as this in break-
ing them. It was the Effalle of the stu-
dies whe steed by the mantel.

“My child,” he said kindly, “you force
me to be cruel, but I will be so no more.”

“Youm don't want money—what do you
want ?” she said, wearily She knew what
he wanted. What did alli of the men of
the horrible, old days want with such as
she? Efale of the studios! Amd now
she knew that from the first this was what
she had always feared—this was the price
of peace.

He stood up. Her slender fiigure in the
gleaming satin, the firm swell of her
shoulders, the blue-black wawe3 ot her
hair, each subtle color and delicate tone
of her lovely young womanhood called
to him. The youth of her drew him with
all its mighty force.

“Effalle,” he whispered, “I want noth-
ing other than that you do not shut me
wholly out of your life.” He came to her.
His eyes played over her. intoxicated with
the enchantment of her (flowerlitee loveli-
ness. As she saw him draw near she
was dumb, cowed with the awful weight
of the old times. She was nethlng but
(e little thing of the town's pleasure.
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bound tight in the ropes of her old sins,
there for his taking. His hand slid up
her arm. A step sounded in the outer
hall. Suddienly the woman sprang back,
alive, quivering with loathing. Her blue
eyes expanded with hate,

“Let go of me!” Her whisper was
manlike in its fierceness, “Wan—iif you
touch me, I'll kill you! That is my hus-
band now.”

The door opened. Glowing and vigor-
ous from the cold, Bruce entered. She
ran to him and quickly grasped both his
hands.

“Wiho do you think is here, dear?” she
cried, in a high, gay tone. “My fatlner?

The young man came forward with a
bright heartiness.

“Mr. Courtrigft. I am so glad to see
you in our home,"” he said.

CHAPTER IX,

“You look tired, Efale.”

“I am not, Bruce. May I see the
Times?” Amd young Mrs. Macclesfield
hid herself in that newspaper from the
questioning eyes of her husband. She
was not tired. A wan lueidity bathed
every corner of her mind. Outside the
high windews ef their breakfast reem
the bright, elear mernlng sun showered
diamendlike ug@ﬂ the jeehung bowghs
ot the park. Bemeath the bare trees the
white slepes were drawn aver with direet
sharp shadews of eleah blue. Over the
sHOWY Feefs of the eity the HudEon shene
like g Band ot turqusise

“What is to be done?” she asked her-
self feverishly, and the monotonous an-
swer came back, “Nathing.” The man
held her absolutely in the hollow of his
hand. Wiat mercy could she expect from
him? She knew to her sorrow how typi-
cal he was of the kind of men she had
known before her marriage. His atti-
tude was theirs—ome which held weomen
like herselff as eheap as dirt. They were
merelless 1 thelr eynieal disregard and
dishelief that any weman of Her €lass;
ereated By a wise Natwure for thelr amuse-
fent. eeuld held values of life ether
than fREeFeenaFy.

“Effmle” said her husband.
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“Yes, Bruce.”

“Dear, 1 don't think you were very
kind to your father last pight.”

“Nomsemse, Bruoe!”

“Yoes. Please put down that paper.
That’s better. I cannot talk to headlines,
Effalle, dear, don't you think that his life
must be very lonely? Think of eur hap-
piness and, besides, he is getting old.”

“My dear Bruce, please don't discuss
him.” Her voice had a hard coldness
that was new to him. He glanced at her
in surprise. “I mean,” she said, quickly,
in answer to his look, “I think I am too
tired to discuss amytiimg.”

“I know you are.” He rose and came
round to her, bending his tall shoulders
above her and looking down tenderly.
She was so pretty, so delicately frail in
her loveliness, this wife of whom he was
Hy prowd!

“Dear.” he said, gently. His arms
slipped about her, She grasped them.
Her hot, feverish hands clutched his coat,
as though he were slipping away from
her, She lowered her head and pressed
her lips upen his strong hands.

“What is it? Tell me, Efale, dear,”
he soothed. Slowly she put his hands
away and then rose to her feet.

“It is nothing, Bruce; I am tired, 1
have been going about too much. I—I
wish we could go away Couldn’t we go
away r

“Withere ?"

“Mmywihere out of this hateful city ”

“Yom mean you are run down and
want a breath of Saramac. So do I. I'l
arrange matters at the office and we will
start next week. I’ll wire for them to
open the camp. The Adirondacks will
take all thoughts of nerves out of you.”

She turned to him, her eyes bright, the
color in her face again. A door was
opened by a capped nurse.

“Peaiom, madam,” she said, “but Mas-
ter Bruce wamts to go out and snowball.
Can I take hirm?”

“IMN take him,” said his father
him here.”

Ten minutes later Effale heard them
going down the hall. Her dress was
still disarranged from the clutching of
‘meaill hands, The rugs showed deep

“Bring
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folds where uproarious little feet had
kicked them. Her hair had escaped its
bands and now floated in soft tendrils
about her face, while her eyes glowed
with the light of the romp. She listened.
The father was evidently having ener-
fious trouble with the deer handle. A
ehildish ehuekle of delirleus mirth
reaehed her, then the deer banged:

Effale went to the mirror and smoothed
her hair The blood seemed to tingle
with the immensity of the relief. Why
had she not thought of it before? Sara-
nac! That could mean two menths, and
in two months anything might f—
anything! She could easily lie Ih the
meantime te him: put him off till they
had left the elty She weuld leave ne
address. She began t8 hum as she meved
abeut the reem. The great windews full
et glittering sun atiraeted her She de-
glded t8 g8 fof a ride. Sﬁ% §He
passed int8 her Bedreem. QR she
efmer furred and veiled, she feund a
Baske 8? vielets, with Ris eard, sfyin
he would eall fhat afterncen. Clvde
Eourtright was 188 8ld 2 Runtsman {9
Ev!‘(z% Ris guarpy; Breathing time whep feé

d it EorRsred:

As he motored up the avenue that
afternoon Courtright had a feeling of
pleased well-being. He was so abso-
lutely sure of himself, and of her Teo
do him justice, he was not actually aware
that his part In the affair was particularly
reprehensible. [h faet, he regardied him-
self as the girl’s Benefaeter in that he
had plaeed her 1A the pesition 1A sesistyv
in whieh she was. As fef the price—
well, all things, eveR viFtue, fAust Be

q for iR this wotld, seener f later

% they gm pleased hif. After all, why
should she eare? He wewld Ret harm
Rer pesitien. and what was she—Rut
Frale? He flatiered himselt he Rad han:
dled the FHQHEF very well=let her see
that e reBe 8 Mirs. Macdrideld was
{H8 m%%%%t Y. F%\’z%ﬁl!ﬂgr f8 him Eﬂ@

33;‘ gy 8k e H858§
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His motor entered the courtyard of the
towering apartment hotel. Upon inquir-
ing for Mrs. Macoksfield, he was in-
formed that she was not at home.

“No, she had not said when she would
return,” said her butler,

Courtright get into his taxicab, gave a
direction to the chauffeur. and was driven
downtown.

An hour later young Mrs. Macclesfield
stood at the window, as was her custom,
watching the darkness settle and the
gradwal lighting of the spreading pano-
rama of the eity. Wihite arc lights began
to mark the perspective of the streets,
Tiny Yyellow windows were sudden-
ly eutlined In tall office buildings.
T"h% fronts of hetels and theatres began

8 glitter Yellow and white meter €ab
light§ darted like fiveqflies. Abeve hid-
den Broadway the darkness glistened
‘%& the millien 1ames ef the White

She was wondering if she had been
wise not to see him. Still it was a day
gained. She would send him a note ex-
plaining that there had been a mistake
of the servants. A day—a whole day in
the game had been won,

The telephone bell rang. She went
to the receiver “Is Mrs. Macdlesfield
there?” said Courtright’s voice. She did
not answer He repeated the question,
sharply.

“Yees, Clyde, it is I?"” she said. “The
wire was crossed. I did not hear you
at ffist. Amd, oh, Clyde,” she hurried on,
“smeh a stupid mistake of the butlers!
I was really in when you called, but the
man neglected to inform me. You see, 1
had said I was fiet at home, so we could
be abselutely alene, and he stupidly in-
eluded you IR my erder.” The beating
ot her Heart frightened her. She thought
it must be audible te him.

“Newer mind,” said his voice, kindly.
“I was sure it was a mistake; but you
looked so badlv last night that I was
anxious, so I called on Bruce. I am in
his office now. I am very glad he is
going to take you to Saramac, but what
I wanted to ask is, if you felt well enough
to see e to-night. I promised Brwee fo
logk you up., He will be delayed down-
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town at his alumni dinner. May I see ed her head wearily agaimst the back of
you?” her chair.
“Yees."” “When shall I come?” she asked.
“Thamk you! Eight thirty. Bruce, “At seven. Tell your husband that you

your wife is on the wire. Do you want to
speak to hen??

CHAPTER X.

“Alll that I desire is that you will occa-
sionally dine with me in my apartment,
An hour or two of your life now and
then—that is all.”

“All!” she repeated the word, a faint
satirical smile trembling over her fright-
ened pallor.

The man threw his cigarette into the
fire, His calm strength of mastery, the
feeling of iron power which he had made
her feel ever since the first moment of
the interview, enabled him to disregard
these feeble ffluttteringss of her broken
wings. The guarry was in the trap, and
they both realized it.

“Amd if I do not come to-morrow night
my husband will receive a letter from you
in the morning’s mail?” she asked, very
calmly

His gesture was an assent.

“ he comes and kills yow?"
she continued, her hands busy with the
photographs on a small table, by which
she stood.

“Wihw suppose what will not happen ¥

“Why nott?”

“Beraumse you will come.”

“Youw are so sure, then ?*

“My dear, what is the use of this dis-
cussion? Listen to me, Efale. Again I
tell you, all T ask you is a few hours of
your life. As far as your life with him
is concerned, that can go on the same
as ever, My dear child, how ridiculous
to have this long scene over mottiigg!™
He bent over the lamp, lighting another
cigarette above its chimney. Affter a
draw ef two he eentinued, "“Now. my
gifl, leek at this from a sensible view-
pelpt. 1 surely deserve some considera-
tien, slnee I have been sueh a fool as ts
fall in leve with you again.”

“Stop!” she said, sharply.

“Well?” he inquired, eyebrows raised
in question. She seated herself and rest-

dine with me.
one.”

“I didn’t ask you what time I should
be back.”

“Butt, you see, I will arrange all that.
You may trust me.”

You can be back here by

“It will be unnecessary, I am not
coming back here.”

He looked at her sharply. “What do
you mean?” he demanded.

“f mean that this is over VWlifen 1

leave here to-morrow it is forewer!”
“My dear child, don’t be a fool!” he
soothed, kindly.

“IHat’s what I won't be!” she cried,
twisting her body so that her eyes poured
all their hate into his. “I have been a
fool. Now it's over. I'm dome!™

“fhiis is nerves,” he smiled.

“Nerves!” she cried, and her voice,
though low, had the ring of passionate
contempt and scorn. “Ww®, it is not that.
I have been a fool to think that a woman
such as I, fresh from the hands of a man
such as you, could play this farce of
marriage and motherhood. No, I am
miscast. [ belong out there with the
other women like me, in the theatres and
the streets, wherever we ean buy a living
from you and yeur kind. Mother, wife
=pietty names, but they dea’t fit me.
You, as leng as you live, will see that
they den't fit me! De yowu think 'l esme
baek frem you te Rim? Ne!! When yeu

t threugh with fe you ean keep me of
threw me inte the streef, But I'm dene
with lies and eheats. Geod fargive me fof
thinking that 1 ever eeuld WIR eut afy
Wﬁ% But the way I Began—fkne Bﬂh}(r way
that men like you make it pessibie 16f 43
{8 begin. O, I dem’t Blame ysut 1I'm
Bng_ & Stueie girh 18 yeu, But 18 mim—
£8 im Y her vaite proke iA 4 wath ter
149 FHH% _lél her Haﬂg%. she sabbed. Hé
gg'di%i g § [F she FBUgRt with ed¢R &8

strahghe it

He gianced down at her, some slight
softening in his face. Good Lord, how
impossible wornen were! Afiter all, what
was he asking of her that many woren
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in the set to which she had come did not
barter away as lightly as if it were simply
part of the routine of life's pleasures.
Still her life had been hard, no doubt of
it, and—well—the gates of the Geisha
gardens of pleasure stood open. In fitneks
and droves the soiled deves that were
made for nething in the werld but men’s
amusement waited his coming.

“Welll, my dear girl,” he said, in a
friendly tone. How beautifully the light
touched the silken wonder of her hair,
and the young live curves showed firm
and true through her soft gawzes. The
white, slender fimgeis were tipped with
nails eolored like the heart of a pink rose.
His jaw set. “You come at seven,” he
eontifved. “You will be mere sensible
te-merrew. Now I will say goed night.”

He left her. For a while her shoulders
continued to shake, then she got up and
left the room. Passing down a long cor-
ridor, she came to a door Gently she
turned the handle. Inside a shaded night
lamp showed white walls and rugs. On
the deep frieze, Puss-in-Boots yellled for
help, Red Riding Hood argued with the
welf, all the merry eompany of the fairy
tales frolicked in the dim shadews near
the eelllng. The woman steed listening.
Gradwally the seund of gentle breathing
eare e her. PEmtering the resm, she
glesed the dser

Clyde Courtright walked briskly across
the Park. His feet crunched the packed
snow of the walk with a sharp sound.
The jcy boughs cracked in the iron cold.
High above, the stars shone like bright
points of tiny knives, He had recovered
frem his moementary eompunction,
Women were always the same, and love,
like driftweed, burns all the brighter for
the salt frem a tear. Of ecourse, she
weuld net leave her husband. He rather
liked the ysung fellow. He was qulte
willing o share her with him.

“Ragllly, I am quite a charitable per-
son,” he thought, and his eyes half shut,
seeing in memory the soft richness of her
hair in the Jamplight.

As he left the park at the Plaza a
wretched bundle of shivering rags came
beside him and whined. With an exclama-
tion of disgust, Courtright hurtied on.
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but, overmastered by the impulse of hug-
ger, the beggar laid his hand on Court-
right's sleeve. The fiingers were broken
and bleeding with frostbite. With an ex-
clamation of annoyance, Clyde shook him
off. Suddenly behind him came a raving
of curses—a broken torrent that abso-
lutely astonished him by its passion. He
paused and turned, but maddened by
his sufferings and the cool smile of the
fur-coated gentleman, the wretch cursed
on, his thin voice quavering into breaks
and gasps of silence. Clyde's face showed
an amused wonder. Thrusting his hand
into his pocket, he threw a bill on the
snow. The bare, blood-caked hands
snatched up the money, and the outcast
shuffled off into the night. The tears still
ran down his cheeks, and in a sort of
coma the man mechanically continued to
eurse his benefactor, the bill clutched in
his hand.

Ciyde Cortright stood in his bed-
room, tying the cords of his dressing
gowm. The valet was placing a brandy
and soda tray on the table beside the
reading chair. The dim light made the
servant’s face look like parchmemt, yel-
low, seamed and cracked. Deep brown
shadows were under the sunken eyes.

“I wonder how long he can possibly
last at the drug,” thought Cortright.
“Cumiious study, still I must get me a
decent man as soon as I have time. 1
suppose I only keep him from habit.
Strange how strong old habits are with
me. God! How beautifl her hair was

In the lermpliielit!”
CHAPTER XI

Effale leaned back against the cush-
ions. Through the windows of the
brougham the great white arch stood in
delicate relief against the sea mist that
was creeping gradually over the further
side of Wagshington Square. It had
come from the wide stretches of cold
ocean and now ravenous and steallthy
it stole over the city, bringing with it
gradual lowering of lights that told of
end of the day. Night crept behind that
mist, the night that meant she must go
te him—pay the priee fof her happiness,
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ilie price that Fate had always meant
she should pay. A jingle of harness,
the stamp of an impatient hoof showed
that her horses resented standing in the
cold. On the high white marble steps
of the red brick house her footman wait-
ed the opening of Mrs. Gaylord-Gerry's
door., The houses across the square
were erged inte a blur of shadow
One high tower rose.like the tower of a
dream, helding a falnt eross against an
ashen sky. How like a dream it had
been, she theught. The days ef happl-
ness—=the hepes of peace and secwritty—
new she eeuld see hew mistlike they
were, witheut substanee, shadews, vi-
§i8Rs, sueh as eame t8 all women of her
elass; only 18 ehew them what esuld net
pe. Of what Hse her eoming here new?
Wihat esuld anyene de foF hHer? She
had theught te steal past the high geds
With fIer happiness, But their eyes were
89 K8eH. Their Hands Wers r&mofse-
8§§l¥ HBB&HH%% a6k 18 the QBQ'EB Aer feet
a4 BHEE S The foBHMAR Was saful:
{Rg 4t tHe 488F 8% e BIOYERAM:

“Mnrs. Gerry is at Garrisoms for the

week end, madiam.*

Her heart gave one frightened throb.
The cold loneliness of the mist-laden
darkness entered and wrapped her about
in its folds. Night was coming. Its
hands were close upon the city, pressing
down upon it the weight of the dark-
fess, and she was alone in it to pay the
priee. The earriage had turned uptown
and the sldewalk of the avenue was fliit-
ting by the window. The sound of the
eager, stable-bound hoofs made a
Fhythi threugh her thoughts.

Why should she not tell one more lie?
He was right, and she would be a
fool not to. What did one more matter
when her whole life was a lie? Her
hands clenched in her muff. That
thought proved how far she had gone
back in the hours since he had re-
entered her life. All the principies that
the happy years had clothed her with
were stripped from her as if a hand had
snatched a cloak away. Wiy had not
someone killed him? Whw had he not
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died dowm there in the tropics? The
thoughts were like arms shooting up
from the black morass of her past,
clutching at her stumbling feet.

The lamp-lit, fldoverscemtizt] stillness
of her home enfolded her as she entered
the hall. Through half-drawn curtains
she saw the warm embers of the library
hearth; the fire touched the leather of a
huge chair with a little lezenge of red.
A man’s chair It was, that held werA,
hospitable arts teward the legs. For a
mormemnt she Hesttated, a hand en the
eurtains, then very slewly passed 6f,
entered her Bedreem, l8eking the deof
She ehanged her dress fof a simpler 8Ae:
Drawing 8ff fher fings, she huhg them
Hpen the little Branehes of & vanity rest,
then, switehing sut the lights, she seated
herself at the windew and sat dumB,
metienless, while the eleel siruek and
the B_ﬁ%%iﬂg fosisteps told 8f fhe smagth
machinery of service F%VBMH% {15 Rid:
gsg% %8%%% thraugh Rer perfectly grdered

The mist—grey, dense—slid slowly
over the city, blotting down the lights
into faint blurs, wet, yellow, nebulous.
Here and there some gigamtie eliff of
stone rose above It, shinlng with bright
windows, but even these began te waver,
to become falnt and at last te vanish
under the ghastly smether of the fog
From the river lefig sirens meaned faint
ly, as If semething gigamtic was in drearv
pain under the grey pall. Finally & meoy-
ing Blet if the darkhess, she groped {of
Rer eleak, wrapped hersel if if, drew
its head aver her face and Moved 18 the
deer. Her Hand was almest af the kRSB
when the seudd ot small feef drew
nearer, esming from the corrider ThE
dim Blaek figiie. 8t the waman did 8t
meve. The litHe fegt §£8}5n5%ﬂ-.
degr Randle was furped, HHeR #yrp
agaih, 3 small spmething presse
{gEked panels. FLom the g &
fall e Aurses \485%% EﬁH? .
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door, a gleeful, childish chuckle sounded
from a far room.

CHAPTER X11

v.iwciie (Gantriigihit ceaedful by aatjjusitsdl thve
candle shades, then bent over the ice-
packed bottles of a wine stand, feeling
their temperature with the tip of a
jewelled ffinger. The valet entered and
placed a chafing dish upon the table,
gave a last touch to the dishes upon a
sening stand, readjusted the fall of the
cloth, then turned to his master.

“¥aut are quite through—mothing for-
gotten if* inquired Clyde.

“Nathimg, sir ™

“Them you may go, and be sure you
are not back here for four hours, you
understamd ? Tell the office that the lady
I am expecting is to come up unan-
nounced. WHat are you waiting for?"
—Iis sharply, as the man still regarded
him. The discolored flesh under the
eyes and the sunken hollows at the
brows made the grim suggestiomn of a
mask more noticeable. The valet went
betweem the curtains. In a few moments
the outer door shut.

Clyde drew a gardenia from the cen-
ter piece and fixed! it in his coat. Glanc-
ing into the mirror, lie adjusted his col-
lar, smoothed a flimger tip over each eye-
brow, touched the fllower again, then
poured a few drops of absinthe into his
hollowed palm and snuffed it delicately
with a sensuous arch of the brows. The
fire was a little high. He placed the
glass screen before the ftiames, consulted
the tiny thermometer beside the clock,
then raised the window an inch, dirawimng
its curtains. The window was in an air-
shaft of the hotel upon which the win-
dows of all the dining rooms gave. Pass-
ing into his bedroom, he turned on the
wall lights and exammimed his face care-
fully in the mirror, then began massag-
ing the wrinkles on either side of his
mouth. After a minute he paused, turn-
ing his head from side to side to see if
a different angle made them less prom-
inent. He frowned, shrugged, dabbed a
few drops of perfume on his lips and re-

turned to the dining room. A cold bird
in aspic received his attention ; apparent-
ly some question in regard to it troubled
his critical mind. Picking up the long
steel carving knife, he pressed the point
against the breastbone. The bell rang.
Laying down the knife, he hurried to the
door and opened it. She entered.
Neither spoke. Her manner, as she
threw off her cloak, was the indifferent
one of a womam to whorm situations such
as this were old. The calm of her man-
ner and the quietness of her dress djs-
appointed hih. He had hoped to greet
the brilliant young Mrs. Macelesfield,
but this apathetic womam in quiet gown
was Effale of the studios. Had she come
to him gay, jewelled, her loveliness en-
hanced bv the costly fabrics that pleased
his fastidious taste, he would have fllat-
tered her by deference, treated her as a
woman of his own class, but the girl fell
baek too easily inte her old ways. He
was sorfy now he had net kept the valet
to serve the supper His attempts to
shield her reputation met with very lit-
tle consideration apparently.

“IIs it cold out?" he asked as he busied
himsellf with the cocktails.

“Ihere is a heavy mist,” she replied.

He held the glass towards her. She
walked over and took it. He opened
the cigarette box and put one into his
mouth, then offered them to her. She
shook her head and, turning her back
to him, stood motionless, the glass for-
gotten in her hand. Iie glanced a cold
question at her, then, lighting the alco-
hol flame of the chafing dish, busied
himsellf with the preparation of the
vol au ventt, which he did so well. His
trained instinct for woman told him that
the best course now was silence, indiffer-
ence and wine. The candle light smoth-
ered his wrinkles, softened the hardness
of his face. He looked very handsome
with a subtle air of gay elegance most
becoming. From time to time he glanced
at her, but did not speak until the dish
was finished. Then he turned to her

“Remady,” he said. She came slowly
up to the lighted table and stood beside
it. The candles cast quaint lights upon
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the dead paleness of her face, the great
sombre eyes looked down at him. The
soft masses of hair faded into the sha-
dows of the shadowy room. The power
of her beauty came over him. His eyes
lit with a gleam not from the candles.
He half rose, but she seated herself
quietly.

“Thiis is like old times,” he smiled.
“Amd the old wine, you see.” He poured
the yellow, bubbling gold into her glass.
“Do you know, my dear, I never knew
how lonely I had been until now. Drink,
Efale.”

She obeyed. He smiled. The difficul-
ties of the situation were only an added
touch to his perfect content. What a
delicate texture her white skin had!
And the hair was nothing short of won-
derful.

“Do you remember that little cafe by
the river woods, the one on the Seine—
the Crediee Merkiauatelere, they called it—
and that supper we had there by the
river bank with Saint Cloud in the dis-
tance, touched by the sumset?"

“I remember,” she said.

“Yom said the miver looked like this
wine—like gold,” he continued. “And
do you remember our sitting there and
seeing the boats driftimg down through
the twilight to Paris? Amd that song
that fat fellow who sang to you—what
was the song, can you recall? The
Parisian journalist—wihat paper was he
connected with—was it ‘La Presse? Oh,
I know what he semg.”

He began to hum Ma Belle lowmquin
as he carved the fowl, while her sombre
eyes watched his jewelled hands. How
slender and fine they were, not like a
man's hands at all. Into her thoughts
came the picture of other hands—strong,
muscular, young—upom which she had
yesterday pressed her lips.

“My dear, drink another glass of
wine,” said Courtrigft. The white hands
pouring the champagme were horrible.
The jewels glittered on them like little
lustful eyes. The shine of the long, pale
nails were like those of a dead man.
Her eyes followed them as they picked
up the carving tools. The light took the
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silver handle of the knife.

“Amd do you remember the drunken
waiter who burst in upon us and pro-
posed to marry you?” How pale his
nails were. Did the dead have nails
like that?

“Cliyde,” she said, “let me go, please.
Please let me go I’

He put down the knife and, leaning
across the tiny little table, laid his white
hands upon hers.

“Let you go? No; I am sorry I ever
let you go, Effale.” Her eyes—great,
violet, beautiful—looked into his. He
saw the motion of her smooth shoulders
and her hair was like a mist before his
eyes—a perfumed mist that grew about
him, saturating his senses.

“No, I'll never let you go again,
Effale.” She looked at the hands—the
pale nails were like those of a dead man.

“lLeet me go, please!” she whispered.
Wiith a swift movement he rose and came
around to her She stood up, but did
not retreat. The tips of her fingers rest-
ed lightly upon something on the table.
His hands reached out to her, the pale
nails taking little dead glints from the
candles. Nearer they came, and slowly,
lighitly rested upom her arms. They
looked cold, those hands—like those of
a thing that is dead. His perfumed lips
drew to her and he kissed her. Through
the open window, on the air shaft, came
the gleeful ehuekle of a ehild. Mist, a
dead white mist, all abeut her, wlth
sofething eheking In itt—something
that gasped with leng, dry catehes.
Semething dripped in the mist, toe.

She was holding a knife, a long, red
stain on it, and there on the flioor some-
thing lay—something with white hands
and pale nails,a dead thing in spite of
that horrible, living dripping.

“l knew I'd do it,” she saitl. Then
again, as if in answer to a question, she
said, “I knew I'd do it.”

Her cloak and gloves lay on a chair.
She must go, but there was the knife.
She could not go until she had hidden
that. With the uncertain sureness of
one who walks in a dream, she went to
a high cabinet and dropped the knife
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behind it. Then, at its rattling fall, she
screamed. Catching up her gloves, she
tried to force one on her shaking hand,
but it would not go. Ewerpthing tied
her here. Her feet refused to leave this
thing that she had done. With a little
moan, she sank to the flloot, and, unable
to rise from her knees, still struggled
with the glove. A key turned in the
outer door and steps were in the hall,
The woman’s hoatse breathing was like
the sound of torh silk.

The door opened and the valet stood
there. Slowly his eyes turned to the
empty table, then fell to the fldenr. With
a quick, cat-like motion, he came to the
body and knelt beside it, his hand inside
the shirt. Then his eyes turned and he
saw her, crouched in the corner, still
trying to foree on her glove.

“T knew I'd do it, she said.
looked at her

“It was you he waited for this even-
ing?” he said.

“I knew I'd do it,” she repeated.

“Amd I set the table for wow—yow?"
He sprang up and came across to her

“IL set it for you!” he said again.
“God! God! God!*

He whispered the word, repeating it
as if it had some hiddea meaning of
horror known only to himself. She suf-
fered him to raise her to her feet, dum-
bly standing while he wrapped her cloak
about her and drew its hoed over her
face. Then slowly and gently he led
her away. The outer doot closed be-
hind them. The soft candle light bathed
the thing that lay on the floor and glit-
tered in the silver of the tiny, fltbawer-
deeked table. Througth the windew came
the happy laugh of a ehlld.

He

CHAPTER XIII.

Dead night. The mist lay de<p on
the city. The empty streets held noth-
ing but its gray shroud-colored vapor,
saw no movement but its ashen drifting.
Through the pallid darkness the sirens
of the river moaned, but faintly and at
long intervals, as though for something
that was dying of was dead. Darkness;
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too, in the luxurious apartments of the
towering hotel; in the Macclesfield
rooms, beside the silent hearth where
the logs lay black and charred, covered
with ashes, like dead things in a mist.
Only the striking clocks were alliwve—
horribly, remorselessly alive, mercilessly
striking away the hours, pitilessly telling
that dawa was coming, the dawa that
would reveal the black logs, dead under
their gray ashes and all things that lay
dead hidden by the mist. Gradually
the windows formed eut of the darkness
and slowly heur by heur grew pale eut-
lined in eeld, dim light. From seme-
where over the world dawn was coming
teward the elty te take frem the night
its seerets. Swuddenly, in the dead parer
ef the first merning, the telephene bell
fang. High, metallie, sRrill, ceaseless;
fiet te Be denied By shut deers 8F slesp;
the eall of the weHd frem the oufer
Right that had given up its dead, Fang.
Fimally a far deer epened. Slippered
feet slawly eame dewn fhe Rall. 1 fhe
murk a Torm proped, sleep-deadened
Rands fumbled foF the switeh. QHickly
the fight rese iR fhHe shaded “13Mmps:
voung Macehesiield, 10 pajamas, fils Raif
tausied, fask dowh the Frecerver:

“Wheat in the devil do you wamt?”
Them his words died away His eyes
grew bright with shock. The color died
from his face. At intervals some ex-
clamation of horror or prates: burst
from his lips, only to be silenced by some
persistent voice that sounded tlrough
the room curiously loud and comie, like
the metallic chant of an imp. At last
he hung up the receiver and, passimg
through the dark rooms, eame to a
door, a doof that had steed ajar ever
slnee the first ring of the telephene, but
new seftly leeked at the seund of his
appreaeh. The deer gave upea her
beudeir, and, as the yeung husband en-
tered its faintly-perfumed darkness, he
paused, hesitated, then advanced 23R4,
Wwith sudden reselutien, tapped.

“Fifale!” he called. “FHfale I
No answer.
“Rfdbe —‘topen the doon!”

He struck the panel gently to arouse her.
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He knew how lightly she always slept.

No answer.

He called again. The suddem shock
had disturbed his ordinary poise. But
now it suddenly came to him that he
would let her sleep, shield her for an
hour or two's peace, then he must tell
her But in the meantime she should
sleep. He turned and softly retreated.
The door of her room was unlocked and
opened. He could see the white-draped
figuree faintly in the weird, wan light that
was almost like phosphorous frem the
pale dawn, for the night at last lay
dead in the mist.

“Weelll?” said her voice.

He came to her and took her in his
arms. Humgrily her arms closed about
him.

“Wihat was that—that telephone ring
—what was it? Why don’t you tell me?
What was iitt?"

“It is your father,” he said. How
could he tell her?
“Hle—the is not dead then? Her

voice was a mere dry whisper, low but
harsh. Not until long afterward did the
strangeness of her words come to him.
But here, with her white face in the wan
light, it seemed that, in some subtle,
feminine way, she had read his thoughts,
divined the horror that crept all about
them, elutehing at them like a cold hand
out of the fog.

“Hle is dead,” he said, “he has been
murdered.”

Her arms grew tight about him, and
she hid the ghastly face of terror against
his breast. The telephone bell rang
again. [ts sound drove the sudden sense
of fear from Bruce’s mind. He was
himsellf again. Allert, masterful, tender,
he placed her in a chair and forced her
to drink some whiskey, then summoned
the servamts. The first sense of shock
was gone, but a deeper thing remained,
a dull, determined anger, for he had ad-
mired the dead man as only is given to
the yeung and clean to admife sueh a
man as Clyde had been. The stricken
eema of his wife’'s giirf added to this.
All the time he tended and sesthed
her, net daring te leave Her, for the me-

ment she thought him gome. her wild,
fierre whisper for him would break out.
Groves told him that the reporters had
been admitted and, anxious as Bruce
was for details, he dared not go from
his wife's bedside. Apiparently the social
strain under whieh his wife had labered,
combined with this sudden sheek and
his unthinking announeement of the
tragedy, had almest affected her mind.
There was nething hysterical of loud
about her grief, ealy a far mere terrify-
Ing quietness that made her trembling
and shaking terref the mere gitiml; It
was net until a deeter hHad Been sum-
fened and Nad adminisiered RAaFesties
that she slept, drepping eff with a sud-
denfiess that ield ef exhawstion, eom-
plete and abselute.

Bruice listened to her regular breath-
ing, then slowly, gently drew away his
hand from her loosened grasp. The
sight of her haggard frailness stabbed
at him, feeding the cold anger that
burned for the dead man—the man he
had last seen so handsome, charming
and sympatihetic, the man who had given
him Effale. The house was, though dis-
orgamized, beginning to return to its
regular channels of calm service. In his
dressing room he foeund his valet prepar-
ing the shaving serviee. Through the
adjoining door came the sound of the
water falling Infe the sunken matble of
his bath. The sudden realizatien that
the werld was going en almest gblivigus
ot the faet ef the tragedy sting him eut
of all prepertion. Suddenly a desire to
hear the details of the tragedy overmas:
tered him. Semething must Be dsfe.
The dead man 1ay there with nene {8
help Rim. He esuld see every moment;
clearly and mere elearly, Raw Ris eyes
had 18eked when He smiled; Ris wite’s
father Wil He weuld pet jushice, 28
thedgh it had Been his swn father

“Are the reporters still below?” he
asked.

“Yees, siir.

“Tell Growes to send them up and call
the garage. Never mind the bath and
shave. Give me my clothes. Tell that
doctor I wish to see him. Hurry/®
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“Duoctor,” he said to the physician
who entered, “I want you to stay with
Mrs. Macdlesfield, not to leave her a
moment while I am gome. Of course,
you understand that it is necessary for
me to go. I will telephone from time to
time during the morning.

The physician withdrew. Bruce con-
tinued to dress with furious haste, in
keeping with the pace of his thoughts.
They had killed hirn, there in his apart-
ments by the supper table, at which he
had entertained his daughter. How long
had Efale been gone before the murderer
had come?. The hall man found the
door open at four o’clock and discovered
him dead, so the police had said. The
police—darmm, stupid, heavy moving.
Of what use were they here? Buit the
reporters—yes, that was a good theught.
They were the hounds for the scemft—
§Bleﬁdid bedy of trained deteetives that
they were. Welll, e sen of the dead
fan eeuld werk harder than he weuld.
He tied his eravat with a vieious jerk
and went iAte Ais wide, private Rall.

The dainty shaded lamps glowed curi-
ously in the gray light. About the
blackened, ash-covered logs on the
hearth, a party of newspaper men whis-
pered.

“Gemtlemen,” said Bruce, “I have
sent for you because I have something
important to say to you as imdiiviidiuals.”

They drew about him and he con-
tinued :

“I have the highest respect for you as
detectives, and personally I offer fiive
thousand dollars to the first mewspaper
man who gets my father-in-law’s mur-
derer.”

Am exclamation broke from the group.

“Yees, gentlemen,” continued Bruce,
“this reward is for newspaper men.
Spread it all through your ranks that I
will pay five thousand dollars to the
man who runs down that murderer.”

Ten minutes afterward, the reporters
poured from the apartment hotel and
stood chatting in the courtyard. A hum
of excitement showed how keen these
trained news hunters were on the nevel-
ty of the recent offer Frank O’Brien

29

walked away from the group. Un-
shaven, fat, in dirty clothes and with the
unmistakable traces of a “hang-over,” he
looked the least promising of all. But
Frank O’Biiem was not sent on this
story by “The Morning Miracle” for
nothing, and as he plodded on tlwrough
the raw dawn, he was thinking. A blue
motor brougham hummed by, a lady's
brougharnm that always bore Mis. Bruece
Macelesfield on her social routine, but
now it bore her grim-faced husband en
another matter. O’Brien noticed that
eh the front seat a valet sat beside the
ehauffeur.

“How these swells do have to be wait-
ed on,” he thougft. “I suppose he's tak-
ing him to do the errands. I wonder if
that other swell had a valet? Of course,
he did. I guess I'll look him up. May-
be he can give me some points.”

CHAPTER XIV

The valet was gone, and through all
the city they were searching for him. In
all the police stations of the country
his photograph and description were
posted. The papers were full of his like-
ness and of comment on the crime. The
mystery was a mystery no longer The
valet’s absence had been the answer as
to who killed Clyde Courtrigit. It was
known that young Mis. Macdksffield had
dined with her father that evenlng fer
the first time after his leng absenee
abread and had left him early, at abeut
half-past eight, she said. The e&rme,
sald the peliee, had prebably been &om-
fitted aBeut an Reur after her depar-
ture, a8 4 Bey remembeid taking the
valet up in the elevater at nine thifty
Nome of the elevater beys had taken
Rim dawh. They were pesitive 8f that
faet. That a quarrel Had taken place be-
fween master and servant was mest prs-
Bable, said the pelice. That CourtHght
Rad Been suddenly and wRpremeditateqly
sfabBed was suggested BY the fact fhat
fHe weaped ysed Nad Been 3 carvin
kntfe, ?ﬂ 8t the taBle service Wil
which farher and d ngﬂé%f had gineq:
Thed sudden terrar Rad driveq the mad
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away, because neither money or jewelry
had been taken.

Bruce Macclesfield threw himselff into
the pursuit with all the grim determina-
tion that was in his blood. At all hours
and times he was closeted with detec-
tives and newspaper men, ceaselessly
urging them on the search for the valet.
His wife's shattered nerves and weak-
ness made him more Iinsistent than
ever in the determination to avenge her
father. His effice was at all times open
to any ene whe had a slue ef evem af
idea. Hiis father protested and alse sug-

ested that he leave the matter iR {he
ahds of the peliee, but Bruee reftised,
he had ne Belief in the pslies:

“I stand in the place of the dead man's
son, father,” he said at the finish of one
of these long discussions, “and I am de-
termined to find that murderer if I have
to give the rest of my life to doing it.
You'd know how I feel if you couid see
my wife. My Geod, father, this has
nearly killed her 1T had ne ldea she
loved him so.” The diseussien drepped,
but net the ypung Man’s eeaseless eneF-

. Swarms of private detectives were
ealled in. The news reward that had
been eeffined 8 the reperters was made
public aRd eaused wide comment. Every
yBURg AeWspaper Man in tewn was if-
terested in the ehase. The men ef the
press regarded it as a speeial compli-
et te their ability By voung Maecles-
fieldt aRd exeried themselves according:
v The pelice, hufred and Rimiiiated
HRAer the SIGFM 8F COMMESRE £aused By
the aalr, declated war H&Sﬂ the fepsif-
8F§ Tﬂ% 88%%‘1§§5%'i‘1%"r 16q 18 & 1HH@

ffam fea SH%E'&%E% \’EMW &EE

SEHHaF actidn gF yaung ? eg-

g Al 8!38H§%58?1 209 he of & £
L%EH%S&%E W HSW 8%%%% S‘H

HHNg

R
Eﬂe pate FSr 981H9 pLé&ss:
“Mumlk, stinko, Bill.” The shirt-

sleeved city editor tossed to the imk-
daubed, green-shaded art manager the
picture, a combination of David War-
field and a valet from the Gibson book,
that a mighty brain had just evolved as
8 likeness of the murderer
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“&till,” he continued, “we got to run
itt. My God! why ain’t there a photo-
graph to be had of hiren?”

“Bxecarse he probably never had one,
Sam,"” grinned the art manager “That's
what makes him so hard to tirace—noth-
ing but dope about what he looks lilke.”

“Whet I can’t understand,” said the
sporting editor, “is how did he make his
getaway without being seen? There's
twenty bell hops and hallmen in that
hall.”

“Yaou know that crowd: all sitting on
benches or fliirting: with the maids. Any-
one could walk down the stairs of any
big hotel and hundred to one to his
being seen. Omce he got down into the
crowd in the lobby, good-bye, toot-toot,
taka de steamboat, sala away,” and the
art manager banged the sporting edi-
tor's bald head with the sketch and hur-
ried to another section of the big pil-
lared room where lines of artists could
be seen at werk under droplights.

“Wheere’s Frank O'Brien?” asked the
city editor. “Dmmm him, he's beem no
good all week—aome straight souse. I'm
going to put the can on him,” he added
mentally

Frank O'Bien, very seedy and smell-
ing of liquor, was at that moment urg-
ing another drink on a bell boy out of
livery in a little saloon upon the west
side.

“I told everything I knew to the po-
lice,” said the youwth in response to a
finall remark of O'Bhilem’s, “except this,
and it ain't nothin’ to help 'em, and, if 1
told it, the management would can me.”
He drank his whiskey,

O’'Brien pounded on the bar He did
not seem particularly interested. It was
not until the round had beem brought
that he said

“Wedlt, what was tiai?’

“Wiedll, T don’t know that it's anything
to help in findim’ him, and it would lose
me me job if I told. Yeou see, the man-
agement would get sore—it would give
the house a bad name—fut that valet of
Courtrigiht’s hit the pipe.”

“Haow do you kmaw?"

“Mlis room was next to our dormitoy\
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up in the servants’ quarters, and I had
the night shift, so I came by his room,
and—welll, you know the sweet, queer-
like smell of the dope?”

“Yﬁ-m

“Wiedll, night after night, when I'd be
passin’ his door, I'd get just a whiff of
it, awful faint, but the dope, you know,
no matter how much wet sheets and
sponges you hang about, some of it will
creep out. He was a dope, and, take it
from me, a dope always makes for a
dope joint when he runs to cover. 1
know, I used to work in the Mossmore
onece.”

Two hours later O’Briem and the bell
boy entered a “homka-tnok” on Four-
teenth street, kept by a wellknown
ex-pugiliist. The long bar was lined with
the peculiar representatives of the might
life that has its being below Fourteenth
street. Seedy persoms, whose prosperity
had departed with the closing of the
race tracks; gentlemen, very browir and
beady of eye, whose diamonds had a
true glitter and whose photographs were
collected by an attentive police; sailors
talked to the proprietor whose ears had
been “cauliflowered” on shipboatd in his
youth; bey seldlers, In long, yellow ser-
viee eoats; aetors frem the den-cent
shews—alll shouted o whispered and
drafk the stuff served te them by laber-
ifg bartenders. Fyem the Baek partl-
fien eame the strains ef a tiny band and
the high-pitehed ehatter of the street
wemen. O’Briem fade his way te a
group that steed in a esrner and douehed
8Ae e8R the arm:. The gentleman, 2
youth iR diamends and § fur overesat
Whirled with prefessienal swiftness:

“Heelllo! It’s you, is it?” he grinned,
in relief.

“Woes, Tommy, it's me.
to you a muiimutie?*

Mr Tommy Finger, well known to
the Bowery “night man,” as he de-
scribed himself, listened attentively to
O’Briien, then modded.

“Alll right, I'll do it for you, Frank,”
he said, “but I don’t know. I haven't
heard of any new one yet, and you know
the news would travel along to me pret-

Can I speak
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ty soon—that is, if he had any money.”
His glancing, shinny black eyes spied
O’Biiiem’s companion. “He don’t look
as if a brother of his would have much
coin,” he added.

“Wedll, he's a friend of mine, Tommy,"
said O’Bnirem, “amd I want to find his
brother for him if I can.”

“Alll right. If he's in a dope hole,
we'll get him. Yow know I know every
one that's anywhere down here.”

CHAPTER XV

“My dear child, now I must speak to
you and speak plainly. This has got to
stop.” Blanche Gerry gazed with de-
termination at the slender figure stand-
ing quietly against the long curtains of
the window.

“Wiat do you mean?’ said Efale
wearily.

The grey-haired woman came to her
and gently took her hands.

“FErfalle,” she said, her grey eyes look-
ing directly into the miserable blue ones,
“wihat is it? Yow can’t be grieving for
him—no, don’t turn away—wihat is iitt?"”

“Blease, please let go my hands.”

“Wheat is it, Efale, daughter dear?
Tell me.”

“I can’t. Yow—you have no right to
question me. It’s nothimg, I'm upsel
by the shock, that's all.” Amd the slen-
der fliguree pressed back against the cur-
tains as though to draw as far as possible
away from the woman who held her so
firmlyy Her head turned to escape the
searehing of the kind, grey eyes.

“Dear,” said the other gently, “you
can’t deceive me, something happened
when he came back into your life. 1
left you pretty happy, just for a few diays,
and I come back to find you this way.
His death could not have done it. You
always Rated him, Efale.”

The girl shuddered and shook her
head.

“My dear, you can’t deceive me; you
hated firm. I know; I hated him, too—
once.”

Effale drew away her hands and, turn-
ing, hid her face in the curtains from
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the face of the woman who had been the
only mother she had ever known.

“L say,” continued Blanche Gerry,
“you could net be in this state for him,
Why, my love, he was ne father to you.
Look at the way he treated yow—how
he let you live. Only God in His mercy

saved you from—from—" She hesi-
tated.

“It was not God; it was Bruce,” whis-
pered the girl into the curtains.
“Bruce.”

“Amd baby,” said the other

With a cry of misery, Effale whirled
about. “Wat do you mean by coming
here?” she cried with a fierce note in
her level voice. “YWoir—wHatt do you
know of trouble? He broke your heart,
yes, but what do you know of him or
men like him? Why, women like you
never see them as they really are, but
we—wihat do we see? The women like
me, we see men—just men as they @i*,”
she laughed,

The other, hurt and bewildered by
her sudden attack, yet instinctively piti-
ful, watched her anxiously.

“Yes,” the level voice continued,
“that’s what we see—mem. He broke
your heart, yes, he left you, yes, but
what then? Why, you had everything
about you to keep you from harm,
everyone pitied you and thought of how
bad it was for you—yes, and yew went
on living, getting sweeter and sweeter,
until new you stand there and your face
is llke a saint's. But you didnt earn
that logk; it was givem io you. guarded
inte yeuw. You'we no right to it, yeu
haven't earned it. T wender what you'd
lgek 1lke Aew if he'd had you as he had
—=a$ he had seme wemen [ kaew. OR,
I hate you! 1 hate all yeu sweet. go6d
wemen whe think yew're deeent hesauise
you want g be, when it's beeause you've
had peeple te lesk after yow. Haw
mafy ef yeu weuld leok gentle and
sweet and pure If you h-ulw't?  Hew
Mmany ef yau wewld be dees at it you had
te fignk for it? Yew think Ged meant
veu 18 Be geed? Ged's had nething #8
ds with if; it's Raving peeple who loved
you, that's what. get leve, f98=
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oh, yes, but it's the kind that men bring
out in the streets to us; and it don't
make sweet, pure faces when we get old.
Go! Yaow and I can’t help each other.”
The hard, miserable blue eyes gazed at
the hurt grey ones that were full of
pathetic yearning.

 “Eale,” said the grey-haired woman,
“vou=youw hurt me. I've felt as if you
were my owm child. What he did to
you or what he brougit back into your
life, I don’t ask, but please—please don't
shut me out of it. Let me help you if
it's only by loving you.” She took the
girl's hands. All the maternity that
death had walled in her heart poured
out to the girl. Wihat the past had held
she never had asked, but that it had held
much she always had been sure. Efale
tried to draw away, but the other held
her hands with gemtle firmness. Grad-
ually the girl’'s bosom began to heave,
and then, with a little quiver of a moan,
she sank to her knees, pressing her body
against the wall. A whimper of animal-
like torture came through her set teeth,
Dowm beside her knelt Bllamehe Gerry,
and with tender, soothing words, as if to
a ehild, she quieted her until at last the
whimpef ceased. No word came from
Effale, but her small, strong hands
glutehed the other with a grip that was
almest agomizing. But the grey-haired
weman smiled, findlng: the answer to
her years of care in thai eluteh, and the
Eam ot it was sweet to her vearning

It was five o’clock before Bruce re-
turned and was met by the announce-
ment that his wife and Mrs. Gerry had
been for a motor ride lasting hours. He
changed and then sat down in his accus-
tomed chair by the library fire to await
her return. The day had been long and
disappointing. Several promising clues
had failed utterly. The valet seemed to
ingve vanished into thin air. Bruce
frewned at 1n% thoughts. Dusk had come
and the lights from the flames touched
his broad forehead, the slender line of
the nose, and marked with a red hand
the elean, firm line of the set jaw. He
was thinking of a little expression of the
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dead man, some little trick of the brows
when he smiled that helped make the
recollection of the handsome, florid face
very vivid, and with that thought came
another, the memory of the face as it
had looked up at him through a sheet
of glass, very waxen, tired and old, with
the lines of its age drawn deep into it.
Well, what a pitiful life that bad been—
married to wealth, a brilltant social and
diplomatic career, then everything lost:
penury, debt—but a gay spirit for it all,
Then, just as all was recovered, his
daughter well matfied, his money re-
turned, life openlng befere his feet, the
tragedy, that little square of glass—and
a single meurner. Hew bltter it was!
Well, he weuld be a sen fe the dead.

A bustle outside told him his wife had
returned, and lie hurried to meet her
The long hours of rushing through the
tingling cold had given back her aceus-
tomed high color, and, as he kissed her,
his own eyes kindled at the light in her
own. The answer of over-driven youth
to continuous horror had been a sudden
revulsion of feelimg; and to-night, as she
sat at dinner opposite her husband and
saw the calm, eonsidered service of her
heme revelving In its aecustomed eass,
a peaee came to her—am wAthinking
sense of protectlon and joy In all £he
simple natural trifles whieh made up
Rer life.

Bruce was delighted by the change,
and showed it in every clumsy, tender
act. Afiter dinner they sat in his huge
chair, which could easily hold them both,
and watched the fire. Fromm her to him
came a gentle, pleading sense of de-
pendence and trust. His arms about her
seemed like walls protecting her from
all the horror that had pursued her,
shutting her into a little eity of refuge
beside his heart. The fire crackled and
settled into a red waste of embers. The
tempered lights and fllower scents, the
qulet, ordered stillness of all the house
laid lts hand upon her with Its message
et peass

“Winat is that?” said Bruwce risimg,
looking toward the window. “Witay, it's
snow,”
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The fire sank into one red bed.
Agaimst the window the wet snow drove
with heavy thuds. Gradually a faint
sound made itself heard above the spit
of the embers.

“Wihat is that?” said Effale, suddenly
rising to listen.

“Wihat?” he asked. Her hand
clutched his arm. A faint, dull moaning
made itself heard. She begam to trem-
ble suddenly.

"Qfn, that is only the sirens from the
river," he said. “Myw, look how that
snow is driving by the windows. I bet
out on the river it's as thick as a mist.”

“Biruce!” she cried. “Hwld me,
Bruce! Oh, Bruce! Bruce! Listen, 1
want to tell vou something—af, I must,
I mmesst!™

“What is it, dear?"” he soothed, draw-
ing her to him. She put his arms away.
Her eyes had grown wide with sudden
terror, her lips parted.

A nurse quietly entered the room and
glanced about for a moment, then went
to a little cabinet and picked from be-
hind it a small, white toy bear.

“Mastter Bruce said he left it here.
He won't sleep without it, you know,”
she explained, smiling, as she bore it
away.

“Wiat is it, Efale?” asked her hus-
band.

Shie smoothed his arm and smiled at
him tremulously “Whem are we going
to Saranac?” she asked.

“Next week I'll send you up there,”
he answered, “I will follow in a few
days."”

“Bat why don't you come too ?”

“Berause I have business that must
be attended to.”

“What busimess?”

“Newer mind, sweet, what. It's noth-
ing that you have anything to do with.”
He drew her to him.

Outside the snow drove like a white
mist : the moaning of the river sirens
was louder, more continuous.

% A ¥ *

Through the sickly, sweet dark the
yellow disk from the lantern of the po-
liceman stoié over the floor, disclosing



huddled bundles which had some faint
likeness to human ffgures. Sometimes the
light would bathe the naked, tattoed torso
of a sailor or the white arm of a woman
would show in it; then the eye slits of
some Chinaman would gleam unblink-
ing , flimally it showed a huddled fifggure
whose face was pressed close to the
blotched and soddea wall. The uni-
formed arm of an officer thrust into the
light and turned the man’s face to the
yellow ray,

“Is that him ?” asked O’Briiem’s voice.

The head of the bellboy thrust itself
into the lantern’s beam and examined
the seamed yellow mask.

“That’s him,” he said at last, “that's
Courtright’s valet.”

CHAPTER XVI1

The late afternoon sun fiitered
through the fine, white mist of the whirl-
ing snow and filled the room with hag-
gard light. On chairs, tables and fltwor
lay the successive editions that hourly
had come from the press. Their flianiing
headlines, proclaiming that the murderer
of Clyde Courtright had been captured
the night before, stared up at the pale
woman, who paced the room with the
soft stride and quick turns of a trapped
animal. There was no sound in the
dalnty library, but the soft purr of her
draperies over the carpet and the driv-
ing of the snow against the windows.

He had been in custody now for a
score of hours. Had he told yet? she
wondered. Amd where was Bruce?
There now with them, all hearing her
accused—hearing the whole horrible
thing without her by him, to as much
as defend herselff with a word. He
would not believe. He would come to
her angry, horrified, loathing her, know-
ing her as the mistress of the dead man.
If she could only go somewhere—get
away. Well, it was too late for that—
too late for anything but to wait for
him and see the hate and disgust in the
eyes of the man she loved. How had
the whole fearful thing come about?
Uittle by little, link by link, until now

She, who had always been so gentle, €0
weakly pitiful of suffering, was a—

Wiith a soft, mechamical motion, she
pressed the palms of her hands together
again and again as she paced.

Well, this was the end of the lie—the
lie that had killed the man that planned
it and would kill her for her part in it
Anmd Bruce? Why didn't he come?
Would not he even give her the chanece
to tell him that—that— What ecould
she tell him?

The butler entered with a number of
damp newspapers. “The last edition,
madam,” he said.

With a fearful effort she controlled
hersellf until the doors closed behind the
servant, then hungrily, ravenously, in
shrinking fear, she scanned paper after
paper He had not told yet—probably
he was waiting for his lawyer Could
she get to him fiistt? Her hand was on
the knob. What could she give away
to pay for his life? That was impessible,
too. Why didn’t Biuce come? She
wondered if he would kill her WHhy
did she not kill herself? She owed It to
him—yes, it was the only thing she
could do for him now Her hand rested
on the knob again. How pale her nalls
were. Whete had she seen nails like
those? They looked like a dead man’s.

A latch key turned in the hall door,

Slowly, inch by inch, she retreated
until her back rested agaimst the far
wall. The lace of her breast rose and
fell with long, heavy breaths. Her hufit-
ed eyes gazed at the door towards whieh
came the step she knew so well.

“Hidllo, little one,” he cried, bamging
open the door “There was not much
to do at the office, so I came home early.
Why—wihy, what’s the matter?” Her
arms tight about his neck and her trem-
bling little body pressed against him
told him that something had happened
to frighten her. His eyes caught sight
of the papers strewn about the room and
he realized at once that she had heard
of the arrest.

“I see vou know. They got him last
night.”

She drew away. Her voice was very
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ijiiiet as she said: “iHias he spoken yett?"

“No,"” replied Bruce, briskly stripping
oft his gloves. “He was found in an
opium den. He was too stupified to
speak, but the police tell me that he will
be able to talk shortly. In fact, they
should have a statement from him by
now.”

i(NmW?M

“Wees. 1 expect to have a telephone
from them at any moment. Now, dear,
I want you to leave for Saranac Mon-
day I am going, and we'll take the
boy Four weeks in the winter woods
without anything to worry about will
do us all good. Do you think you can
stand me for a month, Efale?” His voice
was playful, but his eyes anxious. The
chase had so absorbed him that it sud-
denly occurred to him how white and
frail she had grown.

“Stand you,” she repeated, a little,
whimsical smile on her lips, “for a
month? Bruce!”

“Yﬂ.”

She came to the table and stood tivere;
a calmness—almost resigmnation—had
come to her—a sense of thankfulness
for this last hour of his love.

“What is it, Efale?”

“Bruce, dear, I want you to—to an-
swer me not as you think I would like
you to do, but really as you feel. Have
you never regretted marrying me ? Have
I made you truly happy ? Tell me, diear,
you are so thoughtful and tender that
sometimes I have wondered what you
feel. Youw are so gentle and thoughtful
that it is hard for a woman to read you.
Have I been a good—I mean have 1
made you happy?"

He took her hands and looked down
at her, saying as one man would say to
anothere

“Yow have made me happy Never
for a moment since T married you have
I regretted it; and damn few married
men can say that.”

The telephone rang in the hall. She
did not hear it. All she knew was that
his arms were about her and that the
kiss that might be their last was on her
lipe. They separated as the doors to the

hall slowly opened.

“Tihe office says that policemen and
reporters are below and desire to see you
at once, Mr. Macdllesfield,” said the ser-
vamt' inmpassively.

“Show them up, Groves.”

“No, Bruce—mno, Groves; tell them
to wait until Mr Macclesfield calls. Just
a moment, Bruce, plesse.””

The doors shut on the butler

“Effale!” said her husband. “These
men have probably got the confession
of your father’s murderer Go to your
room, [ will come and tell you what
they say later.” He put his hand on the
doors, but she sprang to them and
locked them.

“Wihy, Efale,” he said astonished.
“wihat’s the matitier?*

“Those men—dom’t touch the key, let
me have just a minute—those men have
come for me.”

“Are you out of your mind ?"

“I tell you it's true. I killed himl 1

did! I did! I knew I'd do itl*

“Eifdle. you've gone crazy. What are
vou gy P

“I did it! I killed him I*

“Eifale, what can be the matter with
you? Yaur're broken down. Pull your-
self together ™

“I killed him, I tell you—I—I!
was not my father but my lover!
do you believe me?"”

A curious cry of rage and disbelief
escaped him. He put his back against
the door “Go on; you can’t stop mow.”

“Wees, he was my lover! It was all a
lie—a trick on you.” Her voice was
hoarse, emotionless, as if mechanically
repeating a lesson, learned by heart in
the blackness of sleepless nights.

“I met him when I was sixteen. He
came into a studio where I was posing.
I had been on the stand hours and was
ready to drop. The man I worked foi
was drunk. He was cursing me because
I couldn't stand still. I don't kmow
what made me mind it that day T knew
it was nothing, onlv the way men talked
when they were angty, but for some rea-
son I cried. He got angry and put his
fist thraugh his canvas and put me out,

He
Now,
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telling me he was done with me, and 1
was frightened because it was steady
work, and steady work was hard to get.
It was a horrible day, all wet and foggy
and I was hungry. I'd hoped to get
some new shoes with my wages—mine
were all broken and the wet and mud
was oozing through them as Courtright
stood there talking to me. Oh, he'd fol-
lowed me out. I stood there listening to
him and looking down at my brokKen
shoes. A girl in our house had been
telling me I was a fool. She had shown
me some pretty bronze slippers just that
motning, and het instep was not arched
like mine, and—and it came to me all at
once that I had been a fool, and--amd I
went with him.”

A brokem sudden intake of breath
through set teeth from the man.

“He was the flirst,” she cried. “Real-
ly, really. He knew it, too. It amused
him to pretend not to believe it, but he
was and he knew it. I was too much
afraid of men to go with them, but he
seemed kind. I wasn’t afraid of him,
so I went. I stayed with him though
he lost his money. I came to America
with him. I did everything to hold him,
but I didn't know how to, he was so
clever. I could see he was getting tired ;
every day I thought would be the last.
Amnd I had no money—metihing. He used
to tell me that I was missing my chances
with him, but he only said it because he
was tired of me and wamted me to go.
Every day I thoughht he'd send me away
Amd then you came, and he imtiroduced
me as his daughter.”

She paused, put her hand to her throat
and pressed it softly

“Wedll, we tricked you. I krew I
would be alone—without a cent—in a
strange country I had to have someone
and I took you. I would have been vour
mistress, but you asked me to marry
you. I had to have some one, and you
asked me to marry you.”

Her voice broke, but after a moment
she resumed.

“[ didn't love you—mot at fifstt—and
living alone, quiet, with nothing to do,
was terrible. Later, whenm I begam teo
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see how kind you were, and gentle, I
got sorry for the trick we'd put on you.
I hated myself, but there had to be
some one—there had to be. I never
thought it would last. I never
thought about anything. Decency?
What was decency to me? My mother
was an American dancer  Orlyet, the
valet, I lived with as a child. He had
a photograph he used to curse when he
got drunk—that’s how I learned she was
my mother "

She paused a moment, stagpered by
the hard directness of his eyes, then, with
a struggle, comtimued:

“Things were just names to me—bad
as well as good. I didn't think about
them, they were just names where I
came from. Afiter I'd been married to
you awhile, I got to asking myseif if
you could be playing a part, too, yeu
were so white, decent and gentle. I be-
gan to think how bad it would be when
you found out and I didn’t have you any
more. [ didn’t love you; I just theught
you were kind and gentle and—and de-
cent, and that I wanted you to think 1
was, too, just as long as I could keep
up the bluff. I made up my mind i8
tell you and leave you. You were {88
decent for the trick I was playing. Then
I found the baby was eeming and 1
couldn’t go, Bruce, dear, I couldn’t §6.”

She paused. He made no sound—just
watched her She covered her face with
her hands, then let her arms fall with a
gesture of complete hopelessness and
continued in the same weary voicer

“He was born, and then I found that
I loved you, that I couldn't leave you.
I loved you. You'd tizught me o care
for decency and home and all the dear,
quiet things—the real things ef life—
and there was the bey—=your flesh and
falne=like a ehain fast aBeut us, tying
e t6 you=amnd I eeuldd’t go. Bruee,
dear, forgive me, But I eaulda’t 67

Her hands unconsciously reached
towards him.

“Amd I found, too, that things weren't
names, that decency and truth were real
and I wanted them. I wamted to be
what you thought me. My God! how I
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wanted to be what you thought me!
Then I began to wonder if I couldn’t
make the bluff real—be what you
thought me. I wondered if God
wouldn’t forget the lie and let me be
decent, and just as I thought he was
going to, Courtright came back.”
She paused at a cry from the man.

“He wanted me from the momemt he
saw me. Bruce, I did everytining—
everything to escape him, but he was
too clever. He knew women, and he
knew every trick a woman plays when
she's cornered. Amd he called every one
I played one after the other. Do yeou
remember that day he telephoned to me
from your office? Well, I'd been hiding
from him, so he went to your office and
called me—rmy father He teld me,
Bruce, that it I didn’t go te him he'd
send you, to your office, every day, oene
of my letters and one of the photographs
they’d made of me when I pesed fsf
them in thelf studies. ENety day a let:
ter and a photegiaph. Bruce, he had
me and I weat t6 hif. The last thing 1
heard that night when I shut the d96f
of our home beRiAd me was the bey's
laugh.”

Her voice became hurried, full of re-
pressed nerves,

“Theat laugh was in my ears as I sat
at his table. I heard it while he talked
of the horrible old days; I heard it
while I begged him to let me go home,
I heard it as his lips came to mine, 1
heard it when he kissed me, I heard it
while I stabbed him., and stabbed him,
and stabbed him!” Her voiee rose to
a scream,

He came to her slowly and grasped
her wrists with fingenss that crushed her
flesth,

“Diid you mean to kill him when you
left here?” His voice had a curious
note of high exultation.

“I knew I'd do it,” she said.

A silence. The telephone rang again.
“Brue,” she said slowly, mournfully,
“it’s over; they've come for me. He—
that man thev arrested—found me
there—"

“He found you?"—sthamp anxiety in

his voice.

“Yees. I could not get strength to
go. It seemed as if T were tied there
with—with it, and he found me and
brought me home.”

“He brought you home?"

“Yees.” Suddenly her eyes widened
with hunted terror “Bmure, Bruce,
they've come.”

He put his hand over her lips, while
suddenly the fact of her danger poured
into all his senses.

“Hmsh1” he whispered. His arms
were about her. “They won't get you,”
he whispered fiiernely. “Yow had the
right to kill tiim,”

He crushed her exhawsted, sobbing,
frail form agaimst his breast, as if to
shield her by the mere lock of his arms
from the hunt that was now upon her.
His eyes travelled the room.

“Wihy in hell don’t I keep a pistwll?”
he said. “Wiy in helll?”

The telephone bell rang again. The
sound cut through the mist of his heor-
ror. In a moment he was alert, fresce,
cool, the man’s instinct to protect the
thing he loved hot upon him. Kissing
her then genmtly, as one does a terrified
child, he saiidi:

“ILindtem, love, I must see them. You
have gone out to Mrs. Gerry’s. Under-
stand me. Now, here, I'll put you in
your room. There shall no one get
through into your room. There shall
no one get through to you. Dom’t be
afraid, dear; I won’t let any one hurt
you. Come.” He drew her gemtly into
the far room, and, kissing her, left her,
closing all the intervening doors.

She stood motionless. Still she knew
he had kissed her, that his forgiveness
had spoken from the crush of his lips.
Then, with a flash of lonely terror, the
thought of the boy stabbed her. They
would take her away She could never
see him except in such surroundings as
would poison his mind forever against
het. She must see him—omce more.
With het, furious hands she tore open
the doof. Her husband’s voice, mingled
with others, came to her from the hall.
Her hand was on the knob of the door
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to the room of the fairy tales and white
rugs, when Bruce’s voice, high, yet with
an hysterical break in it, called to her.
He came running down the passage.

“[Eifale i" he gasped and seized her as
if she were something that sank in
fathomless water.

“Bruce,” she cried, “is it good-tye?"

“No'—iis voice had a high note of
joy, but his face was wet with tears—
“Onilwet, the prisoner, is diesdii™

umd?m

“Yees. He had concealed morphine
enough to do it. But, dear, he wrote a
line upon the wall of his cell saying that
he was the murderer of Courtright.”

She drew back. The full effect of the
words slowly crept through her numb
surprise. At last the fact that he had
saved her came, and with it the feelimg
of her husband’s forgiving arms.

“I never knew he cared enough for
me to do that,” she said.

He kissed her, and together they went
through the door A child laughed hap-
pily and the door shut.

* T B B

O’Briiem leaned agaimst the bar A
dirty piece of paper in his hand was
causing him some perplexity. It had been
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given to him that morning at the end
of a short conversation he had had in
the Tomibs by a prisoner now dead. As
he smoothed the paper his brow knotted.
He had promsied to carry it to Mrs.
Macdlesfield, but as it was only an un-
sealed scrap of dirty paper, he read it
and he now read it agaim:

“U neesrr did anyhing for you in your
life, but it's up to me to giww you the
chanez;, and I will. My life's done amy-
waw. They onee said I'd make a big
thing of it, so that just shomss how fuzo-
ple can lie. Yow may wondier vhy [
do it, so I'll tell yow. | am yomr fatfer

“Hkdll,” he thought, “it’s worth coin
to me, but what’s done is done. If he
was her father, he wouldn’t want her to
know it now, not if he’d had time to
think, he wouldat. Ewery once in a
while it's too late to suddenly be a
father. Damm it, the girl’s got a right
to her clamce—clean.”

He tore the note to pieces. “Benny,”
he said briskly, “giimme another drink.
I'm worth five thousand dollars. Gee,
is that the sun? Thank God, We're
through with that rotten mist.”

MY CASTLE OF CONTENT

By Newston A. Fwessle

HAD never felt so utterly lonely
in all my life. I had been but a
fortnight in the city; and my
faisery was heightened by the fact
that behind me lay a lane of loveliest
femeries—qff delighttul days at college,
et beseor esmpamionships, of heme.
These were a thousand miles away,
seemingly a million. I had taken wmy
degree in the law and had come here
resolved to carve out my fame. By
day, as I sat in my offices with my books
and my ambitions, life had been more
bearable. But evenings had brought al-
ways that engulfing wave of memories,

those longings for the events of the
past. Had I not come away with a lib-
eral check from my father, some measure
of my pain might have been swept aside
by the sheer fear of what might be-
come of me in my immediate clientless
future.

I had called as often as propriety
would permit upon those to whom I had
letters of introductiom. I had gome to
the theatre until plays fairlv sickened
me. 1 had remained evenings in my
rooms until I hated their sight. The
elty’s elubs I had shunned, for their
strafge faces wodil enly have made
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me more thoroughly miserable. At
home I had been a society favorite, 1
confess; and my plight was now the
more wretched for it. Had I only been
in love with some sweet ereature of my
former world, I mused, I might have
found consolation in peurifng eut my
soul's sorrows to her i leng, sad let-
ters.

One night, as I roamed the streets of
my adopted city, something directed my
steps to the railway station. The sta-
tion, with its strange types of men and
women, its odd little by-plays, its never-
ending activity, its clang of bells that
told the tale of other places—these, I
mused, might prove an anodyne for me
tonigit. I entered, little dreaming of
the singular adventure which would be-
fall me.

In sauntering idly up the station's
lobby, I chanced to observe a beautiful
young woman. She was fashionably at-
tired. Her unusual grace and style bore
the stamp of race and of family. An
admirer always of beautiful women, I
was guilty for a momemt of staring at
her. Then I turned quiekly on my heel,
lest she sheuld turh and find herselt
the eynosure of my rude gaze.

Afiterwards, by possibly five minutes,
I was suddenly startled by being ad-
dressed, there in that strange station, by
a woman's voice. I turned quickly My
heart gave a bourd. It was she!

“Wihy, Mr Lowett,” she exclaimed,
“I'm so glad to see you agaim!”

I had turned the instant she spoke to
me, to behold her face, radiant with
surprise and delight, and to see her
gloved hand extended.

What could I do? Tell her I was not
the Mr. Losstt she had, by some singu-
lar accident, mistaken me for, but plain
Me Smith? Could I fill her with em-
barrassment by apprising her of her un-
usual blunder and let her excuse herself,
there in sight of a hundred eyes, to beat
8 retreat with furious blushes of confu-
slon on her face? It would have bsen
nething shert of cruel. 5o swiftly had
these theughts flashed] through my mind
that, hardly was her last word spoken,

than I extended my hand, clasping hers
with all the warmth of intimate friend-
ship.

“Am unexpected delight, I am sure,”
I responded with genuine honesty and
a hammering heart.

“It must be all of three months since
that house-party at the Millard's,” she
said. Her voice had the sweetness of
a bell,

“Quiite that long, I believe,” I mur-
mured, astonishing myself at my assur-
ance. Heavems, I mused, how long
could I hope to traverse this thin ice in
safety? Had I not better undeceive her
at once? This was criminal of me—
taking advantage of her unusual but not
at all unprecedented error. Yeait, as 1
gazed into her superb blue eyes I could
not find the strength to turn away from
this dazzling creature, nor from the
pleasure of my surreptitious acquaint-
ance, and I resolved to face the curious
situation a little longer,

“I had hoped so much that I might
meet you again, some time,” she spoke
on, “although Miss Millard told me that
you had gone away on a hunting trip
she thougft. I've been reading so much
of your magazine verse. It’s beauti-
ful.”

I suppressed a gasp. Gracious, 1
mused, taken quite aback, a poet! Was
it possible that the other took me for
Clark Laowett, the popular writer of
verse? Amd then, as though by miracle,
her next remark answered my mental
query.

“Ome hears everywhere the most filat-
tering commemts on Clark Lovett's
verse,” she added. “Thmt last book of
yours was a dear I am told that you
keep wandering around the country, a
sort of a vagabond, and that you are
seldom to be found even twice in the
same year as a guest in the same house.
I remember that you were whisked away
from the Millards’ when you had been
there but a few hours. Amd I did hope
to fmeet you again somewhere.”

Allready I was furiously envious of

Clark Lowett. I realized dully that I
hedn’t a might to let her go on, and
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determined forthwith to tell her that the
shrine to which she was bowing was a
false one. But—weakling that I was—
I had not the strength. By fortunate
chance, I knew the work of Clark Lovett
very well. In idle moments I had even
been guilty of memorizing passages
from his charming verse. Amd mow—
heaven forgive me—a bold thougfht took
possession of me. From her remarks 1
had met my fair companion but omce—
at the Millards" As yet not a glimmer
of suspicion as to my not being Lovett
seemed to have crossed her mind, and
therefore why not follow this mystic
lane a little longer, to see whither it
would lead me?

“You flatter me,” I answered with a
bow. “But it's sweet fittery, I confess.
But really,” I spoke on, exhibiting a
confusion I had no need of feigning, “I
must make an embarrassing admission.
My miserable memory for names is pro-
verbial among my friends. I have been
trying hard to remember yours, and,
while I recall your face, and even your
voice, as though I had met you but yes-
terday, your mne—"

She interrupted with a laugh. “They
told me at the Millards,” she said, “of
that memory of yours. Miss Summer-
viile,” she added.

“Ah, T remember. Amd I might even
have hazarded a correct guess,” I added,
“I might have known it was tiat—or
at least something very simmilar—some-
thing similarly lovely.”

My compamniom blushed. A, that
blush! I could have seized her in my
arms then and there. Amd the Millkardks
I mused fondly, the dear, dear Millmrds!
Whoever they were, how ever could 1
repay finenm!

“Are you leaving the citty—tiomigjktt?”
she imquired.
“No,” I hastened to assure her.

(Would I not have postponed indefinite-
ly the most important jourmey rather
than to subtract even the fraction of a
minute from the delight I was finding
in talking to her?)

“Amd you?” I found strength to re-
spond, oppressed sorely by the fear that
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tice hateful cry of the twaim-announcer
would wrest her away from me.

Amd then, to my astonishmemt, she
raised the saddest pair of eyes to mine,
saying “I’m in a most terrible fiix. Papa
was to have met me here. He had wired
that he was coming on the eight-thirty
train from the West. I have no idea
what can have happened.”

I uttered an exclamation of sympa-
thy, inwardly rejoicing. The wings of
my most fervent hopes could not have
borne an unexpressed wish to my very
feet.

“Hie wired me en rowtte from Denver,”
she said. “Amd I don’t know now where
to reach liim."

“fitieem we must have dinner together,”
I replied, endeavoring to hide my jubi-
lation, “amd over it we shall try to de-
vise some solution of the mystery of
the missing parent. Umless you have
already dined. As for me, I am beastly
hungry."”

“Oth, how kind of you!” she ex-
claimed. “I am hungry, I had been
waiting for dinner with papa. I wonder
what can have happened.”

I felt like a man tripping down a fairy
grove beside its queen as I escorted her
to the street. Them I called a cab, and
handed her in. Seated there beside her,
my heart smote my ribs furiously. 1
feared that [ was dreaming. I expected
mornentarily to awake in the lJoneliness
of my rooms. Yet I must have sighed
with the sweetness of the situation as I
sank back into the soft cushions. Just
then she spoke. luckily too, for I would
fnot have let her hear that sigh for
worlds.

“Haow strange it all is!” she mur-
mured. “How strange to have met
some one I knew! But, oh, I'm impos-
ing on you, ['m afraid,” she added quick-
ly. “MRerhaps yow were at the station
to meet some one?"

“Wees,” I answered. “I was there to
meet some one. It was you."”

She looked at me in astonishment.

“Something—I don’t know what,” 1
explained, “diirected me to the station
tonight. I had been wandering about
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aimlessly. Could it have beem—perhaps
—that you—fhad been tinimikimg—per-
haps—off some of my thiimgs?"

(I could have kicked mysalf for that
remark! Wiat brazen audacity, what
incomprehensifble whim could have
prompted me to make that cad's re-
mark? I must have turned crimson.)

“I beg a thousamd pardons,” I added
quickly. “I did not mean that."

“Amd yet,” she responded
“that was true.”

“It was?” I murmured in amaze. “But
please forgive me for even suggesting
it,"

“¥ooue must forgive me,” she answered,
“for directing your steps in that subtle
mental fashion.”

“lihere is nothing to forgive,” I re-
spomibeil; “if only I could find words
rather to thank you."

Our fairy chariot swept over the rough
pavememts as though over streets of
gold. Amd my Castle of Comtent, in-
voked into being by the wand of that
creature at my side, already extended
so far I could not see its farthest
balls. But I would wander forward in
it bravely, leading her with me. And
might heavem forgive me for what I
was doing! Amd might there be no
false floors, no trap-doors, to dash me
down to diestmuctiomn!

I was gathering courage momentarily.
Seized by a suddem whim, I began to
recite a stanza of fanciful verse from the
book of Clark Laowestt’s she had men-
tioned. Hardly had I begum, however,
than I heartily rued it, so near was I to
laughter at the ludicrous situation.

“A lovely thing,” spoke my compan-
ion softly Then she added *I was
going to ask you to repeat that very
thing. But the Millards told me that
you never recite any of your own things.
I am glad—bashful, sir,—that you have
mended your ways.”

“Ah,” ‘ returned, “it is different—to-
night.”

“Thamk you,” she breathed.

We were soon alighting before the
vestibuled entrance of a brilliantl
lighted cafe. Neither to right nor left

softly,

dared I look as we entered, so fearfully
did I shrink from the possibility of some
old acquaintamce seizing me and calling
me by that name of Swmith—that horrid,
bourgeois name! We were wshered—
thank Heaven!'-to a remote cormer,
and there I counted myself safe from
the cynosure of unwelcome, recognizing
eyes.

Amd now, as I sat gazing full into the
face and eyes of my chance companion,
I became fairly intoxicated with the
charm and wondrous beauty she radiat-
ed. Her attire—but stay, for what can
a man say of the mystic lines and won-
drous fabric of feminine garb? Only I
could see that its tailoring was irre-
proachable and its quality the most
costiy

Amd her face—ah, how shall I describe
it? Her hair seemed to glow like a
cloud of dark mist, there underneatin her
hat. Her face was fiinely cut, and her
complexiom perfect. Her bent eve-
bfows shone with the lustre of black
stone. Her wondrous lips I shall not
attempt to describe, but, as I gazed upon
het, they became a feature in themselves.
Never have I forgotten the picture she
made that night—sitting opposite me
there at our table.

Her pronoumdiatiom of the names of
Fremch entrees was perfect, as she sug-
gested what we should eat when I bade
her do so. Amd I—as I sat and mar-
velled—had more and more of the feel-
ing of a despicable thief every second.
More than once did I resolve that I
would not let the deception go on a
second longer. Yet always did I lack
the strength to break the spell.

Daiimtiest dishes of this and of that
were brought; candelabra added their
magic, there was music and its spell,
and the minutes crept away into an hour.
We spoke a great deal of the Millards.
They lived somewhere in an outlying
country-place, I gathered. I discoursed
with extreme caution as we spoke of the
sweetness and gentleness of Miss Doro-
thy—aff the qualifications for the law
possessed by young Master Harwld, only
fourteen, but his career already selected
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by his fond parent—om the comsummate
hostess that Mrs, Millard was on the
occasion of a house-party. I had to re-
member always that I had been present
at the affair but a few hours. I was
surrounded by a thousamd pit-falls, and
I talked on with the wariest care. But
as the minutes flitted by and as my
comments ran a successful gaumtlet of
all dangers, my confidence grew apace,
and T hoped that our dinner might last
forever

Amd then, when gossip had run its
course, milady directed our conversa-
tion once more back into the lane of
poetry Gifted with an excellent mem-
ory, and my interest in the law having
marched arm in arm for years with a
passionate love for poetry, I can say that
I was not ill at ease at the return to
that topic, save that my conscience was
still buzzing insistently that my brazen
lie to this fair companion should go on.
The Hlizabetham and Viictorian poets we
discussed. [ was immeasurably charmed
and delighted at the store of knowledge
she pessessed. Though she told me that
she was a graduate of.Vassar, I was as-
tonished at wdiat she knew of the old
dramatists—off Webster and Ford and
Shirley and Mailewe. She was conver-
sant alse, to an unusual degree, with the
gldest nevels—wiith werks llke Beck-
ford's “Calliph Vathek” and Walpele's
“Tie Castle of Otrante.” 1 was amazed.

She then insisted on having some
more of “my poems.” So I recited for
her, the whim of my strange adventures
growing upon me as I continued. And
once, whea [ came across a passage
which I could not quite remember, she
went on with it, reeiting in soft, low
tones. As she eontinued. I thought 1
detected a wistfulness In her tenes; and
finallly 1 observed that her eyes had
grown dirn with tears. That was mere
than I eeuld bear

“Miss Summervilie,” I said, when she
had finished speaking “I have been guil-
ty of a gross deception—of a horrible
lie.”

She looked at me in surprise.
do you mean?” she asked.

“What
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“I cannot let it go any farther,” 1
spoke on rapidly. “I am not Clark
Lowsttt, the man you mistook me for in
the station. Something—I hardly know
what—selfishness, I suppose—made me
let you think I was he. Alll evening 1
have sat here and lied to you. I want
you—to forgive me—iiff you cam.”

To my utter astomishmemt, my an-
nouncememt did not ha%e the effect upon
my companiom that I expected. She did
not scream. No look of horror came
into her face. She did not even turn
pale. If anything, she flinsired. But she
was very sober when she answered me.

“It is7,” she said at last, “rather than
you, who should ask forgivemess. When
I spoke to you, I did thmk you were
Mr. Losedtt. But the moment you spoke
I knew you were mamt.’*

“Yom did!” I gasped. (Great heav-
ens! I mused. Amd I had ffittered my-
self that my deceptiom had been perfect!
I felt like a toad. Then I could feel
my ass’s ears growing longer every in-
stant, as she sat there smiling at me.)
"“Wiedll, how ridiculows!” I added faint-
ly “Amd your father?” I hazarded.

“It was true,” she replied soberly,
“that my father, by an unusual arrange-
ment, was to have met me here. When
he failed to come, I did not know what
to do. I was strange in the city. 1
hada’t but a few cents in my purse.
That is why I was so overjoyed, so
demonstrative when [ saw a man who 1
theugiht was M. Louwedtt. When [ saw
fnv mistake, I could have died of con-
fuslen. The meoment I saw that, whe-
ever you were, you were going to spare
me the embarrassimemt, there befere
everyboedy, of being teld that yeu were
fiet M Lomedd, 1 felt mere gratetul than
gffended: 1Im faet, I Beeame peossessed
Wwith a fHHﬁV an dnaeeowntabie whim.
I was eurieus to see just what weuld
esme of the edd situation. I was thef-
aughly astenished at yeur self-pesses:
sian. I'm geing te Be perfectly framik.”

“Do,” I urged, so confounded at her
words that 1 hardly knew what I was
saying. Mw senses literally swam.

“I thought I should die,” she went
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on, "wihem you began quoting from Mr
Lowett's verse in the carriage, and my
hmterest was mounting rapidily.”

“I confess,” I answered, “that 1
thought I should explode when I began
to quote his poetry.”

“Erankly,” she replied, “I didn't see
how you could help doing sometinimg
like that. The novelty of it all was
fascinating. Amd, besides, I had com-
promised myself too far to retrace my
steps.”

“Amd the Millards,” T hazarded faint-
ly, engulfed suddenly with a flood of
dim recollection of what I had said
about them. “How I must have lied
about them!” I said weakly

“I never heard of the Millards in all
my life,” she said, to my overwhelming
surprise. “I invented their name, and
the idea of that house-party, on the spur
of the instant, to see if it would not
furnish an exit from what I was rapidly
getting into. I wanted to scream when
you said you remembered all about the
party ™

“Amd yomr name?”’ I asked, so be-
wildered, I fancied I must be asleep.

“[ can't tell you my real mame—ever,*
she replied, “Just remember me, please,
by the name of Summerville.”

“Then you mean that I am never to
see you again?” I asked protestimgly
Her remark was like a dash of cold
water, waking me imstantly

“I'm afraid not,” she answered. “It
will be quite impossible, I'm afraid.”

“Wiho are you?” I murmured, gazing
at this girl of mystery, knowing now
that I was hopelessly in love with her

She shook her head almost sadly, 1
fancied. “I cannot tell you,” she an-
swered. “Yow must remember me only
as Miss Summenwillle. Youw must prom-
ise me to make no effort, at any time,
or in any way, to discover my identity.
Do you promise me fiiett?”

My heart sank. My eyes must have
smoldered with the repressed fires of
my yearnings, must have burned with
a mute protest.

“You must promise,” she said agaim;
and I bowed resignedly

“Shalll you think harshly of me for my
conduct tonight ?" she asked, in the low-
est tones.

“I shall remember it,” I declared, my
own face as sober as hers, “as the love-
liest evening of all my life.”

“Amd I,” she replied hesitantly,
“shall also think of it often—and of

ou.”

“Buit,” I pleaded, “cam’t there be even
a letter occasionally, even though signed
by nothing more than Miss Summer-
ville?”

Agaiin she shook her head. “Ewen
that is impossible,” she spoke. “I must
not even know yowr real name. I must
remember you as only the Other Mr
Lowadtt. Neither you nor I must ever
speak of tonight’s experiences.”

I bowed in obedience, but in utter
sadness. “Butt I cannot understand,” I
added, unable to repress a word of pro-
fest.

“[ff T told you my name,’ she respond-
ed, “and my father's name, you would
understand. Buwt that is impossible. I
will tell you what little I can. My life
long I have been encompassed with con-
ventions—wiiith the most hateful and
exacting conventioms. Oh, I have
thought sometimes that I could not bear
it any longer, that I should have to flee
from everything—to the woods, joining
some band ef gypsies—anything—only
te gain freedem. Amd so tonight, when
this singular @Ep@mrmiitw offered, I did
this unbelievable thing—exploied these
regions—took greedy advantage ef my
ehanee freedem, the thing I had never,
never knewn Befere. But, oh, ask me
nething mere! Please de net. I must
g6 Aew.”

I was bewildered by her words, but
resigned to her will.

“¥Yom must at least let me lend you
some money,” I said.

“Just a few dollars, if you please—for
tonight,” she said. “Tomemow I shall
wire to New Yotk for some money I
shall leave for home tomorrow.”

At the entrance to the elevator in her
hotel I bade her good-night—amnd good-
bye. But before I released her hand, I
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bowed and kissed it—she let me—and
then she was whirled away

Not until she had been whirled away
and out of my life did I realize fully how
insanely I loved her. As the days
dragged on my passion waxed instead
of waned. I became the most miserable
man in the world. I wanted to scour
the country, to search all the world for
her Had she not commanded me to
make no effort to establish her identity
I would have left nothing undone to
find her again, would have donned the
coat of knighthood to search on land
and over seas for this Holy Grail of my
heart.

To sit inactive in my offices mearly
maddened me. My thoughts, my dreams,
every fancy that possessed me, carried
me back to that Castle of Content—to
those mystic halls through which I had
roamed with her on that magic evening,
to that palace which had vamished so
quickly into dreams and embittered
memories. I could see her always, her-
self a vision of sadness, of wistfulness,
as she looked when she told me at the
end of that singular meeting of the im-
passable barriers which emcompassed
her, the chains that bound her from the
freedom she craved.

That autummn I sailed for Emmape. |
had strived vainly to forget her, and
deemed it necessary to seek new sights,
new places. I proceeded to southern
Italy; there I would spend the winter
months. Amd there I met her—her,
whom I had left America to forget!

My first impulse was to flee, obedient
to her commamnd. But I could not. So
I sought an interview “The Other Mir
Lowett” were the words I inscribed upon
the card I sent to her [ was ushered
into her .apartmenmts. She smiled gra-
ciously, extending her hand. I bowed
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and kissed it with a holy reverence.

Amd then she threw off her mask—
although I had learned her identity. She*
was the only daughter of one of Ameri-
ca’'s wealthiest multi-millionaires whose
name I had knewn from chilldtood !

I could not recount what occurred in
that hatf hour’s visit if I tried—only I
realized in a frenzy of happiness that
she was not offended by my presense.
I remember, too, that she told me she
was to wed an [Italian eount. I had
known the stery for a year The Rews-
papers had beem full of the mpending
mementous alllanee. Only I Had nAst
knewn that it was ohe,

“Yow must let me offer my comgratu-
lations,” I murmured when I was abo'r*

to leave. (I should have done so
sooner.)

She inclined her head, smiling wanly,
wistfully

I started. “Youw are going to marry

him, are you not?” I blurted, hardly
knowing what I was saying.

“I don’t know,” she answered.

Wiem I left her, my heart was leaping
wildly The next day she and her party
had gome away. But that day there
came to my hotel by the post a parecel
containing her picture. It bore the in-
seription : “Miss Semmerville.”

Amd now another year has passed.
The newspapers have been printing in-
teresting tales about her. From Italy
has come the shocking story that a cer-
tain member of the nobility has gone
mad. Amd my Castle of Comtent has
been reared once more. Amd she—she
has made her father very furious by
leaping across her barriers, by casting
aside her chains, and now she is free.
And she and I are roaming through the
halls of our gilded palace again—to-
gether



FLORA MARIE

By Lauiss Peeddizton

LTHOUGH he lived on the re-
mote Lac des Quimze, away up
in the northwestetrh corner of
the Provimee of Quebee, James

Macdomald had ne seener @quarrelled
with and shet an Iadian suspeeted of
theft than the Law reached fefth its
leng afm Inte the wilderness and {66k
him. He was earried many miles south-
ward, tried eonvieted and hanged—the
event fHFRIShing fresh E%Hmeag that in
seme parts of Canada it is a8 hWazardsus
e kill an Indian as a white man, peér-
Raps mere &0, fof the Pominion QBVéfH_
ment takes BHQ% in pretecting the ofhef-
wise helpless 1Adian:

Macdomald’s wife, already in frail
health, sank under the blow and died
within a few momths. Thus was her six-
teen-year-old daughter, Flora Marie, left
without means of support and in the
doubtful care of Kexmrith MeclLamen, a
youth of nineteen, whose parentage was
unknown and whose future was regarded
as unecertain, Kemmeth had served faith-
fully with James Maedomald for three
years, but he was a great, gawky fellow,
net muech given te speeeh, and eritieal
Flora Marie had eleected te treat him
with inereasing disdain.

At this time there was not a farm on
the lonely shores of the Lac des Quinze
—the Lake of Fifteen, so-called from a
river flowimg out of it which breaks into
fiftewn impassable rapids on its way to
Lake Temiscamingue. Two Jumber
camps were its only signs of human life,
and the axes of the tree cutters rang out
in the vicinity of only one of these, the
other having been abandoned. The Mac-
donalds lived apatt in a hemlock log
eabin of three rooms, adjoining which
was a small and still ruder shack oceu-
pled by Kemirth Melamh. The man
ahd the youth served as choppers, skid-
defs af sawyers, aceording to the season
er the fieed, and the weman and the gltl

not only cooked and sewed at home, but
fishert] almost daily in the Quinze, a
sheet of water some thirty miles in
length, with many wide-reaching bays
surrounded by rocky lulls and wild, un-
brokem forests.

Macdomald was the only tree cutter
who had brought a family into the wil-
derness, but on the portage trail leadimg
to the Temiscaminguwe there was an eat-
ing-house for journeying lumbermen
kept by Mme. Martim and her three
daugihters. These, as well as the fiifty-
odd choppers, skidders and sawyers of
the Quimze, were keenly interested in the
future of Flora Matie. The Martin
women promptly decided that she should
come to live with them, and though
many of the lumbermen doubted the
proptiety of this, they appeared to think
there was nething else te be dene. Ne-
bedy seefned to give a theught t6 the
elalms of Kemirth Melaem, Supposing
he sheuld presume 6 put ferward any
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“Wiedll, lad,” said Jim Smead, “it’s all
fiseetl up for Flora Marie to go and live
at the half-way house.”

“Miho fivedd it up" asked Kenneth,
combatatively.

“Wvedll, the Martins want her, and the
bovs has talked it over ™

“Amd,” added Abe Baldwim, “Nettie
Marntin says it ain’t proper for a gal
nearly grown to go on livin’ here alone
with you.”

Kemmeth’s cheeks fllamedl red and he
answered quickly; “She’d a long sight
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better live here with me than with them
Martin women, and you know iitt}"

“Wihat business is it of your'n?” de-
manded Baldwim, with equal heat. “You
ain't no kin to her *

“I"'we lived with her folks like a son for
three years,” protested Kenneth,

“Sielll have to go and stay with the
women,” declared Smead judicially
“Naithin’ elsell do.”

“Iif they was the right sort, I wouldn’t
say a word,” responded Kemmeth, “but
many’s the time I've heard her mother
say them Martin women weren’t good
women, and you men know it's s0.”

“Well,” said Smead, “mayibe one of the
boysTl marry her soom and then it'll be
all might."

“Ther’ ain’t one of you fiteen to mar-
ry her,” was Kemmeth's fierce retort,

“Laok here, boy,” said Snead, “you’re
fixim’ to git yoursellf into trouble.”

“I'd cut a greem stick and frail him
this minute," said Baldwim, “if it weren't
right after the funeral.”

“Youw try it!™ threatened Kennetln,
and, as the older man observed the
youth's muscular figurs, full six feet in
height, he admitted a doubt in his own
mind as to whether he would ever ven-
ture to “try it

“Natitie Martin's comin’ to talk it over
with Flora Marie tomorrow,” announced
Smead, and the two men walked away

Kemmeth was still looking furiously in
the directiom they had gone when Elora
Marie appeared in the low doorway of
the cabin. Dreading to have her daugh-
ter to grow up in such swrroundings,
Mes. Macdomald had to the last kept
her in short skirts with her hair in a
braid down her hack, but today Flora
Marie had “dome up™ her dark, luxuriant
tresses and dressed herselff in one of her
mother’s best gowms. The transforma-
tion was astonishing. It was no lomger
a pretty little girl, but a woman, and one
who pleased even the critical eye, who
fnow called out to Kemmedth

“What you mad about?*

Kemmeth wheeled round and wmoved
toward her. "Thew'we got it fixed tin to

take you over to the half-way house,” he
said.

“It wom’t be fiixedl up till I say so.”

“I hope you won't never say so."

Flora Marie did not pursue the con-
versatiom. She seated hersellf in the
doorway and leaned her head on her
hands, thinking of her lost parents. She
was not demonstrative in her gtief, but
her heart was heavy Yeaming to ex-
press sympathy, but at a loss for words,
Kamneth quietly withdrew, and a few
minutes later was heard cutting wood in
preparation for their evening meal.

Mme. Martin’s solicitude for the wel-
fare of Flora Marie, left “alone” with
Kemmeth Meclaem, could not be de-
scribed as urgemt. She did not appear
in the Macdomald clearing until Sunday
nearly a week later She and her eldest
daughter, Colinette, walked the interven-
ing eight miles of portage trail and ar-
rived about mid-afternoon. They smelt
of musk, there was a suggestion of paint
on their faces, and they were arrayed in
all the tawdry finesy they possessed.
They were also extremely affable in man-
ner and laughed a great deal. Flora
Matie invited them IR with grave ecotlif-
tesy, and as she listened to their propeo-
sition and their discreet aecount of the
gay life at the half-way house, her frank
and eurlous eye abserbed every detail of
thelr tollet ahd toek nete eof all thelr
mannerisms.

Kemmetfh Mclznem, who had been on
the lookout all day, promptly took his
seat in the doorway, determined to hear
all that was said; but, to his great dis-
gust, the Martin women gabbled in their
native tongue during the entire visit, and
he could understand scarcely a word.
Flora Marie, on the other hand, spoke
the provincial Firemch of the region as
well as Emglish, her mother having been
an nebitent,

“Wihat did they say?" asked Kemneth
gloomily, after the Martins had departed,
and, looking after them as they went, he
had recalled what he had once heard a
preacher down at Baile des Peres read
out of the Bible after the daughters of
Balbylon.
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“I couldn’t begin to tell you all they
said,” answered Flora Marie, “but I've
agreed to go and live with them. They’ll
board me and pay me some wages. I've
got to work for a liivimg.”

“Fll make a living for you,” the youth
proposed eagerly

“I can’t take your money, Kenneth.”

“Bat vour mother wouldn’t like it.
Them Martin women ain't good
women."”

“Do you mean they ain't got re-
ligion? Ma and pa wasn’t so awful re-
ligious themselves.

“I can’t tell you what I mean,” said
Kemmeth helplessly.

“Then quit backbitin’ [ think Mme.
Mantin is very nice and kind. She says
she’ll make me a new dress, and she
says they dance and have great fun at
the half-way house nearly every might.”

Kenmeth groaned. "I wish there was
a woman here to talk to you,” he said
desperately.

“I"m goin’ in the mornin',” announced
Flora Marie, who had listened abstract-
edly. “Jim Smead and Abe Baldwin are
comin’ to pack my things over ™

Kemmeth turned away in despair, but
Flora Marie hummed a cheerful tune
and presently sang softly a childhood's
ditty, telling of the grey hen that “lays
in the church,” of the black hen that
“lays in the cupboard,” of the white hen
that “lays in the boughs™ of the impos-
sible green hen that deposits her eggs
in seeret places, and of that mest won-
derful

ko

poudbatte Borume
Quii pond dams la lumect”

Kemmeth slept little that night. By
half-past three o'clock, more than an
hour before the summer dawn, he was
out of bed and dressed. He had formed
a plan and now hurriedly set about car-
rying it into execution. Having built a
fire and put on water to boil for tea, he
took a couple of blankets, some fililiing
tackle, his Wiinchester repeating rifle, a
frying pan and a small supply of provi-
slons down to the lake shore and stored
them in his light bark canoe. Later he
fapped on Flora Marie’s deor. and when

she stepped out, yawming, just as the
dawn-glow began to show in the east,
she found her breakfast awaiting her.

“Witat put it in your head to git up
so early and do my work?” she asked.

“I couldn’t sleep,” he said, and when
they had eaten he proposed that she go
out in his canoe with him and catch a
fish. “Tlem men from the ha'f-wav
house won’t be here for a hour,” he said.

Flora Marie readily consented. Fish-
ing was her favorite sport, although she
was an excellemt shot and often went
out with a gun. If she had reflected
over the matter, she would have conclud-
ed that for her there was more “fum”
in catching a fine fish than in attracting
a handsome lover. The normal imclina-
tions of womanhood were not yet guite
awake in Flora Marie,

“What’s all this?” she asked, seeing
the stores in the canoe.

Wiithout answer Kemmeth helned her
to a seat in the bow, qulcklv stenned in
at the stern, dropped on his knees,
pushed off from the landing, dipped his
paddle deep, and they skimmed awav.
“I was thinkin’ of takin' a trip todwy,”
he then replied; and, as Flora Matie
quite undisturbed, picked up a trolling-
line, he quickly added * “Waiit till we &it
out in the big lake.”

Kemmeth paddled hard and the canoe
glided forward at a great speed. This
caused no comment from Flora Marie,
who supposed that the object was to go
far enough to catch a big fish and return
to the clearing in time to meet the men
from the half-way house on their arrival,
She was soon undeceived. Lifttle more
than half a mile separated them from the
landing when shouts were heard, and,
turnlng, she saw two men on the shore
with hands uplifted In an effort te at-
traet thelr attention.

“That’s Jim Snead and Abe Baldwin
come for me,” she announced. “We’ll
have to go right back.”

Kemmeth glamced over his shoulder
toward the shouting men, but made no
move to turn round. On the contrary,
he kept his course and paddled harder
than ever.
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“Why don’t you turn round?” asked
Fllora Marie in surprise.

But Kemmeth only deflected his course
at right angles, and the canoe shot into
the narrows leading to the main body of
the Quinze. The shouting and gesticu-
lating men at the far landing were quick-
ly lost to view behind a greem forest
wall.

“Tumrm round and go back!" ordered
Flora Marie in her most iimperious
tones, but Kemmeth held his peace and
paddled hard. “Er” you crazy this morn-
in"?” asked the indignant girl, after her
repeated commands had remained un-
heeded. “Wheite you goim'?”

“I"'m makin’' for the Lomely Rivers.”

“Reermmetthu  MclLamren,” cried Flora
Marie, “er’ you fool enough to think you
can take me off in the bush and hide
me, to keep me from goin’ to the half-
way house? [II/ show yow!”

Briefly, and with pauses—for it was
necessary that one laboring so hard with
a paddle should save his IHresit—Ken-
neth told her what he intended to do.
Their destination, he said, was a post of
the Hudson'’s Bay Company, a hundred
and fifty miles to the north. The
course led from the Ouimze into Lakes
Obikaba, Boitier and Opasatica, all con-
fected by a stream called the Lonely
River Then came the Mauwteur des
Terie, of divide, beyomd that Lakes
Matamagosig and Agatowekami, con-
fieeted by many miles of river, and ffinl-
ly the great shallew “Miudidy Water,” of
Alyitibi, where the eld trading pest had
been leeated for nearly twe hundred
years, where there was a little missien
ehuren and where lived Pierre Lavall, the
trapper, a Brether ef Mrs. Maedenald.

“Yaour uncle can tell you what 1
can't,” said Kemmeth, “or the priest can
tell you. If they say you can go to the
half-way house, all right. I'll bring you
right back, if they say so, but they won't
say s0.”

“Yom er’ so wise!” said Fllora Marie,
crushingly. “I wonder they don‘t send
for you down south and make you the
governor-gemeral of Canada.

In her anger she declared that she
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would upset the canoe and swim ashore,
but Kemmeth merely smiled at this as
an idle threat. To swim a mile in long
skirts was a hazard which even an en-
raged and imperious girl would hardly
undertake. She vowed that she would
appeal to the first persen they met, bt
Kemmeth calmly replied that they were
not likely to meet anybedy but Indlan
fisherroaen.  She alse announeed that as
soon as they set foot on a portage she
would run eff inte the "Bush” ahd hide,
but Kemedh answered that their way
was elear by water {6r mere than a day's
{@umeyn, that therefere they weuld net
and till night, and that she wewld Aet
Be likely tg ge very far away frem their
eamp-Hre 1A a4 esuntry of bears, pumas
and welves.

“My uncle won't want to be bothered
with me,"” said Flora Marie, after a long,
sullen silence. “I never saw him but
once, and I had clean forgot hiim.”

“Ihere’'s a way to keep from bavin*
to live with him,” said Kemmeth with a
shy smile, but did not venture to explain
his meaning.

His greatest immediate fear was that
they would be pursued and that there
might be a struggle for possession of the
girl before they reached the post. Snead
and Baldwin were determined men, and
it was plain to him that they had cast
a longing eye on Flora Marie. Many
times that day he turned and scanned
the far surfaces of the lake behind them.
Twice he saw a canoe in the distance
and suspected that it followed on his
trail, but was not quite sure.

As he had foretold, they emcountered
only an occasional Indian bark canoe,
mostly of unusually large size, and now
and then containing a whole family, the
squaw in the bow, the buck in the stern,
both paddling. Ewem the boys and girls
hung over the gunwales wielding little
paddles, the comically solemn papoose
alone remaining inactive, swathed in
eloths and strapped in an upright mum-
my-like frame, which the squaw was
wont to sling on her back when portag-
ing.

Flora Marie did not appeal to the In-
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dians. In fact, she did none of the
things she had threatened to da. She
even ceased reproaching Kemmeth after
a sudden squall overtook and tinreatened
them about five o’clock in the afternoon.
They were about two miles from the
nearest shore when a gale of wind
brought angey white caps racing past
them and their little canoe, with gun-
wales only a few inches abeve the water
line, was in constant danger Alll Ken-
neth's skill and strength were required
to make slow headway shoreward while
keeping the frail eraft directed at such
an angle as to prevemt the sw2il from
pouring ever Its side and fillling it ts the
brim. Both recogmized the danger fully
and nelther speke. Flora Makie fat mo-
tienless, waiting and trusting m Kea-
neth’s skill. She knew that there was
fie braver BF better eaneeist en fthe
Quinze, and she diseavered an wWnexpeet-
ed satisfaetien in leaving all te him—=In
leaning en Rim, as it were, iR this Reur
of dahger Kemneth speke enly 6neg,
Ffeaﬁmezs,gly,, fer Ris 1aBers were herey-
eah.

“Git ready,” he said suddenly “Loose
your skirts.”

Flora Marie obeyed, seeing that they
were not likely to keep afloat a minute
longer She had little fear of dimawmirgy,
they could cling to the upturned canoe
and drift ashore. Nevertheless it was
desirable to provide for the freedom of
her lower limbs in such a squall as this.
As it turned out, the precaution was
unnecessary With consummate skill
Kemmeth continued to steer the canoe
through the roaring white caps, and they
finalllv ram into a small sheltered bay
with no worse damage than repeated
sprinklings.

Kemmeth now landed for the night and
selected a camping site. Retuwrmning to
the spot with flirewoad] a little later, he
found the giel cheerfully lending a hand.
She cooked their supper without a word
of reproach while he prepared for her a
couch of spruce tips and sheltered it be-
neath a hastily construeted “biwush temt”
She even sang softly to hersellf as she
worked—to Kenmeth’s great delight, al-
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though he regretted not to be quite sure
of these words of her somg-

“Chatee, rosigoab!l, clehateg,

Toii qui as le coeurr gudi,

Tit as le coourr a rive,

WMadée, je l'ai a plaseer ™

Afiter supper the tired youth sat over
the fire dozing, his Wimchester across
his knees. Flora Marie observed him
with an interest that was new to her For
the first {ime she thought he was good
to look at, with his fair, eutly haif, his
honest face, his strong limbs. Exem his
grey fllannell shirt, his red stockings
drawn up to his knees over his trousers,
and his heavy “shoepecks” she thought
becoming. Wmen she lay down en her
sereened and sweet-scemted bed it was
with a feeling of complete seeurity Her
faney might run eut threugh the dream-
ing weeds and in the leng, dark vistas
beneath the sighing trees diseaver nRame:-
less shapes that meved on speetral
wings of neiseless feet;, and waited and
watehed for a fév_éﬂﬁg Reur t8 spring
en the humam intruders upen their
realm, but she did net feaf. Was net
Big, streng, skilful Kempeih ready {8
leap bravely te her defense?

The fire burned low and almost fHdk-
ered out. The weary youth, unable to
keep watch as he had planned, fiirsly
lav back in deep slumber, one hand-still
clutching his rifle. The night noises of
the forest were unheeded. Porcupines
stole up within a few feet of the sleepers,
their quills scratching harshly against
leafy obstructions. Now and then a far-
off wolf howled dismally, and once or
twice a startled loon out of the lake
ghrieked a warning to its mate. The
starlight filtered] but dimly through the
roof of hemloek and maple boughs, and
the white trunks of the slender birches
shewed enly and but faintly wherte they
steod iR groups at the water's rim.
Night relghed supreme.

As the stars paled, and with a slight
flutteringe of the leaves faint light began
to struggle agaimst the forest gloom,
two dark fligures, stepping from a canoe,
stole up the portage path toward the
extinct camp fire. Wiith a start Ken-
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netli sat up and looked about him—too
late to see these watchful ffigures draw
back into the shadow [Iie rose and
hurried down the portage path to scan
the lake in the light of dawn, the two
dark fiiguress guardedly following him.
The light was stronger whem Flora
Marie, dreaming of a deadly struggle
between determined men, started up with
a low cry and stepped from her leafy
covert. Kemmeth was gome, but, hear-
ing nothing except the peaceful bird
notes of the morning houtr, she at once
felt at ease. She dipped her handker-
chief in a spring, bathed her eyes and
smoothed her hair, then deliberately
took her way dewm the pertage path to
the lake shere. As a bend ef the trail
brougiht the water's edge in view, she
suddenly stopped shoert, dumbieunded.

Kenmeth lay in the path bound hand
and foot, and Snead and Baldwin stood
over him in triumph. “They must 'a
slipped up on him from behind,” was
her thought,“ellse they couldn’t 'a done it

“Now, Jim,” Baldwin was saying,
“you stay here with him while I go and
wake her up. I want to talk to her a
little before we start on the back track.”

“Hiuth 1" cried Snead. “Mayhe Fd like
to talk to her a little myself. Yo stay
here and I'W go.”

“Nat on your life."

“Weell,” said Smead, his voice shaken
with passiom, “are von ready to toss up
for it or flight, whiich?”

As the two men stood glaring at each
other, a great fear fell upon Flora Marie,
Why were thev so determined to take
her to the half-way house? Why were
they ready to fiidht? Had Kenmeth been
wise after all. and she a stubborn fool?
She put out her hand toward a hemlei
tree on her right, as if for support, and
a red squirrel secampered away Wwith
noisy protestations. Them all eyes were
turned upon the gitl and Kemneth shout-
ed t6 her.

“Girab that gun! Yoeullll need it

Flora Marie saw the Winchester lean-
ing against the tree within reach of her
hand, but did not take it. She stood
quite still, held in the benumbing grip
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of a terror which she felt to her fifigger
tips yet did not quite comprehend.

The silence was broken by Abe Bald-
win, who leaped forward with an oath
and brutally kicked the prostrate and
defenseless youth. Then Flora Marie
found herself. Wiithout a word of warn-
ing, she snatched the rifle, aimed care-
fully at the flleshy part of Baldwim's leg
just below the knee, and fiiead. With a
howl of pain, he dropped to the ground,
clutching the wounded part, while Snead
wheeled around to find the damgerous
Wiinchester pointed at him.

“Now you gitt?”

“Why, Flora Mariel” expostulated
Snead.

“Dam’t you say a word to me, Jim
Snead,” cried the girl furiously, “Ilif you
don’t want to walk lame for six months
—or ketch worse—put Abe Baldwin in
your canoe and clear out from here.”

“Now, Flora Marie—"

“Giit, 1 tell youI”

There was but one thing to do. Sli2
was only a girl, but she commanded the
situation.  Moreover, such a blaze of
anger as hers was dangerous, and few
men were better shots.

Smead helped his groaning and curs-
ing friend into their canoe and shoved
off. Buit, after paddling out a little way,
he stopped. again disposed to argue.

“Hora Marie—"

A bullet interrupted him, whistling
over him and causing him to duck his
head in lively concern. Then he paddled
hastily out into the lake, halting only
when he felt quite assured that the Win-
chester could not reach him.

Meanwthille Flora Marie cut Kenneth's
bonds, and the enraged young man told
how his enemies had leaped upom him
from behind and borne him dowm. Then
she stood on guard while he ran up and
brougit down their belongings, prepar-
ing for instant departure. Without a
word, it was agreed between them that
on this particular morning they would
eat cold breakfast while en rooute,

Just before the fugitives disappeared
around a bend of the shore twenty min-
utes later, they noted that Smead was
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paddling back to the site of their camp,
intending, no doubt, to dress Baldwin’s
flesh wound and then take counsel what
to do. That they would continue the
pursuit that day was not likely, fof their
manner betrayed hesitation and deep
discouragermemni.

Near noon two days later Kenneth's
canoe entered the Abitibbi from the
south at a point whence the gleaming,
whitewashed buildings of the old Hud-
son's Bay Past could be plainly seen
some three miles away Scareely half of
that distance had been covered when
they met a canoe paddled by two Indians
in which was seated Pere Lonette, the
mission priest, whe greeted them with a
cheery

“Bovs jour;, mes erfifantdf’

Kemmeth asked if Pierre Lawal was at
the post, and Flora Marie heard, with
an appearance of dismay but with little
real regret, that her uncle had joined in
the rush to the Klomdike the previous
spring and no news of him had since
been received. Kemeth explained thai
the gifl was the absent trapper’s orphan
niece, and that he had wished to put her
in his care to prevemt her from going to
the people of the half-way hetise.

“You know the half-way house on the
Quinze portage, fattner?”

“Nlas, yes; it is no place for her,
cetty maisom du diable! Yow have done
well to interfere, my son, and I will help
you find a home for her But—but now
I go to the bed of a dying man. It is
sixty miles, and there is no time to lose.”

Flora Mariie begged that the priest
would not delay a moment on her ac-
count. *I am all right now,"” she said,
with an enigmatic smile.

“I will give you a letter to the factor's
half-breed wife—a good Christizm—who
will care for you at the post till I retwmm,”
said Pere Lorette.

“Batt will she want me? She might
not like me,” objected Flora Marie.
“fFatiher,” said the girl, smiling, and with
a sudden flame of color in her cheeks, “I
—I could tell you how to stop people
from meddling and—and—put me in
care of one who will be kinder to me
than anybody in the world. Yes—I
could.”

“How, my deuglntter??

“Keameeth”—sdhe dropped her eyes—
“Mhe has not yet asked me, but I—I know
he wants to—to—marry me."”

Amd then, as Pere Lomette smiled en-
couragingly, Kemmeth, with all his heart
in his eyes, cried out in wonder and
delight:

“Qf, Flora Marie, will
'nough!”

You—sure

LOVE IN THE LAZARET

By Pater Nibrsen.

HE chief physician didn't know

what to make of that patlent.

It was recruit No. 13 of the

Third Company, and he had

beeh sent 1n fef a weakness of the left

leg. It eould net bear his weight at all.

It was as if the life had Been steked out

at the jeints—at least this was hew he

§ut it 1 his Cepenhagen dialeet. Na.

3 was a jeurneymah joiner iR Ris pFi-

ga&% life; and a very Rice-198king feliow,
88

“I can't help it,” said the chief, after
a most searching examimation of No.
13’s leg; “this man is a cheat all right.
There isn't the first thing the matter
with him. But fortunately the military
hospital has ways and means of manag-
ing such cases. He’ll be cured quick
eneugh.”

Certainly No. 13’s leg did not look as
if there was anything the matter with it.
It was about as well-shaped a leg as one
would want to see, good enough to serve



56 r

for a sculptor’s model. But, in spite of
this, the chief was not quite correct in
his confidence in the military methods
of curing patients.

Amd yet these methods were used in
fullest rigor, with no consideration for
the sufferer It begam with fever diet
and Spamish flliiss. Then came the gal-
vanic batteries fiisst the little one, then
the big one. It was quite interesting fto
wateh when No. 13’s leg was put under
the electricity The volts shot tlwrough
It and the splendid museles reacted in
all thelr beauty But No. 13 remalned
stubberh. He writhed undef the elee-
trieity. Onee he gave utteranee te an
inveluntary mean of pain, but his leg
fefained weak. Before and after the
freatment fhe ehief himself weuld stand
Ne. 13 up beside his bed, and the patient
would at enee sifk ever 8n Ris left side.
His |eg refused te field him up.

Afiter the electrical treatmemt came
the water cure. No. 13 was given shower
and needle baths morning and evening.
The temperature of the water was put
down to the very lowest limit; No. 13
declared that he froze like a dog, but
that “it didn't matter if only it helped.”
But it didnt help. No. 13 wasn’t popu-
lar with the attendamts. They had to
earfy him baek and forth on his litter
twiee a day to the bath roem. Amd dur-
ing the bath they had te held him wp,
etherwise he weuld fall ever en his left
side. Buit apart frem the suspiciom that
fle was a eheat, and made extra frouble
fer the attendantis, Ne. 13 was a model
patient. He was always pelite, and never
Hitered a word of complaint at the treat-
fment 8 whieh e was suBjected. Om {he
eontrary, Re seemed mest grateful fof
all the treuble the eRict teek with him.
And, R spite of Hints that were Mmere
than epen, e did net seem t8 Rave the
slightest notien ot the faet that the dge-
ter tesk Him for & fraud. The ehief Be-
gan finally e admire the Bey

Affter a week of the fever diet of white
bread, weak tea and milk, which did not,
however, seem to affect his lbllooming
health in the least, the chieff said to him,
“You must try to get a little strength
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in that leg, and then we can give you
something better to eat. You see, we
can‘t give hearty food to a patient with
such weak legs. Dom't you long for a
good beeffsttadk?"”

No. 13 looked up at the chief with
grateful eyes and answered, “Of, no,
sir, I don’t want anything but what they
give me. I am quite satisfied with the
food.”

“Ithe devil take the fellow,” growled
the chief, as he went on to the next
room. “Hie’s the most stubborn cheat
we've ever had here.”

The following day they took No. 13's
weight, and, a week later, when he had
been enjoying eight days more of the
fever diet, they weighed him again. He
had gaimed three pounds.

From that momemt on a feeling of
sympathetic interest for No. 13 grew up
m the Chief's heart. “ThHrre’s some
knave's trick in this,” he would say,
“biil the fellow's wonderful. There’s not
the slightest doubt but that he'll end up
in the Howse of Corfection. But I'd
give ten crowns to see him eseape it.”

“Ihe scientific torture cure” (this was
the chief's expressiom) was continued
steadily, mainly for the principle of the
thing. For the chief had given up all
hope of changing No. 13's econdition,
and he was already beginning te hint at
the possibility of a discharge from the
regimenmnt.

Them came a day when the chief was
in an extra bad humor. He gave No.
13 a dose of electricity stronger tham he
had ever dared try before. Rowmd about
the bed stood the reserve surgeon, the
orderlies, the attendants and the woman
nurse, il charge of the room, Miss
Svingstiwp. This was the youngest of
the women attendants In the hosplial,
“the beauty of the heuse,” they ealled
her, a tall, dark-eyed, full-besemed
fraiden of between fhifty and ferty
years. Suddently Ne. 13 gave a leud
seream of pain, and at the same mement
Migtress Svingsbivp Breke aut inte €8A-
vulsive sebs. She ran frem the feem
ahd threw herself, still sebbing hysterie-
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ally, on her bed in her little cabin next
the sick ward.

The chief stood a momemt in deep
thougit. “Go throw some water on her
head,” he said to the reserve surgeon.
Then he gave No. 13 a few extra good
shocks.

When he stood on the stairs a few
moments later with the reserve surgeon,
he said, “Did you ever notice any senti-
mentality in our fair Svingstrup before
today ?*

“Nw, not enough to interfere at all
events.”

“Nor did I. What does your up-to-
date science think of such a case as this
them?”

“Hm!! Svingstrup is in the years most
dangerous for a womam. It is perhaps
what one migfit call an outbreak of—"

“Mast respccted colleague, permit me
to tell you that you have very little
knowledge of human-kind. What I be-
lieve is that this is the solution of the
riddle.”

“Withat rididlie?”

“No. 13. Listem now, doctor, and do
exactly as I tell you. This afternoon
you will announce that, by my orders,
Svingstrup's room is to be emptied and
put in order again for the small-pox
patients, for whom there is no room in
the epidemic wards. The danger of in-
fection from this ward will make it im-
possible for any attendamt from here to
have intercourse with any one else in
the hospital. In other words, they will
be as good as In arresi—for a time. Then
you ean distribute Svingstiup's patients
wherever you think best. But put Ne.
13 1a the ether wlng, whete he will be
under the eharge of that shrew, Madame
Moitensen. De you fellew me?”

“Yom really thimk—" the reserve sur-
gean smiled meanimgly

“I do. Go now and give the orders.”

No. 13 had been under the care of
Madame Monrtensen for two days with
the same uncomfortable electric and
water treatment and the same fever diet.
Wihen, on the third day, the ehief in-
quired how he felt, No. 13 answered,
“I really think, sir, that my leg is a little

better. The strength seems to be com-
ing back to it.”

“Eor which let us be thankful,” said
the Chief. “I really think that eleec-
tric treatment ought to help. Yourlll see
after a few days more of it we'll have
you on your legs again like a fine,
strong soldier.

Amd he fiimished the treatmemt for the
day.

The Chief’'s hope was not disappoint-
ed. The week was scarcely up whem No.
13 was in possessiom of his full strength
again. The day he was to be discharged
the Chief sent for him to come to his
private office. He looked out at No. 13
from under his uniform cap. *I could
send you to the Howse of Correction, No.
13. You know thatt?”

“Wees, siir”

“I may do it, I ought to do it, for it is
my duty The devil, man, why don't
you say something? Hawemt you any-
thing to say to excuse your actioms?"

“I"'m thinking, sir, that she is the finest
woman ['ve ever seem?”

“How did you know her?”

“l saw her one day whem I came to
visit a sick comrade.”

“Amd tihemn?”

“Then we arranged I was to an-
nounce myself sick.”

“Yow shan’t escape the House of Cor-
rection I

“Nw, sir, I suppose I can’t.
see—we—"

“Wweell 27

“We—we want to get married—soon
as possible—she wrote me this morn-
l ar

“Amd then?™

“I thought we could arrange it, my
time's most up. She’s the fimest woman
I know, sir, and the best cook’™

The Chief scratched his head under
the uniform cap. Suddenly he tossed
the cap into a corner and said. “All
right, you shall escape. Yauw'lll surely
marry her? Amd I'll be godfather—
that's the least I cam lav claim to. Oh.
and, if it's a girl, call her Bllectrina. You
can make it Tmrima for short. It is a
promise?”

“On, yes, sir."

But—you



PLAYING MY HAND
By Jweph Koutheh

WAS ready for business by the

end of Spring, and I waited im-

patiently for the first goed heat

of the Summmer days te drive pee-
ple out of the elty My [ist was a dandy
—as chelee a selection of promising resi-
dences as I ever planned t8 “werk,”
earefully eheeked as te whe was geing
and gene and whe wewld Be [eft iR
eharge. There was alse a careful eal:-
eulation as t8 when the earetakers eguld
Be esunted on te relax their vigilance,
the habits of the pelice af the Neat=in
fact, a mest elabprate liftle digest {8 2id
e 1A My aperatisns, whieh {t Had faken
me Menihs 18 set. A Bit 8% iRiormatish
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Bility 8f maids and Hursey (e prefty
ghe SgoAbér,

8% Ha %ﬂéﬁgaaeﬁxt {v{@ﬁlﬁ%ﬁq SBer of
ﬂas %m&% %&3@%@ §§8%53Ei8ﬂ
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So it may be inferred that I was con-
siderably taken aback when Hannigan,
of the regular police force, advised me
that Headquatters were getting busy to
clean up the town in a way that knocked
out my profession for the season, so that
my labetr of months of preparation was
worthless. The shoek of the news took
My breath, but there was ne mistaking
the stress with whieh Hammigam put the
infermatien.

“Woumilll have to beat it, and beat it
quick,” was the way of his announce-
ment ; “tomorrow it'll be too late”

I was considerably astonished, and 1
showed it. Hammigam and [ had been
on terms for years—since I had done
him a favor he coulda’t overlook. That's
why he was giving me this information.

“Why so ugly, old man? What's bit-
ing you?"' I wanted to know.

Before he replied, Hammigam took a
careful survey about us, which in itself
spelled the seriousness of the business.
We were standing on the corner of Elev-

enth street and Awemwe A and it was
early afternoon. Them he told me that
a new crowd at Headquarters were up
and ripping every precedemt in two. A
score of captains had walked the plank
that morning, and every man on the
force was facing orders that sheek him
in his boots. To eclean up the town of
the “gemts” in my profession was the
fligt and biggest on the list. It dazed
me and I felt pretty bad—mot against
Hamnigan ; he had done a mighty friend-
ly thing In giving me the tip; It was
mere than a Iet ef the sther Bays weuld
get.

So I wandered over to the Bohemian
district, where the cafes dotted the ave-
nue. [ entered Kumme's and dropped
into a chair to think it over In a minute
the coffee steamed pungemtly on the lit-
tle round table before me, and after the
third cup I begam to recover my nerve.
But when I tried to figuiee up my im-
mediate prospects [ realized more hope-
lessly than before that there weren’t any
I drew out of my inner poeket the ela-
berated list In whieh [ had taken sueh a
pride and groamed Inwardly as I glaneed
it sver Months ef weariseme tell had
been put inte these pages, and new there
would be nething te shew fef it—abse-
lutely nething. 1 savagely ripped the
gheefs aerpss several times ahd fflung
them inte the street. Ome BF twe frag-
ments dlfteredt near me en the fflosr
and 1 reparded them meedily, thea I
funched Back inte my ehair, sereened
fFM the passerby By 'a dauble rew of
potted plants, and tried te think it eut:

Hamnigan’s advice was good under
this new police regimz I know I stood
a good chance of being picked up by
any one of a score of “plain-clothes”
cops who had been itching to get their
hands on me for at least a couple of
years, if for no other reasom than to
swell thelr reeords. That they had not



PIAMING/G MY FHAND 59

been able to fasten any specific “trick"
on me during this time was due to vari-
ous reasons. I am no squealer, so I'll
have to let those reasons go at that, But
this thing of being pushed to get away
in a rush like this—a thousand miles or
so before I'd find another field to suit
me—it was a mighty cold-blooded prop-
osition to be up against.

1 counted up my money—iifty-five
dollars and a handful of chamge—that
wouldn’t carry me far—and a twenty of
this Hammigam himself had slipped me
without even asking me if I needed it.
It was decent of Hammigam, and 1'd
square it some of these days. I was
trying to fiigure out where some of this
money would land me via the midnight
Western BExpress, when a couple en-
tered the cafe whem I knew pretty well,
though they didn't associate with my
class. Ome was a prize-fighter, “Redd)
the Pug,” and the other his manager. 1
didn't care to be noticed right then, se I
dueked into anether ehalr 1A a eerner
behind seme potted plants, whieh
sereened me frem where they sat.
“Reddy” started to talk iA a mement.

“Well, then it's fiixed,” he was saying.
“We spar in the fiirst, I hit the flloor twice
in the second, take the count of nine in
the third, and bust his jaw in the fourth
with a left hook. Is that right?” His
manager kept tally and nedded, and af-
ter a little more detail they got up and
went away.

The thing disgusted me. Somewhere
“Reddy” was going to flight, and it was
being “fixed.” He was to look like a
loser so that his backers would get good
odds for their meomey in the secend
round and third, and in the fourth round
“Reddy” would up and knoek the other
man out—alll cut and dried—for a priee.
Bahl a dirty game whieh gave the loser
fie ehance at all and toe mueh ke rob-
blng an infant te suit my taste.

But I had my own troubles to think
about. So far as I could see, Hanni-
gan’s advice to “get” was good, but I
hadn't fully settled this in my mind when
a boy came in, passing around with the
afternoon edition of the “News.” I took

a copy, and there, across the face of the
front page, in block type, an accoumt of
an early morning burglary, around a cut
of my own likeness, stared me in the
face. The police on the job had found
an imaginary trace of my own delicate
handiwork in the business—amd all this
though I had not been within a mile of
the place. Things were certainly get-
ting hot for me, and it was no longer a
simple case of getting away. but to keep
clear of four thousand “cops” until I
had a chance to do so.

I read the article over again, and it
made me feel disgusted. The burglar
had entered the place by the sash and
jimmy method, a thing which I had
never in a good many years dirtied my
hands to do. simply because I found out
that I didn't have to. I did my work
exelusively in the “stome-front” district,
the nifty residences along the exclusive
West Side avenues; the kind who barred
the basement windows like a safety vault
and left the front door open. It was so
easy—just a few days’ ebservatiom as to
whe was eeming eut and geing in, to
eateh them turning a handle Instead of
Hsing a key, and then the goods were
as geed as mine, n6t onee iR ten times
did T make a mistake, and when 1 did
fhere were twenty ways ef getting elear
A deecent-1goking gentieman iR evening
clothes, with evidenees of slight indexi-
eatisf, Nas strayed inte the wreng heuse
fes many a tHme these days 8 make
my plan a difficult prepesition, and 1
fad studied well te aet the part when
necessary, it nadn't falled me.

So here I was, almost strapped, and
hunted, and put to my wits to quit the
city before another morning without a
chance for another “strike.” Without a
chance? Was I, though? Instamtly I
figuredd out the risk. Wiy not? It was
as safe as it ever was, and it tickled my
faney to think of getting away with a
neat little haul in the face of the entire
police force and the story printed there
en the front of the “News.”

A scrap of paper flluttenetl toward wmy
feet—one of the bits of paper I had frumg
into the street whem [ destroyed my
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memoramdum book. The writing on
one side turned up when it struck my
shoe, and I read the address of one of
the choice places I had on my list.

“By Jimtniny! it's a sign!” said I,
picking up the bit of paper and slipping
it into my vest-pocket; I would make
tliat place a call.

About nine in the evening I stepped
into the vestibule of one of the most
beautiful residences facing the drive
along the river, and I experienced for a
momemnt the usual palpitatiom of the
heart I never could suppress at such a
time. Then I caught the exptessiom of
my face in the Fremch plate mirroe at
the side and steadied myself, griraly set-
tling my dress-coat a little better upon
my shoulders. I entered the dimly-
lighted hallway, there was no one to op-
pose me. It was clearly another lucky
strike for me. I moved swiftly Into the
reception room, through the musie and
the dining rooms, not a sound. When
I stood still to listen, I heard, very far
off it seemed, the murmut of demesties
somewhere If the rear I the gleom I
eaught the dull sheen of beautiful heavy
plate en the sldeboard, 1 pulled eut a
drawer or twe and Inspeeted longingly
the selid sterling. But I did net want
te lead up with that kind ef stuff wnless
I had te, first, I weuld inspeet (he FOOMS
abeve te see what else affered.

I had barely reached the top of the
carpeted stairway when the opening of
the front hall door below tingled
through me from head to foot. A young
fellow, two, three, half a dozen—a whole
crowd of them came piling in amid a
babel of conversation and lawghter—all
in evening dress. I caught it all in one
glance before I sped silently up another
stairway, bolted for the first open door
at hand and shut it behind me. It closed
with a spring cateh, that mueh time
gained anyhow before It would be
opened. I was in a bed-room—a man's
bed-room. I tried the connecting doors
te other rooms and found them locked.

It felt most uncomfortably like a trap
and the door into the hallway was the

only way out. But when I had pulled
back the catch, I let it slide to again,
noiselessly The crowd of young fel-
lows were coming up to that floor, and,
I instantly divined, toward that very
room. To make sure, I waited until I
heard the turn of the handle and heard
the chink of keys. Them I stepped into
a roomy wardrobe close at hand and
drew the door almost shut. A foot or
so from the top there was the usual
broad shelf and I drew mysalfi up ento
this carefully—not an easy task evem for
a man in my good physical eondition,
Tihe shelf held nething but a square
card-board box at one end, and a felded
fug at the other The latter I werked
up under my sheulders and stretehed
out almest at full length, my shees light-
ly resting en tep of the eardbeafd box.

The crowd trooped into the room,
laughing and joking, and one of them
came over and leaned agaimst the ward-
robe door, pressing it shut. I “blessed”
him under my breath whem I begam to
stifle in the close air.

I gathered from their talk that the
youngest son of the house, Dick Brax-
ton, who I had fiiguresi on as being out
of the city with the rest of the Braxton
family, had got this crowd together for
a little filing, but the nature of the “st=g"
I did not divine until I caught the name
of “Redldy,” after which I was so inter-
ested that I almost forgot to lay still.
Them [ learned that the fijght—ttiee very
same fight which “Redidy” had “fixed”
in Kummes Cafe that afternoon—was to
be pulled off in one of the rooms below,
and that "Redidly's” oppomemt was the
“Budion Brwiser,” another dirty third-
rate slugees, as [ had reasom to knew
Whille they were talking I heard the dull

eunding from belew, where they were
aylag diown the eanvas and setting up
the “fing.”

Them they were talking bets om the
figitt. I wondered where Braxtom stood
in the business, though I made up my
mind instantly that he was not in the
“fixing.” He was a wild young fellow
and all that, but with a reputation of be-
ing a dyed-in-the-wool, clean sport:
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Affter a little while someone with a high,
thin voice offered him two to one on
“Redldy,” at which Braxton laughed and
replied that he'd size the men up ffirst,
and the high, thin voice went on make
a couple of bets with some of the other
fellows. Up to this time they were all
sitting in the dark. Some one asked
about the gloves.

“I've got them right here,” came
Braxtom’s voice, and the wardrobe door
swung open. I felt a hand fumble at
the pasteboard box. Up went my feet,
suspended in the air Amother voice
asked if he wamted a light.

“No,” returned Braxtom with a laugh ,
“I don't want a light to show in the
house tonight; we're not at home,"” at
which there was a general explosion of
merriment. The pasteboard box was
withdrawm, the door swung shut, and 1
began to breathe again.

My cramped position had become
very painful, until at last parts of my
circulation stopped and left me numb.
I was rapidly driftimg into lethargy, the
voices in the room were becoming jum-
bled, and my brain refused to respond
when I tried to follow the comversation.
I was dully cognizant of the shuffling
of many feet, and then & stillness
brought me to with a shock—the crowd
had left the room. 1 dropped clumsily
dewn from the shelf and almest eut on
the fiber It was seme time befere 1
eould get te my feet.

The room was strewn with top-coats,
hats and canes and gloves. My own hat
was lying up there crushed on the shelf,
so I tried them on until I found a fit.
Jwst at this moment someone hurriedly
entered agaim from the hall. [ turned to
face him in the gloom, but did not move
for I knew that he could see me outlined
against the fHickeringy street lights that
came in through a window. He stopped
abruptly.

“Ilelllo?” asked Braxtom’s voice. “I
thought we were all down, I forgot the
gloves—"

“I'm looking for my cigar case,” 1
answered evenly; for it fliashed] over me
in a moment that I was in evening dress

(he would see enough to make that eut),
and he had taken me to be one of his
party.

“Yees,” he queried, “did you find iit?"
and he came nearer

“IMmey are smashed,” I observed, as
before.

“Here, have some of mine,” he quick-
ly offered, and I felt rather than saw him
hold them out in his hand as he came
very close. I took them and thanked
him off hand.

“iHearee’'s a light,” he added in the same
breath, and a match filared! up an instant.
I could not help but recogmize that 1
was cleverly caugit even at the moment
when the light went out and [ felt my
wrist in a clutch which twisted it peeu-
liarly behind my back. I knew enough
about that twist to be aware that if 1
tried to struggle he would simply break
my arm. [ laughed dryly

“Alll right, Me Braxton,” I observed,
“wvom win. Yow need not make any
noise,” for I thought he might call for
help.

“Come out into the hall,” he said, still
holding me, and we moved out to the
head of the stair where a hanging lamp
shed a dull glow

“How did you get in? What's your
name? Though I needn‘t ask that,” he
queried.

“Weallked in,” I answered simply, “and
you know the rest.” I felt imstimctively
that the only thing to do was to be per-
fectly frank.

“Coming, Braxton?” somebody called
from below

“Just a minute!" he called down ; then
to me, “WHiill you stamdi?*

I nodded, and he released his hold and
I leaned, facimg him, with my back to
the wall. He pondered for a little while.

“IL don’t know what the deuce to do
with you,” he observed at length. “I
don’t want any police around tomigttt—"

“Say, Mr. Braxton,” I suddenly inter-
posed, for I had been thinking diligent-
ly, “you'we got a private fight between
‘Reddy’ and the ‘Boston Brwiser’ com-
ing off below”—he never twitched an
eyelid—"“Whait if I tell you that you and
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your friends are going to back the
‘Bruiser,” and that you haven’t a chance
to win?” He looked me steadily in the
eye.

“Yom mean?” asked he.

“It’s fiixed,” said I. He did not reply,
but held me for a momemt with that
long, steady look, puffimg at a cigar.
From below came impatieat murmuring

“How do you know ?" was his expect-
ed query

I asked him for a pencil and bit of
paper, he proffered the back of an en-
velope. I wrote down the sequence
of the fijdht-todise exactly as [ had heard
it from “Reddy’s” lips."

He glanced it over “My Godi” 1
heard him whisper. “Amd in my own
house, too!” and I knew I had scored.

“l say, Braxttom, we're waiting, don't
you know,” floated up that Iigh-pitched,
thin voice from the bottom of the stair,
and I instantly recogmized the chap and
that it was he who was doing the dirty
work. I had seem him hanging around
fy distriet in eampany with “Reddy’s”
fmanager for many a day.

“He's the one,” I mentioned to Brax-
ton, quietly, though he had not asked
me anything, and I knew by the glint
in his eye that he understood.

“Coming, Avery!" he answered, short-
ly, and, turning to me, put his hand on
my arm. I understood the suggestion
and we went down together where the
fellow, Awery, waited for ws.

“Fhiemd of mine I didn’t expect—Mr
Benton,” mentioned Braxtom, casually,
introducing me.

“Afh, yes!” said Avery, touching my
fingeess. ‘Butt, I say, Braxton,” turnimg
to him and appearing a little anxious,
“dom’t you intend to go in on this to-
night?” He waved a betting card.

“Plemty of time,” observed Braxton,
leading the way toward the rear of the
house. Awery’s anxiety visibly imcreased.

“I say,” he protested, “ibe a sport, old
man. ['m laying two to one against
the “Bwiiser”™ 11l go you evens it don't
go five rounds.”

Braxtton laughed quietly, but I no-
ticed a peculiar ring in the laugh, and 1
fa't yorv hanov. [f Braxtom bad doubt-

ed my story, the other mam was certain-
ly making it good.

He opened the door, and we stepped
into a glare of white light, blinding us
at fiistt. I gradually made out through
a smoke haze the canvas screens over
the windows, even over the walls; the
whole room looked llke the Ifiterier of
a cafvas bex. On the flleer Had been
pltehed a pertable ten-fest “ring,” with
well-padded surfaee and pests; ever i
a far eefher were grouped the “pugs”
stripped for aetien; their handlers and
Braxtoms friends were crowded ArouAd.
A sandy-naired, yeung fellow had Been
pieked to get a3 referee.

A gemeral growl of satisfaction greet-
ed us at our entrance, and they scattered
around the ropes. Braxtom threw the
gloves into the ring, nodded to one of
two of the fellows near by, imdicated
e with a beb ef his head and men-
tiened the name he had given me. The
handlers of “Reddy” and the “Bruiser”
teek the gleves and attended te fReir
fmeq in their earners. In a few Momenis
fie preliminaries were dene, the sandy-
haired, yeung fellow frem the cenire
gt e ring 188ked tenfatively at Brax-
ten foF the ward.

“Just a moment, Tommy,” Braxton
said to him. He folded over the envel-
ope on which I had written and reached
it out to him while every one looked
en.

“Just slip it in your pocket,” added
Braxton, “wmtil [ want it.”

Them the “Brniser” and “Reddy” were
at it. At the end of the first round it
was an even thing, to all appearances
It was a round viciously fought, The
betting about the room was general,
Axery's offer of two te one b@iﬂg
shapped up by half a dezen. A pin
tinge was gtowing In his eheeks, and
he was growing visibly excited at the
sHeeess oF his deal.

Rownd two opened up and “Reddy™
went to the fldlmor Up and spar, and
clinch and shift; then down he went
again until the intermission. The back-
ers of the “Bmuiser” were jubilant.
Averv met their offers eagerly; his
veige epme fsunting across the ring at
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Braxtom. At the close of
round it was the same. I knew by the
way that Braxton’s hand trembled
where he held me by the arm that he
was hard pressed fiot te end the matter
then and there.

“A thing like that—and in my own
house, too!” he kept repeating, under
his breath, when he wasn't pressing his
very white lips together

Rowumd four began with the men slug-
ging incessantly away, which lasted for
a full minute, then the “Brwiser” sent
“Reddy” back agaimst the ropes with a
heavy swing to the head. It was a
much heavier blow than he intended.
“Reedldy’s” knees kinked under him, and
but for the repes he weuld have gene
te the fitaer. The eeld perspiration
Breke all ever me, if the thing was te
%@; WEBRE ABW, By a fluke F Stherwise,

was dene for 1 felt fhe sudden dwiteh
of Braxioms hand aAd Ris  fknesss
pinehed me, and 1 knew fhe thought
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“That will do, Tommy!"”
voice cut the stillness as the seconds were
being counted off, he let go of me and
climbed into the ring, his face was
drawn and pale, excepting where the
anger burned on his eheeks,

“Gemtlemen! The bets are offf!" he
exclairmed to the crowd. Ewery one was
thunderstruck, and Awery blazed up furi-
ously

“Wheat the dev—wmihat kind of a game
do you call this, Braxton!" he almost
screamed.

“A crooked game, Avery,"”
ton, very distinctly “Yow
proof in your pocket. Tommy—the
paper,” he went on, turning to the ref-
eree. He took the folded envelope and
passed it to Avery “Read it out—if
you like,” he teld him.

Awverv stared at it for a moment, then
he cursed and struck it with his open

hand],

the third

said Brax-
have got the

“Tniis is rot!” he burst out, but his
lips quivered, and he didn't care to meet
Braxton’s look. “[t°s some damned
clever guess, I tell you. I want my win-
nings, and I'll get tiham!”

“Not for to-night's work,” returned
Braxtom, as quietly as before , “you have
been getting a good many thousands
out of me and my friends for the last six
months, Awery, and you're not going fo
get any more, Do you understand?” He
understood.

Awery, furiously livid, started for the
door He just had voice enough to
sputter:

“I wouldm’t stay in this house another

minute!”

“That’'s good!” commented Braxton,
dryly, after him,

During this time the scrappers had
been standing together, realizing that

the game was up. They were a sorry-
looking pair

“Hhwsttle these men into their clothes,
and get them out of here!” directed
Braxtom, sharply Then he came over
to me and, with his hand on my shoul-
der, took me out of the room. Just as
I turned I heard and exclamation and
recogmized “Redidy's” voice.

“Mhete’s a man in there who knows
me, Mr Braxton.” I said, quickly, when
the door closed behind us, “the police
are after me for a thing I didn't do, and
I was trying to raise enough to get out
of town "

He stopped me with a short wave of
his hand.

“[ don‘t want to know anything about
it,” he said, as he walked me down to
the front door But I was aware that
he had knowm it all the time when 1
reached the vestibule. He slipped me a
folded bill, a yellowback of decemt de-
nomination.

“Good-bye, Mr —— 1" he said, call-
ing me by the name which headed the
burglary story in the evening editions
of the press. “I hope I won't see you
again!”

I glanced at my watch. There was
just time for me to catch the ejspres?




THE DOOR OPENS
By Homerr Croy

T twentv-two, Newton Seabury
was a watch repairer in the
Gousttmay bookstore , at thirty-
two, Newtom Seabury was a

watch repairer in the Goodmay book-
store; at forty-two, he still sat in the
front window of the Goodmay book-
store, with a magnifying glass screwed
into his left eye. He had hever been
out of Springwillle in his life.

He was a little, old morsel, carefully
pleasant, with the droop to his shoulders
of the man who spend a year-in-year-out
life over a dull desk. Life was so liitle
and so circled that it was numbly pleas-
ant to him. On soggy, trying days,
when old Mr. Goodmay snarled and
snapped at his best customers, Newton
Seabury was studiously and daxingly
pleasant. His geniality grated. Flood-
ed erossings and missing sidewalks were
tinder to his fire of wit. His hume¥ filue-
tuated In ratio to the humidity.

The window in which Seabury sat was
in the front part of the store, next the
street, where the light was strongest.
Alll day he would sit drooped over his
stoo); when he nodded to a friend on
the street the glistening magnifying
glass bobbed up and down, making him
look like a unicorn out of place. Friends
would pause and rap on the window,
making some jovial sign or shouting out
a merry word. It took much of his time
in shaking baeck cheerful greetings. So
M¢ Goedmay moved his desk baek a
few feet, and faced it agaimst the wall
He had many friends.

Many times each day he had to get up
from his leather stool in the window and
wait on bookstore customers, sometimes
selling picture frames, often airguns, and
sometimes writing tablets. But on neat-
ly every sale he had to ask Mr Goodmay
the price. His heart was in his own
work.

One day Mr. Goodmay missed some

money from his little cash box. The
clerk disappeared that night. Mr. Good-
may was furious, and was determined
that the young man should suffer a
heavy penalty. Seabury tried to pacify
the merchamt. “He may not be guilty,”
said he. “He really isnt until it is
proved, you know Always give a man
the benefit of the doubt.”

Sure enough, a few days later a cus-
tomer brought back the bills that had
been given to him in overchange. The
clerk had only eloped.

“Ah"” impressed Seabury, when the
incident was over. “Mem are not bad
animals. Always give a man a chamce.”

It was when he was thirty-two years
old that Newtom Seabury had his fiirst
love affair “Afffair” is such a hard and
prosaic word to use to record the rare
meeting of two mated souls. It was with
Miss Mary Skidmore, daughter of the
postmaster She was her father's assist-
ant, and sat the day long at the little
stamp window, her blooming face like a
flowatr heart set in petals of wood. She
was wholesome, and had the cultured
daintiness that is found in at least one
young worman in every town, no differ-
efiee how small and how lost the place
may be.

Afiter church, on Sumdays, he would
go with her to the postoffice and lounge
inside over the papers, while she waited
the hour at the window Tihen the two
would stroll to her home, where they
would spend the afternoon in quiet hap-
piness. They were “made” for each
other, as the Springville people ex-
pressed it. One Christmas, on the church
tree, there was a china doll swinging on
a forward limb labeled only with the
words, “For Newt and Mary.” It
created a merry laugh.

But Mary died. It was a great shock
to the lover. For a week his laboratory
in the window had the glass cover down
over it, when he returned he was so
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haggard that Mr Goodmay urged him
to take a month off. But Newton Sea-
bury found solace in his work and
stayed at his desk. In a year he was,
apparently, himself again.

Time began to leave its pitiful trail
over his face. Pronoumced irregular
streaks of gray sifted through his hair.
His left eye was ringed with a red, swol-
len line, and the ball jtself bulged a little
from eonstant wearing of the magnify-
ing glass. His lips were set in soft lines
and seemed incapable of hardening for
biting words. Seabury boarded at
Stram-bridge’'s. It was the better class
famlly bearding heme of Springville.
The superintendent of the publie
sehools, the editer ef the ane daily,
the leading phetagrapher and hig
wite, with gther dighitaries, were {he
fegular Bearders.  Promptly at nesn,
Nevien weuld pull aut His eve-piece, 18y
aff Nis office e9at and set ouf for Straw-
bridge’s. 1% the superintendent afrived
early he weuld always wait fof SeaBury
that they might falk ‘gver thelr eHps; Hie
editar, whg had 18 RUFFY away E&afly,
always manased 19 gt a Word With B
8R Me porelr. it fhade fhe aHerRgay
More Cheery

For forty-two years Time had torn off
the months from his calendar without
rumpling the edge of one with an event
out of the routine. The meoving fiinger
seemed to be legibly writing that his
zodiacal groove led to a ecomfertable
grave, unforked. Old age erept efi him.
But the enly ehange It succeeded in
making was the physieal. It was a
peaeeful, plaeld withering.

Tlie photographer and the editor often
took advantage of the optician’s good
nature by playing tricks on him. Threek-
morton was so full of life that he was
always glad of something te turm his
wits to when outside hls dull lltile pie-
ture shep. Mrs. Threekmeorton, always
quiet, would have to eheek with glanses
and eommands, whea ia thelr ewn Feem,
her husband's fun leving preelivities.

“Wat makes you impose on him so?”
she asked her husband one evening as
they sat alone. "He doesnt deserve it.”

“A person so simple and innocent
ought to be wakened up once in a while,”
he laughed, turning to his paper.

Seabury had one violent prejudice. It
did not seem quite in keeping that Sea-
bury should have a will of his own strong
enough to form a dislike for amything.
Butt it was for nothing more human than
a lump of sugar. The editor and the
photographer would watch their chance
and drop sugar into Seabury’s coffee. It
was in the boyish, merry spirit though of
understanding friends.

“Ath, T caught you that time,” Seabury
would say, tapping the surreptitious hand
as he passed the cup to the girl for an-
other flilling;; or, "Thete, there, you did
not fool me that time.”

One night the editor and Throckmor-
ton sat alone in the former’s room, “Isn't
Seabury a pitiful, innocent old duwdk?”
said the editor “I sometimes wish I had
some of his easy-going, childish nature.
But he’s happier than some of us who
have lived life in the raw.”

“Do you suppose we could stir him up?
I don’t think he ever had a more tirillimg
experience in his life than running to a
livery stable fifies:

“I know what,” exclaimed the editor
with inspiration. “Iett’s play a real joke
on him. Let’s write a letter to him tell-
ing him that his past is known, that it's
all wp.”

“A past—old Seabury with a pasth”
exploded Throckmorton. “He has about
as much of a past as a china doll just
crated at the factory. A fellow can't
have a past without a worman being in it,
you know. Seabury can't take a cup of
coffee from Hettie Strawbridge without
reddening to his ears. But all right, I'm
in for it, just to see what he will do.”

It was planned that the plhotographer
should typewrite a line on his machine
at the office, without any clue as to the
sender’s identity, then mail the letter.
Together they worded the note: “AIl is
known. Your relations with Her have
been discovered. Wihat are you going
to do about iit?*

“Now we will sign it ‘S’ for sugar,”
said the photographer, with glistening
eye. "Mt be such a good joke when
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we explain to the rest of them at the
table.” The two laughed with suppressed
breath until they had to lean weakly back
in their chairs. Across the hall Seabury
was humming a merry little tune in
rhythm to his rocking chair.

The following day the editor and
Throckmortion were back early to lumcln;
each ran over the mail on the mantle in
the Strawbridge sitting room, and each
glanced at the other with twinkling eye.
Seabury came rocking up the front steps
on his cramped legs, chucked little Hettie
Strawbridge under the chin, came inside,
and took out his own letters. With legs
stretched out in the big rocking chair, he
slit open the envelopes with his penknife,
The two jokesters were sadlv disappoint-
ed that there was net the slightest fflicker
of surprise en his face. But they dld net
put sugar in his eoffee that noon. After
luneh, as he had dene a theusand times
befere, Seabury lighted his pipe, talked
generally a few minytes, then trudged

ack to hls werk just as He had done the
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day before, and the day before that, and
days before immumerable.

At the table that evening the editor
and Throckmorton were going to throw
out some hint about the mysterious let-
ter They carefully planned just how it
should be led up to. If sugar in his cof-
fee would arouse him certainly a threat
of this kind would. They felt sure that
they could ruffle him a bit there before
all the boarders. They would not let him
get the best of the joke by never men-
tioning it. They anxiously waited for
him,

But the optician did not come back to
supper. He was neyer seen again.

* * * * * *

The photographer never did wunder-
stand whv his wife so violently gquarreled
with him a week later, and then sued for
divorce. “She used to be so quiet and
even-tempered,” he complained wearily
one day to the editor. “I miss her very
mueh.”

TEE WWNMKNOWN ROWIER

By J Mac Rictardd

E Paris-Brussels express was
nearing Compiegne, the Jast
stop before Paris. Am English
gentleman had boarded the

train at Tetgwier He was on the seat
with me. We were alone in the coaclh,
the seat opposite was vacant.

When the train stopped at Campiegne
the door was flung open and a valise
was poised in the opening, letting in the
icy air of one of the worst days
known to Framce. In Russia such
weather is expected; in Paris it is out of
place and an insult to the local endur-
anee, The Emnglishman scowled.

“Miease close the door,” said I, polite-
ly.
“Shunt that door!™ roared the English-
man.

The valise was shoved in, and a man
six feet tall, muscular and aggressive,

climbed into the coach and fell upon the
cushions opposite the Englishman.

“Shut that door!” repeated the Eng-
lishman.

“Whom are you talking to?" retorted
the mewcomer.

The cavalry sabre, showing hilt and
point between the folds of an army cloak,
gave me the impression that he was a
soldier

The Enmgliishmam rose, slammed the
door to and, returning to his seat, fiixed
his glassy eyes on the soldier.

“Boor!” he growled

An oath answered him, and the valise
was landed close to me on the seat. I
paid no attention to the aggression.

The soldier drew out his watch, wound
and set it, and said, in a high, somewhat
nasal voice:

“I'N settle you jmresertiy!™
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“Alll aboard!” cried the guard, and we
started. I had no means of fathoming
the Briton’s mind, but his appearance
indicated calm.

When we were fllying past brown fiigids
the young man said, with exaggerated
courtesy:

“My impression is that I caught the
word “Hwmor’

“Yaomr impression is correct,” answered
the Briton. “I called you a boor.”

The words were hardly out of his
mouth when the soldier raised his hand
and slapped him on the cheek. I ex-
pected the Emgllishmmam to take the sol-
dier by the throat; but he did nothing of
the kind. He made an almost imper-
ceptible motion with his foot, and I saw
what I shall net forget.

The alert, quarrelsome fellow of the
instant before sat before us like a para-
lytic, powerless, all but lifeless. It was
evident that he was in agony verging on
madness. His arms and legs twitched
violently; his eyes bulged; his teeth chat-
tered, and a strange, gasping noise es-
caped his lips. 1 sprang te my feet. My
jmpulse was te help him, but the Briten
stepped fe:

“Do not touch him!” he said, peremp-
torily. “No one can release him but me.
He deserves, all he is gettimg, he has
acted like a dog. Next time he will
know how to conduct himself before a
gentleman.”

“Mercy! Mercy!” moaned the soldier.
The words were hardly audible.

“So be it!" said the Englishmam. “But
take care! Next time you will not get
off so easily.” He moved his foot and
a look of supreme relief passed over the
face of his victim.

breed from an appalling and mysteri-
ous power, the soldier fell back upon his
cushions, covered his face with his hands
and sat as if annihilated. Afiter a long
silence he spolke:

“Did I dream it, or was it resll?”

“It was no dream,” answered the
Briton, “Yom will remember Sic John
Mexton, I fancy ™

“If youw are Sir Mextom I shall,” an-
swered the imcorrigible,

“Ha! What is that? Look out! Da

not tempt me,” said the Britom, and as
I looked curiously at his feet he said,
addressing me*

“Y¥om Americans are not the only in-
ventors.” He put one leg over the other
and pointed to his toe. “Yow see those
two metallic poimtts?”

G‘Ym-m

“My power lies there. Do not ap-
proach me. Those apparently insignifi-
cant bits of metal are the contacts of an
awful force. The electric currenmt is fed
by batteries fixed in the heel of the
shoe, and the shocks felt by our friend,
the General, were discharges produced
by two poles eommunicating through his
bedy I regard this as the invention of
the age. I am new oh My way te Pakis
with twe palts ef shees—one made fer
presentation te the Empeior of Germany.
the ether erdered By an Italiam pelitician,
whe is te effer them te his Kimg. The
Aademy of Seienees of Framee 15 8 if-
§E%E§ Ry 1Avention Befere I deliver the
shees to fheir reyal propriéiors”

I am always skeptical. On that occa-
sion I said to myself: “Mhis Mextom is
no Emgliish milord, he is a drummer for
some manufacturer of electrical appli-
ances ; but he is no ordinary drummer—
his demonstrations are convincing. Seized
by longing to render myself invincible, I
asked

“How do you sell your shoes?”

“HIhey are two hundred francs a pair,
but they would be cheap at any price.”

The soldier had recovered himself.

“You are right,” said he. *Im this age
of crime nothing is too dear if it guar-
antees a man agaimst thugs. Why not
sell a pair to me and send another pair
to William?"

“Amd,” said T, “wiy not sell me a pair
and send another pair to the King of
Italy?”

“I will on one condition,” said Mexton.
“Pledge your words as gentlemen not to
wear the shoes publicly until after I no-
tify you that I have showm my invention
to the Academy of Sciemces and present-
ed the shoes ordered for the two sov-
ereigns.”

We agraed. We pledged our words
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as gentlemen to keep the agreement, and
Mextton sold us the electric shoes.

The remainder of the ride was delight-
ful. The Colonel sang a marching song.
Mextton brought out a bottle of old Hrew-
deNite de Marzc, and he and I played a
game of cards (I losing fiifty francs to
him).

So the Colonel and I landed in Paris
fitted out for the defense in ec.ektremis.
Mexton stopped at the newstamd. The
Colonel started for his club, where he
was to dine before driving to Momt Vale-
rien. (He was in command of the post.)
I was on my way to the Continental, on
foot, when a carriage passed me. In it
were two men with heads together, Jaugh-
ing as if to split their throats., It was,
“fHa, ha, ha!” and “Ila. ha, ha!!” The
Colonel and Johm Mextoa—mo mistak-
ing either of tlenmn!

T went to mv room in the hotel,
dressed, slipped my feet into my thug-
distancers and sallied into the public din-
ing room. I considered that a safer place
for my experiment than in the open
street. (I could hardly have hope to run
up to a man, kick his shins and yet re-
main at large.)

I tock my place at a table with two
men. In the midst of the meal T moved

firsit one foot, then the other The man
on my right glared and drew his chair a
foot away from me. The man on my
left, leaning toward me until his long
hair brushed my nose, whispered, ffenwe-
Iy

“Wihem you're done prodding my leg
with your damned cowcatcher, come out
into the back yard and I’ll put a bullet
through wow?*

My blood curdled. Buffalo Bill’'s Wild
West show was in Paris, and I had just
happened to test my electricity on one
of the cowboys. I caught the deadly
gleam of an eye like a needle.

Pardom mel” I gasped, comvulsively.
“T feel il

“Yow look it!” he sneered, “I advise
you to go out and cool your hesd!*

I rose from the table and crept away.

Fifty dollars out of pocket, forty dol-
lars for the shoes and ten dollars lost at
cards to Mexton.

I had made a fool of myself, been the
dupe of sharpers and passed for a hys-
terical COWSrd. The shoes were mo good
in any way, shape or manner! I tried to
wear them—I wanted to get somer good
for my money—the first rain turned them
to pulp,

THE PICTURE THAT TOLD A LIE

By Raterr: Riudd

R&. PHELAS was an iimpres-
sionable, little, old ladv,
mentally sensitive to the

slightest chamge in the
weather Wihen the skv was bright and
sunny, she was bright and sunnv, when
the skv was overcast and gloomy, she
was overcast and gloomy, Therefore,
it was onlv natural that a wet, dismal
Speing should have put Mrs. Phelps in
a wet, dismal frame of mind. Subeon-
sciously searching around for something
tangible with which to justify this de-
pression, she settled upon her son, Will-
iam, This, tee, was only natuiel,

Wirem William, upon graduation from
a little fresh-water college in the mext
town, had announced his intention of
going into newspaper work in New York,
Mrs. Phelps, in her mild, unconvineing
way. had vaguely protested.

“Give the boy a chance, mother,” her
husband told her, bluffly, “What did we
send him to college for? Yeow wouldn’t
want him to hang around here all his
life and live off his pareats. like them
Abbott boys, would you ?*

“I suppose you’re right, Daniel, but
somehow—ofh, I don't know, bwt——"

“Pyhaw, mother! The boy's all right.”
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As usual, Mrs. Phelps gave in, and
Daniel, manlike, thought that that ended
the matter That had been almost two
years before this damp, dismal Spring.
In that time the bov had done well. There
was no doubt of that, He no longer re-
ferred to newspaper work as journalism,
and he was getting twenty-five dollars a
week, with a promise that he would soon
be put en space.

But it was not his material welfare that
caused Mrs. Phelps worry She knew,
as mothers always do, that her boy was
bright and could succeed. But, oh, New
York! Of course, it wasn't like the play
she had seen that time with Damiel, but
—oh, if her boy bad only shown a nat-
ural bent for the hardware business, like
his father Howewer, all of this she
kept to Hherself. Damiel would have
laughed at her

Long, gray hours, while her husband
was down at his store in the village,
she would sit, moodily gazing at the por-
trait that hung over the bookcase between
the parlor windows. Tt was a crude pen-
and-ink sketch of William, made by the
newspaper artist with whorm he roomed.
William had fitted it inte an eld frame
and sent {t on te her -for Christmas. It
made him frather mmere solemn looking
than did the smlling phetegraph A th*
farmlly album. But iA a very few lines It
Breught eyt that vital semething that a
eamera lens se eften falls to see iA a
persen.

Occasionally Miss Sprumt. who seemed
to derive her only happiness in life by
taking the happiness from other people’s
lives, would drop in for an afternoon
cup of tea, and sympathetically expand
upon the temptations and pitfalls of the
wicked eitv

“T should think you'd be worried nigh
unto death with your boy down there
all alone—and a newspaper reporter, too!
Now, there was Ed Updike " Then
when she saw the tears beginning to
glisten in poor, little Mrs. Phelps’ eyes
she would break off with some such un-
convincing sop as, “Blutt, of course, with
your William, dear, it may be different.”

One evening at supper, when Mrs.
Phelps was more than usually low-spir-

ited—Miss Sprumt had been in to see
her that afternoon—she half confided her
fears to her husband.

“Amd Daniel,” she concluded, “evem if
Willliam couldn’t find anything congenial
to do around here, it isn't as if he really
had to work for a liiwimg.”

Daniel’s rough assurances that the lad
was able to take care of himself were
anything but sympathetic, and served
merely to make the mother keep her
doubts to herself.

Supper over, Mr. Phelps buried him-
self in his weekly paper, and Mrs. Phelps
took up her work and pretended to knit.
From time to time she glanced furtively
at the picture over the bookcase. After
a while the monotonous pat-pat of the
rain upon the roof got on her nerves
and her knitting fell tg her lap. Tf Dan-
jel eould enly understand, she told
herself. She hazily pletired New Yerk
as a great. rearing, relentless whirlpeel
of searlet sin, eenterlng abeut her st¥ug-
glmgz5 But helpless, Willl. Red demens of

FuRkenness and gambling; demens ef
wemeR=such wemen''—uMtehed at him
frantieally te drag Rim dewn. InAstine-
tively she glaneed up at his perirait. She
shuddered. The siAful searlet 8f her
mental pieture seemed reflected iR the
portrait of Her boy

She rubbed her eyes to clear the scar-
let haze from them, and, half fearfully,
looked again. She gasped. A sensual,
red dancing girl had faintly but certainly
insinuated herself into the picture and
had hopelessly enmeshed the all-uneen-
scious Wiilliam in her toils. For a few
moments Mrs. Phelps was dumb with
horrok

“Damiel."”

There was something strangely calm
in her voice that made it more alarming
than if she had shrieked.

Damiel dropped his paper with a start,

“Wedll 2 he demanded. sharply Her
face was deathly white. He followed
the direction of her gaze, As his eye fell
on the portrait of Wiilliam, he, tee, start-
ed slightly,

“Hummph!” He strode over to the
bookcase and yanked the picture from
the wall,
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"Oilk, Daniell” Mrs. Phelps said, faint-
ly. Damiel, do—do you see it, too?"

“See it?" repeated Damiel, roughly. He
felt the wall with his open hand. It was
damp. He ripped the backing off the
picture. “See it? Of course, I see itt!”
He scooped the soggy padding out of
the frame and triumphantly shook it open
-0 that his wife could see. It was an old
Sunday newspaper supplement, and it

pictured a very startling dancing girl
in very vivid red. “Wiith this sort of a
spring you can see most any old thing
except good, honest sunshine.” He went
over to her and placed his hand tender-
ly on her shoulder “Pack up to-mor-
row, mother. We'll run down to New
York for a couple of weeks and see if
we can’t get the dampness out of our
minds.”

BEST OF ALL
By W. Carey ienderly

T was Friday—*Gllory Friday,” the
advertisements in the great dailies
called it—and all the long morn-
ing an eager, bargain-hunting

crowd had packed the store, Holton,
King & Company's “Gllory Fridays” were
justly famous, atter a fashion, and when,
as ef thls memorable day, the firm gave
free with eaeh purehase deuble erimson
eeupens—one hindred eoupons a jeweled
eemb feor the hair, ef five hundred eou-
pens a silver shaving mug fer “tather’
8F “nushband"=Hhese was simply ne held-
ing back the pesple. Tiey earried every-
Emﬁég Befere them, thiek 'as anis upen 2
sand=hill.

Elisie Conway, of the music depart-
ment, was thoroughly tired. During the
slight let-up around two o’clock, when
the morning shoppers had retutrned home
and the afternoon crowds had not ar-
rived yet, she left her departiment and
strolled over for a few feoments’ chat
with a friend at the ribben esunter.

“I’'m all played out, Mame,” she said,
in a listless voice, adjusting her elaborate
pompadour. “Honest, I feel like a good,
long sleep would do me good.”

“We had one fierce push here this
morning,” returned her friend. “Black
velvet ribbon at twelve and a half, mind
you! It’s all the go this year, too. 1
was just moblbed.”

“lt’s awful!” said Elsie, with @'shrug.
“There I was, playing that ‘Merry
Widow’ thing over and over again, untll

it makes me sick to see the cover of it.
We're selling an elegant new coon song,
too, for nine cents, ‘I Likes a Little Bit
of Ewerytihing.’ It's got a real catchy
tune.” Amnd she hummed a few bars,

“Has it?” replied Mame, “But, then,
coon songs ain't classy any more; I like
the kind about moonlight and arbors and
such, By the way, is Mr Holmes going
to take you to the social to-migit?"

“I guess we'll go,” nodded Elsie. “But
the fact is, if I'm rushed again this after-
noon, I’ll have to cut out all the waltzes,
and Mr. Holmes does waltz grand. Well,
I guess I'll be going back. I see Sellman
looking at ws.”

“Of, that man!” Mame made a ges-
ture of dissent. “Tihe airs he gives him-
self, and him nothing but a poor fitsor-
walker, like your Mr. Holmes. He’s my
idea of a perfect gentleman. Well, in a
little while you'll be leaving us, anyway, 1
guess, so what's the difference if old Sell-
man does look black at you? Amd you’ll
be the third girl friend of mine at Hol-
ton, King’s, Elsie, to get married this
year.”

Elsie Conway smiled prettily. “Per-
haps you’ll be next after me, dear,” she
said. “I hope you will.”

“Can’t tell,” giggled Mame, coyly, as
Ellsie went back to her own department,

She was a charmingly pretty girl, this
Elsie Conway, with dark hair and very
blue eyes and a white and pink complex-
ion. She dressed well, too, and in geed
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taste, for she studied the clothes of the
better class of shoppers and copied them,
In fact, her good looks had brought her
the coveted position at the music counter,
where the duties were light and pretti-
ness to be courted.

As she entered her department she
heard her assistant at the piano, playing
a new waltz song from the comic opera
sticcess.

“I hope Sadie ain’t selling that for nine
cents,” she thought, half fearfully
“Mercy! 1 guess they would fight for it
at that price. Sadie,” she raised her
voice, “‘The Lowesick Crocodile’ is
twenty-one cents, rememiber,”

“I know, Miss Ellsie,” called back the
assistant, without turning from the piano.

Ellsie stepped behind the counter and
took up a handful of music, stopping to
rearrange it before the aftermoon rush
began. Suddenly a gay, little laugh
called her name and a vision in purple
danced before her gaze.

“Hisie Conway, don’t you know me ?*

Elsie gtanced up at the intruder Then

“Belle!” she cried. “How are you? 1
was thinking of you this blesed myimutie!"
She leaned forward, craned her neck and
kissed her visitor upon the cheek. “And
you do look gramd, tew!”

“Wees, it is pretty nice, isn't it?" nodded
Belle, turning to view herself in a mir-
ror. “Butt, oh, my dear, I've got just
loads of nice clothes now. Actresses
must look smart, you know.”

“Yom always were clever, Belle,” de-
clared Elsie, mistaking the other’s use
of the word. “Withy, when you worked
here everybody said you were too smart
for a saleslady, and you ought to be a
typewriter or something like that.”

“Ot, well, that’s all done with now,”
shrugged Belle. “There’s nothing like
the profesh—I could never do anything
else after being on the stage, my dear.”

“Yom don’t have ‘Glory Fridays,’ do
you ?” sighed Elsie, and then she Jaughed,
a little ashamed of herself. “Bat I do
hate to be mobbed—people just fighting
for music that’s been marked down.”

“Oh, I know,” sympathized Belle,
“Why, didn't I work here four years—
bang that very piano? We did used to

have fun, though,” and she laughed gaily
at the memory. “Mercy me—yes)”
“I know I'm dead tired of it,” said

Ellsie. She caught up a lot of music and
stacked it angrily. “Homest, it's a dog's
life.”

Belle Davidsom glanced at her from
under her long, black lashes. Belle was
a magnificent creature—tall, svelte and
brunette. As a shopgirl at Holton,
Kiing’s, she had been literally worshipped
by the other saleswormen, and now as a
showgirl with a big musical piece, she
graced the front row and wore expen-
sive gowms, as if to the manner born.
She was elever in a way, good-hearted
and generous, and slnce her debut In the
theatrieal werld she had kept her eyes
epen and learned a thing of two. Belle
Davidzon was worldly wise.

“Yaur're not happy, are you?” she
asked, presently “You feel pretty sick
of all this, eh?”

“Welll, I'm tired of it—it's a dog's
life,” repeated Hisie, with a wry grimace.

“I know—I’'ve been there myself,*
nodded Belle, shrewdly. She picked up
a highly colored sheet of music and,
opening it. pointed to the words of the
ehorus. “This is in our show., We—the
other showgirls and myself—wear beau-
tiful yellow and green eostummes, all sealy
with gold spangles. The ponies—the
small giels, yeu khew—are dressed te
lesle likke little eroeediles. It goes this
way.

““Try as she might through the stmrry
night,
She never could beguile;
Oh, the wise, old moon refused to spoon
With the lovesick crocodile!

We always get five or six emcores—it
goes big."”

“It must be pretty,” said Elsie, with
a trace of envy in her voice. “Honest,
Belle, you are mighty lucky, all of us
girls are still slaving out our lives in a
department store.”

Miss Davidson shrugged her shoul-
ders. “Wadll, if I hadn't tried I'd have
been here yet, too. Wiy, you are pretty,
Elsie,” she cried; “pretty and can sing.
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You'd make a swell pony. Now, don't
think I'm advising, my dear, I'm only
suggesting.”

“Do you mean, Belle " cried Elsie,
clasping her hands. “But. of course, you
don't, Nobody would engage me. An
actress——"

“I don't know,” said Belle, cautiously
“Come diown to the theatre to-night and
see the boss. I'll tell him a thing or two,
and maybe—I say, mavbhe——"

“Oh, Belle!” cried the girl, with a little
catch in her voice. “I am so dead sick
of this—Glory Fridays, bargain days,
marked-down sales, erimson cowpOMS—
the stage is better.”

“Better! Gracious me! Much better,
dear,” laughed Belle. “Youw come down
to-night, about seven o’clock, say I'll
get there early, and ‘his Nibs’ is always
there early, Now den’t forget, Stage
entranee. A reevehr’

Elsie watched the showgirl sail down
the aisle with breathless interest. She
saw how the salespeople at the various
counters watched her and commented
upon her appearance. And perhaps she,
Ellsie Conway, would sail down the aisle
in just that same manner, and the shop-
girls at Hoften, King’s would make
fietes of her gown and hat.

Elsie remembered, with flhsdhimg
cheeks, the nine days’ sensation at the
“store” when Belle Davidson, of the
music department, had calmly made
known her intention of going on the
stage. All the other girls were speech-
less with admiration and wonder and
efivy; all the other girls had declared
that they. tes, would leave the store for
the theatre, but fnone ot the ethers had
ever defie it. She, Ellsie CefAway, weuld
Be the first slnee Belle tg leave behind
the Glery Fridays and seel the laifel
EFOWA.

She decided not to tell Mame, over in
the ribbon department. Mame was plain
of features and could never hope to wear
either the green, scaly costumes or the
crocodile disguise in a big musicale com-
edy, Mare was impossible as a candi-
date for the stage,

A little later the afternoon rush began
in earnest, and from three until six Elsie
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and her assistant had scarcely time to
think, Men, women and children pulled
and turned the music, demanded the price
of this or that, fought for the bargains,
and went off triumphantly with their
double erimson coupens. But for enece
Elisie scarcely heeded them. Graelously,
she played over on the plane every plese
of musie requested; a hundred times she
answered that the ‘Crecedile’ seng was
twenty-one eents and the 'Widew’ Aine,
she gave purehasers the deuble EQH?Bfiﬁ
willliout ey asked: FoF, ghe Ikept re-
peating 8 Herself, in & lite whilg it
would Be all aver with, and there wauld
e & pew eirh in fhe FRHs!E department af

Holten, KiRg & €8mpany’s. She pitied
Vame. aver in the rBRAR o
she pitisd her aéésgam gadie. wsvsf
W%i%%%%mé %8?3 g

—3 FS%l EEF § wit fF8
hat ga sﬂs@\ Wﬁ% %é HHfélS

“It’s awful standmg in a store all day,”
she declared, sympathetically, as she
watched the salespeople. Already it
seemed to her as she were out of the pic-
ture—merely an onlooker in faet, “No
wonder Mame looks saurl”

Wihen the great gong sounded at six
o'clock and Sadie began to cover over
all the music to an accompaniment of
her own physical ailments and the gossip
of a surprise party to which she was
going that evening, Elsie nodded a eurt
good night and hurried away to the eloak
room. She hadn’t any time to spare, and
she wanted to go home first and make a
fere beeomlng tellette befere presenting
herself at the theatre.

In the elevator, however, she met
Mame and Fred H@Ilmes. Holmes was a
floorwadtker. He earned a good salary,
was a pleasant and agreeable young man,
and he loved Elisie devotedly. They were
to be matrried in the Spring. On Sunday
afternoens the two would often amuse
themselves by inspecting flats, furnishing
them in imaginaty Spleﬂdar, planning,
bullding.

Now Holmes looked at Elsie with a
tender glance, all business gone from his
mind with the striking of the closing
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“TGired?” he asked. “Beem rushed, as she left the car. “Ampway, Mame
eh? walks all over your feet when she danees

Elsie sighed. “Imdieed, I am. Bargain
days are awful, Fred. I can hardly stand
up.l’

“Oh, Elsie, ain’t you going to the social
them?” cried Maime, aghast.

“I really don't see how I can,” began
Elsie.

“Iff she's too tired, Miss Mamie, I
guess she'd better not go,” spoke up
Holmes. “Youw mustn’t get sick, you
know, little girl,” added Holmes, with a
smile at Elsie.

“But the social!” cried Mame. *“Oh,
you mustn’t miss it. I’m dead tired, too,
Mr. Fred, but I'm never too tired to
dance, I could die waltzing."”,

“How about it, Eilsie?” asked Holmes.

“I don't think I'll go, Fred,” Ellsie de-
cided, “You see, to-morrow’s Saturday
and with my nerves I can’t run any risks,
Rushed all day, dancing to-night, and
then rushed again to-morrow. I don’t
think mama will like it if I go. Suppose
you go and take Mame?”

“Oh, Elsie!” giggled Mame.
just awfull?

Holmes hesitated a moment, then did
her bidding.

“Shall I call for you, Miss Mame?*
he asked. “Of course, if you have an-
other friend coming for you .

“But I haven't,” cried Mame.

“Alll right. Then expect me at eight,”
he told her.

Mame hurried off down the street, her
heart beating like a sledge hammer, and
Holmes conducted Elisie to the car.

“Good night!” he said, as he put her
aboard. “Go to bed early, and I'll see
you to-morrow ™

Elsie waved him a good night and the
car started. All the way home she
thought over the conversation in the ele-
vator. She was surprised that Holmes
should so readily agree to taking Mame
to the social in place of herself. But,
then, Mame was not very pretty, and
she was—there was seme little consola-
tlen in that,

“$till, Fred and I am engaged, and
even if I did propose such a thing, Mame
ought to have said no,” concluded Elsie,

“You're

and I know Fred won't like that,” she
added, and with this she was satisfied.

Elsie lived with her mother and twe
sisters in the northwestern section of the
city. The older sister was a stemogra-
pher; the younger one, the baby, was
employed in another department store,
only she worked in the office, which, she
was wont to declare, was more genteel
than being merely a saleslady Supper
was fready and they were waiting for
her when Blisie entered the house, so she
sat dewn at table as she was, without
rereving her hat.

“Hawe you an engagement to-might,
Ellsie?” asked the mother, presently. “I
hope not, you look fiired.™

“Yees, I'm going to a social at Weber's
Hall—I told you,"” answered Elsie.

“You and Fred, I guess?”’ suggested
her older sister. “He shows you a good
time, all right.”

“No, Frred can’t go—he’s got to work
to-night. I’'m going to meet some of the
girls from the store at Amna Dailey's—
we're going downm together,” nodded
Blkie,

Of course, it was an untruth, Elsie rea-
soned to herself, as she dressed for her
appointment with the manager , but, then,
one's family asked such personal ques-
tions, and were always trying to find out
things which didn’t eoncern them in the
least. She had almost made herself be-
lieve that she had done right to deceive
them all as she left the house. At least,
they had gotten just what they deserved;
and as fer Fred Holmes—=wadll, he had
been very ready te take Mame it the
seelal. %hm Ellsiie got off the ear, after
a leng, weary flde dewnigwhn agaih, she
saw Belle Davidsem waiting fer Her ef
the drig stere esrfer, superbly lovely
HAder tHe glate of &R afe lght:

“Hedllo, dearie!” was Belle's greeting.
“My!! you look good enough to eat. Now,
don’t be nervous nor backward. You
can sing, prove it, you can dance, show
him; don’t be afraid and you’ll be all
rigiitt.”

They want up an alley leading into the
great, bere sisge. It wae very early and
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the scenes had not been placed and only
a few of the company had arrived. Belle
found the stage manager and led him
over to where Elisie stood alone and won-
dering among the strange surroundings.
The place seered cold and dreary to her,
and the sight ef the stage hands hwurrying
te and fre in thelr shirt sleeves proved
a sheek. At the “stere” it was consid-
gred net very nlee te appear befere ladies
in ene’s shirt sleeves. Elsie resented
these men's appearamee. Amd &ertainly
there gr-e%a {8 be nething very fairylike
Bt the stape at close rafge. She drew
Hearer and examingd 3 threpe. It was

made of cheap, silded woed. and the
velvet was Ret velvet at all, But some:
thiRg Very commen: aint

ARQ  fhe
SEEMTRA 18°Nave Reen EHE g% e §lﬁ FeRt
pleges gk §88H8F§ IR great 4388 40d SHEATs
—eh {MPtBle treey aHY adlQuest

“Dear me, yes! She can dance fime—
can't you, Elsie?” cried Belle's voice,
breaking in at the point.

Ellsie nodded silently Her eyes were
fastened on the stage manager, who was
standing off at a little distance, sizimg
her up as if she had been an auctioned
article. She flushedl angeily under his
glance. Dumbly she wendered what Fred
Holmes would say if he knew another
man loeked at her I that manner

“YWell?” asked Bellle, presently
“Migs Ellsie will shew up all right, all
Fight,” Redded the man, briskly. “New,
if she ean sing and danee—mwt then ysH
knew, Davidsem, what it means t8 fake
8n a few girl in the middie of the ses-
$6R. The company will kick like steérs—
extra rehearsals afd all. Bub o, well—
Aew, Miss Elrlie, step down {8 the Pi4hG;
please”

She followed Belle and the man down
to the piano and stared, fascinated, while
he opened the instrument and turned on
an electric light above the keys.

He struck a note, sharply, decidedly

“Sing,” commanded Belle,

Elsie turned te Miss Davidzon if suf-
prise. “What shall I sing, please? 1
have no music.”

“Sing the notes he struck—the scale
up and down skip every other note—

that way,” explained Belle. “There—C,
G, C A"

The manager tried again; but, some-
how or another, her voice was not under
control and when she tried to sing she
broke down completely, She clasped her
hands fearfully together and waited.

“Punk!” said the man, rising from the
piano. “Yow ought to be fined for this,
Davy ™

“She’s scared, poor thimg!" cried Belle.

Elsie saw that she was dismissed, and
a sudden courage seized her. She caught
the man’s coat and drew him back.

“Of, don't go away yet!” she begged.
“l can sing—Bslle knows I can, only
I—I feel a little frightened. Play the
‘Crocodile Song"—Il sing that. Do try
me.”

“Wedll, all right.”

Fle turned back, somewhat reluctantly,
found the song, and, seating himself,
began to play the introduction. Elsie,
driven to desperation, sang the number
as she had never dreamed she couldi—
in a sweet, clear, bell-llke soprane. She
foreed her llps to smile; her eyes daneed.

“Good!” cried Belle, when she had
finisteetl. She glanced triumphantly at
the manager. “How’s that, Mr. Rice?”

she asked, with a note of pride. “Going
some!l”
Rice whistled softly “So—s0,” he

nodded. Then he turned to Elsie. “You'd
have to be a pony, of course, Miss Elsie,”
he said. “Yawu're not tall enough for a
showgirl, but I guess I can fix it and
get you a showgirl’s salary.”

Elsie nodded silently

“It’s twenty-two per—the ponies get
eighteen,” went on Rice. “Call around
to-morrow and I'll fix you wp—contract,
score, you know. Ewerything regular,
although we furnish hats and the white
satin slippers for the last act. Other
shoes and all stockings you provide, of
eeurse.”

“Oh, I'll tell her about that part,” put
in Belle. “Hlsie don't know much about
the stage, but I'll put her onto a few
tricks.”

“THen, am I engaged?” asked Elsie,
presently.

“Certainly,” laughed Belle,
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“Come around in the morning for the
contract,” the manager told her

“ilhank you! I will,” replied Elsie.

She followed Belle across the stage,
listening with beating heart to her cease-
less chatter. At the big dressing room
provided for the chorus Belle stopped
and, opening the door, pushed Elsie gen-
tly in. A half dozen girls were there,
dressing for the performance. They re-
garded Ellsie with silent curiosity.

“Miiss Elsie Conway—she joins the
show to-morrow,” explained Belle.

Elsie nodded, and the girl gave her a
careless "Good evenimg!” and then went
on with their dressing.

“I guess I'd better go,” Elsie said, as
Belle began preparations for putting on
her elaborate costumes.

“Of, what's your hurry?” cried Belle.
“Dom’t go. I'll show you how to make
up, dear Watch me.”

Ellsie accepted a chair and sat watching
her friend as she applied, first, a coating
of cold cream, then rouge, then a fiksh-
colored powder She made a dimple with
practiced skill in one cheek and penciled
her brows and lids until her eyes shone
out like twin stars. But the process
sickened Elisie a little. She felt that she
would hate to go near any one with all
that grease paint on their face,

“How do I look?’ demanded Belle,
when she stood ready to go on the stage.

“Your face is—awfully red,” amswered
Elisie, shyly

“Ofh, my dear, we use double calciums.
We just have to put on plenty of coler,
cried Belle, angrily “I’d look like a
ghost from the front if I took off even
ever so little of the rouge. Yauwlll learn
after a while.”

Elsie nodded silently Presently there
sounded the click—click of Ihigh-heeled
shoes, and the frou-frou of silken skirts,
and a tall, blonde, superbly gowned,
young woman swept into the room.

“Late again,” laughed Belle, as she
passed her dressing table.

“Yees, I know,” shrugged the new-
comer. “But, really, I could not help
it. Yow see, the Delcomb boys got up
such a jolly little party, and we motored
out to the Suburban. Amd something

happened to the machine on the way back
and jack Delcomb——"

“fhere’s the overture,” imtterrupted
Belle.
“Ot, dear! TI’ll be late, won't I ?" cried

the blonde, carelessly. “I suppose his
nibs with fine me a two-spot, but I don't
care. ['ve got the dandiest tip on the
third race to-morrow—a sure winner,
Jack says. How de you like my new
sparkler? I saw it i Bates’ windew and
Jaek Just begged me te let him buy it fer
me. 1 hada't the heart te refuse him, se
I told him=wen't yeu give me a hand
with these hosts?”’

This last remark was addressed to
Elsie, who was sitting quietly beside Belle
Daviidsom, watching her add the ffinish-
ing touches to her face,

“[M never be able to get into this
‘"Worth Creaton’ unless somebody hooks
me up the back,” smiled the young
woman, “Wha’s your little friend, Davy?
Send her over, There's a good "wm!”

Belle Davidson turned slowly and laid
a hand on Elsie’s shoulder.

“Do you mind, my dear?" she asked.
“Raxiie can’t hook her clothes, and 1
haven’t got time to stop. Ellsie joins the
show to-morrow, Resie,” she went on.
She waved her hand by way of an intro-
duction. “EHiie Conway—Rualie de
Bourbon.”

Miss de Bourbon nodded brightly.
“That's one phony name for a play bill,
thought,” she told BElkie. “Why den’t
you get something pretty? I'll think ene
up for youw.”

“Ihamk you!” returned Blsie. She
went over and stood timidly before the
handsome showgirl, waiting for her te
tell her what she should do. She felt
her faee fllushing painfully. Neither at
home for at the store had she been placed
in sueh a pesition. She did Aet think it
“nige” for twenty girls 8 dress and HA-
dress tegether in ene reem. Miss de
Bowipen, ealmly indifferent; fad discard:-
ed her waist and skirt and sat HpeR &

ehair affeetionately streking a 18Rg, Hm
favender silk stgekin resently
turned her limpid, BlHe eyes f8 %na

Sgg g gleam 8? EHHH!H% sfeRe 1A fhelr
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“I'we been thinkimg,” she confided,
“and I'm going to cut the first act. I'll
be fined, anyway. Amd I'll save a lot of
bother, too. Yow see, we wear sheath
skirts in the first act, and flteshings are
sueh a trouble to get on and off.”

Belle Davidisom and the other girls had
left the room, and Rasalie and Elisie were
alone. In moments of quiet they could
hear the chorus singing, and presently a
burst of applause from the audience as
the prima donna appeared. Rosalie
dropped the lavender stocking and, reach-
ing for a cigarette, put it between her
scarlet lips. She touched it with a match
and leaned baeck, comtemaedly.

“Hawe one? Help yourseif,” she
nodded. “Of course, smoking in the
dressing rooms is agaimst the rules, but
I stand in with the management. Gee!
this show business is great, all right.”

“Whiy?” Elsie managed to ask.

“Oh—h—h!! They work you like nig-
gers and hand you out a couple of ten-
spots once a week. My heart bleeds for
some of the poor girls. If you ain't got
a pull you might as well take to the tall
grass. Kmow how to play fan-tamn?”

Elsie shook her head. “Is it cards?
Mother never liked us—no, I don't play.”

“It’s easy. I was thinking of asking
you up to the fllat,” went on Rosallie. “The
Delcomb boys will be there—autos and
bushels of money—live ones, all right—
and I know they'd be glad to meet you.
Like to go?”

“I can’t to-night,” Ellsie cried. “Are
the Delcomb boys Miss Marcia Del-
comb's brothers? Do you really know
them ?"

“Sume—snre—dlead swells, and a lot of
fun,” returned Rosalie, “Their sister
married some old, bargain counter duke

or prince. Jack Delcomb savs he's a—a
—an awful bad sort. Come up and meet
the beys. I've got a jolly flat en Hew-

ard street.”

Blsie shook her head, “Thark you—
not to-night,” she said, slowly.

A callbov stuck his head in at the door
and told Resalie de Boutbon that ‘“his
nibs” wanted to see her, to which that
lady made answer with a questionable
jest. The boy whistled shrilly and peint-

ed to Rosalie’s cigarette, whereupon she
caught up a shoe and threw it at him.

“It's awful!” she declared, when he
had departed. “Now I'll be a week
squaring myself with Rice. It's awfull!

She caught up a long cloak of some
fanciful desigm and, slipping it around
her bare shoulders, moved toward the
door.

“I guess I’d better go see Riice mow,”
she said. “Biimdl, think it over and come
up to the flet—mw end of a good time.
Don’t bother with Belle—Davy’s got
some old grass widower on a string, and
don’t want to be bothered with you. Bet-
ter come with me. The Delcomb boys
are live ones, all right.”

Hlisie made no reply, and Rowsallie, with
a shrug of her shoulders, closed the door
behind her, as she slipped away down the
corridor,

Elsie looked slowly around the long,
empty room, which reeked of grease
paints and stale tobacco. At her feet lay
Regallie’s lavender stocking, and she shiv-
ered, as with the cold. Tiem she burned
up—her temples throbbed; her throat was
patched.

She reached for her hat and wandered,
a little dazed, across the room toward
the door, *

“Oh, this aint’ better—it ain't better
than the store!” she cried, with a dry
sob.

She reached the corridor and hurried
along to the stage door. Once a bit of
song reached her ears, the chorus of the
“Crecodile” number,

“Ty as she might, through the starry
night,
She never could beguile,
Oh, the wise, old moon refused to spoon
With the lovesick Crocodile.”

A flow of tears came to the girl’s eyes.
How strongly the song brought to her
mind “Holtomn, King’s,” the music de-
partrent, bargaim days and crimson cot-
pons . Sadiie. Mame and Fred.

“Oh, it ain’t better; it's worse, worse!
Belle—Balle don't know!” -she cried,
brokenly.

She hurried, almost ran, along the



SMMNKAGE 79

streets, until she suddenly remembered
the distance to her home, and that she
was in no fit condition to walk so far
Then she hailed a car and sat quietly
until the conductor called her street.

She never was so glad to turn the cor-
ner, pass the green grocer’s shop, and see
the stoop of her home before. Only now
on the steps was a fligure, and slowly as
she drew nearer the figure took a defin-
ite shape, and she saw it was Holmes.

“Fred!” she cried.

“Wihy. what’'s wong, dear?” he asked,

gently. He drew her in the little, humble
parlor *“T&ll me, what’s wrong?” he
asked,

“It’s all wrong—everything!” she

managed to sav, struggling to keep back
the tears.

“Oh, no it isn't,” he returned, lightly.
“Woine tired, I knew. Se was I, §8
Miss Mamnie and [ didn’t go te the danee.
I've been waiting for you, because I felt
perhaps you wanted to tell me—some-
thing. De yow?”

“Yerss—eanearyithing,” she nodded.

He gathered her in his arms and her
head rested contentedly against his shoul-
der. She hesitated and then nestled there,
with a little sigh of happiness.

“Amd I've been looking everywhere,
high and low, here and there, for some-
thing better,” she whispered. “I've been
so dissatisfied: always something better,
Fred. But, oh, dear, surely here with
von, confident of vour love—surely this is
best of alli™

SALVAGE

Bl Kermettth BBrown
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HRISTOPHER  ANDREWS
was the kind of man people
went to whea matters came to
such a pass that they could not

manage them themselves. He was big,
and resourceful, and calm . and it made
you feel better just to talk over your
troubles with him, Esther, hls sistef,
was with him new. The edlfice af her
fattied happiness had beeR twmbled
abeut Rer eafs By a serap of paper in the
writing of her Husband and sighed with
Ris nitals:

She was speaking without trzars—her
misery was too deep for that. Christo-
pher listened quietly. That was one rea-
son why people went to him—he stayed
quiet when other people lost their tem-
pers or their heads. Yat. when Esther
had finished] he picked up the leng ruler
from his desk and unconselously tested its
welght, helding it by ene end.

Esther noticed it and smiled wanly,
“No. not that, Christopher. 1 came to
von because—is there no way fo save

things? I do not want to spoil every-
thing if—if—oh, T do not believe it is
Tom’s fault—not mostly

Esther, in her way, was as unusual as
her brother She had found a situation
ihat has wrecked many a home, and vet
she did not clamor for the swiftest ruin
for all,

“Ukumlly, I know, it is the man's fault
in a case like this. I do not think it is
this time.” With the last words Esther’s
self-possession broke down, and she
buried her face in her hands.

Christopher's square face was very
pale, “Wihy did you not send her pack-
ing long ago?’

Esther raised her head and answered,
drearily, “Wtem she first came I thought
she was sueh a superior girl. Her in-
telligence was so muech above what one
had a right to expect from a nursery gov-
erness. Amnd little Sephie seemed to take
ta Rer se—=te be guite devoted t8 her.
She teele the respensibility frefA my
sheulders. 1 felt perfeetly satisfed t8
leave Sephie in Rer eharge. Amd I am
fend of sesiety, and I den't always like
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responsibilities. Then I’'m not suspicious.
When I first became uneasy my feelimgs
were so vague that I tried to reason my-
self out of them.”

Christopher sat brooding over the
scrap of paper she had brought him.

Presemtly Esther continued “I knew
that Tom had been susceptible to women
before our marriage, but since then he
has been so perfect—and I always
thought, if there were any danger, it
would not be from a servant. When I
did find out, many little things came to
me and [ didn't dare——™

“Diidim’t dare?” Christopher repeated.

She nodded, her lips trembling. “I
haven't told you the worst yet. In some
manner she had managed to turn my lit-
tle girl against me. I am afraid of losing
her, too. Amd, oh, Chris, it isn't any
ordinary divorce I fear I thiik"—she
threw out her hand in a terrified gesture
—“I think that woman was planning to
have me put in an insane asylum.”

Christopher, for all his coolness, sprang
to his feet and paced up and down his
office. Wihen he moved one could see
that his calmness was deceptive. He was
one of those big men who combine
strength with speed. Esther watched
him with sadlv loving eyes. If revenge
and punishment were all she were seek-
ing. he would be well able to give them
to her,

“Butt. Chris,” she said, again, ‘“hmally,
T do not think it is Tom's fault—any
more than T think it is Sophie’s. You
know, there are some women who have
an uncanny power—like those false
prophets who start up new seets.”

As if he had not heard her, Christo-
pher continued to walk up and down his
office, his brows, usuallv so wide and
calm, wrinkled with thought,

“Amd Tom did love me so!” Esther
went on, piteously. “He does yet. I
know, if he were himself. Oh, I know
I ought to cast him offf; but I—I love
him, too! Can’t you give him another
chance?”

Christopher was fiighting down his
brotherly desire to break every bone in
Tom’s body, and to take his sister awav

from the man who had shown himselt
unworthy of her—he was trying to see
what would be best for her—for her ulti-
mate happiness. Wihen it has not en-
tered our own life we talk very lightly
of divorce; but in reality it is no such
light matter to separate those whom even
the law of man has joined together.

The fact that Christopher had always
had the highest regard for Tom—had
considered him the one man he knew who
was worthy of Esther—at first made his
anger against him the hotter In the end,
however, it helped him to take Esther’s
view, after he had managed to bring
himself back to his usually reasonable
frame of niind. He sat down at his desk
at length and laid down the ruler he had
been ecarrying. It would de te break
things with—but there had been break-
age enough already.

“Yees, we will give him another chance,
for your sake,” Christopher said, stern-
lipped. “Go home now, as if nothmg
bad happened, and leave everything to
me., To-morrow night, if Tom doesn't
come home, don't be frightened; but go
to bed, and stay in bed until I tell you
you may get up.”

“Stay in bed?” Esther’s eyes opened
wide = terror “Chiris, what do you
mean? There is nothing the matter with
me."”

“Off course, there it

Christopher appreciated the mnervous
strain his sister was under He patted
her hend. “But T want to get two trained
nurses into your house, and I can’t un-
less there is a patient for them to attend
to.” He wrote a few words on a card
and gave it to her “Hlere is Dr. Hough-
teling’s phone mumiber—two—sewem—
o—four Grammtuerv. I want vou to call
him up if Tom doesn't come back to-
morrow night, and tell him you are not
feeling well and should like to see him.
That's all you've got to do. TI'll attend
to the rest. Now run along. and we’ll
see if we ean’t straighten eut the snarl
Fate has got us imi®.”

Christopher kissed his sister, and sent
her away, no longer bearing the feeling
of utter desolatiom with which she had
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come to him. Consolation was the divine
gift of the man.

T

Affter Esther left him, Christopher sat
quietly a few minutes, arranging his
plans. Then he called in Hemdricks, a
young member of his office staff, who
was making desperate efforts to put into
the study of law all the energy which
had formerly made him the champion
faiddle-weight bexet et the New York
Athlietie Club.

“Heendthiicks, will you please *phone
over to the North and South American
Stearmship Company, in Hobokem, and
see if you can get Captain Dumdee on
the wire for me., If you cam’t, find out
if he is to be in New York to-day, and
ean drop in here. If net, ask if I ean
see him for half am hour by going over
te Hehboken, and at what tihe. Use éne
gt the other phenes, please. [ want
this ene myself”

Hendricks turned to go.

“Bw the way,” Christopher went on,
“iff T wish to send you on a confidential
mission I suppose you wouldnt mind
being away from New York for a few
weeks 7”

“No, indeed!” Hendricks answered,
eagerly Besides the pleasure which all
his subordinates found in following the
bidding of Christopher, the prospect of
deinge something was marvelouslv attrac-
tive to Hemdricks, after his mmonths of
indoor grinding over law beeks and
papers,

His employer nodded “Ill see that
you don‘t lose anything by it."

Christopher next called up Mallorv's
Detective Agemcy on his owm phone,

“Is this Mallorv’s? Can I speak to Mr
Malfory himself, pleese?—Christopher
Amndrews.

“Ah! Mallory. is that you? Could
you manage to drop aroumd to see me
to-day?

“Say, at—what about taking luncheon
with me? I can talk to you while we are
disposing of some mussels, if they appeal
to you. Al right. I expeet yom at
half-past twelve, then. Good-thwe!”

The rest of the day was a busy one
for Christopher. When a man wamts to
see three or four persons in an afternoon
in New York and can brook no delay,
the chances are that they will be as far
apart as the geographicall formation of
the Island of Mamhatttam will permit—
even if they de net stray inte the out-
lying wastes of Greater New York or of
adjacent New Jersey.

Malllory had been baited with a lunch-
eon. Captaim Dundee and Dr Hough-
teling were less easily stalked, even with
all the advamtages of moderm telephonic
cormmumication. The necessity of inter-
viewing certain subordinate characters
added to the corplications of Christo-
pher's afterneen.

(111
“fikdllo, Tom !

Christopher greeted Tom Souther the
next morning on the street as naturally
as if he had not been trying for an hour
and a half to meet him accidentally.
“Come along with me, I've something
I want to talk over with you.”

Hiis manmer was deceitful; it was gen-
iality itself.

“Jump into this cab. I've an errand
to do, and we can kill two birds with
one stome.”

Wiith a certatm air of suppressed de-
fiamee on his handsome face—defiance
which glamced off Christopher’s bland-
ness without making a dent—Tom got
inte the cab; and the driver, who seemed
to know his destination beforehand, tore
through the streets,

Christopher, more genial and blander
every minute, talked on the subjects of
which there is never a lack for those
woerking within hailing distance of St
Paul's.  Tom did net ask him what [t
was Christepher wished to see him abett
=Me was Aot going te play Inte his hand
Bv trying te foree it—and they had driven
o the Barelay Street Fetry almest Be-
fore he knew it.

“¥Yeews, I wamt to see 2 man who is going
to sail for Buemos Ayres to-day ¥ Chris-
topher anticipated the question that Tom
was about to ask. “I wish I were going
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with him to Brazil. Temeds a wonder-
ful country for you, Tom! Youw ought
to see it. We are so much taken up with
our slice of America that we don’t half
appreciate what other parts of it are
doing.”

“But. look here,” Tom protested, “I've
got to get back to my office——"

“Uhat’s all right. I've only got to
stay a minute in Hoboken, and we can
talk as we go along. T shouldn’t be sur-
prised if T could make the next ferry
back.”

Christopher was so amiable that Tom's
first guilty feeling of discomfort was
gradually leaving him. The relief was
considerable, and reconciled him to the
waste of time. The residum of the fear
that had assailed him on first meeting
Christopher, however, prevemted him
from pressing the question of what it
was that his brother-in-law wished to
speak to him about. There would be
plenty of time on the return trip for that.

They drove up on the docks of the
North and Sowth American line, and
found the Patagomia in the bustle that
attends on departure. Christopher jumped
out of the cab.

“I'il wait for you here,” Tom said.

“No; come along with me,” Christo-
pher insisted, pleasantly “I want you
to meet Captain Dundee, They don't
make his kind by the gross. He’s a great
chap.”

v

Christopher came off the steamer
alone. A grim smile hovered around his
lips, though his face was grey. Tem min-
utes later the Patagomia cast off her
hawsers and lumbered out into the North
River busily assisted by two blustering,
little tugs.

The Patagomia carried more freight
than passengers. Thaose that there were,
however, were on deck, waving adieu to
their friends, or watching others wave.
Two only were in a stateroom belmw—
and between these two there was some
disagreement.

“I couldn’t let you out if I wamted to,
Mr Souther,” a young lawyer of sturdy

MMGAREN E

build was saying, mildly. “You saw
yourself that Mr. Amdrews locked us in
from the outside.”

“Wedll, by God! T will call somebody
who can, then,” Tom raved, nearly suf-
focating with anger, which as yet had
hardly turned agaimst Hendricks, being
all directed towards Christopher,

“I'm afraid I can’t let you do that,
sir,” Hendricks protested. “Mir. An-
drews warmed me that you might be vio-
lent at finst—umtil] you were out of sight
of land, he said, and I'm afraid 1 shall
have to keep you quiet, if you won't stay
so by yourself.”

“Keep me quiet!
yelled. “Ill show you whether I'm——

He made a rush for his new found
foe, but only ram, with unnecesary vio-
lence, against the five clenched fiingers of
Hendricks’ rightt hand. He ran against
them with the point of his jaw and the
impact dispelled his anger wonderfully
Sitting down in his blink, he tried to
think what day of the week it was. Hen-
dricks dipped a towel in water and bathed
his forehead, advising him to lie down
and take it easy.

Wihen the Patagomia was passing the
Statue of Liberty Hemdricks said, in his
usual mild manner—he was a gentle
ch?p except in the matter of his fifi¢ss:

“Captain Dundee has the key. He will
let us out when he thinks best™

“Key?” thought Tom. dazed. “Who
had said anything about a kev?’ He
turned over and tried to go to sleep, al-
though for a long time a racking head-
ache kept him awake.

\'4

Me violent!” Tom

”

On the evening of the third day after
Christopher went over to Hoboken, Miss
Creider was putting little Sophie to bedl.
Nothing had changed in the routine
of the household, except that Mr
Souther was unexmbunedly absent, and
that Esther was ill in bed, with two
trained nurses in attemdance.

Miss Creider went about her duties,
soft-spoken and efficient, and could hard-
ly o out of Swph'eV: si‘:lit. so afttached
had the child become to her.
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When Sophie was in bed Miss Creider
said to her, smiling, “Now we will play
our sleeping game.”

Sophie smiled in reply, crossed her
hands on her breast, and looked up into
her governess’ eyes. Miss Creider stroked
the forehead of the child, and presently
began murmuring, in an even, monoton-
ous voice

“Now you are going to slesp—your
eyelids are heavy—your eyes are closing
—c-l-0-s-i-n-g! You are slegpy—sleepy
—s--e-e-p-y! Now you are asl
sleeping smurdliy—slkegpireg—slegp gt

It was as she said. The child’s eyelids
had fllickeredl once or twice, and then
closed over her eyes. Her breathimg
became the long, even breathing of slum-
ber Miss Creider’s hand still lay on
the little girl’s forehead—the thumb just
above one eyebrow, the forefinger above
the other, Presently she began to speak
again, in a low tone, yet with tmote in-
tensity than she had used befere *

“Y¥oum love me, Sophie—yow love me
better than you do mamma—much bet-
ter—you would like me to become your
mamma—you will tell papa this—I am
much kinder to you than mamma is. You
would like me to become your mamuma—
you will say this to papa when you afre
alone with him. It would break yeur
heart if I should go away frem youw—
you wish that papa eeuld——"

The closet door opened noiselessly,
and one of the nurses who had been in
attendance on Esther stepped out. The
other came in by the door of the reem,
and with -her was Christopher. All three
moved with the quietness made possible
by felt-soled shoes;

Miss Creider sat frozen in her chair
Christopher was the onlv one to speak,
and his voice was soft and tense as Miss
Creider’s had been, and very cool-

“Wiill you kindly suggest to Sophie
—uwihille she is still under your comfrel—
that when she wakes she is to love her
mother as much as ever she did ?*

His tone was so gentle that it did not
disturbing the sleeping child. The nurses
stood impassively by, Miss Creider hesi-
tated.

“I may tell you that it will be much

better for you if you do as I say,” Chris-
topher went on, evenly “Ihdleed, it is
your only chance of staying out of prison.
Mr. Souther, as you have doubtless no-
ticed, has gone away. He will not be
back fofr a long tirme.”

Miss Creider knew when to yield.

“Sopthiie, dear,” she said, softly, “you
do love your mother—you do love her
very much.”

Miss Creider raised her eyes in inquiry
to Christopher

“Amd she does not care for you,” he
suggested.

Miss Creider seemed about to rebel.

Christopher made a motion towards
the two nurses, “Datectives,” he mur-
mured. “Better do as [ say.”

There was a tremor of anger in Miss
Creider's voice as she said to the child

“Youm no longer care for me!™

She turned to Christopher, “I hope you
are satisfied mow.”

He nodded. “Reapeat several times
that she does not care for you, but only
for her motter.”

When she had obeyed him in every
particular he motioned her to precede
him out of the room; and closed the door
behind him,

“A room has been prepared for you
upstairs,” he said. “To-morrow I will
inform vou about your future movements.
Good miigihtt!™

Vi

A few hours later, in the middle of the
night, a dark form crept on stockinged
feet to the front door Like a wraith, it
moved aleng the hall. At the front deef
there was the clank of the chain, and
then the sound of a key turning In the
loek. The deer epened cautleusly, and
thefi, with a smethered expletive, was
closed again. Baek up the hall erept
the fidawe. When it was sppesite the
drawiig reem deef the veiee 8f Christs-
pher Amdrews eame ealmly frem within:

“You will find another detective at the
back door, Miss Creider I told you that
your future movements would be decided
in the morning—mot to-mig

There was a silence of a few seconds
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before the voice of Miss Creider an-
swered

“I thought I should save trouble this
way.”
"No trouble at all, I assure you!”
Christopher said, politely. “By the way,
there is no possible manner in which you
can get word to Mr Souther He is
not even in America.”

No more was said. As carefully as
she had crept down, so carefully did the
woman creep back to her bed.

Vil

A small trunk was on top of the cab.
Inside, Christopher was escorting Miss
(reider on her way, next day

"“Yow are going to Buenos Ayres,” he
was telling her. There was a humorous
twitching to his lips as he spoke, which
Miss Creider set down to sheer malignity.
“I am sorry that you will have to go in a
sailing vessel, but for certain reasons
it is Huewt”

He took from his pocket a large en-
velope and gave it to her.

“Here is money enough to provide
for you until you can find some occupa-
tion. I think you will discover that in
the long run its pays to walk straight.”

Miss Creider took the envelope and
glanced into it. As the loser in the game
she was being treated with comsiderable
magnamimity No more was said until
they stood on the deck of the barkentine,
Salome.

“l need hardly point out to you,”
Christopher observed, casually, “that it
would not be safe for you to returm to
New York—ewver So much”—he glanced
at the envelope in her hand—"1 am diing
to avoid publicity. If it fails——" he
shrugged his shoulders. “["d rather have
you in South America. My second choice
is the pemitertizany.”

“IL can tell when I'm beaten,” Miss
Creider answered, with asperity

To a casual onlooker twenty feet away
it seemed like the ordinary parting be-
tween two acquaintances. Only one thing
was lacking—they did not shake hands
when the time came for the man to leave
the vessel. On the wharf Christopher
lingered, as if desirous of seeing the last
of the lady As the Salome began shug-
gishly to move away from the dock he
took off his hat.

“Good huntimg!” he said.

He waited till the vessel was tugged
well out into the river by one of the
same tugs that had started the Patagonia.
The identity of the tug imparted addi-
tional humor to the situation for Chris-
topher By the time the slow-sailing
Salome would reach Buenos Avwres, Tom
would be well on his way back.

VI

There are diseases of the emotions, as
well as of the body and of the mind,
which may be cured by rest and change
and taking thought. If Tom Souther's
conscience had not already told him the
reason why he was being carried away,
a note from Christopher, which Hen-
dricks gave him the fourth day out,
would have enlightened him. Affter his
first blind anger abated somewhat he did
some hard thinking. It was a long way
to South Ammerica and back. On his
homeward journey Hendricks gave him a
pitiful little note from his wife, and Tom
Souther came home cured.

From the dock he went straight to his
home. FEsther was sitting in her room,
with Sophie on her lap.

She uttered a crv as she saw Tom in
the doorway She sprang to her feet
and held out her arms,

Amnd Tom went to them,



THE BLACK PEARL
By L. de Thimseau

CHAPTER 1

LOVE THAT HATII US IN THE NET.
* * * * *

But swsntter fav than this, than (fhese,
than all,
Is first and passionatée lieve.

*“% W T HEN the Parisians nepeatt
that newspaper talk about the
drinking water giving out I
laugh, because I know there’s
no truth in it,” said Maurice. “We hear
the same outcry every year, and what
does it amount to? I know a place at
the far end of the Red Sea—im a city
set on a promontory of cooled lawva;
Aden, they call it—where for all the
money on earth they ecould not find a
drop of water, a spear of grass of a salad
leaf.”

“What do they do with
water?” I asked.

“Oth, of course the cisterns fill when it
rains, but at the time I am talking of not
a drop had fallen in five years. I had
stopped at Adlen on my way home from
China, to see the Fremch Consul, a friend
of my early boyhood days, and he was
very glad to do me the honors of his rock,
I assure you! As he was telling me
about the place, he spoke of the trouble
they had to get water

“‘Where do you get water for this
tea? I asked. touching my empty ecup
with mv cigar holder

“ ‘From the manufactory The Eng-
lish distill the water of the sea, they sell
it at the price of gold, This product is
absolutely perfect, but the cest is ruinous.
My expense for water is twenty dollars a
month. They say that science has feunid
a way to imitate Nature in everything,
and probably this is true; but if a man
must be ruined because he thirsts fer
drinking water—tough, isn't it? Hew:
ever, my wife has what she wants fef

LA J

the rain-

her bath. I have that much satisfac-
tion ¥

“Mmd you? said I.
Bathe, I suppose?

““‘I bathe in seawater; I like it}

“‘And what do the Arabs do?'

“Oh, those fellows! I never think of
them. They get water that the camels
bring from the mountains. It has a bad
taste, a bad odor, too, naturally it must
have churned about in the hot sun, close
to the camel. It infects the air. But what
can they do, poor devils? They cannot
buy the water from the plant; they have
no money—iif they had money the police
regulations forbid the Emgllish to sell it
to them. That water is kept for Eu-
ropeans. the gamiison and the ships which
run in for it when they have none.’

“I had noted all that information in my
little book. We looked around the place,
then we went up to the Consulate. The
Consul’s wife, a very pretty woman, came
to meet us. She was younger than Pujol
—six years, perhaps, Pujol was sallow
and thin. She wan bleoming. She was
a stranger to me, Pujol had married
her in Manssdilles just before he left
Framee for his eonsular service, and wuntll
then I had never seen her We falked
of the life of the place, and the young
womam told me, with a sigh, that she
had but twe people en her visiting list=
ene of them was an eld Englishweman,
very stiff and eenserious, the ether was
the Innkeeper ef the pert; a Frefeh-
weman, whe liked {8 falk with the wan-
defing Anabs better than te talk with
wemen.

“Mmdl so you see just how lonely I
am when my husband is writing his dis-
patches,’ she said, with a pout,

“ ‘Do not listen to her, Maurice,” Pajol
said, with a look so fond that the bloed
rushed to my ears.

“Tihat is the worst of lovers, don't you
know? They create emotions, either of
one kind or of another A bachelor looks

‘You do not
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on life from his own standpoint, he is
not fitted to appreciate—to umdierstzmd—
to—what shall I call it?—to condone
follv. That is the word!

“Sihe looked straigit into his eyes; her
own eyes were large and black. When
she gave him that glance I saw about
three Inches of the whites of her eyes
below the pupils. the pupils had run
up under the eyelids, all 1 eould see was
twe half-dises, dead blaek. Pwjol gasped.
Ne ofie speke, the moment was fense.
At fast He murmured semething I did nst
gateR. She 1aughed, whirled gn 8ne heel
=pipably on 8Ae, she may have Wsed
Beth heels, But as 1 Iesl at it she was on
8Re SAl¥—=ang. tHFRiAg her Baek, 1ooked
8Ht 8t fhe Window

“‘Mv dear,’ said Pujol, ‘you Inave
given Maurice a wrong impression. When
you said that you had no friends but the
Englishweoman and the innkeeper you
forgot that you have an ardent admirer in
this Arabian eity,’ His wife looked
vexed.

“‘An admirer as black as a smoke-
stack !" she said.

““‘Very black, but very handsome,’ said
her husband; ‘he’s by far better looking
than the one who has a rigiht to love
you—WNigra sum sed Formasse—andd very
rich, the richest cafe keeper in Abyssinia,
and that means that he is the richest seller
of coffee in this part of the werld. I will
shew him te you te-merrew, Mauriee.
Yor will see the luxury of a satrap—sueh
earpets, eake, preserves, ear WEFY,
golden images, jewels! Neo wender my
wife lingers in the bazar fer heurs, fef
it Is a basar—nething less! And if 1 did
Aet put dewh the eensular fost, e
sheuld have one just like it I8F Ouf
friend the Arab wewld StFp his house
and send us everything i His POSsESEIon.
ﬁlmgw 8 gw% pleasre {8 “the 1a8y," a8

“‘What exaggeration!” exclaimed his
wife. ‘Do not listen to him, M¥r. Mauriee,
Who could make a friend of a blaek
man? I have not been fiear his shep in
fiftearn days.’

“Affter that she seated herself in a far
corner of the large room and, taking a
little roll of white thread and a eroechet

needle from her pocket, she worked rap-
idly on some lacelike stuff that it gave
me a twinge to see. [ could think of
nothing but Paris and the women work-
ing in the publie gardens, listening to the
fusic of the bands. I de fiot like wemen.
but—the ealh demestie scene—the
werman sitting with head bent, erocheting
laee=it made me heomesisk:

“‘My wife is despondent to-night.' said
Pujol. ‘She lost her earring yesterday '

“‘Not an earring—a pearl from an
earring,” she said, ‘one of the two splen-
didly matched pearls that my husband
brought from Ceylon. I have searched
everywhere for it.” She came to my side
and bent her head te the level of my
eyes,

“‘This #s the mate,’
not exquisite?

“I saw that her ear was a pretty shape,
and of a color like rose-tinted ivory. In
her hair was the sweet perfume of Parma
violets. I looked at the black pearl, she
went back to her crochet werk, and Pujol
and I talked until bedtime. Then I weit
up to my bed on the reef. In that eoun-
try people sleep in the epen air The
fiext day I went with Puwjol t6 the native
guarter te see the Aral’s palatial plaee.
Meuloud ben Said was a very handseme
Arab; very gentle and a bie. Pujsl
and 1 were et aleRe. A man whs had
e8me fFBPﬂ €hina en }y ship went WlEH
Hs—{ €8 ABt rerAeMmBEr RIS Rame:
wa% eamm Back t8 Paris from 3 BHF-

aF uﬂ the WBM was 3
8 gégﬁ’a

1s Hime se FE Hg 8HE QH
L i o .

she said, ‘Is it

Fa sed
Hg i §EHE%BH QH

gl wagg B%F'BE i 9§os i

e

wa ﬂ us orﬁ} ees us §gpshee fnat

é‘ﬁ r (S)sc 5‘35% oCUREn oY,
é He\ﬁ
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ott e 0 P;egh water came

“‘This water is good,” said Moeuleud

ben Said. ‘The camels brought it frem
the mountains this morning.’
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“ ‘Neot very promising,’ thought I, ‘but
I guess I have drunk as bad in the rice
swamps of lower China,’ [ raised my
glass—the odor—what was it? SBypristil
Wikttt ! Violets in the wastes of Abys-
sinia!

“ihe savant sniffed his glass, he sipped
the water. Then he said to me

“ ‘Do you not think that this water has
a perfume?

“‘T do,’ I amswered.

“*‘Of?' he hazarded.

“‘Of violets,! I answered, bholdiy.

“ ‘Yes, undoubtedly. Well, my dear
sir, Science, our ruler and our guide,
teaches us that certain derivations or hy-
products of coal emit the odor of the
violet. Some of our perfume manufac-
turers, taking advantage of this fact,
adulterate the violet extracts of their
trade with the coal by-product. This
water has come in contact with coal.
€oal mines in Aden! Do you realize
what that means? Why, my dear sir,
there is not a kernel, not a grain of coal
in this place that was not brought here
from the collieries of Emgland! This
discovery means millions to commerce—
a saving to the consumers of coal, and to
science an important discovery.’

“He turned to our host and over-
whelmed him with questions. He forced
the distracted Arab to hazard comjectures
as to just where the water brought by
the camels was found, and how much of
it each camel carried annually. He would
have started for the mountains at once
but for the fact that he was overdue in
Paris and that he had work then ranking
vicarious geological enmterprises.

“Im response to urgemt pleas of scien-
tific necessity, Mouloud ben Said gave
him a fiat, brazen bottle, which he fillled
with his own hand, sealed with stromg
Oriental wax and stamped with a seal
representing a coiled serpent (the badge
of his sapient society). The Arab’s brows
drew together at all that, but he said
nothing.

“As the savant slipped the bottle into
his collection case he said to me, ‘Half
of this water goes to the School of Mines
for analysis, the other half goes to the
Academy of Sciences

“‘You have an almost priceless bit of
antiquity in that brass bottle,’ said I. I
advise you to take care of it

(“To me a man of that stamp is like the
moth who, to satisfy his natural erav-
ings, burrows through the most superb
work of ancient artists, leaving ruin in
his track.)

“ ‘Mouloud ben Said is a queer man,’
said Pujol, ‘he bears pain like a Stoic.
Look at him! He is suffering imtemsely,
but he won’t confess it. Let us get out
gfdthis and give him a chance to go to

ed.’

“All right,’ said I; ‘go on—=I will fol-
low.!

“‘Adieu, Mouloud ben Said! said
Pujol; and, putting his arm through the
savant’s, he went toward the door. The
Arab was close to me, watching me.

“‘Go on with them, Effendi,’ said I.
‘T will overtake you. (I don’t know what
they call themselves. Probably he was
not an Effendi—whatever that may be.
However, he went.)

“I seized the water bottle. I was pour-
ing the water when the sound of a light
body coming in contact with glass struck
my eardrums.

“*“There’s something wrong in this
darned stuff!’ said I to myself. I looked
in my glass, and if there wasn’t a black
pearl lying there, as large as life—the
sister of the one I had seen in the ear-
ring of the wife of Pujol! I emptied my
glass over my hands, seized the pearl as
it landed, and ran after the homnorable
Arab. 1 had him before my eyes until
he bade us farewell and turned the corner
of the narrow street.

“Ihe scamp! He was handsome in
his perfumed bournous; his pale, olive
cheek, with a glow like the light on
southern wine; delicately oval chin; long,
straight nose, and curling, black mus-
tache, as light and silky as the curls of a
water spaniel—and eyns! Poor Pujol!

“Wihat could T do? Neothing! The
combination made me giddy. Pujol, the
dupe; and Mouloud ben Said, young,
handsome, rich, and in love with Mrs.
Pujol! Her pearl in his palace—her per-
fume in his drinking water! I had one
of two sickeming altermatiives.”
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CHAPTER I1

For | would rather die than diream
Thowitt not the glopy thou didst ssewm!
* * * * *

o wowll! not dream, and direewsing
die,
If to nvake weve mssory?
—Hessums.

“I could do one of two tihimgs—tell
Pujol and kill his joy, or let him live on
in his fool's paradise and find out for
himself. Which ought I to choose—
silence or moral murder? I chose silence.

“Happily for my plans, Pujol said that
he would go down to the ship and wait
with me until it sailed. I told him that 1
must run back to the Consulate and take
leave of Mrs. Pujol, so I was free to do
what I had to de.

“Mirs. Pujol met me, smiling the smile
of innocence—the hypocrite !

“ ‘Madam,’ said I, stern but calm, ‘here
is your lost pearl. I found it, I hasten
to restore it to you. There are pearls
and pearls—some when lost can be
found; others if lost cannot be found!

“‘My pearl!’ she cried. ‘My pear]
that Pujol gave me! Oh, how glad 1
am! Where did you find it?’

“ ‘At Mombud! ben Saidis) I said; “in
the water brought by the camels yes-
terday. I thank Fate that no one knows
that I found it" Her eyes widened.

*‘I do not understand——" she began,
I cut her short.

“ ‘I do not understand, nor do I want
to understand,” I said, sharply. “How-
ever, I shall not speak of the matter—to
anyone. Adiieu, Madam!

“She put out her hand. I passed as if
I had not seen it. 1 was determined to
show her that I despised her, I ran
down the hill to the jetty. The ship had
coaled; she was whistling for me, Pujol
was there, waiting for me, and I aston-
ished him by the fervor of my embrace.

“ ‘Poor, old fellow ¥ said he. ‘You are
lonely, going off to Paris by yourself.
Try to find a wife somewhere. You
never will be happy until you have some-
ona to love you’

s “Am hour later we were at sea, steam-
ing under full power; the savamt, with
his sealed bottle, I with my black secret.
Aden was far behind us.

* * % * ok * * * *

Two years later I met Pujol and his
wife in Paris, and it seemed to me that
they were more tenderly devoted to one
another than when I saw them in Aden.
Madam'’s pretty ears were set off by the
two black pearls. We dined together
and, of course, we talked of Adlen and of
my visit.

“‘By the way, Maurice,’ said Pujol,
‘you gave us something to think of when
you found the lost pearl at Mouloud ben
Said’s. Confess, did you not wonder
how it came thtsne?'

“I  stammered
know what.

“‘The explanation is simple,’ said
Pujol. ‘My thief of an Arab servant in-
vented a “get-rich-quick,” helping him-
self out; he sold the water that my wife
left in her bathtub after her bath. We
suppose that the pearl fell from its settiing
into the water during the bath and that
it was carried out unseen and sold with
the water to the Amabs. It
as by miracle—that you got that part of
the water that retained it, Where did
you find the pearl?

“*I just missed swallowing it,' said 1.
‘It was in the water that Mouloud’s serv-
ant gave us to drink.” I looked Mrs.
Pujjol in her two black eyes. She blushed,

* * *

somethimg—I don’t

* * * * * *

“Apropos of nothing whatever,” said
Maurice, “the scientists are putting their
heads together over a discovery reported
to the Academy of Sciences. We have
reason to believe that coal has been found
in Adlen. I saw a note to that effect in
Larousee’s Review. Odd, isn't itt?”

“I don't think so,” said I. “Coal has
been found everywhere else; why should
it not be found in Aden ?*

“So you look at it in that way, do
you?"” said Maurice.

“I certainly do,” said I,



SEALED AND DELIVERED

By Stephe

AN CUYLER softly closed the

bedroom door from the inside.

A momentary impulse was to

lock if; but in the darkness he

drew his hand from the key and laughed

at himself. Thea he switched on the elec-

tric light and turned to the mirror, as a
man will do after an ordeal,

He was in eveningidress, but not im-
maculate. The upper edge of his collar
lay under suspicion of a wilt. His shirt
front was slightly crushed. His smooth
face and usually smooth black hair bore
traces of moisture and disturbance. It
had been an ordeal, imdeed!!

But it was over now To-morrow she
would go—thank God! Vam Cuyler
thanked God for no especial reason. It
was hardly likely that the Omniscient
approved his past or aided his present
behavior. He had done wrong, his con-
science told him. He had done right,
his conceit bade him wphold.

Anyway, she would go to-morrow. She
herself had broached the subject; she
herself had challenged his love; she her-
self had voluntarily decided to sever the
doubtful tie. Vam Cuyler shrugged his
shoulders and grimaced. The figure in
the mirror shrugged and grimaced also,
like some good fellow who was wholly in
sympathy—uwiith Vaa Cuyler But the
eyes in the mirror seemed to ask, “What
will become of Iher?”

Van Cuyler turned away and dropped
into a chair with a troubled frown. What
would! become of her? Would she—
could she—go back to Roder? Would
that silent, deep-moving Sphinx forgive
her? Vam Cuyler tihmyght—knew—that
Roder would not, at least, if Roder had
been as glad to get rid of her then as he,
Vam Cuyler, was now,

It had been an unfortunate episode.
“Unffortunate” was Van Cuyler’s adjec-
tive, not the world’s. The world’s adjec-
tive mattered little now. It had hurt in
the beginning, when men turned from

Chalmanss

him at the club, but he had already suf-
fered the pangs of the superlative, which
would describe this latest dievelopment
of the Van Cuyler-Roder affair  The
affair ended, the world’s adjective would
shriek a creseerwido, then a diliminuendo
would end in the staccato pianissimw of
occasional recollection.

Van Cuyler removed his coat. Re-
lapsing into the chair, he absently eased
off his shoes. Then he became still, with
his chin pressing low on the wilted col-
lar. He toyed with his underlip and
unwillingly reviewed the history of the
affair

Louise Vemmon Roder was twenty when
she married Roder, who was forty He,
Van Cuyler, was twenty-six, born to idle-
ness and true to the calling. Byronic
of aspect, and playing his conception of
the rolez, he precipitated the stale, old
crisis. Roder, with characteristic poise,
stood by the mantelpiece and stated the
case to his 'wife and Van Cuyler. He
would have denied it, but Louise Ver-
non Roder lifted her head and granted
the premise. It was as astonishing to
Roder as it was agonizing to Van Cuyler.
Roder flasheti her a look of admiration
and said-

“I ought to do something tragic, of
course, but where would be the semse?
Yet I am forced to admire your moral
courage. Mrs. Roder. Yow may choose
between us. In view of your views, 1
waive legal rnight.”

And she chose her husband on the mo-
ment. Why, she hardly knew, for she
hated the man for his indifference, and
blamed his arctic conduct for her tropic
waywandiness. Amd, perhaps, after this,
life with him would be within the bounds
of possibility. Roder bowed. Vam Cuy-
ler, unexpectedly humiliated, left the
house.

But that was only the beginning. Van
Cuyler moved in the usual circles, more
Byromic than ever He was a man with
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a secret sorrow, and his sorrow, like
everything secret, was whispered as he
passed. Whhere he was, the Roders were
not, But the encounter came in the wsual,
inevitable manner He was there, unex-
pectedly, and Roder, unexpectedly, was
absent. The whispers hushed after one
great flurry Then there eame a sigh of
relief. Their hands had met and they
were smlling like eld friends. That was
the evening she teld him ef her renewed
life with Redler. He was mefe pelar fhan
ever. His manRer was irépreachable,
But in its very perfeectien there 13y the
sheer IR the strained silenees the furies
Feared i Her ears. HRf pesition was
that ot fisurenRac, govVRrARSS

“Ihe brute!” groaned Vam Cuyler, and
he bowed his head before the stern fiinger
of fate and the sleet-storm of the path
of honor.

Newvertheless, they were en roumttz for
Japam before the end of the week. In
the land of mimosa they waited for the
news—ithat Roder was severing the knot.
The news was tardy, but Van Cuyler
kissed her on the brow. In this manner
many marriages are recorded in hell.

It was just like Roder to be imconsid-
erate and forgetful of others. But he
had always been an unromantic, unemo-
tional icicle—and he was in business.
Affter Lowise Vermon Roder passed ot
of his line of vision he attended strictly
and solely to business. It was edd that
such a man should neglect the first prin-
elples of marital disappointment. It was
anneying te Vam Cuyler, who, while pie-
turesquely eleguent en the subjeet of
eelestial wnien, Had a terresteial ambi-
tien te enter his elub enee mere.

Besides, Japam palled. Tt was the
heat and other things. Lowise was irri-
table, he declared, and his mood reflect-
ed hers—naturally. [t was a guestion of
cause and effect, without being mueh of
a question, after all. When Japan be-
eame Unbearable, they sought the ectire
where the disease had had incipience.
Amd In New York the second erisis o6-
guried.

She had “seen it for some time.” The
hackneyed phrase awoke every grievance
he had against her. Yes, it was true,

He bad “"ceased to love"” her. She had
killed his celestial love with her con-
stant reiteration of accusation. She had
never loved him—celestiailly. Had her
love laughed at worldly considerations
she would have been able to close the
shutter on memory But, no! Day and
night she feared and regietted the past
and detibted the future. It was eempli-
mentary t6 him! He was fet thin-
skinned. Her every werd had piereed
his fine sensibilities, yAtll his leve had
died jn ageny Was he te be held re-
spensible for the inertia of her thisk-
headed, ieeBerg hushand? Had he nst
dene everything te8 induee the feel t8 ekt
the khet? Had he, Van Cuylet, fet Been
ready at all times 18 HAtangle the skein
8t Her anxiety? As 2 M4R 8f RORGF,
theugh she had killed Ris 18ve By her
sifligess, was he not feady. even Asw—:
at this moment? And 8%&% td &84,

at {Fa& mament. that the thing was gg
_ésf% im 8§§E§[%_3§ the €of3-hiosge
Roder nad made it

But it was all over now. There had
been a scene, of course—ome of those
stage scenes of parting—quiverings, tear-
bursts, reproaches, forgivings, undying
promises and noble sacrifices, She would
make a splendid actress. Perhaps, mow—
Van Cuyler looked straight before him
as his conscience eried his responsibility
and his mind traced her probable eareer.
She would drift. She was just remantle
enough i temperament te drift, as being
the correet eourse. She weuld drift—
dowh, dewn—the little weman whe had
trusted him, whe had given up her dam-
Aably splendid hushand fer Him! He had
launehed her en the swift, dark fapids
whieh end iR the veriex beneath the falls.

Van Cuyler sprang to his feet and
swiftly undressed. Amyway, it was all
over. He switched off the light with a
snap. Between the sheets he composed
himself, determined to forget in sleep.
He counted the sheep leaping, efie By
one, ovef the gate and—it had all beefi
& mistake. Seven—eight—nlne—there
were scores of mistakes just like it every
day, as regularly as the sheep leaping
ever the gate. Sixteen—geventeen—
eighteen—and fe Sueh vedture Bad ever
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resulted in happiness. It had been his
mistake to think that he could defy prece-
dent. But it was human to make mis-
takes. Of course, it was. It had been
unfortunate. Out of the generosity of
his soul, he would have given much to
undo it all. Thirty-four—thirty- ffive—
thirtv—

I1

He awoke suddenly. He was con-
scious that he had screamed. He was
dimly aware that he had seen a ffiyare
flash across the room, and that he had
heard the door click as it shut. Only
dimly, for his senses were concentrated
upon this agony. His brain was afire.
His eyeballs were throbbing with excru-
ciating pain. His brow and his scalp
were torn and econtracted with nerves.
Every fibfe ifi hig body was tingling and
quivefiﬁ% as he tumbled from the bed.
His left hand was ever his tortured brow,
while his right groped for the electric
switeh. The thing seerned to elude him.
It was eut ef erder, There was fe Nigltt,
t?eg the blaze ef It dazzled his palned
sight.

What had happened? Wihat had she
done to him? He knew it had been she.
Had she stabbed him? But he felt -mo
pain, save this throbbing, burning, tight-
ening of his brain, his eyes, his brow.
Had the primitive savage in her struck
at his head while he lav asleep? God!
It was like a woman—like her!

He reeled toward the mirror It was
a different creature from the Van Cuyler
in evening dress who met his stare. It
was a disheveled man in sleeping attire
and with a face twisted in agony What
had happened? He looked like a mad-
man. His brain blazed with the heat of
madness. And the alr—the air ef the
reom—was falntly impregnated with a
famillar, yet indeterminable, eder

He thrust his face close to the mirror
His breath threw a veil of mist over the
cold glass. He dashed it off with a
trembling hand. Them he saw it—the
mark on his forehead!

For half a minute he stared, unbeliev-
ing. Then over his face crept & pallor

of horror His eyes widened and glit-
tered, Their lustre died and the lids feil
over the contracted pupils. His knees
shook and bent, and presently he col-
lapsed heavily upon the flor

Wiien he again became cognizant of
existence he was in bed. It was daylight.
A physiciam was bending over him. In
the backgroumd stood his servamt. Van
Cuyler looked up into the physician’s
eyes and saw there a light of interest and
curiosity.

“fomling bettier?” said the doctor
“Wouwr servamt called me. Tell me just
what happened before you fell.”

Van Cuyler hesitated a moment, then
said:

“Let me speak with my servamt a mo-
ment, please. Roberts,” he said, when
the physician bad withdrawm, *“is there
—amything—om my forehead 2

“Was, sir Looks like a burn, sir, or
perhaps vou fell and struck the ez,

“Mlast likely,” said Van Cuyler “Is—
call Mrs, Van Cuyler, Roberts.”

“Sthe—ibeg pardon, sir—Mrs. Van
Cuyler’s gone—gome out. She isn't in
her room, sir.”

“Very well. I will see the doctor,”
said the patient, quickly.

“l cannot pretend to understand this,
of course,” said the physician. “But you
need not make a confidant of me if you
do not wish to.”

“Sameone entered my room—I himik,”
said Vam Cuyler, evasively. “Tdll me,
what is the matter with my head?”

“[t looks like a burn,” said the physi-
cian, with a frown, “as if you had been
branded with some flat, oval object.
There are traces of a design, but in the
present inflamed state of the wound I
cannot decipher it

Van Cuyler felt relieved. Buit almost
immediately he half raised himself in
bed and asked. with an air of wildness,

“When it heals will—the thimg—
show ?*

“I'm afraid so.” the doctor replied.
“There will always be a secar. Oh, you
mean the cipher? That I cannet tell.
Much depends upon the tissue. It might
be more undecipherable than it I8 new,

iis E& serious”
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The physician was watching the face
of the patient and wondering what the
withheld story might be. It was certain-
ly not the wound which had kept the man
unconscious for five hours. He had ex-
perienced some shock. It was clear to
the doctor that his patient had been
branded—probably in his sleep. For
what reason? Thefe was a woman, of
eourse, Only a weoman eould have con-
eelved sueh a thing. He wondered what
that twisted design was, which writhed in
relief if the eentre ef the eval weund.
However, the patient was net eemmunl-
eative and the physieian was prefesslen-
ally Rardened to mysteries. He presently
went away, But Be theught sf the inei-
dent as e hemmed and Rawed gver the
Eountess de Ehatelaine's Rypochendria:
Thed e forget:

Van Cuyler lay in bed, with his head
tightly bandaged. His eyes looked blank-
ly at the ceiling and a cloud of utter dark-
ness was upon his soul. It was all over.
She had he was delivered. But
she had left him—branded! He knew
what the imprint on his forehead was,
and gradwally the horror of his pesition
dawned upon him. He eould feel the
brand, net upen his brow as mueh as
upen his seul. It had stirred him, as
by sefie ma%&@ teueh, t6 a realization of
his naked self. He eeuld faee the werld
fe mere. He was ashamed te faee his
Bwh servamt, despite the bandage. He
was branded—branded with the mark of
€ailny Worse than the mark 8t Cain
He Had murdered 3 Wwomam’s sfl-
stabBed Her heari—strangied Rer faith.
ARd RIS was the sign.

Late in the afternoon Roberts brought
him a letter. He knew it was from her
before he took it. The servant cast a
pitying glance upon his master and went
out. Vam Cuyler read:

“Do you remember, when my love was
gold and my faith was steel, how you
kissed me on the forehead and sealed our
union? .I shall cherish the memory of
that kiss as a redeeming blossom for my
grave. Had you accepted your responsi-
bility, the world would have forgiven, of
forgotten. But in shirking the issue you
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acknowledged the sin. I ask you to for-
give me, but the memory of your kiss
burned my brow and maddened me for a
time, Louise”

Wiken the wound was healed Van Cuy-
ler faced himself in the mirror. He had
changed much in two weeks, and his face
was pale from confinement to his room.
Amd on his brow was a livid oval, in the
centre of which were intertwined the deli-
cate lines of the letters “L.. V R.®

001

Van Cuyler was still standing before
the mirror He had drawm his hat low
over his brow. The scar, though indis-
tinct, was still visible.

But the time had come when he must
go forth. There was no longer the
shadow of an excuse for remaining in
these rooms. Soomer or later he must
face the world. Now was the time, if
ever He summoned Roberts—for no
reason save to accustom himself to the
ordeal of meeting his fellows.

“I am going out, Roberts,” he said,
quietly.

“Yeess, sir,” said the servant, mechani-
cally

Van Cuyler waited, as if he expected
Roberts to say something more. But
that was all. The servamt opened the
door for him and he passed out to the ele-
vator. As he went down he was con-
scious that the “boy” was eyeing him
askance.

“Hope yo' feelin' bettah, sah,” said the
boy

“Quiite well—perfectly well!” Van
Cuyler snapped. What was the “boy™
looking at? Was the scar so very visi-
ble? Could the boy read art letteniing?
Van Cuyler instinctively adjusted his hat
and stepped from the elevator with an
inward anathema. The fresh air revived
his spirits somewhat. He walked to the
avenue and started southward at a brisk
pace, swinging his cane defiantly.

He would have done with it—get it
over at once. He would go to the club
and face the members. He wondered if
the story had leaked. The first part of it
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had, as he knew to his cost. He had not
forgotten the civility—the painful civil-
ity—of his fellows when the Vam Cuyler-
Roder affair was first rumored. He had
not forgotten the “cuts” when the rumor
became eertainty, Trwe, he had some
friends, whe were enemies of Roder, and
Lowise had had sympathizers who knew
of Roder’'s exasperating ways.

But his heart sank as he viewed the
prospect before him. He was now on
neither side of the affair. He was the
pariah—the outcast, without even the
status of the sinner in the comtroversy.
He stopped short on the avenue and
groaned. He must face them with the
damning brand oA his brow—the sign
whieh told a whele tragie stery In three
Intertwined letters. Ged! Wmat a re-=
venge ! Roder weuld hear ef it and laugh
=hig half-suppressed, frezen laugh. The
flewspapers——

A carriage went past. Two women
turned their heads curiously and bowed.
His hand arose instinctively to his hat,
but fell to his side without removing it.
The detail stung him to a sense of the
enormity of his degradation. Wherever
he went, social usages would demand the
reveallng of the brand. It would be like
baring his seul te a hell ef whispering
devils!

He wandered on. He was conscious
that his destination lay in one of the
crosstown streets, But he did not arouse
himself until he stood before a sigh which
announced a dermatologist. The idea
had come like a star out of the gloom of
those two weeks of mental turrmoil. At
firgt he had planned te eall If a swrgeen
ef Intlmate aegquaintance and Have the
oval seal refneved, but the herrer 8f his
self-eonseiousness Had driven him t8 efe
whe eeuld net pessibly knew him Aer Ais
histery; ene whe was mere skilled 2ise
In the treatment ot faeial Blsts:

The dermatologist was a benign, spec-
tacled person, who at once clasped his
hands ecstatically and eried:

“Blless me! Is that a birthmark ?*

“It shall be your business to remove
it,” said Van Cuyler, sharply.

“Tuit, tut!” said the spectacled person.
“[ see, Of recent doing—hey? Most

remarkable! L. V. R—hey? Looks like
a seal. How on earth did you come by
that? It isn't tattooed. Bless me!
Youilwe beem bareandiedl!”

The dermatologist shouted the words
as if he had made an amazing discovery.
Van Cuyler started as if he had been
stabbed. He suddenly heard himself curs-
ing the man, whose expression changed
from surprise to anger. Tihen the pur-
ple bloed rushed over the dermatologist’s

faee.

“Stop!” he cried. “How dare you,
sir! Leave my office! You have been
branded by someone who has suffered
more at your hands than [ will allow
you to inflict upon me. Leawe this place
at once, and may you carry that seal to
hell, where you belmgg!”

Van Cuyler, pallid as a dead man, pres-
ently found himself in Madison Square,
facing an acquaintance,

“’Rom my word, it's Van Cuyler!
cried the acquaintance. “Where the
dickens have you been? Heard you were
ill. You do look a bit off. Wihat have
vou been doing with yourselff?”

“I—I ” said Van Cuyler, dazedly,
“I'wve been hunting—deer hunting—in
Maine.”

“Get anything? Or was it the kind
spelled with an ‘a'? Wihat's this
about——"

The acquaintance stopped talking. Van
Cuyler certainly looked ill—very ill, in-
deed.

“Lawk here, old man!" said the friend.
“Woui're not—wihat the dickens is that on

your brow?”
“That?” echoed Vam Cuyler, monoto-
nously. “Wy, that——"

He was seized with an impulse to run,
but the hand of the acquaintance was on
his shoulder, grasping it with kindly
firmmesss. He wished that the ground
could open and he—or the acquaintance
—be engulfed In the abyss. But there
was ne eseape. Desperation selzed him.
He snatehed his hat fremm his head, baring
his brew te the other’s gaze.

“That!” he snarled. “TFad¢’s what it
is! Read it—damn you!'—read it! And
tell ’em all she did it—Lowise Vernon
Roder. Nothing like getting the story
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straight, She branded me in my sleep.
[ deserved it, too. I'll carry it to hell,
where 1 Ibelborgg!®

In another second he was rushing
across the square, with his hat in his
hand.

“Poor fellow! Poor, old Vam!" mur-
mured the acquaintance. "I knew some-
thing would happen. But—gwod heaven !
To think "

That was the last time Vam Cuyler was
seen in New York.

IV

Van Cuyler sat on the veranda of the
rough, wooden structure which he had
come to cherish as a home and a refuge.
The moon sailed in a dense, blue sky
and cast brilliant gleams upon the frond-
lances of the palms. Sawve for the Indians
and the booming, whirring denizens of
the surrounding selvass, he was alome—
absolutely alene.

For five years he had sought this
refuge—refuge from the eyes of man
and woman. Time and again he had
thought himself secure, shut off from all
possibility of the truth becoming known.
Men looked at his brow when they fiirst
met him, and some unguardedly gues-
tlofied onee, but never twice. Woeren
asked, Aot Vam Cuyler, But the men whe
asseelated with him. Gaining ne infer-
fRatieR whenee nefe esuld be fertheem-
ing With truth, wemen speeulated, fe-
faaheed, even esurted, until By dint ot
HAAYIAG euFiBsity they eaught a whisper
frem the far-Blown winds. Again—=time
and agaln—=Vam Cuyler defl When i
seemed fhat there wWas A8 eseape from
the cufse; when He Had wandered, jike
€ain, Byer fHe face ?ff the earth; WHep
the pistal fad ?EEH all Byt FBF%§§%S& {8 nts
temple; IS refuge A the remote forests
8F Venezueld nad spened I8 Rif:

Before that he had repeatedly essayed
the removal of the telltale momoegram
from his brow, but ever his hand—his
nerve—something—failled him.,  Ever
after that last day in New Yerk the eofi-
viction remained with him that he was
destined to earry the seal “te hell, where
be be ¥ AS time went en, tes,

grew more regardiess of the world’s cu-
riosity The seal was upon his soul the
more it flamed upon his forehead. He
might obliterate the monograrm, but the
scar—the memory of the scar—wauwld re-
main with him, fraught with bitter mean-
ing to himself.

Tihere were even times when, like a
religious fanatic, he rejoiced in the livid
insignia of his past. But, despite that,
he had welcomed the refuge in the sstvas.
As superintendent of a vast rubber-land
concession, he was alone and supreme,
like a sea captain among his subordinates,
only Vam Cuyler found more satisfaction
in his jselation. The Indians feared him,
for the strange mark en his brow As a
rule, there was fiet a white man within a
hundred miles.

But to-night there was—or should be—
one. He was a director of the American
concern which held the concession, and
he was coming to look over the ground.
He had sailed from New York three
weeks before, From Port-of-Spaiin he
had come up the river to Ciudad Bolivar
Six days before, Vam Cuyler’s peons had
gone to meet himn with horses and pack-
mules. The New Yorier was expected
—to-nigiht,

The coming of the man stirred the old
dread in Vam Cuyler, all the more that
for seven months he had knowm peace.
But why trouble himself? The faet that
the visitor came from New Yotk was of
trivial moment. He need not necessarily
be a New Yoriker, and if a New Yorkef,
not necessarily one whe had ever heard
of Van Cuylef, ef Rodier, of the seal.

Yet he was troubled. It was the old
story over again. From New York! He
already saw the man's eyes travel to the
strange mark, He anticipated the ques-
tioning silence and the awkward change
of unspoken subject. Allieady he eould
see the man baek in New Yeork, with his
strange tale of the white man i the
selvars with the menegram Stamped 6f
his Brew. It might be menths, 8r years
but ene day a taee wewld light up an
a tengue utter the Aame

“Van Cuyler!”

“Wedll, what of it? Wiat had he to do
with New Yaork? Al who knew, kifew:;
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as for the rest—yet, if the story could
only die, he himself would die—in peace.

There was a shouting in the far selvas
and a near response from the Indian
huts. He was coming. Presently there
was a desultory ring of shod hoofs strik-
ing a loose stone. Several mounted men
rode into the clearing and drew up before
the low veranda. Van Cuyler extended
a hand to greet the tall man, with the
quiet, white man’s voice,

“Come inside,” said the superintendent.

“Semeething of a ride,” said the direc-
tor, following Van Cuyler into the light-
ed house.

The superintendent laid the lamp on
the table and resolutely raised his eyes
to the visitor's face. For a moment his
senses seemed to be leaving him, but he
pulled himself together He himself had
changed—temmiibly  Pie, the other, might
not recognize him. But the brand was
unique. Vam Cuyler saw recognition
succeed the startled flash in the direc-
tor's eyes. The superintendent sank
heavily inte a ehair and buried his faee if
his arms.

“Roder!”

The man who had once givea her the
seal stared at the collapsed figure before
him. Amn Iadian peon was standing in
the doorway, with an armful of satehels
and with wide-open eyes.

“Ot, you poor devil!” said the director,
at last.

He waved the peon away and himself
went out into the clearing, where he stood
with his lips pursed to a vain whistle,
staring up at the moen. All animesity
had vanished from his heart. There was
nothing in it for Van Cuyler but pify-
pity !l—the sympathy of one man fer an-
other against the common en@My—a
woman.

Amnd the woman ? Roder had watched
through those five years. She had drift-
ed—yes. She had developed a voice,
She had divorced him. Roder. She had
married an impresario, been divoreed,
and married a leading aeter Amd Aow
she was leading lady te a seecond Thes-
pian light, and anether divoree was pend-
ing against her, Amd this peer devil

Vamn Cuyler in the meantime had arisen

from the chair and gone to his sleeping
room. A sudden weight had lifted from
his soul. It seemed that his sin was ex-
piated, that a relenting fate had guided
this man to his side; had made him utter
the rough words which conveyed abso-
lute forgiveness.

From a corner he snatched a steel ram-
rod and shoved it into the flame of the
lamp. Slowly the metal heated and began
to glow When it was tipped with a
brilliant, radiating red, he stepped swiftly
to the cracked mirror beside the bed, and
looked for the last time at the imtertwined
L. V R.

For a moment it seemed that a face—
the shadow of a once fair, grief-stricken
face—was looking over his shoulder It
vanished instantly, but in fading it
seemed to have assumed a mocking ex-
pression. Seo quickly had the illusion
come and gone that the glow of the
heated rod had not diminished.

His hand was steady as he raised the
ramrod above his head. Then he brought
the branding iron down toward the ac-
cursed blot—slowly! One stab, and—
the steel rod clanged on the flloer Van
Cuyler staggered. His hands were over
his eyes as of yore. His brain was afire
as of vore. His eyes were throbbing as
of yore,

But it was done! The seal was oblit-
erated. Ple drew away his hands. It was
dark—piitchh dark. The lamp must have
gone out. Despite the intense pain, he
felt in his pocket for a match. FHe struck
it. It was still dark! For a moment he
stood still. Then, with his hands before
him, he felt for the table and the lamp.
He passed his hand over the funnel, The
hot vapor scorched it. The lamp was
still burning—amd it was dearik!

Agaiin he stood still and thougfit. He
tried to recall why he had not made use
of the hot metal before. Then he re-
membered and laughed. It was the story
of an Italian who had destroyed his “evil
eye” by passing a hot poker befere his
sight, Ah, yes! That was it.

He laughed again and groped around
the table. He drew open a drawer and
felt for the remedy.

Rodler, looking up at the moon, heard
the shot.



AT THE SIGN OF EROS

By Wallter Padiitzer

Author of “Cupid’s Pack of Cards,” “Cozy Corner Confidences,” etc.
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WILLING TO TAKE CHANCES.
I.

He kissed her on the cheek.
“Oh, hellp |” exclaimed the maid.
He said, “Of, thanks! [I'll mamage—
Yaut'll see I need no adit”

IL

He kissed her on the lips.
“How dared you!” cried the maid.
He said, “I dared because I'm Ibrawe,
Of germs I'm not afraiidit™

* Xk X

The girl who elopes with a baseball player evidently thinks she has a good

catch!
% % %

SWEET NOTHINGS—WITH A GRAIN OF SALT.

“fhe papers say he took her to a hotel.”
“Wedll, there are two sides to every storv, you know ™
“Yees, and sometimes four sides and a ceiliimg.”

He—Drearest, my singlke thought is but for you.
Swe—THen I wish you wouldnt think of me that way any maore!

Gebhart—THmt Miss Kmowitt has brains enough for two,
Carsome—THem you should marry her without delay

Muriel—I don't think you'd better speak to papa to-night, Reggie.

Reggie—Why so, dear? Is he imdisposed?

Muriet—Yees, tired and cross. You know, nothing so completely exhausts
poor papa as cutting coupons from his govermmemt bomdis!

¥ % &

It is not diplomacy for a man with a large family of daughters to keep

a dog.
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A MIDNIGHT TRAGEDY.

She stealthily arose from bed.

She groped around for her husband's clothes.

Finding them at last, she proceeded to search the pockets.

“Foiled!” she wailed between her chattering teeth,

Then she descended the stairs to the hall.

On the hatrack hung her husband’s overcoat. T

She delved into the pockets one by one.

“My God!" she cried. “TWhe letters I gave him this morning are gone.
He must have mailed theem!”

Heart-broken, she went back to bed.

® ok ok

Much adiey about nothing—a woman's farewell!

M'YES!

“Dearest Ethel,” began the young man, fervently, “you are different from
any other girl I ever knew ™

“Im what way?"” asked his bride-to-be.

“WHypy—er—yom see,” he replied, rather at a loss how to proceed, “you
accepted me.”

¥ % ¥

A TRUE SPORT

Said The Slipper to The Corset, “I have more fun than you. I dance every
nightt!*

Said The Corset to The Slipper, “More fun, eh? Why, I'm on a big bust
all the timmee!™

TO A GIRL CROSSING BROADWAY

Providence sends the naughty wind
That blows your skirts kneelnigh,
But God is good and He sends the dust
That blows in the bad man’s eve!

*

* kX%

FROM A SOCIETY JOURNAL.

“When a gentleman and a lady are walking up the street the lady should
walk inside the gemtlkemaan’*—Exchange.
This is awful!

¥ ¥ X

Love and the world laughs at vomn!



THE WILSON-WHIITHES' DIVORCE
By Maitibngd Leflyy (xdtmrne

E Wiilson-Whiites were ennuied
with living and satiated with
sensations. They suffered also
from that malignant and pe-
culiarly Amwericam disorder, too much
money. Neither of them had ever had
a wish ungratified; therefore, they
found existence stale, unprofitable and
ungati§fyiﬂ$; Oeeasionallly, 'tls true, they
suceeeded for a time In deluding them-
selves inte the Belief that they were ef-
joying semething, but seefner or later
the disillusionment was sufe t8 &sme.

Amd so they wearily plodded the rounds
of society resorts and fulfilled their so-
cial obligations at Newport, Bar Har-
bor, the mountains, the seashore, the
country, Florida, Lemdem — wherever
Faghiom set up its temporary glittering
eourt, and daneed and feasted and wore
fine raiment In beautlful unifermity with
thelf “‘set.”

Living always under the shadow of
wealth, born to purple and fine linen,
brought up to believe money the most
beautiful, necessary and desirable thing
in the wortld, it was net strange that they
could not realize the nature of the bur-
den that bere themn down. Alll they
were eonscious of was a vagwe discom-
fort, a laek of eontentment, a longing
for semething Righly desirable that they
eeuld net define. Whem the longing
grew partieularly aeute they weat eut
aRd beught semething and played with
it fof an heur, er a day, oF a meRAthH,
and tried t8 imagine themselves amused,
and felt vaguely aggrirved fhat the same
Hadefined ienging persisted still:

It was a pity, too, for, really, they were
both rather nice, good-natured,, amusing
people, whom anyone would have been
glad to be friends with if they hadn’t had
so much money. If Bobbv, for instance,
had been a bank clerk, or an arehiteet,
or a rising young lawyer, and had had te
econorize a bit en elothes and limit his
expenditure for eigars, and If Delly had

had to get along with one maid and de
most of her owm cooking and have her
last year’s gowms made over to look like
new, they’d have been a most delightful
couple to know, and would have got more
real, genuime, satisfying enjoymemt out
of one year of life than from an eter-
ity of existence handicapped with their
burdem of Inherited wealth.

Bwvem if Bobby had amassed the money
himselff it would have been vastly differ-
ent; but all he had ever had to do with
money was to spend it, without thought
of where it came from or how much was
left. Amd Dolly likewise. They knew, both
of them, in a vagwe way, that some for-
gottem ancestor had thoughtfully laid the
eornerstone of their fortunes in the dim
obseurity of the past, and that other an-
eestors, eoming after, had builded up the
strueture IAate an Impesing, solid faet;
and that still ether later ameesters had
judiciously invested In rmines and rall-
Foads and steamship 1iRes that untfalling-
ly grew and prespered and added gelden
Inerement t8 thelr milliens:

Amd so Bobby and Delly had grown
from pampered, uninteresting child-
hood to pampered, uninteresting youth,
carefully guided in the narrow pathway
which it was permitted them to tread.
Ewam their marriage had been arranged
for them, years and years before they
had had any theught ef It, and both being
well-behaved, ebedient children, when
the proper time arrived, they ebeyed the
prompting of their menitors and aeeept-
ed matrimeny with as mueh emetion as
they aceepted their daily bath.

Five years of marital placidity con-
vinced them both that marriage was
somewhat of a bore. Perhaps if they
had had children it might have been
otherwise; but, while they would have
perfunctorily accepted parenthood, they
experiemced. no particular longing for
its responsibilities and joys, and drifted
into the category of childless people of
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fashion, feeling merely, in a vague way,
that life, that owed them so much, had
somehow cheated them of part of their
inheritance.,

Dolly it was who fiirst felt the fetters
galling. So many of her acquaintances
had slipped the matrimonmial yoke for
more or less valid reasons that she began,
hazily at first, to wonder what it would
seem like to be divorced. It would be
a new sensation at least, and semsations,
vivid ones, were necessary to her happi-
ness.

When she mentioned the subject of
her cogitations to Bobby, he stared at her
first in bewilderment. Then, blundering-
ly, in his clumsy, man fashion, he tried
to assign a reason for her discontent.

“It isn’t any one particular thing.
Bobby,” she said, plaintively. “I can't
explain, even to myself, just why I want
a divorce. All I know is that I do want
it. Perhaps if you beat me occasionally
or got disgracefully drunk or gambled
atrociously or ran after other women 1
might love you with fervor and devo-
tion, But it's all so—se commonplace
and upnamusing that I'm tired of it I
want a ehange. Seo If you den’t mind.
Bobby, I thifk I'll get a divoree.”

Bobby lit a cigarette and smoked re-
flectivetyy. “It is rather stupid,” he as-
sented. “If it will amuse you any to be
divorced, go ahead. I—I'd like to please
you, Dolly,” he said. a trifle shyly.

“Your're a dear, good boy!” answered
Dolly, with animation. “T1l see Plunkett
at once.” Plunkett being the staid, irre-
proachable man of law, who safeguarded
Dolly’s funded interests,

For the very rich the pathway to the
divorce court is strewn with roses. With
twenty trunks, two maids, an auto and a
chauffeur, Dolly departed in strict imcog-
nite for the Notfth Dakota divorce col-
ofiy, where she established herself in the
mest eomtortable, commodious and ex-
eluslve sulte of the mest expensive hos-
telry there established for sheltering
wealthy weren wearv of the tle that
tires, and prepared te pass the allstted
peried of probatien in StFiet seelysien.

Meanwihile Bobby moped about his
clubs, motored, rode and golfed, and

practiced the role of ex-husband, experi-
encing alternate boredom and relief. That
Dolly telegraphed him daily bulletins of
her doings and wrote him weekly bulky
letters filled with lively gossip did not
strike him as incongruous. He consid-
ered himself still on the best of terms
with her, executed her commissions with
faithfulness and dispateh, and spent an
entire afternooen in selecting a diemend
pin and pearl necklace as a gitt te her en
the oceasion of het birthday.

On the day of her returm he was at
the station an hour before her train was
due, and when she descended from the
parlor car pushed his way through the
crowd to greet her eagerly, and nearly
kissed her before he remembered. Then
he blushed and fumbled awkwatdly with
his hat, while Deolly giggled. On the
day after the decree was gramted they
met again, Bobby epenly deleful, Delly
a trifle subdued.

“Let’s go somewhere and have Mhumcln,*
he suggested, mournfully, “and—er—
celebrate the—er—joyful occasiom.’

“Alll right,” assented Dolly. “[t’s the
last time. Henceforth we meet as stran-
gers. But we’ll always be good friends,
won‘t we, Bobby?” she asked, anxiously.
“It isn’t as though we were going te part
in anger.” Then, musingly, “I wender
how it’s going to seem! Anyway,” hepe-
tully, “if we doen’t llke It we ean get mar-
rled all ever again, ean’t we, Bebby?’

Bobby blushed a dull red and turned
his head away. “Then it isn't—isn’t
Wentworth?” he asked, huskily,

Dalll gazed at him in wide-eyed as-
tonishment. “Wihy, Bobbv !" she gasped.
“The iidezal’

Bobby grew still more red. “I"'mm such
a duffler? he confessed, humbly. “And
I rather fancied it might be him, yeu
know,” he said. “Amyway. I'm glad i
isn’t.”

Later he managed awkwardly to voice
a thought that had troubled him for days,
“[f anything should happen, Dolly,” he
said, “if you should need money, or—or
be sick, or anything of that sort, yow’ll let
me know, won't yow?’

“Wiy, of course, Bobby,”
agreed, readily,

Dolly
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“Amd you'd better let me send you that
new car I bought last month,” he ‘sug-
gested. “It's a mighty nice little ear,
and it's upholstered in greem leather
You always liked green, you know ™

“Theamnks, awfully!” said Dolly “And
now I must really go, Bobby We don't
want folks to gossip, you know ™

And so they parted, and Dolly went to
eat of the flieshpots of Newport, while
Bobby, feeling somehow very much alone
in the world, went to Florida to fish for
tarpon, and loafed forlornly about the
clubhouse and smoked immumerable
cigars.

Time passed, as Time has a way of
doing, and in the fuiiness thereef Dolly
went abroad and was very gay in the
London season, fluttersal about Paris
like a butterfly, renewed old acquaint-
ances in Nice; took a peep at Switzer-
land, and fimally settied down at Veniee
for an extended stay. The pictaresque
sights along the grand canal charmed her
color-loving soul; the silent, slew-gliding
gondolas suggested mystery and intrigue,
and the restfuilness and quiet of her daily
life in the shadow of the Bridge of Sighs
soothed her restless spirit to tranquillity.

And then, one day, a chance meeting
with a lately arrived acquaintance
brought disquieting news of Bobby. Seme
astounding fimancial upheaval had left
Him penniless. Her first thought was to
cable funds to him=her second to go to
him in person and offer him a share of
her own fortune on any terms he might
dictate. She felt more than a little doubt-
ful of his accepting fimancial aid frem
her, proffered from a distance, but if she
bore it to him with her own hands she
felt confident of overcoming any Seru=
ples he might advance.

Stopping only long enough to make the
absolutely necessary preparations for her
journey and leaving one of her maids to
complete the packing of her baggage and
attend to forwarding it, she set eut in a
fever of impatience for Amemica. The
tremor of agitation and econcern that
overcame her vhen she thotipht of Behbv
penniless, perhaps friendless and in ae-
tual wamt, confused and frightened her
Was she in love with him, after all? she

asked herself, and could not find the
answer to the question.

So changed had Bobby become in the
months of her absence that at first she
hardly knew him. She had left him
bored, listless, precise in speech and man-
ner She returmed to find him alert,
bright eyed, restless with energy, some-
what slangy as to conversation and care-
less as to costume—in a word, intensely
alive and human.

He was so different from what she had
expected that she was confused and self-
conscious. The carefully considered
speech that she had mentally prepared, in
which she had intended to gradually lead
up to the proposal of sharing her fortune
with him in such a way that he could not
refuse her offer, fled completely from
her mind.

“Oh, Bobby!” she cried, instead. “I
was in Venice when I heard of it, and 1
started for home at once, and I've cried
myself to sleep every night, and won't
you please—please take half of my horrid
mor|1e_v’? If vou won’t I shall be desper-
ate.!lh

Bobby grinmed joyously and held up
both hands in protest. “That’s awfully
good and generous of you, Dolly,” he
said , “but I couldn’t do it, really. I don't
want it—nhonest—and I couldn’t take it
if T did.”

“But T heard you had lost every dol-
lar,” said Doliy, piteously, “and I didn't
know but what you might even be—be
hungry, and I've worried dreadfully.”

Bobby grinned. *I did lose it,” he an-
swered, “and I don’t know yet just how,
but I'm not worrying about it for a min-
ute, and I haven’t been hungry very long
at a time. It was something of & shock
at first, of course, and 1 didn’t get used
te the feeling of being poor all at omoe:
but now I'm finding out what a lot of fun
there is in the world, and you couldn't
hire me to be rich again. When I found
I'd got to get out and hustle for some-
thmg to eat and a place to sleep, I took
stock of my accomplishments and de-
gided 1 wasn’t really fitted by imclina-
tion and training for any calling except
that of a chauffeur. Youw know, I was a
pretty good amateur mechamician before
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the crash came, It didn't take me long
to find a place as driver in one of the big
garages, and in a few months I got to be
manager Now I'm selling cars on com-
mission and demonstrating for one of the
big firms, and in a year or so I expect to
be able to open a garage of my own,

“I'we got acquaimted with a lot of
mighty interesting people—just common,
human people, you know—amd I like ‘em,
and I like hustling around for business,
and getting it. [ used to think living
was an awful bore, but it isn't. It's the
greatest fun there is—just living and
working, and having a good time on the
side. It's greatt}”

Dolly gazed at him with speculative
eyes. “Do you suppose, Bobby,” she
queried, “that you could teach me to like
it?”

“Ill bet I could!” answered Bobby
“Butt you'd have to get rid of your money
first—eeerry dollar of it. Give it to some-
body you've got a grudge against, or
endow a hospital or sometimirg.”

“Iff I did, would you—would you marry
me again, Bobby?” she asked, anxiously.

“Weomld 11" exclaimed Bobby, raptur-
ously. “Yau’d have to hire a special
policeman to keep me from doing it

There’s just one girl in all this great, big
world I want—amd that's you, Dolly.*

“I believe it would be worth the price,
Bobby,” said Delly, with shining eyes.
“I'll see Plumkett to-day and get him to
put mv money in trust for a children’s
hospital, and then we'll go round, Bobby,
and hunt up poor, little, sick and crippled
children and send them there. But—but,
Bobby—suppose—me might”—she hid
her face agaimst his shoulder and spoke
in a hushed and trembling voice—"per-
haps we might have children ourselves,
Bobby.”

He drew her close to his breast. “I
hope we will, sweetheart,” he said, sol-
emnly; “but if we do, we won’t handi-
cap them with wealth. They shall have
a chance to grow up free and happy.”
Then he kissed her, and presently she
went to see Plunkett, and astonished that
staid person, for the first and only time
in his life,

Amnd shortly afterwards she and Bobby
were married again, and if you should
happen to be privileged to make their
acquaintance, you would say that they
were the happiest and most contented
couple you ever met, and that they had
three of the most charming children you
ever saw—ifhat is, unless you happen to
hawe childrem yourself.

THE WITNBESS
By Ruatlemtt Braco

XASPERATED by his indiffer-
ence, Rosallie looked at him with
an expression even more strangely
catlike than usual, and told him,

with her cold, cruel smile, without even
taking the trouble to hide her meanness,
that her husband had not gone away on a
journey, as she had let him think. No,
ne, it was not true, he was here—the
beast—sleeping in the very next room!
Wihen Rudolfe heard this he felt his blood
grow eold in his veins and clutched at his
heart, whieh seemed to come to a snd<«n
standstill after one violent throb.

“Do you want to hear him snore? Just
approach the door and listen. Come
alomg!”

“Nw, I prefer to remain where I am,
I believe you—do not doubt for a me-
ment that I believe you. But why did
you summon rue here this night? Why
did you send over the old hag Mathilda
to tell me that lie was going to Rome by
the 10.40 train? What sort of jest s
this? The devil take ittd”

He spoke all this in a hardly audible
whisper; the slight little fellow shivered
in all his body. His wormamnish, besrdless
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face was drawn, and his eyes looked un-
easily from one door to the other. Of
his usual bravado—that of the Hitawe,
twenty-year-old woman’s darling—mot a
vestige remained. The unconguerable,
panicky fear made him as weak as a
child.

“Do you want to hear him smone??
cruelly repeated Rosalia, in a low voice.

“Stop! Wihat do I want to hear him
snore for? Yow must be mad! [ want
to get out of here—that is ail I want. Do
you umdiensttand?”

“No—ithat you will not. See, here 1
have the key from the outside door. You
have fallen into a trap, my young poet,
and you shall stay in it

“Buait, tell me what you have on your
mind to-night. Why do you look at me
in such a way, and why are you speaking
to me like tiniis?”

“Wihy do I look and speak to you in
this way? Yaow do not know, do you?
But yesterday at the fountain of the
public park—do vou recollect?"

“Wedll—eamd ?*

“I told you. ‘To-morrow is Saturday.
Amtonio will, in all probability, have to
leave on a jourmey. Cam you come to
me about lipp. m."?*

“Wall—wwedlll, speak further.”

“Youm did not reply to me, but contin-
ued to gaze like one entranced after a
passing hearse.”

“Domn’t you know that the sight of a
hearse always makes a strange impres-
sion on me?*

“"Yow did not give me an amswer—you

actor, you! Because you had already
made other arrangements.

(.‘[,?l.’

“Yees, an appointment with another

woman: and as Amtomio did not leave the
citv, after all. I nevertheless mamaged
to lure you here by a lie, so as to keep
you from running to the other ome’

“Batt listen to me. It is now a month
since vou have bothered me with all kinds
of foolish suspicions.™

“Amd you, poor boy! are as imnocent
of any wrong as a new-born babe. Now,
look here, you ninny! You have read
so many books and have written a heap
of poetry, and are nevertheless such a

YoaURG'S MAMAZAXIRE

simplieton that you could not even notice
that I have known everything for a long
time. Swch a punv, little thing as your-
self—such a weakling—cammot hide for
long his treachery to the woman whom
he professes to lawel™

“Wiith your foolish talk, you will yet
bring a misfortune upon me. Let me get
out of Ineneet”

“I will let you go; but only under one
condition.”

“Go ahead; let us hear your condition,
but be quick about it

“Iihat you confess everything to me”

“Amd what have I to comfess?”

“Dom’t !

“I lie—I lie?”

“Lyimg will not do you any good. 1
could tell you who she is, where she lives,
and what she does, the insipid thing who
is enamored with you. But because I still
love you very much, you rascal, you,
I am prepared—do you hear?—I am
even prepared to forgive and to spare
you, if you prove to me your repentance
and contrition bv frankly confessing
everything and promising never again to
go near her.”

Intoxicated by maddening jealousy, to
which still clung a slight feeling of hope
that her suspicions were unfounded, her
words sounded sincere and her lips
burned. She wished to find out if he was
deceiving her, and for that reason she
bad lured him into a place where he could
at any moment be caugfit by that hage
crcature—her husband—thinking that
fear would force the truth from the lips
of the slight, puny little fellow whom
she loved as only a womamn past forty can
love, and hoping that her suspicions
might prove false and that he would not
have anything to confess. She cajoled
and persuaded him as one persuades a
child to confess to the foolish mischief it
has committed. Bending close to his
ear, she saids

“Wedll, go ahead: tell me everything
—mind you, everytiiiirg!™

In his fear and excitement he was
slowly coming to the conclusion that she
must have been shadowing him for some
time, and really knew as much as she
pretended to know. For a moment he
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hesitated; then he said, in the tone of one
who does not choose to commit himseltf

“If you know everything, as you say,
why do you need me to tell you ?"

“Why? Because a thorough confes-
sion,” she replied, searching for words,
“would make it again possible for me
to trust you, ‘Then I should not fear any
more treachery and falsehood on your
part. Do you understand me—yes? Do
you understand, my lowe?”

“Sialll I invent a story, just to please
you 7"

“Take care! Take care!

“Give me the key and let me go!"

“I tell you, take came!

“Na, no; do not shout so loud.”

“[Eitther you obey and confess or I will
really begin to shout, and that will be
very unfortunate for you. There is no
other way out of the difficulty—neither
for you nor for me.”

“Curse you I

“Tedll me everything and you shall go
free.”

Seeing that, though he feared her threat
very much, he nevertheless could not find
anything to confess, her suspicions be-
came partly allayed, and she was ready
to believe that her fears were unfounded,
A little more torture and a little more
resistance on his part and she would have
loudly proelaimed his finnocence.

But he, beside himself with fear, was
already half conquerer and ready to sur-
render. He was drawm into the trap she
had set for him, as if driven by some
magical power,

"Sihe must have shadowed me,” he
thought. “Amd maybe she has taken the
letter which I thought I lost out of my
pocket. She knows perfectly well for
whom I have deceived her It would be
better for me to try and calm her by a
confession than to exasperate this terrible
woman stlll further She is really eapa-
hle, if thwarted, of handing fme gver t8
her brute af a husband.”

“Rudiolfe, my Ruwdolfo. do not force
me to commit a foolish action—nay, a
crime! Very well, then, you have de-
ceived me. What do I demand of you
now? What are my hopes? That you
should show yeurself repentant, geed,

ITWITNESS
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upright and frank. Domn’t you see that 1
cannot act offrewise?"

She spoke the last words a little louder
than before, and Rudolfo, shivering with

fear, quickly put his hand over her
mouth.

“Sh—sh! Sh—sh! [ will—I will tell
you alllf™

Rosalia kept silent. It seemed to her
that her head was bursting. A fiiry
stream of wrath ran through her merves.
But she well understood that now, more
than ever, she had need of her whole
self-possession. Affter a short pause she
succeeded jn regaining her self-command
and in saying, in a voice fraught with
gratitude:

~Themks—tthamks, my darling!
and tell me.”

“Do you swear to let me go unmolest-
ed. and that you will forgive me?"

[ swear! Come, tell me.

“IMere is but little to be told. We
became fascinated without wishing it

"So!! Without wishing itt?”

“Off course! I am sorry I have not
any letter with me so you could convince
yourself with you own eyes. I am really
sorry. The letter which you probably
have—wfhich you have takem out of my
pocket

“Whiich I took out of your podkett?”
(Sime had never taken any letter from
him; but, with her habitual slyness, she
divined that he must have lost one, and
geeedily upheld him in his fear of her
having it in her hands) “W&ll, go ahead.”

“Tthis letter is the only one from which
one could not see the truth at the fiirst
glance.”

“Amd what is the tmutin?”

“The truth is that I have only been
drawn to her from pitty.”

“Is that so—really? From the letter
one could judge quite ctihenwise.”

“Amdl, nevertheless, if I had not pitied
her——"

“You would mott—"

“i would not have let her love me; no,
I would not’*

“By the way

“Wihw are you interrupting me, Rosa-
lia 2

Go on

»n
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"Bw the way, is she beautiifiull?"

“Beeaumtiful? No.”

“Is she young?”

“Young? Yes, she is.
not please me.”

“Ah! She does not please you ?"

“Not at all.”

“Buat, tell me, why—why do you al-
ways carry her picture secreted with
you?"”

“What!” he exclaimed, tiunderstruck
with amazement. “#ivem this you kmow?

Rosalia’s eyes, which were now ablaze
with anger, opened wide. She gnashed
her teeth and shook him violently by
his shoulders.

“No,” she said, flimging the words into
his face. “No, I did not know it, I did
not know anythimg, I simply guessed it—
everything, everything, everything! You
traitor!”

“¥Youw may beat me, torture me, but,
for God's sake, don't shout so!” he whis-
pered, while a cold sweat covered his
brow.

But the woman he had betrayed, on
hearing his pleading, suddenly recollect-
ed that she had her bloody revenge here
by her hand, and she stepped back from
him, screaming so loudly that her cries
resounded through the stillness of the
night

“Yow mean, despicable creature! You
loathsome reptile! You believe that 1
would forgive yow?"

“Do not shout so—please do not shout
so!”

“You believed it? Yaow ass I

“Rosalia, we are lost!™

“Yees, we are lost! I want to see you
die—and you will diie?”

But she does

For a moment she listened, then she
said

“Here he comes. It is fulfillksb!”

Amnd the monster, who had only a mo-
ment before been fast asleep, rushed in
like an earthquake. Only half clad, he
looked like some ludicrous, huge beast,
and everything in the room—the walls,
the furniture—seemed to vibrate with
fear at his approach. Rudolfo uttered a
groan and shrank back with outstretched
arms, as if trying to ward off a blow, in
his backward step he overturned a chair
and hurt his shoulder by striking the
wall. Rasalia looked on, her eyes spurt-
ing the fire of rage and hatred in the dim
light of the room, and screamed

“Kifll him! Kl hiipn?”

But her husband did not even approach
Rudolfo. He rushed straight at her,
with the revolver clutched tight in his
fist, and roared

“Nw, this is for you!” and he flired.
Shie fell to the floor, her hands tightly
pressed to her breast, from which the
blood was already gushing, but her lips
still pleaded for the death of her treach-
erous lover

“IGill him!
kill him also!”

Rudolfo crouched behind the over-
turned chair His whole body shook con-
vulsively with fear. The husband ap-
proached kim and gazed at him for sev-
eral minutes in silence, then he said, in a
calm, collected voice

“Laovk you here! I am going in to
dress. You wait for me. You will have
to accompany me to the police station.
Youw are to be my witness. Do you un-
derstand ?*

Kiilt him! I beg of you,



SINGING WOOD—A’'STUDY

By Wirginia Lelln Tient2

DEALS. sentiment, dreams — ah,
they were all very well for youth,
she told herself. But she was a
woman now; she could do with-
out them, There were other things more
necessary to her life, This, for example
She lifted her huge muff of ermine and
laid her soft cheek earessingly against it.
Oh, the queenly feel of the tliig—how
all her life she had longed for just sueh
luxury! Amd this: With a glance of
pride, she swept the aristoeratic equip-
ments of the metor ear I whieh they
were splanlng up the avenue.

How she loved the easy, lhuxuriant
things of life—dainty viands, lavish ap-
parel; the adulation of the passing glamce,
the glitter of many electrics! She, An-
gela Markham, was not made for domes-
ticity, she mused as the car turned into
Fiffty-seventh street; she was an exotic.
She craved the stimulus of continual ex-
citeraent ; the outside, ostentatious atmos-=
phere of restauramt, theatre, hotel,

“Wake up, Angela! You haven’t ut-
tered a word for ten minutes. That won’t
do, you know. Mind you, I'll expect my
wife to be a credit to me in comversa-
tion. Wiy, that’s one of the reasons that
first made me determined to tarry you—
you're such a eorker in conversation.
Yes, sir!™—the man at her side smiled
coarsely—"you'ie: one of the best talkers
I ever bucked up agaimst!”

There was a jewel of Purdlie’s on An-
gela’s finger Umder her big muff she
pressed it rather sharply inte her fllesh
as he spoke, Wi had the mere faet of
her deciding toe marey this man swddenly
made hm so obnoxious to her? Yester-
day, doubtless, his eyes had been just
as small and cold and flimty., hls jaw just
as heavy, his speeeh just as vulgar.

“Ome can't always be up to comversa-
tion, you know,” she said, biting her scar-
let underlip. Quickly she turned her
tactics and smiled at him—one of her
radiant, dimpled smiles. “Just wait tili

we get to Sherry’s to-night. T'll make up
for it at Sherry’s.”

At Carnegie Hall they alighted from
the motor car. The lobby of the house
was deserted, and behind the swinging
doors of the auditorium scattering vol-
leys of applause told that they were late
for the concert; that they had missed the
first number, at least,

Afiter a little delay, the manager of the
concert appeared on the stage and an-
nounced that, owing to a sudden illmess,
Herr Kiajizel, the celebrated violinist,
would not be able to appear, but that he
had supplied a substitute to give the
promised numbers. Amgela missed the
name of the substitute, thetre was such
a talkative, eld gentleman baek of her.
However, 1t made very llttle differemee,
she’d esme prineipally te hear Mile. Car-
mel sing. Over IAn Pawis, 1A the days
when she was studying musie herself,
Macrmpiseilie had been a friend ef hers.

Of a sudden, Amgella went white and
her lorgnon dropped clattering to the
floar  Five years ago!—amd there he
stood but as yesterday! A slight, imcon-
spicuous figure, holding his precious
Amati—a man still young, with thick,
black hair. a lefty, intelligent forehead;
wide, sensitive nostrils, an air of calm-
ness and serenity, and an imdescribable
expression of pride, high thinking and
artistle fire.

At the first sweet, silver sound of the
strings under the bow Amgela shuddered.
Ah, no, no—dear God, not thmtt!—not
Beethoven’s Romamce in G!

Presently, as the witchery of the music
compelled her, she lost the sulbjective
mood, and viewed things from an objec-
tive point of view. The auditorium faded
away. The consciousness of two young
lovers, both struggling for the sake of
their respective arts in obscure attic lodg-
ings on La Rue de la Tour &Auvergne,
became very real to her,

“Lawk, sweetheart!” she heard the man
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saying. “See how that sunset displays
the gems of Fairylland on the slopes of
the Montmartre!” They had pushed the
cheesecloth curtains in her tiny studio
window further apart, and were standing
with their faces lifted to the light. “Do
you know, dear,” he went on, turning to
the girl reverently,“you might pose for the
mystery of womanhood as you stand so,
the splendid rose flame bathing you. And
to think that you've promised to be mv
little wife—that I'm to have the exquisite
privilege of sheltering you always. It
maddens me now, sometimes, to know
what you are being deprived of—you who
are the fairest, sweetest filower in all
God’s garden! But, Amgela, I have it in
me to succeed. When I get my mother’s
mortgage paid off, I shall work for you
with all the fire of my soul, all the
strength of my fimgers, all the concentra-
tion of mv brain. I shall make it up to
you—I—"

She could hear the girl’s happy, young
laugh break in with the note of joyful
tenderness and reassuramce. Had she,
Amgela Markham, really laughed like that
once? she wondered. It seemed rather
strange now that any woman could have
such a happy, unspoiled laugh.

“Gad! that young devil of a violinist’s
got an ear for music, all right. Wonder
who he is! Never heard of him before;
did you? But, anyhow, they're all a sen-
timental, poverty-stricken lot. Aiin’t you
glad you lost your voice, Amgela, and had
to chuck up your music? Aim’t you glad
you're goin’ to marrv a Walll Street man
instead of a musician?’ The young
woman with the ermine muff shivered as
Purdiie’s plump, ostentatiously jeweled
hand fell a trifle heavily on her own.

In response to unanimous plaudits
from the audience, the slim fiigure with
the Amati was raising his beloved imstru-
ment to his chin for an emcore.

Wihat was the melody he played ? Only
two in that audience had ever heard it
before. It grew up like a white flitower
in the ferny spaces of deep woods. It
gathered strength as does the night, star
following star. It ceased as the dawn
begins, with quiet, peaceful color. A few
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notes, low and firmm and equal, and it was
done.

The first time Amgela had heard him
play it was the hour of impoverisation.
How unforgettably she recalled the set-
ting! Outside the little attic studios the
thinning rain had begun to whisper
silence—beyond the reach of temptation,
to speak in mere words. He had picked
up his precious fiddle, as calm in the glint
of flireligitt it lay, and lovingly his fiivggesrs
had quivered for an instant along the
strings. How he loved it! “It’s not
wood and steel, sweetheart; but immor-
tality Listen!" The whispering silence
had passed upward, trailing its silken
skirts into space, and then—and then

A hot tear splashed on Amgela’s white-
gloved hand—the first that had moistened
her heavy, black lashes in years. With
a sickening effort, she fetched herself
together Fortumately, however, her es-
cort had not observed the miracle. He
was stretching his ruddy, fat neck to
notice someone on the other side of the
house.

“Mhat’s him, I bet!” he ejaculated,
turning to Amgela. “See that man over
there with the bald head? Well, that's
the architect I was talkin’ to this morning
about the plans for our new house. It'll
be a bird, I can tell yow!™”

She forced a smile to her lips, and
it stayed there in artificial, piteous fash-
ion until her favorite andante dispelled
it.

Under her glove she turned the big
solitaire around and around umcertainly.
Suppose—suppose—hefore it was too
late—— “Affter all, the world is well lost
for love, is it not?” she mused. There
seemed to be a strange, sweet fascination
in the thought.

In the silence that followed the vio-
linist’s final disappearamce from the stage
Amgelica overheard a bit of monoclogue
on the part of the talkative, old gentle-
man sitting just behind. Purdie had
gone out for a moment to telephone.

“Ath, he has genius, T tell you! Now
that at last his chance has come, he won't
lack for engagemmemts. Can't help but
make a hit, you see. Met him a couple
of years age, in Berlin, where he was
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burying his talent in an orchestra—sec-
ond fiddle, at that. Fancy! He was
working like a dog, teaching, too—help-
ing to lift the mortgage on his mother’s
farm in Normandy, and educating his lit-
tle sister. His face—you never saw so
mueh suffering eondensed inte one faee.
He was beardless, but eld; eager, deter-
mined, desperate. but tired. It appears,
te eap the ellmax, that a girl whe had
Been t8 him the sum ef all things exeel-
lent—ene ot your henest Amprican girls,
By the way=—mad threwn him ever, hay-
iAg aspiratiens ef her ewh, and tifing ot
the leng fead it teel him to travel ¢9
sHeeess. Wil well, the werld moves
8A, and if vBY eould suess ansther fitte
%B%JHQE’%" Baek 8F fls appearance here

Here his feminine companion imnter-
posed a low-pitched question.

“Yeess, Miss Clevermess, how did you
guess? I'd thought it was a secret. Yes,
it's Herr Kmsiizel’'s daughter. There she
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is, over there—that box in the fiirst right-
hand tier. Pretty as a picture, isn’t she?
Amd just as sweet as she is beautiful, I
assure you, Theyll make an ideal couple,
and Herr Knejizel is simply dippy over
it. He loves that young fellow already
like a son, and will give him every
chance.”

* *%k ok * ok * * *

Wihen Purdie returned, a few minutes
later, he found Amgela’s lorgnon bear-
ing upon the box in the fiirst right-hand
tier. There was a girl there—a dark,
lovely, Murtillo-faced girl, with the can-
dor of one of Perugine’s frumpeting
angels of her young brow.

“Wio are you rubbering at this time,
Angela?” he asked, with coarse good
nature. Anmgela folded her lorgnon.

“I believe I'm a bit bored and have a
headache,” she said in answer. “Come,
let's go. We can hear Mile. Carmel an-
other time.”

1 AWAKENING OF HALSEY

By Rithemdd Hareldd Masrer

HEN the usher brought the

note to his box, young Tom

Halsey’s hands trembled so

violently that for a moment

he was unable to tear open the lomg-cov-

eted missive,

The letter, in a round, childish but not

illiterate handwriting, ran as followss:

“Dear Mr, Halsey:

“I have decidcd to reward you for your
long perseverance. Come and see me to-
morrow at three o'clock, at my apartment
in the Rowmmamia. Very simcerely,

VALERTE."

Halsey sat as one stunned, unable to
comprehend the fact that such joy really
was to be his, and that the will-o’-the-
wisp which he had pursued so fruitlessly
for nearly a year was at last within his
grasp. With unseeing eyes, he stared

at the last act of “The Maid of Granada,”
findingz nothing of interest in the tawdry
spectacle, which he was witnessing to-
night for the eighteenth time. Butt when
the ehorus finally subsided and retired to
the baek of the stage, and the orchestra
burst inte the epening bars of a lilting
helere, Halsey leaned ever the rail, his
fase tense with exeitement. This me-
ment was very fami_liﬁf te him, and
fraught with greatest #mpert.
Sudldenty, a small, graceful fiigure
glided upon the stage, and for a moment
stood poised full in the glare of the cal-
cium. Semiling saucily from under the
slant of her turban, with one white arm
raised above her head, she looked the
very Inecarnation of that unreal, enchant-
ed land—the Spaiim of eomic opera. Then,
with a ellek of her castanets and a stamp
ef her heels, she threw herself headlong
inte the danee, tugging mere ferelbly
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with every glide, every inimitable pirou-
ette, at the heartstrings of the pale-faced
boy gazing so hungrily from the dim
recesses of the box. Amnd this was Vale-
rie, the celebrated daneer, who had
deigned to bid te her apartment Tom
Hallsey, sclon of one of the sldest familles
in Ameriea and a sephemere iR a great
New Emgllamd yniversity

Wihen she had whirled from sight for
the last time, Halsey abruptly left the
theatre and walked on air to his hotel,
He retired at once, but only to pass a
sleepless night, so great was his exeite-
ment at the prospeet of all that the next
day held ferth.

Less than two years before, Tom Hal-
sey had been plunged from the lofty but
unsubstantial heights ereated by an ader-
ing mother and a long line of elderly
tutors into the vortex of eollege life. Here
his family affiliations had placed him,
willv nllly, ameng a erewd ef men with
whem hls pesition anRd wealth were Ris
enly pelnts in eemmen. They liked hif,
berrewed meney frem him, and frankly
feund him whResngenial.

Of all their strange diversions, the one
of which the prosy youth disapproved
most strongly was the stage-door habit.
He abomimated and feared the beauties of
the footlights, and avoided them as he
would the plague. But one nlght he saw
Vallerie danee In “The Maid of Granada”
when it was belng tried eut en the fead
before the New York epening, and frem
that mement the peaeeful esirse of fis
life was eRanged. Great a3 was the in-
eengruity Between the twe, the daneer
appealed strengly {8 Halsey; he &ngowed
Rer with qualities which éh% did H? €8§-
§ess 1R e §lie«m§t degree. an aﬂ 1&g
HiFﬁ%%'lff iR 18VE With REF FQimer

Hw'ﬂ A Ais sty Eé HE ﬁ& 81'§3F§ ng
q eclined apprectanty. and %W%% f
ausm g 3 §%m F8PH E%S{l

a{MBtﬂ%@ s Viing EBCE? : e;reai

Wﬂne-;n Vallerie received the fiirst of
Hallsey’s stilted, self-conseious leiters
Beguiing her to waive the formality of
an intreduction in the face of thelr laek
of mutual friends, she threw it aside

with a shrug. Her novitiate had been
served some time before, and she was
familiar with most types of college men.
But when the letters became more and
more frequent, increasing in ntensity
while lesing nethlng In awkwardmess, and
flowers earne almost dally from the same
souree, she realized that this was a stub-
borA ease. But she deelded upen aetlen
@ﬂl when the sight ef his faee staring

er from the Bex at her left began {8
g%t 8A her nerves. Being a kind-hearted
persen, she reselved {8 let her admirer
dewn as easily as pessible, aving abuA:
dant faith in her swn erude pawers 18
€arry the afair thrsH [%h With complete
E%%‘%%%; It was then fhat she wiote the

Promyptly at three, the next afternoon,
Halsey entered the Rowmamia. It was a
cheap, new apartment house, and he won-
dered how such an exquisite being as his
Vallerie could live in such a place. It
seemed as if the elevator rose miles in
its course from the gaudy imitation omyx
on the first floor te the red-painted bur-
lap ef the eleventh, where the divinity
dwelt. But at last he feund Rimself ring-
ing the deerbell et Her apartment.

Affter some delay the door was opened,
and Halsey saw before him a small figgure
clad in a long, trailing house gown. Dim
as was the light in the narrow Hhall, he
felt instinetively that this was Valerie.

“Come im!” she said, in a musical, Irish
voice, and Halsey followed her into a
small sitting room, which reeked with the
combined odors of cooking and tobacco
smoke. The hideous wall paper was par-
tially eoneealed by innumerable photo-
graphs—some of Vallerie, and some of a8
eoarse-lepking man In baseball €lsthes.
Over the gas-leg fireplacee hung the
erayon pertrait of a very fat, eld weman.

He was too dazed to grasp the full
significance of his surroundings, when
his companion turned suddenly and
looked him sharply in the face.

“Wedll, I never!” she cried, in well-
simulated surprise. “I did'nt know you.
You're Mr Halsey, the bov that's been
sending me all those bully fliovers. Well,
they were lovely, and I'm much obliged
te you, I'm sure. I gave ma a lot, too,
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and she was crazy about them. She
thinks you're all to the candy, all right.
But sit down and rest yourself.”

Recoiling from this greeting as if the
woman had struck him, he mutely obeyed.
He stared stupidly into the pretty, rather
ordinary face before him, recognizing
every feature of the dainty elf he had
so long worshiped; yet, in some vague,
inexplicable way, findlng them sadly lack-
ing In the eharm they had econveyed
aeross the foetlights. Al Yneonscionsly,
he had regarded Valerie as a being im-
measurably remeved frem her presaie
fellow-mertals, Rad she greeted him
wearing a Spamish turban aAd red-heeled
slippers, and led RHiM iAte 3R exstie
Bewer where he Heatd 8hly the strum 8f

witars and the elick 8F castanets, he
vould Rave evinced AQ sHEprFRe. BYE 18
Ana fer dwelling coptentedly A a Haf-
fem Al2t=t Was 188 RFFIBle:

Conversation did not floarish, Halsey
sat in the silent detachment of his con-
fusion, facing the vital necessity of a
complete readjustmment of the life he had
been leading for the past year, yet, with
the optimism of youth, refusing to see
that the end had really come.

Valerie was evidently making comver-
sation, glibly uttering banalities.

“You know, I never do answer mash
notes, and I never meet a fellow with-
out an introduction. I don't care mtch
for college boys, anyhow—they’te tee
fresh, But [ saw you were different, and
I liked your nerve, s8 I made up my
mind I'd let you eeme and see us, and
iHa didn’t mind a bit”

There was a lull, and Hallsey roused
himself with an effort. Loth to surrender
all at once the roseate dreams he had
been cherishing for se leng, he decided
to ask Valerie te dine with hifm at seme
gay restauramt. Perhaps, with the light
and musle, the old glameur weuld Feturn
and at any rate, Re preBably weuld Be
seef and reeegnized By SBMR envieus ae-
quaintanee, whe weuld spread the Rews
abaut esilege.

Wihether artlessly or with motive, Hal-
sey never knew, Vallerie suddenly ealled
out:

“Ofh, you, Billl! come on in! I've got
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some one here I want you to meet;” and
after a short pause a big, hulking fellow,
dressed in his shirtsleeves, and smoking
a stumpy pipe, entered the room.

“Bill, this is Mr Halsey, the college
boy I was telling you about,” said Valerie.

“He’s my husband, you know,” she ex-
plained, proudly, to Halsey; ‘“he’s Bill
Gilligan, the pitcher—you know Bill, of
course #*

Halsey heard his own voice, as though
it were issuing from a cave, saying some-
thing, he wasn’t sure what.

“I ain’t played fer de las’ two seasomns,”
vouchsafed Gilligan, relinquishing Hal-
sey's hand from a vise-like squeeze,
“rihewmatiz, you know. Been flat on me
back mos’ o’ de time. It 'u’d been purty
tough if it hadn’t been fer Mary—dat's
de kid here. But she's worked hard
dancin’, an’ has kep’ us all a-goin’ She's
a reg'lar brick, dat "wm’*

“Ot, go on!” retorted Vallerie, depre-
catingly  “Waiit till you're gone, Mr
Halsey, then he'll sing a different tume.”
But the affectionate smile she turned to-
ward the big fellow belied her words.

As a telling theatrical climax to all
that had gone before, a shrill cry at that
moment burst upon their ears.

“Briing him in, ma,” called Valerie,
and a large woman, evidently the original
of the crayom, waddled in, dragging a
wailing child.

“Iihere—there!” crooned the dancer,
seizing it. “Mather’s lamb was sleepy,
so he was!”

She looked over the baby’s head.

“Ma, this is Mr. Halsey—that nice
bov that sent us all those lovely flibovers.
Amd,” turning to Halsey, “this is my
mother, Mrs. Ouinm.”

Mrs. Quinn beamed at Halsey

“Well,"wellt” she puffed. “Aim’t he
the nice, little feller! I was afther tellin'
ye, Mary, that is was a gintleman he was.
But mayhe the poor b'y is humgry—be
afther givin’ him a bite to eat.”

“Sure!” said Vallerie, cordially, “or
why not stay to dinner with us? I'll give
you the best frankfurters you ever laid
your two eyes on. No, must be goiimg?
Well, now that is too bad.”

Halsey reached the street somehow,
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and fled, with extreme taximetric speed,
to the Grand Central.

*A ticket for Beston,” he muttered,

thickiy, to the ticket man.

A DECOY ENGAGEMENT
By Charles Fedey.

ARCH 1—I am eighteen years
old ; not beautiful, to be sure,
but have been called pretty,
charming and other thimgs

to the same effect, I fear, however, that
I please men in the aggregate, so to
speak. [ have made ne individual con-
quests. Amd my worldly wise friend
Blanche tells e that my charms are a
sort of an ensernble attractiveness, but
laek eharactetistic details whieh might
impress themselves temptingly on the
flekee memery of man. I den't want fo
be an eld maif, and I am teld that 1
st ﬁ@%ﬂlf@ this aeeemplisnment ef in-
dividuality, But Hew? Here's the fub!
Shall 1 train my eyeBrews, Ehinese fash-
ien, after the recipe 8f Pr. Mathusin?

The process is painful and the effeet
d8HBHul: f—’%‘ijﬂigf 3 Eoiffure gt some
extravagance?

. Hamma 13 81d:
EQEHEB_H . and %QE% fs $8 Backward wiih
RaRdpd dssisfahes) it 1S @ Rard PL8p8:
sifien; Bt 1 43 HBE 4espair:

March 6—ILast night, at the Boucart
ball, a subdued whisper greeted the ap-
pearance of that hussy, Miss Bell. She is
positively skinny. Amd why did she cre-
ate a sensation? Her engagement was
announced last week, It is astonishing
how every male found something inter-
esting about her, whereas she had never
been fieticed before. The rmen shewered
eompliments upen her. The methers and
daughters studied hef. IR a werd, they
all Bewed te that great eveat i 8uf 6if-
eles—a fashienable engagement.

The men fairly fought for the honor of
dancing with her, especially Alfred Bou-
cart. They sought to inveigle her into
conservatory-nook tete-a-tetes and looked
across when her fianee claimed her. It
was a eurlous sight. Doubtlessly, the
faet that the frult was forbidden made

it appear so luscious. I have it!{ In
order to get a fiance worth whiie one
must get previously engaged. A mock
betrothal to catch a backward wooer. 1Is
it a hint of fate?

March 8—My plan is assuming shape.
I need a man of whom I can easily rid
myself when the tinu: comes—an artificial
minnow to catch nly golden trout, per-
haps Alfeed Boucart, who surely is worth
while, [ fieed an accomplice who would
strike sail before Alfifed, the vietorious
rival.

But where can I find this paragon of
complacency ? Perhaps Cousin Paul. He
would be surely acceptable to my parents.
Mamma worships him, and papa has been
throwing out hints about Paul for a
month or two. Paul is a lieutenant and
stationed at Fomtaimebleaw. He comes to
Parig for the week-end, and would not
be tee much in evidence. It is true, we
have fiever been exceptionally goed
friends. 1 like te tease him, and Re is
stubbern and gulek-tempered. Will he
agree? He s dinlng with US (e MOIFOW.

March 10—ILast night after dinner 1
found an opportunity to take Paul into
my confidence.

“Dear Paul,” I said, “I have a brill-
iant idea. Would you like to be emgaged
to me?"

He drew back in astonishment.
do you call that a brilliant iidkea?"

“Jusst for a lark, you goose! Only a
mock engagememt, in order to fool the
others.”

Tien I explained to him my plan. Paul
is an inveterate disciple of Wallion, and,
while I am not perfectly clear about fish-
ing terms, I used language that would
appeal to himn:

“l wamt you for a bait to catch the

“And
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real fish—a sort of tin minnow to make
the big fish bite.”

“Not a strictly dignified proceeding. 1
admit,” said Pawl. “THem, when Mr.
Rigit comes along, I, an officer, must
retire and be humiliated. Still, the idea
is not so stupid, as far as you are con-
cerned. But I must dance attendance
on you—play the lover and so forth.
Thank you for the joip!™

He was not very flattering.

“Do it to please me, like a dear,” 1
coaxed him. “I shall never tease you
again as long as I live.

“Very well, then.” he agreed, with a
sigh. “I shall do it in the interest of the
family. But it is a risky proposition. If
you should fail to catch your fish, I might
be forced to keep the bargain, and 1
might be caught on the fiishing line and
would have to stidk.”

Tihe old folks were agmesably surprised.
Mamma is heralding the glad news
among friends to-day. The first congrat-
ulations are beginning to reach me.

March 17—Thiis is the night of the
second season ball at Boucart’s. I am
surrounded by an admiring throng. 1
still see them fiighting for my smile—my
smile this time. Affter the second waltz
Alfred Boucart asked me for the honor
of the next dance. I shyly looked at
Paul. Paul played his part to perfection.
Wiith a little hesitation, and not a bit too
amiably, he left me free for the next con-
tra-dance. With unwomnted fire Alfred
plunged inte the danecing throng. We
stopped near the little salon and he began,
with a depressed tone, sad-eyed and sigh-
ing:

“It is true, then? Yow are to marry
your couwsin?”

“My family wished it

“Dom’t you love Hitm?"

I played the confused and umdecided.
I can blush at will, and I think I blushed
prettily.

“I think so. I am not sure, though.
I never thought I would have a chance
to love anybody but Pawl, and I never
expected anyone but Paul to love me.”

“Batt if another should come,” he con-
tinned ; “if another did love you, madly
and timulhy?”

“Wedll, he would have confessed his
love long ago, so what is the use of talk-
ing? Let us dance om.”

He was about to say something else—
something difficult to express—but at
that moment Paul met us, and, with well-
simulated annoyance and impatience,
seized my arm.

“Where have you been all this time.
Madefeine? I have been looking for you
all over.”

He looked so jealous that Alfired with-
drew with apologies.

“Is this the fish you are after?” whis-
pered Paul, with a faint sneer.

“Yﬁ.w

“lod ! What a curious taste!
let us waltz.”

He caught my waist with a military
swagger. I must admit that he pressed
me a little more than absolutely neces-
sary. He whispered all sorts of nen-
sense in my ear, and his blond mustache
tickled me. We waltzed several times
past Boucart, whose sorrowful glanee
seemed to follow me about the ballreemm.

As often as we caught sight of him,
Paul grasped me with renewed vehe-
mence. Now no longer his mustache, but
his lips, dry and warm, pressed my cheek.
I had to ask him to stop. “The waltz
is almost over, Paul. Take me te my
seat.”

Allfred Boucart rushed toward us, but
Pawl curtly informed Hyinm:

“My cousin has reserved all the fol-
lowing dances for me.”

Alfred retired, with disappointment
written all over his face,

Paul has certainly a genius for acting.
He was true to life in his role of an enam-
ored fifiarme. I helped him to the best of
my ability. I roared at his jokes, was
affectionate, fHiaftering and admiring. 1
did not fail, however, to cast occasionally
a meaning glance at Alfred, shy, sympa-
thizing, emeowraging.

As we were leaving. Alfired rushed into
the wardrobe room, but Paul, with a dry
“Pamlom me!” seized my furs and care-
fully assisted me.

Alfred shook hands,
“Adliieu!”

Well,

and [ said,
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“Nay, au recaiir!” significantly whis=
pered the goldfish.

Paul in the meanwhile had gained the
bottom of the stairway and called up, im-
patiently

“Hummy—thumny, Madleleine!
keeping yow?”

I rushed after him, and when we sat
in the carriage I leaned over and kissed
Paul on the cheek

“Thmnk you—thank you! You did
splendiidlly, but how it must have bored
you!”

“Ot, not at all; on the contrary. But I
can't get over your liking that silly ass!”

March 24—fFhe third Boucart ball. Al-
fred is still holding out, but there is no
doubt that he is in love with me to his
ears,

March 30—Tie last ball at Boucart's
and—a bite! Allffired promised to see papa
to-morrow. I did not need to coach Paul

Wibat is

to-night. He simply would not let me
out of his arms,
March 31—At last! Allfred has

spoken to papa. I confessed that I loved
him. Mamma was amazed; papa was
beside himself. They scolded me and
reproached me with breaking my word
with Paul. I finally admitted that my
engagement to Paul was all a bluff and
that Paul is willing to withdraw as soon
as I give him the cue.

I ran immediately to the libwrary and
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held out both hands to my accommodat-
ing cousin.

“@taul, old boy!
I have won out.
dom.”

He looked as cross as a bear, and yelled
at me:

“Damm your freedimm!”

“Wihat do you mean?’ I asked, in a
pained tone of voice. “Youw will not even
shake hands with me?"”

“I wamt something better than a hand-
shake.”

“IL don't understand you.”

“Om the contrary, you understand me
only too well.” He was speaking fast
and angrily. “I permitted you to coax
me into this undignified, humiliating de-
ception—a mock engagement—but [ have
become a sure-enough fiéaree, I am no
make-believe lover, I am tired of dane-
ing for Boucart’s account and warming a
place for somebody else. Your idea of a
tin minnoew was fiet se bad, but, as far
as I am coneerned, I prefer to be the
real fish, and, while you may give me My
freedom, I refuse te aceept if.”

“Bift, dear Pawll!”

“No buts about it, I refuse to with-
draw. I love you, and you only. I shall
stick, and you can get out of this scrape
the best you know how.”

Aprill 1—I don’t know a way out. Papa
is furious; mamma is crying; Alfred
sighs, and Paul swears. I shall go crazy!

Thanks to your aid,
I give you your free-



THE LOVE OF THE UNDERWORLD

By Johm E. IDallon

E warm night wind that crept
over the swinging doors sent
the bine haze of smoke that
filledl the place whirling about
in eddies and crossed the room, lemving
a swirl of dust and the rattle and roar of
the crowded street. For a moment the
girl in. the doorway stood undecided, a
look of disappointment on her face, then
the swinging doors creaked loudly behind
her, and she wound her way in and out
among the tables, until she found a place
where she could sit undisturbed and
watch the entrance. For a long time she
waited. The blue haze of smoke grew
denser and the hum of voices louder, and
always above the clink of the glasses and
the shufflimg of feet rose the timklimg
sounds of the piano. To-night, though,
the gaudy splendor of it all, the ever-
changing crowd, and the ballad simger,
had no place in her mind. The accus-
tomed sounds had a familiarity that an-
noyed, and unrest showed in her shifting
eyes; peculiar eyes, small and close to-
gether—too close, in fact—and brown in
color, that strangely contrasted with the
mass of yellow hair that piled up above
her low, retreating forehead. Always,
her eyes were toward the door, her slim
figure leaning over the table, a flush of
red in the gaunt hollows of her usually
pale cheeks; her coarse, red fimgers in-
terlocked, waiting. Men and women
came. Men and women went, and the
disappointment in the girl’s eyes lived in
fitfill gleams. Soom she was quite con-
scious that someone had taken the other
chair at the table, some subtle imstinct
telling her who it was. Wiithout tarn-
ing her head, she asked, with an attempt
at a smile:
“Lette t'night, ain't cha, Maud?*
Maud signaled a waiter before she an-
swered, “Little.” Then, “Same old
crowd,” quickly, with a wave of her hand
toward the tables. “Waurm, isn't it?"
Meg nodded her headl and was silent.

Maud gazed about the room, her eyes
shifting from the more familiar faces to
those of the unknowm. Affter a silence,
“Aill alone to-night, Meg?”

“Y@m).w

The terseness of the answer held
Maud’s attention. A little patch of blue
smoke went floating past, and she sat
watching the other until a sudden thought
sent the blood surging into her face.
Leaming across the table until her lips
almost met Meg’s ear, she demanded, an-
grily

“Wiho are you waiting for, Meg?*

“N—mo one,” stammered Meg. “Who
sed T wuz?” defiantly.

“No one said so. But if you are wait-
ing for him——" Maud stopped, threat-
eningly, and Meg cowered back in her
chair.

“Now, look here, Maud,” whimpered
Meg, “you ain’ »

“I tell vou he belongs to me! Do you
hear ?”

“¥W—ee—ss, but

“Ilf not tell you again )’ menacingly.

Meg shrank away as Maud gulped
down her pony of brandy and glared
across the table. The flush was gone
from her cheek; the brown eyes seemed
almost black, and the coarse, red fingers
tapped the table top out of time with the
tinkling piano. Owver the tops of the
swinging doors came the noise of the
street, partially drowning the rasping
voice of the singer Afiter a while the
sullen look in Meg's eyes died out, but
her voice was shaky and high pitched in
complaint when she spoke.

“He belonged to me b'fore you came,”

she whined, leskifig around with rénewed
courage. “He wuz satisfed until he met
youse, with y'r ﬂﬁ@_w’ay% an’ nies talk.
He don't knew Authin® 'Reut the kind &'
life you lived in b'fere you eame=" Meg
glanced aeross the table and what she
saw In Maud’s eyes faade her stap. f
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—1I mean,” she faltered, “he ain’t used
to gran’ ladies an’ s'ciety an’ "

*I tell you he is mine, and I am going
to keep him," determinedly. “iihat set-
tles it

Meg's coarse, red fingers went on tap-
ping the table top and her lips trembied
nervously as she looked into vacancy.
Someone on the opposite side of the roem
was quarreling in loud tones, but she
never heard. The piano was timkling
away, and Maud was looking into her
face, trying to read her thoughts. After
a time she moistened her lips and began
another effort at conciliation.

“I know you like him, Maud, but T love
him. Him an’ me were kids t'gether.
Youse couldn’t love him, Maud, like I do,
fer you wuz a fine lady once, an’ he's
only rough an’ coarse, like me. Youse
got good folks somewhere, an’ mebbe
some day you'd go back home an'——"

“Home!” laughed Maud, Dbitterly.
“Yees, I have a home, but’—something in
her throat seemed to choke her, and the
sensual lips quivered—*ibut I'm only a
discard in the game of life now,” she
finisteat], tremblimgly.

There was a wistfulness in her words
that appealed to Meg, in spite of herself.
“I didn't mean to hurt your feelings,
Maud; but if you'd only keep away from
Dan, I—l—am't cha goin’ to help me?*
she pleaded. “ 'Sides, you ain’t strong,
Maud,” went on Meg, without waiting
for an answer, a queer look in her eyes,
“Ii’ doctor at the dispensary ‘cross the
street sed a sudden shock might kill you

”

“It’s a lie! I am strong. I am
The passionate outbreak almost ended in
a shriek, so loud was her voice in de-
nial. Yet the bluish tinge about her
mouth contradicted her protest. “And
I'm going to keep Dan—do you hear?
I'm going to keep hiim."

“Iedbibe so. We'll see” Maud made
no answer, and Meg lapsed into a silence
that even the sound of the tinkling piano
failed to penetrate.

Maud cleared her throat to attract
Meg’'s attention. “Your'we been good to
me, Meg, and I want to be friends with
you, but I can’t give up Dan; it would
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kill me.” Meg made no reply, and Maud
leaned across the table and asked:

“Wthat are you thinking about, Meg?”
placing her hand on Meg’s arm.

Meg started slightly. “I wuz think-
in,” she almost whispered, “ 'bout Dan
—an’ you—amd me—an’ the hereafter.”

Maud shuddered at the word and
turned awav, knowing Meg's sharp eyes
were watching her narrowly

“I wuz thinkin’, Maud, if ther’ wuz
any chance fer you an’ me after we died.”

“For you and me?’ Maud repeated,
softly; “for you and me? Wiy, that's
nonsense! When you are dead, you are
dead. There is nothing else The
forced laugh ended in a cynical smile, and
she shook her head and swallowed hard.

“Bat if there should be,” persisted
Meg; “if there is a hereafter, there might
be some chance for me; but for you—
well, I don’t know. I never knew any-
thing but this,” motioning around with
her hand, “and the gutter I never had
anyone, 'ceptin’ Dam, to tell me right
from wrong. It's different wit' you. You
had folks, an’ schoolin’, an' things. An’
you had a mother—mayhe she's waitin'
fer vou to come home——"

“Don’t! For God’s sake, don’t!” The
cynical smile was gone from Maud’s lips,
and little furrows showed on the painted
cheeks where the tears ran down. The
cringing tones of Meg died away to a
smothered undertone, and the coarse, red
fingmss twisted themselves in her dress
as she sat quietly, while Maud sobbed
aloud.

Maud had ceased crying and sat star-
ing into the bottom of the glass in front
of her. unmindful of the present, when
a touch on the shoulder aroused her.

“THimikim’, Maud?” his strong voice ris-
ing above the tinkling piano.

“Yes; just a little, Dan. Take a chair ™

Dan slipped into the proffered chair
and the three made a feeble attempt at
conversation. Soom an awkward pause
fell between them. Meg moved uneasily
in her chair and bit her lips nervously
as she watched the other two.

“Teell her yet, Meg?” he questiamei,
finallly, leaning across the table. Maud
looked up, wonderimgly.
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“No, Dan, [—I wuz 'fraid. You tell
her ”

For a second he hesitated. Then, “Me
and Meg’'s married!” he blurted out.
“Yees, since yest'd'y,” he flimished, with-
out noticing the sudden paling of the
cheeks in front of him. “We made up

“Kattch her, Dan, she's faimted™ cried
Meg, hoarsely.

The coarse, red fimgers of Meg locked
and interlocked as they waited until the
doctor from the dispensary across the
street came. He shook his head sadly
and murmured something about heart
disease and sudden shock, and the queer
look lit up Meg’s eyes again as she stood
in the doorway, unmindful of the crowd-
ed street, and watched the ambulance dis-
appear around the corner When she
turned again the tinkling piano was going
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on as before, and the haze of smoke was
drifting about in eddies, and now and
then above the music was the hum of
voices, With a long-drawm sigh, the girl
took her ehair at the table, her hand eles-
ing over the man faeing her, and for a
long time nelther speke.

‘Ut il we do?"” asked Dan, suddenly,
breaking the silence.

The girl made no reply at first, but sat
staring at the floor Over in the corner,
the tinkling piano still sounded and the
blue haze of smoke whirled about with
every fresh gust of wind that came over
the tops of the swinging doors. The
crowd was thinned out now, and the
empty tables gave the place a forlorn
appearamce. The girl breathed another
sigh and looked up.

“[et’s go home, Dan,” she said, at last.

ON BROADWAY AND OFF

E iron nerve of ye Broad-

way ‘mashee,’ " said Henry

E. Dixey, in “Mary Jane's

Pa,” “reminds me of Bud, a
reporter chap I knew onee. lie was
told one night to get abeard a sleeping-
car, find an all-impertant senator and
interview him.

“Some hours later Bud strolled calm-
ly in and stated that after a personal
search of every car on the train he had
failed to find the senator

“ ‘Do you mean that you looked iinto
all the sleeping-car berths, Bud?

“‘Yes, that's what 1 done,’ said Bud.

“‘But, Bud,' the editor exclaimed in
consternation, ‘werent a good many of
these berths occupied by ladies?

“‘Sure,’ said Bud.

“‘But what did you do when you
found a lady who had retired?’

“ ‘When 1 busted the curtain open and
looked in and a woman jumped up and
screamed, I took off my hat and says
“That's all right, lady, you ain’t the man
I'm looking fer!™ '™

“My suffragette sisters are intensely
interestimg,” said Miss Eleanor Robson
in “The Dawn of To-morrow,” “but
equal rights—well, I don’t know, it's as
the Western youth put it to the religious
werker whe. duflng the course of a
‘Tallk for men, expressed his eonvietion
that no yeung man sheuld visit any
glﬁe@ te whieh he weuld net feel justl-

ed iA taking his ewn sistef

“[s there any young man present
who thinks one may safely disregaed this
wise rule?” asked the speaker

“Wherewpom a youth in the rear of
the hall arose and shouted in a sten-
torian tone

“ “Yes, sir, I do!

“‘And what, sir,’ demanded the amgry
and surprised speaker, ‘is the place
which you younselif would think of visit-
ing to which you could not take yeur
sister ?'

l‘li-mim
youth."”

barber-shop! replied the

“lIt was an especially bad Broadwayv
theatrical ‘casualty,” " explained Robert
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Edlesom, “and the S. R. O. sigm had been
turned to the wall. Onme night, after the
curtain was rung up, a small boy was
discovered sobbing in front of the box
office. The manager of the theater went
to the lad and kindly asked him what
the trouble was.

*“ 1 want my money back,’ sobbed the
boy, in answer to the query In sur-
prise, the manager asked his reasom for
such a request.

" ‘Because—hecanse I'm afraid to sit
up in the gallery all alone! he wailed.
His monev was returned."

Elsie Jamis, in “The Fair Co-Ed,” was
watching a dyspeptic friend solemnly
extracting two tablets from a silver
purse and swallow them, after a dinner
at the IKnickerbocker

"I wonder,"” she said contemplative-
ly, "did Moses have that same after-
dinner complaimt you've gott?”

“Eh ? said the friend. “How on
earth do I know? Why?"

"Qur Sunday school teacher used to
say,"” pointed out Miss Jamis gravely,
“that the Lordl gave Moses two tablets.”

“It isn't safe nowadays for a parent to
get ‘fresh’ with his up-to-date offsprimg,”
mused Willtom Lackaye, in “The Bat-
tle” “I breakfasted with a friend the
other day, and Wailter, aged five, had
eaten the soft portions of his toast at
breakfast and piled the crusts 611 his
plate.

“ ‘Wihen I was a little boy,’ remarked
his father, ‘I always ale l.ie crust of my
toast.’

" 'Did you like them?" asked the little
fellow, cheerfully

"“'Y¥es,” replied the parent.

“‘You may have these,’" replied
Master Wallter, pushing his plate across
the table.”

Jimimie Powers, in “Hkavama,” can al-
ways draw a bunch of laughs off the
boards as well as on. This is his newest.

“A colomel in General Lee's division
in the late Civil War sometimes indulged
iti more applejack than was good for
him. Passing him one evening, leaning
agaimst a tree, the General said

*“‘Good evening. €olomel. Come over
to my tent for a momemt, please.’

" 'S-s-cuse me, G-g-en'ral, 's-s-cuse
me.’ replied the Colomel. ‘iIt's 'bout all
[ can do to stay where I am.””*

"W'hen I read the unimagimatiwve apol-
ogies and retractions of some of our
public officials,” said Wiilliamm Hodge, in
"ihe Mam From Home,” “I am re-
minded of the omb- really fine specimen
uf apologv I ever saw It ran like this*

* I, the undersigned A. C. du Plessis,
retract hereby evervthing I have said
agaimst the innocemt Mr G. P Bezui-
denhout, calling mvsalif an infamous liar,
and striking my mouwth with the excla-
mation, “Yow mendacious mouwth, why
do you lie so?” I declare, further, that
I know nothing against the character of
Mr G. P. Bezuwidemboutt. [ call myself,
besides, a genwine liar of the first €lass.
—A\. C. du Plessis.” ”



DON QUIXOTE DE PEYSTER-JONES

By Jlean Canmichéele!

IS real name was Richard Van
Rensselaer De Peyster-Jones,
but Marie Tremholm chris-
tened him Don Quixote one

winter afternoon, whem he was having
tea with her before the open fire in the
Trenholms’ liforary.

“You still have your romamtic ideas,
I see, Van,” she said, smiling at him
over the rim of her cup. “Funwmpe has
made you worse, if anything, than vou
were before. Yow are always expecting
to have something exc»”= = and roman-
tic turn up in prosaic, matter-of-fact
New Yok, that cares for nothing but
the Almighty Dollar. Yow are an an-
achronism. Yeu should have been born
a century or two ago. Athos and Por-
thos and d'Artagmam would have been
excellemt playmates for you.”

“Tthat's all very well,” said De Pey-
ster-Jones gravely, as he rose to go,
“bunt I still think that even in New York
strange and romantic things do happen
if you are looking for them, and I fiind
it an excellemt way of amusing myself—
to look for them. We all get our fun
in different ways,” he reminded her
"Some people prefer lbridige.”

"¥ouw need not be sarcastic,” she re-

torted. "I'm going to call you Don
Quixate. Don't go and he peevish. You
must go:* Well, come soom agaim and

tell me of your advemtures. Yes, I can
hear your motor champing its bit out-
side—your gayly caparisoned charge,
rather ¥ She pushed aside the heavy
draperies and glanced out of the long
window. “Youtwe driving vourself?
Where's Wilsom?”

“Willsom has an ignominous tooth-
ache that makes him look like Tweedle-
dum or his twin, and makes him cross
as thunder, so I sent him home and am
chauffimg myself. Good-bye. I go now
and seek adventures. Wish me Geod-
speed.”

Marie gave him her hand, smiling with

merry, mischievous gray eyes. “Good-
live, Don Quixote De Peyster-jones,"
she said. “Go and tilt at wind-mills and
rescue Duillcimeas and then come and tell
me all about it. God-spebl™

He found it was dark when the door
closed behind him, and he stopped a
momemnt to turn up his collar, as the
evening air was damp and cold, before
going down to his motor at the curb. It
is a quiet street, although the noise and
glitter of lights on Fifith avenue are only
a couple of blocks awav, and as he
looked up and downm in either direction
he noticed how deserted it was. It was
very still, too, he could hear the click
of some -one's heels 01t the sidewalk a
half block away.

He was still standing there, quite in
the shadow, when a cab dashed up to a
house two doors away and a man sprang
out and turned to assist a young woman.
At a word from the man, the driver
whipped up his horse and disappeared
in the directiom of Fifth avenue.

Ordinarily this episode would not
have attracted any one’s attentiom, not
even De Peyster-Jomess, although be
was always looking for mystery and
romance, but there was something about
the suddem appearance of the man and
the girl, and the fact tnat thev were still
standing on the sidewalk talking ex-
citedly, that made him linger a moment,
watching them curiously.

“It certainly isn’t all right,"” he said,
as he heard the girl's voice raised more
and more cxcitedly She seemed to be
protesting agaimst something vigorous-
ly, and when the mam laid his hand on
her arm and tried to lead her toward
the steps of the house she drew back
with a little frightened cry

De Peyster-Jomes started down the
steps two at a time. At the sound of
his footsteps the girl turned a beautiful,
imploring, excited face, and made a



i2 YOINGES M NGAEINE

movement toward him, holding out her
hands.

“Oh!” she cried wildly, "save mel
save me! He is trying to make me go
into this horrible place. For heaven's
sake, save me!"

The man, a big, powerful, disagree-
able-looking person, seized her by the
arm and tried to hurry her away by
force. Them, behind her back, he tzpped
his forehead sigmificantly and slimugged
his shoulders.

As it happened, De Pevster-Jomes had
been reading only that morning a de-
scription of an abductiom that corre-
sponded to this affair exactly Besides
that, he recalled a dozen cases of rich
young worem being shut up in imsane
hospitals when they were as sane as
himself. The girl was pleading with all
the elegquence of her soft, browm eyes.
Being Don Quixoete, he did net step an
instant te think what was the expedient
thine te de. Instead, he suddenly and
neatly kneecked dewn the astemisned vil-
lain with a meledramatic "“Take fhat,
you Brute!” hurried fhe gitl inte the
gutomebile and dashed away dewn the
street £8 the avenue:

In the excitememt of the moment,
with his blood athrill, he did not even
stop to think that his prophecy of
romamtic adventures was being fulfilled,
until he had safely piloted the caf into
the stream of motor ears and brough-
ams, Them, in the glare of eleetrie
lights, he turned and looked at the glfl.

She had seemed, in the dim light of
the side street, very slight and delicate
and attractive, but now, in the bright
light, he saw that she was amazingly
beautiful and distinguished loeking. He
fairly gasped. Talk about moderm New
York furnishing no field for remantic
happenings! This was ap adventure,
to rescue so beautiful a lady In distress
and run away with her in appreved
eavalier fashien. Exem d'Artagham &suld
have dene ne mere. What a tale he
weuld have te tell Marie

“Wedl,” he said, “mow that I have
rescued you from that brute, what would
vou like me to do next? Shall I take
vou hemme?”

The girl had been looking straight
ahead of her, with a look of wild emjoy-
ment on her face at the speed with which
they were incurring the risk of arrest
by the moumted police. Now she turned
her great, dark eves upom his face with
a curious look in them.

"No, not yet," she said. "I want to
drive like the wind. Cant we, just for
a little while ?' Her voice was soft and
melting. There was something child-
like, appealing, about her

“Wait until we get out of the avenue.”
he said, and made his way slowly
through the lines of vehicles, crossed
over and entered the park. Tihen, as
there were no policemem in sight and as
it was dark, he let his Packard go., and
they went as he had never before dared
go except on deserted roads far out in
the esuntry The wind whistled in their
ears, the trees antl shrubs and elestric
lights raced By There was an element
of danger abewt it that was all that was
Eneeel%@l te complete the romantie adven-
ure.

Across the park they sped, tlrough
Ninety-sixth street to Riwerside drive,
and then up that almost deserted boule-
vard. Out of the corner of his eye he
could see that the girl was leaning for-
ward. her lips parted in sheer physieal
enjoyment. lie noticed that her ceat
was fur-lined, and that she had twried
up her cellar. s he knew that there
was no danger of her taking eold. When
they had drivem at this amazing speed
for half an hour and were miles gut of
town, De Peyster-jomes, FeMEMBEring
fhat it must Be nearly diRRer-time,
slowed dswn and turied t8 108k at Rer

“Wedl,” he said, a little breathless,
"“that was a wild ride and a most un-
sociable one. Do you realize that we
have not said more than a dozen words
since we started? Dom't you think we
had hetter go back now? It's nearly
dinner time, and I suppose,” he added
regretfully, “that you will be wanting te
get back home."

Umtil then the girl seemed to have
forgwtten everything but the pure joy of
rushing through the cold darkness, now
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she sank back in a little, limp heap -en
the seat.

“Oh, yes,” she said. All the life and
animation seemed to have gone out of
her voice. “I live—I am stopping att="
She hesitated and seemed to be search-
ing her memory for a moment and then
gave the number and street.

“I'mn sorry,” he said, “to have to go
back. I wish we were old, old friends
and you could come and dine with me
at some nice, little, quiet restauramt, but
1 suppose Mrs. Grundy would olbject”

But she was not listening to him. Her
eyes were staring in a frightened sort of
way ahead of her, and she shuddered.

*~QOit, that horrible man!" she said, in
a low, tense sort of voice.

De Peyster-jomes had turned and was
driving back more slowly, so that they
could talk.

“He called himseli a doctor,” she
went am, “and he made me get into that
cab and drove me to that dreadful place.
He said [ was ill—insame. Jwst fancy
that!” She laughed. “If vou hadn't
come just at that momemt he would
have put me into that prison of a -tace
and 1 could never, never have gotten
out again. How can I thank yow?”
She turned grateful “--es to him.

"Hleamems, nav dear girl,"” he cried im-
pulsively, “don’t thank me. I'm glad 1
had the chance to knock down that
brute of a doctor man. Just fancy his
having the nerve to do a thing like
that! What were vour familv thiiking
of? Did they know itt?”

She was not listemm-= to him, but was
leaning forward, peering into the dark-
ness. “O¥n, how beautiful it is!” she
cried. “The Palisades are over there in
tne dark across the river, and look at the
lights ahead—and, oh, see, there gees
the night boat! It's a fairy palaee, isn't
it. with all the lights reHeeted in the
water? O, this Is sueh a heavenly ride !
I never eame 4p here at night befsre.
Drive faster!—faster! 1 ean't ge fast
eneugh.”

To please her, although it was against
his better judgmemt, he let the Packard
go, and, with a snort like a live erea-
ture, it sprang forward down the leng
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glittering path above the black river
When they had crossed the park again
and the girl saw the lights and crowds
oti Fifth avenue just ahead, she gave a
little, petulant cry

“Ofh, dear, I don't want to go howme!
That was the most heavenly drive 1
ever took. No one ever let me go so
fast before. It was like fiifying. 1 always
leng to let an automobile out to the
very top of its speed, just the way when
I am riding 1 want to gallop all the
time. They won't let one do that in
New York, that's why I love the coun-
tfy se. Seome day, perhaps, you'll take
fme again?” She turned te him in her
faseinating, pleading, little way.

“Off course I will,” De Peyster-Jones
smiled down at her, thinking how very,
very lovely she was, with the black os-
trich plume curling against her bronze
hair and all the color in her cheeks.
“Amy time you say. My name, by the
way, is De Peyster-Jomes. Do you mind
if I ask who you are?"

She was leaning back against the
leather cushions, her hat shading her
eves, but he could see that a little clenge
had come over her face, as she stared
ahead of her. They were crossing Fifty-
seventh street slowly The avenue was
erowded with people, driving somewhere
to dinner. De Peyster-Jomes saw no end
of aequaintances and frlends, seme of
whom loeked eurleusly at him and his
eempanion, and he realized that It was
a little odd te be eut alene iA an open
meter-car A a eold winter evening with
a Beautifully-gewned, afistocratic-190k-
ing @ifl:

“Mns. Grundy will object,” he mut-
tered, and then turned to her agaim. “I
shall want to come and find out if every-
thing is all right with you,” he said gen-
tly “Wom’t you be good enough to tell
me who you are?”

Hardlly had he uttered the words than
the giel, who had been staring straight
ahead of her, so strangely absorbed in
her own thoughts, suddenly sprang up
on the seat of the car, poised on tiptoe,
with arms outstretched, her face up-
turned to the stars, and cried ecstatical-
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ly, "I am Joy! joy! Joy! Take me to
the Never-Newer Land."”

A horrible possibility fllashed! through
De Peyster-Jomes. Wihat had he done?
The girl was as mad as a March hare,
lie saw the crowds on the sidewalks
and in the passing stream of carriages
and motor-cars stare and shrug their
shoulders and laugh. He pulled her
down to the seat.

"For heavem's sake, don't do tinatt}”
he cried. Them, remembering what he
had heard about the treatment of imsane
patients, he spoke more soothingly to
her “Sit down, Joy,” he went on; “we
will go as fast as we can to the Never-
Never Lamd. See how we are flyflyigd—
faster than Peter Pam or Wemndy or the
other children. Ism’t it glorious?”

He tried to keep a watchful eye on
her, lest she try to spring out of the
car. He could see a mad light in her
eyes, and he decided that to drive a
motor-car through a crowded street with
an insane girl sitting beside one is a
trying expenrience, to put it mildly. He
wondered what Marie would think if she
could see him. He began to wonder if
he would ever see Mafkie again. The
%_iﬂ might be even new pletting te sheet

im er stab him with a Merky Widew
hatpin eF kill hersellf by %umpiﬂg frem
the ear. Amd, besides all these pessi:
bilitles, he suppesed that whemn He fe-
turned her 48 the Besem of her family,
there weuld Be a reekening. Peer DeR
Quixote Pe Peyster-Janes!

“See, the fairy lights! We are flfiying,
Peter Pan!” He stole a glance at her
and saw that she had clasped her hands
in a child-like, excited, little way She

was evidently quite absorbed in her fairy
play, and he sighed to think of the awful
pity of it.

He turned into her street and stopped
in a moment before 605. “Here we are,
at the Never-Newer Land!” he cried,
springing out and turning to help her

She hesitated a momemt, looked up at
the big brown stone front and seemed
meditating flight. De Peyster-jones
turned cold with fright. This tactful
maneuvering on his part was wearing
on his nerves, but he summomed up all
his cheerfulness and courage.

“Come, fly, Peter Pan!” he said, hold-
ing out both hands. “Show me how
you flly,” and instantly she leaped into
space, with arms outstretched like
wings.

Unlike Peter Pam, she would have
tumbled in a little heap if his strong
arms had not caugfit her. Before she
realized it, he had half carried her up
the steps and had rung the bell.

Fortumately, the butler came almost
instantly Befhind him, in the spacious
hall, De Peyster-jomes could see an anx-
ious group. Im their midst he recog-
nized, notwithstanding his bandaged
head—perhaps on accoumt of it—the
doctor from whose professional clutches
he had abducted the gitl an hour and a
half before. Them his courage left him.
Seeing the various members of her
family come rushing forward, and hear-
Ing the girl’s wild erv of, “Ofh, I"ve been
flyhgg, mothef, really fhing'!” and her
wilder laughter, he turied and fled dewn
te the waiting meter-car and dashed
madly away.

HIS VANQUISHED STAR
By Mariann L. Ridtioms

HY, that's Syhil St. Clair,

the girl who's to give a

Salome dance at Clavef-

ing’s stag dinner on the

twenty-fourth,” answered Robert Van

Amdien, in respense te his friend’s guery.

“Wou'd better stay over fef it. She's
worth 1t Jove, she’s givirnel”

The two young men were seated at a
table in a Bohemian resort, famous for
its grilled dishes. It was an early hour
for dinner and the tables were not yet
filled. Nothing but the leafy shrubs,
here and there, in greem-paimted tubs, in-
terfered with their view of the girl. The
perfect poise of her head and her Indefin-
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able grace of carriage as she entered had
at once attracted Philip Dexter’s atten-
tion.

“Do you mean that she makes a busi-
ness of displaying her physical charms
for the edification of stag dimers?" de-
manded Dexter harshly; for he was a
man not given to discussing women.

“Renfhaps not quite that. But she's
sprung two or three daring surprises this
winter—popping out of a pie as a nymph,
and all of that sort of tiling. The fel-
lows, to a man, are crazy over her
Clavering’s in the lead just now. [ be-
lieve.” rattled en the gossipy Mr. Van
Anden, while hls friend was absorbed in
a study of the girl. His rellsh of the
savery viands suddenly left him as he
feasted upen the exquisite prefile of Mlss
St. Claif:

In a glance about the room she en-
countered his steady gaze bent upon her.
Their eyes met and held in tangled
depths for a second, then, in becoming
embarrassment, the gidl quickly fell to a
study of the menu, while every pulse in
the man’s head hammered from the con-
tact with these wondrous eyes.

“Wam, I want to meet her,” said Dex-
ter, maddened by a sudden satanic im-
pulse.

“Whatt, yourZaan engaged man! I'm
ashamed of you!" in a tone of banter.
“Her fascinations must indeed be allur-
ing to charm the nonchalant Mr. Dexter
clear across the room,” and Vam Anden
laughed sacrilegiously

Dexter made no reply His mind at
that moment was assailed by a vision
ethereal in its dimness as a beckomning
star through the mist, he saw the deli-
cate face of Millicent, with its wistful
eyes, pure to thelr llmpid depths. But
the memery of the far-away gifl was
reluetantly overeome by the assertive
I@_@ﬁhutys in all its vividness, 8f the nearby
gar,

“I mean what I say,” he protested with
vehemence, as he drew some bills from
his pocket and paid the check.

Philip Dexter was a tall, well-set-up
young man of thirty. His face was
strong, even severe when in repose. His
movements were quick and marked by a
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decision which bespoke a commanding
nature. .

“Imtroduce me as Mr. Wamington of
Philadelphia,” Dexter said in a low but
firm tone, as he followed Vam Anden
across to the table which Miss St. Clair
occupied alone,

She received them most cordially.
There were no half-tones in the girl’s
make-up.  She radiated always in the
superlative degree. Following a few
jocular remarks, Van Amden pleaded a
forgotten engagememt, and, to Dexter's
surprise and rage, left Rlm. The next
mement, hewever, He felt a fieree j@gz at
having thls magmifieent ereature t8 him-
self. His ehsessieR was eemglet@-. The
shimmering shades of geld threugh her
brewn halF, the mellew, dreamy éyes;
with their Reavy lids, the full red fips—
all elaimed frem Rim their .

“fhen you do not live in New York,
Mr. Warrimgton ?” she queried, in a low,
rich voice,

“No, worse luck,” Dexter answered.

“It must: be hard luck to live any place
else than in this little old New York,”
and she smiled across into his eyes as she
drained a glass of the wine he had
ordered.

Her smile set his every nerve a-quiver,
A wave of anger swept over him, as he
felt himself hopelessly unbalanced. His
vanquished star struggled in vain
through the haze which e¢louded Hhis
brain.

“Hawe you always lived here?” he in-
quired, without taking his eyes from her.

“No.” came faintly A sudden quiver
of pain crossed her face.

“Wedll, don't take it so seriously,” he
said.

“Lett’s not take anything seriously to-
night,” she answered with tempting dar-
ing. The phantom had vanished and
she was again her own gay self,

Before they rose to leave he asked,
“Waunld you enjoy a turh areund the
park before going home?”

“I should like nothing better!” she de-
clared, witchery in her eyes,

To the attuned senses of the man, the
cab seemed suffused with a deliciously
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feminine aroma, as subtle, and uncloying
as that of a tropical fltower

“Telll me about yourself,” she said in
a low, persuasive voice.

Something—perhaps his vanquished
star—kept him from telling her the
truth.

“I'm just a young man from Philadel-
phia, enjoying the rarest good luck.” He
spoke in a deep and vibrant tone.

“I wonder if it is good luck that has
brought us together?” she said softly

“I can only swear for myself. Aren't
you sure about yourself?” he asked
hoarsely, covering her hand in a pas-
sionate pressure.

“I’'m only sure that Pm happy,” she
whispered.

“Your'we bewitched me!” he cried, as
he crushed her to him and held her
“P'mm engaged to another girl—do you
hear?” he said desperately. “I'm out of
my sarsess”

“Dom’t let there be any other girl to-
night,"” she breathed. Amd his van-
quished star gradwally faded entirely
from sight.

When they reached Miss St. Clair's
apartments, Dexter followed her into a
very cozy suite of rooms. Almost the
firstt object his eyes fell upon was a min-
iature. He passed his hands over his
eyes, as if to clear his sight. He clutched
the chair in a tightened grip and stared
dumbly It was a picture of Mlllicentt!
Al that was best in him responded. His
vanguished star reappeared and the man's
better nature was again iR deminanee.
His expiesyion was tense and drawh as
e turned t8 the giel with the giestien
“EeYy did yeu get ihis?”

“Wihy, that's my little sister Millie.”
Allmost before her words had died away
a quick suspicion seized her

“Good God!” he exclaimed. He sank
into a chair and buried his head in his
hands to struggle with his thoughts. So
this was the mysterious sister who was
supporting Millicent—the girl who was
to be his wife—the sister of his wife,
posing in the studios. popping out of pies
—little higher than a “womam of the
streets.”

In passionate frenzy she cried, “Who
are you, amyywey?”

The man’s voice was pitiful with sup-
pressed agony as he answered, “I'm
Philip Dexter, of Chicago, and am en-
gaged to your little sister Millicent! God
help ws!”

Wiith the instinct of a tiger to save its
young, the girl fell to her knees before
him.

“She’s as sweet as a dove, my little
Milllie is.” The man winced under the
words, “Dom’t rob her of her happiness
because she is my sister!” she pleaded.
“At least I am living an honest life,
though you shrink from having for a
wife the sister of a Salome dancer. But,
for Milllie’s sake. I beg you! She has a
nature llke erystal-elear water, and even
she weuld spen her eyes in hereer at the
fheught et her sister as a daneing-gir of
the studies.” Wikh great effert she held
herself together while she made her
appeal.

“Simce we were left without parents
and without money, I have worked for
her—mot always as now, though it is only
for Milllie's sake I am defending my mode
of earning an honest living—and have
tried te keep her far away, that she
might never khew the seamy slde of my
life” she eentinued, In tefrturing self-
aceusation. The big frame of the man
shuddered.

“You are a good man—I know your
sort. Don’t let this night make any dif-
ference in her life, I beg you! I'll prom-
ise never to come near her.”

Her crowning self-sacrificc was made,
and. covering her face with her hands,
she burst into tears and wept as though
each sob would wrench her heart from
its plaee.

The savagery which at first had burned
in the man’s breast turned into compas-
sion as he listened while she bared her
soul to him. He raised her gently. For
one long morment he logked inte her teaf-
brimming eyes before he said

“Thiis night shall make no difference in
her life. And—I believe you—and re-
spect you for your bravery.”

Then, with a very white face, he strode
from the room, out into the night,
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Nﬂnd WINCHESTER'S SPECIFIC PILL ARE THE BEST REMEDIES FOR

m&& Exhausted or Debilitated
Netrve Eofce from RAealyilGause

'l‘llne)v contaim ii6 Mercany, Inom, Canthiarvides, Mosphia, $Strychnia, Opium, Alcohol, Cocaime, etc.
The Specific Pill is purely vegetable, has been tested and prescribed by physiciams, and has proven to be the best and most effective
treatment. knowm to medical science for restoring impaired Vitality, no matter how originally caused, as it re iclies the root of the
ailment. Our remedies are the hest of their kind, and contain only the best and purest Ingredients that meoney can buy anhd selenee
produce; therefore we cannot offer free samples.

price. ONEDUARYEr 63X, N o Hﬁﬁfﬁtﬂg €.0.D., or Treatmeht ScHermié
Bﬁ&WL QI&IIM\W% DEAR SiRS: 1 have used a bottle of your Hypophosphltesml' Mangamese for liver and kidm’y com -
c‘;nJ “t‘(i)' srﬁnﬁ.l mlémg{a wm llltsilm ?e}lﬁ%%ggégﬁl:\e%;?g&gf;ﬂ%%%u‘;t?a%t;%:fgmﬂi;uunwhwec?s;a%geutlmgj%?g:l;;g%ulﬁ;ngﬁmn»m;ﬂ Iﬁ(m
pleased with tfw preparation. Yaurﬁmd%?;rel Df. T. J. %g‘gﬁ Agteo rimgyonr ypophosy

now of no remedy in the whaole Mﬂtéf?& Meadiea equal to your specmu PUI tor Nervous Debility. —ADOLPH BEHRE, N. D.,
Professor of Organic Chemistry and Physiology, New York.

S e emeg ¢ Winchester & Co., 660 Beekman Bidg., N. Y Est. 50 ysars.
o [ [ ———

20% DOWN —10% BER MONTH
Wiby Wz!it (or your &amund until you have saved the price? Pay for it by the
Lyos Method. Lyon's prices are fully 20 % lower than any others. Lyon's Biamonds
are guaranteed perfect blue-wihiite, imported in the rough, cut and polished here to
5a¥8 impost duties and middlemen’s profits. A\ written guarantee accomparies each
iamond, You have the option for exchange at any time at full purchase price All

Goods sent rrepald for inspeetion. 10 7% discount for cash. Send mow—todsy—
for our catalogue No. 92 iplendldly illustrated. Exrvblbisked 1843,
J. M. LYON & CO. 71 Nassau St., New York

DEAFNESS CURED

*1 have demon-
strated that deaf-
ness cam Ibe ‘
cured.”—Dr. Guy
Clifford Powell.

The secret of how to use the mysterious and
invisible nature forces for the cure of Deafness
and Head Noises has at last been discovered by
the famous Physiciam-Suiemtist, DE. Guy Clifferd
Powell. Deafness and Head Noises disappear
as it b%y magie under the use of this new and
wenderful diseovery. He will send all whe suf-
fer ff@fﬂ Dééfﬁ@sé and Head Neises f&ill iﬂf@fﬁ%é-
tien hew th @3{ ean be eured, absel H¥% free, no
matter hew lef EH@ HéVv'é BEEB ae ef What
eauas EH@H deafne 3 Haree Fé% ;
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CLARENDON HOTEL, Brooklyn, N. Y.

3 Minutes from Subway station.

All other car lines pass.
Ewiopean Plan
Roeems $1.50 Upwards.

Yo Yo Yu

You can stay at the Clarendom, be nearer

the center of affairs, dine better, sleep more
luxuriously, all at less expense than at any
other hotel in greater New York.
Wrrite for informmation and special rates
JOMN HILL

Wihen in New York Stop at
HOTEL EARLE
(Entirely New)

103-105 Warmley Place
Omne Block West of 5th Awe. and Washington Auwch.

The location is of the very best in the city.
One block from the Sixth Awenue Elevated,
Subway and Hudson Riwver Tunnel; and is in
the center of the Shopping and Business Districts

———————

and within ten minutes ride of all Steamship WE HOTEL
Landings, Ferries and Railway Stations. Ygll;l:_lgll}“E ADBA%%MN!:T'
AMERICAN AND EUROPEAN PLAN. LIGHTFUL COST

Room with Private Bath . . . . . $1.50 per day
for two $2.50 per day

with meals $3.00 per day

for two ‘

with meals $5.00 per day |

DAVID H. KNOTT. Proprietor

BROADWAY, (LINCOLN SQUARE) AND 68 ST.

NEW YORK CITY

All surface ears pass or transfer todoor
Subway and ‘L' stations, one minute

ALL MODERN IMPROVEMENTS
Rooms, with dotached bath, = < $4.50 per day up
Rooms, with private bath, - =200 ™ *
Suites, with privato bath,  « 3o * “
W. JOHNSON QUINN, Proprietor
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FREE FLESH BUILDER

Any Man or Woman Can Now Be Plump and
Welll Developed.

50 Cent Package Free.

Just because you are thin and_underweight, do not
think you have to stay in that condition,

ThahKks to & new dlscoverg. you can he ‘elum symmet-
rical, well developed al % bones
covered with good solid flesh, the hollow Ia es flilled
gum %{ul the cheeks and face made plump, full and at-

ractive.

Flie Happy, Successful World Torns Its Back
oxt Thinm Folks,

And the beautly of it Is, it will not cost ¥ou 8 penny to
see whether this treatment will do all this for you or
not, as a full-sized 50-cent package will be sent you by
mail without charge If you slmply write for {f. (See
Coupon below.)

There s no strenuous exercising requlrid no drastic
dlet necessary. All you have to do is to take, four times

a day, a little tablet of Sargol, the new fésthbulilding
Prmc ple, then weigh yourselt once a week to note the

ncrease as the pounds pile up.

This new treatment increases the red corpuscles fn
the blood, strengthens the nerv r:i} guls the digestive

tract into such 8 shape that our
turned into good, selid, health
through the system undl;este

instead of
assimilal

H@Jﬂ%*’*iﬂ R B

ofl and certainly is- much pleasa.nt.er to take.

pssimilated and

1tis
a thoroulghly scientifie %; B {}s ig/Sargol, and builds

(gt ALY bgesny

Simply cut out the coupon in this notice and send ft
wlth your name and address and 10 cem: to pay dlstrl-

on exp nses to the Saml Co

Bul
ompl @z'ém@fsﬁn%*w ol baokie Wi

ou Wl fecél
s

i by

out €

This certificate, with ten cents, to hel

acka e of he Flesh Builder.

ang qlistribution expenseslmtmes the go%der to ﬁ‘i%
SAKOGI. lEDBullding. Binghamton, N.. Y.

Free Sargol Coupon

©

i) DAYSS

We will ship yon aa
M‘:ANGER" BICYCLE
approval, freight

Pprapaid to any place in the United States witthout? a cent deposit in advance, and allow
“tendays free trial from theda you receive it. If it does not suit youninevery way and
is notall or more than we claim for itand a better bicycle than you can get anywhere else

tous at our expense for_frei

regardless of price, or if for ahn'y rsason whatever_you do uot wish to keep it, ship it back
an

ou will nat Be out ane cent

e

Punctare-l’rmfﬂfes, ?mported Roller chains, pedals, etc., at prices no higl er than cheap m:

yeles relighle fmediul ﬁiad&gedels azﬂlanheard of l&w prices.

ju)blwgm%?ag%d

%e Oﬂ me? ?t igg'gevdgg ﬂ b;ﬁ'

A )
r%fﬂre% ifaﬁ al 6{ >iAreoxitil yyou dessiveauir catal
al teyms. E DEAL

AR, Bi Bk Imfnngushed by i exhilt & tm
e i LS. U
lf%d: yoys Ylsfﬁ W
town., Wmit& at on ee for our gpacied gffer.
RS: you can sell our bicycles

OU¥ oW .?Isliﬁcdmme tides d)uibls gyreced ad
ECONDHAND BIEYSLEQ—a llmtﬁed mmg taken in” trade by our Chficago retail stores will

-

ve bargaln fist led fres.

JIBES, eonsﬁﬂﬁn‘u&, e e s TR B

esting ma

MEAD CYCLE COMP,

IIHH:MEEI CHICAGO L.

The Gross Roads

Complete Nowellette in June Young's.

LOFTIS SYSTEM

YOU CAN EABILY“%VN A DIAMOND OR WATOH, Of [resetit 016 Ab & €Y §0 s loved e Randiterons Heansitin ddmetjntie

L Whatever ynu select thereffem we senid onmmval It yon like {t, pay one-fifkh an

@nr
.[ABL

IOFTIS TGy
mﬁﬂr Dept 155’ swogfgnné!é C‘ﬂ!cagosﬁl.

AAaggodal tpeot tnothingd issetdet
crsases in valoe 10 te 20¢ ani \mlg Write oF
| cotadhyes, cntaining 1,580 11w os-k i .
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A Grand Opportunity
LOVERS OF MUSIC

Twelive Lithogaonbic Pigees of Sheat Musie
(e o classichl) FREE

An extraordinary chamce, {nlpmd §1.50 tor musis
whea lor the price of Yousg's Magarine rﬂlﬂmypm))
you can get ;lhen twelve pieces of music and a year's sub:

We have made special arrangements with one of
the largest sheet-nmsie 8 in the
which we can afford to do this for a abort time:

These selections are not printed from @hem&zg
piatea on the common papei usualﬂy used, but
are printed from the best lit hogmvwed s\sn
full-gized, finest quality sheet-music p* ver
title is a work of art: repredu@ed ln four- gte
fr%r: originbsl drawings and g 2 of & piscas

B ——— Is i8 a bargaln HQQH
of music at a %nwﬁswgsere for lé?g tHap %%Sﬁ eente
and most of them Will eost you mere.

60 Melody in F. ...... .. Rudeetesim 117 Whisperings of Love. . Kinkel
RDER 61 Mocking Bird, The .. Meacham 118 Wine, Woman audSo o &U%
BY 62 Wedding March. - Mgndelssohn 119 You and 1 Waltz.. Corarhred
NUMBER 63 Massa's in the Coid,Cold G nhd % VOCAL
64 Menuet de la Antique.. WMIS Afterwards ................ Mullen
INSTRUMENTAL 65 Merry Widow Waltz ... 121 Alone (G, Medium). ... Fi
3 Artanls” Serenade. " Gfs 66 Merry W“’%".Fe'e““’“ Vicly 123 Ave Nare. iz
lonaste! ells......,... ve Maria. ... .. ........
3 Anvil Chorus, ... ..... 1 @ﬂg{ % 2 m]mll.nkemeﬂh’ 124 Angel Voices Ever Near. ... Roberts
4 ﬁpgll Smilesi Waltz. ... I 69 Mountain Belle SchottiseheRititel 125 Calvary (Medium). ....... Retney
& Arbutus Waltz 70 My Old Kentucky Home..Lerman 126 Come Unto HIE --------- .
6 At Bundown . 71 National Airs.. fer 127 Dear Heart............... M
72 National Echoes.. o 128 Does He Love Me, Or Love
73 Old Black Joe...... Me Not?. e e Sdling
72 Old Ol “%“‘L'“'“ T D e i o)
aken Bucket,, ... ream of Paradise (Medium
1 Black Hawk, Wi . 76 Orange Blossoms, Waltz nﬁl‘fd%/lml From the Toilsof theSea Trevelimn
12 Bohemlan Girl . Bafj 71 Orvetta, Waltz. ......... 132 Good-Bye ..................... 'raw
13 Cavalleria Rusticaua.. 78 Over the Wames;, Wt n mms 133 Good Night. .......... .00 Brenu
} Cherry Blossomis... ........ 79 Palms, The...............] 'Etauie 134 Good OId Days Gone By Wan Mrzer
5 Colonial IﬂedleKl. ------- @80 Pearly Dew Drops,Mazuks bed: 135 Home, Sweet Home, .  Bishap
16 College March Mediley. ... 81 Plantation Airs . AK58¥ 136 Home,Home, Dear Home Thelyan
17 College Airs 1 82 Plantation Medjey .Snow 137 How Can | Bear to L a'l‘he:K‘
18 Con Amore f 83 Placida (Tone Poem| %ﬁﬁ I
19 Convent Bells UAWHC g4 peacemaker, March. #{terant l‘s If All theGirls Were Roses, . Fhat
20 Chapel in the Forestt.... Juqrzmamn 85 Polish Dauee, op.3 No.1 &8 81 Love You So . Lehar
21 Consolation . .......... ssohn  gg princess Patches. .. .......... Rose 140 Jerusalem. ... . "
22 Crimson Blushes............ 87 Pure s Snow, Edelwei . e 141 Jummita. .. ... . .. . ... Xovdadn
23 Danceaif WEGWMP "-‘" 88 Remember Mie FarA e Just Before the Battie, Moﬂtm- oot
24 Dance of the Stass....... Ri 89 Rippling Waves. ... .I\ 7 143 Kathleen Mavourneen . ... Crouch
25 Dorothytgld English Danee JSWIM 90 Rustic Dance. ... . - 144 Kiss (luet........... ]
-------------- leacham gy gack Waltz ... 145 Last Hope. .........
27 Dving Poet....... Qﬂlm“a"‘ 92 Scarf Dance, . @hemi 146 La-L Rose of Summer. .. .....
28 Evening Song.. ...Lange g3 geotch Airs............ . Keiser 147 Little Doll Drlftwood mvm cdrey
29 Evening Star. "- 91 Schubert's Serenade ... . Schubert 148 Lost Chord. The., ... ......
30 Falling Waters., | 95 Silvery Waves, Revere Wi/man 149 Love's Cld Sweet Song.. Dy
31 Faust. Transcripti fﬁ,‘”’ﬂfh‘ 96 Simple Confession, . ..._.. ?lom 150 Ma Li'’ Sweet Sunbeam .
32 Fifth Nocturne, op. 52. L€l 97 Simple Life, Waltz Ba ik’ hley
33 Flatterer. The ......... Chnminade gg Shepherd Boy, Nocturn 80[51 Massa’s in the Cold, Cold Ground
34 Flowers and Fern: e ser g9 Spring Song. . ... ﬁa] Foster
85 Flower Song........ [ LMROR 105 Storm, The.. . o\, ... 152 My Old Kentucky Home, .., Foster
36 Fairy Wedding Waltz ... Tramer 101 Star of Hope. Kemge 153 Old Folks at Home
37 Frolic of the Frogs.......... T,.]%l"m 102 Sﬁrlng s Awakenin 154 Old Black Joe..
38 Gertrude's Dream... ... 103 Shepherd's Song . Spimdler 155 Old Farm Houseol
39 Gipsv Dance.. ., . 104 Sweet Meditations ... ... . Kay 156 Palms (Medium),
40 Girthood Days........ trl'c 105 Tam@’ . ... Wmmen 157 Perchance........
41 Heather Rose |06 Thine Own... ...... € 158 Pieolo-Picolo,.
42 Home. Sweet Hom 5"""—‘" 107 Traumerei and Romance. . a9 ROSAEY . ...............cccu....
43 lrlsh Ah‘S Medley Hﬂl‘Ch 108 Twentieth Century Woman . 1960 Someday I've and Bye
44 11 Trovatore. . .. .......... .. Bu 109 Under the Double Ealle Wl vgoser 161 Still as the Night. ........ ..
45 11 Baclo (The Kiss) ..o M&é 110 Up in a Swing. . Muwiaine 162 Spring Song...........
46 Jolly Fellows, Waltz. .. ) @GR 111 valse Bleue . .. Martris 163 Vilja................. _
47 La Fountaine... ... G ohm 119 valse ill E fHat TRurend 181 Waltz Duet.. Osecar
48 LaSurella, March .. .. . Ga ml 113 Waltz Dream 165 When Firstl Saw ‘the Love: li ht
49 Largo.. R 114 Waves of the Ocean ., ... in You
50 Last Hope. 113 Waves of the Damube.... REARMGYICES When the Gold is Turning @
g; };&eg%@- 116 Warblingsat Eve.. ... . ... Mitherds %m
S8 Lily... ............ 4
o N vy Waiti "SI Address Music Dept., Young's Magazine, th4-i16 E. 28th St., N.Y.
56 Love'sDream AfterliheBall : Ik
56 Loving Hearts . 1 I'Me Dant, Young's Magazine, 114-116 East 26th St., New York.
57 Longing for Home... .. GenlimieerEBrclesed please find $1.60 for one year's subseription to UNG'N
Bohm | MAGAZINGE, you to also send me twelve pieces of sheet musie as lﬁdisi above.

1 have checked the twelve numbers desired.

88N NPEEtEtIeteaINEses $0MNNEBET.L CRESPRORPPINSEIlEuentsonR0n00RD
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- KIKSG
of AH
Sthesire S8ty
Wiiteers

For the first time ever preséaied American readers the ONLY COMPLETE Edition, absolutely .
unexpurgated, in English of this great French writer, translated from the Oniigimall Manusonipts by lin-
guists of literary distinction. Weondkrful Critical Preface by Paul Bourget, of the French Academy.

TALES OF REALISM —RARE ORIENTAL AND PARISIAN STUDIES

De Maupassamt wrote with the convictiom that in life there could be no phase so noble or so mean, so honorable
or so comtemtptibie. so lofty of 80 low as to be unworthy of chronicling=me groove of human virtue or fault, success

or flallure wisdom or folly that did not p its owm p psychollogiicall aspect and therefore demanded
analysis,
olpwst in imagination and fired with natural passion, his psycholoegicail curiosity kept him true to human

nature, while at the same time his mental e%e when ﬁxed upon the most ordlna? phases human conduct, could
see same new mative or aspect of things hitherto unmetited by the careless crow

His dramatic instinct was supremely powerful. He seems to select unetringly the one thing in which the soul
of tli1e sc'ene is prisoned, and. making that his keynote, gives a picture in words which haunts the memony like a
strain of music.

These marvelous quaint, delicious stories shoujd be a part of every library. H.re are given tales of travel and
adventure. of mystery and dread, of strange medical experiences, of love and Iust, of comedy, and pathos that hovers
upon the borders of comedy. and of y.

MORE REALISTIC THAN BALZAC. MORE ENTERTAINING THAN THE= ARABIAN NIGHTS

* Maupassant was
e: palater of hu-
manity m WoR's,
Without  hatye
wumam iave‘wnh
out anger, witheu

Menthe- i the
Franehvi Acaiidiity.

e
SEVENTEEN BEAUTIFUL VOLUMES | OUR GUARANTEE: oo °"u$l§g]mﬂﬁa@,§%ﬂmg tas ever fgobl g

Fices nﬁva been bevond fhe reaeh of but a few, Aller ORERS \LJUM EAUN \
OF DELIGHTPUL READING B EQass ess endeaver, we suseeeded m seu‘mﬁ;t g H&\ 8 y/ Al hig:
consisting of over 5,500 pages, printed fram | e Bg,fp'g;@gﬂ ggw ;{ Jets, ad e, ok s ha se. sen mér
a new cast of French Elzevit type—ele- ; g %m% mth %%mtar ‘51 rg{} an@ ﬁl’:ﬁgnr-?

ant and clear—om pure white antigue | St EFHPF% pLat Withid }‘ f“"““a“"
Bﬁﬁ-%h@llﬂ finished papef, made espee ?F”y means of all. We have nlsa ammg;zdl e mq these | ’Ma;w works of i(cm de

i, in Sever,
f@rathiaB admgn Paqes have aeekna edgey | ool e l;:’g';ﬁi’.‘:ﬁ’“":ﬁ%,?yﬁ teen (L7 Volumes. beuae
examimatilon. 1t they are not as F Blue Vellur Lux
g%ﬂﬁm ffﬂ_{ﬂllﬂﬂgma'l Gf WIEIQ m?i‘ oF uasaum@mrv retu@mrlnm FEQ If mlsfaetew. 1 aEAII
sm ﬂp \‘iih alstm@gva Bfawgy arig B MBI GR . peF maﬂtgfar sleven ﬁm menths.
ga tifle 1abel, itk headbands and ga i 1ot gall avmiygeu
COUPON SAVES 3005, withisi ter aays:

We reserve the right to withdraw this | You rum no risk
affer or raise the prices withawt Astics. MAIL 1T NOW.
Addres

THE WERNER COMPANY, Akron, O. - State.
FouNGS 5-10¢
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Tihis Handsome, Gold-Limed, Quadruple
Silver-Plated, Satin Finish Sugar and
Cream Set will be given away

Absolutely Eree for
New Subscribers e
National Miagazine

This Illustration is greatly reduced from actual A cel'tlflcate guaranteemg 'he quallty to wear ten
size of Sugar Bowl years with ordinary use accompamies every set.

We have purchased from the manufacturers 50,000 of these sets and are going to give
a st EREE with every nmew yearly subscription received o the NATIONAL MAGAZINE,
prepaid, until the supply is exhausted. Tﬁns is beyond any doubt the

Greatest Offer Ever Made
by any Magazine in America

This is possible only by buying thousands of dollars' warth of these Sets and paying
cash in advance for them. The money received for all subscriptions coming to us ag er the

Sets are exhausted will be returmed. Alll orders will be filled in their tum as received.
THIS GREAT OFFER

Is intended to interest 50,000 MEW subscribers.

Present subseribers may send us $1.30 and have the
azine, and Sugar and Cream Set beth sent to the

ad Fess of a friend; oF the Magazine may be sent 8

a ﬂeﬂd aﬁ th@ Sugar and Cfeam Set sent 16 aur

Fe 8. B§6F¥Bé i ev F& iﬂ§§ﬁﬂ6@ we U§£ fSGS /8 8

; iﬂ@,
hllE” SSQ et §£er%§§ €l lﬁFg Séuek‘/ @ngi%eéﬂﬁ @if
I e 10 Pl

‘The NATIONAL MAGAZINE for 1909 wiill present in
every issue articles of utmost interest and importance
to every Ameriean. There begins in January

THE STORY OF A GREAT NATION

Contributed by men who are the mest eminenth qualified to ex-
plain the various departments of our government. Every voter,
every newspaper reader, everv teacher and scholar in the public
schools shouid subscribe for the NamoNAL Macazing NOW
in order not to lose a single issue.
Tihere will be besides ten or more fine stories each month and
mapy picturesque articles on travel, exploration and adventure.
: EEtbsm' bferil befczme attached to thz NATIOM-— bmrgge:naes ?cg
y=it’s so full of human interest. Are you a subscri not, This illustration is greatlv reducea irow ae
send us $1.50 for twelve monthly issues, and receive FREE the size Q,.gée% Bitcher tual
Sugar and Cream Set.

NATIONAL MAGAZINE, Boston, Mass. C .. 1909
Gawmiemen:  Find enclosed herewith $. .. .for which please send for one year

the NumiowarL MaGawziwNeg to . Street. ...

Town ... . . State . begmnmg with .issue. Also send the

Quadruple Sllver Plated Gold Lined Sugar and Cream Set (s8:4544) to
Street . .. Town. .. . . State ....

Add 20 cents 11 the Sign your name.
Express is to be prepaild
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REAL PARISIAN LIFE

Talles More Fassdinaiiing and Exciting
than Ballzac or French Cowrt Memoirs
1a payment ir binding for a Publishing Heuse that has gone inte liguida-
tien, we have taken a fuw sets of the famonis Pl kil kaak myweels wihiadhweaie
awarded the Geld Misdldll onp.iyper, printing. Winding wsnd 111hnss-
tratilomnw,  While they 1ast we Wl et AL Hall, Prsee Sh sl
HOTRRIY payments. Wee suggest that yau write at once fei full particulars it
yau eare i secure this rare snd vnwsuil sef of Fraach movalk.

PAUL DE KOCK

m‘%ge OF | EGII ei%ﬂe:a%rg r%/eten St’,&) 5,
gggn@fgﬁﬁgtc. %‘éﬁg‘g ) s Tnmﬁ@ Fﬂéﬁ e

W8 Pa&@?e gg

AR,
b

ale Welda Snes S i
RATE) 00K
e ‘t?ﬂ;&@ e b Fhysg

on binding HIRGIR volumes 6F EREF6
Wark for trade dealera and libfariana ouF epeeiaity, |

hearion,

(Tousg's May ¥:)

BRAIXARD BOOK BINDERY, 42% Fitth Ave,, New York,

Please send me parficulars, 1 am interested in the............ binding

T N

Address,............co.oooiiiiieiiiiiciiiieciinienseiacn i o forananes
— —————

Bromnn Your Hair
“Yau'd never think | stained my hair, after | use Mrs,
Potter's Whdlnut-Juice Hhaix Stain, Tihe in doesn't
hurt the hair as dyes do, but makes it grow out fuffy”
Send for a Tirial Package.
Tt only takes you a few minuter onee a month to ap,

0 Mirs.
Potter 8 Walnu{.lmm Hair Stain wiith your comb Starns only
thedhalf doesn’t ruh oﬁ ontalns no prizonous d

]
'g%‘ °’°°%%"< o Wi u.‘?%é“"s.?f e a.ﬁ"i“&y%?."."?::f"
,f 10 pef attent t-6) ?

R e e
iss .gn.;%m% g:a?.%ﬁ%”ég% § G hh

ﬂ@lﬂﬂiﬁ

“HHINAN| LIRE”

Or "{HUMAN NATURE"

TABJ.E QF ONTENTS EREE, or order our 2 WQRH—BPEC.
1aL FOR é ti_@tf unusuallg 5 Plamns of “W
MAN TH UTI U Best ouan' .gm deslgns. ful .y

A rem

Illustrawd oversmlal ge pages.
ONE KON alone 1s worth the price. Nature oflxpes of
both sexes, good and bad ; all phases and characteristics,
section on confidence men and women and blackmailers. A
section on signs of character «md one on blondes, brunettes and
others. A section on phrenology and reading human nature

and fae
BUSINhSS SUCCESS and ADVERTISING secrets.

Complete wark and the extra set of plates, library binding
8150, or 8125 in cheaper binding, or imm strong Bi istol beard
paper 6over. Priees inglude extra )

Send money, stam

money order to Y. STEVENS

eck, or
PUB CO.. %3 Gdd Ferlows' Temple Phllndelph a, Pa.
Special offer. o di

This Great Invention
Works With Nature

Ever since I perfected my Avndi-
Tenslon Compress (pat. 8—19—'02) 1
have advertised it as an l-pfﬁve-
ment on the suspenso. r{l
and a positive aid to atur-e ia
curlnf aricocele and its attend-
ant al lments As proof I receive
any letters of commendiation.
1 would lilee to send You some fac-
simile copies free. ﬂlnly sealed,
with a copy of my bookiet on the
Cause, act and Cure of this
widels\rread complaint. May 1do
Anti <TEersiion Compress
lncluded for #2.00, Address —
MARK M. KERR M.D.,
Station K 766 Cincinnati, Ofiio.




YOUA’S'S MAGAZINEE ABDNFERIMISF R

A Skin of Beawtty is a Joy Forever
Dr. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S

ORIENTAL CREAM

Or Magical Beautifier

Marriage Guide

By MICHAEL RYAN, M. D.

Member of the Royal Colleges of Phy and 8 in London,

L

Containing a complete description of the healthy human

Purifies Removes Tan, Plmples, Freckles | i omale; and full particulars of the diseases to which each 18
Beatiin: ciet, s vy Bz on Bemity, | Shich, il v, o ke fomie o gt et cony
mencln W1 ou n ng & min X€8.

t:a%tkin and defles detectlon. 1thas stood the | Juoropfiately” Diostrated. 31 o hapiers, T8 ociavo Dages
e . [ Sixty yearss MmO | ealed, postpaid, 85 cents; or with the set oFsix famotls Sasare's Act
No other less we’f-s‘g ﬂtstsoblmm Plates, aimplv 1.00 (includes booky). lt is your future patronage that
cosmetic it 18 pr aﬂ mad°e e sure | we desire, Write now. Order now, apter IX !lcne is worth the
will do it. A . ’eo.. telt of ‘r:;‘t’: Amw"g’ﬁ’ve'r"@“m ‘escﬂnd“%u Population a_non—ci’lal
ceept no L ertelt Of | ents PstonasVoliom| —A mother of

similar name. The distin-

guished Dr. L. A. Savre said

to a lady of the hawtibom fa

patiert): “As you ladizs will
reconmendl

use them, I
el Créam as the least rhmm
file oy alk Bie Skin pPEPRACAIONS

For sale by all Dmgglsts
and Fancy Goods Dealers

GUURAND'S ORIENTAL TOILET POWDER

Fgran i, e Rt Rl

‘;r !
mmms POUDRE SUBTILE
kElﬂsB!H Q@{éﬁgg{@@ﬁ%&lrgi Grsgtrﬁ%ség 31&00, b& ’é

Superfluous Hair Cured

A Lady will Send Free to Any Sufferer
The Secret Which Cured Her

childhood 1 was distressed and
humiliated by an uaweleeme growth of haif
on my face and arms, I tfied all the deplla:
tories, powders, liquids, ereams ai\a other
fub-6R feparetfen% I ever heard o Ft'e enly 16

From

make 1t werse, For weeks I red  the

electrie needle witheut being ila et my blem:

i§ . I §peft nunmas Bt aanm lﬂ Vii'ﬁ, Hﬂ-
friend rees \29{
%ﬁ Where all sg ﬁile 1 &l n
FBKB Haes alr: ﬁ %

%E:E ther §H§E§ chigve.
St

\13&

For one dime and epecimen of
our handwiting will send

w terestmg worthwihile deli-

neatiom o. your eharac'er that will set you right, G. D. Beau-
champ, Expert Graphologist, 2583 8th Ave., New York,N. Y

A 2i0-page buulk, Solly ill astrabedc—verite-

‘ ten byDr Foot:, a Specialist of 50 years’

advice ry to
nlnlh——telll what one Ii:lllltll to l.,'ka
—8 t, on.
g E:Ebg;g'rf 58%“5 En'e# SS:
w SENDFORIT FOIAY: eI mm{ aki%g
W'mww o SONCI Gy
HOHARAATRE Price 10c.; was25c.

BOOK OF NATWRE

OW TO ENJOY A HAPPY LIFE—
Eull and explleu explanation of ali that ean and sught 8 be knews on the
structure and nres of the organs of 1ife,

* No much p of the of human r hay
ever before been glven.” lst Part, 16 Chnpters (octave paseﬂ). o wmm is
atided a complete Medical Treatise npom the Di of the ve
Organs, thelr treatment, etc. Full page Manikin included in boak.

(MAN) CONJUGAL DUTIES (WOMAN

Price, sealed, postpald, 65 cents, or with a set of six famous art plates, ZIL.OO—
money, stamps or otherwise. (Light cover.)
Send at our risk. Canfidence reapected. Address Dept. Young's,
E. J. Stevens, Suite 8 3, Odd Fellows Temple, Philadelphia, Pa.

Ta Ie o contents fur-

sixty-geven infamtz—Causes o inreenndi
(Send money, mp!-

nished on application. Confldence respec
money order or otherwise, at our .)

oTHE Y. STEVENS PUB. €0."
0dd Fellows Temple (3d floor) Philadelphia, Pa.

PORTFOLIO of BEAUTIES, 23¢.

containimg 6 of most beautiful, bewitching, graceful pictures.
Size 7x10 fnches, ready to frame or passepartout, new sepia
due-tints, retaining all the warmtth and beauty of the origi-
pal paintings, sent prepaid with fllustrations of other beau-
umr aFt pietuves, poat cards, etc., upon recelpt of 25¢., ar
wifll 8end 19 pieturea for Boc., 20 for T&c., 28 for $1.00 (U. 8.
Stagps, cola oF Money order). Order to-day of

WILL 2. WELSH, Department H, 2T. VERSON, OHIO.

PREF | Order at anee and we will Jnelude abaslutely free
and eemplimentary an EXTRA pleture | alone sella for 25e.
evergwimie. It's a good one, money back if not satisfied.

an be read from your
Your Character Handwmriiting.  An interest-
ing delineation will be sent
upon receipt of 25 cents and specimen,
LOUISE RICE, Graphologist, 260 Fourth Avenue,
New York,

FLASH LIKE GENUINE
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BARODA DIAMONDS
IN SOLID EOLD RINES
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St. James Society

A painless home Course for the
OPIUM, MORPHINE OR LAUDANUM HABIT
Free trial sent on application,

ST. JAMES SOCIETY, Suite 307
1181 Broadway, New Yeork,







Piee 50¢

E first safety com knife of its kind in the world.

Cuts the corn and not the foot—really a treat for

the feet. Sells for 50c. but worth miiny times its

z{!ee Enough blades in one set for Father, Mother,

usband, Wife, Sister and Brother. The complete

oytfit of sanitary white handle and neat case—all for

Blades changeable instantly. Ewery store in the

rse will be seling them—if your dealer hasn’t
tidm yet—we'll prepay yours upon receipt of 50c.

AMERICAN SAFETY RAZOR €O., Inc,
320 Broadway, New York City

Whideres of tike [Amenss “ Ber-Really”’ Saibtly Razor

EYEGLASSES NOT NECESSARY

Ey#sight Can Be Strengthened, and M4 Mumms of
DiMearded Eyen Suceesnfully Treated
Without Cutting or Drugging.

That the eyes can be strengthened so that eyeglasses
can be dispensed with in many cases has been provem be-

yond a doubt by the testimony of hundreds of people who
?ublicly claim” that their eyesight has been restored by
hat wonderful littie instrument called “Afcdtina.” * Ac-
tina™ also relieves Sare and Granulated Lml: Iritis, ete.,
and removes Cataracts without cutting or drq@ﬂng Ovet
seventy-five thousand “Actinas " have been sa ) i srefore
the Actina treatment isn an experitaent, bu' Is -e able.
The fellowing letters ai  but samples of rudied. we
receive.

w.][ pe, P. O. Box, No. 46. Mineral
eIIs Texas writes—*I bhawd 2pent
dnilhmomrﬁy s, conauliied
:!he he:;t dﬁm in the nflted Sta;:ﬁ
ropped meditsime im my eyes for years
“Acttina’ is the onl m‘mg that has ever
done meanylgood efore using “Acting’®
I gave up al of ever being able to
Rafor-tast?” read again. Had not read a newspaper
for seven years. Now I can read all day with little or no incon-
venience.
=] was

trm?b?ger“ el 111|2 g‘n‘? c&!flx' Stdlﬂ i Imsn Fom ten ) years

é Eltewt O tgem lﬂﬁi ]
Efl tt:me. a?t g Actibe 'Ih]ﬁl aside &&Mﬂ’t
HBV@E ') ghe a% Gﬁ

E R. nalhmok De e&:uty County Clefk Fairfax. Va., writes :—
"¢ Actima’ has my eyes 60 that 1 can do without glass.

1 vi #*v seldom have hea acne now, and can study up to elev-
o k after a hard day's wark at the office”

“Aochina™ can be used b? old and young with perfe.
safety. Ewery member of the family can use the one
“ Actina® for any form of disease of the Ear, Throat
of Head. One wiilll jast for years, and i a wnys feady for
uae “ Actina * will be sent on trial posipaid.

Yan will send your mme nnd address to the Actina
iance Co., Dept 8i1 Wallmut St., Kaasas City,

ou Wwilll faeewe a ielutel FREE a valuable boék
N R otessor Wirion s Treatise of Disease.

STYLE
NEATNESS
COMFORT

THE IMPROVED

OSTON
GARTER

The Name is stamped an
every loop —cBe sure it's there

BUTTON

CLASP

LIES FLAT TO THE LEG—MNEVER
SLIPS, TEARS, NOR UNFASTENS
WORMN ALL OVER THE WORLD

Sample pir, Sk se0c.
Mailed o receipt d price.

GEORGE FROST CO., Mskeis
Boston, Mass., U.S.A.

INSIST ON HAVING THE GENUINE

REFUSE ALL SWUBSTITUTES

EN'S
TGILET POWDER




