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Immediate Results
R NS G Trying to quit the tobacco habit unaided is a losing fight against heavy
odds, and means a serious shock to your nervous system. So don’t try it!
2 Sass | |l Make the tobacco habit quit you. It will quit you if you will just take
Tobacco Redeemer according to directions.

It doesn’t make a particle of difference whether you’ve been a user of
tobacco for a single month or 50 years, or how much you use, or in what form
you use 1t. Whether you smoke cigars, cigarettes, pipe, chew plug or fine
cut or use snuff—Tobacco Redeemer will positively remove all craving for
e, tobaccoin any form in from 48 to 72 hours. Your tobacco craving will begin

N to decrease atter the very first dose—there’s no long waiting for results.
2 e R Tobacco Redeemer contains no habit-forming drugs of any kind and is the
R M most marvelously quick, absolutely scientific an% thoroughly reliable remedy
SRy Yl for the tobacco habit.

TR | NN
o e Not a Substitute

% Tobacco Stunts [
vide ’ e « o . ° °
oY 8 CroWt b Tobacco Redeemer is in no sense a substitute for tobacco, but is a radiecal,
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Tobacco Ruins
Digestion

AR eflicient treatment. After finishing the treatment you have absolutely no

N0 i desire to use tobacco again or to continue the use of the remedy. It quiets the
nerves, and will make you feel better in every f< .
W way. If youreally want to quit the tobacco habit ~ ="
—get rid of 1t so completely that when you see
others using it, it will not awaken the slightest -
| N desire in you—youshould at once begin a course
t_ﬁ L of Tobacco Redeemer treatment for the habit.
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Tobacco Rnba
R Results Absolutely Guaranteed /o ST
ﬂ A singletrial will convince the most skep- " A~
tical. Our legal, binding, money-back guar- s
antee goes with each full treatment. If
Tobacco Redeemer fails to banish the tobacco habit // .
when taken according to the plain and A ' « S
easy directions, your money will be - r -
cheerfully refunded upon demand. 5 Fre e B 0 ok C oup o n
Let Us Send You : 5l i
Convincing Proof NEWELL PHARMACAL CO.,

If you’re a slave of the tobacco Dept. 320 _ . St: Louis, Mo.
habit and want to finda sure, quick way Please send, without obligating me in any way,
of quitting ‘‘for keeps’’ you owe it to your free booklet regarding the tobacco habit and
yourself and to your family to mail the proof that Tobacco Redeemer will positively free
coupon beiow or send your name and me from the tobacco hahit.
address on a postal and receiveour free
booklet on the deadly effect of tobacco

. onthe humansystem, and positive proof
?ﬂbﬂﬂ%ﬂ Stﬂﬂ}fﬂ that Tobacco Redeemer Wwill quickly
P{:ﬂ';‘um:“c;nf_ free you from the habit.
§ Sosts,Luxurics |§ Newell Pharmacal Company
i T ‘ Dept. 320 ot. Louis, Mo.
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I __f:f—; Remgeralors
=————— | ] No. U120. A remarkable value
n Universal Sanitary White

Enamel Lined Refrlgerator
Lift lid design. Made of gen-

uine ash, rich golden finish, eolid
. brass trimmings. Has two nickel wire
il shelves. Ice rack of galvanized steel
iy bars welded together. Ice compart-
ment 50 lbs. capacity. Stands 42in.
high, 23% in. wide and 15% in. deep.
Provision compartment measures
194x1424x1124 inch. Has syphondrip
: ‘4 cup. Special handle allows for padlock.
[111 Order by No, U120. Price $12.68. 50¢

" with order; Balance $1.25 per month.

Oder. One of These
Special Bargains

Here 1s a plan for beautifying
the home that marks the most
advanced step ever taken in the

history of merchandising. Foronly

50c we will send you any of the remarkable
bargaine shown on this page. If more than

one is wanted send 60c for each item. You
may use what you order for 30 days at our risk.
If you then decide to keep it, pay the balance in
small monthly payments. 1f you decide not to
keep it return it at our expense and we will
return your 60c—the 80 days use of the goods
costs you nothing.

This small 50c¢ deposit does not

obligate you in any way, but is

merely asked as an indication of good faith

and to protect ourselves against irrespone
sible people ordering at random. You run abso=
lutely norisk in sending in yourorder. Oursisa
big, successfu] firm that is ireputable, respone
gible and trustworthy in every way. Aund every
article you order from us is backed by our legal
binding guarantee which insures your absolute
satisfaction. .Send us your order today—only
60c and coupon for each article desired.

sarcain DOOK FREE!
Send for Special Bargain Boolks

picturing and describing every-

thing for the home—-at rock-bottom prices

-—and'on the most wonderfully liberal terms
imaginable. We will trust you for anything you

want on our liberal, easy-to-pay, credit plan.
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V5 e e @ Here is a splendid value in a high
-;~.-._.n_;-;~-_;.;;-_.- :;.-:; E y wood side, full collapsible Go-Cart.
A ' 5/ Body made of 3-ply veneers, securely
SRR IS O —~—— / held by tinned ferrules; neatly enam-
eled and trimmed with gold stripee.

/ 3/ Has full tubular pushers, nickel trim-
= = / med handle, sensitive spring, positive

R ey ==

i Dept. 303
| Chicago

if only catalog is
wanted put an X
in this square, ‘Hl)

in name and ad-
dress on lines be.
low and mail
coupon.

Universal Mail Order Co.
145-153 W. 39th St., Dept. 303 Chicago

Gentlemen: Enclosed find 60c for each item marked
below. If satisfactory after 30 days examination 1 agree
to pay the balance as per prices and terms printed in
this advertisement. If not satisfactory 1 will return goods

to you. U120—Refrigerator.
U133—Collapsible Go-Cart,
U127-48-P1ccc Dinner Set,

Nameo 000800009 000000000008 00000000000 000000000 cccooocddocodooo

e ASE N\, foot brake, padded seat, 3-position
frmm XN\ W\\WR back, adjustable 3-bow hood, nicke)
\ 77 NN QR & hub caps and many
other features found
only on higher priced
Go-Carts. Has 10 inch
wheels, }2 inch solid rube-
MM \ ber tires, 16x28 in. frame,
N V% H__, = 2 e 10x13 inches.
S e L Merely mail the coupon
R A band 50c and ((i?.o-Ceirt Wll}l
% be sent immediately. If,
1] I ‘ after 30 days use, you de-
‘ ‘ cide that you do not wish
& > to keep it, return it at our ex-
=" pense and your money will be refunded.
Order by No. U133. Prnce only $10.65. Terms: S0c¢ with order:
Balance $1.05 per month.
48-Piece Floral Design Dinner Set. Complete for Family of Six.
Beautiful Complete 48-Piece Dining Set, made of good quality pure white Porce-
lain, exquisitely decorated w1th latest rose floral pattern in many natural colors and
gold Six dinner plates, 9% in.; 6 breakfast plates T4 in.: 6cups 6 saucers, 6 fruit
_— - dishes, 6X in.; 6 new style deep
soup coupes. 6 butter lates
'*53;\ deep open vegetable dish, 9}"
YW In.; 1 meat platter, 11}4 in.; i
meat platter, 96 in.: 1 sugar
d bowl and cover (2 pxeces),
cream pitcher. Every piece
aranteed full size for
amily use.
ThlS 48-Piece Set is a
f wonderful value at our
3 low price and easy
=2 ""-'. terms.
Order by No. U127,
Price only $3.69.
d Terms: 50¢c with
197/ order; Balance $0c
g per month.

Addl'eSS 0000000000000 0000 900090000 0000000000000 0000000004¢400000s000

City oooooooooooooooooo 000000000 00cc0es State 0000000000 c00000000000
NOTE—Put line like thig === jin front of items wanted.

In answering thie advertieement ¢t i8 desirgdlie that nou mention ALL-J1ary WEERKLY.
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BurRLmGTON

The new Bu rlmgton-——just

out—distributed now for the first
time—and on an astounding offer.
‘The superb new model far surpassing everything of the past.
21 jewels, adjusted to positions, temperature and isochronism.
New thin design—and all the newest 1deas in gold strata cases
to choose from. Send coupon today for tull partlculars.

=1

J ewels |

|
l —adjusted to positions
|
|
|

And—we will send you this
master watch without a cent down.
[t you decide to buy it —you pay on/y
the rock-bottom price—the same price
that even wholesale jewelers must pay.

$2 5 a Month!

Just think of 1t!
will pay, at the rock-bottom price, for the
New21- Jewel Burlington—the master watch.
‘This perfect time-piece will be sent to you,
prepaid, without a cent deposit so that you

—adjusted to temperature
—adjusted to isochronism

$2 S0 a month-—less - =—gadjusted to the second.
Runs al t 2 days in one
than ten centsa day Raps Almos ys in o

On an Iron-clad guarantee.

Newest

up-fo-date ideas in gold

can see and examme it for yourselt. When strata cases-—the master |
products of the goldsmith’s
you hOld it m YOUI‘ hand you Wlll realize art are illue‘t’ratetcxl ig czlorsAiR
t .
what a glgantlc value 1t 1s—and you will know ;ggrgi‘g cho:;sec fronc;.o Write
how the Burlington brought the highest watch s The e maicl) Nodk nowr

value wnthm the reach of all.

miakii Catalog Now Of fthe Press

P]ease Bend me, w1thout obh-

ation (and prepaid), your free \ Write today for our new catalog. Read about this gigantic

ook on watches,with full explana-

O OO0

tion of your cash or §2.50 a month watch value. Learn about watch movements and why 21 jewels are
offer on the Burlington Watch. \ the number prescribed by watch experts. Read what makes a
\ watch movement perfect—and how the Burlington is adjusted

INGTRE. ovvrvesesnssasssssrsssssssonsans. mesessssssassssssassenass \ to the second. The watch book is free. Write for it today
and get posted on watches and watch values. Send the coupon.

\ e Dept. 9083, 19th St. &
AddT688...cccceererciserrencssssssesccccsnes s000s0ssencnesasescsess osvess \ B“rllngton watCh Co. Mal:'sball Blvd., Chicago
e e e e e N A

O
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In (msu,ermg t?ns adtemsement zt 8 deswable that you mention ALL-Story WEEKLY.
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carefully.

Classified Advertising

» bhousewife or business man egually
well to read these advertisements

The Purpose of this Department | Classified Adver-
| tising Rates in
/), 18 to put the reader in touch imme- The Mungeyﬁlx;‘egazxneq
5: diately with the newest needfuls for || Munsey’s Magazine . $2.00) Special
y the bhome, office, farm, or person; to || The Argosy . . . . . 1,30 | Combinatien
offer, or seek, an unusual business | Railroad Mau’s Maga- Line Rate
opportunity, or to suggest a service Zne . rente | oo(, $4.64
’ . ] All-sml’y Wﬁekly °* o75 lm 3% M
that may be performed satisfactorily ﬁ) discount.
through correspondence. It will pay | poni 2150 Al Story Waskly Forms Closs March 29th

‘“ 4 New F;o?ce In Business ”’ (s a booklet that tells Aow &
advertsse successfully in the Classified Department of the
Munsey Magarines. Masled anywhere on request..

—r=

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

WE WILL PAY GOOD COMMISSIONS to real live hustling
agents to introduce our Twentyv-Five Cent Premier Furniture
Polish to the consumers. Quick sales and repeat orders will
build a large and profitable business for you. Premier F’olish
Mnfg. Company, Box 66, 1ndianapolis, Indiana.

|

PATENT ATTORNEYS

PATENTS THAT PROTECT AND PAY.
ADVICE AND BOOKS FREE. Highest references. DBest
results. Promptness assured. Send sketch or model for search.
Watson EB. Coleman,” 624 F BStreet. Washington, D. C.

SWELL SUIT FREE FOR 2 HOURS’ WORK. Show it to
your friends and make $5.00 an hour in your spare time. We
show how. Costs nothing to try. Write quick for measure blank
and our handy sample outfit. All Free. We deliver everything
free. Look into this. P’aragon Tailoring Co., Dept. 301, Chicago.

FREE SAMPLE WITH PARTICULARS. NO SPLASHING
WATER STRAINERS. - Easy seller. Returns big. Experience
unnecessary. A. E. Union Filter Co., New York.

‘“ WASHWHITE " Cleans Ciothes Without Rubbing. Big
profit on quick sales and repeat business. Valuable I’remjums,
Free samples. Exclusive territory. Unusual selling -helps. Write
for our offer. The Nacma Co., Pent. G-11, 20 W. Lake St., Chicago.

W E PAY $80 MONTMHLY SALARY
and furnish rig and expenses to Introduce guaranteed poultry
and stock powders. Bigler Company, X501, Springfield, Ill.

Armstrong Earned $67.50 First Day selling our new business
necessity. Retails $5.00 to $30.00. Agents profit 150%. Buver
gatisfled or money back. No competition. Exclusive territory.
Free Sample. Sayers Co., 421 Wainwright, St. Louis, Mo.

AGENTS—500% PROFIT. FREE SAMPLE GOLD AND
SiHiver Sign Letters for store fronts and office windows. Anyone
can: put on. DBig demand everywhere. Write today - for liberal
offer to agents. Metallic Letter Co., 441 N. Clark St., Chicago.
NEWEST MONEY MAKER! 1l PIECE TOILET SET
selling like blazes at $1 with $1 carving set free. Tremendous

Rit! Randall sold 30 one day. Success sure. A. Plerce Company, |

906 Lake Street, Chicago.

BIG MONEY SELLING PHYSICAL CULTURE BOOK.
Sample on receipt of 15¢. We also have other books that are

winners. VYvrite for particulars. Charles Goldman & Co.,
421 S. Dearborn Street, Chicago, Ill. P

HELP WANTED

— — o —

-—r— m——

IDEAS WANTED—Manufacturers are-writing for patents pro-
cured through me. Four books with list hundreds of inventions
wanted sent :free.. I help you market your invention. Advice
Free. R. B. Owen, 69 Owen Building, Washington, D. C.

PATENT YOUR |[IDEAS—$9.000 OFFERED for certain
inventions. Books, °‘‘How to Obtain a Patent,”” and °‘‘What
to Invent.”” sent free. Send rough sketch for free report as to
patentability. Manufacturers constantly writing us for patents
we have obtained. ‘We advertise your patent for sale at our
expense. Established 20 years. Address €Chandlee & Chandlee,
Patent Attorneys, 913 F Street, Washington, -D. C.

PATENTE—WRITE:. FOR HOW TO OBTAIN A PATENT,
list of Patent Buyers., and Inventions Wanted. 31,000,000 fn
prizes offered for inventions. Send sketch for free opinior as to
patentability.. Our Four Books sgent. free.upon reqQuest. Patents
advertised Free. VWe assist inventors to sell their inventions.
Victor J. Bvans Co., Patent Attys., 762 Ninth, Washington, D. C.

“ PRIZES FOR PATENTS.” “ MONEY IN PATENTS.”
‘““ How to Get Your Patent and Money.”” ‘“* Why Some Inventors

Fail.”’ *‘‘* Needed Inventions.’”’ Sent free. Send sketch for free
opinion. Randolph & Co., 630 ¥ Street, Washington. D. C.
INVENT SOMETHING: YOUR |IDEAS MAY BRING
WEALTH; our free book tells what to Invent and how 'to
obtain & Dpatent through our new credit system; write
to-day., Waters & Co., 4105 Warder Building, Washing-

ton, D. C.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

$50 TO $SI100 A DAY CAN BE EARNED with a Long
Crispette Machine in any town. Machine a wonder.. Makes
Crispettes—a new, delicious Dopcorn confection. Sells at 5S¢ a
package—almost 4c¢ net profit. Everybody buys at sight—nickels
roll in. All »ou need is one machine and good location. No
experience necessary. Investment small. Returns large. \rite at
ongce for free book °‘* Dollars & Sense '’—a valuable guide to
wealth and independence—a start to the ownership of a store
of your own.. Don’t wait. Send postal today. Address
W. 4. lLong (o., 1324 High Street, Springfileld, Ohio.

Cl v I L S ERVY I CE EXAMINATIONS
open the way to good Government positions. I can coach you
by mail at small cost. Full particulars free to any -American
citizen of eighteen or over. Write today for Booklet CE 10853.
¥arl Hopkins, -Washington, D. (.

RAILWAY MAIL AND POSTAL CLERKS: EXAMINATIONS
SOON. Prepare at home. \vrite for plan 301 of payment after

appointment. Civil Service Dept., P. B. C., 1017 Chestnut St.,
P’hiladelphia, Pa. '

MAN OR WOMAN TO TRAVEL FOR OLD-ESTABLISHED

FIRM. No -canvassing; 31170 filrst year, payable  weekly,
pursuant to Contract. Ezxpenses advanced. K. G. Nichols,
Philadetphia, I’a., Pepper DBuilding.

NO STRIKE: 8 HOUR DAY. Men Evervwhere. Firemen,
Brakemen, Baggagemen, $120. Colored Porters, Experience
unnecesgsary. 837 Railway Bureau, E. St. Louis, Ill.

MAKE BIG MONEY! USE YOUR SPARE TIME TEACH-
ing Dancing: lady's or gent's profession. Small investment,
big profits. e the first in jour town. Act now. Catalog free.
Prof. Robt. H. Charles, Studio, 4722 Indiana Ave., Chicago, 1ll.

BUSINESS AND CORRESPONDENCE
SCHOOLS

THE AMERICAN SCHOOL OF AVIATION ANNOUNCES A
new correspondence course in aero-constructionn and design. A
thoroughy training in aeronautical engineering. American School
of Aviation, Dept. 2605, 451 South Dearborn Street, Chicago.

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS

MEN—Become Government Railway Mail Clerks. £75 to $150
month. Every second week off with pay. (Common sense educa-
tion sufficient. Sample examination questions free. Write im-
mediately. Franklin Institute, Dept A3, Rochester, N. Y.

MACHINERY, TOOLS & SUPPLIES

CARPENTERS, MACHINISTS AND TOOLMAKERS.
When you are in need of a tool case get a Keystone
Pertable Tool Case. Every case Guaranteed. \rite for catalogue.
Keystone Casa Co., Dept. 100, 215 N. Keystone Ave., Chicago, 111.

!

PHOTOPLAYS WANTED BY 48 COMPANIES: $10 TO $500
EACH PAID FOR PLAYS. No correspondence course Or ex-
perience-needed; details sent free to beginners. Sell your ideas.
Producers l.eague. 329 Wainwright, St. Louis, Mo.

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS

STORIES,. POEMSES. PLAYGES,
ARE WANTED ° FOR PUBLICATION. Good
bring big money. Submit Mss. or write Literary Bureau,
Hannibal, Mo.

ETC..
ideas
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chance!

“Four years ago you and I worked at the same bench. We were bozh discontented. Remem-
ber the noon we saw the International Correspondence Schools’ advertisement? That woke me
up. I realized that to get ahead I needed special training, and I decided to let the I. C S. help
me. When I marked the coupon I asked you to sign with me. You said, ‘Aw, forget it!

“I made the most of my opportunity and have been climbing ever since. You had the same

chance I had, but you turned it down. No, Jim, you can’t expect more money until you’ve
trained yourself to handle bigger work.” [ = = = = = TEAR OUT NERE=—= = = — ——

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

_ €C v 9 .
There are lots of " Jims” in the world—in stores, Box 2099, SCRANTON, PA.

factories,' Oﬁ:lCQS, everywher e. Al’ € you one of them? l Explain, without obligating me, how I can qualify for the posi-

~ . O tion, or in the subject, before which 1 mark X.
Wake up! LEvery time you see an 1. C. S. coupon ELECTRICAL ‘ENGINEER (JSALESMANSHIP

- . X ’ Electric Lighting [ ]JADVERTISING MAN
your chance is staring you In the face. Don’t turn E e G R ning H N indor Trimaer
it dOW I | | Electric Wiring _|Show Card Writer

n. Telegraph Expert ] RAILROADER
: l CIMECHANICAL ENGINEER S ILLUSTRATOR

Right now over one hundred thousand men are Mechanical Draftsman " DESIGNER

. . . ' Machine Shop Practice I BOOKKEEPER '

preparing themselves for bigger jobs and better pay I Gas Engineer | Stenographer and Typist
[ JCIVIL ENGINEER | Cert. Public Accountant

through I, C, S, courses. I L |Surveying and Mapplng _] Railway Accountant

[ IMINE FOREMAN OR ENGINEER [ ]Commercial Law
Metallurgist or Prospector

You can join them and get in line for promo- STATIONARY ENGINEER
tion. Mark and mail this coupon, and iind out how. I ards Shoser

| GOOD ENGLISH
| Teacher

| ] Common School Sybjects

ARCHITECT [ ]CIVIL SERVICE
Contractor and Builder || Railway Mail Clerk
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS l Architectural Draftsman | AGRICULTURE
: Concrete Builder | Textile Overseer or Supt.

_| Navigator Spanish

| Poultry Ralsing Germes
[ ] AUTOMOBILES KFrooeh

_JAuto Repaliring [taliam

PLUMBING AND HEATING

Box 2099 Scramnton, Pa. <, I Structural Engineer
Sheet Metal Worker

CHEMICAL ENGINEER

Reports on 27,000 typical I. C. S. students show
14,900 now receiving $1500 a year or more; 2451
receiving $2500 or more; 413 receiving $5000 or Occupation

more; 20 receiving $10,000 or more; and eight witR & Employer—__ ]

l Name
annual incomes of 825,_ 000 or more. l , MR
|

WHAT OTHERS HAVE DONE YOU CAN DO gt

and No.

Ve

Clty

State.________ -

—
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GOOD READING

“THE VERDICT,” - - By Edgar Saltus|“ APPLES OF EDEN,” By Du Vernet Rabell
“A FOREST TRAGEDY,” By Samuel T.Dana | “ DISCOVERIES AND INVENTIONS,’’

“SARAH BERNHARDT,” By Brander Matthews
By Charles Henry Meltzer | “ THE CASTLES OF ENGLAND,”

“ THE INNER DOOR,” a serial . By Richard Le Gallienne
By Alan Sullivan |“ SIX DAYS LATE,” By John Fleming Wilson

“ONE ON THE LANDLADY,” “THE GIFT SUPREME,” a serial
By Will nghtl By George Allan England ||

_ Complete Novelette, “ A PICTURE OF INNOCENCE,” By Freeman Tilden ‘
i Another of William Slavens McNutt’s human stories of American life, “THE GREAT CYCLE”

MUNSEY’S

FOR APRIL

e
- This issue also will contain an announce-
ment by Mr. Munsey of great interest and
importance to all readers of magazines.

BUY YOUR COPY TO-DAY |
ONLY TEN CENTS '

ON ALL

NEWS.-STANDS

=

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY
8 West Fortieth Street

NEW YORK
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Yes, you maﬁ.ydkeep this New Edison . ™ e, g
—Thomas A. Edison’s great pbunugrﬂph with th N

diamond stylus—and your choice of records, too, for onl

$1. Pay the balance at rate of only a few cents a day. Ei‘l-y the New Edison
in your own home before you decide to buy. nd no money down. Enter-
tain your friends with your favorite records. Then return it if you wish.

For Our New Edison Book. Send your name and

erte TOday address for our new book and pictures of the new

Edison phonograph, No obligationa—write now while this offer lasts.

F. K. BABSON, Edison Phonograph Distributors
1083 Edison Block ~ Chicago

illinois

We guarantee to
teach you to play

Cornet Free! =i

ive vyou a Beautiful Cornet or any Band
-8 [nstrument absolutely FREE, You pay weekly as
. : @ lessons are talken. Instrument is sent
> 9P with first lesson. Graduates in ever
)\ W state  Hundreds of enthusiastic testi-
monials. Write to-day for our booklet
and wonderful tuition offer.

NET SCHOOL, 634 Federal St., BOSTON, MASS.
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Mailing Cards vs. .
| Classified Advertising |

It would cost more than 11,500 to |
send a post-card to the jore-than- |
a-million homes that read ‘‘The
Munsey Magazines’ every
month. Advertisers who want
to cover the same ground for
$18.00 are using this short cut.

WRITE FOR BOOKLET,

“A New Force in Business,” that gives full
particulars about the effectiveness of Clussi-
fied Advertising in *“ The Munsey Magazines.”

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY
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Gray Hair
and Safety

Mary T. Goldman’s Gray Hair Color Re-
storer is the original preparation for safely and
quickly restoring the natural color to gray,
faded and bleached hair in a few days. leaves
the hair clean, fluffy and natural. '

Free Trial Package and special comb. Test it on
a lock of hair, This test will prove more than
anything we could sayin anadvertisement. Write

now and be sxre to tellthe original colorbefore it turned
gray. Was it black, dark brown, medium brown or
{light brown? Regular $1.00 size at your druggist’s or
1 will fill your orderdirect. Cleverimitators, not being
able to imitate the preparation itself, have copied our
labels glmost word for word. To be safe and sure, re-
member the name. (112)

BIARY T. GOLDMAN 459 Coldman BMs., St. Paul, Minn.
Establishea sv Years

l 8 West Fortieth Street, New York .
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Delivered vou FREE

‘lé Your choice of 44 styles, colors and sizes in the
AW famous line of ““RANGER?’’ bicycles, shown in full
At color in the big new Free Catalog. We pay all the

e, freight charges from Chicago to yﬁur town.

TR allowe

N2, 30 Days Free Trial pliomed on the

Aid lect, actual riding testin your own town for a
full'moqth. Do not buy until you get our great
&4 new trial offer and low Factory-Direct-To-
7 Rider terms and prices.
‘ "‘lREs LAMPS, HORNS, pedals, single

e —

+,

L
-

: wheels and repair parts for all makes
of bicycles at half usual prices. No oneelsecan
offer you such values and such terms. -
SEND NO MONEY but write today for the big
new Catalog. It’s free.

M EA CYCLE COMPANY

Dept. p-63, Chlcago
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CHALLENGE
CLEANABLE COLLARS

Good looking, serviceable and of{ering a
Stitched edge and dull

linen effect. Better than merelg * linen.”
Proof against the crocking velvet collar,
rain, snow and perspiration.

e N O P G e N U R M Y e e g C A O s S e oY

real eCcon Ollll.] s

Instantly cleanable—on or off —with
a bit of soap and a damp cloth.

Evenj accepted style, half sizes. 293¢ each—at your
dealer’s or ]JlJ mail. State your sh.]le and size.
Descriptive booklet on request.

THE ARLINGTON COMPANY

7123 Broadway, New York
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| A Clear Track and a Fast Run

For the APRIL

Railroad Man’§ Magazine

“Ditching the Hobo” j

How the railroads of the United States 8
are fighting the damage and crimes of |/
the 100,000 tramp army. /]

“ At Mile-Post 104”

A complete novelette of railroad life.
By CHARLES W. TYLER

“Embalming Rights-of-Way”

An explanation of the methods by which
modern science has succeeded 1n prolong-
ing the life of rairoad ties.

“Fifty Years from Now?”

President Smith, of the New York Central,
tells what our railroads will be like in

htty vears.

Other Fiction, Fact and Fancy of the Ralil

THE APRIL RAILROAD MAN
On All News-stands—Ten Cents

L 1 THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY L _1|

8 West Fortieth Street, New York
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NUMBER 2

HERE are circumstances under which a violation of the accepted laws of
" man—written and unwritten—are more than usually fascinating fiction ma-
And in this splendid five-part serial, a few of these circumstances are
poignantly set forth to prove to you—and Leila Solwith—that wrong 1s wrong
There 1s mystery enough, too, 1n the story to keep you in a con-
stant state of excitement.— I HE EDITOR.

CHAPTER 1.

TIIl. YOUNGER GENERATION.

- CUR’I‘ IS said you wanted to see

me, sir?”’
At the sound of the voice
James Mlackenzie glanced up quickly
from his desk and wheeled round in his
chair. He had been so deep in some
specifications that he had not heard the
door open.

“That you, Jack? Come in. Yes, I
wanted ten minutes with you—I might
not have an opportunity to-night, with
that masonic dinner on.”

There was a curiously old-fashioned
flavor about the chief’s private room at
the dock, with its two long windows look-

I A-S

ing out over a stretch of gray, tossing
‘Thames—so low-ceiled as to give an ef-
fect of added height to the newcomer’s
long-limbed athletic figure.

The models of wooden, ships round the
walls — that Jack Barclay remembered
covetling as a boy — belonged to another
age; the date affixed in tarnished gold
figures to the most modern carried one
back nearly half a century. All the
originals had been -‘built at * Mac-
kenzie’s "—but that was in the old days
before the age of iron had drawn the
building of ships away from the Thames-
side yards to the Tyne and the Clyde.

But if the offices looked old-fashioned,
the hum of ceaseless activity outside told
anothér story. Mackenzie’s had adapted

177
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itself to changed requirements. New
ships might be no longer built here,
but old ships have from time to time to
be hospitaled in dry dock; engines break
down, boilers rust out, defective plates
need to be replaced.

The incessant clang of the riveters’
hammers was not a little distracting to
some of the many callers with business
to discuss. To Mackenzie himself this
strident song of labor was so familiar
that 1t was less disturbing than silence
in the yard would have been.

Every one in “ the ship-smelling East ”
—that tarry region stretching away on
both sides of London River from the
Tower to the Essex mud-flats — knew
Mackenzie’s Dock. The present owner
was the third of his name since his grand-
father built the dock; a man of sixty
odd, with a rugged, rather masterful, face
—a man more respected perhaps than
liked. In calm moments James Mac-
kenzie himself would admit to a hasty
temper that often enough made his atti-
tude unreasonable.

And his hot-headedness and irascibility
had a way of obscuring his good points,
which—as Jack Barclay at least knew—
were many. Mackenzie had adopted him
when the boy’s father had died leaving
him only a patrimony of debt. There
was no tie of blood, no claim beyond
that of old friendship — but Mackenzie
had paid the dead man’s debts, had taken
the boy and brought him up as his own
Son.
* Jack, you’ll be twenty-six in three
weeks’ time—two days after my return
from New York, if T can catch the re-
turn-boat I hope,” the older man said
suddenly; and paused.

Young Barclay laughed, as though he
wondered if i1t was to hear this piece of
news that he had been called away from
the middle of an urgent job in connection
with the new boilers in process of being
fitted into the Perth. Mackenzie laughed,
too.

“No, it wasn't to tell you that exactly
that I wanted to see you. But it has ref-

ALL-STORY
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erence to it,”” he said in his rather pon-
derous way. ‘ You're nearly twenty-six,
and for sixteen years you've filled the
place a son of mine might have done
had I married. And you haven’t disap-
pointed me. You did well at school,
well at Oxford—better at games perhaps
than at your studies; but games teach a
man things—discipline, self-reliance. And
from Oxford you went straight into the
yard, where you haven’'t been too proud
to learn by working alongside of men get-
ting their thirty shillings a week.”

‘ But the men are good chaps; and
you see I'm keen on the work—"

‘ But so many young men aren’t keen.
They regard work as a necessary evil;
they’re watching the clock till the mo-
ment they can down tools and be off to
see other men play football. I’ve
watched you, Jack, and you haven’t dis-
appointed me.”

“I'm glad of that,” the younger man
cried boyishly. ‘ Of course, I owed it to
you not to shirk—I should have been a
rotter if I had, after all you’ve done for
me. But I'm glad to hear you say that.”

For a moment James Mackenzie did
not speak. There was a little gleam of

pride In his eyes as they rested on Jack’s

face. It was a face that attracted most
people at first sight, it was so frank and
good-humored; there was manliness in it
and character—in the steady gray eves,
In the strong mouth and chin.

““ Jack, what all this preamble leads to
is this. I'm over sixty now. Of course,
iIf it were a mere matter of money I
could have retired long ago—only I'm
proud of the concern my father and
grandfather built up. I like to think of
it being carried on long after I'm gone.
Well, what I’'m coming to is this.” He
could not refrain from an impressive
pause. “ On your twenty-sixth birthday
I'm going to take you into partnership.”

And he beamed across at Jack, who in
the first moment was too much taken
aback to find words.

A partnership at twenty-six! He had
supposed vaguely that he would some
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day be admitted into the firm, but he
had never expected such luck for vears
to come. There was a bovish eagerness
and excitement in his voice that pleased
James MNlackenzie, as he cried:

* A partnership! Jove, I can't find the
words I want to thank you! It takes
my breath away—-"

““We understand each other, my boy:
there’'s no need to say anvthing,” the
older man said, smiling. FHe had risen,
and his hand rested on the other’s shoui-
der. * Of course, I always meant the
business should be vours after my death.
But though I have no immediate inten-
tion of going out of it there’s no reason
why you shouldn’t come into it now. 1'm

sure the traditions of Mlackenzie's will

be safe with wvou. My balance-sheet
shall be prepared and the partnership
cleed drawn up at once.”

Mackenzie went Into details.
how prosnerous even he had not realized
until he saw those rough figures the older
man jotted down. And a one-third part-
nership in such a firm at six-and-twenty!

* But, 1 say, it 25 good of vou, dad!”

he cried, the old bovish termi replacing

the formal *“ sir ’ of business hours. ‘1
—(Oh, sha'n't I have swelled head when
I walk In as junior partner for the first
time! "

Mackenzie laughed, no less pleased

than the bov. He crossed to a cupboartl
and unlocked 1t.

1 like to keep old customs, Jack. 1
remenber thirty-five years ago 1 this
very room my father broke a bottle -In
honor of my ¢wn admission as partner.
And now it's my turn to drink to the new
partner and to the firm’s continued pros-
perity.”

And he wrestled with the cork of a
cobwebbv bottle that looked as though
it might have been reposing there since
that other occasion he spoke of.

* There’s only one thing—when you

marryv
tion to marrv now, don’t run away from

tiie house that’'s been your home for so

Jack
had known the firmm was flourishing, but .

v, Jack, as you'll be in a posi-
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long. Bring vour wife to it. 1It's big
enouzh for all of us—but 1t would be
too big for me alone. I shouldn't like
that,”’ Mackenzie said suddenly.

** Any more than 1 chould like to yrun
away from vou, dad!” cried Jack. And
rne meant it.

““ Ah, that's right. .".ad you'll be think-
ing of marrving soon-—why not? 1 want
vou to marry; I want to hear the patter
of little feet in that big house. .And
I'm ambitious for yvou. Oxford brought
vou friendships with the right kind of
people, opened the doors to some of the
hest houses 1n London to you. ©ne of
these days vou'll, perhaps, go into pol-
itics, and the sort of match I've set my
heart on your making will help vour
career. I come of a stock of good mid-
dle-class people myself, but I want vou
to ook higher than that - as vou can,
fack, eh?”

For a moment the vounger man's lips
moved as though to sayv something. Rut
whatever it was he left 1t unspoken.
Mackenzie did not see the look that his
words scemed to have brought to Jack's
face. The door had opened, and he
turned.

*“ Well, Curtis, what is 1t?”

Curtis was Mackenzie’s contidential
clerk and secretarv. A man of thirty,
with sleek black hair brushed back over
his brow and a face so curiously expres-
sicnless that i1t ahways reminded Jack of
a mask. Curtis came In with lis def-
erential droop of shoulders and hahitual
soit tread. He handed a card to his
chief.

“ Mr. Binston, sir, savs he has an ap-
pointnment.”’

“ Oh, ves, of course. 11l see him in a
minute. Jack, 1 shall have to turn vou
out now. And 1 expect vou're anxious
to be back to those boilers,” with a

laugh. *“ Bv the way, Curtis.” The
clerk paused on the threshold. * You

have some inkling already .of what's In
the wind. Well, vou have an opportunity
of paving vour respects to the firm's new
partner.”’
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Curtis looked across at Jack. There
was no hint of any emotion whatever
behind the expressionless face. The
equally expressionless voice murmured
what was exactly correct for the occasion
from one of his position toward a future
head. Perhaps there was a dry note In
Jack’s voice, as he made acknowledge-
ment, that seemed to strike Mackenzie.

““ Jack,” he said abruptly, as the door
closed, ‘I’'ve sometimes thought you
didn’t like Curtis?”

The younger man shrugged his shoul-
ders indifferently. He had no desire to
discuss Curtis. Binston’s almost im-
mediate appearance cut short any further
conversation, and Jack, for all that he
was a partner now, or would be shortly,
went back to his job at the boilers, feel-
ing as though treading on air. Only
once, with the_ thought of that expressed
ambitious wish of James Mackenzie’s,
did his face cloud. ‘ The sort of match
I've set my heart on your making—"

And Jack Barclay knew that in that
at least he would have to disappoint the
man to whom he owed everything.

“Only I couldn’t tell him to-day. 1
couldn’t disappoint him on the top of his
wonderful kindness, dear old chap! But
—I wonder what he’ll say when he
knows?”’

CHAPTER II.

YHE GIRL WI10O CAMI BLETWEEN.

ruftled James Mackenzie when on the

next morning Barclay came down to
breakfast. There was a little frowning
furrow between his bushy gray eyebrows
as he sat, glancing through his corre-
spondence, In the long old-fashioned
dining-room that overlooked the Blooms-
bury Square where two previous genera-
tions of Mackenzies had lived. He
turned at the younger man’s entrance,
without responding to his greeting.

“I’'ve just had a letter that concerns
you, Jack,” he began, evidently fuming.

IT was evident that something had

. clerk, Curtis.

-+ squargly.
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‘Oh, who’s it from?”’
“ It’s anonymous.”

“ Anonymous? Then it’s something
unpleasant, of course—that goes without
saying,” Jack responded cheerfully.
““ What's the particular lie?”

“Well, T should be sorry to think
there was any truth iIn its statement—
that you have entangled yourself with
a girl lately employed in my office. A
stenographer called Wingate.”

Jack looked quickly across at him.

“I know Miss Wingate. May I see
the letter?”

Mackenzie handed it to him in silence.
The letter, which purported to come from
“a well-wisher,” informed Mr. Mac-
kenzie, with a scarcely veiled malice, that
people were coupling the names of his
adopted son and Joan Wingate.

‘I fancy I can spot the writer,” Jack
sald, glancing up from the letter. * Your
. You said yesterday you
thought I didn’t like him. I might have
told you that there’s little love lost on
his side. You see, I once had occasion
to knock Curtis down—for insulting Miss
Wingate. I look back on it with all the
more satisfaction now because I haven't
a doubt he wrote this.”

““Oh, nonsense!” snapped Mackenzie.
“You had a dispute with Curtis, you
say, about this former stenographer of
mine? Then there is an entanglement?”

‘It depends on what you mean by
entanglement,” said Jack, facing him
““ Miss Wingate happens to
be the lady I am going to marry.”

The older man stared at him blankly,
Incredulously.

“Marry her? Are you mad?”’ he
broke out explosively.

‘“In any case I should have told you
soon—but after your words of yesterday
I felt I must do so at once,” Jack said
quietly. “ 1 was going to tell you this
morning. Miss Wingate has promised to
be my wife.”

“Oh, I don’t doubt she gave that
promise readily enough,” sneered Mac-
kenzie, a purple vein standing out on
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his brow. “ And you mean it seriously,
that you are going to make such a fool
of yourself?”

“ Well, of course, there can be two
opinions about that,” said Jack good-
humoredly. “ Certainly I am quite
serious. It’'s true Joan Wingate earns
her living—is that a fair reason for speak-
ing slightingly of her?” He laid a hand
on the older man’s arm. ‘“ Dad, don'’t let’s
quarrel over this. I owe everything to
you —- but even to please you I can’t
marry to order.”

Mackenzie shook his arm free. Mis
resentment flared up against this girl who
he felt had entrapped Jack.

“ It’s ridiculous. Did 1 send you to
Oxford, offer you a partnership—for you
to marry a nobody, a girl who typed my
letters?”” And he snorted angrily.

““ Thanks to the advantages I have given

vou, you have the entrée to some of the
best houses in London. Yet because of
a pretty face you calmly tell me you
propose to throw away your chances,
commit a folly you’ll repent all your
days!”

His manner was a shade reminiscent
of the heavy father of stage-plays—and
Jack had a sense of humor. He gave a
disarming laugh. - He owed too much to
the other man not to make allowances
for that characteristic hasty temper that
would blaze up like straw at a spark.
Straw soon burns itself out.

‘“ Dad, can’t we talk it over reason-
ably? After all, I'm not a boy. And in
marriage a man must choose for himself.”

““ But surely it’s not asking too much

of vou not to choose like a fool—this

girl who no doubt is laughing up her
sleeve to have entrapped a rich man’s
supposed heir!”

‘“ But you have no right to say that
of Miss Wingate.” There was a change
in Jack's tone. Even from James Mac-
kenzie he would not hear an aspersion on
the girl he loved. ‘ She is not mercenery.
Even if she were, you have no means of
knowing it. When you are calmer you
will realize you are not fair,” |
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“T am quite calm!’ Mackenzie was
white with fury by this time. * Jack,
I don’t wish to remind you of anything
you may owe to me. But you've had
your head; all the money yon wanted, a
good time—"

“Oh, I don’t forget that, dad. That’s
why it hurts me that we should have
this disagreement now.”

“What else can you expect? Oh, I
don’t say this girl may not be fond of
you—but she’s pretty much alive to the
advantages of such a marriage where she’s
concemed. Only don’t forget, the deed
of partnership isn’t signed yet—"

Young Barclay made an impatient ges-
ture.

* I don’t wish to appear unduly vain,”
he said, restraining himself with an effort,
‘“ but any supposed advantages had noth-
ing to do with her acceptance of me.”

Mackenzie laughed unpleasantly.

‘“ She would hardly be likely to let you
know they had. You say I have no
proof — come to that, what proof have
you? As if she didn’t know she'd brought
her pretty face to a good market!”

Jack strode across the room. Some-
thing was on the tip of his tongue that
1t needed a strong effort to keep back.

“ Youre not willing to put her to the
proof?”’ Mackenzie said suddenly.

The younger man turned sharply.

““What do you mean’?”

““This. If you persist in flying in the
face of my wishes, there’s no partnership
for you!” cried Mackenzie furiously,
bringing down his great fist on the break-
fast table. ‘‘ You'll have to choose be-
tween this stenographer and all I meant
to do for your future! That’s the plain
English of 1t.”

He was telling himself that he would
bring Jack to his senses for the boy's own
sake.  Perhaps this self-willed auto-
cratic man really believed at the moment
that no sense of the personal equation,
his own disappointed ambitions of a bril-
liant marriage for Jack that would shed
reflected luster on himself, too, entered
into his feelings.
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“You might be Quixotic enough to
throw away your future for this girl—
but would she be willing to marry a man
who, from the position of a rich man’s
heir, became dependent on what he would
earn? Let me put it plainly to her what
she has to expect from marrying you. We
shall see then if she’s so disinterested!’
—with a bitter sneer.

‘““It 1s hardly likely I should expose
Aer to humiliation or insult.”

““Then you’re not so sure of her, eh?”

The younger man did not speak.
There was no arguing with Mackenzie in
such a mood.

‘“If she’s all you profess, why should
you wish her not to see me? Insult her?
I have no intention of insulting her. 1
want to show her the position in the
event of her marrying you. Will you
convey a message—or shall I write my-
self? I suppose I have a right to see
her, considering how long 1 have stood
in loco parentis to you!” he snapped.

‘ And when you see her? If I thought
you meant to say anything to hurt her—"

Mackenzie interrupted him impatiently.

“You shall be present to hear all I
have to say. I may not feel too kindly
disposed to her, but I am not in the
habit of insulting women, as your words
imply. All I want is to show her the
position exactly—not quite the position
she has imagined. You can’t object to
that surely?”

“T will tell her what you say,” said
Jack after a pause.

‘“If I see her, it must be to-day, since
I leave for Southampton early this eve-
ning and sail to-morrow. What time does
she leave off work for lunch?”

‘“ Half past one.”

“I can see her at two.
half an hour then.”

“Then I am to ask her if she will see
you here at two—"

‘“ No, not here. I don’t do business
in my private house. At the office where
she used to work,” snapped Mackenzie.

There was a passionate gleam in Bar-
clayv’s eyes; the deliberate offensiveness

I can spare

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

of the words strained his patience almost
to snapping-point. But he checked back
the hot retort. Mackenzie turned abrupt-
ly away and picked up his letters again.

For the first time the two men break-
fasted in silence. Not another word was
exchanged between them until, at two
o'clock that afternoon, Jack and Joan
Wingate passed through into Mackenzie's
private office.

The girl had been very thoughtful
during the drive, as her lover motored
her down to the dock.

‘““ Jack, I—I was afraid when I prom-
1sed to marry you that your choice would
not be Mr. Mackenzie’s. I should never
forgive myself if I caused an estrange-
ment between you—"

There was a troubled look in the girl's
dark eyes.

“Oh, but that’s nonsense! He’s like
that. A dear good chap at bottom, but
utterly unreasonable when he’s crossed.
He comes to loggerheads with every one
—he simply can’t help it. Anyhow, I’m
not going to give you up, sweetheart. All
his kindness to me —and he has been
more than kind — doesn’t give him the
right to stand between me and my happi-
ness.’’

She was beautiful. Even James Mac-
kenzie had to admit that as the girl came
into the room. An upstanding, slender
figure, aglow with youth, with all the
grace of budding womanhood, she looked
a creature of the sunlight and the open
air, in spite of her daily routine In a city
office.

The delicate oval face with its wild-
rose color, crowned by the crinkly waves
of dusky, autumn-brown hair; the wide
gray eyes, fearless and proud as they con-
fronted the rich man who thought to
make his wealth a lever to keep her and
the man who loved her apart — all this
Mackenzie saw, though with no softening
of his purpose. He made a little stiff

bow.

‘““ Please sit down.”

“No, thank you. 1 would rather
stand.”
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Her voice, too, had charm. "And nor-
mally, Mackenzie was more susceptible to
a charming wvoice than to a beautiful face.
Only he hardened his heart. She was the
airl who had deliberately entrapped Jack
to thwart those long-cherished amlzitious
plans of his.

“T hear from my son-— from Jack,”
correcting hiraself quickly—the phrase he
always used slipped out inadvertently,
“ that he has asked you to marry him,”
Mackenzie began. There was a suspicion
of hectoring in his voice that brought a
fuming resentment to the younger man'’s
face. “ To be quite brief, such a mar-
riage would run counter to my hopes for
him. He knows my feelings on the mat-
ter; but since apparently they have no
weight with him, I have no option but to
ask you to break off this engagement. 1
think I can show you that such a mar-
riage will offer fewer advantages than you
may have supposed, while 1 should, of
course, be prepared to take into consider-
tion any—ah—natural disappointment on
your part—"

Jack stepped forward; his face was
white and set. '

“1I did not bring Miss Wingate here to
e insulted!” he cried.

“ Kindly let me conduct this interview
in my own way,”’ Mackenzie said curtly.
“ There 1s no insult in stating the posi-
tion frankly in plain business terms.”

Jack looked from Mackenzie to Joan.
The girl’s face seemed subtly changed;
there was a change in her voice as she
said :

“ Mr. Mackenzie realizes, of course,
_that by the nature of my occupation I am
accustomed to business methods.”

“ Exactly,” said Mackenzie. * Apart
from any question of sentiment, no doubt
the thought that such a marriage would
make you the wife of a prospectively rich
man was not unattractive; only yester-
day, indeed, T spoke of a partnership. 1
may say at once that offer will not hold
cood if my son chooses to disregard my
wishes. In a word, he would have to
carn his living independently of me. That
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1S the position—an altered one from vour
point of view; and it is only right vou
should have an opportunity of ‘consider-
ing it.”

The set oi his hunched shoulders was
aggressively stubborn. His head was
thrust forward like that of an angry bull.
He did not giance at Jack, who stood
fuming, only restraining himself by an
effort. Joan seemed far more calm1 and
self-possessed.

*“ Yes, of course that does alter the po-
sition from my point of view,”’ she said.

Mackenzie smiled inwardly.

“ You see, such a marriage, so far from
spelling luxury, would mean a struggle.
Jack has never had to earn his living or
seek work in open competition—"

*“ Then I am to understand, Mr. Mac-
kenzie, you would wash vour hands of—
of Mr. Barclay if we married?” the girl
said. ‘“ That, in spite of having brought
him up as your son, you would disown
him 1if he married some one of whom,
rightly or wrongly, vou disapproved? 1
want to understand the position quite
clearly.”

Mackenzie looked at her sharply. She
was cleverer than he had thought. She
was trying to put him in the wrong-—and
he didn’t feel himself in the wrong. e
had a right to expect Jack not to make
a fool of himself. DPerhaps, he thought
with deepening anger and resentment,
this girl was hinting that she did not be-
lieve he would go to the extreme of keep-
ing his threat if they married in spite of
him—was she counting on that?

“ Naturally it would alter his future
materially if he acted in flat defiance of
me. There would be no partnership for
him: his expectations at my death would
have to be considerably modified. 1
can't stop him from making a foo! of
himseli~——but I have no intention of fi-
nancing what I consider his folly,”—wvith
a flash of furv.

*“ Miss Wingate shall not listen to any
further insults—" Jack broke out angrily.

But to his surprise it was Joan herself
who interrupted him.
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“ Please,” she said to him coolly, with
a little gesture of her hands. “1 am
anxious to hear what Mr. Mackenzie has
to propose.” And she turned to the
older man again.

“I thought you might look at it more
reasonably than Jack,” Mackenzie went
on confidently. “1I doubt if he could
even support himself at first. A marriage
that offers such decided drawbacks—real-
ly I cannot see, leaving sentiment out of
the question, that I am asking you to
sacrifice much, Miss Wingate.”

‘“ No, perhaps not, if that is all I am
asked to give up,”’ came the cool admis-
sion.

““And, as I said, I am prepared to
show my practical appreciation of your
decision—your very wise decision, I think
—not to embark on a marriage that could
only be disastrous.”

There was a note of triumph in Mac-
kenzie’s voice.

“ Oh, this is intolerable!” Jack could
not restrain himself.

Again it was the girl who checked his
interruption.

‘* Please.”” She did not glance toward
him as she spoke. She addressed herself
to Mackenzie again: “ Since you put it
in that light, and show explicitly how lit-
tle really I am asked to surrender, I sup-
pose no business person would hesitate—
if, of course, it was made worth her
while.”’

There was amazement in Jack’s face,
an amazement that hurt. It was like a
new Joan he was seeing now for the first
time. IHe was more astonished than the
older man.
nothing else, he was telling himself tri-
umphantly. She was venal of course,
ready to be bribed into giving up the
man whom she had angled for. Perhaps
that had been her game from the start—
to be bought off at a high figure.

Already she was revealing herself cal-
culating and mercenary; her hint that
the offer must be ‘ worth her while ”
showed that. Well, he was prepared to
pay to free Jack from the toils of this

Mackenzie had expected
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adventuress. And some day the boy
would thank him.

““Then it only remains to discuss the
—the terms. Well, I shall not be un-
generous. Have you any suggestion?”

‘ But I think that should proceed from
you. I came at your request; it was you
who suggested a bargain,” the girl said
in a level voice. ‘ You have pointed out
the numerous disadvantages of my marry-
ing Mr. Barclay—but, after all, there are
advantages too; you, of course, as a
business man do not refer to them, just
as I, a business woman, cannot allow
them to be overlooked—quite apart from
the question of sentiment. And sentiment
has a value to us women.”.

Mackenzie looked at her closely. A
very business-like young woman, too,
evidently bent on driving a keen bar-
gain.

“As I said, I should wish to com-
pensate you adequately. Of course, in
the way of actual.material loss you are
not much of a sufferer.”” He paused for

a moment. ‘ But I would prefer to act
generously. I will give you a thousand
pounds.”’

A little cool laugh was her answer.

‘““ A thousand pounds? It is said you
are a millionaire, Mr. Mackenzie; and
this 1s your adopted son. My ‘ wounded
feelings’ would have a much greater
value than that in a breach-of-promise
court.”

Jack listened almost incredulously to
this duel between the man to whom he
owed everything and the girl he loved.
She spoke quite unemotionally, like a
woman driving the most shameless of
bargains— and yet, when he first had
asked her to be his wife, she had refused
because she feared James Mackenzie
would not approve of his choice. How
could Joan have suddenly become as
mercenary as she would have him believe
now’

Joan did not once glance at him. Her
eyes rested on Mackenzie. Her hint was
not lost on him. A breach of promise
action —she was a remarkably pretty
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and attractive girl — no knowing what
swinging damages a sentimental jury
might not award her. That Jack was a
millionaire’s adopted son would weigh, of
course.

“I don’t want to haggle,” he said
curtly. He had done enough, surely, to
open even Jack’s eyes to her true colors.
‘““Five thousand. I doubt if any jury
would give you that.”

‘“ Perhaps not — but you must offer
more. After all, why should you profess
yourself so doubtful about Mr. Barclay’s
future?” With a flick of coolness that
exasperated Mackenzie—a girl who had
been a typist in his office! ‘“ A man who
can make a century for his county at
Lord’'s must have something in him; his
cric..cting reputation would be a commer-
cial asset—it has made him many friends,
influential friends.

‘“ Five thousand pounds ’—for a mo-
ment she appeared lost in mental calcula-
tion—“ at most not much more than two
hundred a year safely invested. And in
your heart you know you are asking a
bigger thing than you admit. Leaving
me out of the question, you are eager to
save your son from a disastrous marriage,
as you called it, that would spoil his
career.”

Mackenzie’s frown deepened. But
after all a thousand or so more or less
mattered little in comparison with extri-
cating Jack from such a woman’s clutches
—and in proving himself right and
Jack wrong.

“If I said ten thousand pounds, pre-
posterous as the sum is,” he began furi-
ously, perhaps with that latter thought
uppermost.

The girl shook her head.

‘“Even yet I am afraid you have not
bid high enough. You see it was you who
wanted to strike the bargain. You can’t
expect both to have your own way and
to get rid of me cheaply, too.”

“ It’s ridiculous to expect more,”” Mac-
kenzie stormed, white with fury. ¢ But
there’s such a thing as over-reaching your-

self!”
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‘* Then I shall have to marry Mr. Bar-
clay after all.”

“Oh, I doubt if even he, infatuated as
he has been, will wish to marry you after
this pretty exhibition of your real char-
acter!” cried Mackenzie vindictively.

““Oh, but I think you don’t know him
as I do!” And she shot a glance toward
Jack, and for the first time in the inter-
view a little smile crept into her face, a
look In her eyes that carried a message
to pierce suddenly through Jack's be-
wilderment.

It was then that James Mackenzie
made his coup de thédtre. He snatched
up his check-book, wrote some words
and figures with an angry splutter of his
pen, and thrust the check, still wet, to-
ward the girl. She took it and looked
down at the amazing figures.

“You will pay this if I agree not to
marry Jack?”

‘““ 1 shall want a written undertaking on
your part, of course,”” Mackenzie said
harshly.

She looked up from the check.

““I must seem very undesirable indeed
to you, that you are willing to pay fifteen
thousand pounds to prevent Jack from
marrying me.”’ If there was a momentary
break In her voice, she conquered Iit.
“But no written undertaking will be
necessary.”

Joan walked slowly across to the fire.
Stooping, she dropped the check into the
heart of the flames. The strip of pink
paper blazed up and crumbled into flakes
of ash before James Mackenzie’s aston-
iIshed eyes.

CHAPTER III.

FATE WAITS IN THE SHADOW.

OR a moment or two sheer amaze-
F ment held James Mackenzie speech-
less.

Joan still stood looking down into the
fire; in its light Jack saw the tears sud-
denly glistening on her lashes: a little
1esistless sob shook her.
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And in an instant he was by her side,
and with a thrill of tenderness, deepened
and Intensitied by his sense of all that
her action meant, he put his arms about
the slender girlish figure.. The mil-
lionaire’s voice, quivering with fury, cut
Barshly through the pause.

‘ What does this mean?”

Joan had to steady her voice as she
turned and faced him. The self-com-
posure she had maintained throughout
that interview, seemingly so effortlessly,
that her pride had forced her to main-
tain with what difficulty Jack knew now,
was slipping from her at last.

“ It means that there are things money
cannot buy. Oh, I never meant to bar-
gain or traffic — you knew that, didn’t
you, Jack? 1f I did not tell you so at
first,” she said to Mackenzie, ““it was
only because you were so ready to think
the worst of me—to condemn me before
you put me on my trial. You were so
quick to believe I had entrapped your
son, a designing woman to be bought off,
that vou gave me no opportunity of say-
ing what I was ready to say had you
met me differently.”” Her wvoice was
tremulous; words were very near to tears.
“ 1 would have told you that, it it were
for Jack’s good, 1 needed no bribe to give

him up.”
Mackenzie was white with baffled
chagrin. He was, too, furious at this un-

expected defeat in the moment of his
seeming triumph to be generous, to ad-
mit that she could hardly have given more
convincing proof that he had misjudged
her. The sting of his own humiliation
was too rankling. bShe had tricked him
conipletely, had made him lcok a fool in
Jack’s eves.

“Then vou—vou darec—" he splut-
terd’

There was a look In Jack’s eyes that
the older man had never seen in them
hefore. |

“ Haven't you insulted enough the
lady 1 am going to marry?”’

The passionate hostility of the words
scemed to turn Mackenzie’s fury of mor-
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tification from Joan to the man by her
side. In a moment all the ties that had
iinked them for years seemed blotted out.
In passion a man will do what he will
not do in cold blood. Mackenzie turned,
and with passion-shaking hands he un-
locked the door of the safe, fumbled in-
side for a moment, and brought out a
folded document.

“ This 1s mv will,” he ctied to Jack--
“and this is what I do with it!”

He tore the stiff paper across and across
with a harsh rending sound, with the fury
of a man who sees himself thwarted where
he has least expected. With a gesture al-
most theatrical he flung the¢ fragments
mto the waste-paper basket.

Young Barclay gave  a little short In-
different laugh. __

“ Come, Joan,” he said, turning.

But the girl paused. She had drawn
herself from his arm; there was a proud
dignity in her bearing as, looking across
at Mackenzie, she said in a low voice:

“What I would not do for your bribe
I will do for nothing. Because of all
that you have done for Jack in the past
1 won’t come between you now. 1 shall
not marry him against your wish.”

Joan turmmed and walked to the door.
As Jack opened the door, which gave
upon the anteroom where Curtis sat, he
had a vague impression of the clerk hav-
ing moved hastily away from it. They
passed through into the yard, where Jack
helped her into the car, to drive her back.

‘ But, sweetheart, you don’t mean what
vou said?’’ he asked.

Her lip was quivering, the beautiiul
eves wet with unshed tears.

“1 care for you, as you know—oh, i
care beyond telling, dear,” she said
brokenly—hut he read the note of resolu-
tien in her voice. ‘“ But 1 don’t feel that
I can come between you. After all, we

_can’t forget what you owe to him. Be-

cause of that, and because of your future,
1 shall not marry you against Mr. Mac-
kenzie’s wish.”

In the office as the door closed James
Mackenzie flung himself into his chair.
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The girl’s last words had taken him utter-
ly by surprise.

He was a man of violent temper when
anything provoked it, but he had an in-
nate sense of fairness that would assert
itself when his anger cooled. And her
closing words had gone far to disarm him.

This girl had proved that he was wrong
in his estimate of her; and though she
had deliberately made a fool of him—
well, perhaps his own harsh judgment of
her, that she had read from the first mo-
ment of their interview, gave her some
justification for thus turning his weapons
upon himself.

And it had been childish of him to act
as he had done in his pique, tear up his
will—James Mackenzie felt that now.
The simple act disinherited Jack, of
course, if he were to make no new will.
But if he were to die intestate, all his
great fortune would go to some one he
had little love for—his one living relative,
Hepworth Barnard’s daughter.

He had lost sight of her utterly for
years —- the daughter of the man who
had repaid his kindness by trying to de-
fraud him. And, no doubt, like father,
like daughter—he had washed his hands
of the pair of them years ago. But if he
died without a will all his money would
go to Olive Barnard — not a penny to
Jack.

And Jack had been like his own son—
until this girl had come between them.
Had his attitude been unreasonable?
Mackenzie’s mind brought up the face
of the girl again, its wistful beauty, the
low sweet voice. It had been youth call-
ing to youth. He had wanted Jack to
make a socially brilliant match-—but what
if the boy’s happiness was bound up with
this girl?

On a sudden impulse Mackenzie rose
from his chair and strode out quickly
through the outer room and into the
yard.

** Has Mr. Jack gone?”

But, of course, as the timekeeper told
him, Jack had motored off with Joan five
minutes since,
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He found Curtis in his room on his re-
turn. The man drew himself up quickly,
but it struck Mackenzie that the clerk
had been having a peep at that torn-up
will he had flung into the waste-paper
basket. Curtis’s uncomfortable glance at
him deepened that impression.

“I have just put those accounts from
Clay’s on your desk, sir,” the clerk said.
He added, rather hesitatingly: “I am
sorry to trouble you, sir, but 1 wanted to
ask if T might leave early to-day. I came
over so queer this afternoon—"

‘“You've chosen a rather inconvenient
time to be ill,” Mackenzie said dryly,
looking sharply at the man. ‘ All right;
I suppose you must go. Finish those
letters first.”

The clerk thanked him and walked
back to his room. As he was closing the
door he turned. Mackenzie had stooped
to pick up those fragments of the will
that he had torn up; he was staring at
them with a sudden expression as of sur-
prise. Then as the older man looked sud-
denly round, Curtis went out, closing the
door softly behind him.

On the other side of the door the clerk
stooped — perhaps it was not the first
time Curtis had used the keyhole as a
convenient medium of observation.

One or two callers came; for the next
hour Mackenzie was kept husy with ap-
pointments. But throughout them his
mind seemed preoccupied.

Should he acknowledge to Jack that
he had been in the wrong? — a difficult
task for this stubborn, self-willed man. It
was a question still unanswered when he
left the office and drove home to Blooms-
bury. He was going to Southampton by
the four-fifty from \Waterloo, to catch the
boat for New York early on the follow-
Ing morning.

Was Jack going to let him go without
a word? Before leaving the office he had
learned by inquiries that Jack had not
returned. It hurt him curiouslv to think
that perhaps he had alienated the bov
irrevocably. But shortly before it was
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time to start for Waterloo, Jack drove
up to the house. Mackenzie felt an odd
thrill of relief as he heard the vounger
man come up-stairs and knock at his door.

1 thought you were going to let me
start without a glimpse of vou,” Mac-
kenzie said, conscivus of a sudden em-
parrassment,

‘“Well, 1 did feel like it,” Jack ad-
mitted; his face had lost its usual pleas-
ant, boyish smile. “ 1 felt too. angry be-
cause of the way vou hurt Joan. But—
well, I couldn't let vou go without say-
ing good-by, even though I felt, as I do
still, that you haven'’t treated me fairly.”

“In destroving my will?”’ said Mac-
kenzie.

“ Lord, no; 1 wasn't thinking of that.
but iIn coming between Joan and me.
Yerhaps when vou're cooler you’ll realize
you weren’t fair, There, don’t let's talk
about it, or we shall be getting angry
avain.’”’

The two men drove together to \Water-
}oo.

Barclay was dining at his club at about
the time Mackenzie reached Southanip-
ton—dining In a very gloomy and unso-
cilable mood, as one or two acquaintances
who spoke to him discovered — when a
waiter came up, to tell him that some one
wanted to speak to him at the telephone.

As he took up the receiver he suddenly
understood why Mackenzie had asked
where he would be dining that night. For
it was Mackenzie speaking to him from
Southampton.

** Jack, 1 suppose you must have your
own way,” the voice over the long-dis-
tance wire said. ‘‘ I've been thinking it
cver. \We mustn’t let anything come be-
tween us, vou and 1. I expect 1 was a
stubborn old fool. Have it your own
wayv. Tell her I'm sorrv—and that you're
to arrange it between vou. 1t will be
all richt about the partnership, my boy.”

It was a different Jack Barclay who
nung up the receiver of the telephone
aiter he and Mackenzie had finished
speaking. He was too eager and 1m-
patient to wait to finish his interrupted
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dinner. He ran out of the club and
halled a taxi; the address he gave was
that of the house where Joan Wingate
lived.

** And drive like blazes,” he said.

'The lllyria, by which Mackenzie had
booked his passage, made the crossing in
good time. Irom New York a brief
cable reached Jack informing him that
Mackenzie had arrived to find that busi-
ness might unexpectedly delay his absence
in America longer than he had expected.

And two days after that cablegram an-
nounced Mackenzie’s arrival in New
York, an inspector of police called to in-
form Jjack Barclay that the body of an
elderly man had been found, in circum-
stances that pointed to murder, in a lonely
house near Southampton — and would
Mr. Barclay to go Southampton forthwith
to identify the dead man, who, the police

had every reason to suppose, was Mr,
James Mackenazie.

[ el S - ey

CHAPTER IV.
i Ty T 7 A R2;
FIND THE WOMAN.

ACK BARCLAY came out of the
J long, bare room, with its distempered

walls that scrved as a mortuary, like
a man stunned.

He had been utterly unprepared for
that tragic revelation awaiting him there,
as the white sheet was drawn aside from
the still figure that it outlined, and his
eyes. had rested for a moment of shud-
dering horror on the dead, familiar face.

Throughout the journey to Southamp-
ton he had refused to believe that the
murdered man found late on the previous
afternoon In an untenanted house could
he James Mackenzie.

The thing had seemed impossible in
face of that cablegram of two days ago.
How could the man who had cabled to
him from New York be lying dead in
Southampton?

Now he knew the worst. Whoever it
was had sent that cable from Ame..a,
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and for whatever purpose, James Mac-
kenzie had never left England. Possibly
he had been lying dead even before the
Illyria had left Southampton Docks. The
horror of it seemed to grip Barclay by
the throat.

He nodded in response to the police-
officer’'s questioning glance. At first he
found difficulty in controlling his wvoice
to speak.

“Yes, that is James Mackenzie.”

Under that white sheet lay the man to
whom he had said good-by at Waterloo
eight days ago, shot through the heart.

In the doctor’s judgment all the signs
pointed to his having been dead for more
than a week.

Plainly not a case of suicide—all the
known circumstances of the case indicated
foul play; the fact that the dead man
had been found in a locked, empty house;
that the money and papers known to
have been in his possession were no
longer on him—and, above all, there was
that mysterious cable from America in
James Mackenzie’s name. A case of
murder deliberately planned.

“We've been to the shipping agents,
and we cabled over to the captain of the
Illyria in New York,” the police-inspector
told Jack. ‘“ We have ascertained defi-
nitely that some one crossed by the boat
who called himself Mackenzie.”

The captain’s cabled description of this
passenger tallied almost uncannily with
that of the dead man. It was not the
steamship line by which Mackenzie had
usually traveled, and he was not known
personally to the ship’s officers. This
passenger, the captain added, had kept
very much to his cabin throughout the
voyage.

Who was it had cabled in the dead
man’s name—and why?

As yet the whole affair seemed en-
shrouded in impenetrable mystery. Mac-
kenzie had not been seen at the hotel
where he had intended to put up for that
night. Whatever it was that had befallen
him, it must have followed swiftly on his
arrival at Southampton.
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Jack Barclay drove with the inspector
to the small semi-detached untenanted
house on the outskirts of the town where,
by the merest chance, the tragic dis-
covery had been made. A prospective
tenant had gone to view the house on
the previous afternoon—to stumble on the
dead man lying in the passage behind the
door. The weapon had not been found.

Already the news had spread. A little
crowd hung about the gate, staring up
at the blank windows, discussing the
tragedy with morbid relish, as the two
men passed through.

For Jack the enclosed air of that bare,
unfurnished place seemed still to hold a
lingering infecting horror. He "had al-
ways felt a very deep and genuine attach-
ment for Mackenzie, had always realized
how much he owed to his kindness; that
one quarrel on the last day he had seen
James Mackenzie alive was the only
serious difference that had ever arisen
between them. Perhaps it had been the
last act of the older man’s life, before
the shadow of fate stretched out to him,
to telephone that message from South-
ampton healing the breach.

Out of the first numbing shock of
horror a fierce passionate anger had
mounted up in Jack’s mind like flame:
these unknown guilty men must be hunted
down and made to pay in full!

But so far at least they seemed to
have covered their traces effectually. The
one trifling clue as yet found the police
had lighted upon in this’ tenantless
house — a woman’s handkerchief marked
with the initials “ L. S.”

It seemed to suggest a woman in the
case.

‘“A woman in the case? Yes, one may
generally reckon on that!” said the in-
spector sententiously. ‘ And, as it hap-
pens, we have some definite grounds for
such a supposition — something more
definite than the handkerchief.”

He paused for a moment impressively.

“We've got to find a woman who drove
a motor-car through this road shortly be-
fore midnight two nights ago.”
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Jack Barclay glanced quickly across at
the police-inspector.

“Then you have found out something,”
he cried.

“This, that the dead man was brought
to this house two nights ago—roughly a
week, according to medical evidence, after
Mr. Mackenzie’s death. Of course, it had
all been carefully planned beforehand by
men intimately acquainted with Mr. Mac-
kenzie’s movements. This was not a case
of a sudden opportunity suggesting a
crime. The accomplice who assumed his
identity on the boat, who cabled his sup-
posed safe arrival in New York-—all that
had been planned before ever Mr. Nac-
kenzie reached Southampton.”

“ But why should you think My, Mac-
kenzie was brought to this house as lately
as two nights ago?”

Jack’s voice was a little puzzled.

‘“ For one thing, the Illyria reached
New York two days ago. The men
who planned this would not dare to risk
their crime being discovered until then,”
the inspector said. * Think of the risks
run by that accomplice on board the
Illyria, had the dead man been found
before he stepped off the boat on the
other side! With ti¥e hue and cry raised,
the cable set working, the long arm of
wireless reaching out—inevitably the man
masquerading as Mackenzie would have
been arrested on landing. And there’s
another thing.”

And he went on to tell Jack a piece of
curious information that had been fur-
nished to the police by the occupant of
the adjoining house.

From the statement of this man,
(Granger by name, it appeared that two
nights ago, shortly before twelve, he had
been awakened by his wife who was con-
vinced she had heard the sound of some
one moving In the empty house.

Granger could hear nothing; had ridi-
culed what he considered his wife’s nerv-
ous fancies. However, to satisfy her—or
to prove that she was wrong—he had got
up and stood listening against the parti-
tion wall. All he could hear was the
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sound of a moter-car passing slowly down
the quiet road—a car driven by a woman,
as Granger saw through the half-drawn
curtains of the window.

At the time he had noticed that this
woman seemed to be staring intently
either at his house or the empty house
next door.

As he got back into bed he thought he
heard this car stop some distance down
the road. Almost in the same moment
his wife started up with a little cry; and
this time Granger heard it, too—a sound
that at such an hour seemed curious and
not a little disquieting. It was the sound
of the front door of the tenantless house
Leing opened and closed again cautiously,
of footsteps coming out.

Jumping out of bed again, Granger had
caught a glimpse of the figures of two
men walking quickly away., A minute or
so later he heard the distant stationary
car begin to move—rapidly this time—as
though it had been waiting for them.

The man who had told this story to
the police was not of very prepossessing
appearance, Jack thought, as they caught
sight of him over the fence of the back
garden. The inspector spoke to him.

““Then you only heard these men go
away, Mr. Granger? You didn’t hear
them come to the house?”’

““No. But my wife had heard the car
before she awakened me—had heard it
stop near the house.” Granger had a
curiousiy nervous manner. As he spoke
he seemed to regard Jack with a furtive
interest, though his eyes dropped as those
of the latter met them, * Mind you, it
wasn't the ifrgnt door they went to, or
trust my wife for having heard—though
it was by the frcat door they came out.”

By the side of the house a passage led
to a back gate. The police had found
signs of a window at the back having
been unfastened from the outside by a
knife. There was little doubt it was by
this window that the house had been en-
tered.

'The news of James Mackenzie’s mys-
terious death was in all the evening pa-
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pers that day, with an orgy of flaring
headlines. Jack Barclay remained the
night in Southampton. He intended to
prolong his stay there for the present, to
be on the spot should any new discovery
be made.

But a telegram the next morning
changed his plans. A telegram from the
dead man’s bank, that took him back
post-haste to London.

‘“ I was more than shocke. to read the

news In last night’s paper, Mr. Barclay,’
the manager saild—‘“and, I may add,
startled, too, for other reasons. On the
day after the Illyria sailed a check was
presented, bearing Mr. Mackenzie’s sig-
nature, for a very large sum.”

There was palpable uneasiness in the

manager’s manner. He watched the other
man’s face as he scrutinized the canceled
check.
- It was a check for nine thousand
pounds, made payable to Mr. Robert
Kaye or bearer, dated the day the Illyria
left Southampton — probably the day
after Mackenzie had died. The name
Kaye was quite unknown to Jack.

‘“ A forgery, I should say,” the latter
sald shortly, after a scrutiny of the hand-
writing. ‘“ But a bad imitation of his
signature—but I don’t believe Mr. Mac-
kenzie ever wrote this.”

The manager handed him a letter in
the same writing as the check. The let-
ter ran:

DEAR OSBORN :

Am leaving by the Illyria this morning. Have
drawn a check for £9,000, and as the bearer
will be unknown to you and the sum large, I
am covering it with this note—which I write
with difficulty, having injured my hand yester-
day in the train, thanks to a fool of a porter’s
clumsiness. Am putting in a claim to the rail-
way company for damages.

Yours, et cetera,

JAs. MACKENZIE.

It was just the sort of letter that Mac-
kenzie might have written—but the head-
ing of the notepaper alone was enough
to proclaim it a forgery—that of the
Southampton hotel at which Mackenzie
had never put in his expected appearance.

And that was an added proof that the
signature on the check was a forgery, too.

So this had been the motive behind the
plot that had resulted in James Mac-
kenzie’s death!

“Of course with that letter—and the
explanation why the signature was not
quite Mr. Mackenzie’s usual one — the
check was honored without question,” the
bank manager began nervously.

‘ What was the man like who presented
1t?” Barclay interrupted.

The clerk was sent for who had paid
the money, in notes chiefly, the numbers
of which had been taken—but, of course,
the criminals had had a week In which
to change them.

A man of about forty, with a short,
dark beard and mustache, had presented
the check; the clerk could only describe
him in vague generalities. But he remem-
bered that this man had driven up in a
motor-car, and through the swing-doors
of the bank he had noticed in it a young
smartly dressed woman — of rather the-
atrical appearance, he added.

The third piece of evidence :pointing
to a woman in the case.

Barclay thought of that woman who
had driven a car slowly up and down a
dark, quiet road in Southampton at mid-
night three nights ago.

“ Find the woman!”

But how?

On leaving the bank, Barclay tele-
graphed this latest piece of news to the
police at Southampton; then took a taxi
to the dead man’s solicitors. Messrs.
Bennett & Haig were an old-established
frm who had done DMlackenzie’s legal
business for years. The senior partner
who received Barclay had been profound-
ly shocked by the tragedy, which he evi-
dently felt in a personal as well as pro-
fessional sense.

It was In the senior partner’s room that
for the first time the realization came to
Jack Barclay how this tragedy was likely
to affect his own future.

‘“ Of course, Mr. Barclay,” the lawyer
was saying, ‘ with the exception of cer-
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tain minor legacles, you succeed to our
late client’s great wealth, The will
drawn up by us was in Mr. Mackenzie’s
possession— "’

** But that will was destroyed,” said
Jack, with the sudden remembrance of
that angry scene when in a moment of
passion Mackenzie had torn up the will
before his eyes and those of Joan Win-
cate.

A blank look came into the old lawyer’s
face as the younger man recounted the
circumstances. No doubt Mackenzie had
meant to make a new will in Jack’s favor
—-his words over the telephone from
Southampton, admitting himself 1n the
wrong, and referring again to the proposed
partnership, indicated that he regretted
his hasty action. But the vital point was
that he had destroved the existing will.

* Yes, he certainly spoke to us about
the contemplated partnership. But un-
fortunately, most unfortunately, there is
nothing in writing. Mr. Mackenzie was
leaving it until his return from .America.
And it that will was destroyed, and no
fresh one made—"

‘“ He’s hardly likely to have done that,”
Jack said. ** 1t all happened shortly be-
fore he left for Southampton. And every-
thing seems to prove that he was lured
to his death soon after reaching there.”

“You see, vou were only his adopted
son: there was no tie of blood. Without
a will, 1 am afraid, sadly afraid, Mr.
Barclay that—well, that vou will get
nothing.”

It seemed pretty ciear that Mackenzie
had made no later will before starting
for Southampton—<Curtis, the contidential
clerk, was eniphatic on that point. In-
cuiries elicited that ro one among the
staff had been called in to witness anv
such document. A thorough search was
macde through the dead man’s desk and
in the safe, as a forlorm hope—and, as
Jack had expected, uselessly.

Practically no doubt remained that the
millionaire had died intestate—and the
man who had been brought up with the
expectation of being his heir, who had
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never known the want of money in his
life, and within the last ten days had
been promised a partnership in ¢ Mac-
kenzie's,” now found himself practically
without a pennv ingthe world, and de-
pendent on his own efforts for his very
bread and hutter.

CHAPTER V.

TIHE GIRL WHO HAD FAILED.

Leila Vail came out of the inner

S
A office and made her way through
the anteroom, filled with its babel

of voices all talking at once, and the
reck of violet powder, no one would
have guessed from her face that the in-
terview just over, of exactly three min-
utes, had given her a knock-down blow.

She was proud, this girl of four or
five and twenty, with character as well
as a rather uncommon beauty in the
dark, almost gipsy-like face; too proud
to betray a hint of the hitter, unexpected
rebuff she had encountered.

She nodded with a smile to the girl
with whom she had been talking before
her interview with Mr. Benolio, then
made her way out through the chattering
ceroups that had overflowed onto the
landing and dingy staircase, and down
into the narrow street behind the Strand.

At the entrance a brass door-plate
proclaimed, ** Mr. Benolio —— Theatrical
Agent.”” But even without the plate it
dicd not need much discrimination to rec-
oenize that this was a rendezvous of ** the
profession.”

Little groups stood ¢n the narrow pave-
ment, all talking loudly and with a trick
of exaggerated emphasis, as though the
habit of pitching the voice to carry to
the back of the pit had hecome second
nature, while they exchanged animated
“ shop.”

Here and there were ladies who had
attired themselves for these dingy pur-

lieus of mimeland after a fashion that

would have seemed less incongruous at a
garden party. But the prevailing note
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was one of shabbiness: most of M,
Benolio’s clients were of the smaller-fry
of the stage—provincial actors and ac-
tresses with no hope of anything better
than an engagement to tour in the sec-
ond-rate towns, and many of them pre-
pared to be content with a shop in a
“fit-up ” company.

Some of them stared after Leila Valil
as if with speculative curiosity. Unlike
them, there was nothing about this girl
to suggest the footlights—though for five
years she had been struggling to make
both ends meet in that profession of
heart-breaking disappointments.

It was noon of the day after Jack
Barclay’s interview with the dead man’s
solicitors; the midday editions of the eve-
ning papers were just out. At a news-
agent’s door a <«ontents bill was dis-
played: ‘ Southampton Murder-Mystery
—Latest.”

Leila Vail's eyes rested on the placard
mechanically, but they did so quite un-
seeingly; she was absorbed in her own
bitter disappointment. She was a {fail-
urc—a failure!

Except for a recent stray week in a
sketch put on for a trial in the country,
she had been * out ” since early autumn;
and the salaries paid in third-rate tour-
ing companies do not allow of much
putting by for the inevitable rainy day.
Then had followed the weary round of
daily visits to the agents, the applications
by post to managers that usually re-
mained unanswered.

But this morning she had received a
communication from Mr. Benolio:

“Come up and see me at once; think
I have got something good for you.”

She had sent in her name at the agent’s
and reconciled herself to the long in-
evitable wait that falls to the lot of un-
important persons at a theatrical agency,
Finally Benolio, happening to come out
of his inner room in conversation with a
departing caller, had glanced in her di-
rection. He had an air of having com-
pletely forgotten about her until she rose

cagerly.
2 A-S
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* Mr. Benolio—"
“Ah, my dear, how are you? Come

in here a moment.”” Then as she followed
him into the inner room: ‘ Fact is, vou
should have come earlier. That part I
wrote you about—I'm afraid it was filled
half an hour ago.”

*“ But 1 have been waiting here niore
than an hour, Mr. Benolio. 1 sent my
name in,” she had protested desperately.

But the agent did not appear to hear.

“Very sorry, niy dear —and you'd
have just suited, too. But it can’t be
helped. Look in again when you’re pass-
img. I won't forget you. G’by.”

It was true that in a sense she was no
worse off than before she had received
that message from the agent—except in
disappointment and heartache. Only how
full of hope she had been that morning—
and how sorely she needed an engage-
ment ! -

The tired, rather sullen-looking girl
with whom she had heen talking in the
waiting-room had followed her down-
stairs, and as Leila was walking away
overtook her and touched her arm.

“You’re in luck, I suppose? What's
Benolio ‘ shopped’ you for?”’ she asked
enviously, Leila’s smiling nod to her in
leaving had given her that impression.

She was a white, anemic-looking girl,
not without a kind of cornmonplace pret-
tiness, in a shabby, soiled summer frock
much too thin for a March day. The
two had once been on tour together.

““ Some people have all the luck!” she
went on. “ Every time I go it’s the same
—1I never can see Benolio, only his sec-
retary, and it’s always: ‘ Nothing for you
to-day, Miss Martyn. Give a look in
when you’re passing.” Oh, how 1 hate
the profesh!’” she broke out vindictively,
“ Sometimes I feel I could just howl.”

And she dabbed her eyes with her ab-
surd little handkerchief.

“ Oh, I’ve not had any luck,” Leila said
with a little dreary smile. ‘ He sent for
me to come up about a good engagement
I was to have—only I suppose someone
he wanted tosoblige more than me hap-
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pened to come in, and she’s got it.” She
had paused in front of a teashop. “ I'm
going In to have some tea—I was too ex-
cited before 1 left home to have any
breakfast. And even if one can’t get en-
gagements, one must eat, I suppose. Are
you coming in, too?”

The other hesitated before she spoke.

‘““ No, I—1 had breakfast so late. I'm
not a bit hungry.”

But for an instant there was an almost
wolfish look in Miss Martyn's eyes, as
they glanced at the food in the window.
Leila Vail saw it—and understood.

If she hesitated at all before her next
words, it was only for a second. Leila
was hard-up enough herself; already she

had been compelled to dip into that tiny

store jealously put by for the rainy day;
every penny counted. Only she could not
resist that look iIn the other’s white
pinched face.

‘““ Come in and have some tea with me,”
she said abruptly. ** Whether you’re hun-
gry or not, you can keep me company.”

And she put her hand on the other’s
arm and drew her inside.

‘“Well, you are a trump! I was just
ready to drop for want of something,”
Dolly Martyn cried impulsively, forget-
ting her previous disclaimer; and her eyes
glistened as Leila ordered poached eggs on
toast for the two of them.

Her drooping spirits reviving, she
straightened her hat, dabbed her face
energetically with a powder-puff by the
mirror near them, and prepared once
more to take a cheerful view of the world.

““1 say, my dear, it was rank rotten
luck for you this morning. I couldn’t have
taken it like you did—such a smack iIn
the eye as that. He's a beast is Benolio.
All agents are, for that matter. Still, I
suppose it don’t matter so much to you,”
with a glance at the other’s clothes.

The plain, dark-blue tailor-made coat
and skirt were by no means new, but they
were well cut; and Leila too knew how to
“ put on ”’ her clothes, which after all is a
subtle gift not vouchsafed to all women.

Then Dolly added:
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“You know I'm fairly ashamed to be
seen at Benolio’s in this hat—always
smelling of benzine too! I always feel
that every one there knows it by heart!”

Not much to her! leila gave a little
hard laugh. Perhaps it meant as much
to her, this “resting” as to Dolly—
more, because of that other mouth to fill,
little four-year-old Elsa. Only she was
too proud to wear her heart on her sleeve.

‘““And of course, too, you with a hus-
band aren’t so— ”

Dolly Martyn stopped abruptly with a
sudden awkward embarrassment, and felt
she could have bitten out her tongue.
What a fool she was to let it run away
with her like that!

For a moment there was silence. Dolly
stole a furtive glance at her friend’s face.
She saw how it had suddenly hardened,
flushed with a deeper color.

Her husband! No wonder Dolly had
checked herself so abruptly, Leila reflected
bitterly. Oh, she had cause to be proud
of her husband! The man she had mar-
ried after a brief acquaintance, she a
stage-struck girl, and he playing lead in
the same obscure touring company—to
find out so soon the real man he was, the
bitter mistake she had made.

That short-lived infatuation that she
had mistaken for love—he had killed that,
as he had killed all her respect, long before
the day when one of his shady transac-
tions had brought him at last within the
grip of the law. It was only a few months
ago that her husband had come out of
prison, convicted of a particularly mean
fraud, the shameless systematic victim-
1Ising of stage-struck girls.

Everyone in the profession had heard
of the notorious case.

““You've read about this queer mwurder
at Southampton? ”’ said Dolly, eager to
cover up that unfortunate reference bv
changing the subject, as a boy with a
sheaf of evening papers opened the door
and glanced round enquiringly.

““ No. I never care about reading of
horrors.”

‘ Oh, but this one—well, you do sur-
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prise me! 1It’s so mysterious and all that.
The murder of an old gentleman called
Mackenzie. Mr. James Mackenzie-—why,
you seeim quite startled, my dear!”

“Do I? Only because I once knew a
Mr. Mackenzie. Not, of course, that it’s
likely to be the same. There are so many
Mackenzies.”

*“ Oh, this won’t be the one you knew,
my dear,”’ said Dolly confidently. ** IFor
this one was a millionaire: he owned a
dry dock, whatever that 15— "

She stopped to stare in surprise after
her companion, who had abruptly risen
and crossed quickly over to the door to
buy a paper. Leila Vail sat reading the
account of the discovery of the murdered
mman in that empty house in Southampton,
as 1f oblivious of her companion.

**1 thought it would interest you-—but,
1 say, youre letting your eggs get cold,”
said Dolly, between mouthfuls. ** Not the
Mr. Mackenzie you knew, I suppose?

But the woman absorbed in that news-
paper report did not scem to hear. .And
Dolly had no observation.

Presently” they left the teashop and
walked as far as the Strand together,
where ‘they parted. I.eila Vail-—her pro-
fessional name; in private life she was
Mrs. Hector Solwith—seemed curiously
preoccupied as she journeved back to the
drab block of buildings in a dingy street
in Clapham where she and her husband
and child lved.

It was a relief, as she let herself into
the tiny flat, overlooking the noisy street
where unwashed children played all day,
and where most of the maiketing appeared
to be done from raucous-voiced costers’
carts, to know that her husband was not
at home.

He had been away for more than a
week; she was used to these absences of
his—grateful for them. They had drifted
as far apart as husband and wife could
drift.

But for one thing she would have left
him finally on his release from prison. But
Solwith had threatened her through her
child. He had done nothing, he told her,
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for which the law would grant her a sep-
aration with the custody of the child. if
she left him, she would go alone—without
Ilsa.

It was Leila who kept the flat going.
The stage as a profession had been vir-
tually closed to her husband since his
conviction—though he still seemed gen-
erally to have plenty of money to
squander on gambling and drinking with
his friends.

‘“ Oh, what a fool 1 was! ’’ she said to
herself flercely, thinking of that fatal ir-
revocable mistake that the plain gold band
on her finger symbolised. * What a fool! ”

To-day a new bitterness of revolt
seemed to stir in her, as she looked round
the bare, comfortless room — perhaps
something in the newspaper had reminded
Lella Vail to-day of her own bringing-up
that had been so different, in surroundings
so far removed from these.

The gir]l gave a little shiver, as she tried
to stir the dying fire into a blaze; but it
was not cold that made her shiver.

So diiferent her girlhood had heen-—
those years spent in an expensive finish-
ing school, from which she had heen taken
away hurriedly in the nuddle of a term
when she was just seventecn.

She had hardly understood at tirst, on
her return from the school, why their old
iriends seemed suddenly to have cooled
off, or why her father had given up the
home where she had been born, and gone
to much less desirable quarters.

Not until months later had she under-
stood—when her father had shot hiniseli
to escape arrest! A man with an ineradi-
cable black streak in him, he seemingly
had been incapable of running straight.

She had learned then that why their
only living relative had washed his hands
of them utterly was because he was among
those whom her father had defrauded,
though he had refrained from prosecuting.

In her fierce pride and independence the
girl had gone away, hidden herself from
all her old friends. She had-felt as if her
father’s shame tainted her. She had
changed her name, cut herself free of
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every link that bound her to the old life,
when she had gone on the stage to try to
earn her own living.

And on the stage she had met Hector
Solwith—to be disillusioned so soon. Two
men who between them had spoiled her
life, her father and her husband! The
dark smouldering eyes staring into the fire
were full of passion.

But for her father’s sin, she might to-
day have been an heiress—Leila Vail, who
was the one living relative James Mac-
kenzie had left!

CHAPTER VI.
THE OPENING DOOR.

EILA’S husband came back without
L warning two days later.

It was characteristic of Solwith
when away from home that he would
never trouble to let his wife know the day
of his return. Leila found him in the flat
when she came in from another fruitless
journey in search of an engagement.

She had heard that they were trying
voices for a new production at one of the
theaters, and just now she would have
been thankful for an engagement in the
chorus, even though it might be regarded
professionally as a * come-down.” But
she had had no luck.

Hector Solwith glanced round as she
opened the door of the little sitting-room.
The faint odor of whisky that tainted the
atmosphere met her on the threshold as
she paused conscious of a little shrinking
sense of repulsion. His manner, as he
greeted her, told her that he had been
drinking.

““Well, my dear, this is a pleasant sur-
prise you didn’t bargain for, eh?—and
you seem so overjoyed at my return that
you're struck positively dumb! Luckily
joy seldom Kkills! ” he said banteringly.
‘ Been over in Belgium a week or two—
Fnight have sent you a picture post-card
if I’d thought of it, knowing how you’d be
counting the days to my return!”

Then suddenly with a change of voice:
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““No one’s been at the flat asking for
me while I've been away?”

(¢ NO.”

Solwith gave a boisterous laugh, in
which there might have been a shade of
relief, as he drained the glass of whisky
by his side. He was a tall man with a
typical actor’s face, not without some
claims to good looks, but coarsened by his
habits of dissipation. The eyes were fur-
tive and crafty, and there was a hint of
cruelty about his mouth.

‘ Come, this isn’t much of a welcome!
1 thought at the least you’d weep tears of
joy on my neck at this return of the wan-
derer to his ancestral halls,” he cried, in
playful travesty of his stage manner.

And he caught her in his arms and
pressed his lips on her cheek. There was
a spice of cruel amusement in his smile
when he saw her shrinking repulsion, as
she struggled fiercely to free herself. But
he held her tight for a moment before he
let her go.

“ Upon my word, you’re a model loving
wife, aren’t you! ” he said gibingly with a
shrug of his shoudders, as she pulled her-
self away, panting, and with flashing,
passionate eyes. ‘ Elsa’s at Nellie's of
course? ”’

Nellie was Solwith’s married sister,
Mrs. IFenn, who lived a few streets away.
She was fond of the child, and usually
Elsa was left in her care when Leila had
to go out to the agents.

Leila went out of the room. She did
not know whether she hated her husband
more when he was in a bantering good
humor as now, or in those darker evil
moods of drink when he half-terrified her
by his threats. She gave a little shiver as
she went to take off her hat and coat.

Presently, as she busied herself in the
kitchen, Solwith came out into the hall.
She heard him jingling money in his
pocket, evidently on the best of terms
with the world—Iittle enough of it would
come her way for housekeeping expenses,
she knew.

““T’'m off out. I may be out some time,”
he shouted from the door.
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And slammed the door after him, to
Leila’s intense relief.

No doubt he was going to look up some
of his disreputable acquaintances. She
only hoped he would not bring any of
them back with him, to sit up drinking
late into the night.

Leila went into the sitting-room, and
flung up the window to rid it of the sick-
ening fumes of stale tobacco and whisky.

She stood for a moment staring down
into the fire. A woman whose face left
the impression of more than mere beauty
—of individuality and character; the
smouldering eyes held an odd suggestion
of latent passions stronger, for good or
evil as fate might decide, than in most
women. |

A fierce, passionate loathing of this
life, of the man to whom she was bound,

shook her. 1f only she could have gone
away for ever, and her child! Only her
prison doors were locked. It was as

though those tiny childish hands them-
selves had barred and bolted them. Had
there not been Elsa—Elsa whom she loved
as deeply as she hated the child’s father—
not a day, not an hour would she have re-
mained under the same roof with him.

And In this sordid environment her
child must grow up and pass those most
impressionable years of her life. If this
woman ached for different surroundings,
cleaner assoctations, friends of the class
to which she had belonged, it was a hun-
dred times more for Elsa's sake than her
own. What chance would Elsa have,
growing up to childhood, to womanhood,
here? ‘

She made an impatient gesture.
was no way out.
offer better than the present, better than
the past years of her married life?

Once she had dreamed of making a suc-
cess on the stage. Now repeated disap-
pointments had disillusioned her. She
had her measure of talent, she knew, tal-
ent and good looks that, given a chance,
might have carried her far. Only would
she ever have a chance of showing what
she was capable of? She had no influence

There.
What had the future to
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~—and she knew how much influence
counts for in the theatrical profession, as
she knew too how often that word * in-
fluence ” embraces an ugly meaning.

Leila pulled herself with a jerk out of
these brooding hopeless thoughts. It was
nearly five o’clock already and there were
household duties to be done before she
went to bring Elsa home.

Her husband had left a topy of the
evening paper on the table. Before set-
ting about her tasks, she picked it up.
Was there any further news about the
Southampton murder mystery?

If she had not felt any particular per-

sonal sorrow at James Mackenzie’s end, it
was not that she was naturally hard or un-
sympathetic. Only she had never forgot-
ten how this man, her mother’s cousin,
had disowned her and her father nearly
eight years ago. Had never forgiven him
—the iron had entered too deeply into her
soul. -
Her father, who had tried to defraud
him-—Mackenzie’s treatment of him was
merited no doubt; but herself—why had
she been made to pay for what was alto-
gether her father’s sin, and not any wrong-
doing of her own?

l.ella took up the paper and turned to
the latest news of the case. No far, ap-
parently, the police had made no discov-
ery—or, if they had, no hint of it had been
allowed to creep into the press.

Then, as she glanced down the column,
a paragraph seemed to leap out to her
eyes. And for a moment the woman
turned quite white as she stared at it with
a sudden intake of her hreath.

“It can’t be true! It can’t be true! ”
she whispered to herself, as if incredulous
of her own eyes.

She was trembling from head to foot.
How could she believe that news that
seemed so incredible, or her brain grasp
that overwhelming fact suddenly hammer-
ing at the door of her mind with its stu-
pendous significance?

“It can’t be true! ” lLeila whispered
again, as if she almost feared to admit the
truth to herself all at once—this utterly
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undreamed-of thing that had made her
brain reel dizzily.

Yet here was the paragraph in the pa-

per:

It is understood that the victim of the South-
ampton tragedy, Mr. James Mackenzie, has died
intestate and that the dead man’s solicitors,
Messrs. Bennett & Haig, of Lincoln’s Inn Fields,
are making inquiries for the present whereabouts
of Miss Olive Leila Barnard, his next of kin and
only surviving relative, who will succeed to his

enormous fortune, said to amount to over one
million pounds.”

And she had been Olive Barnard before
her father’s crime and disgrace had driven
her into the exile of those last bitter years
—she was the dead millionaire’s heiress!

CHAPTER VIL
THE CLOSING DOOR.

S Leila stood there, her face flushed
A and eager, her lips parted, with
the paper that in a moment had changed
the whole face of the world for her, she
looked strangely young, more like a girl
still in her teens—Ilike the girl of five
years ago before marriage had brought its
bitter disillusionment.

The petty shifts and struggles and hu-
miliations, the daily heart-bieaking search
for an engagement, the embittering hope-
less sense of failure—none of these things
could touch her any more; they had
passed out of her existence like breath
from a glass. She was the heiress to
James Mackenzie’s great fortune—a mil-
lion pounds waiting only to be claimed!
She could hardly realize it yet, all that it
meant—only the one - tremendous out-
standing fact.

The woman who, only that morning,
had come back weary and hopeless from
a fresh rebuff—she was not that woman.
That was all part of a bad dream, a dream
to forget and leave behind her. At a step
she could go back to that social world
she had once moved in, that was hers by
right of birth.

A wild, hysterical laugh broke from her.

eyes riveted on that paragraph in

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

But the laugh died away suddenly on her
lips. Between her and that vista of glit-
tering promise had come the remembrance
of the man she had married.

Her husband! When she claimed this
fortune that was hers—what of him?
When she tried to take her place again
in her own social order—what of him?
Her father’s disgrace would no doubt have
been forgotten. He was dead; his sins
would not be visited on her now. But
her husband, the central figure of that
notorious swindling case—the man but
recently out of jail, drunken, dissipated—
his shadow fell across the opening gates
of that future that he would poison for
her and her child.

The sudden light had died out of the
woman’s eyes. The story of his unsavory
record would be rehashed up for the
public delectation. In spite of her wealth,
with such a husband she would be looked

eat askance; doors would remain shut that

might have opened welcomingly to her
alone. He would taint her future, as he
had tainted the present, unless—

‘She stood quite still, holding her breath
as 1if hardly daring to breathe, in the
gathering shadows of the fire-lit room, as
the wild thought came to her.

Unless she could slip out of her life
here, she and her child, and leave this
man behind! Was it possible?

Her real name, her relationship to the
dead man, were alike unknown to her
husband. At the time of her marriage
the same fierce pride that had her drop
out from the circle of those who had
known her as Olive Barnard, and change
her name, had made her shrink from
breathing a hint even to the man she had
married.

Had it proved a love-match, no doubt
she would have told her husband sooner
or later. As it was, she had realized soon
enough that .Hector Solwith was the sort
of man to try to trade on her relationship
to rich James Mackenzie.

She had never told him.

That desperate plan that had flashed
into her mind—dared she risk it?
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She scemed to hear the beating of her
own heart in the stillness of the room, as
she put that question to herself. Oh, she
was tempted, tempted! So much was at
stake—Llsa’s future, her own future,

‘“ Dare I risk it?”

When, as James Mackenzie’s heiress,
she took her place again among people
of her own class, 1t was intolerable to
think of her husband’s shameless record
dogging her—to be visited, as inevitably
the world would visit 1t, on her child and
herself.

The woman’s dark eyes gleamed and
her mouth was resolute with determina-
tion. She would risk 1t! Her father’s
disgrace had embittered her childhood—
but she would take her fate into her own
hands now!

After all, was the risk so great? The
very audacity of her plan might carry it
through. There was not one figure of her
old life who could associate her with the
obscure touring actress, Leila Vail; she
was sure of that. She had severed every
link when, more than six years beiore, she
had dropped out of sight and knowledge
of all who had known Hepworth Barnard
and his daughter.

Who could challenge her story if she
reappeared now as a woman who had been
living abroad, had married abroad, whose
husband had died abroad?

And if any one who had known Leila
Vail were to run across James M\lacken-
zie’s heiress—well, the world 1s full of
chance resemblances, even startling re-
semblances. Besides, once she had en-
tered into possession of this fortune, she
and Elsa need not remain in England.
The wide ways of the world were open to
her now.

Already her mind was rapidly outlining
her plans. She must lose no time. To-
night she would slip away with Elsa, to-
night bid a last farewell to the life of
disillusionment and -failure—and that
marriage that had become a curse. To-
night was to be an end and a beginning.

There were few preparations to make.
Some drawers to be gone over, photo-
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craphs and letters to be destroyed, a
small bag to be packed. Ier hands
moved with feverish haste, in tune with
her racing thoughts. To-morrow should
find her and Elsa far on that journey that
would know no return to this dingy flat
in a dingy street, or to the husband who
could have no clue to the mystery of her
flight. \What had he done to deserve
better treatment at her hands? A bitter
smile made her mouth hard.

At the worst, should her husband ever
trace her—then she had a last weapon:
she mwust buy him off, buy his silence.
Only that should be the last resource. She
knew Hector Solwith too well—how he
would prey on her, threaten her, if he ever
found out her secret.

Her preparations were all made at last.
The little store put by for the rainy day
was In her purse-—that would suffice ior
the carrving out of her plans. She would
a0 now to fetch Elsa. She and Elsa were
slipping out of their prison'!

Even vet 1t all seemed more like a
dreani to her, something strangely unreal,
as she gave a final glance round the room
before turning down the light, to assure
herseif that she had forgot nothing. The
cas-light glinted on something in her
husband’s Gladstone bag, that stood open
on the floor still unpacked-—something
half hidden among its jumbled contents.

I.ella stooped and picked 1t up, scarce-
ly knowing whyv-——a heavy silver cigar-
case.

she had never seen it bhefore. Cer-
tainly this ease, evidently a costly one,
could not have been In her husband’s
possession long—-but the sight of it, as
she looked more closely, seemed to bring
a swift change to her face.

It was something engraved on the case
that had called that startled look to her
eves—a crest.

In Heaven's name, how did it come to
be In her husband’s possession—this
cigar-case engraved with the crest of
her mother’s family—of James Macken-
zie's family?

It was as though the startled woman
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found something strangely suggestive in
the sight of that glittering silver thing she
held in her hands.

As she stood staring at it, with per-
plexity and more than a hint of dawning
fear in her eyes, she heard the click of
the latch-key in the hall door; and some
one came hurriedly into the flat. Her hus-
band—and she had meant to be gone
before he came back. He must not see
her preparations for flight.

Quickly she dropped the cigar-case
Into the bag again, and turned down the
light in the bedroom, her heart in her
mouth.

But Solwith walked straight into the
sitting-room. Peeping out, Leila was
surprised to see that for some reason her
husband had turned down the gas there.
Could she reach the door without his
seeing the bag she carried?

Softly she crept down the narrow
lobby. Then through the open door of
the sitting-room Leila saw something that
struck her with a curious impression.
Her husband’s figure was outlined against
the dull firelight—he had pulled aside a
corner of the blind and was staring down
in an oddly furtive manner into the
street. It was as though he had turned
down the gas that he might not be seen
from the road below.

A board creaked under her feet as she
paused. Solwith gave a nervous start and
turned a white face toward her. He
looked like a man suddenly very much
afraid—of what should he be afraid?
There was unmistakable relief in his eyes
as he saw his wife.

““Why do you go creeping about the
flat like that?’’ he broke out in a gust of
anger. ‘ For a moment I thought—"’

But what it was he had thought Leila
was not to hear. Solwith checked himself
abruptly.

‘“ I am going for Elsa now,” she said.

That white, scared look of his, that had
transformed him from the jaunty, gibing
man of an hour ago, had communicated
its odd, vague thrill of apprehension to
her, too.
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Solwith turned away without another
word, and Leila slipped out. He had not
seen the bag she carried. She hurried
down the stairs.

It was already dark outside—so dark
that, as she turned quickly into the street,
she almost ran into the figure of a man
hanging about just outside the entrance.
As she walked away she turned once to
look back at the place that she was leaving
forever.

At the window of the upper room, that
was In darkness except for the firelight,
the blind was still pulled a little way
aside, and two eyes were peering down.
Leila could picture that white face of fear
behind that had startled her as her hus-
band stood there, watching—for what?

Not the last time, after all, that she
was to see that building from which a
frightened face had peered. Scarcely a
quarter of an hour later the woman was
hurrying back down that dark, dingy
street. |

Fate was against her that night; her
immediate plans had gone awry. She
had reached her sister-in-law’s house only
to find that Elsa had gone five minutes
before. On her way Leila had called at
the railway station to leave her bag at
the cloak-room; otherwise almost -cer-
tainly she must have met Elsa as Mrs.
Fenn brought the child home.

Those lost five minutes were to count
for more than Leila Vail dreamed of.

Even before she neared the familiar
building Leila became conscious of an
unusual stir of excitement in the street.
In the short®space of time since her
leaving it a little crowd had gathered at
the entrance of the block of flats. Men
and bovs were running past her toward
1t; she heard the sound of raised voices.

Leila was within a dozen yards of the
building before the cause of the excite-
ment revealed itself to her. Abruptly her
footsteps stopped dead; fingers of ice
seemed to be closing round her heart.
Under her dark veil her face was suddenly
stricken white and appalled. She shrank
back into the shadow of a doorway.
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That figure being led out handcuffed
between the two men iIn plain clothes,
his face ghastly, his collar half ripped off
as if in a struggle, was her husband. And
just within the lighted entrance, in her
sister-in-law’s arms, she caught a glimpse
of Elsa, the child terriied and crying.

What did it mean? In God’s name,
what could it mean?

At first the white-faced woman, shrink-
ing back unnoticed on the outskirts of the
crowd, though conscious of the voices near
her, was too stunned to grasp what was
being said.

Then sentences detached themselves
from the vague medley of excited voices.
A red-faced woman with a shawl over her
head was explaining shrilly to a friend in
the crowd:

““Wanted for the Southampton crime,
he is—the murder of Mackenzie, the
millionaire, you know. They say the ’tecs
nabbed him just as he was leaving the
flat—just going to bolt. He must have
got wind somehow that they were after
him.”’

Arrested for Mr. Mackenzie’s murder!
The words came like a blow in the face to
the unnerved trembling woman who lis-
tened in the shadow. It seemed impos-
sible, incredible—and yet—that crested
cigar-case she had found in his possession!

James Mackenzie’s murder—then this
was what he had feared, that he had been
traced, and was preparing to make a bolt
for it—her husband! She understood the
full horror of it now.

But not the final crowning horror. That
came with the woman’s next words:

‘“And they do say Solwith’s wife’s
mixed up in it too—that she’s the woman
whose handkerchief was found In that
empty room. They’ll arrest her next,
though they’ve missed her now!”

That woman’s handkerchief found in
the house in Southampton with the dead
man—the white-faced shuddering woman
remembered now that they had been her
initials on that handkerchief. She, too,
-was in danger of arrest like her husband.
Almost overwhelmed, and half-swoon-
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ing, Leila Vail drew further back into the
dark entry. A mist of horror swam before
her eyes.

To obey that first aching impulse of a
mother’s heart now to—rush forward and
snatch Elsa to her arms, to comfort the
frightened sobbing child-—would mean
her arrest as well, if this woman's words
were true that she was suspected of com-
plicity in the murder of the very man
whose heiress she was! And perhaps she
could not clear herself of suspicion, would

~have to stand in the dock.

It was as though a flaming sword had
suddenly been interposed to cut her oft
from her child.

Fate against her whichever way she
turned! No longer was it a question of
mere expediency that she should sink ut-
terly her connection with Hector Solwith,
before she claimed that great fortune
awaiting her—more, far more than that!

And if she were still to carry out those
plans she had formed, she must carry
them out alone: that realization forced
itself upon the distraught woman’s
numbed brain. For so surely as she came
forward, now or in the future, to ac-
knowledge and claim Elsa, so would the
grip of the law close inevitably upon her
—heiress though she was to a million of
money!

CHAPTER VIII.
MRS. TRENT IS ENXPECTED.

“Y T is understood that Mrs. Trent, who
succeeds to the late Mr. James
Mackenzie’s fortune, is expected to

arrive in England to-morrow night.”

This newspaper paragraph, with further
details, Jack Barclay read at breakfast;
and as he drove through I.ondon that
morning he became aware that more than
one of the Sunday papers had thought it

a fact of sufficient importance to announce

on their placards.

Again and again his eyes were caught
by flaring contents-bills—that indirectly
reminded this man, who had been brought
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up to regard himself as James Macken-
zie's heir, of his own disastrous luck.

That there was a widespread interest
on the part of the public concerning the
dead man’s heiress was undoubted—an
Interest not entirely to be accounted for
by the sensation that the Southampton
murder case had excited.

VWhat lent an added piquancy was the
fact that this girl of twenty-five, who un-
expectedly had come in for so enormous
a fortune, had been lost sight of by all
her friends until the repcated advertise-
ments of the late Mr. Mackenzie’s solici-
tors had drawn her from the obscurity in
which she had hidden herself for nearly
seven years.

It was the day before the dead man’s
only surviving relative, Olive Barnard as
she had been when Barclay knew her
years ago as a girl, was to return to Eng-
land, where a fortune estimated at a mil-
lion sterling awaited her.

Messrs. Bennett and Haig, the solici-
tors, had received a letter from a small
town in the South of France, signed Olive
‘Trent. The writer explained that before
her marriage she had been the Olive Bar-
nard for whom they were advertising; her
husband was dead.

she had been suffering from bad health,
but as soon as she felt well enough to un-
dertake the journey she would return to
England. @ Meanwhile, the writer had
added, 1f Mr. Bennett, whom she had
known years ago, cared to run over to see
her for a personal interview, she could
easily convince him of her identity.

Mr. Bennett, much as he hated the
Channel crossing, had gone to see Mrs.
‘Trent forthwith. Her letter, with certain
intimate references to their past acquaint-
anceship, had left him practically assured
that the writer was Olive Barmard; and
James Mackenzie’s heiress was a client
whom it would be good policy to please.

Now, three weeks later, Mrs. Trent was
expected to arrive in l.ondon on the fol-
lowing night.

Barclay’s eyes fell on a cluster of news-
paper bills outside a shop-door, as he
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swung by in his car that Sunday morn-
ing, with Joan Wingate by his side.

“MRS. Trws!T — MILLIONAIRESS ”

stood out in heavy block type on one of
them.

Just for a moment, as the words caught
his eye, Joan saw a little bitter smile cross
her lover’s face, and her own eyes wvere
suddenly sympathetic and tender. But
the look passed almost as swiftly as it had
come.

It had been hard luck for him, because
he knew that James Mackenzie, after dec-
stroying his will in a moment of hot-
headed anger, had repented almost as
quickly; his telephone message from
Southampton was proof. Only that blow
from the dark, that had robbed Barclay
of his best friend, had fallen before ever
Mackenzie could repair that hasty act.

Well, it was no use grizzling: luck had
been against him—it was up to him to
show himself a good loser, that point of
honor in the case of any man worth his
salt. This girl Olive Barnard, or Mrs.
Trent as she was now, who was the gainer
by his loss—it was only human nature
perhaps that his first thoughts of her had
been tinged with a sense of bitterness and
injury; but they were feelings that he had
been man enough to brush aside almost at
once. It was not as though she had sought
or schemed to supplant hinr. And, after
all, he had always felt it was unfair the
way she had been made to suffer because
of her father’s sins.

Joan had reproached herself bitterly as
the cause.

‘“ But for me, Mr. Mackenzie would
never have destroyed his will,” she had
cried. “ Oh, jack, I feel as though it was
all my fault—?"

But he would not let her finish.

““ Your fault for being the one woman
I wanted for my wife!’”’ he had cried with
a laugh—but his laugh was very tender.
‘“ After all, little girl, I am no worse off
than I expected to be that afternoon when
we defied his threats. I didn’t care then
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as long as I'd got you. If I want to be
rich—why, it’s only to give you all the
good things of the world.”

‘“ But—haven’t you given me the best
thing of all in the world already?’” she
whispered softly, with shining eyes.

That afternoon in the chief’s room at
the dock, that last day of James Macken-
zie’s life, he had chosen—as Joan had
chosen, too—between love and money.
Well, if he had the choice offered him
again, he would still choose as he had
chosen then. For a moment Jack Bar-
clay’s eyes rested on the girl at his side—
took in the soft curve of her cheek which
the rush of air had kissed to a deeper
color, the little wilful tendrils of wind-
ruffled hair, all the sweetness and beauty
of her. He would still choose as he had
chosen then! |

The weeks that had passed had drawn
aside scarcely as much as a corner of the
curtain that veiled so impenetrably the
circumstances of James Mackenzie’s
death.

The one arrest that had been made,
that of Solwith, had been due less to any
success of the police efforts to unravel this
sinister mystery than to chance. One of
the passengers by the Illyria had returned
from New York by the next boat—and
on board was a man who reminded him
curiously of the soi-disant Mackenzie of
the passage out. |

He had communicated with the author-
ities at Southampton, with the result that
Solwith-—who had assumed another name
for the voyage home—had not been lost
sight of from the moment of landing.
After certain police inquiries he had been
arrested at his flat that night.

For the rest the police had drawn blank.
The chief actors in that grim drama, who
had moved through its scenes like shadows
on a darkened stage, were as shadows still.
Not a clue had been forthcoming.

In broad daylight Mackenzie had van-
ished in a moment, as it were, from the
world of men and women. What trap
had been laid into which he had walked
to find death lurking in ambush? Where
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had he been, living or dead, during the
intervening week before that untenanted
house in Southampton had yielded up its
secret ?

If the dead man had left behind him
a bewildering problem, it seemed as if he
had carried the key to its solution with
him into the eternal silence. |

Big Ben was striking eleven as the car
swept over Westminster Bridge; the river
below was gray with mist in the April
morning, and the streets on the south of
the Thames looked even more drab than
usual in the murky atmosphere. But
presently, almost before the fringe of
outer I.ondon was reached, the sun made
a belated appearance, fitfully at first, then
warmed to his work; and it was in a blaze
of sunshine that they swept out into the
open country.

In London that morning, as they drove
through the mist-laden streets, it had
been difficult to realize that spring was
come. But here My l.ady Greensleeves
had been before them, and with the
trailing of her mantle a froth of delicate
green had broken out on the hedgerows;
in the woods the bluebells had heard the
whisper of spring, and on the slopes of
the hills far away before them gleamed
the gold of the gorse—the gorse that is
never out of bloom save when Kkissing is
out of fashion.

It was a day when it was good merely
to be alive and in love—and when it was
good for two lovers to know that a long
say stretched before them.

The past few weeks had brought Jack
Barclay the greatest sorrow he had known
in James Mackenzie’'s death, a blow that
had robbed him, too, of his prospective
partnership in a wealthy firm, had left
him dependent on his own efforts for a
living—but his temperament was too
buoyant to encourage painful thoughts
or vain regrets on such a day as this, with
the sun overhead and the spring about
them, and by his side this girl he loved,
with the youth in her eyes, who herself
looked like the very incarnation of the
spring.
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Theyghad brought a luncheon basket
with them, and the swift rush of the car
and the fresh air of morning had given
each the keenest of appetites long before
the destination they had set themselves
was reached-—the crest of the long chalk
road winding up among the Surrey hills
that gleamed in the sunlight ahead of
them like a white trailing scarf.

“I think 1f the worst comes to the
worst, and I have to clear out from the
dock, T shall have to turn my hand to
driving a taxi,”’ he told her gaily as they
unpacked the hamper, their heads very
close together over it in the process. ‘ Or
perhaps get a job as a chauffeur. Joan,
how would you like me to call for you
cn my weekly evening out and—what is
the phrase’— walk you out’ In my
chauffeur’s livery?”

“ But vou won’t have to leave the docl,
Youre too useful-—you couldn’t be
spared. Besides, Mrs. Trent couldn’t for
shame do that,” Joan cried.

“*T wish I ecould think T was as indis-
pensable as all that! Well, I suppose I
shall know one way or another in a day
or two. Not that I think there’s much
fear, from what old Bennett tells me."

Mr. Bennett, the solicitor, in his inter-
view with the new owner of the dock, had
on his own initiative told Mrs. Trent of
voung Barclay’s hard case—of the pro-
posed partnership, of the circumstances
in which the millionaire had destroved his
will. Mrs. Trent had listened sym-
pathetically enough, and had agreed with
Mr. Bennett’s expressed opinion that she
might find Barclay a useful lieutenant at
the dock.

Meanwhile, until her arrival in Ikng-
land, Barclay was to retain his position
at the dock with a definite salary.

IFrom what the solicitor had said, he
was pretty confident that Mrs. Trent
would offer him a good post there. His
heart was in the work; he was proud of
the traditions of Mackenzie’s—he would
be a fool to refuse, from any feeling
of pique or pride, to take a position as
employee where he had once expected to
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be master. And he had no intention of
refusing, should the offer come.

After lunch was over Barclay filled a
pipe, and torgot that there were such
things as disappointments in the world, as
they lingered there among these hill-top
solitudes enjoying the sunlight and the
wind and talking gay, foolish nonsense.

Lovers are privileged to talk nonsense
—and, after all, they had no audience but
some sparrows that had scented the
crumbs of the feast and a lark who was
too pleased with his own singing to pay
any attention to a couple of mere mortals.

* Well, we nwst be®making a start, I
suppose.”’

And reluctantly Jack knocked out the
ashes of his second pipe and helped Joan
into the car. It was a car that James
Mackenzie had bought for him—a pos-
session, as he reflected grimly, that seemed
ludicrously out of Lkeeping with his
present altered circumstances.

Thev were not returning directly to
Loondon. Barclay had a visit to pay to an
old house in the deeps of Surrey, that
had been almost more his home than the
great Georgian house in the Bloomshury
Square.

I.es Hirondelles 1t was called, this old

manor dreaming among Its wooded
erounds that had bheen Mackenzie's

counirv house. .In the winter months the
millionaire had preferred London; but for
the rest of the vear he had lived for the
most part at this pleasant retreat that was
over twenty miles from London and at
least four from a railway station—which
mattered not at all in these days of motor
cars.

Les Hirondelles, of course, passed with
evervthing else to Mrs., Trent.

Barclay was driving over this afternoon
to arrange for his remaining personal pos-
sessions there to be packed and sent to
his rooms beiore the new owner’s arrival.
It was curious to feel, as he drove in at
the tall iron gates and along the familar
winding avenue, that this old place was
no longer his home, that he had no right
here now.
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It was a stately old house, quaint and
rambling, dating back a couple of
centuries at least, that broke into view
through the thick growth of trees, where
the rooks were making a great to-do
over their building; its walls covered al-
most to the gabled roof with climbing
roses and the knotted stems of wistaria
that in the summer would be laden with
heavy mauve clusters. Jack remembered
how the roses had nodded outside the
window of his bedroom and filled it with
their fragrance on summer mornings.

There was a curious sense of unreality
mingling with the pang of the thought
that he would never sleep in that room
again, as he pointed out the window to
Joan, to know that this chapter of his
life was closed.

It was the first time Joan had seen
it; he had known she would fall in love
with the old place, this house to which
he had once dreamed of bringing her
some day as his wife.

Just for an instant at that thought the
good-humored face lost its buoyant smile,
and his mouth seemed to grow hard.
Yes, it was rough luck. A rankling sense
of injury swept across him. What right
had this Mrs. Trent to step in and rob
him of what should have been his—what
Mackenzie meant should be his? He
had never quite realized till now how
dear this old house that he had known
from boyhood had become to him.

But he dragged himself out of the mo-
ment’s bitterness, to respond gaily enough
to the, housekeeper’s greeting as she
opened the door to them.

‘“I've brought Miss Wingate to see
you and the old place before I say good-
by to it, Mrs. Dennis,” he-said, adding:
“Only I'm glad that you aren’t saying
good-by to it, anyway!”

Mrs. Dennis was a pleasant featured
motherly Scotswoman, who had grown
old in Mr. Mackenzie’s service. Her
smile was a little tremulous to-day; she
was feeling keenly the coming changes as
well as the injustice to “ Mr. Jack.”

““But — 1t 1sna my place to say so,
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maybe — but it isna fair or right, Mr.
Jack!” she broke out emphatically—and
Joan’s heart went out to the old body
for the touch of genuine feeling in her
voice. ‘‘We all know that the master
meant no one but you to have it. The
place will never seem the same again.”

She had received instructions from the
solicitors to get the house ready for its
new owner; it was probable that Mrs.
Trent would make Les Hirondelles her
residence.

They stood talking for a little while;
then presently Mrs. Dennis drifted away
kitchenward to get tea for them, and Jack
took Joan over the house.

It was as quaint inside as out; a place
of unexpected nooks and angles and
winding corridors, with steps in the most
unlikely places after the fashion of many
old houses, as though it had been built
on no settled plan, but had grown up
quite haphazard—and altogether charm-
ing. More than once Joan stole a sympa-
thetic glance at Jack, her own eyes very
near to tears. And she felt that she
hated this interloper who had supplanted
Jack —illogically enough, perhaps; but
the feeling was there.

She was very silent as they sat at tea,
laid in the paneled hall, where a wood
fire crackled cheerfully on the low hearth.
She could not acquit herself of blame. If
she had acted differently on the day of
her interview with Mr. Mackenzie, if her
own wounded pride at the millionaire’s
thought that she was a woman to be
bought off had not prompted her act of
retaliation, Joan was telling herself, per-
haps he would not have destroyed his
will, and Les Hirondelles would stiil have
been Jack’s. Oh, she blamed herself!

Jack, glancing across the table at
Joan’s face, read something of the
thoughts passing through her mind and
tried to rally a smile back to her lips.
But he was not quite successful.

““Oh, Jack, it isn’t fair—"" she broke
out suddenly, her lip quivering.

He stretched out a hand across the
table and touched hers.
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“ Perhaps not, little girl — only we're
not going to worry about it, are we?”’
he cried, smiling across at her. *‘ And,
since it wasn’t to come to me—well, I'm
glad Mrs. Trent’s come in for it. She
had rotten luck, too, you know, when
her father—"

His voice broke off. Across the hall
the bell of the telephone had rung. He
crossed over and took down the receiver.

‘“Yes, this 1s Mrs. Trent’s house, Les
Hirondelles. Oh, Mrs. Trent isn’t here—
she’s not expected in England until to-
morrow night,”’” Jack said. Somehow the
voice speaking to him over the telephone
was curiously familiar. * Who is speak-
ing? lIs it Curtis?”

** No; my name isn’t Curtis,” the voice
caime back.
message.” And the conversation closed.

“ 1 could have been sure it was Curtis
speaking,” Jack said to himself thought-
fully as he hung up the receiver. Then,
as he was turning away from the tele-
phone, a sudden exclamation of surprise
broke from him.

Joan saw that he was staring through
the window. [Following his eyes, she
saw a motor-car coming quickly up the
drive to the house.

In the car, by the side of an elderly
man, s€at a woman, undeniably beautiful
—but 1t was not her unusual beauty
than left that first, almost startled impres-
sion on Joan's mind.

It was the face of a young woman—
youth unmistakable in the clear, smooth
skin, in the dark eyes—crowned by hair
- that was white as that of age.

“ By Jove!” cried BRBarclay.
Trent!”

*“ Mrs.

CHAPTER IX.

SOME ONE AT THE TELEPHONLEL,

O, In spite of the newspapers, Mrs.
S Trent was in England'

The elderly man by her side in the
niotor-car that was coming up the drive

“No, I won’t leave any -
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that had brought down this unexpected
visitor to L.es Hirondelles.

Barclay’s first swift impression of Olive
Trent in that glimpse of her was that she
had altered almost out of recognition.

‘The jet-black hair of the girl he re-
membered seven years ago was white
now, except for occasional dark threads
still lingering among its snowy profusion,
that lent an almost startling contrast to
the youthfulness of the face beneath—
its smooth, clear skin, the dark eyes. He
would hardly have known her again but
that Bennett had spoken of the prema-
turely-white hair.

The lawver caught sight of Barclay
through the open window and hailed him
as the car drew up. |

*“ I’ve motored Mrs. Trent down from
town,”” he said, as the younger man
opened the door. * Piece of luck finding
vou here, Barclay — we were talking
about you. You two don’'t need an In-
troduction, 1 fancy?”

Mrs. Trent smiled as she stepped down
from the car.

“Of course, I remember Mr. Barclay
guite well,” she said.

As he went forward to meet her Bar-
clay had to revise that first impression.
As he looked at her more closely, it was
to realize with surprise how little Olive
Trent had altered in face—that her un-
familiar look was chiefly the effect of the
white hair; in some subtle way it seemed
to alter her whole appearance.

* But this is rather a surprise, Mrs.
Trent,” Barclay said, as he touched her
extended hand. . ** I understood vou were
not expected in England until to-mor-
yOw.”’

1 arrived last night,” she explained.
‘“ It was—well, a little ruse that Mr. Ben-
nett advised. 1 don’t quite know why
they should, but NMr. Bennett thought I
might probably be worried by reporters
on landing—"

“Oh, 1 expect they’ll be waiting to
make copy out of you to-morrow night
at Dover!” Barclay said. *“ 1 was, of

was Bennett, the lawyer; it was his car course, as much in the dark as they
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when I motored over this afternoon with
Miss Wingate, to take away some per-
sonal things of mine here.”

“I am very glad not to have missed
you. You know—"" she spoke hesitating-
ly; a trace of constraint had crept into
the lowered voice— ‘“ I feel as if you had
more right here at Les Hirondelles than
I. That you must look upon me as—as
a usurper.’’

“Oh, you mustn’t think that—or that
I begrudge you your good fortune, Mrs.
Trent,” he said quickly. “ Why should
I? Of course, it was a bit of a facer for
me—no use saying it wasn’t. Only any
feeling of bitterness I might have was
quite impersonal.”

Olive Trent looked at him for a mo-
ment without speaking. She liked Jack
Barclay for the way he had taken his
disappointment. Some men in his place,
she felt, would have displayed a less gen-
erous attitude.

“But I hope we shall always be
friends,” she said. Then abruptly:
““Now won’t you introduce me to Miss
Wingate?”’ turning to where Joan and the
old lawyer stood talking.

She was interested in Joan Wingate—
this girl who, as Mrs. Trent knew, had
been the indirect means of costing Jack
Barclay the fortune that had come to her.
Perhaps Joan’s manner, as they shook
hands, was, in spite of herself, a little
constrained. Her sense of bitterness on
her lover’s behalf had been stirred anew
to-day with this glimpse of the stately
old house that had been so long Jack’s
home—a bitterness against the circum-
stances that had robbed him of it, if not
against this woman who was its mistress
now. It was not easy to respond to the
other’s evident wish to be cordial.

Olive Trent’s eyes wandered round the
charming old-fashioned hall, and Joan
saw that she drew a sudden, deep breath.
It was almost like a home-coming this—
as a child she had known the old house
so well, before her mother’s death and
the gradual estrangement between James
Mackenzie and her father.

Mrs. Dennis had been the housekeeper
then as now; Olive Trent had pleasant
memories of the old Scotswoman. And
she shook hands warmly with her as
Mrs. Dennis came to pay her respects to
her new mistress.

The housekeeper brought in fresh tea.
Jack and the lawyer talked, but Mrs.
Trent seemed preoccupied. So many
memories had been waiting for her here.
Last night, on reaching England, she had
gone to stay for a few days with the
lawyer and his wife—but this was the
first real link with those memories of her
girlhood. It was like coming home after
bitter exile. It had been that insistent
feeling that made her pay this visit to
Les Hirondelles to-day.

She was dressed in mourning, of
course; Joan wondered if the black was
on account of Mr. Mackenzie alone, or
partly-for her husband. Joan had heard
that Mrs. Trent had lost her husband,
comparatively recently.

‘“It seems she married in the States,”
the lawyer had told Jack, ‘ and I under-
stand that her married life has been spent
in various parts of America. There 1Is
one child, a little girl of four—in America
now with her husband’s sister. She was
too delicate to take the sea voyage when
Mrs. Trent had to come to Europe lately
on business of her late husband’s. She
spoke reticently—but 1 fancy it was not
a very happy marriage.”

It struck Joan that Olive Trent was
not a very happy woman, in spite of this
fortune that had come to her as from
the clouds. Something in the preoc-
cupied face, in her eyes, seemed to hint
at that—restless eyes; Joan could almost
have thought frightened eyes, though she
could not have defined what suggested
the odd impression. And she knew that
Jack would have laughed at her and told
her she was an imaginative person. But
the impression lingered.

Mrs. Trent seemed to come out of her
abstracted mood with a start as Barclay
suddenly spoke to her across the tea-
table.
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“You know, Mrs. Trent, some one else
15 evidently in your secret—about your
arrival 1n LEngland, 1 mean,” he said.
* Half an hour ago some one was asking
for vou on tne teiephone here.”

* But who could have known 1 was In
England?  Who was 1t?” she asked
quickly.

“ He wouldn't give his namie or any
message.

Barclay saw the little puzzled frown
on her face deepen.

Iie and Joan did not stay long. As
thev rose to go, Mrs. Trent told Barclay
that she proposed paving a visit to the
dock on the following day.

“And 1t will give me an opportunity
of discussing one or two business mat-
ters,” she said, rather hesitatinglv. She
added in a lower voice: **1 want to say
how giad 1 was to know through Mr.
Bennett that vou are willing to remain
at the dock. And I shall endeavor, of
course, to make 1t worth vour while.”

Barclay repeated her words to joan as
they drove away from Les Hirondelles.

‘1 don’t think I shali have to drive a
taxt after all, Joan!” he told her. *1
think Mrs. Irent means to make me a
definite offer to-morrow. Curtis won't
be overpleased, 1 fancy!” he added with
a laugh. 1 haven't a doubt, you know,
that 1t was Curtis who wrote that anon-
vinous letter to Mr. Mackenzie — hello,
saraden!

A turn in the road had brought into
sicht the figure of a man walking toward
them, who whistled to heel a couple of
aogs as the car swept round the corner.

barclay stopped the car, and Joan
found herself shakineg hands with a man
i a particulariv disreputable Noriolk
jacket, with lazv, grav eves and a half-
humorous, half-cvnical mouth that lent
character to a rather ugly and undeniably
prepossessing face.  His voice Joan
thought unexpectedly attractive, with its
faintest touch of Irish brogue. His age
might be anvthing between thirty and
forty.

Joan had oiten heard of Max Saraden,
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this friend of Jack's, who had a cottage
1Iti the neighborhood of Les Hirondelles,
where he was more often to be found
than at his bachelor quarters in town.

* Now you'll kindly turn your car, Bar-
clay, and drive straight back to my cot-
tage, where I' m going to give Miss Win-
vate some tea,’ Saraden exclaimed. * It
was like a gift from the gods to a man
fed up with his own company, when you
appeared round the corner!”

His face fell at hearing that they had
already had tea, and had to hurry back
to I.ondon.

* lt's too bad of vou—when you were
s0 near my place, not to have looked me
up!  You know, Miss Wingate, I'ought
to put veu in my black books,” he told
her severely.

“ Whv?" she laughed.

* Faith, hasn't Jack neglected shame-
fully one cf his friends at least ever since
his engagement? And I shall only for-
¢ive vou on one condition—"’

* Please relieve my sugpense!”

**That vou promise to make Jack
motor vou over to dinner at my cottage
the first night you can spare,” Saraden
said. 1 want you and my sister to
know each other. Ever since she heard
of Jack’s engagement—he's a favorite of
hers—vou have been an object of burn-
ing interest, vou know, Miss Wingate.”

*\WWhen the condition 1s such a pleas-
ant one, of course I accept it,” Joar
told him snithngly. “ 1t 1s very Kind of
yvou and Miss Saraden.”

Ye have just come from seeing an
old friend of vours, Saraden,” Barclay
said. *“ Olive Barnard-——Mrs. Trent now,
of course. She came unexpectedly to
‘ngland yesterday. We have just left
her at Les Hirondelles.”

* Jove,” that’s news!” Saraden looked
interested. ** Of course, 1 used to know
her rather well. Jolly little kiddy she
was,” he said. *‘ She was about eighteen
when I saw her last-—just before she chose
to disappear from the knowledge of all
her friends after her father's exposure

and suicide. * That was her pride, of
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course — mistaken pride maybe, but it
showed pluck. I expect I shall find her
changed.”

‘1 don’t think she has altered in face
much — but 1it’s curious how her ivhite
hair seems, at first sight at any rate, to
make her like another woman.”

‘ Her mother’s hair went white before
she was thirty, 1 remember — so I was
hardly surprised when Bennett spoke of
it,” Saraden said.

“Of course, I'm sorry for you, old
chap—you know that—that Mlackenzie
died without a will. Only, but for you,
I should feel jolly glad that Olive Bar-
nard’s had this big stroke of luck. She’s
had more than her share of undeserved
bad luck, through her wrong'un of a
father. Since I can’t persuade you to
come back with me, 1 think 1 shall walk
as far as Les Hirondelles.”

As Saraden walked up the drive of the
manor house he found the lawyer pacing
the lawn, smoking a cigar.

‘““Yes, Mrs. Trent's here. She’s in the
house — some one rang her up on the
telephone a minute ago,’ the older man
told him. :

Saraden sauntered across the lawn to-
ward the house. Through the open win-
dow he caught a glimpse of Mrs. Trent’s
profile as she stood at the telephone 1n
the hall.

Barclay’s words had prepared him for
a change in the girl he had known so
well — but 1t was something else that
made that first swift arresting impression
on Saraden.
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Something in her white face, as she
stood speaking into the receiver, quite

unconscious of his approach.

Whatever the message that she had
just heard over the telephone, it seemed
to have brought a startled vivid fear to
Olive Trent’s eyes.

“Who are you?” Saraden heard her
demand; her voice was shaken. *‘* Who
are you?” the woman at the telephone
demanded again insistently.

The Invisible speaker had refused to
give his name or any clue to his identity
—as earlier that aftenoon he had re-
fused it to Jack Barclay.

Olive Trent heard a faint laugh over
the telephone that died away abruptly
as the unknown speaker at tlic other end
of the wire hung up the receiver. That
white appalled look in her face communi-
cated a little thrill to the watching man
outside.

She must find out if possible who it
was had telephoned that stranze, disquiet-
ing message that she had just listened
to—some one who had known what she
had thought no one outside the lawyer’s
household knew, that she was already in
EEngland.

I'everishly she spoke to central, asking
for the telephone number of the man
who had rung her up.

Presently the reply came:

** Not a subscriber’s call; it came from
a public call office.”

Olive Trent’'s face was white as she
turned, to see Saraden outside the
window.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK. Don’t forget this magazine is issued weekly, and that
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MUTATIONS

BY HAROLD SUSMAN

IRST one and then another’s eyes
Transform us in a trice;
A friend our virtue magnities,
An enemy our vice!
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OT mad? Hush! Hush!
throw myself upon your mercy.
You have penetrated my secret. 1

am not mad; but for Heaven’s sake don’t

tell the superintendent. He is a narrow-
minded man; and inquisitive; tryingly in-
quisitive. Sometimes I fancy he suspects
me.

You don’t think so? What did he say

about me? As mad as a March hare?

Good, good! If he asks what I said to

you, tell him that I gibbered like an idiot.

An idiot! Ha, ha, ha! No! If I have any

mental failing, it is not lack of intelligence,

but the reverse. I am too clever. Clever-
ness 1s a net that you catch yourself in.

There’s another net that catches the
cleverest man. The snare of a woman!
That was what caught me! Damn her!
I—I—I am not mad; but sometimes I
feel as if I shall be, if I don’t get out to
her!

What was I talking about? Oh, yes!
The superintendent. You mustn’t let him
guess that I'm sane. If you did my last
chance of escape would be gone. Better
off here? Yes, yes! I know. I quite realize
the position. If I escape and they find out
that I am sane they will send me to prison.

Sir, I I must take the risk. Foolish? Ah! It is

not a question of expediency, but of right.

I have a duty to perform in the world;
a plain duty. It’s a painful duty, because
she’s a pretty woman; a very pretty wom-
an. Just to kill her! 1—I— Thank you.
I will have a cigar. It soothes the nerves,
as you say. Let’s sit here in the sun, and
I'll explain the matter. We’ll wait till the
superintendent has passed.

I’'m going to gibber for his beneflt. Ha,
ha, ha! He, he, he! That’s how I take him
in! He’s just what you might expect from
an army officer. If you laid his brain
open, you'd find that one hemisphere was
regulations and the other prejudices. 1
don’t blame him for being a fool; but he
needn’t show it by wearing a single eye-
glass! This is an excellent cigar.

Now for the pretty woman. We won’t
have names. I'll call her just that. She
had bright brown hair, and a bright little
face, and a quick, bright smile, and a
voice that seemed to laugh in words, and a
saucy, red mouth, and mine burned for it!
She was five and twenty and she had been
married for three years, and she was visit-
iIng some friends without her husband. I
was staying there, too. I was a clever man,
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THE PRETTY WOMAN.

as I've said, but 1 wasn’t clever about
women.

At first 1 took her for a pretty grown-up
child. She prattled to me so innocently.
* 1 always thought a professor was dry
and horrid,” she told me, when 1 first took
her in to dinner, *‘ and 1 should be afraid
of him! But you’re not, and I'm not!”
And then she smiled up in my face.

I'd never had a woman look at me like
that before. She was so pretty. Oh,
Heaven! She was so pretty! 1 fell in love
with her, and she flirted with me.

I didn’t know i1t was only flirting till 1
tried to kiss her. Ske knew. 1f she
‘hadn’t dreamed of such a thing,’ as she
sald, I should have had the kiss, but she
knew exactly what was coming; sprang
away like a little cat, and got her hand to
the bell. Then she turned round to me,
panting, and let the bell go. ‘

** No, no!’” she said. ** I won’t do that.
I couldn’t be unkind to you. You have
made a dreadful mistake. 1 hadn’t
dreamed of such a thing. 1—I1 love my
husband, and I don't do things like that.
I am very, very silly, but 1 am not
wicked! Oh, don’t look like that. Don'’t,
don’t! You are so much older, and I never
dreamed of such a thing. How could
you?"

I think I wes nearly mad for the mo-
ment. I raved at her; told her that she
had deliberately led me on, and made me
love her. She cried. Crocodile tears!
dome women can! -

“ Oh!” she sobbed. ‘““1 have hurt you!
I have hurt you! 1 didn’t mean to. I
thought you understood. You seemed like
a big-brother friend. I was nice to you
because 1 liked you in that way. 1 do like
you that way.”

“And 1,” I said, ““ love you!”
‘““But it’s absurd,” she
“You're so much older, and—"

““ Absurd?” 1 cried. ** Absurd?”’

I was very near taking her little white
throat in my big hands then! 1 wish I
had. If 1 hadn’t been so clever I should
have. But I relied on my cleverness. 1
didn’t want her dead. 1 wanted her alive,

declared.

- sorry, truly sorry.
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It 1 am mad, 1 went mad then. No, you
are quite right. 1 did not. 1f 1 had been
mad I could not have formed my clever
plan in. those few seconds. I did more than
form the plan. 1 began to play my part,
put my hands to my face and groaned,
and she cried more crocodile tears.

“ No, no!” she said. “ Not absurd; not
at all absurd. It isn’t because you’re old.
You’re not very old.” She said that like
a coaxing baby. “If 1 weren’t married,
perhaps 1 shouldn’t have thought you old
at all, but 1 didn’t ever think of it, and
I mustn’t, and I'm not going to. I do like
you very, very much in a little-friend way.
\Will vou be friends, please? 1 am so
1 am sure it was my
fault too. 1 am a very thoughtless girl.
My husband calls me ° little silly.” But I
will be a very true friend.”

She put her hand on my arm. 1 could
show you exactly where. 1 seem to feel
the touch ever since. 1 said we would be
true friends. I asked for a kiss as *‘a con-
solation prize,”’ and 1 got it. Don’t tell me
1t was her innocence. She might be silly;
but, if she wasn't a thorough flirt, she
wouldn't have put her hands on my
shoulders and kissed me back. And she
did. She did!

I'lirt or no flirt, she liked me. That
was the one word. of truth in all her lies.
1f I could get her husband out of the way,
I knew that she would come to me. 1 de-
cided to remove him.

If I had been mad, I should just have
gone to the place where he lived and shot
him, but 1 wasn’'t mad. 1 saw quite clearly
that if I killed him 1 should be caught and
sent to an asylum (1 should have pre-
tended to be mad, of course), and should-
n't get her, and besides she would be
ashamed to marry me if 1 killed her hus-
band. I decided that the first step was to
separate them.

I made a clever plan for that; a very
clever plan; but it had a flaw! I’ll tell
you about i1t presently.

The first thing was to teach her to trust
me. I behaved very discreetly for the rest
of the visit; took the line of the fatherly
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friend. 1 knew it piqued her that 1 could
be so ‘“fatherly.” She was always trying
to draw me on. She would take my arm
and smile at me, and run about to fetch
things for me; ‘“ not because you’re old,
but because 1'm so young,”’ she would
smile at e and say, “ and because I love
to do things for my friend!” Sometimes
she'd look up at me and say, ¢ You're not
very unhappy now, are you?”’ And I
would struggle with myself till my muscles
felt like steel. *“1 am quite happy, little
friend,” I always told her, and then she
used to draw a long breath and dab her
eyes quickly.

If T had been a fool I might have been
taken in, and have believed that she was
just an innocent, grown-up child, who had
hurt me by inadvertence and wished to
make amends. But I wasn’t a fool, and
I saw through her. She wanted to gratify
her vanity by bringing me to my knees. I
am not going to kill her merely for re-
venge. It 1s a duty. Women like her are
cancers in society. They must be re-
moved.

I am ashamed to own it; but you are
a man of insight, and you will be merciful
to human weakness. There were times
when 1 shirked the duty. She was so—so
lovable. 1f she had repented of her cruel
coquetry, even at the eleventh hour, I
would have snatched the excuse to for-
give her. 1f she was not utterly heartless,
I told myself, she must feel that she had
tortured me sufficiently and dismiss me,
when her visit came to an end; but she
wanted to play with me a little longer.

“ Your friendship is much to me,” she
sald on the last evening; ‘‘and I want to
make mine much to you. If you will come
and see me at home, I shall be so very
glad. Will you come?”

She touched me with her hand. If 1
had not been a clever man I must have
thought 1t was sheer kindness and com-
passion. She looked so innocent and
sweet; so very sweet. That was another
time when I was tempted to strangle her.

“1 will come,” I said, “ my dear.” 1
called her that in a fatherly way. It made
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her eyes blink with anger; or perhaps it
was disappointment. Sometimes I thought
that if I took a kiss now she would not
run to the bell! But I would not risk it.
I wanted to make sure of her; quite sure.
I would wait till she ran away from her
husband. Then she would run to me!

I thought too much of myself, and too
little of my duty. This is my punishment.
You would make some excuse for me, if
you saw her. She looks so sweet and
lovely. |

Well, she went. I kissed her forehead,
just where the bright brown hair stopped,
at parting; and she squeezed my hand in
both hers.

‘“God bless you,” she whispered, ‘‘ dear
friend, and make you happy. 1 shall
pray it in my prayers!”

Her prayers! That was when I con-

demned her finally. There is pardon, I of-
ten think, for all the sins that one sets out
as sins; but none for the sins that are
cloaked by hypocrisy. I did not cloak
mine. I prayed to play with her heart as
she played with this broken, broken heart
of mine. Do you know, I sometimes think
I am mad! Yet it was clever, my plan. It
may seem far-fetched to you, but it would
have succeeded, except for one trifling
flaw. No, I won’t tell you the plan yet.
You will see it as I go along.
. I went to the town where she lived,
about a month later. I was there for four
days before I called. I had let her see me
in the distance two or three times. That
was part of the plan. 1 made a good many
inquiries about her husband. He had
what some one called ‘ a sporting past’’:
but people thought well of him now. He
was a long, lean, strong-featured young
man; ‘“a hard-headed chap,” they said,
“ except about his wife.” He obviously
worshiped her. I did not wonder that she
had taken him in, for she had done it with
me, and with most of the townsfolk.

““A thoughtless little person,” they
said, in effect, ‘“ but good and affectionate.
She looks as if she flirted a bit, but she
doesn’t mean anything; and she can’t help
being such a little beauty.”
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On the fifth day I called. She was tear-
fully petulant at my neglectful delay.

“*Now 1 don’t believe 1 am your best
friend,” she said. “I mean you don’t
think so!”’

She pouted like a baby.

“ My dear,” 1 said, in my most father-
ly way, “1 could not like you so much,
‘loved 1 not honor more.’ ”’

“Oh!” she cried. ‘“ Oh! Don’t talk of
that. 1 thought you would forget those
things, and—"

“Tut, tut!” I interrupted. “I don’t
mean that, little goose!” 1 patted her hair
—the bright brown hair—“1 wasn’t
afraid to see my little friend, although—
Never mind about that. I meant that duty
had a prior call for the moment.”

“You say ‘duty!’” She tossed her
pretty head. “ I suppose you mean nasty
business? Business! Ugh! If money 1is
more than friendship—"

““It wasn't money, Bessie,”” 1 declared;
“and 1t wasn’t friendship. There is none
to compete with yours. I will prove my
trust in your friendship, by telling you the
story. I would not tell it to any other on
earth.”

‘“1 won't tell a soul!” she volunteered
eagerly; “ not a soul. Not Jack, even!”

She was alight with curiosity, and her
eyes sparkled. |

““I trust you,” I said. ‘* You are trans-
parently honest, my dear.” I had a curious
impulse to kill her when I said that. 1f
only I had! ‘ Let me make the story brief,
because it hurts me to tell it. Years ago
I had a sister. She married a man. Well,
she thought so. The marriage was a
sham.”

““Oh!” she cried. “Oh-h-h!” She be-
gan dabbing at her eyes. The crocodile
tears were always at her command.

‘“He took her away—never mind
where. He defrauded his employers and
had to fly. She fled with him; worked her
poor fingers to the bone sewing for their
bread. Sometimes he earned a little but-
ter; by cheating at cards and even theft.
There’s a long history of robbery; robbery
of those who befriended him. She was
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ignorant of his doings for a time. Then
she learned the truth about him. Then he
killed her!”

*““Oh!"” she cried. “Ok!”

““ Killed her as she lay by his side at
night; fled away before the morning, and
has remained undiscovered for six years.
For six years 1 have been tracking him.
I have reason to think that he is in this
town' of yours.”

“Oh!” she said again. ‘“Oh! You
must not do anything violent, dear friend.
'The law will punish him. I don’t want my
friend to get into trouble.”

She stroked my coat sleeve gently.

““Yes, dear,” I said, ‘“ Yes. 1 will hand
him over to the law when 1 find him.”

““Won't the police do that,” she sug-
gested, ‘‘ 1f you tell them?”

““T don’t know the name that he goes
under,” I said. “ A friend of mine saw
him here, and told me. 1 have been hop-
iIng to see him, but I haven’t met him yet.
Perhaps you might know him. He would
be a few years over thirty; very tall and
thin; at least he used to be thin. lle may
have filled out. He has a big nose,
and dark eyes and hair. Ile used to
sway a little as he walked. He was slow-
spoken, but he rather surprised you by the
way he always went to the point. Do you
know any one here like that?”

She shook her head. The bright brown
hair always seemed to glitter when she did
SO.

“T don’t believe 1 should ever recognize
any one from a description,”’ she apolo-
agized. *“ 1f you hadn’t told me who the
man was, I should have thought you
meant my husband!”

“Ah!” I said. “ You told me he was a
fine big man! I must make his acquaint-
ance, when I've settle¢ this business. If
he’s on the lines of this man externally,
I congratulate him, and you! Burton—
that was his real name, but he’s gone by
many others—was an attractive scoundrel
in looks; in more than looks. He had a
very fine voice; a light barytone. He was
particularly good at oratorio music.” 1
laughed bitterly.
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‘“ Oratorio music?’’ she repeated slowly.
Her lips moved restlessly I noted, and
there was a startled look in her eyes. I
had seen in the local paper that her hus-
band took the barytone solos for thestown
choral society.

““ For the matter of that,” I said, ‘‘ he
could sing anything. 1 believe he once
traveled with a comic opera company.” -

‘““ Indeed!” Her lips were trembling
violently now. I had learned that her
husband was in comic opera in his care-
less youth.

‘ He was a good French scholar too,”
I remarked; and this also I had learned
of him.

““A good French scholar,” she mur-
mured. ‘“I—I—"" She was evidently
struggling with herself. ‘1 am stupid at
French,” she said desperately.

‘“ Ah!” 1 protested. “ You aren’t so
stupid as you make out, my dear! You
are quite a clever little lady. Well, to
continue with my story, Burton got away
six years ago; and ever since I have been
trying to track him, without success. I
was within twenty-four hours of him once.
I had traced him to a mining camp. They
called it the Gray Hill Settlement. You
don’t look well to-day.”

She swayed a little in her chair.

‘“I feel the heat,”’” she said in a husky
little voice. ¢ I-—feel—the—heat.”

“1 am afraid that my story worries
you,” I apologized. ‘ You are too tender-
hearted, my dear. Shall I stop?”

““ No, no! Goon! I am all right.
on!”’

‘ He went by the name of Holbrook
there, and— You are not well, my dear.
I am sure you are not.”

‘“ But I am. It is just a passing faint-
ness. It is gone now. Go on! I am so
Interested.”

She pulled herself together and smiled.
I was glad to see that she could smile, for
I took it as a sign that she did not really
love her husband. If she had, I reasoned,
she must have fainted. For the mining
camp was where he had spent two years
of his “ sporting past”; and the name he

)
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gave then was Holbrook. Oh, no! There
was nothing against him, except a young
man’s wildness; nothing at all!

‘1 don’t know if it was chance, or if
the detective who was assisting me was
in league with him and sent warning,” I
continued; ‘ but he left the camp by
the Tuesday train, as I arrived on the
Wednesday. The reason they suggested
for his hasty departure was that he feared
they might lynch- him on account of a
curious run of luck at cards; but as a
matter of.fact, they meant to catch him
in the act first, and they hadn’t succeeded
yet, though they felt ¢ morally sure’ that
he did cheat. They may have been in
league with him, too, and have made up
the story to deceive me. Anyhow, I
missed him for six years.

‘““As you say, it’s hard to identify a
man by a description; but there's a good
identification mark if I can catch him.
He has a ship tattooed on his right fore-
arm, a kind of Chinese junk, and a
flowery circle round it. My sister— My
dear, I am sure you are faint! You
really must see a doctor. Shall I ring for
some water?”

‘“ T am not—very—ifaint,” she denied.
Her face was ashen. ¢ It is—it is only
my heart—I think.”

““Oh, my dear!” 1 cried.
that!”’

‘“ There 1s nothing wrong really,” she
protested. ‘ Don’t—don’t worry, my—
my dear friend. Ring, will you? We
will have some tea. That will set me
right. Oh, you’ve brought the tea, Mary!
Thank you. It’s one lump of sugar and
the tiniest drop of milk, isn’t it? You
see, I remember. It iIs such a sad story.
So dreadful!”

‘““ So dreadful!” I assented.

I said no more for some time; neither
did she. She kept shivering; tried to keep
still by holding the arms of her chair.

‘1 must come in and meet your hus-
band,” I proposed presently. “ Do you
expect him soon?”

““No, no!”’ she said quickly.
soon. I think he will be quite late.

““Don’t say

‘“ Not
Are



THE PRETTY WOMAN.

you sure that he murdered your sister?
The man you are looking for?”’

“ Quite sure, my dear; but we won’t
talk of it any more. I didn’t know that
you weren’t well, or I wouldn’t have wor-
ried you.”

“I—I am not well,” she cried. Her
voice was almost a wail. *‘ I suppose there
was a quarrel, and he struck a hasty blow,
and didn’t mean to—to—"’

“ My dear,” I answered, “ there was no
quarrel and no haste. I often wonder
whether she anticipated anything of the
sort. I pray and pray that she did not;
but sometimes I picture her lying beside
him night after night, afraid to sleep,
fearing every movement. INo, no! She
could not have done it. She must have
run away and come to me, if she had
suspected that. She must have run away,
don’t you think?”

‘“ Yes!”’ she cried. * Yes!”

Her voice was almost a scream, and I
rose to go. My clever plan had suc-
ceeded, I told myself. She believed the
story, and she would run away before
her husband came home that night. One
little hint where to run, and the mine was
laid.

“ If she had only come to me!”’ I re-
marked, as I held the pretty woman'’s
hand for good-by. “ /7 <should have
guarded her from him. She was the
dearest of all women to me, until— but
we have forgotten all that. Forgive me.
When 1 see you ill it makes me want to
—to comfort you. If ever you need
help— But of course you would come
to me. I shall be in town to-morrow
afternoon, at my office; but I shall see
you soon. (Good-by, my dear.”

‘“ Good-by,” she said. ‘ Dear,
friend, good-by!”

She clung to my hand for some time.
I think she was half inclined to ask me
to take her away then; but presently she
released my fingers.

“T shall see you soon,’
—*‘“ very soon!”’

“Very soon!” I echoed as I went. I
similed as I walked along. She would

dear

)

she said
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come to my office the very next afternoon,
I predicted, and 1 should keep her! I
smiled and smiled at the thought. She
was such a pretty creature!

I had no doubt that she would come
to me, or that she would let me take her
away; but a day was long to wait, and it
seemed surer to take her that night. If
1 could meet her on her flight, when she
was wild with fear, and saw her husband
in every shadow-—when she wanted.a
strong arm to protect her—she would fall
readily into mine.

She would come with me more readily
than to-morrow, when she had had time
to think of other friends. She would not
betray her husband to me, and she could
not conceal her desire to escape from him.
So she would probably say that she was
flying from him because she loved me—
and with my arm round her she would—
and I would offer to put the seas between
theim. Yes, 1 must meet her on her
tlight.

I made sure that she was going that
night. I will not bore you with details
of my inquiries. They really were made
very cleverly. I found that she was pack-
ing trunks, and gave out that she was
called away to a sick cousin. She was
ooing by the seven twenty-two.

She went by it; so did I. 1 lurked at
the far end of the platform till I saw her.
Then I got into the train. Twenty min-
utes after we had staried 1 walked along
the corridor.

I found her in a compartment, alone
except for one man. He was her hus-
band, and she was clinging to his hand!
You may think I was mad to do what 1
did. Perhaps 1 was. God in heaven!
Hadn't 1 cause to be?

But I could not have been mad, for
I reasoned the whole business out in three
seconds; constructed what had happened,
just as it was told at the trial. She had
not told him of mv accusation, but had
declared that her nerves were upset, and
she would be il if he didn’t take her away
that very night; and he had humored her,
as he always did.
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She believed him a thief, a cheat, and
a murderer; believed that her own life
was in danger from him. She denied that
at the trial, but she lied! And she cared
only to save him from me. She did not
love me at all; and she loved her husband.
I did not think of that. It was the one
flaw in a very clever plan!

There was an error in the charge that
they made against me at the trial. I did
not shoot at him, but at /#er. That was
my second great mistake. She thought I
should aim at him, and sprang in front of
his great body. The bullet went exactly
where the bright brown hair had been a
moment before.

If I had wanted to shoot /im, I could
have done it before he was on me;- but
I tried to get round him to shoot her, and
he had me down and twisted the revolver
from my hand. My face was cut and
bleeding, and he had dislocated my wrist;
but she didn’t think of me, only of him.

‘“ He is mad,” she cried to the people
who gathered round. ¢ He is mad! If
he says things about my husband, don’t
believe them! Don’t believe them!”

I jeered at her then.

‘““ There i1s no one in the world who
would be fool enough to believe such
things of your husband, except you!”

“Oh!” she cried. ¢ Oh, thank God!
Thank God! 1Ps not true!”

Then she fainted, and he caught her in
his arms. I often picture her like that. It
IS how she will look when I have killed
her.. Her hair had come loose. It looked
so beautiful hanging down; her bright
brown hair—when I have killed her 1 shall
take a piece of it.

Do you know, I wavered in my in-
tention of killing her even then, until the
trial. She loved her husband; she had
flirted heartlessly with me. They were
crimes, but I wondered if they were quite
unforgivable crimes. Heaven, I think,
forgives a deal; and who was I to judge?
Well, at the trial she committed the crime
that i1s not to be forgiven here or here-
after—the crime of hypocrisy. She pre-
tended to plead for me.
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“1 was to blame,” she said, with the
tears running down her cheeks—she held
them at call, as I have said. “ 1 was so
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