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Living From Poultry on a City Lot

$1,500 IN TEN MONTHS FROM SIXTY HENS ON A CORNER CF A CITY LOT

O the average poul-
tryman that would
seem impossible, and
when we tell you that
we haveactuallvdonea
$1500 poultry business
with 60 henson acorner
in the city garden 40
teet wide by 40 feet
long, we are simply
stating facts. It would
not be possible to get
such returns by any
one of the systems of
poultry keeping recom-
mended and practiced
ty the American peo-
ple, still it is an easy
matter when the new
s PHILO SYSTEM is
S 1 adopted.

‘The Philo System Is‘Unliike All Other Ways of Keeping Poultry
and in many respects {8 just the reverses; accomplishing things in poultry work that have always been con-
sidered impossible, and getting unheard of results that are hard to believe without seeing ; however, the facts
remain the same and we ean prove to youn every word of the albiove statement.
The New System Covers All Branches of the Work Necessary for Success

from selecting the breeders to murketing the produet. It tells” how to get eggs that will hatch, how to hatch
nearly every egg dnd how to raise nearly all the ehicks hatched. It gives complete plans in detail how to make
everything necessary to run the business and at less'than half the cost required to handle the Bou]t-ry business
in any other manner. There is nothing complieatid about the work, and any man or woman that can handle a
saw and hammer can do the work.

Two Pound Broilers in Eight Weeks
are raised in space of less than a square font to the broiler without any loss, and the broilers are of the very best
quality, bringiug here three cents per ponnd ahove the highest market price.

Our Six Months OId Pullets ate Laying at the Rate of 24 Eg¢gs Each Per Month
in a space of two sguare feet for each bird. No green cut hone of any description is fed, and the food used is inex-
pensive as compared with food others are using.

Our new book, the Philo System of Progressive Poultry Keeping, gives full particulars regarding these
wonderful discoveries with simple, easy to understand directions that are rignt to the point, and 15 pages of
illustrations showing all brancnes of the work from start to finish.

Don’t Let the Chicks Dle in the Shell

One of our secrets of success is to save all the chickens that are fully developed at hatching time, whether
ther can crack the shell or not. 1t is a simple trick and believed to be the secret. of the Ancient E‘gyptians
and Chinese, which enabled them to sell the chicks at 10 cents a dozen.

Chicken Feed at 1S Cents a Bushel

Our hook tells how to make the best green food with but little e A FEW TESTIMONIALS
trouble and bave a gnod supply any day in the year, winter or sum-
mer. Itisju-t as Impossible to get a large egg yield without green Valley Falle, N. Y., Sept. 5, 1907,
food a8 it 8 1o keep u cow wihthout hay or fodder. It was my privilege to apend a week in Elmira during August,
during which time I saw the practical working of the Philo
SBystem of Keeping Poultry, and was surpriged at the results
acromplished in a emall corner of & wity yard. ¢ Seelng fis
belfeving,'’ they say, and if I had not seen, it would have been
hard to believe that such results could have followed so small

an outlay of space, time and money. (Rev.) W. W, Cox,

Oct. 23, 1908.
P.8.—A year's ohservation, and aome experfence of my own;
confirm me in what 1 Winte Sept. 5, 1907. ‘Ihe System has
been trieil ko long and by se many, that there can he no doubt |
as to its worth and adaptability. It is especiaily valuable to
partiex having but a small place for chickens : seven feet
square {s plenty for a flock of seven. (Rev.) W. W. Cox.

Ransomville, N. Y., Dec. 5, 1908,
Dear &ir:—Last spring we purchased your book entitied
“ Phile Syetem ~* and meed your heatless broonders last spring
and ayminer. The same has been a great help to ue in raising
chifcks jn the heaith and mortality. The chicks being stronger

Our New Brooder Saves 2 Cents on Each Chicken and n«wmr than those raised on the brooders with supplied
No lamp required. No danger of chilling, overheating or burning heat. We hulinve that this brooder I« the beet thing out et for
up the chickens as with brooders using lamps or any kind of fire. K B e L, v pueias JuBIchickn shrough Jour
They also keep xll the lice off the chickens automatically or kill any SANGAL STdpee Ry MNP sednap, ang exPuct §P Bhg ) IDaEe
complete!y thie coming xeason. We have had some of the most
that may be on when placed in the hrooder. Our bonk gives full noted ponltrymen from all sver the United States here, alec
plans and the right to make and use them. One can be easily made a large amannt of visitors who come daily to our plant, and
in an bour at a cost of 25 to 50 cents. without any exception, they pronounce our steck the finest
Send $1.00 and a copy of the latest revised edition of the Philo and lhealthies! they had ueen anywhsre this ysar.
System will he sent by return mail. The latest edition has many Rewpectfully yours, W. R. CugTies & Co.
pages of additional reading matter, and by ordering dlrect you are
sure to get the latest and most approved book. o ¢ T BMl Skaneateles, N. 'Y,, u_ln",;nx.“oa.m
e ne articla of the Philo Syrtem entitled “A ck of ti
E. R. PHILO 9 Publishe r, Trade,” has been worth three times the aniount the book cost.

I saved on my last hatch fifty chicks which are doing nicely.
W. B. REASE.

308 Third Street, ELMIRA, N. Y.
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in America.
any investment of capital.

your present occupation.

APPLY TO

JOHN BROWH

the world.

We will teach you by mail the Reai Estate, General Brokerage and
Insurance Business, and appoint you

SPECIAL REPRESENTATIVE

of the oldest and largest co-operative real estate and brokerage company
Representatives are making $3,000 to $10,000 a year without
Excellent opportunities open to YOU. By our
system you can make money in a tew weeks without interfering with
Our co-operative department will give you
' more choice, salable property to handle than any other institution in
Get your name on your own Real Estate Signs — big money in it.
A Thorough Commercial Law Course FREE to Each
Representative. Write for 62-page book, Fiee.

THE CROSS COMPANY, 2538 Reaper Block, Chicago

IX MONTHS, showin,
Ne Money Require

GRAND PRIZE GONTEST

An Unlimited Number of Prizes will be distributed among tbose who make a copy
of this picture. If our A t Director_decides that your copy is even 40
ood as the original, it will win an illustrated magazine FREE OF CHARGE FOR
the work of the most prominent artists of the country. )
| to Win a Prize—It will not cost you a cent to enter this
contest. Sit right down now and copy this picture with either pencil or pen and ink. See
how well you can do it. If you are a prize winner it will prove you have talent for drawing,

Copy This Picture and Win a Prize

. Thousands of people now earning small pay have illustrating ability, but do not know
it. If you will send your drawing today, we will t 1l you whether you possess this ta ent,
If Four drawing is even 4o per cent.as good 1 atuy
ability, and we can start you on the road to a comfortable and independent living,
with pﬁmant, st ady and profitable employment.

Correspondence Institute of America, Dept. 347, Scranton, Pa.

r cent. as

as the original, you have this natural
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Exciting than Balzac or Preach
Court Memoirs

In payment for binding for a Pub-
lishing “House that has gone into
liquidation, we have taken a few
sets the famous Paul de Kock
novels, which were awarded the

Gold Medal on aper, Erlnlln‘,
illastruilona,

bindine an
will sell them at

e we
Half Price and on small monthi
payments, Write at once for full
particulars of this rare and unusual
set of French novels.

PAUL DE KOCK
The Merriest French Humorist
has written spicy, sparkling, witty,
amusing, riveing novels—antidotes
for melancholy. The stories, liter-
ally translated, race mérrily along
nothing didactic or dull; as original
as Boccaccio, as mirthful as Gil Blas,
more fascinating than Sterae, Smol-
lett, or Fielding.

SHORT FASCINATING

STORIES
*Paul de Kock ia a tonic in books
instead of in bottles.” MAX

O'RELL. “His charming charac-

seem to be under the Influence of champagne.” CHARLES LEVER.

ters .
“He had kept France laughing for ycars—the Smollett of France.” BOSTON
HE;ALD. ¢ dislike ths suj L Jative but we believe this the best and richest

book value ever offered. The set contains the most' delicate and artistic
Freach illustrations made speciall

Bood for ILLUBTRATED BOOKLET FREE.
single volumes or entire Iibraries. Work for (ra
our spoeialty.)

for this work. )
(We give estimates on binding
dge dealers and Mbrarisns

RRAIRARD BOOK BINDERY, 426 Fifth Ave,, New York. (Cav. Apr.'09.)
" Without any cost to me please send me particul Tam i d in
the..ceeee s seess’sensesass binding

EARN TOWRITE 42834

; \ to $100
PRSI - $100
We will teach yon by correspondence the most

fascinating and profitahle profession in the world,
Bend for our beantiful prospectus. It's Free.

PAGE-DAVIS SCHOOL
Address zDop!.. 412, 90 Wabash Ave., -
either ofice } Dept. 412, 150 Nassan Si., New York

Y A e R e
Hair Like This
FREE Let me send you a

remarkable treat-
ment for Baldness, Dandruff,
Gray Hair, etc., at my own ex-
pense. It will surprise and
delight vou.

Write to-day to
WH. CHAB. KEENE, President,

LORRIMER INSTITUTE
Dept. 2621, Baltimore,

To The Man With
Steady Job

I can add to your salary $5, $10 or $15
each month whichever you may select

If you want to increase your income les me hear from you. I will
you a salary for doing some special work which will not interlere wil
your regular work in any way. Just ask me to ‘‘Send Special Plan No.
9.'"" E. M. NOLEN, Manager, Room g3,

f R I

A

151 Wabash Avenue, Chicago.

I won the World’s First Prize in Penmanship. By

my newpaystem I can make an export penman of you by mail.
1 alse” teach Book-keeping snd Shorthaad. Am plasing my
stud a8 in 1 eoll If you wish to

become & better penman, write me. I will eead you FREE cne of
my Favorite Pens and a copy of ¢he Ransomerian Jouroal, ’

C. W. RANSOM, 227 RELIANCE BLDG., KANSAS CITY, MO,
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MASTERS OF CIRCUMSTANCE.

BY THEODORE ROBERTS,
Author of " Captain Love,” “The Red Feathers," etc.

A SERIAL STORY.

CHAPTER 1.

THE HOME-COMING.

[ MOR the past six days—since
first regaining the fringe
of the settlements—the
little force had been grad-
ually disbanding. Woods-
men, trappers, pioneer
farmers. waders, millers, planters. and
gentlemen of rank and fortune—singly
or by twos and threes, they had broken
away and gone back to their homes and
private affairs.

For twog;onths they had campaigned
in that alluring but menacing wilderness
that lav. unfathomed, between the cul-
tivated lands and the unknown Woest,
Now, when the forest foliage was red-
dening under the frosts of late October,
and a healthy regard for the rifles of the
Virginian milivia had been implanted in
the shifty hearts of two tribes of sav-
ages, they felt free to return to their
interrupted businesses and pleasures,

At last, where Saddle THI Trail
branches offt from the Kking's highway,
Master  Francis  Druric  and  Captain
Simeon  Hewett drew rein and  shook
hands.

“Good luck to yvou. Frank!”

“And to vot, Sim—God Dbless you!”

Then Hewetr wheceled toward Saddle
11il1, touched spur to his thin nag, and
lifted his hat.  Drurie returned the sa-
lute, and trotted castward along the
highway.

And thus had six compauies of Vir-
ginian riflemen—men in homespun. buck-
skin, blue and gold, coonskin caps and
laced hats—disbanded, without the sanc-
tion of general orders. or any blafing
of trumpets. These were soldiers, not
mummers,  The rifle-work and the sword-
work were over for the season. Their
duty to their country was done for the

ume.  God grant them to find  their
familics sull intact, their cabins and
houses still standing,  and  their crops
wzarnered in good order!

FFrancis Druric’s coat of  fine blue
cloth  was  patched and ripped and
weather-stained.  His hat was  faded,

and the gold tace of it tarnished hevond
reburnishing.  His saddle was black with
wear and wet and sunburn,  On his legs
he wore breeches of buckskin: and his
high boots of English leather had been
replaced weeks before by headed moc-
casins and  fringed  leggings.  Ile car-
ricd a long flint-lock rifle slung across
his shoulders, pistols in his holsters, and
a sword at his side.

His Jace was tanned (o a red-brown
as deep as an Indian’s: and from that
savage-hued mask his blue cves shone
out with startling brightness.  Iis light
brown hair. where it lav on his neck
unpowdered. and tied with a narrow
ribbon. was bleached by the sun to the
shade of ripe corn-husks.  Ile  was
slender of figure, and but little above
the medium height of men of his race;
but he was well-museled and well-fea-

£
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tured, thin and hard as a hound. and
with courage in cves and brow to be
read at a glance.  For all his zerviee-
worn equipment, and sixty days of cam-
paigning. he sat straight and rode lightly.

At a gap in a hedge barred with rails.
Francis Drurie dismounted. Here began
a shaded path which he knew @ and by it
he would ride. coolly and [ree of dust.
across the groves of Fairwood Manor
and Admiral’s Pride. and into the arms
of his family. He lowered the rails,
led his horse over. and swung to the
saddle.

The narrow path was carpeted with
short. thin grass as soft as moss.  The
hoofs of his horse made no sound.  Sud-
denly across the still air, fragrant with
the breath of ripened leaves and mellow
earth, and cones purpling in the sun.
lifted a voice, singing.  Francis knew
the voice: and these are the words of
the verse he heard:

Time is old and life is brief—

Then “tis shame to prate of sorrow.
If to-day holds naught of grief,

Let the good God mind to-morrow.
Time is old, but Youth is strong:
Life is brief, hut Love is long.

Francis drew rein, smiling.  "T'he sing-
ing had ceased, the sweet voice dropping
to silence as suddenly as it had sprung
upon the drowsy air. He reflected for
a moment, and then se&ftck up the last
verse of the familiar song.

Ride ye south and ride ye north—
You'll be riding home to-morrow
Back from whence ye cantered forth
With your scars and weary sorrow.
Time is old and Death is strong:
Life is bricf, but Love is long.

A moment’s silence followed the con-
clusion of the voung man’s cffort: then
came a short, glad cry—stifled almost
as soon as uttered — from somcwhere
down the woodland path. T'he tanned
cheeks of the campaigner flushed at the
sound. He waited. tense in the saddle.
T'he horse began to fidget, knowing that
there was no ambush of painted savages
to fear in the woodlands of the manor.

Puzzled by the silence, and wondering
abashed at the note of that bricf ery.
Francis let the horse move forward:
then on second thought he sprang to
the ground, caught the reins up on one
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ol the holsters. aud walked Dbriskly
ahead.  The horse followed quictly.

In this manner they moved along lor
a considerable distance. the young man
expecting to cateh sight of the girl at
every turn of the path, and at cvery turn
wondering more and more why she did
not appear. He increased his pace, and
soon saw the gleam of a white frock

between the forest walls in front.  She
wax moving away from him.
“lsobel, Isobel!™  he  called.  and

broke into a run.

She did not turn until he was within
a few vards of her. Then she sprang
aside. and Taced him with feigned amaze-
ment in her splendid eves.  There was
another emotion there which the amaze-
ment could have hidden only from per
sons  with as little experience in such
matters as yvoung Drurie.

“Frank!” she cried.

Laughing. he tried to cateh her in his
arms ; but she slipped out ol his embrace.
and held him away with one light hand.
Her brow and cheeks were bright with
fleeting color.  Her cves looked  past
him, dark as deep water, but bright as
stars.  Lverything about her was bright,
and vet of a brightness that was as ten-
der as dimness—as tender as the half-
lights of dusk and dawn.  Though her
eves and hair were so dark that they
olten looked black, her skin was ol a
wonderful fairness.  About her white
neck gleamed a thin gold chain, hold-
ing just below the tender hollow of her
throat a small gold cross set with pearls
which Francis had given her on a birth-
day scveral vears ago.

“ Have you dropped from the tree-
tops? " she asked.

Young Druric did not answer im-
mediatelv.  He  stood  with  his  arms

hanging at his sides, his forchead puck-
ered ever so slightly, smiling, but with
cross-lights  of puzzled inquiry in his
blue eyes.

“Trom the tree-tops. if vou like—
from thousands and thousands of miles
of tree-tops—Dbut it was harder than
dropping, as Jumper. here. could tell
vou,” he said. “ But what tricks are
vou up to, [scbel?” he asked anxiously.
“Why don’t vou laugh at me? Why
don’t vou kiss me? Why don’t you make
fun of my shabby coat and brick-red



MASTERS OF CIRCUMS l"\.t\_'- CE.

face?  You are not naturad, Isobcl. 1
heard vou singing a long time ago—and
I sent a voice back to you. And you
heard it, 1 think.  Then why did you
turn around and run straight away {rom
me?  That was not kind, Isobel.”

She did not meet his steady regard.

*1 did not run,” she said

He let that pass for the little it was
worth.

“You were sorry when 1 went away.
I thought vou would be glad when 1
ot back.” he said gravely.

“Tam glad ! she eried.
I am glad!”

1t is not for me to presume to deny
what vou say. dear; but you do not be-
have as if vou were very glad,” he re-
turned gently. ™ You are changed. Tit-
tle girl. 1 did not expeet to find vou
changed 1 any way. 1 have always
thought that vou would be as glad to
sece me home again as you were sorry to
see me go away.”

“When did vou think about 12" <he
asked, mock incredulity in her voice.
“ Do you expect me to believe that vou,
a full-fledged soldier of Virginia, gave
any timesgo such foolish reflections?  Be
honest. Fyank, and tell me when you
thought about whether T should be glad
or sorry to sce vou home again. 1 am
sure jt was not when vou were fighting
with the savages, or eating in their
Jodges. or riding through the forest with
vour comrades.”

" The voung man gazed at her in un-
disguised amazement.

“Why do vou ask me such idiotic
questions,  Isobel?”  he  complained.
“ But 1 shall answer them. though 1
do mnot think them sincere.  Honestly,
then, 1 often made pictures of our meet-
ing in my mind—while we marched, and
when | lay in my Dlankets at night: and
ever since 1 parted with Hewett at the
crossroads  I've been thinking how  fine
it would "be to—to—"

“T'o what?” she asked.

“To kiss vou again,” he said.

“ONRDY exclaimed the girl softly, her
cves intent on his headed moccasins.

“T really thought I was going to do
it. My mind was sct on it he ventured.

“And vou didn’t. after all.”

“T don't kiss by force.” he said, smi:
ling forlornly.

“ You know
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= Frank,” she said in a changed voice,
“yvou must realize now that we are no
longer children.”

= Children! ™ he eried in mild indig-
nation.  * Children!  Who says we are
children?  I'rue, vou are only cighteen
—but T am twenty-two.  Children don't
command  companics of riflemen cam-
paigning i the wilderness.” He laughed
bovishly at his own big talk. ** But, in
all seriousness.” he added, * why have
I not as much right to kiss you, now

that T am a man, as [ had when I was

an unappreciative child? ™

“But vou know that you
she replied quictly.

A change came to  IFrancis Drurie's
tanned face. The whimsical Tight faded
lrom his blue eves, and his lips straight-
cued a Jittle. ™ You are wiser than 1 am,
my dear Isobel,” he said. ** Yeu realize
my position better than I do myself. Tt
is evident that you have given some
thought to the matter.  The clder sons
—the heirs to the tobacco-fields and
slaves—are 1he  fortunate fellows | who
retain the privilege of kissing their lady
friends after arriving at the age of man-
hood.  T'he poor, unfortunate devils who
have their own way to make in the world
must learn discretion all of a sudden.
I'd not thought of that, but I sce the
vood sense of it clear enough. 1 shall
now kiss vour hand, my dear, by way
of greeting between old playmates after
an absence of two months—and then 1'11
let the argument drop. May [ venture? ™

* No, vou may not,”” she replied with
spirit. . ** You have spoken very unkind-
Iy, Because 1 ask vou to remember that
we are no longer little children, vou
instantly speak as if—as if T do not care
for vou any morce because—Dbecause you
are not the heir to \dmiral's Pride. T
do not care for Admiral’s Pride! You
are—very unkind.”

“1 beg vour pardon most humbly,

have not.”

Izobel,” <aid Francis anxiouslv.  * God
knows 1 do not want to think that!
We've heen the best of friends cever

since vou came to Virginia, little girl;
s0 why squabble just hecause you have
suddenly hecome impressed by vour great
age?  T'hat would be ehildish, certainlv.
I am <orry that T have caused you any
anxjety—and still more sorry that I have

spoken  unkindiv.  But if  vour wvoice
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shakes again, dear. as it did just now,
Il kiss you—though they hang me for
it.”

Isobel looked swiftly into his eyes,
and as swiltly away again.  Theno as if
working for a wager. she asked him
questions about the wilderness, the sav-
age tribes, the fighting, the marching,
and the wild animals he had cencoun-
tered.  And while she questioned and
he answered they moved forward. side
by side, with the horse close ar their
heels.

The path was so narrow that his right
hand presently touched her left. In a
second their fingers clisped and held:
and so they moved along. talking Dbrisk-
ly, though somewhat vaguely. and cach
pretending unconsciousness of what had
happened.  In the depths of the woods
they crossed a low stone wall that sep-
arated Fairwood Manor {rom Admiral’s
Pride.

“ Now, I must go back to the manor.
[ am spending the day with Uncle Hen-
ry.” said the girl. #\s she spoke she gen-
tly withdrew her lLiand [rom the young
man’s.  He did not try to retain it He
made no sign of knowing that his hand
had been anvwhere but in his own’'pocket.

“And to-morrow? " he asked.

“T shall be at home to-morrow,” she
replied.

“Then T'll ride over in the morning.”
he said. I have some interesting speci-
mens of picture-writing for vour father’s
collection.”

He swung to the saddle, lifted his hat
and let the cager horse start ofl at a sharp
trot.  Where the path broke through the
underbrush into a wide avenue that led
up to the house of Admiral’s Pride he
turned and glanced back. ‘Fhe girl was
still standing where he had left her,
gazing down the green pathway.  She
blew a kiss to him and vanished in a
twinkling.

CHAPTER 11.

THE BROTHERS.

N thosc days there were not many finer
estates in Virginia than Admiral’s
Pride. and few finer residences than

Captain Paul Drurie’s.  T'he estate had
been first settled and cleared., and the
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house bhuilt by the captain’s father, old
Rear-Admiral Drurie.  T'he admiral, in
his day, had been a hero in the eyves and
hearts of the English public. and was
affectionately known in every ship of the
navy as “ Ilot-Shot Bill.”

In front of the house lav six acres of
velvety lawn and well-tended shrubberies.
The park itself —woodlands of oak. wal-
nut, and cedar—covered one hundred
acres.  The house, with its offices and
lawns. kennels and stables. occupied the
center of the park. Back of this block
of land were the negro quarters, the great
cattle-sheds, the windmill and tobacco-
houses, and hundreds of acres of meadow.,
pasture. and forest. and the fields where
the corn. tobacco. and sugar-cane were
raised.  Yes. it was a fine home to which
voung Master Francis Drurice rode back,
in his shabby coat and Indian moccasins,
astride his weather-blackened saddle.

A couple of hound puppies were the
first of the household to catch sight of
the horseman.  They charged across the
lawns to mect him. velping with delight
ar the prospeets ol a little excitement.
When the man spoke to them, and they
saw that the raw-boned horse was no
other than Jumper. their demonstrations
immediately took on a subdued note.

Next, an old hound. grav of muzzle.
and with one cve like a clouded opal. got
o his feet on the lower gallerv. sniffed
the air inquiringly for a moment, and
then descended to the lawn at a dignified
trot.  This was Bellringer. who had led
the pack for seven years. and for three
had loafed about the galleries, honorably
retired from the field because of stiffen-
ing joints and a thickening windpipe.
At sight of him Francis drew rein and
dismounted.

The dog quickened his pace a little.
and Dbegan to twist his long tan-and-
white body as the lad drew near. He
settled lower on his legs, drew back his
gray upper lip and displaved a couple of
white fangs.  From deep in his rusty
throat came a gurgling growl—a growl
as expressive of welcome and joy and
love as any human cryv.  He lifted him-
self stiffly to his full height and planted
his front paws on the young man's
breast ; and, standing thus, he yeiped with
all his strength.

It was old Bellringer's velping that
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announced w everybody in and about the
house that the militiaman was home again
froin the wilderness, The captain left his
book open on the study table and hobbled
ento the lawn.  ‘The ancient butler-—
whe had been a gunner’s-mate aboard
the captain’s ship—Tfollowed close. M=
Drurie sped from her bedroom to the
rail of the upper gallery. looked cagerly
about and, with a little scream ol delight,
wrned and fled back again. down the
great staircase and out to the lawn.  From
the majestic eld cook in her red-and-yel-
low turban, to the voungest housemaid in
spotless  white cotton and  white head-
kerchief, all the black house servants ap-
peared and formed a group behind the
master, the mistress, and the privileged
old white butler.

Francis Drurie embraced and Kissed
hix mother, shook the captain’s hand for
a full minute — all the time the two
grinned feelingly at cach other without
a werd—and then gave a cordial grip to
the old hero who had descended com-
fortably from serving his guns on-’the
scas, under both Hot-Shot Bill and Cap-
tain Paul, to serving soups and wines
ashore.  To the group behind them he
waved a hand, and called a good-natured
ureeting.

“Where is John? 7 he asked presently,
looking up at the house.

“John?  Why, John is shooting with
Fairwood to-day,” replied the captain.

Mrs. Drurie smiled.

T think he is not. paying much at-
tention to the Dbirds. Isobel is there,
too,” she said.

At that the captain turned squarely
upon her,

*“So that is what vou have in vour
mind ! " he exclaimed amusedly.

“ He is certainly paving much more
attention to her than he used to.” re-
plied the lady.

The campaigner gave a keen car o
this conversation, but said not a word.
As was usual with him, he thought the
more for saving nothing.

John Drurie and Mr. Fairwood ap-
peared carly in the afternoon, for the
news of the Indian fighter’s return from
the wilds had sped over threc plantations
with the despatch of the wind.  John
was honestly pleased to sce his brother
safe and sound again: but it looked as
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it Mr. Fairwood. of Fairwood Manor.
was even more pleased.

“1 heard one of the plowboys yelling
to another across a fortv-acre field that
vou had got home again,” he said.
“There was a covey ol partridges in
the air. right in front of my gun.  Well,
lad, T let them go.o Theres not a bird
that flics would have tempted me to wait
and  pull wrigger.  Frank’s home. |
sung out to John, aud ran for the house.
leaving my dogs in the stubble.  Yes,
lad, T put myv best foot [oremost, vou
may depend upon it. T knew old Gun-
ner’s-mate Joskins would he mixing one
of those three-decker punches of his”

True for vou, Mr. Fairwood—]Joskins
had mixed the punch. and a famous one
it was.

But  I'ranciz was not in a mood to
enjoy it fullyv. He felt a restlessness
that he could not account for—a restless-
ness of the mind rather than the hody—-
and a depression of spirit equally un-
reasonable.  Fresh from a bath, clothed
in the fine linen and unstained garments
of prosperity, with the gizat punch be-
fore him on the gleaming nahogany, and
his father, his Dbrether, and lairwood,
of Fairwood Manor, near Lim, yet he
moved uneasily in his chairy and glanced
continually through the long window of
the dining-room into the garden where
the gold of the sunlight was deepening
on stalk and leaf.

The talk seemed trivial to him, though
it was the talk of his class and his
countrv—ol  crops, dinners. men, dogs,
and horscs—subjects that had always in-
terested him o keenly until  the  present
menent.  ven the incidents of the cam-
paign had dwindled to insignificance in
his eves.  In answer to the questions of
the men he told them of the skirmishing,
the hardships, the fine shooting of the
pioncers. the customs of the tribes. and
what-not : but he speke without his usual
warmth—a fact that was noticeable
to the others as to himself.

“You arc tired, lad,” said the captain
anxiously.  ** You should turn in and
sleep the clock around.”

“No, sir. T don't feel tired,” replied
Francis.  “T have had plenty of sleep
in the last week since we got out of the
dangereus country.  We slept lightly be-
fore that out of respeet for our scalps.

as
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But I feel a trifle restless, and that’s a
fact. It may Dbe owing to the sudden
change [rom constant alertness and poor
fare to this sort of thing.” He looked
at the great silver bowl.  “ Perhaps 1
have acquired the habit of work. It
may be that T miss the latigue and ex-
citement of the life T have been hiving
for the past two months.”

“Cheer up. lad.” said Nr. Fairwood.
“Youll get [fatigue amd  exeitement
enough next week, for we hunt the
Dudley country on Monday, the Swan
River country on Wednesday, and Sad
dle Hill on Saturday.”

“Good T exclaimed  Francise for he
was a keen sportsman. and the best gen-

tleman rider in the county, either at
flat-racing. cross-country. or = steeple-
chasing.

“But Jumper looks thin and unfit,”
said the captain.  “ He'll need a deal of
graining before Monday.”

“ Don’t hunt him for a fortnight. lad.”
advised Mr. Fairwood. “ Let him rest,
and take the pick of my stud until he is
fit for work again.”

“But vou offered me a mount. sir,
until Snowball's shoulder hardens.” said
John, smiling.

Mr. Fairwood turned a haughty glance
in the speaker’s direction. He had gray
eves, easily warmed to good nature or
chilled to displeasure. He was famous
for saying what he felt

“But?” he questioned, in a voice of
indignation.  “ What d'v¢ mean, John,
by saying ‘but’ to me? [ oftered vou a
mount, sir, and vou may be sure that the
offer still holds. -Any friend of mine. or
son of a {riend, or friend of a friend, is
welcome to a horse from my stables, or
a Dbottle from my cellar, whenever he
wants it.  But did 1 offer vou the hest?
No, John, I did not. You will have to
put up with the second hest.”

John was too thoroughly abashed to
even try to reply. Francis felt sorry for
him, but could not help thinking that an
occasional facer of the kind would do
him no harm. John took it too much
for granted that the best of everything
should be his. ‘The captain looked neither
abashed, sorry, or amused. He refilled
Mr. Fairwood’s glass from the half-pint
ladle, then looked fixedly at his elder
501,
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“Tlow is it,” he asked, “that Ad-
miral's Pride is so short of hunters?”

“1—T do not know, exactly.” replied
John.

“ But vou should know,” retorted the
captain. I put the stables in vour
charge six months ago. 1f vou cannot
manage the stables alone. how will you
ever run the whole estate?  John, I am
deeply distressed. Here we are—and for
the first time in the history of Admiral’s
Pride, I'll wager—short of horses at the
start of the hunting season.”

Mr. Fairwood could not bear to hear
any onc taken to task. He gulped his
punch, stared round the room with a
swiftly melting eve, and at last focused
his gaze upon the captain.

“ Come, Paul, you must not be so hard
on the youngster.,” he cried. “ He is at
the age when most men are fools, any-
way. Al he thinks of now is dressing
himself up in fine clothes from London,
but he may outgrow that. He may make
a fine, sensible man some day. Heaven
knows.”

Captain Drurie roared with laughter.
Francis turned his head awav. to hide a
smile that he could not kcep from his
face.  John glared at Mr. Fairwood.
reckless with the sting of injured pride.

“ Do yvou realize.” cried the {urious
heir, *“ that you are speaking ol a man
of twenty-five vears of age—of a bach-
elor of Oxford University. sir: of a gen-
tlemran and a scholar? ™

Fairwood, who thought he had been
figuring very tactfully as a peacemaker,
gaped at the voung man in pained aston-
ishment.  Fortunately the ridiculous side
of the affair struck him before his rage
exploded, and he joined the captain in
wide-throated laughter.  John sprang to
his feet and marched from the room.

When his seniors had finished their
laughter, Francis said: “ You were too
sharp. Mr. Fairwood. He will sulk for

a week."”
CHAPTER TT1,
ISOBEL'S FUTURE.
EFORE leaving the dining-table

and the silver bowl Francis won
from Mr. Fairwood an acknowl-
edgment of the fact that John had not



becn treated fairly. The captain took no
part in the argument, but sat far back in
his chair. with his eves turned to a por-
trait of Hot-Shot Bill. It was a belief
of his that two are enough for any argu-
ment. As soon as Mr. Fairwood had ad-
mitted that he really thought very highly
of John, and had not meant more than
half of what he had said, Francis ex-
cused himself and left the room.

Francis found John up-stairs, in a
little room full of books, sulking in the
window-seat.

“ John,” said the campaigner. “ Mr.
Fairwood wants vou to know that he did
not mean what he said of you. and that
he is sorry he said it. He has the highest
regard for your scholarship, John.”

“Scholarship !’ cried the other. “ What
is the use of scholarship in this barbaric
hole? Here a rifleman in a coon-skin
cap is of more account than a poet; and
if a gentleman can stick to the back of a
half-broken colt he is looked upon as the
possessor of a liberal education. Horses
and dogs, tobacco and rum, fighting and
sleeping—I.ord, there is not a man in the
colony capable of lifting his brain above
these things!”

“ Oh, come now, John, vou are talking
like an idiot,”” said Francis, laughing
good-naturedly. '

“If I talk like an idiot. I am driven
to it,”” replied John. ‘“Why was I sent
to England and Europe for myv education
if I am not to be allowed to continue the
life? What do I care about the stables?
The grooms can manage the feeding of
the horses quite well without my help.
I have more important work to do; and,
by Heaven, I'll do it!”

“What is the work? " asked Francis.

“Why should I tell you?™ retorted
John.  *“There is only one person in
Virginia who cares the snap of a finger
about my work.”

“Who is that?” asked Francis.

“Isobel,” replied the elder Dbrother.
without a moment’s hesitation. and look-
ing at Francis, as if he expected some
indication of special interest.

“You are fortunate,” said the other
indifterentlv.  And then: “ I should like
to know what it is that interests Isobel.”

A historv of Rome.”

“Rome?”

“Yes, and in verse.”
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Francis was honestly astonished. He
had never suspected John of the staying
power to attempt so monumental a work
as a history of any kind, either in verse
or prose. Of course he had often heard
the other speak of his work. hut had
never seen anything of it except a few
dismal lyrics.

“1s it done?”
struck voice.

John was disgusted with the question.

*This sort of thing is not done in two
months,” he replied superciliously. “ It
is rather more difficult than a campaign
against a handful of savages.”

“And will, no doubt, he responsible
for more deaths,” retorted Francis, as he
hastened from the room. He had never.
in all his life, found John in quite such
a beastly humor.

Next morning, shortly after breakfast,
Francis Drurie set out on foot to call on
Mr. Richard Dariza, Isobel’s father.
The Dariza place was named Hopeland.
and lay just the other side of Fairivood
Manor. It was a small estate, with a
small, new house upon it. and had oncc
been a part of the manor. Francis carried
a parcel, in which were a number of ex-
amples of Indian picture-writing for Mr.
Dariza and a necklace of strange gems 'for
Isobel. He crossed the Fairwood lands
without attracting the attention of anv
one. at the house—to have done so would
have meant delay ands a second Dbreak-
fast—and arrived at the Dariza place
just as the master himself stepped from
the breakfast-room to the gallery.

Richard Dariza was a Spaniard by
birth. Years ago, in his native land, he
had been well known in high places as
the Seitor Ricardo Alcazardo da Riza.
There had been trouble of a family and
political nature, and Da Riza had Angli-
cized his name and turned his back for-
ever on his own country. A year or two
later he married Miss Fairwood, of Vir-
ginia. This happened in London, and
for twelve yvears they made their home in
England. Two children were born to
them—the first a boy, the second a girl.

When Isobel ivas in her fifth vear the
mother fell very ill. T'his was in mid-
winter. Dariza was almost crazed with
terror, and immediately removed his fam-
ily to the south of France. There Mis-
tress Dariza recovered something of her

he asked. in an awe-
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strength, but she talked centinually of
her home in Virginia, and grieved for it.
As soon as the doctors said that she was
strong cnough to undertake a sea-voyage
her husband  engaged  passage  for  his
family from Bristol to the great colony.
The vovage was made in safety, but
within a month of their arrival, at the
home of her people. Mistress Dariza died.
Another great blow awaited the un-
fortunate Spaniard. It fell some ten
vears later. when his son, Richard Iair-
wood St. George Dariza, a voung licu-
tenant in the navy, quarreled with a
senior officer, killed him in fair fight, and
vanished as completely [rom the knowl-
edge of the Admiralty and his family as
if he had descended into his grave.
Dariza’s thin face and dark cyes light-

ed with pleasure at sight of young
Drurie.  HMe hastened across the gallery

and down the steps, and caught his vis-
itor’s hand in Dboth of his.

“To sce you again is like wine to my
tired spirit,” he said.

Francis flushed with pleasure at the
greeting.  Such words, from his father
or Mr. Fairwood, would have sounded
foolish and stilted, but from the master
of Hopeland they were natural and sin-
cere. Ile returned the pressure of the
other’s thin hands. Dariza led the way
back to the breakfast-room. He looked
more like a man of eighty than fifty-five.
Tall and of frail build, his two great
griefs had bent him, body and spirit. and
thinned his blood like a fever. And he
had a way, recently acquired.7of turning
his head suddenly and lifting a furtive
hand to his eyes. Sometimes he would
smile to himself, very tenderly and long-
inglv, and that was more pitiful to sece
than tears.

Francis refused a second breakfast, but
accepted his host’s offer of coffee and
tobacco. Isobel soon entered the room.
and spoke to Francis in subdued voice
and with a fleeting glance. He had al-
ready given the sheets of bark and skin
containing the picture-writing to Dariza.
and now he extended the Indian necklace
to the girl

“Here is a little gift that 1 have
brought out of the wilderness to you,
[sobel” he said.  “T.was told that it
once belonged to an Indian princess.”

Tsobel flushed and hesitated.
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“It is very valuable,” she said, and
glanced appealingly at her father.

“Take it, dear,” said Dariza. “ You
need have no scruples about accepting
any gift from Francis Drurie.”

Both knew what he meant, for of late
he had often spoken of the place that
Francis had taken in his affections since
the loss of his son.

Drurie fastened the splendid, glowing
thing about the girl's neck.  His hands
trembled as he did it, and a mad desire
to stoop and touch his lips to the white
flesh beneath his fingers went through
him like fire. But instead of that he said,
in a level voice: “ 1t has a difficult cateh,
but I think [ have fastened it properly.”

Soon afterward Isobel left the room.
‘I'he two men sat silent for a long time,
sipping their coffee and smoking their
silver tobacco-pipes.  Clay, as material
for pipes, was not yet popular with the
gentry, either in IEngland or the colonies.

“ Francis,” said Dariza at last, “IT
{eel that I am not much longer for this
world.”

Drurie looked at him in consternation.

“It is s0,” continued the other. “ No
skill of ours can alter it—the message is
in my heart. I am an old man—not in
vears, but in life—and the taste for carth-
Iv pleasures is dead in me. 1 think that
I shall never again see the tobacco har-
vested from these fields.”

He paused and smiled gently at his
friend. Francis paled a little, and
breathed quickly, but could find no word
to say.

*“Do not pity me [or feeling the ap-
proach of death,” continued Dariza.
“That which seems horrible to you, with
vouth and courage and love your servants,
is a thing sweet to me. Death, I take it,
is no more than a change of habitation
and a widening of vision; a change from
this narrow, grief-stricken house to a
place where the eyes of love shall
brighten, never again to dim with suffer-
ing; to a home that shelters no dread of
disruption.  There my dearest friend
awaits me—the woman I love—in that
bright housc where neither pain nor mis-
understanding may enter.” ,

He leaned forward, his arms upon the
table, and his bright, dark eyes holding
the younger man’s fascinated gaze.

“T do not speak a3 a poct or a
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dreamer,” he said, “but as a man who
has lived and suffered. and taken jey of
the world, and read men and books, and
sifted the teachings of the churches, with-
out fear eor prejudice, as food fer my
needs.  So | am ready to go joviully—
save for one fear—ene regret.”

Druric tricd to ask the question.

“ It is this,” went on Dariza. “ My
boy may still live, disgraced, suffering.
and unbefriended.”

There was such agony in the old man's
cyes that Francis turned away.

“T have none of this fear at thought

of leaving Isobel.” said Dariza. “ She
is with relatives and friends, sheltcred

and loved. But my boy! God, if it is
that he lives, and is in need of trust and
tenderness, and should come heme somc
day and find me gone!”

“ Do you think he may bhe—be alive? ™
asked  Francis, scarce above a whisper.
“If so, sir, how is it that he has not
come home before this?” Hix voice grew
surer.  “ In good fortune or cvil, Dick
Dariza will never lack a friend so long
as [ draw breath.”

“ Noble heart,” said the old man. He
extended a thin hand, and clutched Dru-
rie’s wrist.  “ My heart aches with the
doubt of his fate,” he whispered. “ How
gladly should I welcome the sure news
of his safety in death. 1If he lives, the
life of the outcast is his. Dear God.
why did I let him frem my sight?”

He hid his face in his hands and wept
silently.  Francis, unspeakably embar-
rassed, did his best to comfort him.  He
laid a timid hand on the thin, quaking
shoulders.

“ Do not fret, sir,” he murmured. [
Dick is dead yeu may be sure that he
died like a gentleman, for all this talk
of his crime of killing a superior. If he
lives, then if ever 1 hear of him 1 shall
find him, though the scarch lead me to
the ends of the earth.  And in whatever
position I find him—high or low, rich or
poor, in hendage or in powcer—I shall
claim him as my friend, and serve him
with all my heart and strength.”

At last the stricken old man grew
calm, and leeked his voung friend fairly
in the face again.

“T1 had no right to show you my ser-
row,” he said. He gazed threugh the
long windows and across the sunlit lawns
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to the rounded woods of his brother-in-
law’s park.  ““ For lsobel’s future I do
not worry,” he saic.  ““ She is sheltered,
and the world s on her side.  Henry
[Fairwood will he her guardian when [
am gone. He loves her as if she were his
own daughter.  But T do not think his
guardianship will last long. ‘That a
yvounger man will soon take his charge
from him I have not a deubt.”

Young Drurie’s blood drummed in his
cars, and he felt his cheeks tingling.
What was Dariza going to say, he won-
dered? A sweet hope tlooded his brain
and heart like music.  Dut the old man
did not look at him. Quite unconscious
of the yeung man's cmotion, he said:

“John is a good fellew. For mysell
I like men of a mere adventurous spirit ;
but the other kind makes the more com-
fortable husband. Yes, John is a safc
man; and if a young lady takes a fancy
to him I consider it a safe fancy. If he
does not catch my eve as some others do
the fault is mine: for, a man of hooks
and reveries myscll, my taste is all for
men of action. I saw a deal of swerd-
iron and smoke when I was a voung man,
and books have scemed a limp and sap-
less enterprise to e, in spite of myv
honest application to them., The reading
of love-passages will never take the place
of kissing; and cven so, when [ follow
the turns and chances of armed conflict,
up and down printed pages, some smoke
from my own youth and a veil of blood
of my own spilling crawl between my
vision and the hook. Then I see the
truth—the worth of the reality and the
worth of the shadow.”

Francis murmured a polite assent to
the old gentleman’s words. Had they
been speken in Dutch he would have
done the same, for not a phrase had he
heard after the reference to John. So
that was settled, was it?> Isobel leved
John!  That explained her unusual
quiet and her objcction to being kissed.

CHAPTER 1V,
AN OFFER OF EMPLOYMENT.
RANCIS had net heen home long
when a letter arrived for the cap-

tain, from Bristol, in the care of
Stephen Todd, master- of the good ship
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AMerrvweather. Tt was from a wealthy
baronet, who had been a shipmate of the
captain’s in the old days: and the heart
of it was the offer to Francis of a berth
with an expedition bound {or Hudson's
Bav. Tt was quite evident that the cap-
tain had been corresponding with his old
friend. and had not failed to state his
vounger son’s qualifications for any ad-
venturous work on sea or lﬂ“(].

The expedition was to sail from Bris-
tol in May ol the next year. It was a
venture of the Roval Company of lon-
don and Bristol Adventurers, designed to
establish a scttlement in the wilderness
of the far north and open up a trade in
furs and precious metals with the natives
of that little-known land. The Trench
were already at work there, but all the
world knew that it was Englizh territory.
The expedition would consist of four
vessels at least, all armed like pirates,
and cach carrving two commanding oth-
cers—the military commander and  the
sailing-master,  or  navigator.  Francis
would be given the military command of
agne of the vessels.

The baronet went on to say that there
was nothing unsound about the venture:
that he himselt had taken shares in it to
the cost of five thousand pounds, and
expected a return of at least fifty per
cent profit.  In all sincerity he advised
his old Drother-in-arms to invest at least
a thousand in it.  He would reserve
shares to that amount, on the chance.

This letter put even the hunting in a
second place with the people of the three
estates.  Francis aceepted the offer upon
the moment of hearing it, but his rela-
tives and friends fell into argument, the
smoke and dust of whith did not settle
for a month.  When they taTked to Iran-
cis one would think that their lives, not
his life. were to be risked.  When they
spoke to the captain one would think that
their money, not his, was to be cast upon
the waters. By the way they talked it
over amonyg themselves one would think
that =ome crimie was contemplated by the
captain and Francis.

Onlv Mr. Dariza and Joskins were in
sympathy  with  the adventurers. N,
Dariza explained, at great length, that
an expedition of this kind was a greater
thing than any crop of tobacco that had
ever heen raised and sold in Virginia.
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“If our lathers had all sat at home,”
said he, * who would now be taking their
case in Admiral’s Pride and Fairwood
Manor?”

As for the old ex-gunner’s-mate. Jos-
kins, why. he was in two minds about
whether or not he should join the expedi-
tion himsell.

“I'd do it bevond a doubt. if it wasn't
that T be nigh onto seventy-five yvear old
and so infernal totterish in the legs. Ave,
Master Frank, there be no life in the
whole wide world cqual in sport and
eddication to burnin® powder and makin’
new landfalls. YT be sightin® pirates
and Frenchmen. T take it.”

John'’s objections to his brother’s join-
ing  the expedition were half-hearted
but his argument against the nvestment
of a thousand. pounds in the stock of the
Royal Company of London and Bristol
Adventurers was sincere cnough, and be-
came in time far too persistent to suit
the captain. Master John was told to
mind his own Dbusiness.

At last it became an accepted fact
that Francis should set sail for England
in abeut scven months’ time, with his
father’s investment in his pocket, and in
Bristol take command of his ship and up-
anchor for the desolate seas of the north.
When every member of the household
was convinced of this the captain said:
“And now we'll hear no more about it
at the dinner-table.”  So that was the
end of it as a subject of gencral argu-
ment and ill nature.  But in the quiet
of her own room Mrs. Drurie was al-
ready  knitting  stockings  of  amazing
thickness for her bahy to wear in the
chilly north.

Francis was overjoved at the prospect
of so good a herth with so enterprising
an expedition.  The love of the sea was
in his blood: and. though he had won
his spurs in the forests of the West, with
inland planters and pioneer rilemen be-
sidle him and painted savages in [ront, it
was his intention to win fame as a sca-
fighter and to try his hand as soon as
possible at a ship-load of Frenchmen.

He saw in this offer of the baronet's
the initial step to a whole Tife full of
adventure and glorv.  From distinguish-
ing himself as the military commander of
one of the company’s ships. he would go
on to a commission in the roval navy.
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He had an idea that some day the pic-
ture of another admiral would hang in
the dining-room of Admiral’s Pride.  But
as surely as he was satisfied with his
worldly prospects, just as surely was he
dissatisfied” with the present state and
future promise of something that lay—
though he would not admit it—still
closer to his heart.

Mr. Dariza’s plan for lsobel's {uture
did not suit him at all.  Isobel’s attitude
suited him still less.  Before. ever since
their very first meeting, she had always
treated him as her dearest friend. He
could find neither comfort nor reason in
this transferring of affection from him-
sell to his Lrother John. It was unjust.
[ he had been to Isobel’s taste when she
was seventeen years of age. why was he
not still to her taste? In what way had
hie changed between his departure for the
West and his return?  What had he done
to lose first place in her affections?

And what, in the name of all the
devils, had John done to gain it> When
Isobel’s kisses had meant little-to Fran-
cis, they had Dbeen his for the asking.
Before that again. when they had been
a decided embarrassment, he had not been
able to avoid them. And now that he
wanted to kiss her — when, to tell the
truth, he could think of nothing that he
wanted to do quite s6 much—she would
not let him.

Laboring under the absurd belief that
he knew the ways of women as well as
he knew the science of savage warfare
and the anatomy of a horse, he decided
that Isobel Dariza was mercenary—and
that her father was mercenary—and that
all the blessings of life, save hard knocks.
were reserved for elder sons. He came
to this conclusion without heat, reason-
ing coolly. according to his knowledge
of women and the world.

Isobel made two attempts to discuss
the prospective voyage with Francis; but
his reserve was such that she did not
again refer to the subject until months
afterward.

A small seaport town lav within ten
miles of Admiral’s Pride.  There were
coasting-schooners, flat-boats from up the
river, and now and then a vessel from
the deep sea. The whole town smacked
of foreign lands and brisk adventure.
There was a wharf. and there were old
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sailors in their cottages and salty Tellows
drinking in the tavern. Here was the
square in which the cargoes of Africans
were sold to the planters, and here were
long storehouses in which bales and hogs-
heads of tobacco were stowed, awaiting
their places in the holds of cast-bound

ships.
"T'o this place, as the winter progressed,
Francis  Drurie paid frequent  visits,

riding over on Jumper at the expense of
good hunting. It was like standing on
the threshold of a room in which he knew
that he was soon to do great deeds; or.
more aptly. on the porch of a vast house
full of persons and chambers as yet un-
known to him, yet among whom he was
to make friends and foes and live out
his life.

Some such thought came to Francis,
and held his fancy. [t amused him to
consider the old, retired shell-backs in
their cottages as actors who, no longer
active enough to take their parts i the
great ““ doings ' within, had been firmly
but kindly pushed from the bright and
animated rooms to the shadowy porch.
It seemed to him that they always sat
with a sidewise tilt of the head, listening.
And he knew that it was for some echo
of old things that they listened, rather
than for any voice from the dusky future.

He became a regular visitor at two or
three of the cottages, cheering the old
sailors” hearts and freeing their tongues
and memories with good liquor and
tobacco, and listening to valiant tales of
the sea for hours on end.  Also. he paid
visits to the harbor-side tavern whenever
a scagoing craft of any kind was in; and
there he listened to the talk of active.
though humble, players of the great game
who had, as it were, but stepped out to
the poreh for a mouthful of fresh air.

Omne bright, keen morning in Decem-
ber, John and Francis rode together to
King’s Haven. Relations between these
two had been somewhat strained ever
since the first word of the Bristol expe-
dition. Sharp things had been said by
both; but John had uncovered a mean
stripe in his character that was harder to
forget than any number of angry words.
Heir to a great estate, he had objected
to the risking of a thousand pounds for
the advancing of his brother’s interests.

Of late he had begun to see what a
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poor figure he had cut in that affair. It
required no great power of imagination
to know what IFrancis felt about it so.
for the past fortnight. John had been
working hard to reestablish himself in
his brother’s good opinion. 1t was slow
work, however; for Francis, hurt and de-
pressed to a greater extent than he him-
self knew. over the atfair about which
he must keep silence, made no effort to
forget or forgive the injustice of this
other matter.  I'rue. the money was to
be risked : but John's Tault was the same,
for ali that.

During the ride the talk was half-
hearted and scanty.  Upon reaching the
top of the hill overlooking the harbor,
the brothers saw a small brig lving at
the wharf.  The common-room of the
tavern was crowded with sailors, long-
shoramen, and townsmen.

In the inner room, to which the gen-
tUemen from Admiral’'s Pride were led,
sat an old felow with a head like a
druid’s and a body like a cask.  His
[rosted beard lay like a cascade on his
breast. and his mustaches flared from his
cheeks hike wings.  His face was brown,
his eyves were small. and gray as ice. He
was dressed in weather-beaten blue, with
sea-boots reaching half-way up his thighs.
His right hand, clinched on the table
beside his glass of hot rum, looked like
the knob of some curious club.

“ Good morning to vou,” said IFrancis
pleasantly.

The old fellow stared oftensively for
a4 moment ; then, without a word, he lift-
ed the glass to his gusty mustache and
drained it to the lump of sugar in the
hottom.  John flushed red with indigna-
tion.

Francis laughed good-naturedly.

“Your manners are not of the best.
shipmaster,” said he.

At that the mariner thumped on the
table with his great fist and bellowed for
the lTandlord to lay aft.

CHAPTER V,

A STRANGE LETTER,

INTE host opened the door and
thrust his head cautiously around
the edge of it.

“ Brown,” said Trancis, “bring me a
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fair-sized bowl, a bottle of Barbados
rum, a pint of French brandy, a pint of
sherry, red Ditters, two lemons, four
limes, spice, sugar, and boiling water. 1
am going to try my hand at mixing a
* Billy-rough-un’ punch.”

* Steady there, cook! Bring me an-
other of these here buckets o' honest
Jamaica stuff,” roared the mariner.

“DBut I want you to try my punch,”’
said Francis.

“T'he deuee take your punch,” replied
the mariner.

John was for leaving the room; hut
Francis  gave him to understand that
there was sport afoot, and coaxed him
into a chair beside the hearth.  He drew
his own chair up to the table.

“1 see that you are a regular old
heart of oak,” he said.

The mariner glared like a wild beast
at hay.

* 1 am proud to meet such an honest,
outspoken, rough-weather Iump of a son
of Neptune,” continued Francis. ** It is
men like you who strike [car into the
hearts ol the Frenchmen, for they are
polite people.  You have no more man-
ners than a hog, sir.  That’s the kind I
like, for rough and dangerous work.
You smell of rum and bilge-water. You
fear nobody.  You are the kind of man
I like to think of as continually risking
a decp-sea grave.”

John sat very quiet in his chair. The
mariner stared at Francis with more of
amazement and less of sulkiness on his
bewhiskered face.  He had never been
talked to like that before. What was
the youngster driving at? He was grin-
ning in very friendly fashion, anyway.
The old fellow grunted uncertainly.

“That’s  hetter,” said  Francis. 1
knew the moment [ laid eyes on you that
vou were a sociable fellow at heart.
Sociable. but reserved.  That's the kind
for my fancy. 1 love these bluff. gruff,
ill-mannered old dogs that suspect every
one who speaks to them politely of de-

signs on their throats and purses.  They
are the men who make England’s

strength.”
“ Be ve drunk?” asked the mariner,
with o dawning light of interest in his
cyves.
“ Most assuredly not.
rcturned Trancis gravely.

Do T look it?”
That was a
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shot, right He  heard
chuckle.

“Oh, ve look right, aloft and alow!
but ye may name me for a cobbler if
ever | heard such fool talk afore in all
my life,” replied the other. He turned
toward John. “ Would ye say now that
this young man be pokin’ fun at me?”
he asked.

Francis answered for himself.

“There was a deal of truth in what
I said, and it was meant more seriously
than it sounded,” he said in a friendly
voice and with an engaging smile.

“ It sounded danged queer to me,”
grumbled the mariner.

“Well, however that may Dbe. we'll
shake hands on it.” said Francis.  Quick
as the words, his hand was up in the air.
close under the whiskers of the bewil-
dered, sulky, half-awakened old  salt.
His bright, whimsical gaze shot a com-
mand into the depths of that clouded
brain that could not be resistec.  The
old fellow glared and snorted with un-
certainty for half a minute; then the
big, gnarled, root-like paw opened, lifted
from the table, and enclosed the hand
of the young soldier.

At that moment Brown entered with

enough. John

the materials for the making of the
punch.  He gasped and gaped at the

picture macde by Master I'rancis Drurie
and the unsavory mariner.

“ Stir your stumps, cook!” growled
the man of the sea.

The tavern-keeper rccovered {rom his
amazement and swiftly rid himself of his
burden. He deposited bottles and bun-
dles on the table. stood the kettle of
boiling water on the hob, and finally
placed a glass of ruwm and water at the
mariner’s elbow. It was a wonder how
he had carried them all.  The old fel-
low, instcad of complimenting him on
his dexterity, scowled furiously.

“Take it away,” he shoutedd.  *“ Can’t
ve sec, ye fish-cyed son o’ a swab, as how
[ he a goin’ to join this gentleman in a
glass o' decent licker?”

“ But—" began Brown in a voice of
righteous indignation. T'he mariner in-
terrupted him with an oath and, snatch-
ing up the glass of rum and water with
a swiftness of which one would not have
thought the big fist capable, "let it fly.
Mr. Brown dodged. ‘The glass and its
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contents splintered and splashed against
the wall.  Mr. Brown slipped from the
room without excusing himself.

Ncither of the gentlemen made any
comment on this remarkable exhibition
of table-manners.  The throwing about
of dishes, liquors, and glassware was not
entirely unknown cven in the best-regu-
lated households.  But it seemed to be
the last bubble of the old man’s internal
boiling. He leaned back in his chair
and—smiled.”  ‘Then, with eyes and ears
alert and a benevolent relaxing of the
jaws, he followed the mixing of the
punch.

Francis made the punch. with constant
hints from John. Neither were quite
sure as to quantities, for Joskins had not
yet taken them in hand ; but, as they knew
that they had not forgotten any of thc
materials, they hoped lor the best. As
the mixing progressed, the mariner’s in-
terest grew and grew.

“ I never did sec so many good lickers
and fixin’s go into one bhrew,” said he.

Presently he began to sniff, and drew
his chair closer to the bowl.

It was done. Three glasses were filled.
Three glasses were raised and tasted.
Never had a finer “ Billy-rough-un”
been brewed even by the hand of the ex-
gunner’s-mate.  After the second round,
John addressed himself to the shipmas-
ter. He told him the history of the
great punch.

The old fellow was impressed.

“ An admiral,” he said. ““ An admiral
o’ the navy. Well, I be danged! T were
oncet in the navy meself—Dhosun’s-mate.
“I'was in the navy I 'arned me manners.
I's never forgot 'em, neither.”

He told them many stories of his ad-
venturous career, and all the details of
his  last voyage. His ship was the
Golden Crown. He had sailed from
London thirty-five days before. Yes, he
had felt that it was his last voyage. The
pumps had been kept working, day and
night, from the tenth morning out until
they got into the harbor.

The Dbowl was empty. As Francis
shook hands with the master of the
Golden Crown, he felt something like a
folded paper pressed against his palm.

“ Mum’s the word, matey,” whispered
the salt, flashing his eyes at John’s ele-
gant back in the doorway. ¢ Figger it
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out on the quict. It be a letter for ye.
matey. as sure as il your name was writ
all over it.”

Irancis nodded and slipped the thing
craftily into his pocket,

“How long will you lic in King's
Haven? 1 want to have another talk

with vou before vou sail away,” he said.

“TH Tay here till 1 calk me
and overhaul me tops and get a cargo—
ave, andd drink another o’ them broadside
punches,” replied the mariner, smiling
like the best-natured soul in the world,

The punch had thawed John as well
as the shipmaster.  He was not accus-
tomed to potations of such length and
strength so carly in the morning.  No
sooner were the two gentlemen in the
saddle than John said:

* Frank, you have a way with you, and
no mistake.  T'hat old rogue was no bet-
ter than a pirate when we first set eyes
on him, but he waz mild as new butter
when we left. 1 could never have dealt
so with the old rascal.  He'd have
cracked my head for me at the first word.
When you are sailing the seas, you'll
have to play such tricks every day.
You'll find these old pitch-caters Dhrisk
lads to keep in hand.”

Francis Taughed.

“Oh, with that punch, one could come
around the devil himself!” he said.

John Jaughed as if a very good joke
had been cracked.  His usual deport-
ment was uncommonly sedate for one of
his age; but now he rode high in his
stirrups,  bumping  and  swaying.  and
beaming to right and leflt.

“You'll make a great sailor, Frank.”
he cried. T envy vou vour career. rip
me if T don't! .\ man can win a fine
name at that sort of work—and a lor-
tune. too, like ax wot. It is not the high-
est type of mind. maybe—this galloping

seams

slashing, shooting, sailing  type — but
‘twill  do. Tad —"twill  do. And  vou

come honestly by it, IFrank.  "T'here were
a dozen of such among our ancestors.
[ am the first poet of the family.  But
ivs little eredit T get for that”

“But vou sav that Isobel likes your
verses—so, why do vou complain?” said
Trancis. You must not imagine {rom
this that the punch had befuddled the
soldier’s wits at all.

“True—true.” said John.

“That is
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something, to be sure.  She has a very
superior mind. has lsobel.  She is a fine

wirl.”
It came to Francis that he might just
as o well have the Tittle pang over with

now as later. 1le did not want people
to think him a dog in the manger, as the
saving is.

“Yes, she is o fme givl,” he said. 1T
I were a poet. 'd put it stronger than
that.  And vou are a lucky man. John.”

He leaned sideways in his saddle and
held out his hand to his brother.  For
the fraction of a scecond John looked sur-
prised. Then, flushing a littde, he ex-
tended his hand and  pressed  that of
Francis swiltly and strongly.

John had accepted his congratulations !
Well, there could he no question about

it now. The most lively hope in the
world could not keep a-wing  against

such odds.  Francis’s heart gave him a
shrewd twinge. and then felt as empty
and inscecure as a bubble. Tt was worse
than he had expected.

For a mile or so they rode along with-
out a word. John did net feel comfort-
able.  He knew that he had no right to
accept his brother’s congratulations ; for,
though Mr. Dariza had made no objec-
tions to his suit, Isobel had rejected him
twice. He told himself that he would
not purposely have deccived his brother.
He had been taken unawares. IFFrank had
made his little speech, and stuck out his
hand so suddenly that he had not had
time to think.  And the punch had flus-
tered him a trifle. In fact, it was all
Frank’s fault—he had made the punch.

But what did it matter. anyway? Iso-
bel was sure to sav © Yes 7 before long.
Oh. there was not a doubt of it!  She
had not been able to give any reason for
rejecting him. FFor that matter, what
possible reason could she give? In spite
of her superior mind. she was full of
childish whims.  Feeling sure of him, it
flattered her pride to refuse him.  John
was full of such convincing arguments
like these—Dbut. for all that, he did not
feel quite at his case.

The uncomfortable silence soon wore
itself out, and for the remainder of the
journey the two brothers talked together
in friendly vein of all manner of unim-
portant things.

When Francis reached home and the
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quict of his own room, he drew from
his pocket the thing which the old ship-
master had pressed so secretly into his
palm.  What joke was the fellow trying
to play on him? he wondered. Here was
a sheet of paper, folded and refolded and
sealed with recl wax. The outside was
black with grime. Across it was written,
with a blunt quill: *“ In hand of Master
Job Spark, of ye Golden Crown.” Fran-
cis broke the wax and opened the sheet
with infinite care. And this is what he
read:
Fraxxk:

If ever you come to Bristol,

the Cat and Rat.
ter a small man

haste to
You will find the mas-
with a bald head and a
purple mark on his left check. Gain his
c¢ye: then knock thrice on the table with
the knuckles of your right hand and four
times with the knuckles of your left. He
will then come to you and whisper, * Top-
sil™  You will reply, “ Tagantsil.”
\Whereupon he will lead you aside and
give you full information of me: and if T
happen to be in England, he will tell you
where to find me. He is my friend. T have
talked of you to him a hundred times. Tell
my father that T am alive and prospering,
hut not a word of this to any one clse. I
am not in nced of moncey, but I am in great
need to sce you. Master Spark, who carries
this. is a trusty man, but for fear that it
may pass into the wrong hands, I must sign
myseclf, D ADGER.

Francis read the strange letter twice
before any light came to him. His mind
and heart were all too busy with his own
affairs. It was the word . Badger ” that
cleared his brain.  That was what he and
Isobel had called Dick, years ago, and
for no reason that he could remember.
Beyond a doubt his correspondent was
nonc other than the vanished Richard
‘airwood St. George Dariza, late of the
king’s navy—and now of the Cat and
Rat.

CHAPTER VI
THE BALL AT ADMIRAL'S PRIDE.

RANCIS DRURIE was haunted.
night after night, hy the strange
letter from young Dariza. He

could understand the cautious style of it,
for he knew that the poor fellow was in
hiding from the law, charged with the

2C
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murder of a certain Captain Sir Howard
Dilling. But what he was to gather
from this rigmarole of knocks on the
table and a friendly tavern-keeper with
a bald head, he could not for the life of
him think. In great necd of something,
but in no nced of money. Now, what
could he mean by that? Was he in
danger of his life, from some other
enemy than the law?

Before telling Mr. Dariza that he had
received a message, he rode to King's
Haven again. He found Job Spark in
an agreecable mood. After ordering ma-
terials for the famous punch, they re-
tired to the private parlor.

“AMaster Spark, 1 want you to tell me
something about the man who sent that
letter to me,” said Francis.

“Put the question, Master Drurie,
and maybe I'll answer ye,” replied the
mariner.

“Is he in trouble?”

This was evidently a hard shot for
Master Spark.  He pulled at his long
mustaches, glared around the room, and
wiped his brow with a huge mahogany
hand.

“Well,” he said, “ye might call it
trouble—and, again, ye might not. He
was safe enough when I left him.”

“What work does he do? Is he fol-
lowing the sea?” asked Drurie.

“ Ayve, ye might call it that.
a fine sailor, be’s Hodge.”

“Hodge!” exclaimed the other un-
guardedly.

“ Aye, that be your friend’s name, I
take it.”  The old man looked at the
young man with a sort of taunting humor
in his eyes.

Francis laughed.
fellow like a book.

“You are sharp,” he said.  “ But you
are honest, and so am I. llodge may be
his name now ; but, as you know as well
as I do, he had another once. What
that was I'll take it for granted that you
know—and say no more about it.”

Master Spark tried his best to look as
if he knew a great deal more than he
really did, and to hide his curiosity. All
this was plain as print to Francis.

Spark nodded his head sagely.

“ Tt do beat all,;” he said. ¢ How has
the mighty fell from his seat, as the
jsayin’ is.”

He be’s

He read the old
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“Tt was no fault of our friend’s.”
said Drurie. “ He acted just as you or
I would have acted in the same place.
He was insulted by a rascal. and gave
him the lie fair in his teeth. So he was
asked to fight. 1t was as honest a fight
as two men ever engaged in—a doctor.
and seconds, and everything shipshape.
Our friend was the better shot of the
two, but the other man belonged to a
more powerful family. So the poor fel-
low had to run for it, and change his

name, and hide like a dog. We have
thought him dead until now. But all

this, of course, is old history 1o vou.”

“ Aye, ye might well say so.”" replied
the mariner. But it was not. He had
known that the lad called Hodge was a
gentleman, but had never been able to
learn anything of his past.  The old
sailor’s heart was warmed by Drurie's
trust.

By this time the punch was ready.

“What manner of place is this
andd Rat’? " asked Drurie.

“ A tricky place)” said the mariner.
“ Not just the place for gentlemen with
rings on their fingers to fall asleep in.
Aye, sir, ye may put it down as a chancey
place—but don’t ye name me for sayvin’
it.  No harm in sayvin’ it. mind ve—Dbut
mun’s the word, for all that.”

“ From this, 1 gather that our friend
is in a rough and dangerous wav of
business.”” said Drurie inquiringly.

sSpark leaned close to him.

“Ye have the right o' it.” he whis-
pered. “ Rough and dangerous. ve may
well sayv. T ve have any hold on him.
sir, get him clear o’ that crew.  Not as
how I mean to sav any harm o anvbody
—but a hint be as good as a handspike
to a sharp one like ye.”

Francis grasped his hand.

“Thank vou for yvour frankness.” he
said.. ““ Not a word of it shall go any
further: but T shall not forget vour hint
or vour kindness. I hope to make a voy-
age to Bristol in the spring.”

[Francis Drurie went over to Hopeland!
rhat evening, after his second talk with
the master-of the Golden Crown.  He had
cvoided-the place of lTate. He found 1xo-
Il alone in -the halll seated beside a fire
of hickory logs.  He looked at her chin.
ancd then at the top of her head, when
they shook hands.  He would not allow
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himself the mournful pleasure of look-
ing into her eyes.  He was doing his
best to forget about her eyes.

“You are ashamed of yourself—and
well you need be,” she said.

“Ashamed? ” he repeated.
puzzled. His glance met hers.

“Why have you deserted us? It is
five days since you were here,” she said.
Then she blushed suddenly and returned
to her seat.

Francis felt that he was being made a
fool of. She had counted the days sincc
his last visit! What right had she to
do that? And why did she blush? It
did not look to him like a blush of guilt
—vhich, of course, it should have been.
What right had she to play with him
after driving him away? He stared at
her gravely until her eyelids drooped.

“You used to come to see me cvery
day,” she said gently.

“And now John comes every day. |
thought that was enough,” he said.
I'here was a ring in his voice that he
had not intended.  She looked up quick-
Iv. and down again like a flash.

“You are rucle,” she said.  “ You must
have lost your manners while fighting
in the wilderness.”

“1 certainly lost somcthing while 1
was  away — something more important
than my poor manners,” replied Francis.
Then, conscience-stricken at the speech
—“1 beg vour pardon for speaking so,”
he said.

“What did you lose?” asked the girl
without turning her head. and scarcely
above a whisper.

The young man stared at her, aston-
ished and angry. At that moment. to
his great relief, Mr. Dariza entered the
hall.  He walked forward and met the
old gentleman half-way.

“May T speak to vou in private. sir?”
he asked in a low voice.

AMr. Dariza glanced inquiringly in his
daughter’s direction, but she was gazing
intently into the fire.

“Speak to me, Frank? Certainly, cer-
tainly.  This wav, if vou please” he
said in a very evident fluster.

Irancis followed him to the library.
puzzled at the uneasiness of his manner,

NMr. Dariza closed  the library door,
waved the visitor to a seat, and sank
into one himself with the air of a man

honestly
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spent  with exhaustion. A red spot
tlaumed in the center of each thin, yellow
cheek, and his black cyes shone with a
feverish brightness.

“You are ill, sir,” cried Drurie anx-
iously, rising [rom his chair.

The master of 1Hopeland motioned him
back. .

“It is of the spirit, dear lad.
down, I beg of you,” he said.

But Francis stepped closer.

Sit

“[ have heard from overseas,” he
said. 1 have heard, in a roundabout
way, that one whom we love—and

thought lost—is alive and prospering.”

He talked very fast, anxious to tell all
all that he could tell—without start-
ling Dariza. ‘e is not in need of
money., He is in the city of Bristol, very
comfortable, but still in hiding. He is
known by an assumed name ; but, heyond
a doubt, that old trouble will soon be
forgoiten, and then he will come home
and live fearlessly.  But, until then, he
cannot be too careful. Ile wants no-
body but you and me to know that he
stll lives.”
Dariza looked dazed.

“Of whom are you talking?” he
cried. “ Do you speak of my son—of
Dick?” He sat straight in his chair,

only to sink weakly back again.  His
frail body shook as if with the palsy.

“Yes, Dick is alive and well,” replied
Trancis.  Then, hastening from the
room, he returned in a moment with a
glass of brandy and water. Mr. Dariza
swallowed a little of it, and then pushed
the glass away from him. Ie pulled
himself forward in his chair.

“ How did the letter come to you?”
he asked faintly.

“ By the hand of an old shipmaster
named Spark,” replied Drurie.

“Show it to me,” said the other.
“Tet me read it, lad, with my own
eves.”

Now, Francis had guarded against

this by making a copy of the letter, for
his own use in the future, and burning
the original. What the old gentleman
would have thought of the mention of
the low tavern and the purple-marked
keeper. he dared not contemplate. That
he would have suspected the worst, and
suffered more than at news of the lad’s
death, there could be no doubt.
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“1 burned the letter, for fear that a
servant might get hold of it,” said
Francis, lying coolly in a good causec.
“It is so evident that Dick wants to
keep his existence a close secret that 1
dared not take the slightest risk of hav-
ing the letter go astray.”

Mr. Dariza gazed at the young man
for a long time; but, as the other re-
turned the gaze without so much as the
flicker of an eyeclash, he said at last:

“1 believe you did right, Frank—
whatever it was you feared.  Perhaps
you burned the letter for Dick’s sake,
and, again, it may have been for my
sake.”

“I burred it for all our sakes,” re-
plied Francis. “ It contained minute
directions for finding him in Bristol;
and if these were to fall into untrust-
worthy hands—or unfriendly hands—he
would be in constant danger of his life.”

Mr. Dariza nodded reflectively. He
had completely regained his composure.

“ But what of the fellow who brought
the letter across the sea? Was there not
great risk in that?” he asked.

“The scal was unbroken.
rough but trusty man, ! take it,
swered I'rancis.

“1 must talk to him,” said Dariza.
“1 want to hear, from one who has seen
it with his own eyes, that my boy is
alive and happy.”

“I have talked twice with Spark,”
said young Drurie; “and, though T do
not doubt his trustworthiness, I know
that Dick has not taken him into his
entire confidence concerning his past and
his family. Spark knows that Dick is
a gentleman, and the victim of injustice
—Dbut nothing more.

“ Once he learned that Dick is your
son, the whole story would be his for
the asking.  Any one in King’s Haven,
where his vessel is lying, would give him
all the particulars. And who can say
what he would tell in his cups.  If Dick
himself has not trusted him with the se-
cret of his past, what right have we to
do so? And T am positive that Dick has
not. The fellow is even ignorant of the
fact that he was once an officer on a
king’s ship.”

“T1 Delieve you are right again,
Frank.” replied Mr. Dariza. * But find
out all you can, lad. T shall be at peace

Spark is a
” an-
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with this world I am leaving if only I
can feel assured that the boy is not in
suffering and has a chance of attaining
happiness.”

“1 questioned the mariner,” said
Francis.  * Dick is not sulfering. I am
sure; and his identity is well hidden.
In his letter he says he is in nced of
nothing save the sight of an old friend’s
face. If he is still in England, I shall
see him in the spring. Spark tells me
that he follows the sea for a living. and
is a splendid sailor. I gathered that he
sails only on short voyages, in small,
coastwise vesscls.”

Mr. Dariza got up slowly from his
chair and unlocked a drawer in his desk.
From this he took a purse, which he
handed, without opening, to Francis. It
was a large purse, of stout leather, and
full and heavy. ’

“ Here are a hundred sovereigns,” he
said. ** Please give it to the shipmaster
as if a gift from vourself, and tell him
that half of it is for himself and half
for Dick. Dick may not be in nced of
money ; but I think a little extra is al-
ways welcome to a voung man. whether
he be an ofticer on a ship of war or a
common sailor on board a coasting
vessel.” .

He sank into his chair and covered his
eyes with his hands.

[Francis  Druric soon made another
journey to King's Haven. When he gave
the fat purse to Master Spark. with a
brief werd as to how the contents were
to be divided, the old man’s eves glis-
tened with the ummistakable sheen of
greed.

He opened it and peeped within.  He
pulled out a golden coin and pinched it
between his teeth.

“ How d've know, mate, but what T'll
keep the whole hundred yellow boys for
meself? " he asked with a leer.

Francis smiled.

“You cannot frighten me,” he said.
“1 know you as if 1 had lived with you
all my life.  You are far wore likely to
give our friend the whole purseful than
keep it all to yourself.”

Master Spark look confused.  He for-
tified himself with a glass of punch.

“Ave. mate, ye be in the right o' it
there.  Job Spark would never rob a
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friend, even if he hadn't a single flat un
to buy his grog with.”

The weeks wore along; and the
Golden Crown, tight and sound aloft
and alow, and freighted with corn and
tobacco, sailed away from King’s Haven.
The months wore along; and carly in
March invitations went out for a great
ball at Admiral’s Pride. ‘This was to be
in honor of Francis, who had made his
plans to sail for Bristol some time about
the middle of the month.

Since his visit to Hopeland to tell Mr.
Dariza the news of his son, Francis had
studiously avoided Isobel. He did not
find this an easy thing to do. It went
sorely against his inclination. and. which
was worse, it caused comment on the part
of Mr. Fairwood—open comment.  But
the poor lad could not trust his sclf-
control. He knew that if the girl acted
again as she had on that memorable day.
he would cast to the winds all caution
and the knowledge of the fact that she
was betrothed to John. He saw his duty
in the matter as plain as a pikestaft:
and he would do it, though the heavens
fell.

But Isobel’s behavior caused him davs
of worry. He could think of no reason
for it—and yet he knew, in the depths
of his heart, that she would not act so
for idle amusement. His heart cher-
ished her image and defended her: but
his brain told him that she was a tlirt.
He listened to his brain during the hours
of daylight and to his heart at night.
He often felt very much inclined to kick
Master John.

‘The ball was to be held on the six-
teenth day of the month. On the morn
ing of the tenth the brig "I'hrush amrived
in King's Haven.  This was the vessel
in which Francis was to make the vov-
age to Bristol.  She was a (ull week
carlicr than expected: but, as the date
of the ball could not be changed. her
master  grumblingly  consented  to wait
until the seventeenth before heading east-
ward again.  As soon as her cargo ol
mixed wares—silks, Dbroadcloths.
fircarms. wigs, small swords, and other
fancy gear from England—was out of
her hold, and the bales and hogsheads
of tobacco under the hatches, Francis
put his luggage aboard. He was keen
to get to sca and begin his adventures.

laces.,



MASTERS OF CIRCUMSTANCE.

Amid dangers and new scenes he would
forget his worrices.

The night of the ball arrived. The
Bullers came all the way from Indian
Creek, the ladies in an ark-like, spring-
less coach drawn by four horses, and the
gentlemen mounted.  The Sprigs came

from Sprig ‘Towers, twenty-six miles
away. Sir Peter Nash, though little bet-

ter than a confirmed invalid, arrived in
good time, with only one foot in a stir-
rup, the other bandaged to such a size
that it would not go in the iron. There
were dozens of other fashionables, from
near and far—the [airfaxes, the Dar-
lings, the Plums, and so on, and so on.
There were old, middle-aged and young
redd and sallow. ugly. ordinary and beau-
tiful ; clever, common-sensed and stupid.
Jut of all that were beautiful, Isobel
Dariza was the most beautiful.

Every room of the ground floor of the
great house hummed with the business
of pleasure—the singing of the fiddles,
the swish of gliding feet, the rippling
of laughter, and the fine clash of silver
and glass in the dining-room.  About
the kitchen and oftices the negroes clus-
tered.  In the stables the horses of the
guests munched contentedly.

I'rancis Drurie cautioned his heart not
to be a fool, and asked Isobel Dariza to
dance with him.

“You know that I cannot refuse you,
in vour father’s house,” she said.

He had nothing to say to that. He
had a right to this dance, and he would
have it He had so few rights that he
was  determined to make the most of
them.  To-morrow he would be on the
sea.  To-night he would snatch  what
pleasure he could out of a very sad affair.
Suddenly, in the midst of all that stir
and light and merriment, it was as if
thev were the only real people in the
world.  She was very close to him.  She
looked up. Tairly into his eyes.

“Why have you deserted me?” she
asked.

There was neither coquetry or anger
in her voice, nor any pretense of indif-
ference.

“ Because [ cannot choose a middle
course.” he said quictly.  He would tell
the truth, since she had asked for it, and
have done. ““ T must either love you or
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keep away from you. I am a poor hand
at play-acting. So, as you arc to marry
John, I have kept away from you. It
has not been easy, I assure you.”

“Why do you think I am to marry
John? " she asked.

Her wonderful cyes were still raised
to his, open and gleaming to their bright,
dark depths.

“TIt was told to me; and John ac-
cepted my congratulations,” he replied,
his voice low-pitched and in splendid
control.

“ It is not true,” she said with restraint
that meant more than a passionate out-
break. T shall never marry John. I
have told him so many times.”

“My faith!”  exclaimed
softly.

Now they found themselves in a little
room off the library, occupied by two
old ladies and two old gentlemen, who
were playing cards very intently.  The
only candles were on the center of the
card-table ; the corners of the room were
left in shadow.

“ It may be,” whispered Francis husk-
ily, “that you—that you care a little for
some once else.”

He could not hear her reply. Ie
lecaned closer, so that he could sce her
face.

“T have loved you—more than life it-
self —ever since I came home from the
West,”" he said.

Again, he could not hear her reply.
Her face, though very near, was turned
away.

“Tsobel!” he whispered.

At that she turned to him, and he saw
that her wonderful eyes were gleaming
with tears.

What marvel was this! And the card-
players still gazed at their cards!

“You must not cry,” he said tender-
ly. “1 did not mean to hurt you. I
shall go away to-morrow — and never
trouble you again.”

“Don’'t you know?” she whispered.
“Don’t vou sce how T love you! I have
loved vou longer than you have loved
me, dear.”

He drew her to him, and touched his
lips to her lips and eves and brow.  And
the card-players did not look up from
their cards!

Francis

(To be continued.)



THE FOLLY OF ANNE.

BY ELLEN FARLEY.

A SHORT STORY.

S Anne March turned to seat
herself on the top step of
the tightly shuttered
house, she first saw the
key, its bright, round top
winking up at her like a
Her misery - sodden mind

It belonged.
But

friendly cye.
regarded it indifferently.
probably, to the door behind her.
the house seemed deserted — closed for

the summer. ‘T'hen some one coming in
or going out had dropped it—she would
ring the bell and return it tu the
taker.

she pushed the button lghtly at first,
then vigorously, but no onc appearcd.
The carctaker was away, she reflected, or
perhaps there was none.  Anne paused.

care-

dancing the key in her hand: then a
mad idea flashed into her head.
“A key in time is worth nine.” she

murmured.

With a quick glance round. she fitted
it into the tiny hole, and the boarded door
swung out; a massive inner door of ma-
hogany and silver likewise opened read-
ily. She stood, breathing heavily. in the
gloom of a wide hall filled with bulky,
shrouded shapes.  Only a moment she
hesitated ; then reckless daring super-
seded vague terror, and noisclessly she
went up to the floor above. 'I'he first
door she tried gave way at her touch. and
she entered, closing it carefully and slip
ping the bolt. Making her way through
the semigloom to a broad divan in the
corner, she huddled herself up on it her
hands hugging her knees, listening lear-
fully.

*Well, what of it2"”
invisible accuser.  “I'm neither {oolish
nor afraid. My intentions are honest and
honorable—unconnected with the family
silver. [ need shelter—I'm depriving no

she addressed an

one—and [ stay, come what may. when
or how. 1 care not.”

Her head dropped back wearily: she
settled herself more comfortably, and her
hat slipped to the floor.  An unutterable
weariness of despair was upon her. She
sighed again, pondered drearily, and so
drifted into a deep, delicious sleep.

Velvet, inky  Dblackness shut her in
when at last she opened her eves.  She
listened, after a prolonged stretching. for
the raucous peal of the alarm-clock that
would summon her to the steaning grid-
dle-cakes in the dining-room—and then
with a start she remembered the vast dis-
tance that lay between her and Taylors-
ville, with its neat cottages, the tov
schoolhouse, and her pig-tailed pupils.

She rose, her arms thrust out groping-
ly. and advanced a few  steps. Her
fingers came in contact with something
hdrd big, rounding—the back ol a chair.
Another step—a little table tilted back a
bit, then settled down with a jarring
noise that scemed to reverberate in an
endless void of darkness; then her fin-
gers, fluttering over it surface. touched
a tiny box.

“ Matches!”

With a suppressed gurgle of delight.
she lit a tiny candle on the desk and sur-
veved the room more carefully.  Before
the wardrobe, where a Japanese kimono
dangled lonesomely, Anne hesitated.

“ 1 believe I'd rather be hanged for a
sheep than for a lamb.” she decided. and.
unhooking her waist. she slipped into the
kimono’\' cool, silken voluminousness.

My inner lady s clamoring.” she re-
Hected then. * 1 wonder if the carctaker
has returned—or perhaps there isn't anv
and there might be a stray cracker in
the kitchen.”

Blowing out the candle.

but clutehing
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the matches, she  slipped the
door.

“Tf T meet any one, I'll say—that—
that I'm a kleptomaniace,” she thought
grimly.

Nevertheless, she walked softlv—step,
pause. step. her limbs draguing, hearing
every second a voice thundering = alt!”
from the black depths—until at last she
reached the kitchen. lighted her candle
and placed it on the plain, scrubbed
table. At the coating of dust her finger-
tips imprinted. her heart leaped jovlully.

“ 1 don’t believe there is a carctaker,”
she whispered.

Marooned on the empty shelves in the
cupboard. a tin labeled * Sardines,” a
tall hottle of pickles and a glass jar of
asparagus grected her.

*“ Poor lonesome things—they're posi-
tively begging me to cat ’em. Oh-o-o,
what was that? "’

“Tap-tap-tap,” sounded on the win-
dow-pane again.  She could hear the rat-
tling of the arca door.  Grabbing the
candle. she rushed into the hall and
started to mount the stairs.  But sudden-
ly she knew that she could not breathe
in the night of the upper rooms with the
knowledge that some ene prowled below.
She uwrned boldly to the door and drew
back the heavy holt.

A good-natured face under a blue
helmet  looked in, the suspicious  ceyes
cnanging as they swept the kimono, the
hair braided childishly over her shoul-
ders. ond the rose lght fittering through
the gold-filigreed candle-shade.

“ 1 saw a light, miss, and I was won-
dering how it came there, knowing the
family was away.”  His tone was almost
apologetic.

“It's nice to know I'm so well pro-
tected.”” she  said  sweetly,  biting  her
tongue to still her chattering teeth,

“Mavbe, then, you're some relation,”
he suggested.

“ O, certainly” she affirmed  glibly.
“ 1 am Mrs. Burten. the married daugh-
ter. vou know. I thought I could find
where Miranda keeps her preserves—for
a little midnight lunch. It way a bit
creepy here alone—but now that 've
seen you I oshall feel perfectly safe.”

She was closing the door, throwing a
iast smile through the chink.

“ I take care no one disturbs you,”

through
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he promised.  “ Good night, ma’am.”
And. swinging his stick, he departed.

“ Now for pickles, asparagus, and
sardines.” she murmured, ““and under
the protection of the law, too.  Oh, it

doesn’t pay to be respectable—and afraid
-—and stupid.”

In scarching for a can-opener, she dis-
covered a package of wheat hiscuits, and
ctimbed the stairs boldly, gleetully hug-
ging her prizes.

“1 don’t care—it’s wrong and sclfish
and wicked to shut up a big house—good
Heavens!”

Dircetly opposite a shaft of light fell
through a partly opened door; at her
exclamation a man straightened up from
a suit-case, a silver-backed brush in his
hand.

1L

“Wirwve the deuce—"  ITe checked
himself, gazing at the girlish figure be-
hind the pink glow of the candle open-
mouthed.

Her fear-dilated eyes roved over the
seattered clothes on the floor, the rilled,
open  drawers of the chiffonier, the
dresser, and returned to his {ace, the sig-
nificance of the confusion dawning slow-
Iy upon her.

“O-ho! there are two of us. aren’t
there? ™ she cried.  She wavered slightly,
and her laugh gurgled with hysterical
shrillness.

“You had Dbetter sit down,” said the
man gravely,

Staring at the polished nails of the
long, stim hand that pushed it forward,
Anne dropped lmply into the big leather
chair.

1 hardly hoped to find any one at
Home" he explained politely.

“I—I—=" she choked. A\ wave of de-
fiance swallowed her fear. “ I'm not at
home.”

" No?”  He looked puzzled.

* 1 found a key on the door-step and
came i oshe saide “ And then I was
hungry.”

[Te looked at the tins still clutehed
tightly in her arms. Taking them from
her, he opened one and offered her a sar-
dine-and-biscuit sandwich.  In the big
chair. with her braids over her shoulder,
and her wide, questioning cyes,  she
looked like a child.
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“ Excuse me,” said the burglar, disap-
pearing for a moment and returning with
a huge bottle.

“ Apollinaris,” he explained. ““1 ran
across it in there,” nodding vaguely.

He found a glass and filled it for her.

“ Have some asparagus?’” he asked,
tearing the top off the glass jar.

In silence she dipped in with her fin-
gers and sighed contentedly over the fat,
succulent stems.

“Of course it can't be—it's a nasty
dream—Dut it seems real,” she said aloud,
studying him fearfully. Then he looked
up, his glance met hers, and she shrank
back in affright. It was real—fantas-
tically, horribly real—that she, Anne
March, school-teacher of ‘Taylorsville,
clad in a kimono, was cating asparagus
and sardines with a burglar in a deserted
house in the middle of New York.

“Oh, 1 must go,” she gasped, starting
to rise.

‘The man put out a protesting hand.

“ [ am leaving in a moment,” he said.
“ Rather unfortunate our dates conflict-
ed. eh? But T resign the ficld to you.”

“You don’t believe me, do you? Why
should you, though?’ she added bitterly.
“ 1 suppose the world owes you a living,
too—and won't pay. And vou decided
to take it? Oh—I understand. We
just have to live—Deing good is a matter
of convenience, somchow. You don't
split hairs when vou're starving, do vou?
That's how 1 came here.  But all ['ve
taken is shelter—yet.”” She held up one
slender hand. “ It’s like yours.” she ex-
plained—* rather useless for real labor.™

She felt that she was talking wildly.
but the attentive eyves of the burglar
seemed to urge her on, to invite confi-
dence.

“Do you think 1I'd ‘make good’ in
your — profession? I was penniless,
homeless, and—incredibly reckless—Dbut
honest, until now. But do vou know, 1
think I'd like to relieve the corrupt rich
of their tainted money. T'm sure I could
teach my conscience to be no trouble at
all. in time.”

She paused, breathless.

“Any woman can.” he agreed. © But”
—he  smiled
pearances, T also am really an honest
man—-not even a kleptomaniac.” he ex-
plained.  “1 live here—even when the

Pleasantly—*“ despite ap-’
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family are at home. It is my cousin's
house, and [ returned to-night from a
month at Narragansett. I meant to go
to a hotel, and then remembered some
things I wanted here. Then you found
me. [ am sorry I disturbed you,” he end-
ed gravely.  “ls there anything 1 can
do for you hefore I go?”

“ (Oh, what an abandoned creature I
must scem !’ Her face was flaming now.
“And 1 was rejoicing, glorying! 1
think you've startled me awake. I came
in on a mad impulse; 'm sane now—
and I'm going.”

“Where?”

The word struck her chillingly, like a
point of ice in her heart.  She looked at
him, her mouth trembling.

““I'hat does not matter. \Where do all
the desperate, helpless creatures go? Oh,
vour monster of a town will swallow me
quickly enough! 1If vou knew how con-
fidently I came—all loaded with precious
manuscripts ! Later [ burned them to
heat my canned soup, as long as 1 could
buy canned soup.”

“Ah! I wonder—now, if you were a
stenographer—or a  chauttcur—or a
lady’s-maid—Dbut you write! Dear me!
Oh, I sav. how would vou like to be a
secretary? 7’

* Secretary—oh—Dbut you do not know
me! How could vou trust me? ™ rushed
to her lips.

“1 Delieve vou” he said gravely.
“ Besides, you're just the person Shales is
looking for—vou'll he a gift of Provi-
dence to him.”

“1t's  impossible
murimured.

“ But don't tell him about this weird
adventure.” he added.  * Despite  his
wonderful brain and marvelous work,
Shales is—conveutional.  You might say
vou heard of the job through a friend of
Miss  Gilkins—his last secrctary, who
recently married. I dare say you can
furnish references from your old town.”

“Oh, ves, yves.”

He took an envelope froin his pocket
and wrote an address rapidly on the hack,
which he tore off and handed to her.

“You are very kind,” she whispered.
Joy at the wonder of this kindly Provi-
dence was mingled with a vague fear at
its incredible strangeness.

“ Good night.” he said.

a  miracle.”  she
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“ Good night.”

She stood rooted to the floor. staring,
overwhelmed. Then with a little rush
she stopped him in the doorway. thrust-
ing out her hands timidly.

“ Good night—and please believe—oh,
I do thank you!" :

His dark eyes held hers for a moment,
sadness and laughter in their depths.

“Good night, little girl, and good
luck,” he returned, and slammed the door

behind him.
111.

MRrs. GORDON SHaLEs stretched her-
self luxuriously in her big chair, dropped
the magazine she was reading to gaze
dreamily into the red heart of the grate-
tire. ‘T'hrough the sweeping rose brocade
curtains was the glimmering vista of a
white, whirling snow-storm, but she was
seeing the long length of a deserted
summer street, jagged shadows on the
cobblestones, the round, winking eve of
a key staring up at her from before a
tightly boarded door. What a magic dayv
that had been for her! How brilliantly
her life had developed since!

“Anne—thou fool!” she murmured.
Her slender fingers flipped the pages of
the magazine restlessly, and a tiny frown
trembled between her hrows.  Nowadays,
in the lap of all the fat luxury that was
hers, she found herself dwelling with
recurrent thrills on the memory of that
rash, mad escapade.

Strange she had never met the man
since : nor gleaned a trace of him. despite
her elaborately cautious inguiries.  Day
by clay she had waited with the fluttering
hope that he would walk into Shales’s
study in some unexpected moment.  But
he had never come.

APRIL
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T'hen, in the wonder of the name and
position—and love—the great writer had
offered her, the image of the other man
had faded and she had forgotten. Yet,
at opera and reception, she sometimes
awoke to find herself looking for a sadly
humorous mouth, for the black, ques-
tioning eyes that she would know among
a million faces

“Anne, my love!™

“Yes, Gordon—in my sitting-room,”
she directed sweetly.

Through the arched door bevond, a
pale, stooped, partly bald man with mild.
blue eves and glasses came, carefully
balancing a mass of photographs in one
hand.

“I've been running through my desk.
and 1 thought you might like to see the
man vour husband used to be—and the
children.” he smiled, tumbling the pic-
tures on the little table at her elbow.

Absently Anne scanned a  weazened
baby in a voluminous christening-robe, a
high - browed, serious child of four in
kilts, and then—her cyes gleamed. but
she dropped her long lashes as she held
the photo out toward Shales.

“ But this isn’t you.” she said.

“ Hardly—even with myv hair 1 was
never an Adonis, I fear. He's a good-
looking chap, ¢h? And clever—ah!
That. my dear, is the picture of a gen-
tlemanly and burglarious valet, who de-
parted with an excellent collection of 1
studs, cuft-buttons, and scarf-pins a vear
or so ago. I found this some timce after,
and meant to turn it over to the police.
Perhaps I'd better now—-ceh 2

“ By all means.” she said smoothly.
She had turned back to the Shales of
vounger davs. ‘““ Gordon, what a dear
vou were—and are!”

SONG.

Trere's a faint pink flush on the peach-bough.
There’s bronze on the tips of the pear.

And the willows kindle to orange
In the hush of the rathe spring air.

There's a throb at the root of the crocus,
The spears of the daffodil start:
Freed from the winter's thraldom.
It is thus with thee. my heart!

Clinton Seollard.
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BY FRANK W. GURNEY.

A SHORT STORY.

RISONER No. 862 stood
before the desk of the
deputy  warden.  High
above his head was the

arched roof of therotunda,
from which the cells, tier
above tier, radiated like spokes of a
wheel.

AMotionless  he  stood, his shoulders
drooped, his pallid face expressioniess.
His suit of gray had been discarded for
a Dblue serge of cheap material—a pro-
duct of the prison shops which had ab-
sorbed the indescribable but unmistakable
prison odor. The flannel shirt had been
replaced by a coarse but warm sweater
which came well up around his thin neck.
The felt-sole slippers were left behind.
His feet were shod in strong, heavy calf
shoes.

A trusty passed  directly behind  the
deputy warden, and from his lowered
cyes shot a glance which No. 862 cor-
rectly interpreted as one of congratula-
tion and farewell.  For No. 862 was
about to receive his discharge.

For twenty monotonous;, lagging years
had this barren citadel of stone and steel
been his abiding-place.  Day in, day out,
vear in, year out it had heen the same rou-
tine, until it had become part of his very
nature.  His record had not beentbad, as
the hehavior of “ long-timers 7 averaged ¢
nor had it been sufficiently good to carn
for him the liberal deduction of sentence
which the laws of the commonwealth
provided for model prisoners.

I1e had tried to live up to the pules,
but something within him had led him
astray at intervals.  What that something
was he could not understand, much less
explain.  To the prison officials he had
been a mystery.  His first lapses had been
attributed to cunning, yet there had never

been any ugliness in his actions or c¢x-
pression, but rather a listless disregard
of regulations which carned for him un-
complaining davs in solitary confinement.

The last time this had occurred was
fourteen months before.  The prisoners
m No. 862's corridor had been lined up
for the march to breakfast. when No.
862 deliberately left his place and started
for the door near the head of the line.
Ile was sharply ordered back, but con-
tinued at a moderate, shambling gait, as
if oblivious of his surroundings.

Two guards, trained by years of cex-
pericnee. grappled and threw him to the
floor.  "T'he other prisoners were ordered
back to their cells, and No. 862 was led
away to the dark room.

That night every prisoner and every
cell in the corridor were searched, but

nothing of a contraband nature was
found. TLatterly the guards had come to

accept No. 802 as cccentric—* hatty,”
they termed it ; and while he was regular-
Iv disciplined for his subsequent slight
infractions ‘of the rules, he was no longer
considered vicious or treacherous.

The ponderous deputy warden clumsily
wiclded the pen which was closing the
twenty vears’ history of a human life.
Hix movements would have been exasper-
atingly =low to one in whose veins red
blood was fowing, but to the broken man
standing before his desk they were mere-
Iy an incident in the machinery which he
had watched revolve with the same heavy
motion for two decades.

At last the entry was completed and
blotted, the book closed and shoved into
place.  The deputy warden extended his
pudgy hand over the desk in the nearest
approach to cordiality which he could
assume.

4102



RELEASED,

* Good-by. Williams,” he said. * Take
care of vourself, and don’t get back here.
You're old enough to go straight the few
years you've got left.”

Williams hesitated, then slowly placed
his limp hand in that of the deputy
warden. He moistened his lips, and his
face worked spasmodically, but no sound
came from his throat.

Slowly, like one under the influence of
an opiate, he turned his face toward the
door which separated him from the free-
dom which had been denied for ncarly
half his lifetime. Even then he hesi-
tated, as if expecting to be called to ac-
count by some one in authority.

There was no sound except the secuf].
scuff, scuff of a trusty’s felt soles as he
passed through the rotunda.  The press-
button at the deputy warden’s desk had
summoned  the doorkeeper from one of
the long rows of oftices hevond the double
steel doors. and they had swung open,
inviting Williams to the new world be-
vond.

As he passed the portals his heart
seemed to rise and turn in his breast, and
he caught a quick, sharp breath. It was
the inborn fear of being called back, pun-
ished, and again made to face that un-
compromising grind, but no hand stayved
him.  Vaguely he heard the doorkeeper’s
gruft but kindly words of farewell. They
were a meaningless jumble of sound to
his dulled comprehension.

Down the stone steps. along the short,
tiled path, and he was on the sidewalk.
His pace did not quicken. his head was
not lifted. His eyes were downeast. and
there was the same hunted. furtive look
at passers-by which had heen given him a
tew minutes belore by the trusty in the
rotunda, except that the trusty’s glance
had flashed a message as plainly read as
if it had been graven on copperplate.
whereas his own eves reflected naught
but the numbed blankness of his brain.

Avoiding the busier streets, he walked
on at a listless, shambling gait, oblivious
of the inquiring looks of curious people
attracted by the spectacle of a broken
man. though none could have explained
why they gazed.

I1.

[ was mid-afternoon when he entered
a small village.  The changes  which
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twenty vears had wrought in the thickly
settled places through which he passed
made them unfamiliar, but here every-
thing appeared as he remembered it
‘I'his had been his birthplace—his heme
until the wildness within his soul, stirred
to fury Dy evil associates, had led him

through escapades, each more scrious
than its predecessor, 1o the culminating
crime  which had  placed him  behind

prison bars.

Asin a dream he turned down a rutted
side street and into the yard of a small,
old-fashioned house.  Half way up the
grass-grown path he stopped with a sharp
intake of breath.  For the first time sinee
he had heard the doors of the prison
clang their farewell his mind scemed to
be reaching out, throbbingly endeavoring
to comprehend.

Why should he go to this house?  Only
strangers were within.  When he  had
last gone {orth it was with the springy
step of recklessness. The crime which
was to be his undoing had been formu-
lated, and every little detail carefully
planmed.

His mother, with that intuition which
shields flesh and blood from impending
danger, had seemed to read his secret, for
she had placed her hand lovingly upon
his shoulder as he was cating his supper,
and had tremblingly hesought him to stay
at home.

And he—what had been his answer?
Te had shaken her hand off roughly, had
cursed her and abruptly left the table,
kicking over his chair by wav of em-
phasis.

That was the last time he had scen her
at home,  During his detention, awaiting
trial, she had come to him.  He had been
glad to sce her for one reason only, and
that was to get money with which to hire
a lawyer to defend him. Tncomplaining-
Iy <he had mortgaged the house. giving
every penny that she might have him
back.  She knew his wildness.  In her
poor, sinking heart she feared the truth
of the accusations against him; and yet,
worthless outlaw though he might be. he
was her boy.

Later, when he had begun his long
term of imprisonment, she had again
come to him. bringing such delivaeies as
the prison rules would permit. and even
small sums of money. saved at the price
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of the starvation of her emaciated little
body.

His selfish, stunted brain did not tell
him that she had aged with cruel rapidity
since his disgrace. Even when she failed
to appear on the regular monthly visita-
tion day, and sent instcad a brief, al-
most illegible note of cheer, every word
of which had taken a drop of blood from
her weak heart, he had mentally resented
her neglect, and had written her a harsh
letter of upbraiding.

And then they had told him that she
was dead. His dogged stolidness kept
back the tears, and his thoughts dwelt
more Dbitterly upon the cessation of his
creaturc comforts than upon the truth
that he had killed her by his viciousness.

I

LEvEX now no moisture came to his
cves as he hesitated, staggered slightly,
and then slowly retraced his steps to the
roadwav. The brain, which for twenty
long vears had been dormant while others
did his thinking, could not seem to gather
up the tattered ends and arrange them in
sequence.

He had caten nothing since carly morn-
ing, vet he sought no food.

Listlessly, shamblingly, he turned back
to the main street. He went on past the
village store aud post-ofiice, under the
arching elms with limbs hared by the early
winter winds.  He could not have told
where he was going, or why, vet there
was no hesitaney in his advance until he
reached the village cemetery. He paused
only for a moment, passed through the
gate and down the winding driveway.
IHis eves, no longer downeast. were roving
from headstone to headstone.  In their
depths shone, for the first time that day,
expression—a look of combined cager-
ness and haunting fear. Down one path,
up another, he went, but the name he
looked for he did not find.  He was cer-
tain that no stone had escaped him, vet
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he started over again, traversing the same
pathways, examining the same stones.

The cold gray of the day's close sct-
tled mere thickly about him, and it was
with difficulty that he deciphered the
names on the marble slabs.  His sccend
quest was ended. and still he had not
found the object of his search.

Suddenly somcthing scemed to break
within him.  The fog raised from his
brain, and he swayed unsteadily.  Three
or four stumbling steps were required be-
forec he regained his balance, and then
came the tears, swift and Dblinding. A
sob shook his frame, then another. and
another. A few steps and his toe struck
an almost obliterated mound.  He did
not seck to save himself. but fell at
length on the dead, tufted grass.

“ Mother,” he wailed, “1 want you.”

Iv.

It was the call of the child. cognizant
of its puny weakness, secking the loving
arms which have alwavs guarded it from
harm. And then the sobbing ceased. A
strange, unknown peace possessed him.

There they found him next day.

No one knew him; or, knowing him in
other days, no one connected the body of
that gray-haired, seamed-faced old man
with the fiery, daredevil yvouth of twenty
vears ago. So the town [urnished the
cheap, pine cofiin in which they placed
him, and he was lowered without cere-
mony or song into a pauper’s grave.

As the venerable town clerk made the
entry in his  record-book  he  glanced
musingly at the preceding lines.

“ Seventeen vears sence we've had to
bury a pauper.” he commented to him-
sclf.  * Yep, that's right.” he added. as
his begrimed forefinger traced the date
line.  “let’s sece.  Oh, yes, that was
Hannah Williams.  Hers was number
fourteen.  T'his unknown goes alongside
her—number fifteen.”

No. 862 had found his mother.

MEMORTAL.

Tne monuments of fame they raise to men,
Svmbolic of the things that soon depart,

1 would not ask; far better to have done
A kindly deed that lives in some one’s heart.

Arthur 1Fallace Peach.



TWO MILLIONS AT LARGE?’

BY MARY C. FRANCIS,
Author of “A Son of Destiny,” ‘ Dalrymple,” etc.

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.

OHN GARNETT, on his death-bed, gives Henry Wainwright a sealed cuvelope, and
J appoints him executor of his will. Two million dollars are left to Corinne St. John,
studying music in Paris under the chaperonage of her aunt. Mrs. Clarkson: and two
millions to Paul Hamilton, for whom Garnett has been searching twenty-tve years. Gar-
nett has always been desirous that these two should meet and marry cach other for love.
Wainwright commissions Nelson, of his firm, to unravel the mystery and f{ind the missing,
man, and also to make himself generally useful to Corinne St. John on her return from
Lurope.  Nelson is engaged to Marion Lambert, and, while lunching with her. mecets
Beverly Parker, who shows an active interest in the SCdI’Ll] for the missing heir.
Count von Baritz, who has been payving Marion marked attention, returns with her
o New York, During a house-party at the \Vainwrights, Corinne St. John's room is
cntered by a burglar, who steals her jewels and two thousand dollars in money, together
with a photograph of Paul Hamilton, as a child, the most valuable bit of evidence pos-
sessed by the searchers,

CHAPTER VL Nelson and Wainwright stared hard
at cach other as the lamps of the auto
shot out their rays ahead of the fast dis-
T was miduight when quiet was  appearing car, and veither stirred for an
restored to the house-  instant,
hold.  "The men organ- Nelson recovered himself first.  “ Rot
ized a scarching pariy.  his nerve!” he muttered. “ What do vou
and  with torches and think of that suggestion?” ’
lanterns  explored every Wainwright looked grave. * Stranger
inch of the grounds, but not so much as  things have happened.” he replied, “ but
one trace of the thief was discovered. He we will have to get busy,  Nelson, vou
had come and gone, with no sign of hiz call up all the morning papers. and place
unwelcome visit, save the successful ta-  an advertisement, deseribing the missing
king of his booty. things.  And offer a reward of one thou-

The return of . the men to the house sand dollars for the return of the jewelry
was the signal for Mrs. Clarkson to re-  and the photo. or for the pawn-tickets. o
new her hysterics, and as she gave wav to information leading to their discovery.
outbursts of fear, Wainwright sent for e are evidently doomed to a campaign
his own physician.  Under the intluence  of publicity.  Pll talk to headquarters
of an opiate the terrifiecd woman sank again and see what can be done toward
into sleep. Very shortly alter, the guests keeping it quiet.  Wait till T question
departed, with the exception of Beverly, the servants once more.”
who, at Nelson's request. remained to Fifteen mirutes later he gave up in-
o back to town with him, quiries as uscless. When the butler left

The count gave a parting shot. as he the library Wainwright turned with a
separated from his host. “ It ix most  faint sigh. A scarching examination of
unfortunate. Youhave my sympathy, O every scervant. separately, had revealed
course it is strange that the little pho-  nothing.  Fach one had told a straight-
tograph is gone, but perhaps it does not  forward story, and not the faintest suspi-
mean anything.  Good night. T hope  cion could be attached to any of them.
when vou find the thief it will not be the “Tt's an outside  job." said  Wain-
missing heir.” wright.  “ I'm satisfied of that. and I'm

* This story began in THE CAVALIER for March.
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cqually certain that no one in the house
was implicated in it.  Yet, 1T don’t like
the way it looks. It scems as if the thiefl
knew just where to go, and had a reason
for taking the photograph. There’s
something Dback of it.”

“ Miss St. John told me that the photo-
graph had a diamond {rame,” said Bev-
erly.  “That would be reason enough for
any burglar.”

He turned to Corinne, who was very
pale, but quict and sell-possessed again.
*“ Didn’t you say the picture was near the
money? "’

“Yes.” she answered.  “ It was lying
under the silver purse that had the four
five hundred-dollar bills in it.  He could
have picked it up, scarcely knowing.
What if we go out and look for it again?
He may have dropped it somewhere in
the grounds!”

“No, my dear)” said Wainwright
vently,  “ He didn't leave anything after
i) 2 P bal

he got it. I hope we’ll get it back, hut
vou stop worrying. (o into the music-
room with Beverly, while Nelson and I
do what we can about this.”

In the beautiful gold-and-white room
a soft light under delicate vellow silk
shades glowed as mildly” as moonlight.
Beverly led the way to a deep #éte-a-téte,
and they satr down in silence. She
leaned her head back with a gesture of
fatigue, and he noticed how pale she had
g]’(‘)\\'l].

“You are ill.” he said. This excite-
ment has been too much for you. I.et me
zet vou something.”

" He started to rise, but she put out her
hand. “ No. no, there is nothing the
matter with me.”  She laughed nervous-
ly. “Auntic is glad the photograph is
stolen.  She said she hoped it would put
a stop to the search for Paul Hamilton.”

Beverly looked at her gravely. ‘Do
vou hope s0?” he asked.

“TI'm sure T don’t know what T hope.
Tt's so strange that T don’t know what to
think of the situation, anyhow. The
scarch has begun in trouble, and some-
thing tells me it will go on in trouble.
Wouldn’t you hope for it to stop?”

“Not if T were Paul Hamilton.” He
leaned a little nearer to her, and added:
“ But not for the money. T would not
change places with him at this moment
for all his fortune.”
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In the silence that followed his words
the faint splash of a little fountain in the
alcove beyond the room fell musically.

Beverly's deep, soft tones went on:
“You are too womanly to wed a title for
the mere sake of it.  You have enough
money to make vou comfortable. and you
are young and beautiful. Do not let any
false sentiment delude vou into what may
be a weary wait for this mythical heir.
Be free.  Make your own choice.  TLove
some man for himsclf alone, and marry
for love!”

His handsome face was close to hers.
ITis magnetic voice, the voice that had
charmed so many women, had sunk al-
most to a whisper; his cyes held hers
with a compelling gaze. A warm wave
swept  over  Corinne’s  face. Beverly
changed his tone and spoke of their pros-
pective duos together, and when Wain-
wright and Nelson came in they were
chatting easily of art and music. Beverly
said his good night last, and as he held
her hand lightly added : ““ Don’t forget
our engagement.” )

“AWhat engagement have you with
Miss St. John?” asked Nelson, when
thev were fairly on the way to town.

“Oh, just to sing a little together,”
replied Beverly.  The two were silent al-
most all the way. They both had much
to think about.

CHAPTER VIIL.
IOGETHER AGAINST THE WORLD.

RS, CLARKSON astonished everv-
l\ body by a late appeararce at
breakfast, the next morning, and
insisted en returning to town at once.
Corinne was obliged to consent to satisfy
her.  Mrs. Wainwright. deeply chagrined
over the outcome of her dinner, vainly
attempted to console the excited woman,
but all in vain. ;
“ Do stay,” she urged. “ just for to-
day. and get your nerves quicted down,
and vou will feel differently about it this
cvening. T promise vou, we don’t have
a hurglary every night.”

“Oh, impossible! T haven’t been so
shocked since Fifi was run over in Lon-
don. and necarly killed. T'm sure you
don’t mind, dear Mrs. Wainwright. Of
course you're not to blame, but put your-
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sert in my place and se¢ how you would
feel.”

Despite  herself, Corinne,  stealing a
quiet glance at their host, was f{orced to
smile.  Her aunt caught the smile, and

Corinne hastened to the rescue—and
made matters worse.
“ Never mind me, auntie,” she said.

“ Only it sounded as if a burglary were
a dinner course. In fact. according to
Margo, it must have been about simul-
tancous with the coffec.”

“You have no nerves!’ cried Mrs.
Clarkson.  ‘““ Actually. [ don’t believe
you care! As for me I'm glad that hor-
rid picture is gone, and [ hope T'll never

sece it again. The count said so. too.
You treated him shabbily at dinner.  No

wonder he devoted himself to Miss Lam-
bert afterward, while you actually Hirted
with Mr. Parker.”

Corirne’s suddenly flushed face told of
her cmbarrassment.  Wainwright at-
tempted to pour oil on the rough waters.

“ Dear Mrs. Clarkson,” he said, “ don’t
be too hard on the young people. We
were all young once. [ had a temporary
infatuation after I was engaged to my
wife. and we had the most picturesque
quarrel on record. Miss Lambert is a
girl no man can resist, and Beverly Par-
ker is one of Nelson'’s friends and one of
the most popular men in town.”

“He certainly is magnetic and
agreeable,” conceded the mollified lady.
“ Has he money? ™

“Not that T know of. though he has
a sufficient income and expectations from
a rich uncle. At least T think it’s an
uncle.”

“Oh, you never can tell about these
rich relations.  1f he isn't sure of a for-
tunce of his own, he’ll be bound o marry
money.”

“Is he loaded down with an undesira-
ble family, or is he free? Some men have
a way of saddling all their family tree,
root and branch, on a wife.”

Nelson considered.  *“ Welll T don’t
think he’s overburdened with relatives,”
he said cautiously. * Whoever theyv are.
they don’t camp on him, and I don’t think
he’'ll hand them up to his wife.”

“ He spoke beautifully to me last night
about himself,” said Corinne. “ He
said that he was virtually alone in the
world. and sometimes very lonely, and
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then he spoke in the most ideal way about
love and marriage. I'm sure, auntie,
that he never would marry for money, for
he advised me never to marry for any-
thing but love. and—" She stopped.
confused, realizing too late what she said.
Warm, rosy waves lit up her cheeks.

“Oh-ho!” cried her aunt, with a
cackling laugh. “ Good advice {rom
such a quarter can mean but one thing.
Well, if you're not sensible enough to
take the count, Mr. Parker might not be
s0 bad.”

“ Corinne doesn’t have to find a hus-
hand right away,” said Mrs. Wainwright.
“3You can afford to wait a long time, my
dear, and, for all any of us know, the
missing heir may be as desirable a parti
as one could find in a day's journey.
Keep your heart free and hope for the
best.”

Corinne gave her a grateful look as
they rose from the table, and slipped to
her side while her aunt disappeared up
the stairway.

“1 do the best [ can,” she said, with a
doleful grimace, “ but, really. sometimes
[ think I'd marry anybody to get rid of
auntic. She means well, but she never
lets me have, any peace, and [ envy other
girls who have homes and a mother.”

Her voice shook a little with the last
word, and Mrs. Wainwright drew her
into her arms in a close embrace. ** Dear
child,” she said tenderly, “ 1 know just
how alone in the world vou feel. [ have
no children of my own. and I want vou
to feel that this is your home. and that
you arc to come here at any time and stay
as long as you like, and bring all vour
grievances to us.  Go back to town with
vour aunt now, and run out again as soon
as vou can.”

She kissed her, and Corinne. with a
grateful hug, said: “ Oh, how lovely of
vou. I feel at home already.”

The ride back to town in the beauty of
a perfect day, with Wainwright diligent-
ly devoting himself to her. made Mrs.
Clarkson almost reasonable, and she an-
nounced her intention of writing to vari-
ous friends in London and Paris, and tell-
ing them of her marvelous escape from
being murdered. .

Corinne found the usual rodes await-
ing her that had marked the count's
progress for several months past. and she

’
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was scarcely settled to her morning mail
when Marion Lambert was announced.
In response to the message for her to
come up Marion swept into the room in
a smart tan gown that set her off to great
advantage.

“You're a wonder!” she cried. ““ Here
vou are, fresh as a daisy——not so much as
a hair turned! I'd be fit for a sana-
torium if I had lost over two thousand
dollars.  It’s awful to be so heggarly
poor. and feel that you must skimp and
cconomize.  Really, you can’t imagine
the poverty-stricken things [ do.”

“ 1 don't see any signs of it.” laughed
Corinne. ** You manage to conceal your
penniless condition admirably.”

“Well, 've had enough experience. |
phoned the Wainwrights just after you
had left. and 've run in to say that vou
simply must join us at luncheon.  Aft-
erward we'll do something to wear away
the afternoon. By ‘us’ I mean the Bud
Stewarts, Beverly Parker, myself, and'the
count.”

“The count!”  cchoed  Corinng,
showing her surprise inadvertently,

Marion laughed.

“Yes, my dear,” she said. “ You see,
we came back in the same machine last
night, and made an engagement to ride
in the park, so we had a jolly little gal-
lop soon after sunup this morning. You
prefer him to send you roses, don’t you?
I have Nel send me violets.  Another
beastly economy, when [ simply crave
orchids, but Nel's so rotten poor. He
isn't coming with us.  Says he's too busy.
I gave him a blowitg up over the phone.
He's getting too poky for any use.

A surprised exclamation escapel Co-
rinne. ‘T thought he was anvthing but
poky.  He seems so much a man to me.
He's so devoted to his father and mother,
ancl Mrs, Wainwright tells me that he has
supported them for years.  I'm not sure
but what T really admire him more than
almost any man I have met lately.”

“Oh!” Marion stared hard for an
instant. ¢ How sweet of vou! 1’11 tell
him the next time [ see him. 1 was aw-
fully afraid he bored you last evening,
and T was really glad when Beverly Par-
ker rescued you.  He told Hope Huntley
vou were the most sensible girl he had
ever met.”

“Did he say that?” asked Corinne,
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dimpling with the pleasuye she was at
ne pains to conceal.

“Oh. ves® He has a way of saying
that sort of thing. You'll understand
when vou know him hetter.  He fairly
deificd Betty Lyon until she threw him
over for Gus Spencer, with his six mil-
lions.  You ree. Beverly simply las to
marry mouncey.”’

1 dan’t believe it,” began Corinne,
when Margo entered with a box and a
note, saving the messenger waited an
ANSWer. |

“ Pardon me.”
the note open. .

Marion's quick eye had already seen
the writing, and she exclaimed: “ From
Beverly! ancd a five-pound box of bon-
hons !V

Corinne ran to her desk, her eyes spark-
ling and joyous excitement animating her
i “Yes. it is from him,” she said,

)

said Corinne, tearing

tace.
“asking me to he sure to be at the lunch-
econ party, and I'm going.” She hastily
scribbled a few lines and gave the note
to the maid, dismissing her. “Won't
vou have some of the candy?”

*No, dear. [ never eat candy in the
morning.  1t’s so bad for the figure to
munch at all hours. [ must go and let
vou get dressed. Bud will call for you
at one sharp.  Don’t be late.”

They were a jolly and congenial party
at lunch.  Mrs. Stewart, with her viva-
cious bionde prettiness, well set off by a
Paris frock, made what Gus Spencer was
wont to call *“a ripping good lhostess,”
and the time slipped well along before
they thought of getting up. The count
fairly Dbasked in Marion’s «miles, and
much of their talk was carried on in a con-
fidential undertone.  Beverly was  ob-
livious to the whole world that lay out-
side of Corinne. Fortunately, her old
acquaintance with the Stewarts did not
exclude them from her cirele.

Mrso Stewart lowered her voice dis-
crectly. after discovering that Marion
and the count were unconscious of their
existence, and said: &

“Did vou ever see anvthing like it?
Marion certainly isn’t behaving like an
ngaged givl”

“Who ever expected her tof” put in
Bud. ““She never bhehaved like anv other
girl, anyhow.”
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Beverly cast a significant look toward
Corinne. “It’s the title,” he said
briefly.

“Well, of all the fool things!” began
Bud. ‘“Fan, please stop kicking me!
You aren’t going to marry him, are you,
Corinne? And if vou're not, what do
you care who does?”

“ Miss Lambert may have Count von
Baritz and welcome,” said Corinne. ' 1
wouldn’t have him either with or witheut
his title, and he nust have sense enough
to know it by this time. I told him
plainly the Tast thing before we left the
ship that he must curb that air of pro-
prietorship that grated en me so.in Paris.
Actually, nearly all the people I knew
thought I was engaged to him just on
account of his manner. Look! He is
doing the same thing to Miss Lambert.”

“ Marion stands it nobly,” said Bud.
“She’s used to that sort of thing. She
has a way of making men throw them-
selves at her head.”

“ Mr. Warner doesn’t,” said Corinne
quickly.

“You're right,” said Beverly. ‘ Nel-
son has never sacrificed quite to the taste
of the goddess. She's insatiable in that
line.”

Corinne looked him squarely in the eye.
“She told me that you had fairly wor-
shiped Betty Lyon until she threw you
over for a multimillionaire. Ts that so?”

Fan Stewart caught her breath. Eve-
rybody knew that the Betty I.yon epi-
sode was a sore one with Beverly, but he
did not waver.

“I am as devoted to Miss Lyon as
cver,” he said, “and we are the Dbest of
friends. She did quite right to accept a
rich man instead of a poor devil Tike my-
self, who has absolutely nothing to offer
a woman except a heart’s devotion. I
shall probably never marry at all. Miss
St. John, on that account, but [ regret
that I am lowered in your eyes.”

“You are not,” said Corinne, a trace
of feeling vibrating in her tone.

“Of course you're not.” said Bud.
“ Have a drink, Beverly. and let’s all go
round to the automobile show. We're
sitting up here like a string of Chinese
idols. Sav, Marion, come back to earth.”

The count attached himsell to Corinne
and Fan Stewart as they went out, while
Marion followed with Bud and Beverly.

3 C
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“You may as well select vour car this
afternoon, and be done with it,” Fan was
saying.  “ You can’t get along without
one, and T'll help you pick it out. The
new models are beauties.  Don’t get any-
thing shoddy in a motor, my dcar. [t's
bad form, and you'd never enjoy it in the
world. Don’t you think so, count?”

The count’s upper lip contracted
strongly under his thin mustache. His
voice rasped a tritle as he replied: “ Oh,
by all means, a good one. I am sure you
will never choose anvthing but the best,
whether an auto or any other thing.” He
slanted a look down at Corinne.

“ T'll try not to,” she said. ** At least
not in anything that I buy.”

The Stewarts were motor-mad, and Co-
rinne was soon overwhelmed with a fluent
gabble of technical points which she un-
derstood not at all, though her enthu-
siasm was fully roused by the gorgeous
machines, whose rich fittings breathed of
luxury in every detail. The count evi-
dently  attempted to appear interested,
but his manner betraved a certain absent-
mindedness. Bud was urging the value
of ““a good racer ” on her. and Fan was
claiming her attention in behalf of ma-
roon upholstery, when they ran into Betty
Lvon and Gus Spencer.,

“ 1 just came in to look round,” said
Betty. ** Gus is going to buy a new car,
and [ want something different from my
old runabout. Styles change so from
season to season, one can hardly keep
up with them. You're getting a motor,
of course, Miss St. John? You don’t
look a bit as if you had been through that
awful experience last night. (Gus saw
Nelson for a few minutes. and he told
him about it. I had a watch stolen once,
and I wouldn’t use it after we got it from
the pawn-shop. It scemed so second-
hand.”

* That girl always talks as if the earth
were a little footstool for her,” said
Marion, as Betty passcd on. with audible
and critical comments on the machines.
“ She could beggar a prince with her ex-
travagance. I'm  willing to Det she’ll
break Gus Spencer if she keeps on as she
has started out.”

“I've looked at these things till T'm
dizzy,” said Corinne, in an aside to Bev-
erly, as they slowly pushed their way
through the crowd, angmented in the late



418 THIL
afternoon by the fashionable contingent
from which rose a shrill buzzing of voices
in discussion that almost drowned the
music of the orchestra. * 1 can’t make
up my mind about a car in this jam.”

Beverly looked round. A little to one
side, in an enclosure, a superb touring-
car stood invitingly open, the lamps lit,
as though for a run.

“Let us go in here and sit down,” he
said. ““ You can rest, and we will watch
the show without being part of it.”

He assisted her into the car, and they
leaned back on the soft cushions. Co-
rinne gave a sigh of relief.

“ O, how nice!” she said.

He looked at her without a word. They
were alone in a crowd, and he gave him-
self up to the pleasure of being near her.
vet isolated from prying eyes and curious
tongues.  She relaxed in evident enjoy-
ment, and scrutinized the passing throng
with interest.

He took in with evident satisfaction
every detail of her toilet, the masses of
her beautiful hair, and noted, with the
pleasure of a connoisseur, that no touch
of art had been added to nature. He
was deep in a consideration of her cye-
lashes, when she turned and spoke with
enthusiasm.

“T'm so glad to be home again. After
all, there is nothing like our own coun-
try and our own men. Auntie says I'm
lacking in an appreciation of types, and
perhaps I am, but just the same I believe
that our American men are the finest in
the world. Just look at them out therc!
Tall, handsome, well-built. The count
savs ['m not a bit cosmopolitan, and I'm
not, am [?”

“No, and I'm glad of it. T don't
want you any different from what you
are. Looks are all, then?”

“You know I don’t mean that. They're
strong, manly—men who wouldn’t stoop
to do a mean thing, who are honorable in
all things.”

His silence surprised her, and the gay
badinage on her lips was stayed by the
pained look on his face. He spoke in a
low, even tone: ‘ Miss St. John, 1 have
been set before vou in such a bad light
that [ fear some unfavorable impression
is left on your mind. Still, T believe you
are too generous and too just to let your
judgment be swaved by any idle gossip
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you may hear. Nowadays, unless a man
has a million or so, he isn't supposed to
look at a woman, especially if she hap-
pens to have money. [ am tired of for-
tune-hunters of both sexes, and in justice
to yourself I tell you that if I permit
myself the pleasure of friendship with
vou, the same malicious rumors will be
set afloat.”

Corinne’s eves widened in candid de-’
light, and her low-breathed reply fell like
music on Beverly’s ears.

“I would not be so cruel. Let them
say what they like. We are friends, and
when I like any one, not all the gossip in
the world could turn me against that one.
I propose to have something to say about

-it myself.”

T'he look which he gave her in return
was one that had made more than one
feminine heart throb quickly. for, even
aside from his reputation as a worship-
er at the shrine of wealth, it was said
by some that not all the women he had
courted had escaped with whole affec-
tions. Corinne, ingenuous as a child,
experienced a new sensation in her inno-
cent life as she encountered that gaze.
In the safe retreat of the auto, virtually
unnoticed by the gay throng, they seemed
to be utterly alone.

He laid his hand over hers in a warmn,
firm clasp. ** Thank you,” he said.
“You do not know how sweet that is to
me. e are together against the world
now.”

The wave ol romantic chivalry he in-
fused into the simple words caught her
up with it.  ““Yes,” she replied, * we
are against the world.”

They were completely lost to every-
thing about them, when a familiar voice
came distinctly to their cars.

“We owere all together not half an
hour ago, when Mr. Parker went off with
her. They cannot be far, unless thev
have run away. Ah!” Tt was the
count who spoke, and his final exclama-
tion came significantly, as he caught sight
of the two in the car.

On either side were Marion and Nel-
son. Marion said lightly:

“ Oh, what a pity to interrupt such a
cozy flirtation!”

“We are not flirting,” laughed Co-
rinne, secure in her new-found world of
romanticism.

"
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“Indeed we're net,” added Beverly.
“\We're in earnest. Run along and don’t
bother us.”

“ Sorry not to accommodate you,” said
Nelson, “but I've been hunting every-
where for you, Miss St. John. T have
some good news. Guess what it is!”

“Oh! you have found the things!
Where are they?”  She flew out of the
auto with the agility of a squirrel, and
cagerly laid her hand on Nelson’s arm.

“Wonderful ! ” he laughed. “T didn't
suppose for a minute you'd think of it.
We have found some of the things in a
Sixth Avenue pawwn-shop—the watch and
three of the rings. The other ring and
the photo are still missing. DBut you're
glad the picture is gone, and onc ring
won't count. I identified these by the
written description you gave Mr. Wain-
wright.”  He looked around. “ 1 don’t
care to attract any attention here, but you
can take a look at them and seec if they're
all right.”

They closed in about him. Stooping
in front of one of the lamps of the car,
Nelson drew out a small package from
his pocket and opened it.  The rays of
light glistened brightly from the dia-
monds and pearls. Corinne gave a low
cry.

“Aine! Oh, how wonderful that you
found them so soon! I can hardly be-
lieve it.  How did you do it?”

“ By making the quickest scarch on
record. It’s too long a story to tell here.
We have a good description of the man
who pawned them, and we have men en
the scent. Beverly, where the deuce did
you go this morning after I dropped vou
at your apartments? [ tried to get you
three times on the phone between ten and
twelve, but your man said you had gone
out at nine o'clock on business. I can't
imagine you doing a strenuous stunt like
that.”

Beverly smiled.  “ Well it was out of
the ordinary, but I had an unexpected
mes=age from a friend. Nelson. you're a
wonder.”

“T salute vou,” said the count. his stift
air irradiated with something like cor-
diality.  “ You have done a marvelous
piece of work. Niss St. John, I con-
gratulate vou.”

“So do I,” said Marion, flushing dark-
ly. “Tet us get out of this dreadful

AT LARGE, 419
place. The mnoise and hcat have made
me ill.  Positively, 1 shall faint if T don’t

et into the air. Where are the Stew-
arts?  Everybody gets lost in this crush.”

The little party started to move on,
and Nelson, leaning toward Marion,
said:  “1'm sorry vou {feel so Dbadly.
Let us slip away from the rest.”

T'o his astonishment she turned on him
angrilv.  *“ You have neglected me all
day, and I have made an engagement to
dine with the count this evening. Why
not devote vourself to Miss St. John, if
vou can get her away from Beverly
Parker?”

*“ Marion 5" he gasped.

For answer she addressed the count,
who was a few steps ahead. Instantly
he turned back to her.

Nelson took a long stride forward to
Beverly and Corinne.

“I was just explaining to Miss St.
John that T would be compelled to ex-
cuse myself,” sajid Beverlv.  “T have an
engagement for this evening.”

“TI'm sorry, old man,” replied Nelson.
“Aiss St. John, I'm going to claim the
honor of your company this evening.
There are some matters 1 want to discuss
with you.”

CHAPTER VIIL
““THE WILL 1S GONE.”

WO days later the coldness between
Nelson and Marion had been some-
what smoothed over, though the

apparent peace was only a thing of shreds
and patches. He had had a long and
serious talk with her, and had pointed
out that her growing and unreasonable
jealousy would, in the end, lead to a seri-
ous breach if persisted in.

Accustomed to plant her foot on the
necks of men, Marion had always resent-
ed the quiet wav with which he had
avoided that process for himsell. At the
end of a thorough canvas of the situa-
tion she had lapsed into a very penitent
mood. and they had their first amicable
conversation for cavs.

“T wish vou could join us to-night in-
stead of rushing off over to Jersey on
that tip vou are following for the miss-
ing heir,” she said. ‘“ Why not postpone
it for another day?*® -
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“1 cannot. We got it through our
head clerk, Lloyd. and it's a mystery
{rom the start. A strange man, who re-
fused to give his name, called at the office
the other cay, when hoth Wainwright
and myself were out. and said that Mr.
John Miller, of Fast Wextord. might
be the man we wanted.  He declined to
stay and claim the reward he could get
if his information proved correct, saying
that he was well-to-do and did not need
the money. He had seen the advertise-
ment in the papers, and as his own money

had come to him through just such
friendly information {rom an entire

stranger, he felt it his dufy to pass it
along.”

“A philanthropist in disguise! ™ said
Marion. shrugging her shoulders. *1
hope that, as the count says, this atmos-
phere of mystery will be dissipated before
the season is over. Poor man! The
way Miss St. John is snubbing him is
something dreadful!”

“’I'he count is quite dissipated enough
to keep up with the atmosphere.” he said.

“ Do you think s0?” she asked.

They were in the drawing-room ol
Marion’s home, and as he spoke they both
rose. His arms were reaching out to her
when the gold purse with which she had
been toying fell to the floor. Its
tents were scattered on the rug.

He stooped to gather up the coins and
bills, and his eye fell on a small strip of
paper that uncurled before him with all
the intelligence of inanimate things bent
on mischief.

His involuntary look revealed the few
words it bore, and, before he could speuk.
Marion. with an exclamation of anger.
snatched it from him. “ How dare vou
read my private papers!” she cried.

“ Marion,” he said, and his voice
sounded hard to himsell. “ what do vou
mean by lending money to the count?
‘Two hundred dollars!”

“ My monev is my own. and I'll do
what [ please with it.  It's a small mat-
ter. anvway.  Merely a little advauce to
him for current expenses until his check
comes {rom his mother in Berlin, 1 saw
the letter myself.”

“1'd like to sce that letter.  He cither
isn’t on the level as far as his title goes,
or he’s playing a deep game of some kind.
We're looking him up. and until we find

cott-
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out about him I wish yvou would have
only a formal acquaintance with him.”

“ Your dictatorial ways are intoler-
able!” she retorted. “ You can never
rule me! Never!”

He had picked up the loose money and

placed it in the purse again. but the

broken clasp would not fasten, and he
held the purse out to her, saying: “ Your

purse needs a new clasp.”

Without a word she threw out her right
arm in a swift gesture, struck the purse
from his hand, and with the echo of the
silver clinking on the polished tloor. she
swept from the room.

Nelson walked into the hall. took his
hat and went out quietly.

A tangle of werk awaited him at the
office, and he plunged into it with a will.
ard by unremitting diligence disposed of
a mass of detail within the next two
bhours. A sudden pause in his activity.
while Jimmy sorted out some papers,
caused his mind to fly back to the scene
with Marion, and he realized, with a sore
heart, that it would not be possible [or
matters to continue thus between them
much longer.

Iler magnetic beauty had held him in
thrall for some time, but his aifections
were deep and true, and in the din of an
inner conflict, wherein he was conscious
of a longing for peace, Corinne’s sweet.
trustful face rose persistently before him.

He was staring hard at the sky when
Jimmy's voice came to him remotelyv:

“Mr. Wainwright wants to see vou
right away.”

“AlL right,”
out moving.

Why, he asked himscl. must everv-
thing desirable be as far removed as the
stars? A vague  dissatisfaction  with
things in general rose in his brain like a
mist.  1f Le were only rich!

He would go in and see what Wain-
wright wanted, and if there were time.
perhaps he could run up and find Co-
rinte for a few minutes.  As he passed
the high desk of Tlovd something pe-
culiar in his appearance struck him, and
as he gave him a second look he saw that
he was very pale, but he was absorbed in
work over a ledger.

One glance at Wainwright as he en-
tered the door startled him. He was sit-
ting by his desk, his face white and set.

he said carelessly. with-
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an orderly array of papers before him and
an open box.

Nelson shut the door and crossed the
room quickly. ““\What's the matter?”
he asked.

Wainwright pointed to the open and
empty box. * The Garrett will is gone,”
he said.

Nelson felt his mind go blank. Scarce-
ly able to grasp the meaning of the words
he looked from the lawyer to the box and
back again without a word.

“ The receipts are gone, too,” pursued
Wainwright, * gone since day before yes-
terday, when I examined them myself.”

Nelson found his voice at last. * They
must be somewhere! They've been mis-
placed.  They can’t be lost!”

Wainwright gave him a long look.
“So T thought at first. 1 discovered the
loss this morning, and have been looking
for them all day. So has Lloyd, who
had them in charge. They are not in
this office.”

“Lloyd! Lloyd! Do you think that he
—why, as long as he’s been with us—it’s
absurd. Besides, what object could he
have?”

“The objective point is sometimes re-
mote, especially in the law,” replied
Wainwright dryly. “1T questioned him
without mercy a while ago, but I'm go-
ing to call him in and you can go over
the ground with him yourself. while I
watch his manner.”  He pressed the bell.

“The sealed envelope!” cried Nelson.
“1s that gone, too?”

“Noj it’s in my private safetv-deposit
vault. Come in, I.loyd.”

Nelson squared himself toward the
clerk, and his gaze was returned openly.

Lloyd was a man of medium height
and build, with light grayv eyes that
slanted a little toward his nose. His
thick brown hair was known to be his one
pride.  On the whole, he lTooked quite the
average man, save that his chin sloped
rather too much.  Just now his face was
pale with the unnatural pallor of mental
excitement, and his mouth was drawn in
a straight line. Yet he lifted his eyes
firmly.

Nelson opened fire,
arc those papers?”

“T don’t know.”

“TIf vou don’t know, who does? They
were in your care. You are responsible.”

“Lloyd, where
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I know how it lJooks
gone, and I can't ac-

know what you

“T know [ am.
for me. They're
count for them. I
think.”

“Lloyd, you know us. \We are not
jumping at conclusions. Tell mc all you
can remember, When did you see them

last?”
“Dav  before yesterday, when Mr.
Wainwright sent for them. You were

not in the ofiice. T brought them to him,
and when he was done [ took them back
and filed them myself. T was the only
person who touched them. [ put them
in the same placc I always did. That
was the last time I saw them. To-day
when I lifted the box 1 noticed it was
very light. but T didn’t think anvthing of
it until Mr. Wainwright opened it in my
presence and found it empty. I was
thunderstruck.”

Tense, low-voiced, straightforward, he
told the simple tale that meant so much
to all. His manner was pathetic in its
utter quict, and he faced Nelson almost
helplessly, as he added, “I know just
how it looks.”

“ Never mind the looks, Lloyd.” «aid
Wainwright, not unkindly. * We're all
interested in getting at the facts of the
case.  You were the last one out of the
office night before last? ™

“Yes, sir.”

“And last night?”

“Yes; [ always am.”

“ At any time, in any way, to the best
of your knowledge, has any one ever had
access to these papers who should not
have seen them?”

“Not that T know of.”

“ Do you know any person, or persons,
who would have a motive for obtaining
them?”

“T1 do not.”

Therc was silence.  Wainwright made
litidle marks on a scrap of paper before
him, deep in thought.  Nelson gazed at
the empty box. Iloyd steadily watched
them both.

“That will do.” said  Wainwright,
without looking up.  “ Do not mention
the matter in the outer office, or to a soli-
tary person, in the office or out of it.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Nelson as the door
closed on Lloyd, “ call him back. and ask
him about the man who called the other
day while we were out.”
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“I've done that already, but got no
light. I expect something to come of
vour trip over to Ilast Wexford to-night.
In fact, I think matters will either be
cleared up, or—" He paused and re-
lapsed into decp reflection.

Nelson waited several minutes in vain,
and then asked: ** Or what?”

“ Nelson.” said Wainwright earnest-
ly, ““ this is a serious matter, and there is
a connecting link running through the
theft of Corinne’'s money and jewels,
the disappearance of these papers and the
call "of the unknown man. We're up
against a plot of some kind. but what it
is [ frankly confess I don't see. We
have now lost every bit of evidence that
poor Garrett left with me—save the certi-
fied copy of the will, which is also in my
private safety-deposit vault. and the
scaled cenvelope. and Llovd has never
heard of either. He has been here for
twelve years. and I've never doubted his
honesty, but I am not satisfied with his
replies and his attitude, and from the
time he leaves the office this evening 1
have arranged for him to be so quietly
watched that he will know nothing about
it.  Does Corinne know that you are ta-
king the trip?”

“Yes. [ otold her, but of course we
are not to let her know anything that has
happened here?” Wainwright nodded.
“1t’s an ugly tangle, but I don’t see any
way out of laying the missing papers at

Lloyd’s door—mnot that T see any motive.”

“ 1t’s the motive we have to discover.”
said Wainwright.  “In the absence of
proof we must not assume anything. 1
don’t want to frighten Lloyd, ard at the
same time 'l fix it so that he couldn’t
get away if he were to try. Keep vour
natural manner with him, and watch him
closely.  What are you going to do Dbe-
tween now and train-time? "

“Well,” replied Nelson slowly, *“1
thought I might run up to sce Miss St
John for a few minutes.”

Wainwright gave him a long look.
“What for?”

Nelson felt himself change color.
“Well, T just thought I'd drop in and
chat on things in general. Perhaps she
might furnish a clue of some kind,” he
finished lamely.

Wainwright tossed the scrap of paper
on which he had been figuring into the

¢
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waste-basket, and laughed. a laugh that
penetrated the door and caused [.loyd.
with his senses strained to an acute point.
to feel a brief reassurance.

“A clue!” he repeated. “ You've fur-
nished one sure clue, my boy. Eh?"
His smile expanded as a conscious look
spread over Nelson’s face. “[ never
knew some signs to fail,” he went on.
“ Never mind. T may seem cruel, but
the fact is I want you to go over the
Hartford case with me. If you are good.
you may go to see Miss St. John to-mor-
row.”

He rang, and Lloyd. deathly pale,
appeared. ‘ Bring me Hartford .
Morrison.  Poor devil!” he added to
Nelson, as the door swung behind him,
“he’s scared almost to death. He for-
got that it was up to Jimmy to answer
the Dbell. A guilty conscience an
uneasy thing. Nelson.”

is

CHAPTER IX.

ONE NIGHT'S AUHIEVEMENT,

LLIGH'T rain was falling when Nel-
son stepped off the train at East
Wexford, a small station in New

Jersev. He was the only passenger to
alight, and as he crossed the wet. slippery
platform the change from the warm,
bright interior of the train to the chill
and dampness of the outside world in the
gray of the twilight struck him unpleas-
antly.

Inside of the station was a close, stal:
odor. A solitary man sat reading a
paper in the corner.

Nelson approached the agent at the
wirdow. “Can you direct me to the
house of Mr. John Miller?” he askecl.

The agent turned from the signal-
lamp he was lighting, and looked at him
curiously.  “ John Miller? " he repeated.
“ There ain’t no John Miller lives in East
Wexford. Do vou mean the john Mil-
ler of Ten-Mile Farm?”

“Well, 1 suppose that must be the
East

man. His post-office address is
Wexford., Is that an electric line out
there?”

The agent picked up the lantern and
started for the door. *‘ Nix. and there
ain’t no way of getting there but walkin' ™

“Hold on!” cried Nelson. “Wait a
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minute.  I'm herc on important business,
and I've got to see that man to-night,
ard take the twelve-thirty-seven back to
New York., Isn’t there a livery-stable
here where T can hire a buggy?”

The agent pointed over his shoulder.
“That’s Jake Weston, over there.  Hd's
vot a rig here, and he's waitin® for his
wife's sister on that twelve-thirty-seven,
because his mother-in-law’s dead. Like
as not vou can hire his.”

Nelson crossed the room to the man.
“Sir, Mr. Weston, T believe! "My namc
is. Warner.”  He offered his card. 1
must see John Miller on an urgent erfand
as soon as possible.  Would vou be so
kind as to let me use your horse at any
price vou wish?”

The man looked indifferently over the
top of his paper.  “ The hire’s two dol-
lars, but vou can’t have it.  Sile Nickle-
by lost a horse a week ago by just such a
slick customer as you.”

Nelson drew out his pocketbook. “ M.
Weston, T don’t want yvour horse and
buggy, but if vou’ll tell me what vou
value them at I'l1.leave the full amount
with vou on deposit until my return for
the wwelve-thirty-seven train.”

The farmer laid aside his paper and
fumbled in his pocket. ““Aill right,” he
said, producing a soiled black leather re-
ceptacle.

““And, Ly the way.” pursued Nelson
gently, “as T don’t know whether you’ll
be here when 1 get back or not, of course
“vou'll sign a receipt.  How much is it?”

“Omne hundred and twenty-five dol-
lars, and 1 don’t care how funny vou
think it is.”

Nelson counted out the bills.  ** Thank
vou,” he said, “and will vou tell me how
to get to Ten-NMile Farm?” e went
to the window, from which the agent was
silently watching the deal.  Taking a
telegraph blank, he offered Weston his
fountain pen.  ‘The man shook his head.

“No,” he said, “them things won't
never write for me.”  He wet a stubby
lead-pencil in his mouth and, as he
heavily traced his name on the receipt,
explained :

“It’s casy enough.  Tollow the road
to the left of the station till it forks north
and west, about cight miles from here,
and take the west road. Two miles
more’ll get you there all right.”
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“Will you please sign as witness?”

asked Nelson  of the agent. “ Much
obliged. T']l see vou both later.”

He tucked the receipt away in his inner
pocket and went out into the rain to a
tvpical country outfit. The buggy had
seen better days. The springs squeaked
in the peculiar sing-sorng fashion pro-
duced by time and wear, and the horse, a
lean. ancient animal, had decp-seated
prejudices against exceeding the speed -
limit.

Nelson urged him to his Dbest en-
deavors, then lapsed into thought, and the
face that persistently appeared before his
mind was that of Corinne. Despite him-
self he found that all his speculation
hovered about the question as to.what
manner of man Paul Hamilton should
prove to he when fourd, and whether Co-
rinne would love and marry him. A
hundred different solutions rose in his
mind, and were quickly dismissed, one
after another.

His reflections were cut short when he
rcalized that he had reached the cross-
roads.  He turned the horse into the
west fork and, striking a match, looked
at his watch. To his satisfaction he
found that they had made the distance
sooner than he had anticipated, and he
would have time ‘to make his inquiries
and get back to his hundred and twenty-
five dollars and the twelve-thirtv-seven.

There was not another house than this
on the two-mile stretch, and it’s aspect
was lonely and forbidding. It was a
small, two-story frame house, of a dull
and faded brown, set back from the road
across a narrow vard. The gravel walk
was bordered with larkspurs and petunias,
drooping dejectedly in the rain.

Nelson hitched the horse to the paling
fence,  crossed  the  little porch  and
knocked on the door. Silence answered
him, and not a gleam of light from the
tightly closed windows showed a sign of
life.  He went to the rear, and, secing a
faint glow under a closely drawn cur-
tain. e knocked agai.

The door was cautiously opened hy a
middle-aged woman with a hard, thin
face. Nelson made known his errand,
and with evident reluctance she admitted
him, saving: “ Ie ain’t been home for a
long time. but you can come in.” She
led the way across the kitchen into the

.
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sitting-room.  “* Father. here’s a lawyer
come from New York to find out about
Paul.”

An old man looked up from the depths
of a great chair, covered with a nine-
patch quilt.

On the floor was a rag carpet.  An oil
lamp with a paper shade sat on the tur-
kev-red cover of the table, and on the
top of the stove was a brick. in its night-
ly process of heating.

“I've got the rheumatiz bad.” he said.
“What is it you want? "

The woman pushed a chair for Nelson
to the side of the table opposite the old
man, ard he sat down. She =at by the
table facing the kitchen door, and taking
up a blue woolen sock. began to knit.
Nelson told why he had come, stating the
case briefly but clearly.

When he had finished, the old man.
who had not taken his deep. shrewd eyes
from him, said: “That sounds mighty
fine. but you've taken a trip for nothing.”

“ How’s that? " asked Nelson.

“This here Paul Hamilton that you're
lookin’ for is my nephew. the son of mv
dead sister, and there ain’t no mystery
about him. He ain’t the man yvou want.”

“And vour sister—was her married
name Hamilton?”

“ Noj; Garland.”

“T'hen how came his name to be Ham-
itton?”

“ It ain’t Hamilton any more'n vours
is.  His name’s Bill Garland.”

“Then why is he called Paul THamil
ton? "

* He ain’t called that around here.”
growled the old man. ‘ He's plain Bill
here, but some people call him by that
highfalutin name because any fool can
be called anything nowadays. and Bill
went to New York and scen a play where
the hero was called that, and he got siuck
on it and got to calling himself that till
he thinks it’s his name.”

“ Have you a photograph of—ot vour
nephew—say. when he was about a vear
old?”

“No."”

Nelson considered for a moment.  The
old man continued to watch him closely.
and the woman, though from time to
time she forgot to knit, was plainly inter-
ested.  In the silence the ticking of the
clock was distinetly audible. .\ large
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cat got up, yawned, stretched herself and
lay on the other side.

“ Mother,” said the old man. “ that
brick’s hot enough now.”

She lifted it off with a corner of her
apron and set it down near him, while
Nelson, fecling as if he had been put
back at least fifty years, wordered if he
looked as Dblank as he felt.

“When your rheumatiz gets as bad as
mine,” said the old man encouragingly.
“you'll find a hot brick’s a good thing
to take to bed with yvou. [ can't stir a
step.”

“Too bad,” replied Nelson. half ab-
sentlv. 8o that is all yvou know?”

“NYes; that’s all T know.”

Nelson turned suddenly to the wom-
an.  “ Mrs. Miller, do vou know where
Paul Mamilton is?”

The woman dropped her knitting.
“ Mercy, no!” she said, almost hvsteri-
cally.  She stared at him in silence.

Then the door between the kitchen and
the sitting-room opened and a man stood
on the threshold.

He gave a quick, comprehensive glance
about. and in the suspicious gaze he
shifted from himself to the other two
Nelson could have sworn he saw a siz-
nal pass. He was dripping with rain,
and the water from his hat made a ring
on the oilcloth by the door.  The woman
jumped to her feet with a cryv’in which
Nelson heard fear, but the old man spoke
almost sternly :

“ What's the matter, mother? Come
m. Bill.  This is Mr. Warner. a lawver
from New York, come to see if you ain't
the man he's lookin’ for to inherit two
million dollars. I reckon you air’t the
one, are you?”

The newcomer looked at Nelson half-
threateningly, and without answering at
once, walked to the stove, pushed the cat
to one side with a muddy foot. and sat

down.
“Not that T know of.)" he =said.
“(yosh, it’s nice and warm in here!  It's

raining like time outside.
to New York to-night?”

“Yes, and T must be going soon. My
horse is a borrowed one. and must be re-
turred in time for the late train. In
fact, 'm going now.”

“Don’t be in a hurrv.” replied the
other.  “ Wait a few minutes till 1 gt

Going back
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~ome of this dampness drained off of me,
and perhaps we can go together, if you've
1o objection. I've walked from Stoning-
ton, and I thought I'd find a horse out in
the barn, but both of them's lame. | hope
it's agreeable to you?” He nodded to-
ward Nelson.

A danger warning ran through the
voung lawyer. ‘I'here was no mistaking
the type he had to deal with., His mus-
cular, solid figure, the glint of his steel-
gray eye, his defiant bearing. rendercd
him a self-invited guest whose sugges-
tion could not e readily put aside. He
tried in vain to conjure an excuse.

The woman spoke: *“It's a bad night,
Bill.  Can’t you stop here till morn-
irg?”

“ 1 ain't got no time to loal around. [
got some business to see to in Trenton,
ancl 1 got to be movin'.”

“Yes, ves; of course.  But vou're so
wet.  You'll keteh cold if you wear them
clothes.  Better come into the front room
and I'll give you some clean, dry oves.”

Like a flash Nelson saw through the
woman's ruse. The horse was hitched
just outside the front door.  He got up
quickly.

“1 left a little bottle of good stuft
under the seat,” he said.  “['ll go out
the front way and get it. and we'll have
a drink before we start.”

The woman had already opened the

parlor-door. .

“Come back! " yelled Bill.

Both men dashed across the little room
ard made for the front door. Ax thev
fled the woman shricked at the top of her
voice, and when they reached the outer
door the Dbrick, hurled by the old man
with tremendous force, crashed against
the wall within an inch of Nelson’s
head.

He burst the door open and rushed for
the buggy, with his pursuer on his heels,
uttering a stream of virulent profanitv.

“Hang vou!” he cried. as they strug-
gled at the horse’s head. " get out of my
way!”

He thrust his right hand back. and as
the raindrops glistened on the barrel of
a pistol, Nelson managed to knock his
arm up just in time to detlect the bullet
that whistled close by his head.

Wasting no time in reply he tried to
get irto the buggy before the frightened
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horse, plunging Dbetween the shafts,
should break away. The two men were
fighting at arm’s length, exchanging

blow for bLlow, when Nelson managed to
land one on Bill's jaw that knocked him
back against the fence.  He sprang into
the buggy; Bill gave a savage snort and.
with a panther-like quickness, leaped
forward. Before Nelson realized it, thev
were dashing down the road together as
fast as the terrified horse could take
them.

In their mad flight through the rain
and darkness Nelson heard the thick.
heavy breathing of the man Dbeside him.
‘T'he horse raced on madly, and as they
tore along the highway Nelson wondered
at the speed he had developed since he

had driven him. less than two hours
ago.  His hope that something might

intervene to cut their flight short was
crushed by his companion.

“Smart trick vou tried. but it didn’t
work. I'rv another one now, and I'll
blow your brains out. [ ain't goin’ to
New York, but vou keep her movin'. and
I'll let vou off in time to walk back. No
nonsensc.  You know what this is.”  He
pressed the end of the revolver against
Nelson's temple.  ““ Tt'll do the business
next time.”

Nelson made no replv.  Nothing fit-
ting occurred to him at the moment, and
he was figuring that it was worth the one
hundred and twenty-five to escape with a
whole skin, when Bill spoke again:

“ Just hand over whatever cash vou
happen to have about you. and I reckon
vou've got a wateh.”

The horse was no longer rushing with
his  first mad speed.  Thev had now
traveled over a mile. and Nelson, who
had been raised among horses, knew that
the animal was somewhat blown. His
hope revived.  He grasped the lines finn-
ly in his left hand, and silently passed
his watch, and pocketbook, containing
over three hundred dollars, to his com-
panion.  The chill of the revolver
warned him, but he had kept his head.
and every sense was alert.

“ We're pretty near to the cross-roacds.”
said Bill, after a moment’s silence. dur-
ing which he had safely buttoned up Nel-
son’s property, ‘“ and soon’s we get there
turn her into the north road and stop.
You get out there. Understand? ™
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“Yes,” replied Nelson laconically.
The horse, running easily now. cov-

cred the ground quickly to the parting of
the roads, and Nelson reluctantly drew
the rein to the right and they swung into
the north road. Bill reached for the
lines with his left hand. and Nelzon {elt
as if his last moment of grace had come,
when on his cars there fell the music of
an automobile siren. waking the night
with a shrill scream.

Down the long, rain-shrouded high-
way he saw the twin lights of a car loom-
ing dimly, as the machine raced toward
them. His companion gave a vell of
terror.  The buggy lurched suddenly and
the sudden motion caused the pistol to
swerve, The shot that Bill fired missed
Nelson and went wild.

Nelson raised his arm aund struck the
weapon {rom Bill’'s hand.  As the shriek
of the siren again sounded the two men
once more fought for control.  The lines
were dropped as thev grappled in the
darkness.  The [rightened horse plunged
forward. Then a flash of lightni g showed
Nelson Bill's face, convulsed with rage,
close to his own. T'he next instant he
felt himself hurled violently out of the
vehicle and heard the horse gallop madly
away in the storm.

The motor came tearing up at full
speed, and Nelson, prone in the mud,
velled lustily for help.  ‘The car whirled
so close to him that the rear wheels
grazed his leg. Then came a crash, a
grinding, tearing noise, the sound of fly-
ing stones, and Nelson, struggling to a
<itting position, saw that the car had run
into the angle of a low stone wall just
ahead. and had been overturned.

Three men climbed frem urder it, and”

the chauffeur, thrown headlong i the
road, groancd feebly as one of the men
ran to him. inquiring if he were injured.
“ Right the car, can’t vou? " cried an-

other. “Or he'll get awav.”
(To be
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He turned to Nelson and swung a
bull’s-eye lantern full in his face. Nel-
son recognized a deputy he knew well.

*“Good heavens!” cried the officer,
“what arc you doing here, Mr. War-
ner?”

“ Helping escaped criminals,” replied
Nelson grimly. “ I look the part, don’t
12 I thought so much of him that I

cave him all the money I had. Have
vou got a drop of something with
you? "

He swaved as he spoke, a sudden

faintiiess from Bill’s last blow over-
coming him.

“You're  hurt!” zaid Sheehan.
‘“ Here, take a drop of this.” He held

a Hlask to his lips.

“I'm all right,” said Nelson faintly.
“ Can we get out of this?”

“Not right away,” said one of the
men, coming up.  “* Brady says the driv-
irg-chain is broken, and it will take him
about an hour to fix it.”

“It’s a nice mess,” said Shechan can-
didly. “Do you know who vou have
been up against?  In all probability,
Bill Garland. alias Paul Hamilton, alias
Bug Deegan, head of a gang of all-round
thugs we've been trying to round up for
two weceks.”

“ T guess vou're right.” replied Nel-
son.  “ Ilallo! What's this?2”

He stooped and picked from the road a
small blue envelope, opened it. and gave
a ery that brought all three of the officers
to him.

“It's a good night’s work for me just
the same!” he cried. “This pawn-
ticket calls for the missing pearl and dia-
mond ring of Miss St. John at the same
pawn-shop where we got the others.
Can’t we do something to get that in-
fernal whiz-wagon fixed up to get back
to the station? I’'ve got to make that
twelve-thirty-seven and be in New York
hefore davlight.”

continued.)

REMEMDBRANCE.

Tnev say that vou no longer are with men,

T'hat vou have crossed life's dim, unsounding sea,
Yet in the quiet hours of the nizht,

Aud in the busy day, vou walk with me.

1 allace Arthur.



THE FANTOM DIVER.

BY GEORGE WARBURTON LEWIS.

A SHORT STORY.

IG Harkinson stepped oft the
raft and disappeared
downward.  The gray-
green water lapped above
his head, a few Dblister-
like bubbles danced and
exploded in the tiny swirl that marked
his exit.  That was all.  The sepulchered
Helena was about to receive a second
visitor from the land of the living. The
slender conduit that linked the diver with
life paid out rapidly, then suddenly
stopped, and we knew that Harkinson
was aboard the wreck.

* Seventy-one feet,” drawled Garrick.

“ A little pale, wasn’'t he?” queried
Wenry, keeping a watchful eve on the
line.

Garrick looked over to the speaker as
though he had expected the question.

“What d'vou s’pose is wrong? " he
saic. The faintest trace of anxiety was
in hix great. slow voice.

“ It's Connors—I mean the mysterious
way Connors's air-tube parted.” returned
Wenry,  “I don’t Dbelieve in spooks.
“specially submarine ones : but there ain’t
no more cattse (or the Atlantic cable com-
ing in two at this minute than there was
for poor Connors's hose—a brand-new
one. too, mind you—separatin® as it did.
[t's queer.”

Garrick, listening, spat reflectively at
the last remaining bhubble.  Watching
from my seat in the dingey, [ knew that
the two men, whatever denials they might
make, were at last impressed with the
vruesomeness of their chosen profession
-—dallving with dead things under the
sea.  Mavhap it was because Connors
had Dbeen their tutor. their companion.
Indeed, the old diver had been pretty
nearly cevervthing to them: but he had
been even more to his emplovers.  In his

unaccountable death the world had lost
a master-diver. and the company had lost
money. But because John Connors had
Leen a faithful servant, the company had
paid hard money that the old diver’s
harness-weighted remains might be the
first brougit up.

Harkinson’s signal “ up ™ was of that
nervous, hurry-up sort that tells of sud-
den distress.  He had been down but
three minutes. At a similar depth he
usually remained thirty or more, for he
was a Hercules, and for him water-pres-
sure had no terrors. I knew that Wenry.
at least—though for no good reason—
fully expected to see the big diver come
up limp and dead. I read his white face
like print.  But when big Harkinson’s

helmet bobbed out of water a moment
later, Dboth his big red hands were

clutching at the raft as frantically as if
some  pursuing menster were about to
drag him down to death.

When his helmet was off, his [ace
showed mottled and chalky. He splut-
tered out meaningless fragments of
speech, and his eves were fixed in a ter-
rified stare.  Garrick forced half a pint
of whisky down his throat before any-
thing like coherency could be restored.

“He's down there—boys—Connors. ™
The diver clapped his hands over his
cves as if to shut out some hideous re-
curring vision.  “ Oh, Lord ! he wailed.
“think—think of him down there—
walking around in the harness—Connors,
dead sixty — sixty hours -— walking and
beckoning—"

Harkinson’s great strength snapped
like a reed under the strain, and he

dropped forward upon his face, uncon-
scious.

When Garrick consented to go down
to the Helena. [ knew that it was because

427
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he needed money — needed it badly.
Garrick, unavoidably, had long been
idle: Desides. he was engaged. and the
girl was pretty and worthy; and the big,
slow-spoken diver knew  that he must
prepare a suitable home for her. He
was of a good, honest sort, was (arrick,
and courageous, too.  But 1 had watched
his face as Harkinson, his nerves shat-
tered, related from a7 sick-bed his un-
canny  experience  aboard  the- sunken
Helena : and thus I had come to know
that. badly as Garrick necded money, he
needed courage more, if he would suc-
cecd where Harkinson had failed.  The
thing was on his nerves, right enough;
but I saw the grip of his big jaw, and
I knew that he was indecd going down,
even though he might not come up.
“There was a lot of wreckage piled
up about the cabin-door,” Harkinson had
told us, “and I had to squat as low as
I could to passunder it.  As I raised up,
inside the cabin—Connors—dead  sixty
hours—got up off a bench fixed to the
opposite wall of the cabin, and came to
mect me.  Sceenty-one fect under the
sca with a ghost!  Connors—yes, it was
him. all right — suddenly stopped and
threw up his hands as though recog-
nition of me startled him. He wore his
same diver’s outfit—the kind we all use.
After a moment his arms [ell limply by
his sides: but immediately he made a
hand and passed it over his brow per-

plexeddy. Then he seemed  to o gesture
to me: and I found that I was also

beckoning to him, signaling to him to
follow me up.  But he backed away in
a manner almost of despair, I thought,
and resumed his Dench at the farther
side ol the cabin as T bent low under the
wreckage at the door and Dbacked out
on deck, signaling to be pulled up.”

1L

Wexry's [ace was chalk-white. as big
Garrick went over the side and dropped
out of sight in the green swell that
rocked our raft and dingey,  As for me,
I confess my mnerves were  strangely
shaken.  But I was scarcelv more than
a green diver as vet. whereas Wenry
thrilled his Tisteners—-and himself—with
well-told tales of raised treasures and
strange =ubmarine encounters in which,
De it known. he spared himself little

CAVALIER.

of the commendation due such achieve-
ments.

Within twelve minutes after Garrick
went down, the body of Connors had
been recovered in a fair state of preser-
vation.  Harkinson, an old-timer, too,
had after all allowed himscelf to De
frizhtened off the job by some fool, sub-
aqueous  phenomenon whose phases  he
had been studying all his precious life.

Wenrv's superstitious mind was infi-
nitely relicved. A semblance of color
came back into his face, and I had begun
to feel less of the anxiety experienced by
one at work with a near-maniac for a
companion, when all at once Garrick
startled us with a fiercely tugged “up”
signal. He was mumbling strange
sounds before we got his helmet off, and
when the light fell on his face it revealed
a mask of terror unspeakable. His fea-
tures were drawn and scamed unbeliev-
ably, and speech had descrted him alto-
gether.  Some awful emotion shook his
great body like an aspon.

It was two long hours before we knew
his storv.  All that Harkinson had seen
in the Helena’s cabin, Garrick, too, had
beheld—the same in all its blood-chilling
details.

The affair began to nag my nerves
with a vengeance. I would have staked
my very existence on the grip of Garrick’s
big jaw., I almost wished that I had
done so: for Weunry and 1 were the only
availables now, and I knew belorchand
that Wenry, if detailed, would refuse to
vo down. It was a time when one must
be a man or a mousc; when a white
[cather becomes a white flag, and a white
flag means the surrendering of. a career.
I am a natural coward, but possess un-
derlving qualities of resolution. I could
live without this job, I thought; and,
too, I. unlike Garrick, was Dlessed with
no woman's love save a mother’s; hut
her comforts were my pleasures, her self-
denials my- heartaches. T went down!

I went down—down, down, down un-
til my cumbrous feet met the slimy,
slanting deck of the ill-fated Helena.
The water was as clear as might be at
a like depth.  Everywhere was a con-
fusion of wreckage. 1t had Dbeen a
smashing gale that wrought all this
demolition. 1 made out the cabin, half-
hidden under a tangled mass of wreck-
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age, and worked my way to the débris-
barred door. [ avoided the keen edge
of a long knife which some whim of the
storm’s fury had fixed firmly in a piece
of broken mast.  The edge turned out-
ward, menacing my lines. and 1 gasped.
The mystery of Connors’s death was laid
bare. His hose had doubtless caught on
the knife-blade; he had tried to haul it
after him, and—'

I had to crouch low to pass under the
barrier at the door. "The cabin windows
were clear, and in the ceiling was a

huge. spar-torn  hole which admitted
light. I stood erect inside the cabin,
and—! At the opposite side of the

room a second diver in full dress had
risen from a sitting posture. and now
stood before me. motionless, but crect
with the confident poisc of life. A nerv-
ous, insane curiosity seized me; a vearn-
ing to know if the diver that faced me
were of flesh and blood. or—or some-
thing else. 1 advanced toward the ap-
parition; and then my nerve all but
broke. for ¢ followed myv example and
came forward to mect me! [ hesitated
only for the space of a heart-beat: then
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I threw myself forward wildly, hands
clutching, but on the greasy, slime-coated
floor my feet flew from under me with
the effort. and 1 crashed down.

The fall dazed me. 1 only knew that
my hands, in the instant of my falling,
had stipped over a smooth, hard surface
exactly where the apparition had stood.
From the floor 1 strained my eyes up-

ward. The strange diver had disap-
peared. I tottered to my feet; and then

the desperation of fright sent my hand
to my sheath-knife, for as I gained my
fect the vanished figure again confronted
me. I drove the knife with all my
strength. for T knew that the mysterious
diver was not Connors. The knife-point
deflected and  grazed an impenetrable.
even surface. and the force of the blow
carried me  with a momentary shock
against something that felt peculiarly
like a sleek, enameled panel. My tense
nerves went slack, and my knees swaved
weakly from the sudden relaxation as the
light of understanding broke upon my
groping senses,

“The deuce ! T ejaculated in the close
confinement of 1y helmet, ™« mirror!”

A HOUSE DIVIDED.

BY DORA ECKL.

A SHORT STORY.

LENG is the ordinary tough

- town of about one hun-
dred inhabitants. and
twelve saloons and gm-
bling-housex, all goiny
full-blast, and all openly
testifving against the casual surmise that
Gleno’s excuse for existence lies in the
presence of redwood timber around its
mountain-seat. It bids fair to sink into
utter indistinguishability among the other
towns of its ilk along the line.

Jans’s sudden appearance there argued
a desire for at least temporary oblivion;
he promptly bought out the Tunnel Sa-
loon. and gave rise to many unsatisfac-
tory speculatious among Gileno's fivst cit-

izens as to where he came from, and why
he came.  Some there were who hinted
at Reno: others insisted that he hailed
last  from  Goldfield, while even  San
Francisco had a share in the disputed
honor. One thing was painfully self-
cvident—Jans's uncanny talent for manip-
ulating the cards, and his rapid accumu-
lation of Gileno wealth in consequence.
Another thing more obvious to femi-
nine (ileno, perhaps, was the fact that
Jans had a peculiar wife. No one can
say that Gleno is everparticular as to
social usages: but when you land there
as a newcomer—and few enough such
there are—the good women all don their

. bonnets. and call on vou to sec if vou
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brought a harmonium, or if you use
crockery instead of tinware.

At such times it is only fair for you
to tell your caller some of the hardships
you have encountered during your life;
whether your husband is good to you.
or whether he has his regular spells, but
is quite endurable Dbetween times. It
was a matter of only one or two calls to
determine that little Mrs. Jans evinced
a certain embarrassment, and regarded all
visitors with timid secretiveness. Out-
wardly she was commonplace enough,
with the lines of experience around her
kindly mouth, and her great bhlack eyes
fairly overflowing with warm - blooded
sympathy.  The more did her strange
behavior cause comment.

Mrs. Thompson, for instance, promptly
found her an object for suspicion. In
a matter-of-fact way she mentioned it
to Mrs. Thronik, a lady of superb gen-
erosity as 1o outline, and an overawing
decision of manner.

“ Prob'bly you're right, Mis’ Thomp-
son,” nodded this oracle. *“ If she ain’t
got nothin’ to hide, what’s she so afeard
to talk for? No, no, I allus says it: it
ain’t nachural for a woman to keep ’‘er
mouth shet.” Mrs. Thronik asserted it
positively, a new truth handed out to
the world from her store of vast expe-
rience. 1 wouldn't be one mite sur-
prisedd if Jans had to jump the State,
or somethin’. Any kids? 7

“ Not that T heard tell of)” answered
Mrs. Thompson. *“ and she didn’t bring
none with ‘cr. that's sure.”

“Well.” said the other. in hopeful
self-reliance. “ I'm going to drop in on
‘er to-morrow. an’ I'll see what's doin’,
Of course, we don’t none of us waut to
meddle in no one’s private affairs, but
it’s only right we should savvy what
kind o' people is comin’ here to settle.”

Later. when society happened 1o be in
full session, the Jans topic took on a few
new phases,

“She's oot a kid nine vears old.  She
told me =0 vest’dav.  Goes to a convent
up ta Ogden. She sayvs as how her an’
Jans didn’t think there’d be no decent
school up here in Gleno.  Kind o’ stuck
up. ain’t thev?” This from the grocery-
store keeper’s wife. who had a ten-year-
old daughter herself, growing up in bliss-
ful ignorance of educational benefits.
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“Them kind gener’lly ain’t got nothin’
to be stuck up about,” remarked Mrs,
Thronik, throwing her weight judiciously
in the somewhat slender rocking-chair.

“I think it’s kind o’ nice for ’er to
take so much trouble ’bout the kid’s
schoolin’,” spoke up Mrs. Thompson un-
expectedly.  “ An’ it’s a fact there ain’t
no school here 't all, jus’ now.”

"There was a suggestion of protection
in Mrs. Thompson’s little speech, as if
in atonement for her readily expressed
doubts of a few wecks back.

“I'm thinkin’ mebbe she’s got good

rcason to keep the kid dark,” piped
a weazened, spiteful-looking woman.

“There's all kinds o' people comin’ to

Gleno, ye know.” And she snickered
deprecatingly.
Mrs. Thompson, for some reason,

flushed all over her hard. plain face.
Mrs. Thronik turned heavily upon the
speaker, and fixed her with a reproving
glance for her tactlessness. The pause
that followed was strained. It was Mrs.
Thronik by natural choice who finally
broke it.

“He's the Dbest gambler in Reno. I
heard that from somebody what knows.
And,” she continued with impressive in-
difference, ““ he don’t touch a drop.”

Animation increased to bald astonish-
ment.

“Not a drop?”

“Not a drop. Never touches it in
the saloon, and therc ain’t none in the
house. T was goin’ to show ’‘er how to
make a brandy sauce, an’ she says as she
ain’t got no liquor in the house, never
kep’ it.”

“ Funny thing, ain’t it?” said the
grocery-store lady.

“H'm. Then I bet he goes on reg'lar
toots cvery once i so often. Them's
worse'n if he tuk a little somethin’ every
day.” So said Mrs. Raymond, whose
hushand made a practise of administering
chastisement to his young wife whenever
he “tuk a little somethin’.”

Mrs. Thronik shrugged her shoulders.

“Ain’t been on a spell yet, an’ they
been ere two months,” she observed.

About the beginning of July the nine-
year-old daughter came home from the
convent. Dorothy was a very red-haired
child, with the usual lack of teeth in her
front gums. She looked not the least
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like Mr. Jans, and from her mother she
had inherited only her dark eyes. Other-
wise she was so bashful that she seldom
did anything but grin when spoken to.

AMrs. Thronik beguiled her into her
kitchen one morning, and in her loud-
voiced, motherly way offered Dorothy any
number of round sugary cookies. Dorothy
munched industriously, meanwhile watch-
ing her benefactress black the stove.

“You like it here. Dor’thy? ™ queried
good Mrs. Thronik.

“M'hm.”

“ Like it Dbetter up to Ogden? ™

Dorothy wriggled bashfully on her
chair, and kept silent.

“Think you like it better here?”

“ No,” came the answer.

“§'pose you been livin' longer up to

Ogden. Know more children there, 'S
that it2” .
Mrs. Thronik turned and beamed as

only one can who has an interest in child-
hood's joys and sorrows deeply planted
in her breast.  Dorothy ventured no ‘re-
ply.  Mrs. Thronik hummed a little anti-
quated tune, and pulled off her gloves,
her time-honored stove-blacking gloves.

“Want another cookie. Dor’'thv? Jux'
help you'self. [ jus’ make ’em for the
children 'round here.  Mr. ‘Thronik don’t
care for 'em, an’ I got dyspepsy so bad
I can’t hardly eat nothin” ’t all.”

Evidently Dorothy had no experience
of dyspepsia to draw on. for she munched
without comment.  Mrs. Thronik
sumed her humming.

“Lver live in Reno?” she asked swd-
denly. ““ Reno’s a nice place. Ever been
there?” )

Dorothy sat up straighter. and fastened
her eves on the stove-pipe.

“We lived there a awful long time.
[ like it. I didn’t want to go away. Pa
made ma take me to a convent 'fore she
left.”

“Is that so? I bet vou was glad to
see ver pa an’ ma again up here.”

Dorothy stared at her for a moment.
and then the love of enlightening one's
fellow man overcame her natural shy-
ness, and she burst out in one torrent:

“Oh, it wasn’t this pa what made ma
take me to a convent. This ain't my real
pa, 't all; he’s on’y the man ma got stuck
on. My real pa’s lots older. an’ he an’
ma ust to fight a lot. An’ nen Alfred

re-
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come—he’s my Gleno pa—an’ ma kind o’
tuk a shine to 'im, an’ she went off. An’
my other pa—the real one—tol' ‘er she
could go—"" Dorothy giggled. ‘ He said
lots o' bad words ’cause he caught the
whul bunch of us jus’ when we was goin’
to catch the train.

“Geel The was a big fight, an’ pa
was goin’ to shoot Alfred, but ma

wouldn't let “im; an’ nen pa jus’ trew
'is pistol down, an’ he says they wasn’t
worth .the powder, an’—an’—nen he says
some more bad words, an’ he says ma
could go any place she wanted with
that peeled onion, an’ she'd get all that
she was lookin’ for. "That's what he
savs, honest, I'll cross my heart; an’ nen
he says she got to take the kid—that's
me—to Saint Mary's, or he knew how to
make it hot for 'em; an’ so thev took me
to Saint Mary's, an’ ma cried a lot, an’
I cried a little, an’ Alfred looked mad.
An’ he say bad words, too. an’ he tol
ma to come along an’ they'd fix it all
up afterward, an’—an’'—"

Dorothy stopped. slightly appalled by
Mrs. Thronik’s close attention. Therc
cnsued a pause, and then Dorothy gath-
cred up the remaining cookies in her lap,
and slid off the chair, red-faced and grin-
ning.

“ 1 guess I'd Detter go.” she murmured.
Goo’-hy”

Suddenly remembering her obligations
she turned back.

“ Thanks—for the cookies.”

“ Ol that’s all right,” assured Mrs,
T'hronik, more loud-voiced than even the
bashtulness of her little visitor called for.

When she returned from ushering our
her guest her mouth was tightly closed.
and her eyves were bright little high-lights
behind her spectacles: her whole person
vibrated with energy and importance.
Deftly she placed a pot of potatoes on
her newly blackened stove: with an air
of methodical duty she hung her old
gloves Dbehind the door. fand set the
kitchen clock straight on the table. She di-
vested herself of her blue-checked apron
and, taking down a huge farmer hat
from its hook near the provision cup-
board. she rammed that decisively on her
head. 1t was half-past eleven, no time
for calling even in Gleno. but Mrs.
Thronik had a righteous purpose in
breaking the rules of ctiquette. Deeply
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imbued with that purpose she let herself
out by the only door the house boasted,
and trailed her skirt over the dry, dusty
fox-tails to Mrs. Thompson’s.

II.

“Say, Alfred,” began Mrs. Jans, about
a week later.

Alfred was sitting at the table graced
by its red table-cloth and smoky lamp.
He was reading a San TFrancisco sporting
<heet. e

* Alfred, listen.  You know those old
buttinskis around here ’ave been tryin’
to find somethin’ to talk about?”

Alfred grunted.

“What'f they have?”

“Welll”  with a rising  resentment.
*what'f they have? It’s none o’ their
business, that’s what. Ever since we

come they been pumpin’ an’ pumpin’ to
beat the Dutch. [ won't stand for it.”

Jans looked annoyed.

“They'll stop after a while. They
talk such a lot that none of ’em know
what to believe, so it's all safe.”

There was little satisfaction if much
philosophy in this view, and Mrs. Jans
surrendered her claims to those of the
sporting sheet.

But after she had put Dorothy to bed
she came up Dbehind Jans, and softly
rested her cheek on his head as he sat
still reading. The man turned. an easy
tenderness in his touch as he drew her
down on his lap.

“ Been worryin’, hain’t ye? ” he began,
a  little embarrassed at  his show  of
affeetion. * Been worryin’ vour  little
fool head off ’cause some ol’ hens ’ave
been jawin’. \What they say?” humor-
ing her.

“Seem’s though they found out some-
thin’,”” she faltered. ‘“ An’ scem’s though
they got hold o' some o' the facts.”

The man had a weak face, though
Now, it wore an expression of
He patted her hand gently.

“Well. dearic, what’s done’s  done.
We're trvin’ to fix it, Lord knows.
Mebbe yvou kin get [reed pretty soon now,
an’ then we'll go away for a spell; an’
when we come back they kin talk all
they want to.,”  He gazed at the lamp-
chimney as he spoke instead of at lrer.

“An’ if T can’t get the divorce?”

The helplessness on his face deepened

keen.
helplessness.
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as she searched it for some anchor.
roused himself.

“If you can’t? Dearie, you know
how I care for you, don’t you—don't
you?” he urged. *“That’s all we need.
There’s never been another woman I
thought so much of; an’, so help me,
I'll never care for another.  You know
that, don’t vou, dearie? Ain't I shown
it to yve cver since—since—"  He held
her hands tighter as he spoke, and there
was a ring ol real conviction in his voice.

It was to such a slender thing that
she had clung many times before; and
now, too, her trouble gradually gave
wav: and as she lifted her candid eyes
to his smooth, boyish face, he was agree-
ably certain of her belicl in him.

“Anyway, Alfred,” she said more
cheerfully, ““we got to get married an’
settle the whole thing decent. That’s
sure. It's for Dorothy, honey.  For my-
self "—and her eves shone as if with
pride—" for myself there’d be no two
wavs about it. I'd follow ve as long as
ye'd let me. Yes, honest T would. But
Dorothy. she can’t grow up hearin’ things
about 'er mother an’ findin’ out they’re
true, an’ all that. [It’s an awful thing
for a girl.”

“Dor’'thy ain’t no slouch,” returned
Jans.  *““ She’s got er eyes open, an’ she
keeps 'er mouth shut.  Don’t you worry
none about Dor’thy. You wouldn’t leave
me jus’ ’count o’ her, would ye?"” he
asked almost playfully; but her failure
to respond gave life to a tiny spark of
suspicion.  “Would you?” he*demand-
ed more sharply.

“1 don't know, Alfred,” sighed the
woman. ‘‘ It ain’t a easy thing to think
of. If you really cared for me,” she
added. turning reproachfully to him,
“you wouldn’t ask me no question like
that.  You wouldn’t want me to do
nothin’ but what’s best. ‘T'hat’s the way
I'd feel about it.”

But he was quite ready to dodge the
issue by this time.

“Well. never mind. dearie,” he said,
kissing and biting her fingers. * We're
makin’ a lot o’ trouble for ourself, wor-
ryin’ ’bout somethin’ that’ll never hap-
pen, prob’bly.  You'll get your divorce,
an’ then we'll fix it up so no old tabbies
can get their mouth full.”

When he prepared “to go over to the

Jans
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shack jus’ to sec what's doin’,” at
about ten o’clock, he was care-free and
whistling.

Dorothy finished her uneventful little
vacation in Gleno and returned duly to
Ogden.  Her mother wanted to take her
there, but Jans protested Ditterly.

“She’s a smart kid, an’ she kin go
alone jus’ ’s well ’s not. 1 can’t keep
house while you're gone. We'll get
somebocly to look after 'er as far’s Reno,
an’ the sisters’ll meet ’er there.”

And her mother instinct being sorely
torn between these two children depend-
ent upon her. the woman yiclded to the
more insistent  demand  and  stayed in
Gleno.

Flowever, later in the winter, the time
came when she had to go.  All that had
been troubling her was at stake in Reno.
Jans revolted again, although he admit-
ted the neccessity this time. He had a
childish dread of letting her out of his
sight.  Then he proposed going with
her, but she downed that suggestion at
one blow.

“lt’s my affair an’ his,” she told him
quictly. “ You're not nceded, an’ you'd
hetter not be round.”

He accepted that decision and helped
her make ready.

’

III.

Sxow was lying feet deep all over
Gleno,  except where  necessity had
prompted the tunneling of little paths,
or where some stray tcam from “up be-
youd " had left deep furrows and hoof-
marks in the road.  The sky was a uni-
form listless gray, with no prospect of
later sunshine.

The little narrow-gage railway starts
in the jmorning whenever the engineer
finishes breakfast, be that seven o’clock
or ten. Mr. and Mrs. Jans arrived in
the tiny waiting - room at seven - thirty,
ancd sat busily talking.  Mrs. Jans's eyes
were sparkling with life as she gave part-
ing directions or discussed the possibili-
ties attending her trip. There was a
hopeful tone between the two, although
Jans’s uncasy glances at the woman’s
tace showed that his dread amounted to
absolute fear when he contemplated her
actual absence.

Much was left unsaid when the loco-
motive puffed out of its shed part-way

4C
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down the road and came clanging impor-
tantly toward the depot. Then there
ensued the daily backing and bumping,
shifting [reight-cars off the siding, and
shunting them back again; the little
whistle raised its discordant pipe, the bell
swayed viciously., Fat, pompous, and
dictatorial, the station-master roared his
commands and displeasure.

“(Good-by. dearie; take care of your-
sclf,” Dbegged Jans,

“Yes, yes, of course; an’ don’t forget
what I told ye about that jelly. Mrs.
Thompson'll look in on you once in a

while.  Oh, yes, I'll be all right!  Don’t
catch  cold, Alfred. Now, remember.
An’ Alfred ” —she drew him  farther

down to her and looked at him hard—
“Alfred,” she said in a lowered voice,
“ remember what you promised me—not
to touch it—never—not a drop.”

Jans grew red and rose hastily.

*Oh, sure!  That's all right, dearie;
don’t worry. I'll have to go now.
Wire me from Reno, and come back’s
soon’s you can.  Good-by, good-by!”

The little train swaved and grunted
while these two waved and smiled, and
waved again, as long as the woman could
keep the man’s lonely figure in sight
from her window. One or two railway
men. who had come up on a flying trip
of inspection, regarded the little woman
in the plaid traveling-coat with curiosity ;
touching domestic scene did not come in
their list of Gleno characteristics.

That midnight, when  Jans  finally
came home, he stumbled over a chair as
he elumsily it the lamp 5 then he looked
round.  There was almost open animos-
ity in the officious ticking of the alarm-
clock.  The lamp smoked more than
usual. and the fire Mrs. Thompson had
made was sick and cheerless.  He was
an alien in his own house: and outside,
it was all still and loncly — infinitely
lTonelv.

Jans by no means acknowledged all
this; in his own mind he was simply
tired. and he missed “her.”  Ile fell to
wondering what she was doing at that
precise minute,  Sleeping, of  course.
Well, at what hotel was she staving,
where had she eaten dinner, how had she
weathered her journey? He pictured to
himiself how unprotected and  helpless
she would feel without him,
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The clock ticked with sardonic amuse-
ment.  Unprotected—helpless! No, Jans
had to admit reluctantly, that was a
false picture. She had often been un-
protected, but never had she been help-
less. It was, indeed, her strength on
which he leaned so confidently, only half
aware that he was leaning; it was her
indomitable will that kept him true to a
rather rash promise—not to touch a drop.

With her it had been a matter of prac-
tical consideration when she had bound
him to that. He gambled Dbetter when
he was sober, and gambling was his trade.
Of course he promised—every man does.
But he had kept his promise; and how
many men are there. thought Jans. who
can Dboast of that? Jans felt distinetly
noble when his musings led him to this
point. He had kept his promise—not a
drop had he touched ; against all tempta-
tions —and to Jans in this mood the
temptations acquired a prodigious power
—he had kept his promise. Why, come
to think of it. he hadn’t had a drink for
more than five months.

For a moment his thoughts ranged
over into the possible result on his rela-
tions with her if he should fall from
grace; she had an unexpected strain of
fanaticism in her at times, he had dis-
covered.  But he veered comfortably
aside before he had explored the subject
to any unpleasant extent.

However, even self-approval is a very
poor offset against loncliness, and Jans
mourned pitifully around his house day
by day. He felt her spirit in every inch
of the little unpapered cabin, and yet he
missed her presence; withal there was
beginning to arise in him a strange un-
easiness to which, even had it been deh-
nite enough for that, he would not have
dared to give a name for his own peace’s
sake. And above and. beyond everything
else, there was his awful need of her
How he needed her!

Mrs. Thompson did look in on him
occasionally.  She built neat little fires;
she prepared little suppers for him, and
arranged them almost daintily on the
bright red table-cloth.

Once. after about a week of Jan's un-
happy Dbachelor life, Mrs. Thompson
stepped over with something on her arm
carefully tucked up in a napkin. She
found Jans at home. reading the usual
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sporting sheet. He greeted her with a
wan smile, and attempted to thank her
for all her little ministrations: but she
warded him summarily off by asking him
whether he had heard f[rom his wife
latelv. At that Jans's spirit brightened.
and, making a dive into his inside pocket.
he brought out an envelope with stiff-
looking writing on the face.

“Sure. Got a letter last night—Dbeen
delayed by all this snow. Oh, yes, she's
gettin’ along fine.  Sends ’er regards to
vou, too.  Guess she'll he home soon now.
Good thing,” he added laughing. “If
she'd stay away much longer T might
begin to get Jonesome.”  Which did
not deceive M Thompson in the least :
but she smiled pleasantly. and sent her
regards in return.

AN here's a cake for ve!” she went
on, setting the tucked-up object on the
table, and removing the napkin.

“ 1 was bakin® to-day, an’ I thought
vou might kind o° like a taste.”

Jans stared at the cake. It was heauti-
ful in its frosted whiteness. Jans stared
until the cake began to grow larger in
his eves, and the firm white outlines be-
came blurred.

“ Tt—she—" he began huskily.

But Mrs. Thompson broke in on him.

“Yes, vour wife give me the receipt.
It’s real good. 1 think, don’t you? Well.
I guess that's all, then.,  There'’s nothin’
more 1 can do for ve. is there?”  She
carefully avoided looking at him as he
stood, the picture of wo, before the white
cake. * Might as well do it. now I'm
over here. Hope vou'll like the cake.
Mr. Jans. J'H be back to-morrow some
time.  Good night.  Oh. no. that's all
right—I can find my way out.  Good
night.  Don’t forget to give my regards
to vour wife."”

Jans closed the door and turned again
to the cake. This was the last straw.
this practical. homey reminder of her
who used to bake that very same cake
in this very samc house only a week ago.
And now. where was she — and would
she ever come back?  More definitely.
more unendurably. recurred that un-
named doubt of her—a vague distrust of
the future born of the knowledge of her
false past. ‘There was that cake. like a
mocking keepsake left him from time
cone forever. 1t broke down Jans’s en-
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forced hold on himself. The cake heard
and saw strange things, and it was never
eaten.

Iv. -

Two more days and the news went
around Gleno that Jans was drinking,
and drinking harc. It was curious to
note the effect on the good people about.
Mrs. Thronik was positive that Jans's
wife had decidec to leave him, and he
had taken to drink as a natural conse-
quence.  Probably when Mrs. Jans—
they still all called her that for con-
venience—hac reached Reno, she had
thought Detter of ‘ going to ruin with
that peeled onion”; probably her real
husband had made a lot of money in the
meantime.

Ars. Thronik wanted, above all things,
to be charitable in her thoughts toward
the little woman. “ Poor thing,” she
said, *“we can’t all be decent.”  But she
sympathized loudly with forsaken M.
Jans, and hoped the woman would find
out the mischief she had done. Al-
though you couldn’t hardly blame her,
either—a woman always had a kind of
hankering after her lawful man, even if
she did fall in love with somebody else
now and then. Besides, money, she said
impressively, could do anything.

Mrs. Raymond merely said, “1 told
yvou s0.” She had carned the right to
say it.  Others took sides, some calling
Jans a brute and a beast for going on
a hooze the minute her back was turned,
and he pretending to he so straight while
she was there.  ‘The remainder blamed
Mrs. Jans severely for leaving him at
all, when she knew there was danger of
his succumbing.  All of them wondered
how it would turn out.

Mrs. Thompson managed to keep her
own counsel in the midst of these con-
jectures and opinions.  Onlyv when some
one told her that “ Jans’s been hittin® the
bottle for three days straight, now,” did
she say: “\What'll the poor thing do
when she gets back!” Meanwhile, she
still went over to the Jans home to build
fires and arrange suppers, but she always
found the place exactly as she left it
and the bed wvas never slept in.

On the fourth day it was noised about
that Jans was getting troublesome; on
the fifth, that he had relapsed into a
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stupor, from which he roused himself
only to tilt his ever-ready flask.  Gleno
was fascinated by the generous reckless-
ness of this tear.

(n the night ol the sinth day. Mrs.
Jans returned.  The little train had
had hard work to make its way over the
snowed-up road, and it was ten o’clock
when it finally wheezed up to the Gleno
station.  There was no one there to meet
her, and Mrs. Jans carried her suit-case
unaided to her little home, only a few
hundred feet distant.

The place was in total darkness, and
she had to grope around for a match to
light the lamp. On the table was a
plate, a knife, a fork, a loaf of bread,
some butter beside it, and a little platter
of chipped beef. In the stove smoldered
the remains of a fire, and in a pot she
found some overboiled potatoes Dburst-
ing through their skins in the discolored
water.

Without looking farther, Mrs. Jans re-
moved her hat and heaved a sigh, half
relief, half regret; then she undid her
manifold wraps. She replenished the
fire, and stood over the stove a moment
warming her hands. Her face was in
shadow, but her attitude spoke a weari-
ness without hope of rest.  Presently she
pulled a chair over to her and sat down,
her feet on the fender, her eves fixed
on a little hole in the stove-cover through
which she could see the dance of the yel-
low flame. The clock tick-tocked, with
an odd little rasping flaw recurring at
intervals: it captured her attention each
time. alert as she was to details.  Occa-
sionally the winter wind whistled around
the house corners.

Only as the fire died lower and lower
did her energy awaken to any action, and
then, finally, the ticking of the clock led
her to wonder about the time. She rosc,
and for a moment pressed her fingers
hard to her eyes and drew her hands
down her face. slowlv, with almost a
hint of age in the simple gesture. Turn-
ing resolutely, she looked for the clock,
and saw with a queer sensation of fear
that it was nearly one in the morning.
Alfred should be at home, she thought.

At that instant she began to hear a
voice amid the howling of the wind. At
first it was inarticulate, only occasional
notes distinguishable ; soon she made out



436 THE
an attempt at singing, and she stopped
to listen, one hand clenched on the table.
As it grew clearer she could hear vaths
coming in intervals when the original
words were evidently forgotten.

When footfalls stumbled on the step.
her figure stiffencd; and yvet she had
known all along. The door was fluny
open, and an icy gust penetrated the
room. A moment later a man lumbered
across the threshold and shut the door
behind him.

His hat was crushed and dirty. his
clothes dilapidated; he himsclf seemed
to have shrunken together inside of them.
He blinked stupidly at the light; sev-
eral times he sniffed and drew his sleeve
across his face.  Slowly detaching him-
self from the wall against which he was
leaning, he lurched toward a chair by
the table, and as he came into the circle
of lamplight he saw the woman opposite
him.  His bloodshot eyes stared wider,
his mouth twitched ineffectuallyv. and he
pawed the table with foolish, trembling
hands.

“ Hallo,” he said i a high strain.

She did not answer, and her lips were
set as a groove in a stone.

* Hallo,” said the man once more.
and laughed as he dropped into the chair.
With the added fecling of security. he
tried to straighten himsell. and he fum-
bled with his tie, hanging looscly down
his unbuttoned wvest.

“Hallo. T say. Gla’ t" sce ve back.”
As though proud of his effort. he feered
reassuringly over at her. He expected
a response. It annoyed him. this silence

gave him a curious sense of impending
catastrophe.

“Ha' a nice time? 7 he asked feebly.

I't was hard to keep his head from roll-
ing over sideways. Why wouldn’t that
fool woman answer?  He glared at her.

“ Hallo!™ he shouted. Then he rose.
painstakingly, from his chair, furious at
her obstinacy.

“ D" ye hear me say hallo?
hallo!”

Wild with rage. he seized the platter
of chipped beef.

“ Curse ye, answer me!”

With all his drunken strength he
hurled the platter at her. and then made
for her, as if to follow up his missile.
Down he went, with a crash and a few

[
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more oaths.  She grasped the lamp just
in time to save it from falling with the
table-cloth that he snatched in his fury.

h V.

Jans was deathly sick; all Gleno
knew that. And Jans's wife was nurs-
ing him with a devotion that was not
merely assumed for spectators.  [n fact,
she was so very untiring and uncomplain-
ing that Gleno, slightly puzzled and sen-
timentally touched. suspended judgiment
until the Jans affairs should be normal
again.  In the meantime, Gleno De-
sieged Mrs. Jans with honest proffers of
help ; some even showed a willingness to
watch—and listen—at the bedside of the
wildly raving man, although they knew
well that she would never allow it.

Night and day she was there, soothing
him in his worst delirtums and peering
anxiously into his face during his stu-
pors. And at all times there was un-
faltering love in her eyes and the ycarn-
ing mother-touch in her fingers.

There came the day when Jans awoke
from it all.  Sunshine was drifting
through the winter-frosted glass, lighting
up the familiar red table-cloth. He
could scee a strip of it through the bed-
room door, and he had a feeling of con-
tent. A warm hand was holding his
own, and there was safety in the clasp :
he looked up and saw her face over him.
He smiled into it with childlike pleasure.
Then his sense gave another bound to-
ward consciousness, and he lost the look
of the contented child.

Y Dearie, I've been—"

“Yes, Alfred. vou've been sick.”

“Alhm. T remember.”

He waited, slowly collecting his
thoughts.  Suddenly one idea stood out
sharply (rom the rest.

“T wasn't sick. 1 was drunk.” he
quavered.  “ 1 was drunk as a log, an’
I struck ye. Ye can’t tell me [ didn't.
I struck ye.”

“ Alfred, darling, don’t talk: vou'll

make yourself sick again. Please, Al-
fred.”
But her remonstrance only  excited

him the more. His veins stood out in
his effort to speak when his voice failed.

“T was drunk. Lord. an’ I struck ve.
Dearie. tell me honest, now—did I hurt
ye?> "
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The pitiful anxiety in his tone made
her smile as she shook her head in the
negative.

“Aw. yere lyin’ to me” he stumbled
on in his passion of repentance.  *Aw’
vou never said a word, an’ vou jus
nursed me an’ did for me, an’ 1 promiscd
never to touch a drop.  Let me alone.
I tell veo T will talk.” Ie tried to
raise himself on his elbow in spite of her
entreaties to lie still. “ I'm a low-down
Deast, an’ 1 ain’t fit for a woman like
vou to wipe ’er feet on me. What ve so
good to me for?” he whimpered. ** Why
don’t ve let me dic like a dog?”

“ Alfred. you're makin’ me feel awful
bad. honey,” she broke in.

I'he man turned over and hid his face.
When he looked at her again, his strength
had returned and his voice was steady.

*“What're ye goin’ to do now?” he
asked. )

The question came unexpectedly. and
caught her off-guard.

“1? Whatm I goin’ to do?” she
stammered.  “ Why, I'm goin’ to nurse

ve ull ye get well, Alfred.”

“Yes, an’ then what?” he pursued
relentlessly, and his eves would not waver
from her face.

“Answer me, dearie—don’t be afraid.
1 ain't fit for a woman like you to stay
with me, anyhow.”

ITe took her hands in his own, as
though their positions were reversed now.

“ Oh, Alfred.” began the woman, “ I'd
rather you wouldn’t ’ave asked me that
jus® yet.  This ain’t the time for it.
You'll get vourself  all  excited—an’
there's time enough.”

*Tell me.”

“ 1 can’t stay with
out. inarticulate as an

He said nothing to break the silence.
but his grasp loosened on her hands.
Softly, insinuatingly. scarcely bidden, his
gamester’s instinets began to assert them-
selves. It was a game. and the stakes
were high. At last he spoke.

““That’s what I thought, dearie,” he
said  quicetly  enough.  “ It serves me
right. \What happened down to Reno? ™

A sob escaped her, despite her fight
for control.

“ Alfred,” she cried. “ T'm tryin’ to
do what's right. Don’t make it hard
for me.”

ve)” she brought
actual groan.
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“Won't ye tell me about it?” he
begged. His sincerity was genuine as
vet.  “ [—it’s nearly killin® me.”

She bent closely over him.

“ I've thought it all- out tiil my brain’s”
sick,” she said softly, as though to make
it casier that way. “ 1 couldn’t get the
—the divorce. [ tried awtul hard, an'—
an’—I had a tough time of it there for
a while.  He—he—it couldn’t be done
‘thout my givin’ up Dor’thy; an’, Al-
fred, 't scem’s though I couldn’t do that,
even for you. Understand, Alfred?”

The man closed his eyes. e wanted
to do the unselfish thing—he wanted to
be square ; but how could he give her up
when he needed her so?  Besides. the
game was on now, and he had to play.

“Alfred, T Tove ve better'n ye'll ever
know,” went on the voice at his ear. and
her breath caught as she said it.  “ An’
if it was jus’ mysclf, why, I'd let the
vhole outfit go to the deuce. But Dor’-
thy. she’s my child, an’ it wouldn’t be
right. 1 can’t give ’er up, my own child.
Don’t ye see, Alfred? Don’t ye see?”

He moved a trifle beneath her hand,
but he made no reply; this was not his
cue to speak.

“It’s hard, Alfred, it’s the hardest
thing I ever done, an’ scem’s though I
couldn’t hardly do it, after all. But it’s
the right thing to do, ain’t it? You see,
it’s the on'y thing to, don't ye?”

She was fighting her own soul with
all that strength that had so often up-
held his. e knew it—knew it with the

gambler’s  intuition of his  opponent’s
hand.

“Sure, T sce that, dearie.  You
couldn’t leave Dor’thy.  When're ye

goin’? "’ he sighed.

She took her sleeve between her teeth
and tore at it,,

“ Soon’s you get well, T guess.”

When she had hersell in hand again,
she went on:

“At first. 1 wasn't goin’ to come back

't all. 1 was jus’ goin’ to write ve an’
go away. But [ got to thinkin’'—I

thought about ve all the time an’—an’—
first thing 1 knew [ was on the train,
comin’ hack here. An’'—an’—I thought
—jus’ onct more I want to sec 'im, to
see if ev'rything’s all right, an’ nen—"

“An’ I come home drunk’s a beast.”
For an instant the game was forgotten.
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“Well, Alfred, first — 1 thought my
heart would jus’ natur’lly break. Seemed
like the whole world was goin® wrong.”
She stopped a moment; then she said
suddenly, sharply: “ Alfred! ™ She even
shook his shoulders a trifle.  “ You're
goin’ to keep straight. d've hear?  Even
if I'm not here? It'd simply kill me
worryin’ if I'd had to think—  You'll
promise, won't ye, Allred?”

“ Me promise?  Dearie. what's  the
use?  What'd my promise ’'mount to
anvhow, and what'd [ care to promisc
for after you're gone? ™

“But, Alfred—" 1t was a oy for
mercy, for she, too, saw the end.

“Never mind me. little woman.  It's
where T get off.”

“There's  Dor'thy —7 [Her  vaice

choked helplessly.

“Yes. there's Dor'thy.”

Then the man turned his face 1o the
wall again.  He waited now. Be it said
to his credit, he had compunction. There
Dorothy.  But could this woman
want her child with that same  impe-
rious demand, that same need with which
he wanted Zer?  No. there was no use:
he must have her.  He needed her. he
loved her, he was fighting for what was
his. It wasn’t a square gamble. perhaps.
but still he waited, building on the out-
come. Without looking at her. he could
see just how she stood retreated against

w'as
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the wall, her great dark eyes brimflul of
the self-surrendering  passion that had
come to enrich his worthless life.  And
he should give that up for Dorothy?

The silence was lengthening into min-
utes. It came over him that maybe his
hand was called—perhaps Dorothy had
woll out in spite of his brilliunt blufl.
The sudden fear impelled him to open
his eves and stare at her wildly, like a
child taken from its mother.  Then she
came as she had always come, as she had
deserted home, husband, and fair name:
she threw herself on her knees by his
bedside and clung to his arm.

CAlfred. Alfred. 1 can’t do it. [ can't.
I love ve so. It's a sin, Lord forgive me.
an’ I'm a bad woman. But—but [ can't
leave ve, I can’t!”
“There. there, dearie. don’t take on

IUs for the best. I'd gone plumb
to the dogs “thout ve. an” if ye love me
like that, ve'd be miserable without me.
[ ain’t savin’ I deserve it.”

Long after. with the sound of her care-
ful footsteps coming to him from the
kitchen, he dozed off to sleep, and the
smile of the contented child had returned
to his face. He had her now—had her
forever: his need glossed his methods.
And as for the raw wound in her heart
—he gently turned his tentative con-
jectures aside when they threatened to
become unpleasant.

S0,

EASTER.

OxNE with the fair, white lilies. purc as the spotless snow,
A message of joy was uttered, centuries ago ;

The c¢hill of a winter was broken. the dawn came of love and peace

=3
D

It was Easter morn that brought them, with echoes that shall not cease.

Under dim eastern windows. sad with the symbols of night.

Suddenly blazed forth a splendor that put life’s sorrows to flight.
An azure softer and bluer shone in the orient sky,

TFor a glory unheard of was witnessed, as the Easter hours went by

The peaks of the purple mountains, the soft wind’s balmier breath,
Joined well with the reverent wonder which fell on Nazareth:
Since He who had walked by the Jordan, and hallowed Galilee,

The doors of life had opened. for

wonders vet to be.

Out of despair and darkness, up from sorrow and night,
Arose the song of the ages, with its gifts of jov and light:

Whose tale of triumph and glory,

Shall come to all men and nations,

of sorrow and faith sublime,
dark-shadowed by fate and time.
Jocl Benton.



THE DUKE'S PAWN/S

BY FRANCES OLIN.

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.
DO\v LUIS DE FERIA, in love with Mercedes de Toledo, ward of the Duke of Alva,

is on his way to the house of Countess Emanucle. A stranger hands him a sealed

package. mistaking him for Florence Montmorency, Baron AMontigny. to whom
[Feria l)earx a resemblance. At the mansion Feria tinds the countess's maid in terror. the
countess in a swoon, and Mercedes on her knees before a man who is threatening her.
He recognizes Don Carlos, heir to the throne. Feria disarms the prince and announces
Mercedes as his affianced wife. Countess limanuele counsels Feria to flee from Madrid.
“As he leaves the house. e is set upon by three masked figures, who bear him away in a
litter.

The Duke of Alva is anxious to lure the Netherland Counts Egmont, Horn, and
Orange to Drussels. He is advised by his natural son, Don Ferdinando, to usc the DBaron
Montigny for this task, or suggests his double, Feria.

17eria hesitates to accept the duke's proposal, but {inally consents to go to the Nether-
lands, posing as Montmorency.  Successful in this réle. he persuades Count lHorn to go
with him to the tourncy at Brusscls.  IFeria is commanded by Alva to take Horn and
Egmont to Don Ferdinando’s hbanquet and bring them immediately afterward to the duke's
prescnce at Culemborg House.

Feria is wounded in the tourney and suspects a sceret enemy, preswmably Carlos.
Egmont is warned not to go to the hanquet. hut Don Ferdinando’s scheme being carried
through, Egmont and Horn arc enticed to Alva’s house and put in separate rooms, strongly
guarded.  Alva compliments [Feria on the success of his efforts, gives him a document
bearing the roval seal, and bids him hasten to Dillenburg to play a similar trick on \Will-

iam of Orangec.

CHAPTER VI tions sure to follow his longer stay in
Brussels. He  had  completely hood-
winked Egmont and Ilorn; but he had
T —\ERIA found, as Alva had grown fond of the ill-fated noblemen,
told him. a horze =addled and to face them after their knowledge
and in waiting for him  of his deception seemed more than he
in  the courtvard  of could bear.
Culemborg House.  The T'he prince, at least, was an unknown
groom had had his in- quantity, and there was a strong clement
structions,  for as Feria mounted and  of excitement in trying to dupe so astute
gathered up the bridle the man spoke: aman.  Ile galloped rapidly through the
“I'he duke told me to remind you, my  citv. Night had come on, and most of
lord. that you were to leave by the north  the streets were dark. As he paused a
gate, and that vour men would be wait-  moment in one of the public squares, the
ing for you outside.” better to get his bhearings for the north
Alva had, indeed, planned every detail — gate, he heard a clatter of hoofs hehind
of the hurried trip to Dillenburg.  Re-  him.  Ilce turned quickly as a mounted
lavs of horses were to be furnished every  groom in the livery of the duke came up
few hours, and the men selected as re-  with hin
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tainers for the assumed Baron Montigny Both man and horse seemed blown,
knew all the roads leading to the frontier.  ‘I'he man, after a moment. spoke:

Feria wax, in truth. thankful to bhe “Am T addressing Baron Montigny? ”
vone.  Although the difficulties connected Feria nodded stifflv.
with his mission to Orange were enor- “Then,” said the man Dbreathlessly,

mous, he preferred them to the revela- “ 1 am to give you a message from the
* This story began in THE CAVALIER for February.
439
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duke.  He has important instructions for
vou that were forgotten, and he s wait-
ing for vou at the house of Count Mat-
teo.’

“ Where is that? " asked Feria.

YA few streets from here)” said the
man evasively : “ T will guide yvou.”

Without a suspicion. Feria turned his
horse’s head and followed his guide. It
scemed to him not uunatural that on so
delicate a mission something should have
been forgotten.

‘They drew up before a somber-looking
house on a side street.

“Does Count Matteo live here? ™
asked Feria in surprise.  He had heard
of the count’s great wealth, and this
house seemed an ordinary mansion.

“He is here for the present.” said the
man briefly, “and the duke awaits vou
inside.”

Feria knew the duke and Count Mat-
teo were intimate  friends. He o dis-
mounted.

“You will look after my horse,” he
said carelessly, and pounded on the mas-
sive door with his whip-handle.

In a moment the great door swung
open, and Feria stepped  inside.  He
found himselfl in a long. narrow passage-
way., dimly lighted. A man servant with
an inscrutable face held up o lighted
candle.

*This way. my lord,” he murmured.

FFeria followed him with hasty steps.
The door at the rear of the hall imme
diately opened. and Feria found himself
in a large. brilliantly lighted room that
for the moment was empty.

He looked around in bewilderment.
A sudden doubt crossed his mind, and
he turned to retrace his steps: but an-
other door opened. and one of the most
beautiful women he had ever seen stoud
before him.  He tried to collect his scat-
tered wits.  He had seen this face be-

fore.
The woman who faced Feria was
voung and beautifully proportioned. She

was small in stature, but so perfect in
shape one thought not of her height.
Her eyes were large and lustrouws, and
her dark hair clustered in tiny tendrils

about her oval face. She wore a blue.
silken robe. embroidered with pearls.
She  stood Dbefore Feria with clasped

hands. and looked at him long and in-
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scrutably.  As she gazed, the knowledge
came to him suddenly whe she was. The
miniature shown him by the Countess
Florn was of this woman. and it
NMme. Montigny.

In planning their adventure the duke
had agreed with Feria that on no ac-
count was he to encounter the wile ol
Baroy Montigny.  This scemed possible
since. Mme. Montigny was in delicat
health, had a young child, and had heen
living during her husband’s absence in
Spain on her father’s estate in Tourainc.
Feria’s sojourn in Brussels was so bricl
a one that the news of his return might
easily not reach Mme. Montigny before
his departure for Germany: and after

was

his return with Orange the discovery of
his identity would not matter. He had

pleaded his  wife’s delicate health to
Egmont and Horn as the reason for not
bringing her immediately to  Brussels.
and that had seemed to them reasonable.

As the two gazed silently at each
other, several schemes passed through
Feria’s fertile Dbrain, the most persistent
of which was to take her, in part. into
his confidence. but to give her a pre-
tended reason for his disguise.  T'hat she
should actually take him for her husband
did not cross his mind—it was too wildly
improbable.

While he struggled for the fitting
words, she spoke, looking at him with
calm, direct gaze:

“1 did not expect this treatment [rom
vou. I'lorence, although you have written
so infrequently of late.  When 1 was
informed that you were in DBrussclz with
the Duke of Alva I came immediately to
the city.  Why did you not send me
word that you were here? ”

Then she took him for the Baron
Montigny. He rapidly took in the sit-
uation.  He had been summoned to this
house to meet the Duke of Alva. Was
it her ruse, or another’s?  “I'hat he must
know, but it forced him to keep up the

masquerade. He knelt before her and
kissed her hands.  His voice was low and
husky :

“ Have patience with me! Have pa-
tience with me, and later I will tell vou
all! T have secret and weighty Dusiness
for the king and must not linger even
for my wife. Did you summon me here.
or did the duke?” He looked directlv
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up at her with a sudden. picreing glance
that commanded an honest answer.

“ T summoned you,” she said. “ I sent
a message through one of the duke’s
servants, for I could not be sure yvou
would come to me otherwise.”  She be-
gan to sob. ‘“Oh, what an ending this is
to our love, Florence—what an ending ! ”

Feria was at his wit’s end.  Make up
with her and kiss her he dare not.  That
was sure discovery.  One role only could
he play with the faintest chance of suc-
cess.  He stooped until he kissed the
hem of her robe.

“ I am not worthy of your love.” he
said faintly, “nor can 1 tell vou now
what brought mc to Brussels. Later I
will tell vou everything, but to-night vou
must let me go on pressing business for
the king.”

He sprang suddenly to his feet as he
spoke, and looked down at her.

She suddenly colored from brow to
chin. She was unspeakably lovely.

1 owill Tet you go, Florence.” she said
after a moment, “ on one condition— thut
you take some supper with me before vou

depart. That is a small favor [or a wife
to ask.”
Feria inwardly chatfed and fumed.

The men and horses were waiting out-
side the gate.  Every moment was pre-
cious, and he had already lost time.  But
he could not be rough with her. and he
wished to avoid a scene.

Y1 cannot give you explunations to-

night,” he said hurriedly: “and my
business is pressing.  Will vou not let

me go and trust me?”

“T will let vou go in a quarter of an
hour,” she said firmly: “ but we will
have supper first.”  She touched a bell.
and two men in vellow livery entered the
roon.

“ Bring in supper at once.”
dered.

In a moment. as if by magic. a table
was brought in. laid, and the two were
scated.  Feria was uncomfortable and ill
at  ease.  What could this  beautiful
woman think of a husband so cold and
churlish?  But the servants were present,
and he must say something.

“T have much to tell vou of Spain”
he blurted out: “some time vou will go
there, and I wish vou to sce it with my
eves.” )

she or-
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“ Do you care for it? " she asked soft-
Iv.  She never took her cves from his
face. o

“Yes.  One soun learns to love it he
said with forced lightness: " the skics
are bluer and the grass greener than in
this land of rain.”

She gave him a peculiar look.

“Why did you call it in your letters
a gloomy prison?”  Ferin felt that he
was in deep waters.

“That was when I was out of favor
with the king,” he said with sudden in-
spiration.  * Now that I have his con-
fidence again, the witchery of the land
is upon me.”

The two had ecaten rapidly in obe-
dience to Feria's desire to hasten his de-
parture. and Mme. Montigny made a
sign to the servants to depart.  She rose
abruptly from her seat when they were
again alone, and came close to Feria.

“Tell me,” she said brokenly, and sud-
denly threw her arms about his neck:
“ Florence. do vou love another woman? ™

Feria released the arms and held the
small hands firmly in his own. e must
bring the interview to an end at all haz-
ards.

“1 will tell you everything when 1
return,” he said huskily: “ 1 will tell
vou what will satisfy you then. 1 can-
not now.” Ile rose, and stood facing her.

“Trust me,” he said entreatingly, and
backed toward the door through which
he had entered.

“Stop!” An instantaneous change
passed over the beautiful woman.  Her
eves flashed. Her nostrils dilated.  You
will not lcave this room until you have
proved to me that vou are my husband.”
Feria looked at her dismayed.

“Do you not think that [
Baron Montigny?”

“No! You have the face of my hus-
band, his figure, his manner even: but
vou have not his voice, nor his charac-
ter.”

The game seemed up, but a sudden
inspiration came to Feria. He remem-
bered the packet, still in his doublet, that
had been handed to him by the mysteri-
ous stranger in Madrid,  He drew it
forth.

“ Do you think T could come into pos-
session of this if I were not the Baron
Montigny?”

am the
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She scized the packet with a cry and

tore it open.  T'he ring {ell on the floor

as she eagerly scanned the handwriting.

“It is my letter to my husband.” she
wailed.  She picked up the ring. It is
my ring and my letter,” she moaned;
“and oh, how like him—how like him
vou are!”

She paced the room. wringing her
hands.  She was the picture of anguish
and indecision.

Feria moved closger to the
turned for a last worcl

“When I return everything shall be
clear between us. T will keep back noth-
ing. Now, I must go.” He put his
hand on the door.

Like a cat. she sprang upon him and
pushed him into the room. He was so
taken by surprise that he did not in-
stantly repulse her.  With a swilt move-
ment she tore open his right sleeve and
disclosed his naked arm.  When she saw
it she uttered a cry, and before he
graspecl the situation she put to her lips
a small silver whistle which she wore
concealed beneath her dress.

Before Feria could speak or turn. his
hands were  seized, his sword  wrested
from him. and he was securely bound by
three masked men, who had entered on
the sounding of the whistle.

One of the men removed his mask. It
was the face of the unknown assailant in
the courtyard of Culemborg House. He
regarded Feria with an evil glitter in
his eves.

“Twice T have failed to kil vou,”™ he
said savagelv. * but I think the third time
I shall be successful.”

Feria fixed his ceves on Mme.
tigny.  His only hope lay in her.

“Will vou tell me the meaning of
thix?2 ™ he said steadily. The woman's
beautiful eves blazed with indignation.

“When I besought yvou a few moments
ago. sire to give me the proof that T de-
sired. vou put me off. 1 will he more
gracious than vou. When this man here ™
—she waved her hand toward the un-
masked straner—“ camie to me in Tou-
raine and told me there was a man in
Brussels impersonating my  hushand, 1T
refused to helieve hime It was too fan-
tastic—too improbable.  But T was trou-
hled, and at last T agreed to come to
Brussels, take a house, and secure an

door and

Mon-
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interview with this false Baron Mon-
tigny.

“1 found on reaching here there was
indeed some one passing for my hus-
band, and T believed in some horrible
plot against Baron Montigny in Spain.
I agreed to entrap you here and deliver
vou over to these men., [ was greatly
startled when T saw you. the resemblance
was so wonderful.  Still, T could see
little differences—though when you gave
me the ring and the letter my mind for
a moment misgave me.”

“AWell,” said Feria as she paused a
moment.

“AWelll” NMme. Montigny  continued,
and her eyes were very bright, “my hus-
band has a curious birthimark on his right
arm, and T suddenly remembered that |
could easily establish his identity.”  She
glanced significantly at the torn sleeve.

“So, Dbecause of an imposture, you
have delivercd a man over to death,”
Feria said quietly.

“ 1 have nothing to do with what hap-
pens to vou now.”  Mme. Montigny
shrugged her shoulders. “ “Fhis man told
me of the plot against my husband; and
[ agreed to hand you over, in case he
were right.”

“There is no plot against your hus-
band.”  Peria  said  carnestly.  “ My
chance resemblance to Baron Montigny
will not harm him personally.”

“ Forgive me for doubting you.” the
lady said, and her Hp eurled. “ 1 do not
presume to fathom your plot, but T know
it bodes i1l for those who are dear to me.”

“Listen,” said Feria resolutely. 1
am in the service of the king and the
duke. and whoever makes away with me
will have to reckon with the duke.”

* Very well, sir,” said the lady haught-
ily ;I am willing to recount to the duke
my share in the matter. 1 have nothing
further to do with it She made him a
low curtsy. and vanished.

Feria was bound hand and foot, and
a masked figure stood on cither side of
him. The unmasked man stood directly
in front of him.

* T suppose vou would like to know,
Pon Luis de Feria, who T am, and why
I am pursuing you?” The man’s hard
eves looked directly into TFeria’s,

“Yes, T should like to know.” Feria
spuke Inan even voice, rather absently.
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He was caleulating his chances.  They
were three to one, and he was disarmed
and bound. Could he possibly summon
help by a sudden outcry?

“T am the servitor of Don Carlos,”
said the man succinctly, “ and I followed
vou from Spain at his bidding. [ have
cleared the path of Carlos many times,
and no one has been the wiser.  He has
set an unusually high price on your
head "—the man grinned clisagrecably—
“and | am in sore need of gold.”

Before Feria could speak or cry out,
the stranger made a sign, and one ol the

masked figures securely gagged him.
T'hus bound and gagged. he was utterly
helpless.

Suddenly there seemed to be some com-
motion at the outer door. ['he unknown
clapped on his mask and gave a rapid
command in Spanish. ‘The two men
lifted Feria as if he had been a block
of wood; and the three. with their bur-
den, went hastily out of a rear door,
which opened on a dark staircase.

Stumbling and cursing under their
breath., they went up. what seemed to
Feria, countless flights of stone stairs
until they reached a narrow passageway
without a door.  T'he leader struck a
light and revealed a wall studded with
curious nails, but with no door visible.
He took a paper from his doublet and
studied it a while.  He then pressed one
of the nails with considerable force, but
with no result. Again he studied his
diagram. and this time chose a ditferent
nail on the wall.

Like magic it yielded to his touch. and
a panel flew open, disclosing a long. nar-
row room, with a bed in one corner cov-
ered with rubbish, a grated window, and
a fireplace with some antiquated iron
dogs.  There was no other furniture.

The men deposited their burden on
the floor, and turned to their leader for
further orders. The panel-door was
open behind them. Suddenly there came
to them from below a muffled sound of
scuffling feet and angry voices. With an
oath, the man who had spoken to Feria
sprang into the passageway. closely fol-
lowed by the other two. One of them
turned and closed the panel with a click.
It was a spring-door.

The three men fled precipitately the
way they had come until they reached
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the head of the first tlight of stairs.
There they paused. The hall below was
filled with men, and an altercation as
going on Dbetween Mme. Montigny's
servants and the newcomers.  Suddenly
a deep, powerful voice was heard above
the others.

“Take me instantly to Mme. Mon-
tigny !’

There was an opening and shutting
of doors, and the three men in the hall

above shrank back into the shadow.
‘I'he leader spoke.
“That was the duke. We must in-

stantly leave the house by the rear stair-
case.”’

With some difficulty this was accom-
plished. and the three emerged into the
night.

The plot against Feria had miscar-
ried.  When the duke’s groom—ivho had
been bribed to escort IFeria to the house
where Mme. Montigny awaited him—re-
turned to Culemborg House it occurred

to him that he might make double
monev. He gained admittance to the

duke, and told his story in the main
truthfully, keeping back, however, the
incident of the bribe.

His story was that he had heen way-
laid by a strange man who had told him
the duke was awaiting Baron Montigny
in a house in a side street, and that he
must instantly overtake the baron and
escort him there.  After leaving Feria.
the groom averred, he rode back to Cul-
emborg 1louse, and was greatly aston-
ished at seeing the duke pass through
the courtyard.

Alva, who had just encompassed the
arrest of Egmont and Horn., at once
mistrusted a plot against Feria. Taking
the groom as guide, with a score of
mounted men he rode quickly to the
house hired for Mme. Montigny by the
emissary of Carlos. T'he groom. fright-
ened now at the effect of his recital.
protested  volubly that he had merely
seen  the Baron NMontigny enter the
house, and that he himself had ridden
directly back to Culemborg House. As
a matter of fact, Feria’s horse still stood
before the door where the groom had
fastened him.

It took several moments after enter-
ing for the duke to ascertain to whom
the house Dbelonged, for Mme. Mon-
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tigny's  servants—Dbrought by her drom
Touraine — were  struck  dumb by the
sight  of so many armed men. At
fength one of them spoke. in answer to
the duke’s harsh inguiry.
“Tt s Mme. Montigny

who  lives

here.” ..

Then the duke had made the reply
heard Dby the conspirators on the floor
above:

“T'ake 1he instantly to Mme. Mon-
tigny.”

Mme. Montigny, after the dramatic
climax of her interview with eria, had
retired to her bedroom.  Deeply agitated
by the doubts and fears which had as-
sailed her, she endeavored to form some
reasonable plan of action.  For months
she had endeavored to get her hushand
back from Spain, where she had reason
to think Philip was plotting against him.
She had sent him the warning received
by Teria, through a special courier, and
so keen was her anxiety, she realized that
she would prefer to have entrapped an
erring husband “than to meet this cer-
tainty that he was still in Spain.  She
went over mentally the plan she had
formed of taking her child. and sailing
for Spain.  She was thus engaged in
meditation when her maid burst in upon
her with pale face and startled eves.

“The Duke of Alva is demanding to
see vouw, madame, in the large salon.”

Mme. Montigny rose with an uncasi-
ness she could not define, and entered

the room where Alva was awaiting
her. She had been out of the country

on Alva’s arrival; but rumors of the
‘power entrusted to him by the king,
and his harsh and cruel nature, had
reached her in Touraine.  She dreaded
the interview.

Alva stood in the middle of the apart-
ment, a grim and formidable figure clad
in armor.  He had but scant time for
explanations,

“1 wish to know instantly, madam..
where is Baron Montigny? "

Mme. Montigny turned the color of
marble, but she did not falter.

“The man who entered my house an
hour since was not the Baron Mon-
tigny.”

“Nery well. madame. T wish to know
where the man is who entered your house
an hour since.”
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“1 cannot tell you”  sShe [altered
pereeptiblv. “ TTe was an impostor, and
I gave him over to the man who brought
him here.”

“Who was that?”

*1 do not know—some one sent by

bon Carlos. who has followed him from

Spain.”

*Madame. the man who entered your
house must be Tound.”

“ But, vour grace, I have no knowl-
edge of what they have done with him.”

“Summon vour servants.””  ‘[he
duke’s stern features relaxed not a mus-
cle.

Trembling, the unhappy woman rang
for her maid.

“Send all the men in here, Suzanne.”

In a few moments the frightened serv-
ants were huddled togethier in the salon.
The duke looked them over.  T'here
were ten burly fellows,

“You all saw the Baron Montigny
enter a short time ago? ”

The men looked at their mistress in
a dazed way.  They had served Mme.
Montigny in Touraine since the depar-
ture of her husband, and they had never
scen the Baron Montigny.

“I'he servants know nothing, vour
grace,” said Mme. Montigny piteously,
“They are French, and have never seen
the Baron Montigny.”

“¥Yervy well.”  'The duke spoke in his
harshest voice, and turned towards the
quaking =ervants. “The man who en-
tered this house an hour or so since is
the Baron Montigny, and he has been
made away  with.  You will help my
men search the house from top to bottom,
every nook and cranny, ancl if the Baron
Montigny is not found vou will pay for
it with vour necks.”

Mme, Montigny gave a low cry, and
fainted in the arms of her maid.

CHAPTER VIIIL
THE

I-:ERIA\. left on the floor, in the upper

ESCAPE,

roonm of the house on the side street.
fay for a long time motionless after
the panel door clicked behind the es-
caping men.  1le was too far back in
the room to have heard the muffled
noises from below, and he had no clue
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to the rcason for the hasty exit of the
threce men. For a long time he lay, ex-
pecting their return, and when he heard
the sound of voices and hurrying feet in
the narrow passageway, he momentarily
expected the door to swing open and the
end to come.

As the night wore on, it occurred to
him that for some reason he was allowed
a few hours of grace, and that escape
might be possible.  The duke’s men.
after scarching every nook and corner,
being in ignorance of the secret door,

finally left the house. and stillness
reigned.
Feria was bound and gagged. To

most men there would have scemed no
loophole for cscape.  But to a quick-
witted, athletic  youth. many difficult
things are possible. As he lay where
they had placed him on the toor, he
noticed that the iron dogs in the fire-
place were broken—one of them snapped
short off, leaving a sharp picee of iron.
It occurred to him he might use it to
break the cords on his hands.

The moonlight streaming through the
small window gave him some light, and
with extreme difficulty he rolled him-
self across the floor to the fireplace. The
iron dog lay broken in two; and. pain-
fully raising himself, I'eria managed to
work the rope that secured his hands
back and forth over the sharp Dbit of iron
made by the break.

Tt was slow and wearisome work. ‘The
rope was stout and sccurely tied. and
his feet were so tightly bound every
movement was painful. By resting at
frequent intervals, he managed at last
with infinite patience, to break through
one strand—then another. until at last.
as the first faint streaks of dawn told
him the night was over. he found the
rope so weakened he was able by a great
effort of strength to break it.  His
wrists were Dleeding, but he removed
the gag and, after a while. with difficulty
loosened the cords about his fect.

When he finally stood erect and free,
the sun was shining into the narrow
room. He looked carefully about. and
found the door securely fastened by a
spring-lock.  The window was grated,
but the iron bars were broken, so that a
slender man could work his body through
the aperture.
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Teria peered down, and found the
house in which he was confined was con-
siderably higher than its neighbors. If
he succeeded in getting on the window-
ledge, his only possible means of escape
was to make a jump across a narrow
street onto an adjoining roof, some ten
feet lower than his standing place. [t
was an excessive risk, and  Feria cast
about for some means by which he could
lessen it.

‘T'he ropes that had secured him were
cut in picces, but on removing the rub-
bish from the bed he discovered it was
a rope bedstead, with the ropes still in
fair condition. Feria managed to piece
together about twenty feet of this rope,
which he made fast to the iron grating
of the window. His plan was, in ma-
king his desperate leap. to have the cord
to draw himself up by, in case he missed.
He made a large loop, which he grasped
firmly with one hand, and after much
patience stood outside his window on
the narrow Jedge.

He carefully calculated the distance,
and, with the rope in one hand, made
the leap.  Before he touched the lower
roof he had let the rope go, for he had
made it too short.  He had calculated
the jump to perfection. and was not
ceven thrown down by it. ‘There scemed
to be, on his examination, but one win-
dow by which he could enter the house
where he now stood, and that was barred.

While he stood considering this diff-
culty, a man's face suddenly presented
itself at the window. The eyes of the
man seemed starting from his head, and
he gave a low whistle of astonishment.
I‘eria had crawled along the roof, and
was supporting himself on the narrow
ledge outside the window. as he gazed
through the bars within.

It was a small room, and evidently a
bedehamber. The man  was unwashed
and unshaven, and had a shock of red
hair, which stood out about his face like
the quills of a porcupine. As he was
about to call out lustily. Feria stopped
him with his finger on his lips, and after
a moment whispered to him in French:

“1 am a nobleman in the Duke of
Alva’s service, and there has been a plot
against my life. [f you will file these
iron bars so that [ can get in this house,
[ will give you gold enough to keep vou



446 THE
comfortable the rest of your days, and
the duke will reward you to boot.”

The fellow’s greedy-eyes snapped with
excitement:

“How do 1
gold?”

For answer, Teria drew a gold coin
from his doublet and threw it into the
room. T'he duke had, in fact, amply
supplied him with money.

The man with the red hair hesitated.
1f he could kill Feria without discovery.
he could get all the gold on his person.
But if he were, in truth, in the service
of the duke, the murder might be found
out, and his neck would be the penalty.
I't was well known in Flanders that Al-
va's hand was bloody as well as swift,
ancl it was Dbest to be on the prudent side.

“T will file the bars,” he said shortly.

He was gone so long that Feria gave
himself up for lost.  He had doubtless
gone to summon assistances  The man,
however, was too shrewd for that.  If
there was gold in this quarry, he did
not propose to share it with another. He
made sure that he would be undisturbed,
armed himself in case the stranger at-
tempted violence, and hegan his work of
wrenching the bars.  Being a man of
great physical strength, this did not take
long, and Teria soon found himself in
a small, low room face to face with a
man of huge stature and sinister aspect.
Feria was unarmed, as his sword had
been wrested from him by the masked
men.  But he had a stronger weapon
than a sword,  Ie drew forth from his
doublet the paper with the roval seal

“On secret business for the king,” he
said tersely. “There is a plot against
me. and the duke will reward the man
who gets me safely to the frontier. He
will also punish my murderer,” he added
grimly.

The pupils of the man’s cves con-
tracted.  This stranger carried the royal
seal, he was dressed like a man of rank,
and he had gold to dispense.  His course
was clear.

“1 ecan get you safely out of this
house, my lord. and can take you to the
{rontier.”

“1 will go first to the north gate of
the city and see if any of my men are
there.  What house is this?” Feria asked
suddenly.

know you have any
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“’Ihe tavern ol the White Wolf.”

“And who are you?”

“ An officer in the Flemish army ! the
stranger said with some reluctance.  He
failed to add that he was an ofhcer in
disgrace.

“Very well. How can you get me
out of the house without attracting atten-
tion? "7

“That I can manage easily,” the man
returned.  “ You can wear a cloak and
plumed hat of mine.”

This was done, and the two men
emerged from the tavern door \vithout
attracting attention. It was noon now ;
and as they hastened towarcd the north
gate. Feria felr that his chances of find-
ing any of the duke’s men there were of
the smallest.  In this he was mistaken,
for Alva had given orders that a guard
be posted at the gate until news was ob-
tained of Feria. but an unexpected hap-
pening prevented the two men from
reaching the gate as they had planned.

The red-haired man was no other than
Jan Ostade. o well-known IFlemish ecap-
tain in the king's service.  Through
some looting, which had incurred the ire
of his superior officer, Ostade had heen
deprived of his command and ordered to
leave the country with a fellow officer
who had been guilty of the same offense.
The two men had, however, skulked
about the city, and the landlord of the
White Wolf had been willing to smuggle
them in for a goodly sum paid down.
This was the first time that Ostade had
ventured openly upon the streets: but,
with his hat pulled down over his eves
and a swaggering gait. he hoped to es-
cape detection. It was the hat and
cloak of his Dbrother officer in disgrace
that Feria was wearing.

As the two men turned a sharp corner

not very distant from the north gate, a

dust of wind scized the long plume in
Ostade’s hat, and it was blown across
the street. At that moment a man in
armor, superbly mounted. with a small
company of troops. hore down upon them.
The man was General Van Eyck, Os-
tade’s superior officer.

Without™ his hat, his flaming locks
blowing about his face, Ostade was a
conspicuous figure. Van Eyck instantly
recognized him, and stopped on the in-
stant.
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““Arrest that man. take him to the
fortress, and keep him in chains until
his case cames on,” he said in a voice
of thunder. Alva had reprimanded him
more than once for his lax discipline.
Here was a chance to retrieve himself.

“You were sentenced to banishment
before, sir, but this time you will not get
off so easily.” ‘Then, observing Feria.
who wore the mantle and hat of his [ol-
lowers, and taking him not unnaturally
for the fellow officer implicated with
Ostade, whom he personally did not
know, he pointed at him.

“You will arrest that fellow, too, and
take him to the same prison. They will
be tried together.”

Before Feria could remonstrate or ex-
plain, he was surrounded by armed men.
bound. and taken forcibly in an oppoxsite
direction from that he had started. He
was separated from Ostade, nor did he
see him when they reached the prison.
Fle was thrown unceremoniously into a
small cell.

In vain he endeavored to get a word
with his jailers. ‘They turned a deal ear
to his remonstrances and explanations.
Ivery one, in fact, was in a state of sus-
pense in Brussels.  Granvelle had de-
parted. the Duchess of Parma had been
superseded, and Alva had come. No one
knew definitely what the next move might
be. Certainly laxity would not he al-
lowed under the iron hand of the duke.
and it was best to be on the safe side.

So Feria, as safely hidden from Alva
as if he had remained in the upper cham-
ber with the spring-door. fretted and
fumed, while large placards were placed
about the streets offering a reward for
information about the Baron Montigny.

The duke concluded, from all absence
of information, that the assumed Baron
Montigny must have been made away
with in the short time that elapsed be-
tween Feria’s entering the house of Mme.
Montigny and his own arrival.  Not a
trace could he find of Feria's unknown
enemy with the scar, although he put all
his machinery at work to ferret out the
man.

As the days passed he reluctantly ad-
mitted that his plan to capture Orange
must come to naught. for the prince re-
fused to answer his letters and there was
no emissary he could send. .\ week after
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the second capture of Ieria the duke
was working over some papers at Culem-
borg House, when one of his pages en-
tered with an embarrassed air.

“AVIll it please your grace to see a
man who has been in the king's service.
and who says he has some important in-
formation to give?”

The duke scowled.  He had inter-
viewed so many men in the past seven
days, only to find that they really knew
nothing.  But he could not afford to
throw away a chance.

“Very well, tell the fellow to be quick
with his information,” said the duke im-
patiently.

A slight, fair-haired man in citizen's
dress was ushered into the room.  T'he
duke regarded him suspiciously.

‘[ understood you were in the king’s
service, sir.  Why are vou not dressed
as a soldier?”

The man flushed.

“ 1 will explain that later, your grace.
[ have come to give vou information
about Baron Montigny.”

The duke fixed him sharply with his
eves.

“Well?

“1 will give you this information.
your grace, only on one condition.” "T'he
man spoke without a tremor. and looked
directly into the duke’s eyes.

Alva was astounded.  ‘This was temer-
ity, indeed—to make conditions with the
governor - general of the Netherlands!
But he liked pluck.

“What is your condition?”

“If what 1 otell you proves true, vou
will have a brother officer and myself
restored to our old rank in the armv.
We have been unjustly disgraced. and
we ask for reparation. That is mv one
condition.”

“Very well,” said the duke carelessly.
He was always ready to make promises.

“ T must have a guarantee, vour grace.”
said the man firmly. He knew what
Alva’s promises were worth.

The duke glowered at him.

“I am not in the habit of giving
guarantees.”

“Very well. your grace.”
turned to go.

“Stop.””  The duke looked at him cu-
riously.

“What is to prevent mv men from

T'he man
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seizing vou, throwing you into prison,
and getting the information out of you
—in various ways?” he asked grimly.

“There is nothing to prevent your
trying, but you would not gain the in-
formation that way.”

Something in the man’s face impressed
‘Alva.  He suddenly doubted whether
torture would work in this case.

“What do you demand as guarantee? ”
he asked, frowning.

“ A written order reinstating Jan Os-
tade and mysell in our old rank. signed
with your own scal, vour grace!”

The Duke of Alva had a curious
foible.  His word he disregarded, the
royal seal he athixed without hesitation
to any deed of treachery, but he had a
curious compunction about his own sig-
nature.  He had never yet dishonored an
agreement to which he had affixed his
ducal coat of arms. He hesitated a long
moment.  Then he made up his mind.

“This is the condition, then,” he said
harshly—* I give you my written guaran-
tee to reinstate you and Jan Ostade in
the Flemish army in case you produce
Baron Montigny within  twenty - four
hours.  If you do not produce him at the
end of that time. you shall be shot.”

The man bowed. I accept your con-
dition, vour grace!”

Without more words, the duke secated
himself and wrote an order rapidly. He
handed the paper to the man, who
glanced at it and bowed again.

“T1 can take vou to the Baron Mon-
tigny more ecasily than I can bring him
to vou.”

“Where is he?”

“In prison. your grace.”

“Tlow do vou know this?”

“ Because I have been stopping at the
White Wolf with Jan Ostade since—
since our trouble with our superior olli-
cer. A week ago, while T was absent for
a few hours. Ostade disappeared. My
cloak and hat also disappeared, and the
landlord. who is a good friend of ours,
told me Ostade had been arrested, to-
gether with a companion, who was doubt-
less taken for me.

“T had no clue of the meaning of this
until I read the placards announcing the
disappearance of Baron Montigny from
the house back of the White Wolf. T
examined Ostade’s bedroom, and found
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the iron bars at the window had Dbeen
broken, and that a piece of rope hung
from a window in the house supposed
to have been occupied by Montigny. I
gathered  from this that Ostade had
helped the baron to escape, and that he
had worn my clothing to avoid recog-
nition.”

“You know the prison where they are
confined ?

“T do. vour grace.” .

“ But you yourself have not seen this

man vou suppose to be Baron Mon-
tigny? "’
* 1 have not, vour grace, nor do 1

know the Baron Montigny by sight.”

The duke reflected. This was  the
tirst explanation he had had of Feria’s
disappearance, and while he did not
know of the secret chamber, he knew
that many of the old houses in Brussels
contained them.  If this fellow’s story
were truce. and his comrade had really
attempted to assist Feria, he could afford
to be generous.

“Very welll sir. vou shall escort me
to this prison. and if I find vour story
true. I will take you and Ostade into
my own service.”

They reached the prison in a short
time, and Ostade was summoned into
the duke’s presence.  He changed color
when he saw his old comrade-in-arms,
but some secret intelligence passed De-
tween the two men, and he gave the
duke a tolerably truthful account of
what had happened.

He had seen a stranger at his window,
who had begged for admittance, and
who had told him he was in the duke’s
service,  They had planned to escape
together, but through an untoward ac-
cident they had been arrested.

The duke summoned the other pris-
oner, and Feria was brought in.

He substantiated all that the two men

had said. He described the room into
which he had been thrown, the seeret
door, and his successful cffort in free-

ing himself. Al had been going well
until Ostade and he hacl been arrested.
To that arrest he had no clue.

The commandant of the prison was
brought in, and sharply reprimanded
for not ascertaining the identity of both
his prisoners.  The duke then turned to
the two men:
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“You are both In my service from
thix time, and vour first duty shall be to
escort Baron Montigny to the north gate,
where a guard is awaiting him.

He drew Feria one side.

“You will carry out our plan as ar-
ranged upon.  Orange must cross the
frontier even if you cannot get him to
Brussels. Make him understand that the
lives of Egmont and Horn depend upon
it. T will give you plenty of time to ac-
complish this, for Egmont and Horn are
safely imprisoned now in Ghent.”

CHAPTER IX,
A ROYAL ENILE.

N the woods back of the old castle by
the Dill the Prince of Orange was
taking his daily walk. It was not

two months since he had wound up his
affairs in the Netherlands and crossed
the frontier into Germany. He had been
received with open arms by his brothers,
who cccupied the old ancestral castle at
Dillenburg, and with his wife and chil-
dren had been made as comfortable as
circumstances permitted.  But it was a
great change in the estate of one of the
richest and proudest princes in the land,
and no man knew the ultimate intentions
of William of Orange.

He was at this time thirtv-five vears
of age, tall and finely built, grave in
manner, distinguished in  bearing, and
with the singular power. that he always
possessedt, of reading men’s hearts while
his own was a scaled book.  He had
adapted himself at once 1o his changed
conditions. and his atfability, cheerful-
ness. and tact were such that no man
could have told he regretted the pomp
and splendor of his life at Brussels,

One man suspected that the departure
of the prince from Flanders was the first
step in a carcfully thought out and pre-
meditated plan. Louis of Nassau was
the  favorite brother of  William  of
Orange, and it was to get the aid of this
fearless and  ardent soldier. " Les bon
checalier,” as he was nicknamed. tha
determined the prince to take up his resi-

dence in the crowded and uncomfortable

castle on the Dill.
As the prince slowly paced his favorite
wood-path back of the castle, on a Sep-
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tember morning, the day after the arrest
of Egmont and Horn. he scemed sunk in
painful meditation.  His hands  were
clasped behind him, and his head sunk
on his breast, so that he totally failed to
perceive the figure of a man rapidly ap-
proaching him from a side-path.

The man was Louis of Nassau. and
understanding well his brother’s moods
he fell behind him in the path for a
while, in order not to disturh his medita-
tions. The prince, after a little, roused
from his reverie and. hearing a slight
sound, turned and faced his brother.

The contrast in the two men was great.
Louis, eager and impctuous. was quick-
tempered, voluble, and outspoken.  Reti-
cence and reserve were unknown to him.
and hence it was that the prince trusted
him in action, but not always in counsel.
The affection betwween the two was of an
unusual order.

“IWell, chewalier,” began the prince,
smiling.  Louis impulsively linked his
arm in that of his brother.

“ May 1 not know vour real design in
coming to Dillenburg?  Was it only to
avoid collision with Alva2”

The prince regarded him affectionately.

* Surcly that is reason enough. 1 ex-
pect daily to hear of the arrest of Ilg-
mont and Iforn.”

“ Then vou have left for sood and all
the service of Philip? ™ Louis asked.

“ T have not said so,” returned the
prince cautiously. = T may be unwilling
to serve the king’s minister, and vet be
LA

Louis regarded him with - perplexity.
Philip T1 of Spain was a powerful mon-
arch. feared and hated by France and
Austria, but the pugnacious Protestant
would have fought him single-handed.
He had hoped the coming of the prince
meant an open revolt. The rising of
the Huguenots in France and the Prot-
estants in the Netherlands could be made
formidable. T'he daring and audacious
soldier itched for the contest.

“Now is the time to strike,” he said
cagerly, and  touched the hilt ol his
sword.  *“1 can raise troops for veu
throughout Germany, and the cities in
Flanders will help vou.”

The prince turned upon him the deep
look that the younger man had not vet
learned to read.
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“ 1 have written the king of my con-
tinued loyalty, although I am out of the
kingdom, and I have given him my rea-
sons for refusing to take the new oath.”

Louis’s face fell. *“Then you do not
intend to take up arms against Alva? "

“Not until he proceeds to more ex-
treme measures than at present.”

“The princess intends to return to
Flanders to prevent the confiscation of
her property there.” Louis said suddenly,
eving his brother.

Over the face of the prince a swift
cloud passed.  Through his deep anxic-
ties, perplexities. and dithculties Anne of
Saxony was the one thorn in the fesh
impossible to remove, even by the exer-
cise of supreme tact and sagacity.

T'his unfortunate marriage had already
become excessively galling to the prince.
but with his remarkable self-restraint he
concealed it from the world.

“1 do not think the princess will re-
turn to the Netherlands without me.” he
said drvly.

“ But you have left Philip there? ™ his
brother said involuntarily.

The shade grew deeper on the prince's
face.  He had indeed left his eldest son
behind him in the Netherlands.

* My departure was not a flight”” he
said quietlv. * Why should T anticipate
harm to Philip?”

“T'hen vou are willing to go back to
Brussels? ™ Louis asked, mystified.

The prince turuned and regarded him
with unflinching gaze.

“ What I do next depends upon the
course of events. I have given up my
residence i Flanders, and have estab-
lished mysell here. Waiting is my motto
at present.”

Do not go to Brussels.” said Louis
of Nassau entreatinglv.  ** T'hev will lay
some trap for yvou.”

1 shall wait here to learn how it
fares with Egmont and Horn,” the prince
said slowly.

“In the meantime.” his brother an
swered impatiently, * we are not to levy
troops or do anything? ™ :

“ Not while we hold our allegiance to
the king.” the prince answered steadily.

“ 1 shall go and fight. then, with the
Huguenots.” Louis said impetuously,

The prince gazed at him long and
affectionarely.
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“ No. vou will stay here with me,
brother, until the time is ripe for action.
When that time comes you will have all
the difficult tasks laid upon you that you
can desire.”

The brothers had wandered far in the
heech woods,  They were suddenly ar-
restedd by a long, shrill whistle.  The
prince took a small object from his
doublet and blew it. In a moment a serv-
ant in the Nassau livery appeared, pant-
ing and blowing.

“ 1t is the princess, vour highness,” he
stammered.

“What of her?”

“She is starting with her ladies in
waiting for Brussels.”

“Hasten back to the castle.” the prince
said imperiously, *and tell the princess
she is not to go until I get there”

The fellow departed. and without a
word the brothers retraced their steps to
the castle.

Aune ol Saxony, gorgeously attired,
was already in her litter. Her ladies in
waiting, delighted at leaving the dull life
which they hated. even for a briel season.
were flitting about like buttertlies, giving
orders, bringing out in haste forgotten

toilet  perquisites, and  chattering  like
magpies.
A sudden silence fell on the little

group at sight of the prince.  Behind all
his urbanity and graciousness lay an in-
flexible will, and the women who sur-
rounded his wife knew that the princess
had as yet never successfully opposed her
hushand.

I'he prince regarded calimly the Hushed,
perturbed faces turned toward him. and
smiled slightly.,

“ [ am most sorry to interfere with
these arrangements for a journey,” he
said  pleasantly. “ but it is absolutely
necessary [ should have a conference
with the princess, and no traveling can
he attempted to-day.”

The princess. still in her litter, regard-
e her husband with clouded and angry
eves.  She had made all her preparations
secretly for the journey to Brussels, and
had hoped to take her departure while
the prince was awav from the castle.
She had not. as vet, openly defied her
husband. but the relations hetween them
were hecoming daily more strained.  She
stifflv. dismounted from her litter,
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“We will postpone the journey until
to-morrow,” she said haughtily to the
Baroness Grafenstein, who had followed
her from Dresden, and was her trusted
friend and intimate ; and without a word
to the prince she entered the castle.

William of Orange looked wistfully at
the Baroness Grafenstein.  He so needed
assistance in the management of the wil-
ful and erratic creature who bore his
namie.

“ It is necessary, for reasons of state,
that the princess should not leave Dillen-
burg at present.  Can we contrive, bar-
oness. by any means to make the castle
more acceptable to her?”

The DBaroness Grafenstein had been
the friend and playmate of Anne of Sax-
ony from childhood, and knew Dbetter
than others the obstinacy and unreason-
ableness of her strange nature.  She
shook her head sadlv.

“She was never contented in Flanders,
vou remember, and in her father’s house
it was just the same.”

The great clector’s daughter had, in
{act, inherited all the most vicious quali-
ties of her ancestors. Proud and pas-
sionate, obstinate and vindictive, she had
also a strain of sensuality that in the end
proved her undoing.  'The prince found
her angrily pacing the floor of her bed-

room when he entered the castle.  She
turned on him savagely.
“You humiliate me Dbefore all my

women, sir. and order me about as if T
were a mere chattel. Inomy  father’s
house my word was law.”

The prince scated himself and waited
for the first gust of fury to spend itself.
His quietness at last infected her some-
what, and she threw herself sullenly on
a divan,

“Will vou kindly tell me if T am a
prisoner in this castle?”

“Your words arc uncalled for. Anne.”
T'he prince’s voice was even and passion-
Tess. “1 have alwavs granted vou every
indulgence in my power. You know that
nothing but necessity drove me from the
Netherlands, I cannot permit you to go
back. for vour life would not be safe.”

“But Count Egmont and Count Horn
are in  DBrussels,” said the princess,
startled.

“1 expect to hear daily that they are
in prison.” the prince returncd.
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Anne of Saxony regarded her husband
somberly. He had always been inscrut-
able to her. WWhen they were rich and
powerful he had often scemed depressed
and preoccupied. Now that they were
poour, and living under comfortable con-
ditions, his spirit seemed calm and cheer-
ful. For her part, she hated her narrow
life.

“You might at least try to save my
property in Flanders from confiscation,”
she blurted out.

The prince’s brow grew furrowed. 1le
had converted all of the available Neth-
erlands property into gold, but his wife's
large interests there he had been unable
to protect. It galled him to think that
she should be made poorer through her
alliance with him.

“T will see what can be done through
my Brussels agent.” he said hastily.

“Why not go yoursell to Brussels for
a bricf stay, and wce what,can be done?”
the princess asked cagerly.  Avarice was
fast becoming with her a ruling passion ;
and to save her dowry she was ready to
put her head in the lion’s mouth.

*“ And share the fate of Fgmont and
Horn? "' the prince asked cuttingly.

“ What has happened to them?”

“ T expect hourly to hear of their ar-
Test.”’

“The Baron Montigny, too?” asked
the princess unexpectedly.

“I'he Baron Montigny is in Spain.”

“1 Dbeg vour pardon,” the princess
was triumphant—it was rarelv indeed
that she had information unknown to
her husband—*“a speeial courier {rom
the Countess Horn begged me to he in
Brussels for the great tourney given by
Alva and Montigny!”

“AMontignv in Brussels ! murmured
the prince. “ Why, that recent Ietter 1
had from him stated he was virtually a
prisoner i Spain.”

“ Read what the Countess Horn says.”
The princess rose and found the letter,
which she handed to the prince.

“Very strange!” said the prince slow-
Iv.  “There were special reasons why
Montigny should have kept me informed
about his mevenments.  Why did you not
tell me of this invitotion to the tour-
nev? 7 he asked suddenly.

The princess turned scarlet.  In truth,
it was one of her numerous intrigues
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that had made her wish to return to
I"landers, as much as the hope of saving
her property; and she much preferred
to return alone.

“You care nothing for tournaments.”
she said confusedly. “and vou had al-
ready refused to return to Brussels. so ]
decided to take the journey with my
women.”

The prince looked at her with com-

prehending eves.  He understood her
falseness, her  potential infidelity,  her
utter unscrupulousness.  But the time

was not ripe for him to leave her. and
she must be kept from complicating
matters in the Netherlands.

“1 forbid your return to Brussels™
he said firmly, " but if the Baron Mon-
tigny is not arrested with Fgmont and
Forn 1 may go there mysclf to secure
a meeting with him.”

There was a sudden
the door.

A special courier waits below to see
vour highness,” said a breathless maid
who entered.

The prince rose hastily and stepped
below.  The man awaiting him in the
hall was splashed  from head to foot
with mud.  He had ridden fast and far.

“What  news? ™ asked  the  prince
briefly.

" Counts Egmont and Horn have been
arrested by order of the Duke of Alva
at Culembory House.”

“Where are they imprisoned? ™

“At Culemborg House.”

The prince paced slowly to and fro.

loud knock on

his  hands  behind  him. At last he
stopped.
“When does the trial come off 27

“1 could not find that out. vour high-
ness.”

“Is Baron Montigny in Brusscls?’

“He is, vour highness.”

“And not under arrest?”

“He is not, vour highness.  He is on

intimate terms with Alva. and s stop-
ping at Culemborg House.”

“But Count Horn is his brother.
Why  should  Alva let Montigny  go
free?”

“T cannot say. vour highness. but the
Baron Montigny was at Don Ferdi-
nando’s  banquet  with  Egmont  and
Horn”

“Perhaps he has escaped,” the prince
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said slowly. He remained for a long
time lost in thought.  Then he seated
himself, wrote a few words, scaled the
paper. and handed it to the messenger.

‘“(yo back to Brussels, and deliver
this paper to Baron Montigny himself.
11 vou cannot gain access to him, bring
the paper back to me at Dillenburg.”

“Very well, vour highness.”

“What can be the meaning of Mon-
tigny’s return to Flanders? " thought the
prince. ““ He wrote that the king refused
to let him leave Madrid.  And now he
goes free. while Egmont and Horn are
under arrest: I must see him if I have
to go to Brussels.”

The following day - there was great
excitement in - Dillenburg castle.  The

prince had left early in the morning.
ostensibly for Dresden, and he had not
been gone two hours before a special
courier arrived {rom France.  T'hat his
message was important was evident from
his crestfallen appearance on hearing of
the prince'’s absence,

The princess. thwarted in her plan of
going to Brussels. had remained sulkily
in her chamber since the interview with
her husband.  “The prince had never ad-
mitted Der into his confidence, and she
was in utter ignorance of his ultimate
plans.  With the restlessness and  curi-
osity of her nature, this position had
been most galling.  She had relieved
herself in several interviews with Louis
of Nuassau by uttering sharp and cutting
criticisms of this conduct.

The count had been entirely loval to
his brother : but in his impulsiveness he
had let fall sundry remarks that had
been construed by the princess as mean-
ing defection from the throne of Spain.
Belicving that the prinee ultimately in-
tended to defy the king. she was the

more cager to convert her Netherlands
property immediately into gold. At all
hazards  she  wished  to  Insure the

prince’s absence from Dillenburg.  that
she might unmolested carry out her pri-
vate schemes.

The arrival of the French courier was
made known to her at once by the Baro-
ness Grafenstein.  She took her resolve.

“Have the man shown at once to mv
own apartment. Marie : T have something
Lo say to him.”

The baroness start Tecl,

tooked at her.
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“ It is a private matter for the prince,”
she murmured.

“ Have the man shown up here,” the
princess returned haughtily.  “1In the
prince’s absence 1 am ruler here.”

Contrary to her usual custom, she

banished all her maids from the room,
and asked the Baroness Grafenstein to
await her below.  When she was alone
with the courier she assumed her most
regal manner.

“In the absence of the prince I de-
cide all matters of state.”

The man hesitated.  He had been told
to deliver his despatch to the prince
himself,

“1 can wait a few hours,”
cautiously.

*“ Hand the paper to me,” the princess
said imperiously.  Now was the time for
her to assert her authority. At worst,

he said

she expected a sharp reprimand. It had
not dawned on her consciousness that
the prinee was capable of putting her
away.

She took the paper and broke the scal.
It was ar terse line from Admiral
Coligni asking for immediate assistance
for the Huguenot cause in France.
Three bodies of troops were asked for.
The princess considered.

“lake back the verbal answer to the
admiral that the prince will send him
assistance without fail.”

T'he courier left with alacrity.  He
was impressed with the haughty bearing
and decision of the princess.  In France
the weak king was the puppet and tool
of “the queen-mother, and the courier
did not know the character of William
of Orange. )

Two davs later the prince returned.

The princess met him with an air of
bravado.
“1 sent back the messenger who

brought this paper with a verbal unswer
to Admiral Coligni.”
The prinee grew white to the lips.

“What  answer  did  vou  send,
madame? ™

“That you would send him assist-
ance.”

T'he prince stood a moment in silence
then he turned and faced his wife.

“Sinee T owas absent why did yvou not
give the paper to Louis of Nassau? He
is my most trusted friend.”
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T'he princess winced.

“T knew you were friends with Co-
Hgni, and 1 thought a promise to help
him could do no harm.”

‘I always keep my promises, madaimne.”

I'he princess turned pale under her
rouge. © In truth, she understood the
conditions then existing no Dbetter than
a child. She was far from foresceing
the revolt of the Netherlands.  But she
loved political intrigue with all the pas-
sion of a perverted nature.

T'he prince rapidly made his decision.
He looked into his wifle's eves with the
look she most feared.

“ Madame, 1 brook no interference in
atfairs of state. “T'his is a first offense;
but the second time that my private pa-
pers are opened by you, vou return to
your uncle’s house.”

T'his was the last thing that Anne of
Saxony desired.  She had received more
consideration from her husband than her
uncle, the imperious and irascible ¢lector,
had ever dreamed of giving her.  She
felt it was time to change her tactics.

“1 felt sure you would assist Coligni,
but I beg pardon it 1 have hlunderod.”

The prince left her without a word.
It was indecd a scrious blunder at this
juncture. Wil of Orange was not
willing to openly espouse the Protestant
cause in a foreign country until he was
able to take the same stand in Flanders.
He was still nominally a faithful sub-
jeet of Philip, and «a Catholic.  He
sought out his brother,

“Word must immediately be taken to
Coligni. Louis, that [ cannot at present
give any assistance to  the Hugucenots,
[ cannot trust any messenger but vou.
Will you go?”

And the bon chevalicr—eager always
to do his brother’s slightest bidding—
left in haste for the French frontier.

A few davs passed in which the prince
made a second hurried journev for Dres-
den. the purpose ol which he disclosed
to no one.

Then the messenger he had
sccond time to Brussels returned.

“What news of Baron Montigny? "
the prince demanded sharply.,

e man shook his head in perplexity.

*No one could give me accurate in-
formation,” he said reluctantly.  * 1le
certainly has not been imprisoned, nor

sent oa
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is he in Brussels. My spies told me he
had left the city with a retinue of fol-
lowers, and was apparently going to the
German  frontier.”

“T'o escape, probably.” the prince re-
turned briefly.  * What do they say in
Brussels about Igmont and Horn?”

“Very little, vour highness.  They
have been kept in Culemborg House,
but no onc scems to know the duke’s
real intentions.”

Later that day the prince went off on
one of his lonely tramps, accompanied
only by his- dogs.  Nothing refreshed
and stimulated him as did solitude.  For
vears immersed in affairs of state, dis-
pensing a  princely  hospitality.  and
prominent in all matters concerning the
Netherlands, this sudden change to com-
parative obscurity and the quiet of the
old castle, where he was not master,
rested and revived him.  No longer be-
sicged by clamorous petitioners of - his
bounty, nor forced to give all his work-
ing hours to social and state functions.
the philosophical and spiritual side of
his nature. long in abevance. grew and
tlourished.

It was afterwards said of him that
it was in the woods by the Dill he was
slowly transformed from a Catholic into
a stout Protestant; and it is certain the
long wecks spent in Dillenburg lortified
and prepared him for the tremendous
conflict in which he was about to engage.

T'his fair September afternoon. as he
rambled with "his dogs, his mind was busy
with the wrrest of Egmont and Horn.
and his duty toward them. It was as
he had expected.  Under the guise of
friendship. Philip Lad kept the great
nobles in Brussels, and Alva was now
removing the mask.  But would he ven-
ture to go to the uttermost limit? Would
he dare publicly to execnte Egmont and
Horn? Whatever fate was in store for
his friends he knew was in store for
him.  Yet it was bitter to stay quietly
out of the country, and Tlilt not a finger
to save them.

As he walked with long. powerful
strides through the forest he tried to
formulate some plan. I Fgmont and
Horn had only crossed the frontier with
him. But the time was not ripe vet for
a general uprising  through  Flanders.
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The people would have to be roused to
desperation by bloody deeds of violence.
The prince knew by his sinking heart
that they would be forthcoming.

T'he secret tribunals of the Inquisition
—the decision of Philip that all con-
victed of heresy should suffer death “ by
fire, by the pit, or by the sword,” had
shaken with fear the DProtestant prov-
inces of the empire. Hundreds of per-
sons in Flanders, and in Spain cven, had
disappeared no one knew whither, until
they reappeared again, clothed in the
fatal garb of the san benite. to take
part in the tragic spectacle of an anfo
da fo.

Yet how could Alva execute IKgmont,

who was known as a stanch Catholic
the length and  breadth of the land?

What - friends they had been always;
what Dbattles they had fought: what vic-
tories they had won together! The hero
of Gravelines and St. Quentin to die by
the executioner!  Monstrous. incredible!
Yet was it his dutyv. mayhap, to go to
Brussels and thunder forth his protests!

These  thoughts  raced  through  the
prince's mind as the shadows grew
longer on that September afternoon, and
often. it seemed to him, he was reason-
ing in a circle and returning ever to the
point from which he had started. 'T'he
setting sun  was illuminating the grav
walls of the castle as he strode at last
into the castle yard.

A little group of retainers were talk-
ing cagerly. One of them came forward
as the prince approached.

“Your highness, a knight with twen-
ty men, is awaiting vour pleasure in the
town bhelow.”

“ Do you know his name? 7 the prince
asked Drietly.

“ He calls himself Baron Moutigny,
and says that he has come on a matter
ol pressing importance from  Brussels.”

The prince’s  expression  did  not
change.

“Bring the baron and his men to the
castle. and make arrangemeuts tor keep-
ing them indefinitely.”

Half an hour later. as Feria clattered
into the courtyard. it was the prince
himsell who came forward to meet him
and set his immediate fears at rest by
the warmth ol his greeting. ’

(To be continued.)
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BY GERTRUDE BEANE HAMILTON.

A SHORT STORY.

HERLE was no mistaking the
clanging bell which her-
alded the yearly advent
of the scissors - grinder.
At the welcome sound.
Mrs. Truax’s voice issued
sharply from the pantry.

“Here vou, Clara Bell,” she cried,
“take this carving-knife and get the
shears.  Be quick, now.  The money's in
the clock.”

Obedient, the slender, sweet-faced gird
who had been washing dishes at ihe
kitchen sink dried her hands and speed-
ily departed upon her errand.

Clara Bell, as she waited on the edge
of the board sidewalk. was surprised to
perceive, in place of the bent form of the
familiar grinder. a figure. tall and well
built, which approached briskly at her
call.  The clothes of the stranger were
a faded brown; but, despite his shabby
appearance, he conveved an impression

of cleanliness,

His face was deeply tanned, and his
beard half grown. Clara Bell concluded.
however, that he must be quite voung.
and he was certainly very good-looking.
As uwsual. the ringing of the bell had
attracted  several children. Two  dogs
were in attendance, one of whom harked
vociferously at the fellow’s heels.

The grinding of Mrs. Truax’s utensils
Evidentiy. the
Clara Bell's

went merrily forward.
stranger knew his husiness.
curiosity triumphed.

“You are a new one.” she ventured.

The grinder held out the gleaming tool
in self-defense.

“Ain't that ground A No. 127 he de-
mandecl.

“Oh. T didn’t mean that,” returned
the girl. abashed. I meant. new to us.
Here is vour money.”

I'here was a clinking of other coin as
the grinder dropped the dimes into his
pocket. Clara Bell wondered if it were
reallv possible that a voung man could
be satisfied to make a mere living in this

way.,  Somchow. to her, it indicated a
woful lack of ambition. .\t this moment

the grinder cleared his throat apologeti-
callv.

“You couldn't give a fellow a bite of
dinner. could vou? " he suggested.

Ulara Bell's sensitive face turned scar-
let. So he was also a beggar!  She was
keenly mortificd for him: furthermore,
she knew Mother “Fruax’s manner of re-
ceiving tramps.

“IH see” shie rejoined without meet-
ing his eves and Hed into the house.

Mrs. Truax  considered  the  propo-
sition @ she eved with shrewd calculation
the from her kitchen
window,

“ Fetch him in.” she concluded.

When the stranger entered the kitehen,
Mrs ‘Truax was ready for him.

T give vou a square meal.” she de-
clared. i vou'll pile wood, good and

wuoodpile visible

brisk. for half an hour after. You've
ground and I've paid. Ain’t no reason

whv I should throw in this dinner.  You
sick and vou ain’t old.  Will vou

agreed the man.

[hen. in Clara Bell's tender heart,
<hame for him turned to pity. Sarely
this ready dcquicscence must argue that

\tilL‘ man could not carn enough with his

grinding to buv his daily bread. There
must be seine inapparent weakness about
the fellow. mental or physical. or he
would not have chosen. in his vouth. <o
Hstless or petty a vocation.  She retired
to the dining-room, there to ponder the

situation.
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After the stranger’s hearty meal was
over, Clara Bell was established by Mrs.
Truax on the back stoop to time his
work.  The man had thrown aside his
coat.  The play of splendid neck and
shoulder muscles was obvious through his
tlannel shirt.  Ile was a fine specimen
of masculine strength.  Clara  Bell's
thoughts were increasingly busy.

She was cighteen years old to-day. Tt
was plainly her duty to begin to live in
carnest.  The peculiar personality of this
stranger unconsciously presented to her
an immediate opportunity for home mis-
sionarv work. When the half hour was
nearly done, she went across the vard
and seated herself  deliberately on the
edge of the wood-pile.  After some hesi-
tation, she addressed her charge, who.,
even at her approach, had not once looked
up from the task he had undertaken.

“Are vou a fugitive from justice?”
she asked.

There was a convulsive movement of
the man’s broad shoulders, a sound stitled
in his throat before he replied.

“Am | what?”

Clara Bell, graduate of a ncighboring
institute, simplified her language for the
benefit of one evidently not so highly
versed as hersell in the English lan-
guage.

“Have vou done anyvthing wroug?”

“Lots” admitted the man.

“And vou're hiding under cover of
this trade,”  concluded  Clara  Bell.
“Was it so very wicked? ™ she pursued
wistfully.  * lsn’t it possible for vou to
find employment more worthy of your
splendid strength than grinding shears?”

“It’s an honest trade, miss, and my
machine's paid for.” answered the man
with some defiance.

“That mav all be.” returned Clara
Bell gently, “ but vou look—you look—"

“How do I look 2" demanded the per-
spiring laborer in sudden exasperation—
* Like the fool that T am. I suppose.”

There was a pained expression in Clara
Bell's sweet blue eves.

“1 was about to say that you look
capable and deserving of Dbetter things

than  scissors-grinding can  offer  vou.”
she explained with injured dignity.  She

turned away, but the sound of the grind-
er's subdued voice arrested her.
“LExcuse my being rough. miss!

L]

he
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begged.  “You're good and kind, but
you ain’t no idea what's brought me to
this.”

Clara Bell was quick to forgive.

‘1 only wanted to help you,” she said.
“You can go now. VYour time's up.”

“Maybe I'll be coming this way some
time again in better shape.  Would you
be glad?”

“1 should Dbe very glad,” returned
Clara Bell.

Her sweetly  puzzled  eves met  his.
Slowly, at his admiring gaze, a con-
scious tlush mounted in her cheeks. The
voung man started forward. then checked
himself abruptly.
“0h, darn!” he muttered.

This time Clara Bell did not look
back. She was both grieved and alarmed.
She hurried into the house, to watch
from behind the parlor curtains the de-
parture of this most unusual of scissors-
grinders.

A half-hour later. Mrs. Truax rushed
into Clara Bell's chamber, where the girl
sat brushing her long. light hair. won-
dering meantime. with not a little humil-
iation, what it was in the stranger’s eyes
that had left her with a longing to look
into them again.

“Ome of ’em’s gone.” cried  Nrs.
Truax distractedly, *“and he's took it
No one else has had the chance.  That’s
to pay me for letting tramps into my
house when I know Dbetter. You go and
sct Constable Gillin after him, while 1
change my slippers.  Be quick, now.”

Clara  Bell knew without question
what was missing.  Mrs, Truax, who had
been but a poor servant before becoming
the second wife of Clara Bell’s father.
valued none of her possessions so highly
as the half-dozen silver teaspoons of
fancy pattern, which she had purchased
covetously one by one. No other loss
could have so agitated her.

“Did vou give him one to eat with? ™
asked Clara Bell. as she twisted up her
hair.

“Ile helped himself. They was right
before him. T was just such a forgetful
fool as to leave ‘em right there. He'll
be getting away while vou stand there
haggling.  Get after him now.”

Clara Bell's first impulse was to open-
Iv rebel. Her second thought was wiser.
Should she refuse. Mother Truax would
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perform the errand herself, and that
ffectively.

For the first time in all her docile
life. the girl deliberately planned to op-
pose her stepmother. By seeming ac-
quiescence, she might be able to protect
the man, warning him before she duti-
fully informed the constable against hin.

Clara Bell almost ran down the street.
questioning each child she met as to the
whereabouts of the tall scissors-grinder.

IL

PRESENTLY she came within hearing of
his bell. She was not long in overtaking
him then. Flushed and breathless with
haste, her cyes unnaturally bright and
utterly forgetful of the boldness of her
act, she caught the fellow by the arm and
checked the deafening din of his bell.

“She is sending the constable after
vou,” she cried. ‘“ She says vou took her
silver spoon. You can hire a team and
get away. See. 1 have brought vou two
dollars. It was all I had. You can get
the team at Slater’s for a dollar and a
half. Hurry; please do hurry.”

There was a peculiar expression in the
scissors-grinder’s eves as he refused her
money. He met her anxious gaze fairly,
with the reassuranee of his own.

“1 never took her spoon, and [ won't
run away,” he declared.

“ 1 know you didn’t.” Clara Bell pas-
sionately assured him; ‘“ but she's awful.
She’ll have vou arrested. and thev’ll lock
vou up. and it may cost vou all vou've
got to get free.”

Clara Bell's knowledge of legal pro-
ceedings was slight.

“TI'won’t cost me a cent,” asserted the
grinder obstinately. “ Because 1 haven’t
the spoon.  Anywagy. what do vou care?”
And thiere was the look in his eves again
for which Clara Bell had longed. vet
dared not fully meet.

“T care  Dbecause [ want yvou. some
dav, to have a nobler occupation.” an-
swered the girl bravely — * to succeed,
to—to become your own equal.  What
a funny thing to sav.” broke off Clara
Bell, “but it expresses just what [
mean.”’

The scissors-grinder had opened  his
mouth to reply. when Clara Bell emitted
a sharp cry.

“Thev're coming.

she's found him

Ol
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herself.  Oh, you ought to have gone.
You ought to have gone.”

Down the street came a rapidly mov-
ing buggy which contained a man and
woman. Mrs. Truax was pointing ex-
citedly.  The constable was lashing his

horse.  T'he scissors-grinder stood his
ground. He only chided Clara Bell De-

neath his breath.
“Don’t take on so,” he said with a
certain tenderness.  “ I'm all right.”

)

“Here's your man!” cried Mrs.
I'ruax.  “ Clara Bell, what you doing,

talking to him? You go straight along
home. I'll settle this business.”

Constable Gillin laid a heavy hand on
the young man’s shoulder.

‘1 guess you'll have to go along with
me,” he said.  “ Unless you're willing to
give up that spoon right here and now.
and get out of town before you do any
more mischief.”

The voung
direct reply.
Clara Bell.

“You go along, as she says,” he ad-
vised, adding. in an  undertone: 1
haven’t any silver spoon, 1 tell vou.”

His tone carried comforting convic-
tion, and Clara Bell did his bidding with
surprising alacrity.

In the guard-room. Counstable Gillin
searched the scissors-grinder’s clothing :
then he undid the compact bundle which
was  strapped  to  the man’s machine.
Afterward he reported the result of his
investigation to Mrs. Truax, who waited
impatiently without.

“There’s no sign ol a silver spoon.”
he stated, *“but there’s suspicious-look-
ing articles about him. For instance, io
his bundle I found two picces of jewelrv
—a gold ring and an opal stud—Dbesides.
two fine shirts and some real linen hand-
kerchiefs. 1 rather guess ['11 hold the
fellow till morning.  Meantime, we'll
learn if anvrone has missed these things
and keep him from houscbreaking to-
night.”

[t was at this moment that Clara Bell
returned.  She had scarched evervwhere
at home for the missing spoon. instituting
proceedings which had revolted her whole
dainty self.  She had fished the sink-
spout with a bent wire until her paticnce
was exhausted.  She had investigated the
contents of the refuse-can in the vain

made no
address

man accosted
Ile continued to
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hope that she herself had carclessly
thrown out the teaspoon. But all to no
purpose.  ‘Then she had again sought the
scissors - grinder, hoping 1o bring him
some aid.  Aside, she received his rapid
dictation.

“Send  a  telegram to Judge Van
Horne, of Brunswick,” he urged. ¢ Say.

‘Come at ouce.  In jail. - Innocent.’
Sign it, ‘ Jack.” IIe'll fix it when he
gets here; but it looks as if 'm doomed
to spend the night in a cell,” he chuckled
sorrily.

Clara Bell hastened to do his bidding,
but she was obliged to retire without the
satisfaction of knowing whether a re-
sponse of any kind reached the prisoner.
Hopefully she conjectured that  Judge
Van Horne was an influential man for
whom the scissors-grinder had some time
worked, and through whose recommenda-
tion for honesty the young man would
be set at Tiberty.

Early the following morning a judi-
cial audience was granted the scissors-
grinder and his accuser. Clara Bell was
also present. Judge Kearn had but just
asked the prisoner’s name when into the
court-room, waving a silver spoon high
above her head for all to see. rushed a
portly woman.  With utter contempt of
court, she spoke in a loud voice:

“Young man. vou set down.  You
ain’'t no more guilty of taking this ‘erce
spoon than you are of eating vour shirt,
They can try me. i they wants to. but
they ain’t no business trving you.”

A smile of individual character ap-
peared on the face of cach person in
attendance. Judge Kearn spoke,

“Allow the woman to tell her story,”
he ordered.

“Twas like unto this,” explained Mrs,
TTearst. voluble neighbor of Nrs. Truax.
Y You see. the anniversary of our sewing-
circle— Mrs. Truax, foundress—is com-
ing due next weeks Pd been delegated
to buy her a present wuth so much. and
what to get 1 didn't know.  So 1 hap-
pened in one day. just to quiz her a bit,
and my eve lit on them spoons she’d heen
a polishing and was handling =o loving-
Iv.  There want but a half-dozen. 1
knowed how prowd and fond she was of
em, and my mind was made up in a
minute.

“T waits till

’

she’s gone out of the
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room [or something, and | goes to the
holder and grabs one out and slips it
inside my waist, just to match by, never
thinking she’d he counting ’em again till
next polishing time.  So. now, the cat’s
out of the bag afore circle-time, but |
couldn’t sce no other way to clear this
yvoung feller. 1 rushed over here just
as soon as I heard on it. Now. I advise
yvou to set the poor hoy free.  1le looks
honest.”

Just  here  another  visitor  intruded
upon the occupants of the court-room.
Judge Van Horne nodded to  Judge

Kearn, then proceeded to lay a friendly
hand upon the shoulder of the prisoner.
There was a twinkle in his eyve.  He had
been a jolly bov himself once.

“Don’t you think yvou've had about
enough of this masquerading, son?” he
quizzed. *“ Maybe you'd make a better
impression on the ladies present,” and his
quick glance rested significantly, for an
instant. upon Clara Bell’s charming face,
“if you put on one of those white shirts
and the black suit vour mother sent
along by me.”

“The bovs dared me at college,” con-
fessed voung Van Horne. as he walked
up the street with Clara Bell soon after
his release. T had overstudied, and
was ordered off duty—uan outdoor life
and a new dict. That was the begin-
ning.  There are any amount of wagers
up on me; but not one of them founded
upon such implicit faith as vou have
shown in me. I say, you're a trump! 1
begged my dinner in order to sce more
of vou.  Out there by that wood-pile.
1'd rather have lost all my bets than to
have goue on deceiving vou.  And that
wwo dollars!”

The voung man’s cager look estimated
regretfully the defensive innocence  of
the face upturned to his, which was in
expression like nothing so much as a
sweet wild rose. Then warm impulse
took Jack Van Horne by the wits and
raced him headlong,

“ T osay. hurry and grow up,  will
vou!” he urged tumultuously. and his
eves glistenecl.

Clara Bell's eyves met his, and the look
held.  Her fair forchead flushed slowly,

CWhye the ddeal! 1 grew up vester-
day.” she said with simple dignitv and
complete conviction.



THE MIDNIGHT OF PEACE.

BY ALEXANDER C.

JOY.

A SHORT STORY,

LD Tai Ling, crooning and
grunting over his swan-
pan  buttons, paid no
heed to little Tai Moon
as she danced through
the hallways, and
hummed the songs her mother had taught
her.  To him the coming of the great
new year, which was to begin to-night
with the stroke of twelve, had lost its
joy with the passing of his vouth.  Now
hie observed the festal season merely as
a part of his religion: and only fear of
the devil, and respect for the sacred
bones of his ancestors kept him in the
straight and narrow path of duty.

In the year just passing, the great Joss
had prospered his people. and the dol-
lars  gleaned from the vineyards, and
the gardens, and the kitchens, had poured
in a glittering stream over the fan-tan
and pi kaw tables of "I'ai Ling, honorable
merchant.  Many there were who  lost,

and  Dborrowed, and lost again; and,
though the Dborrowed coin clinked its

way quickly back into Tai Ling’s over-
tflowing coffers, he even now muttered
imprecations on himself as the sum of his
unpaid loans piled its astounding total
before him. Down through the ages,
hallowed through its observance by his
thousand forefathers, had come the un-
written Jaw that the dawn of the new
vear must see all debts paid or can-
celed, all wrongs avenged or forgiven.
I'he hour of midnight must usher in an
cra of good will and brotherly love,
During this last day of the old vear.
the merchants ol San Francisco’s China-
town—and among them the owners of
gambling-houses occupied a place of first
importance—had met and  publicly ab-
solved  those unfortunates whose debts
vere still unpaid @ and Tai Ling. while

he had smiled benignly in the council
cach time he scratched a sum away, now
grumbled to his heart’s content in the
privacy of his own home as his fingers
clicked oft the losses that were his to
shoulder.

But while only rancor and sourness
were in the heart of ‘I'ai Ling, in the
heart of little T'ai Moon was great glad-
ness.  Fifteen new vears she had seen,
and had welcomed cach of them with the
jovful anticipation of vouth. T'he cere-
mouies had fascinated hery the constant
feasting had been a source of delight:
the popping Grecrackers had been music
tu her cars.

Yet this new vear meant more than a
week of festivity and merrymaking. It
was not with the ordinary feeling that
she welcomed it for "T'ai Moon was a
worman now.  To-night the Bing Tungs
and the Suey Ons would be at peace, and
to-morrow  IFong  Toy  would scek  her
father, and in exchange for his gold
carry her to his own house as his wife,
Fong Tov was only waiting for the hour
when he could buy.

Well did Tai Moon realize that Fong
Toy was one of the bravest and most
feared of the Suey Ons, and. therefore,
the sworn enemy of her father and his

tongsmen.  Often had the rival tongs-
men spilled one another’s blood, and more
than once  had Tai Moon swek  her

fingers in her cars to shut out the sound
of pistol-shots and the shricks of death.
OFf the merits of the quarrels she kuew
little: she only knew that Fong "Tov

had talked to her of love: talked in
low, =weet tones, and in language that
was music to o her cars. This love of

which he spoke other men did not know.
nor other women,  But Fong Tov was
not Tike other men—and she was not Tike
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other women, for had not Fong Toy
told her se?

Perhaps it was at the mission, where
he had learned his English, and many
other things which his more ignorant
fellows did not know, that he had feund
out about this wonderful love. Tai
Aloon did not know. She only knew that
she thought of Fong Toy every heur of
her waking: that she dreamed of him
by night: that her heart thumped rap-
idly against her breast when she saw
him; that in all her life her every ether
joy was as nothing compared to her
present happuess in Fong Tov.

And to-morrow Fong Toy would claim
her.  Then she could laugh at the
hated Sing Duck, who always talked
to her as though he owned her; who
wanted her not as a wife, but as a slave.
Since she could remember she had ab-
horred this big, cruel man, the most vi-
cious member of her father’s tong, feared
by all. even the members of his own
socicty.  Awful tales were told of Sing
Duck, too: but only suspicion ever
pointed to him as the murderous knife-
wiclder who jumped from dark corners,
and plunged a knife into an unsuspecting
vietim’s back.  Sing Duck had told her
that some day he should carry her off
to his home; and her father had smiled,
and said it should bhe so.

Jut to-morrow—  ‘T'ai Moon laughed.
She had nothing more to fear. ‘To-mor-
row she would be bought by Fong Toyv:
for Fong Toyv had wealth, and her father
could never withstand the temptation of
a heap of gold.  And, bhesides. her
father. always for peace, would be quick
to recognize the possibilities of an al-

liance between  his daughter and the
voung Suey On leader.

IT.

Perprixa through the narrow slit of
the half-open door, Tai Moon could sce
her lover standing sentinel in front of
the Sun Tue Lee gambling-house.  Big,
strong, alert, ever watchful, he was the
best Tookout on this narrow street where
cevery other door opened into o fan-tai
or lottery-house in which iron doors and
heavy barricades, with a diligent, quick-
witted scotinel  standing  guard ar the
entrance, were the only assurance ol busi-
NESS SLCCCSS,
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Many a time had ‘T'ai Moon, peeping
through the door in just this fashion,
scen a squad of policemen rush around a
corner and swoop suddenly upon a look-
out, breaking past him into the house,
and suspending business in that particu-
lar place for the rest of the night.  Or,
perhaps, they found themscelves shut out
by the sudden slamming of the great iron
doors, and would have to retreat, sullen
and batfled. It was all like a great game
to ‘T'ai Moon, and she thought with pride
that these fat, blue-coated white men
had never vet heen able to get past the
doors of the Sun Tue Lee house while
Fong Toy was on guard.

To-night the street thronged with life.
From every village and farm the Chinese
had flocked for the great festal week.
The burning of punk filled the air with
an odor pleasing to Chinese nostrils,
From every awning, and over every door
hung heautiful, glowing lanterns — red,
and gold, and yellow—casting fantastic
shadows on the hurrying, busy throng
that shuffled  through the streets, and
in and out of the doorwavs and alleys.
Lending a holiday tint to the ordinarily
dull  ¢Coloring  of  the  thoroughfare,
prayers to the gods of the houscholds
loomed in great black characters, start-
lingly distinet, against the flaring red
background of hundreds of huge posters
that decorated the blink walls.  Already
the fecling of  good-fellowship was in
the air. The chatter of happy voices
buzzed in accompaniment to the clatter
of commerce and the noise of shuitling
feet, and above it all there rose often
the cheerful  greeting  of  the  season:
“Tong ye fah foy "—May vou prosper
forever.

Tai Moon saw nothing but the tall
form of Fong Tov. silhouetted against
the  brilliantly lighted  entrance to  the
vambling-house.  She was only - dimly
conscious ol the unwonted noise which
alwavs hitherto had been a delight to
her childish cars. \n uproar in the
street was followed by a thunderclap of
slamming doors from one end of it to
the other. and a policeman. bafiled in an
attempt to rush past one of the sentries,
strode through the momentarily hushed
throng, glorving in the knowledge that
while he was near all business in the
gambling-houses must, of necessity. cease,
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coen this bit of excitement did not
rouse old Tai Ling from his disconso-
late reverie and, taking advantage of
his  preoccupation. Tai Moon  slipped
through the door into the shadow of a
narrow alley adjoining her father’s
house, and opening upon the street.  Al-
most instantly Fong Toy. driven trom
his post of duty by the attempted raid,
was at her side.

“1 Dbelieved you would be here.” he
said.  “These police-devils are useful
in a way., But for them. sweet daughter
of the flowers, I might still be on guard
instead of standing by vour side.”

“I have been here but a moment.”
she answered.  “ My honorable father
is busy with his accounts, and heard not
my going.”

He drew her deeper into the shadow
of the passagcway.

“T'he hour has just turned ten.” he

whispered.  “ [t is hut two hours—" He
paused.
“T know." she replicd. 1 have

watched the hour-glass, and I am happy.
It is but two hours till the new year.”

* Only two hours,” he repeated. “ And
then [ shall go to the worthy Tai Ling
on a mission of  peace. seeking  his
daughter for my wife. "Tell me. you no
longer have lear of Sing Duck? ™

“ Why should 12?7 she merrily laughed
back.  “ Have vou not told me I am
vour chosen one? .And has not my lily
prospered. and are not its petals big. and
firm, and beautiful. an augury for my
happiness?’ -

“That is well. for mv own
feeble. Tt droops on its stalk. and its
petals have never Dblossomed.  But.” he
motioned reassuringly as a little cry came
to her lips, “there is another lily [ have
watchecd with jealous, loving eves. and
that has grown in Dbeauty day by dav,
What are the lifeless blossoms of  the
sacred plant to me when I have yvou to
look upon? WWhat harm can befall me
through the wilting of a mere flower, if
vou, queen of the whaole great garden of
flowers, but wish me well2 "

“You talk in language that is strange.”
she sighed, “ but it is sweet.”

“Listen,” he went on, clasping her
hands in hiz own, 1 am not like other
men of my race.  In my childhood’s cavs
when at the mission-school T learned the

lilv was
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white man’s language: [ learned also
the white man’s love. [ have read the
beautiful tales of hearts that beat only
for cach other, and it is with the love
of the white man, never dving. sweeter
than life itself, that I love vou. child of
Tai Ling.”

“ 1 know nothing of this strange love.”
she sighed, “but if it means that when
[ am with you I am thrilled with a hap-
piness such as I have never known before,
and that when we are apart myv every
thought and wish is for vou. then, Fong
Toy. I love.”

He drew her to him and kissed her—
the first kiss of her life: and she shook
for very jov at the touch of his lips,

“You had better return to vour father's
house.” he said at last.  *“ To-morrow I
shall see him. e will not refuse, for
[ am rich @nd powerful. 1 am through
with duty for to-night, and I <hall make
ready for the new year.

I

As quictly as he had come. he slipped
into the crowd and was gone.  T'ai Moon
tried to follow him with her eves: but
before he had vanished from her sight
she was grasped roughly by the shoul-
der, and, startled, she turned to gaze into
the leering features of Sing Duck.  In-
stinctively she drew away from him, bent
upon flight; but his hold was sure, and
he rudely jerked her back iute the dark
allevway.  Vainly she essaved to seream:
her voice, through very fright. had de-
serted her.

“ S0l he grunted. the daughter of
Tai Ling meets her father’s cnemy in
secret, and  listens to Toolish talk of

love. ¢ch?”

He had heard it alle she realized. and
her knees trembled beneath her while her
heart Huttered in terror.

““T'o-morrow he would buv vou. would
he?” Sing Duck went on. ** Fhe toad!
I tell vou this—the illustrions Tai Ling.
vour father, long ago promised vou to
me, and mine vou shall he. You say vou
do not fear me.  You shall tell o dif-
ferent story soon.  You shall he like the
dog. cringing at my feet, doing as T com-
mand. as any slave obeys her master.
Do vou hear? ™

ITe shook her brutally.

“And he?  Pah!  lle

talks of to-
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morrow. He will never see to-morrow’s
dawn. In the sacred councils of the

Bing T'ungs it has been so decreed, and
before another hour this man who has
prated of his love and his gold shall die
by my hand. Back to your father’s house,
girl!  T'o-morrow I shall claim you—
and Fong Toy will be dead !

Blindly, numbly, Tai Moon groped
her way to the door, and into the narrow
hallwav.  Feeling her way to her own
little room, she sank upon the mat. For
many minutes—to her it seemed hours—
she lay very still, as one unconscious.
Then suddenly she awoke; her numbness
was over ; she was possessed by one start-
ling thought, that Fong Toy was in

danger.  His life was threatencd.
In an instant she was on her feet. .

Even now, while she stood there inactive,
Sing Duck might be ereeping upon him,
ready to thrust a knife into his ribs. 1f
he was to be saved she alone must do it.
ITer fright was gone now. T'he blood of
a thousand generations of Bing Tungs
flowed through her veins, and now it was
afire.  Quickly she crept by her father,
and was in the street again.  lere and
there she sped with feet that fairly flew.
No onc in the great throng of merry-
makers heeded her.

Into all of Fong Toy's favorite haunts
she rushed.  Now she hurried through
an underground tunnel : now into a vile-
smelling opium-den; now into a store
recking with incense and burning punk;
and as the despair in her heart grew
greater the blood in her veins coursed
the more fiercely.

She had a dull foreboding that she
would he too late: and the prophecy of
the blossomless lily recurred to her again
and again. Turning at last into a narrow
passageway leading to the Sun Tue Lee
house, she stumbled over a prostrate body,
and knew that she had found him. o
make sure she felt for the snake-ring he
wore upon his hand.  Tace downward he
Lav. Ihe body was still warm, and only
a few minutes had elapsed sinee, full of
Tife, and strength. and happiness, he had
fallen a victim to the hatred of Sing
Duck.

Tai Moon fcelt for the knife.  She
knew it would be sticking in his back,
for the Chinese assassin never pulls a
knife from the bodv of his victim.  Su-
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perstition has it that if the knife is with-
drawn the soul of the dead will come
through the gaping wound and haunt the
murderer till his reason flees.

But the soul of Fong Toy had no ter-
rors for Tai Moon. IFirmly she grasped
the knifle-hilt, and carcfully, tenderly
withdrew the blade. It still dripped
with the life-blood of the man she loved.

Quickly then she turned and fled, the
knife, gripped in her hand, concealed in
the folds of her loose blouse. Into the
light of the alley she darted, looking,
searching, watching just as she had done
before.  Her haste was {renzied ; she did
not stop to ask questions, but ihercly
scarched, and searched, and searched.

Minutes flew by, Finally she found
hersell in the little passageway where
less than two hours ago big, strong Fong
Tov had told her of his wonderful love.
She stopped, deep in the shadow, pecring
into the street where the crowd had di-
minished, and the noise and bustle of
shuffling feet and clattering tongues had
died away.

And then she saw him—=Sing Duck.
He was not more than fifty vards away,
and was approaching so slowly it seemed
to her that he moved by mches.  Once
he seemed about to cross to the opposite
side of the street, and Tai Moon grasped
the knife more firmly.  But he Kkept on,
straight toward her. Now he was but
twenty feet away @ now ten.

Tai Moon crouched low against the
wall.  Sing Duck came abreast of her.
Silently, stealthily she  stepped behind
him, and drove the knife into his back.
Sing Duck staggered. groaned, and then
tumbled bhack into the passageway.  Tai
Moon could feel his body quivering at
her feet for a moment : then it was still—
still as the body of TFong Tov, lying in
the blackness of that other passageway.

From a thousand throats a sudden
shout arose. = A whistle shricked loudly,

~and was followed by the din of tom-

toms. gongs, and  squeaking fifes and
fiddles.  The streets and alleys roared
with ]1(1]1[Jillg fircerackers,

Blindly, numbly, Tai Moon once more
groped her way to her father’s door.
Old Tai Ling met her at the steps.

“Listen, child,” he said. “ Do vou
not hear the revelry?  The midnight of
peace is at hand.”



AN AMERICAN KNIGHT ERRANT'

BY EDWARD BEDINGER MITCHELL.

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.

ONALD LAMPTON has inherited with his uncle’s fortune the guardianship of
D Doris Revere. Secated in a Paris café, Lampton is reading a letter from Doris,
announcing her departure from the convent.

He remarks two rough-looking men spying on a stranger of distinguished air. A
pedler of matches approaches the stranger and whispers a few words.  The stranger
leaves the café.  He is followed by the two rough-looking men, whom Lampton in turn
follows. In a dark archway the stranger is attacked.  Lampton helps him drive the ruf-
fiains off.

From the house before which the fight took pliace the stranger summons Dr. Cleon
Menon. The doctor introduces the stranger as Michael Kara, and requests Lampton 1o
harbor him while he is recovering from his wound.

Tom Rawlins, a New York friend of Lampton's, calls and takes Lampton to dinner.
In the restaurant they defend a woman whe has been struck by her escort, whom they
expel from the place. They take her home, and learn she is Mme. Julie Lecompte.  As
they are about to get into the carriage with her, the match-pedler who warned Kara
slips a box of matches into Lampton's hand.  On the box Lampton sces written:
“ Banger!” At Mme. Lecompte’s, Rawlins chatters of Michael Kara.  Lampton notices
an odd look in her eves as Kara's name is mentioned.  Smoking a cigarette ol Mme.
Lecompte’'s, Lampton loses consciousness.  When he recovers, he is heing taken home
by Rawlins. He discovers that the letter from Doris Revere has been taken from his

pocket.
Next morning the police call on Lampton with a warrant for Kara's arrest. Kara
cscapes by jumping through the window, dropping « ring as he does <o e calls to
Lampton to get the ring.

FFailing to trace Kara. Lampton wears the ring, and returns to New York, Ile takes
Doris from the convent and puts her under the xlmpuumm of Mrs. John Courland, his
cousin. At a reception the Levantine envoy tries to take from Doris a large cemerald
pendant, graven with three strange characters.  Lampton knocks him down,  Soon an
unsuccessful attempt is made to kidnap Doris by men who come to the house, posing as
oriental rug-sellers. On her way to a dance with Lampton their automobile almost runs
down a Levantine pedler. A mob of his compatriots storm the car. \When the police
have cleared them away, Lampten discovers to his horror that Doris has vanished.

CHAPTILR NI vanished [rom the automobile. Of myv
suffering in that time there is no reed to
tell. nor indeed would 1 he willing to do
HE detective flicked the ash so. - On that period of agony 1 never
from hix  cigar  and  allowed my mind w0 dwell.
squirmed uneasily in his Eight days had passed, and there had
chair. heen no word from Doris. 1o clue as the

“Weo have dore all  detective said, on which to work.  In
we could. Mr. Lamp-  some strange wav. while Rawlins and 1
ton.” he saide “ 1 am sorrv to have o were fighting with the pusheart men and
report that there is absolutely no clue on wrangling with the policemen, the night
which to work.  We alwavs tell our  had swallowed her That was all we
client the exact truth.  In this case the  knew at the iimes and that was all we
truth is that we are exactly where we  knew a week aliersard.
started—utterly in the dark.” I had offered a reward. a large re-

Eight days had p;lssul sinee the fatal  ward, The reward had no other result
night when Doris had so mysteriously  than a few visits from transparent liars,

* This story began in THE Cavariek for February.
a6y
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The machinery of the regular police was
in motion, or supposed to be. The en-
tire unofficial corps of newspaper detect-
ives was hard at work upon the great
Lampton-Revete mystery.  The best pri-
vate detective agency in the city had as-
signed its ablest men to the case.

Now Jennings had come for the tenth
time to tell me that all had been useless.

My heart was sick within me as I
listened.
“You may Dbe right.” he went on.

“The riot may have been part of a plan,
but I ask vou this, Mr. Lampton—who
has. the money or the time to get up such
things as that, and what sort of a gang
is it in which not one man is tempted by
such a reward as vou have offered?

“You talk of Kalat Bey. You even
asked the State Department to take up
the matter.  You didn’t scriously expect
them to, did vou? All that you have
against him is that he was impertinent to
a pretty girl. Good Heavens, man! If
the State Department  undertook  to
punish cvery diplomat who did that, we'd
be in a pretty mess, wouldn’t we?

“No, no, Mr. Lampton.  \We'll keep
on shadowing Kalat if vou say so, but
here's the truth—somcebody in the crowd
saw that necklace.  What happened then,
well "—he  shrugged  his  shoulders—
“there’s chloroform, vou know,”

“\Why didn’t they take the necklace,
then? 7 L asked. ** There was no need,
1 assure vou, to take Miss Revere, too, to
get that”

The detective looked at me in silence
for a moment.  Then he flicked his cigar
ash once more and glanced away.  Ob-
vioushv he was debating whether or not
to speak what was in his mind.

“Gooons man! T eried impatiently.
“What s jt2 7

Jennings  hesitated an instant longer
before he took the hull Dy the horns,

“Did it ever occur o vou. Mr. Lamp-
ton,” he said. * that Miss Revere might
have gone of her own accord?  She was
a young girl, and girls sometimes have—
er—romances which—"

I brought mv fist down on the table
with & erash which made him jump in his
seat.

“Nonsense!  No more of that! [t is
utterly impossible. and we will not dis-
cuss the question.”
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T'he detective suppressed a smile as he
rose to his fect.

“ As you please, Mr. Lampton. Tt is
only a theory, of course. and we will
abandon it if you wish. Good day, sir.”

An hour longer I remained in the
library, the prey of abject despair.  LEve-

ryvthing that could be done had been done.
There was nothing left, it scemed, hut to
sit and suffer.  Unless the age of mira-
cles were to return for my especial ben-
cfit, that was to be my lot through life.

As T osat there hopeless. Mrs. Cour-
land entered. Even my own miscry
could not shut my cves to the change
which had come over her. Onece [ had
attempted to reason with her, but with-
out cffect.  Every moment of the dav
and night, in unreasonirg grief, she re-
proached herself for having permitted
Doris to go without her.

But now. as she came into the room,
her worn face bore a faint gleam of hope.

“Tlere i1s a letter, Ronald,” she said,
handing me a dirtv. rumpled envelope
with my name scrawied across it, and
waiting in pathetie expectation while [
tore the missive open. “‘T'he boy from
the little bakery on  Sixth  Avenue
brought it to the kitchen door.”

The sheet of greasy brown paper I un-
folded bore mneither address nor signa-
ture, nothing but the one line. laborious-
Iv printed in pencil in large letters:

CORNER THIRTY - EIGIITII STRELET
AND PARK AVENULE, TLEN
TO-NIGILIT.

I held the uncouth message out to NMrs,
John.

“Take your revolver, Ronald.” was all
she said when she had deciphered the
serawl.

Reason fought hard with hope that
evening as I walked slowly up TFifth
Avenue. I had little confidence that
good would spring from a clandestine
meeting with an illiterate unknown.  In
all probability it was a mere hoax. ar-
ranged by some ivdividual whose per-
verted sense of humor found delight in
the sufferings of others. At best it was
only another mysterv, and of mvsteries |
had had more than enough.  Still, noth-
ing could he worse than the dead blank
of the past week, [ it was a trap, who-
ever had set it was welcome to his vietim.
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The rendezvous was deserted when I
reached it, a full fifteen minutes before
the appointed time. It is always a quiet
neighborhood, and that night a keen
wind, whipping out of the northwest,
had swept the streets clean of loiterers.
My unknown friend or enemy had chosen
his place well.

I lighted a cigar, turned up my collar
and strolled about the four corners, one
hand resting on the revolver in my over-
coat-pocket, the night stick tucked under
my arm. The few persons I encount-
cred hurried by, bestowing no more than
a passing glance upon me.

At the head of the avenue the hands of
the great clock in the tower of the Grand
Central Station crawled slowly forward.
They had passed ten when a man
emerged from the stairway leading down
to car-tracks below the street.

He stepped into the surrounding ob-
scurity so quickly I had barely time to
see that he was short and roughly dressed.
He did not go far, however, for 1 could
distinguish his form, standing on the side-
walk in the shadows.

Strolling across the street, puffing with
claborate carelessness at my cigar, 1 came
to a halt in front of him. For a moment
we studied cach other there on the quiet,
wind-swept avenue.

Then he moved
spoke:

“ Mr. Ronald Lampton, yes?"”

The familiar words had a foreign
ring as he uttered them, an accent which
it seemed I had already heard, but could
not place. Even at close range. I could
distinguish little more than a swarthy,
weather-beaten face above the stocky
figure.  What I saw, however, did not
appear forbidding, and the grip upon the
butt of my revolver relaxed.

“Yes,” 1 answered. “ My name is
Iampton. Who are you?”

He glanced nervously about him and
came stiil closer.

“You got my note. then?
I paid him. but bovs are bad.”

“1 got a note,” T said. “ \What is it? "

The man was frightened, of that there
was no doubt, and my heart leaped high
with hope. Was this the weak spot in
the fortress of my unknown cnemies?
Ay reward was large—was this man
about to betray his gang?

6 C

nearer to me and

The boy,
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“1 only heard yesterday. I do not

know vou, but yvou have the ring, so I

came to tell you what I krow.”

“Tell me what? \What ring?
Heaven’s sake, speak, man!”

In the agony of my suspense I raised
my voice until the words rang through
the silent streets.  The fellow jumped as
though I had hit him.

“ Lewer, lower! Will vou kill me?”
He spoke in a hearse whisper, his fright-
ened eves roving in all directiors in search
of hidden danger. In a panic lest his
terror overcome his greed at the last mo-
ment, I thrust my hand into my pocket
and pulled out a roll of bills.

“1f it’s money vou want,” I said, hold-
irg it out to him, ‘“ take this. There will
be more to come if you tell me the truth.
Where i5 she?”

The man snatched the roll from myv
hand, threw it in the gutter ard spat
upon 1t.

“ A curse upon vour money,” he cried,
and this time it was his voice that rose.
“Am I a Judas? I serve the ring—not
cold.”

Suddenly, while I stared at him dum-
founded. his manner changed. Fear and
anger left him together and he spoke
humbly. as if in the presence of one im-
measurably above him.

“Listen. sir. You
therefore I tell vou. 1 came into port
vesterday. T can read a little, yes: and I
read in the paper of the Lampton mys-
tery they call it, and I say to myself, that
is Mr. Ronald Lampton who has the
ring. I saw it on the stcamer and the
steward told me he was Mr. Lampton.
Then 1 go to sec a girl I knew in the old
country across the sca. and she says:

For

have the ring,

‘They are at it again. [ am sick of
them.  And this time it is a Jadv. so
lovely.” ”

He stopped abruptly.
story was at end.

“Go on, man.” 1 cried, wild with ex-
citement. “ Go on, what then?”

“That is all,” he said. “ She tells
me no more. But I think. and think,
and then I sav: ‘Mr. Lampton has the
ring, and Mr. Lampton has lost a lady.
I must help him? T think perhaps the
house is watched, so I send the note.”

Somchow I managed to pull myvself
together and speak quietly.

Apparently his
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“You did right, and like a good man.

Where is the girl who told you?”
“She is in Albany Street. in number

nine.  But, sir, [ beg vou do not ask for
her. You would kill her.  And go not
alone.  The place is evil—there are evil

men there.
haps not.
[ know.”

I stooped down and picked the
scornedd roll of bills from the gutter.

“You had better take this,”” I said.
“1 know that you serve the ring, but
this may help you and the girl. Come
to me when you want more.  Who are
vou, and what is your name?”

T'his time the man pocketed the money
with a gesture of deference.

“It is as your excellency wishes,” he
said.  “ T am called Paul Benoukan, and
1 am quartermaster on the Virginia.”

As he spoke 1 noticed for the first
time, the small gold rings in his ears.
At the same moment [ knew where
had heard that strange accent. [ saw
the tossing deck of  the steamer. the
quartermaster bowing low before me.
the officer roaring at him. and then the

Perhaps she helps vou. per-
I cannot say. 1 tell vou what

deck-steward  pointing me  out to the
sailor.

Providence had sent this man into
port to furnish me with the clue that
police.  detectives, and  reporters  had

sought in vain.  What he meant by all
his talk of the ring [ neither knew nor
cared,  Tle had given me a clue — 1
would follow it

CHAPTER XIV.
A REAPPEARANCE.

TY N hour later Tom Rawlins and 1
A stood in Albany Strect. gazing

up at the closed shutters of a
tumble-down  frame house. above the
door of which we could just distinguish
the figure nine.

I had taken Renoukan's advice and
telephoned  to Tom.  \What the Doy
lacked in discretion he made up in grit.
[ had scen him fight, and 1 wanted no
better comrade in a tight place.

Moreover, it would have cheered any
man to see the jov on his face when he
met me. Like Mrs. Courland. he had
never ceased to reproach himself for his
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share in the disaster, entirely forgetting
that a week Dbefore it was he alone who
had rescued Doris.

Although there was nothing in the
world that he could do to help me, he
had braved the wrath of his family, and
flatly refused to return to college until
Doris should be found. Now he felt
that he was about to reap his reward.
For the first time in eight davs 1 smiled
when I saw his set jaw and clenched
fist.

But the wild hope that had for a few
moments surged within us died almost
to nothingness as we stood before the
silent, dark building.  Somewhere with-
in was the unknown girl on whom all
our hopes rested. But how were we to
reach her? And when we had, would
she tell us what she knew?

It was a three-story structure that we
studied — or rather two stories and a
half, for on the top floor the small, un-
shuttered, unwashed  windows,  with
panes of glass missing here and there,
did not indicate that the little space
under the sloping roof was habitable.

From the sign swinging over the door.
a few steps below the street level, |
gathered that the ground floor was used
as a cheep Greek restaurant.  Otherwise,
there was nothing to distinguish No. 9
from the other antiquated, unkempt
buildings which tlanked it on either side.

We were in the heart of the Greek
or Syrian quarter, south of Fulton Street
and west of Broadway. in one of those
obscure  colonies  of aliens  which lie
tucked away in the center of New
York’s commerce.  Apparently the den-
izens of this particular settlement werc
hard workers, who rose early and re-
tired carly, Although it was a little be-
fore cleven there was no sign of life on
either side of the street.

But. for all 1 knew, there might be
watchers at any one of the dark windows
above us, and our presence would only
serve to put them on their guard. Sick
with the pain of disappointment, |
turned to Rawlins,

“We can do nothing now. We'll
breakfast in that restaurant.” I said.

With some idea of posing as casual
passers - by, we marched on down  the
street, Tom whistling  bravely and 1
swinging nmwv stick.
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A policeman, standing in the friendly
shelter of an archway., cyed us as we
passed. Albany Street on a cold, win-
ter night was hardly the place gentlemen
ordinarily selected for an evening stroll.
But he let us pass without question and
we made our way in silence to Washing-
ton Square.

At half past seven the next morning,
Rawlins and 1 again turned into Albany
Street.  The few hours’ intervil had
transformed that byway. The rickety
shutters of the houses were fluug open,
trucks and wagons of cevery description
rattled over the cobblestones.  The nar-
row sidewalks were crowded with hurry-
ing workers.

In the restaurant on the ground tloor
of No. 9. however, the morning rush was
already over, as I had calculated that it
would be. A few Dbelated customers were
still busy over their coffee and coarse
bread at the long tables in the front room.
T'hey had ro time for us.

On the other hand, the proprictar, a
burly fellow with a three days’ beard on
his chin, his shirt-sleeves rolled up, and
a greasy napkin tied about his waist, was
all smiles.  Doubtless he had heard of
other dingy little cating-shops which had
risen to the distinction of *“ bohemian res-
taurants ” and brought upon the lucky
heads of their proprictors a shower of
gold from curiosity-seekers. In us he
may have seen the first of the wealthy
patrons who were to spread his fame
throughout the city.

[ could have wished. however. that
his attentions had been less. Insisting
that the common tables of the main room
were not for such as us, despite our pro-
‘tests he forced us into a tiny apartmertt
in the rear, separated from the other by
a flimsy screen and a curtain of long
service,

Through the crusted dirt of the win-
dew-panes the wall of the adjoining house
was visible, some six feet away, and that
was all.  In the room itself the only ob-
jects to attract the eve were the stains
upon the faded wall-paper and a battered
lithograph of Washington crossing the
Delaware.

Afraid to attract undue attention, we
did not dare to resist. Inwardly cursing
his zeal, we seated ourselves at the only
table and awaited the proprietor’s further
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pleasure.  With a flourish, he pulled the
napkin from his waist and spread it as a
table-cloth upon the comparatively clean
oilcloth cover.  Then, with head cocked
forward in ludicrous imitation of a real
waiter recciving an order, he stood ex-
pectantly by,

At any other time, I think I should
either have laughed in the man’s face
or left in disgust.  As it was, with my
whole life's happiness at stake, I had
neither taste for humor nor thought of
clean linen. I was plaving a part. but
I had no interest in the stage setting.

“We are hungry,” I said to the pro-
prietor, * and I hear that the ‘Greeks are
good cooks.”

Beaming with pleasure .at the compli-
ment, the fellow shrugged his shoulders
and spread his hands in front of him.

* Perhaps. Some think so. What
would the gentlemen like? ™

“Oh” 1 said, “ that we leave to vou.
Then 1 am certain we will fare well
But remember, we wish to try something
distinctive, something not to be had in
every restaurant.”

The man scratched his head, gazing at
the floor in profound meditation for a
minute or two. ‘Then he looked up with
an air of decision,

* First there will be figs as only the
Athenians cat them, then—"

He named a series of dishes, the titles
of which I never knew. Of their char-
acter [ can recall nothing save the fact
that they were all greasy and most of
them nasty.

He had started on his way to the
kitchen when I called him back.

It isoearly.” T said, “ but we are

tired.  Have you none of the true Greek
wine? "

The proprictor regarded me doubt-
{fullv.  On the one hand was the certain-

tv of a tremendous profit on the wine. on
the other a small risk. I saw the greed
in his eves and knew before hespoke what
the answer would be.

“The gentleman sees I have not the
license. but perhaps—"

* Pshaw, man,” I interrupted, “ do vou
take us for detectives? Your regular
customers—they do not alwavs drink
cotfec.”

A Droad grin spread over the unshaven
face of the proprictor as he departed to
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fetch the wine and prepare the repast.
T.eft to ourselves at last, Rawlins and [
sat in silence for some moments.

Then Tom leaned across the table
speaking. with unusual prudence, in a low
voice:

* There's nothing here but a lot of
blamed dagoes, no girl at all.  Besides,
vou say yvou were drugged in Paris. Why
shouldn’t this fellow slip something into
the truck he’s gone to get?”

“ Very likely he will.” I snapped, * but
I stayv here as long as 1 can.  If you are
scared, get out.”

It was a Dbrutal insult, and uncalled
for. My only excuse is that eight days
of torture had left me scarcely knowing
what [ said or did. Nevertheless, T still
hacl sense enough to be sorry the instant
the words were out of my mouth.

Tom's face flushed and he glared at
me savagely.  But he had more self-
control than [. -for he choked back the
angry retort which trembled on his lips.

“You don’t mean that, Ronald.” was
all he said.

Thereafter we remained in gloomy si-
lence, facing each other across the dirty
napkin.

We were sitting thus when Rawlins
straightened up with a violent start. At
the same moment the curtain rustled be-
hind my back.

Following the direction of Tom's eves,
[ wheeled about in my chair.  Just
within the room. bearing a tray with a
bottle of wine and glasses, was a voung
girl.

She could not have been more than
cighteen, the age when the women of the
Mediterranean are at their Dbest.  Even
in the first startled glance 1 threw at her.
I realized that she was beautiful. and,
further. that she was well aware of it.

She stood in the doorway for no rea-
son that I know of, unless it was that we
might have an opportunity to look at her.
Her smile revealed two even rows of
white teeth. set off by the olive tint of her
clear skin.  The mass of black hair above
was crossed in front by a narrow Dblue
ribbon like a classic fillet, and adorned
with two blue and white rosettes.  An-
other blue ribbon was fastened about her
slender waist and a pale-blue scarf was
flung over her shoulders, more for effect
than warmth. A pair of patent leather
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shoes gave the last tourh to this striking
picture of a newly made American.

T'hese details she gave us ample time
to observe, and as I studied her, hope
sprarg again within me, and 1 prayed
that this might be the girl of whom Be-
noukan had told me. Despite her air of
coquetry, the face was both intelligent
and kind. Surely it was not as an ac-
complice that this girl knew of the plot
against Doris.

“ Leco, the wine!” she cried, advan-
cing to the table and depositing the tray
upon its cdge.  “ May you enjoy it!"”

“Since you have brought it, it must
be good,” T answered, stretching out my
hand to take the heavy Dottle.

‘T'ray, bottle, and glasses crashed to the
floor as the girl sprang back with wide-
open eyes, staring at my hand.

“I'he ring! " she breathed so low that
[ could scarcely cateh the startled words.
“The ring! You are mad to come
here! "

For a Dbriel instant 1 half believed [
was mad, or would be soon. The whole
world seemed made of mysteries and my
brain was dizzy with vain gropings for

the key.  But I had come prepared for
surprises.  While the girl still stared at

me, [ recovered from my own astonish-
ment.

T oam not mad,” [ said, leaning to-
ward her. 1 came here to talk with
vou.”

The advent of the burly proprietor,
brought in haste from the kitchen by the
noise of breaking glass, cut me short.

At the wreck upon the floor, he threw
up his hands in consternation.

“ A thousand pigs! The finest wine in
all Greece! Have you done this, clumsy
limb of folly?” turning in wrath upon
the unfortunate girl.

“No. no!” [ cried, hastening to her

rescue. 1 did it myself. It is no mat-
ter. I must payv for my stupidity, I sup-
pose.  Let us have another bottle.”

The prospect of charging an extortion-
ate price for two Dbottles instead of one
cleared the man's face like magic.  With
a hundred apologices for the delay. he des-
patched the gir! for a broom and more
glasses, and at length. much to my re-

lief. betook himself once more to the
kitchen.
A minute later the girl reappeared
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with a fresh bottle and glasses. As she
deposited them on the table, she leaned
over me, her eyes shining with excite-
ment.

“Take it off, sir,”” she whispered.
“They will kill you if they sce it.”

I glanced down at my hands.  Jewelry
of any sort on a man I had always detest-
-ed.  Until the day when I left Paris my
fingers had been guiltless of adornment.
Now 1 saw upon my right hand the seal-
ring I had in keeping for my vanished
friend, Michael Kara.

What it had to do with my lost ward I
had no leisure to imagine, but it had
given me the only clue we possessed. It
had served me well once; it might do so
again.

“No,” T whispered back, “1 will not
take it off, but I will turn it so.” 1
twisted the ring on my finger until the
scal of St. Michacl and the dragon was
on the inside of my hand, concealed from
casual eves.  “Now tell me,” 1T gazed
siraight into the girl’s eves.  Where is
she?”

The dark flush died in her checks.

“Whom do vou mean?” she breathed.
“Who are yvou? Why should I tell
vou?”

I rose from the table and laid both
hands upon her trembling shoulders.

“1 am Ronald Tampton,” I said, slow-
ly and distinctly, “ and I love her. You
will tell me because you have no heart
for wickedness and because T wear the
ring."”

Like one fascinated, the girl gazed at
me in silence.  Never before, I fancy, in
the course of her simple life, had she
been made to face so difficult a problem.
At Jast her eyes dropped and she gave
a little shudder.

“Thev are myv own people,” she said.
“I'hey are bad, but I cannet bhetray
them.”

“Tell me where she is,” T repeated.
“ Give me back Doris, and your people
will not suffer.”

She had opened. her mouth to answer
when the heavy step of the proprictor
sounded  Dbevond the screen. With a
wrench she freed herself from my grasp,
snatehed up her broom ais.. wvas hard at
work upon the broken glass when the
man came in with the first of his atro-
cious dishes,

y
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How we contrived to make away with
that meal, 1 do not know. At the first
opportunity, the girl slipped from the
room, leaving us alone with the food we
had ordered. From time to time the pro-
prietor appeared with a fresh mess, but
of the girl we saw nothing. There were
but twe things for us to do—to cat and
wait.

At last the end came. While I com-
plimented the owner of the place upon
the excellence of his cooking, Rawlins
lighted a cigarette with a sigh of relief
and settled back in his chair.

“ By Heavens, what stuff!” he mur-
mured as the fellow disappeared to cal-
culate hosv much he could safely charge
us.  ‘““ Praise be, we're through with it.
What next, Ronald?”

Another man than [ answered his ques-
tion. From the front room, cmpty now
for some little while, came a shrill call.

“T.alla! Lalla! Come here!”

It was the voice of the wizened pedler
ol rugs who had drugged me in my own
smeking-room.

CHAPTER XV.

A STRANGE PURSUIT.

ﬁT the sound my Dblood boiled with
rage. Involuntarily I jumped from

my chair and started for the door-
way, my fists clenched. Half way there,
1 camne to a dead stop. -

Very probably I could capture the
scoundrel, but what then? There would
be one less villain at large in the world,
but T would not have Doris. Long be-
fore the fellow could be induced to con-
fess, his gang would take the alarm and
be off with their booty.

“ They are my own people,” the girl
had declared. It [ fell upon one of
them now, I could expect no help from
her hercafter.

Tiptocing back 1w the table, I resumed
my seat. **'The rug-man,” I whispered
in answer to ‘Tom's look of blank won-

der. “ Keep quict and listen.”
“Talla! Lalla!’ called the old man
again.

This time the girl must have obeved
the summonrns, for her clear voice cut short
a torrent of words in some dialect of
which I could make nothing.
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“ Oh, speak English,” she cried impa-
tiently.  “I've forgotten that stuff.
We're in America now.”

The rug merchant burst into another
flood of angry gibberish, only to be un-
ceremoniously interrupted again.

“Speak English, T tell vou,” repeated

[alla, “or else keep still. I won't
listen to your other nonsense.”
I could have shouted with joy. The

girl wished us to hear.  There could be
no other reason for her insolent insist-
erce. The old man viclded with bad
grace.

“What fool's Dusiness is this?” he
growled. “ But you’ll pay for. it soon
enough. I'll teach you, for all your
American airs.  Now, tell me—"

His voice sank to a squeaking whisper
and I could distinguish nothing of what
he said. When he stopped. ILalla
laughed in scorn.

“ What an old idiot it is! O course
Nikola served them. He thinks his for-
tune is made. They ate like pigs and
paid like fools.”

“That calf’s head make a fortune!”
cried the merchant. “I.et him keep to
his pots and pans. Have they gone?”

T'he arrival of the third person saved
the girl from the necessity of an answer.
Though I could not understand the lan-
guage, the newcomer was probably an
individual of some importance, for he
spoke to the old villain bruskly and
without ceremony. apparently issuing in-
structions which were punctuated by an
occasional syllable of acquiescence from
the pedler.

Then the old man took up the burden
of the conversation. In the exclamation
with which the stranger greeted his first
few sentences, I read anger and con-
sternation, but thereafter he heard the
merchant through without interruption.
For a few moments after the pedler’s
voice ceased there was silence in the res-
taurant while the statement which had
just been delivered was mentally digest-
ed. A few terse orders followed and
then we heard the pedler’s voice raised
again.

“Talla! Lalla!™ he called.

From somewhere in the building the
girl answered him. A minute or two
later. the rustle of skirts and the halting
step of the old man moving across the
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tloor in the direction of the door told us
that the newcomer had sent the strangely
assorted couple forth on some errand.

With their departure quiet reigned in
the front room once more, while in the
rcar Rawlins and 1 continued to sit in
silence at our table. T'here was nothing
celse for us to do.  Our one hope was the
girl, Lalla.  Until she returned we were
helpless.  Moreover, it was evident that
in this shabby eating-shop we were close
to the headquarters of the mysterious
garg we were tracking.  If we were per-
mitted to remain undisturbed there was
a fair chance of acquiring valuable in-
formation,

But we were not permitted. A chair
was pushed back in the front room, and
an instant later a young man lounged
carelessly in upon us.  Strolling over to
the window, he glanced casually out of it.
then wheeled about and surveved us with
languid eyes.

Under other circumstances [ might
have resented the impertinence of his in-
spection.  Unquestionably we were a
curious pair to come upon in the back-
room of a dirty little restaurant, but his
own presence there was no less extraor-
dinary.

From the crown of his derby hat to
the soles of his well-blacked shoes his
clothes were perfect.  Between  his
gloved fingers he held a cigarette.  Al-
together, he would have seemed more in
place in the show-window of a Fifth
Avenue tailor than he did in the obscure
den in which we found him.

“ GGood morning, gentlemen.” he said,
when he had completed to his satisfac-
tion his examination of us. * This ix a
beastly hole, isn't it?”

He spoke with the peculiar accent of
foreigners who have learned their Eng-
lish in Great Britain. The change of
language had necessarily altered the tone,
but nevertheless I was convinced that it
was the same voice which had- ordered
the rug-man about.

“1 have been in worse.” T replied, ta-
king out a fresh cigarette. ““ The food is
quite a mnovelty, and the wine really
good.”

“Yes? V1, tastes.differ.”

His lips drew back’in what he mav
have fancied an “7affable smile. Tt's
actual effect was that of a repulsive sneer.
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Fvery line of his sallow face, ‘clean-
shaven save for a small black mustache,
told of cold. unscrupulous cruelty. 1
have known many bad men at onc time or
another. but 1 have never seen a more
evil face than that of the well-groomed,
strongly built voung {ellow who stood
there smiling at us.

The smile was as amiable as he could
make it, but it did not cover the fixed
intention behind it.  Fle had come into
the room for the sole purpose of looking
at us.  That was obvious. Our pres-
ence in the restaurant had aroused his
suspicions, and he had come to see who
we were, Well, at least I knew now the
appearance of one more of my enemies.

“You do not seem to like the place,
and yet vou are here,” I remarked, in
order to keep up the appearance of a con-
versation.

“Oh, a matter of business. Came to
<sec a man. But I sha’n't wait for him
all dav.” He drew out a gold watch,
glanced at it, and sauntcred toward the
door. “ Good dav. I hope your meal
agrees with vou,” and he disappeared be-
hind the screen.

“Why didn’t vou smash him? TI'll
Det he knows all about it.” Rawlins’s
whisper was hoarse with excitement.

“I want to get Doris, not him,” T an-
swered.  “ Come. we'll follow him.”

The Dback of the young man was in
plain sight as we reached the door of
No. 9. He was strolling cast in the di-
rection of Broadwayv. an occasional putt
of smoke, tloating above his head in the
<till winter morning, indicating that he
was in no great hurry.

Although neither Rawlins nor T had
been trained in detective work, the task
of shadowing that voung man presented
no great difficulty. The army of hurry-
ing people and the crowded trathe of the
streets enabled us to keep close behind
him with little or no danger of detection.
[t is not casy to see anything directly be-
hind one. and even if he had possessed
eves in the bhack of his head., no casual
glance could well have pushed us out
{rom the surrounding throngs.

Our quarry moved on leisurely to
Broadway. There he turned to the
north, went a few blocks farther and then
entered a drug-store. A heavy truck,
standing conveniently hy the opposite
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curb, afforded us a secure shelter in which
to watch unobserved uvtil he emerged
and resumed his way. Time had now
ceased to Le of the slightest value to the
man.  Sauntering  slowly  onward as
though he had the whole day to kill, he
stopped from time to time to inspect
whatever caught his eye, while we. con-
sumed with anxiety and eager to be back
at the restaurant, fretted behind him like
nervous horses under a tight curb.

‘I'o our relief, at last he appeared to
adopt some resolution. ILeaving Broad-
way, he turned westward, walking now at
a pace in keeping with the rush about
him.. With various turnings, he led us
into a side strect a block or two north, I
thought, of his starting point in Albany
Strect.  The long détour might have
been the result of indecision or it might
have come from fear of heing followed.
I learned the truth soon cnough. Then
I thought only that one more of the
gang’s secrets was about to be ours.

From the corner we watched him
stride along the street and turn into a
narrow alley half-way down the block.
In a second we were after him, running
silently and swiftly over the pavement,
until we pulled up just hefore the alley
entrance. Cautiously poking his head
round the corner, Rawlins found no one
in sight. -\ few steps took us through
the allev and we were in a triangular
court.

It was a curious little pocket, of a kind
familiar to dwellers in London. but rare-
ly come upon in a city as regular in de-
sign and as economical of space as New
York. ILow, dilapidated houses, old hut
far {rom wvencrable, formed the three
sides of the court. The cobblestones of
the vard itself were strewn with waste
paper and refuse.  Even in the crisp win-
ter morning, the air was fetid and heavy.
What it would be in the dead days of
August one shuddered to imagine.

But we were not agents of a tenement
commission.  In  this hidden slum we
saw only a likely place for the hatching
of crime. an ideal rendezvous {or the ruf-
fians we were tracking. And at the far-
ther end of the yard, where two or threc
ragged children were tumbling about in
the gutter dirt, my eye caught the Dhat-
tered door of a house as it swung shut.

Hugging the line of buildings in order
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to avoid as much as possible observation
from the windows, we made our way to
the house. There was no longer hope,
however, of taking the gang by surprise.

Unless we were following an  abso-
Tutely false scent, our visit to the res-
taurant had served warning to the gang
that we were on their trail. What we
should learn from the well-dressed, evil-
faced young man we were shadowing.
we must learn quickly or not at all.

I'he door opened to our touch—Ilatch-
kevs, apparently, were a luxury bevond
the reach of the inhabitants of the court
and we found ourselves in a dark,
malodorous hallway. In the rear. barely
visible through the gloom, a staircase led
to the unknown regions above. On
cither side of us, we could distinguish
the outlines of a closed door.

While we  hesitated, urcertain where
to go or what to do. the boards of an
upper story creaked under a man's heavy
siep. Some one was stirring above us.
On tiptoe we crossed the hall and slowly
mounted the bare stairs.  Despite our
caution, the loose boards sounded under
us, but we kept steadily on, past one si-
lent room after another. until our heads
rosc level with the last landing.

There we paused. A few sunbeams,
struggling through the dirty panes of a
skvlight in the center, revealed a square.
uncarpeted space on which five doors
opened, two on each side and one at the
end ol the hall.  Those on the sides
were closed, but the door at the end was
ajar.  From the room bhehind it came the
sound of low voices.

Silently we moved over and hent to
listen. Instantly we started back as a
shrill whistle ran through the gloomy
den. At the same moment the door was
flung open. Behind it stood the young
man we had followed. a revolver in cach
hand.

“ Hands up. Mr. Lampton!™ he said.

CHAPTER XVIL
WITHIN AN ACE OF
It were trapped. caught by a trick
as old as crime itself. The mo-
ment that the old man told him

cof the visit of two strangers to the back
room of No. 0. the clever scoundrel must
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have realized who we were.  “T'hen, with
marvelous cunning, he had laid his trap
for us to walk into as moths Hly to a
light.

Lounging into the back room, he had
at the same time assured himself of our
identity and aroused our suspicions.
Quite positive that we would follow him.
he had seen to it that we should not lose
him in the crowds on Broadway. Be-
hind me the clatter of rough-shod feet
upon bare boards disclosed his reason for
leading us to this den.

It was the home of the gang of which
he was in all probability the brains. The
rufhans had been warned of our coming
by the rug-man whom he had sent from
the restaurant.  The long détour had
given him time to perform his mission.

All this burned itself into my Dbrain
as Rawlins and T stood helpless before
him, gazing into the muzzles of the re-
volvers with which he covered us. At
the first summons our hands had risen
automatically.  To those disposed to
blame us, [ can only recommend a dosc
of the same medicine.  Although 1 had
never been compelled to do so, it is not
difficult, 1 presume, for a man of ordi-
nary courage to realize that he must dic
and then to die. But, in the hands of an
unscrupulous adversary, a revolver is a
powerful argument. If taken by sur-
prise. one is apt to yield to it.

Right or wrong, 1 know that we stood
before the villain, our hands in the air:
utterly in his power.  And all the time
the revolver I had not thought to hring
with me lay idle in the dreary house in
Washington Square.

“You see, gentlemen "—again the lips
curled away from the white teeth in a
cruel  sneer — “ you sce. gentlemen, |
rather think I have vou. Look Dbehind
vou.”

That was too old a game to play even
on such a simpleton as [ had proved my-
self to be. Tf T had to die. death should
come while T faced it. 1 said nothing.
but myv eyes never left his face.

Rawlins, however, must have viclded
to his first impulse, for he cried out:
“ (Great Scott, six more of them there!™

An evil grin spread over the features
of the young man. but his revolvers never
wavered.

“ Quite right. sir.”” he sneered. “ Your
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observation is remarkable. though you
did take me for a silly fool. But you’ll
be Dbetter acquainted with me and with
them before long. I have no wish to
kill you,” he went on calmly,  for you
are nothing but a harmless idiot who
has done us one very good turn already.
You will find this a healthy, if monoto-
nous, residence for a time.

“As for you, Mr. Lampton, you can
give us some information.  Don’t mouth
at me that way—it doesn’t terrily me.
Take my advice, and give it of your own
accord.  We have ways of making vou.
you know.”

He took a step nearer and leered in
nmy face, taking care to keep more than
arn’s length from me, however. his re-
volver still pointed at my breast.  Then.
glancing up at the palms of my hands
above my head, he asked :

“Did you ever hear of thumbscrews,
Mr. Lampton?>—What'’s that?"”

Nothing that I knew of. No one had
moved. The ruffians behind me were
quiet, and, except for his own voice. |
had heard no sound in the gloomy hall.

Yet something had startled the man
out of his contemptuous composure. In
his astonishment, he sprang back.  For
a brief instant the muzzle of his two re-
volvers pointed at the floor.

~In that one instant 1 leaped.  Al-
most at the same moment the two pistols
barked—almost, for before he could take
aimy, [ had bound his arms to his sides
and the bullets plunged harmlessly into
the foor.

We crashed down together, 1 upper-
most. Pausing just long enough to drive
my fist into his face as he lay half-
stunned by his fall, T stumbled to my
feet and dived for the open door ahead.

I reached it in time to wheel about
and see Tom thrust—there was not space
enough to club—the point of my stick
into the mouth of the nearest of the six
men rushing at us.

With an inarticulate gurgle of pain,
the fellow reeled back, blocking the path
of his comrades.  Neither Tom nor [
waited to see more.  Tearing past the
door, we slammed it in the face of our
pursuers, turned the keyv. and fell against
it in time to withstand their first rush.

T'he door was strong. TFor the moment
we were safe. hut for the moment only.
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The room was a good prison but a bad
fortress, and 1 glanced hastily about for
some means of strengthening our de-
fenses.

All that the place offered was a cot.
covered with grimy bedding, a table, and
two Dbattered chairs—Ilittle enough, but.
none the less, something.

“Quick; that bed!” T cried.

In a moment Rawlins and [ had
pulled it across the door. Then the table
was hurled upon it, followed by the
chairs, and we stepped back, out of range
of possible shots at random through the
door. As a barricade, it was ridiculous:
but I had my stick again. The first man
who tried to scale it would fare badly.

“ Close — that.,”  muttered  Rawlins
breathing heavily as he mopped his face
with his coat-sleeve. * "Too blamed close.
A-ah 1™

He sprang by wme where 1 leaned
against the wall just as a long knife
whizzed past my car and hung quiver-
ing in the wall.

Ay old enemy. the rug pedler, had
flung it.  He it was whose voice we had
heard through the open door, talking to
the young man I knocked unconscious.
When we burst into the room, he must
have taken refuge under the cot. We
had pulled his hiding-place from over
his head. and then, driven by despair, he
had attempted to steal upon me and
kuile me.

It was the act of a man mad with
terror. My back was turned to him, but
Rawlins had detected the crawling dan-
ger. 1 spun upon my heel in time to
see Tom throw himselfl upon the rascal.
A minute later he flung (rom him an
inert mass and rose erect,

“The snake! ™ he eried.
il 've done for him.”

The pedler’s face was black, and deep
in the scrawny flesh of his throat were
the marks of Tom's tingers, hut he still
breathed.  If we could only bring him to.
we might wring from him the key to
Doris’s prison.

“ Water:!”
“ Get me water.”

Tom’s eves traveled in disgust round
the bare walls of the filthy hole.

“Thev don't use it here)” he said.
“Kick him on the soles of the feet—
I've seen policemen do that.”

“ 1 wonder

I ordered  breathlessly.
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The brilliant suggestion was never put
to the test. The words were barely out
of his mouth when a great weight
crashed against the door and we caught
the sound of splintering wood.

T'he ruffians  without had  possessed
themselves of a Dbattering-ram.  Once
more it swung against the door, and
again we heard the wood splinter.  In
another minute they would he upon us.
and the odds were too heavy.

In that instant the vision of MNlichael
Kara slipping back the bolt of the gate
in the Paris garden flashed into my mind,
only to lie thrown aside at once.  The
act had Dbeen a stroke of genius. It
could not be imitated here.  But on the
heels of that vision came another—the
figure of my friend poised on the sill
before he leaped.  He had gone by the
window. so would we.

Cobwebs and  dust hung thick about
the edges of the one window.  Obvious-
Iv. the dweller in this den had little love
for fresh air, and there was no time to
waste in struggling  with  the  disused
sashes.

Seizing a chair from the futile barri-
cade, I hurled it at the narrow aperture.
Straight through glass and flimsy strips
of wood it burst its way, the noise of the
impact drowned in another thundering
assault upon the door.

With a shout of delight., Rawlins
scrambled through the shattered window.
I was hard upon his heels. We were on
a tin gutter that stretehed the length of
the row of houses.  Though it sagged
beneath our weight as we ran. it held
until we stopped. out of breath and
somewhat giddy, just above the entrance
of the courtvard.

Staring up at us from the ground be-
Jow, startled by the uproar and the
shower of broken glass about their heads,
were the children we had sceen plaving
in the front of the den of thieves from
which we had ted.

From the windows on the other side
of the vard a few heads were cautiously
thrust out.  Otherwise. the court slum-
bered as hefore in the winter’s sunshine.
Its inhabitants, 1 faney. had become past
masters in the art of minding their own
Dusiness.

We did not linger to satisfy what cu-
riosity they possessed.  Smashing in an-

-dren had gone back to their play.
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other window, we found our way into a
room, the mate of that from which we
had escaped.  This one was deserted, and
the door unlocked.

In the hallway an old woman rushed
out to mect us, shrieking something ; but
we brushed roughly by her and clattered
down the stairs, through the alley, and
into the street.

There was no attempt at pursuit.  Pos-
sibly the rufians forced their way into
the room too late, or they may not have
cared to follow us along our dizzy path.
Perhaps, audacious as they were, their
courage failed them when it came to
murder in broad daylight.  \Whatever the
cause, we stood unharmed in the quiet
street.  The trap had failed.

CHAPTER XVIIL

A WOMAN'S HANDKERCHIEF,

ANTING for breath, we looked at

D cach other without a word. We

had saved our skins.  DBevond that,

there was no cause for congratulations.

Doris was still unfound, and we had only
succeeded in warning our encmies.

Rawlins gave terse expression to our
thoughts.

“We've gummed the game, all right,”
he eried. “What next?”

“She's not there,” T said  bitterly,
pointing into the narrow alley.  “T'll
wager that fellow is far too shrewd to
lead us where she is. But T'll give him
a chance to give me information.  Run
to the nearest police station, Tom.  Tell
them who we are and what we're after.
They know all about the case.  Bring
them back, and we'll round up the gang.
I'll stay here on guard.”

Not pausing to reply, Tom darted off,
turned the corner, and vanished.  I.eft
alone, T took up my station at the far-
ther end of the alley, whence I could
command an uninterrupted view of the
courtyard.

A more prosaic specimen of the slums
one could not find in the length and
breadth of Manhattan Island. The chil-
The
heads had been withdrawn from the win-
dows.  The courtyard stretched before
my cves, exactly as it had when Tom
and I entered it a few minutes before.
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It had been a clever trap, as clever
and as daring as the whole black, mys-
terious conspiracy which had robbed me
of Doris. What miracle had made it
fail> As I stood in the shadow of the
alley, striving for patience to await
Tom’s return, I racked my Dbrains for
the answer to this question.

For a fraction of a second the young
villain had lost command of himself. At
the time he was threatening me with tor-
ture, with the thumbscrews. With an
involuntary shudder, I spread out my
hands and stared at them. On the in-
side of my finger was the seal of Michael
Kara.

“What's that?™ he
looked above my head.
seen and recognized
friend.

The clatter of horses’ hoofs and the
rumble of a heavy wagon on cobblestones
put a sudden end to my reflections. Raw-
lins had brought with him the reserves
from the police station. At their head,
we charged across the vard and into the
house.

It was deserted.  "TI'wo or three de-
crepit men and women, it is true, we
rooted out from their hovels on the lower
floors, but of the gang which had at-
tacked us we found no trace. Only the
broken door and shattered window re-
mained to testify to the truth of our
wild tale.

T'he sergeant, a red-faced, corpulent
individual. who obviously resented our
intrusion upon his hours ol rest. turned
upon me with a sneer.

“Well, Mr. Lampton. bring on your
murderers.”

Blankly I gazed about me.

“They were here,” 1 muttered
pidly.

“ Perhapss,

had cried as he
He must have
the ring of my

stu-

”

he returned with another

sneer.  “ But if two fellows came burst-
ing into my house uninvited., you

wouldn’t find me over-polite. nor my
friends cither.  You take my advice and
leave detective-work to the force—ama-
teurs don’t go.”

He marched away, followed Dby his
men.  From in front of the house, where
we remained in dejected silence, Rawlins
and 1 heard the patrol-wagon rumble
off. As the noise died away. Tom turned
to me.
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“How the deuce—"" he began.

“There's a back yard,” 1 interrupted.
“1 suppose they went by that.”

“ Where?” asked T'om fatuously.

My pent-up rage burst upon his inno-

cent head.

“Don't be a fool.” 1 stormed. 1
wunt none ol your jokes. How do |
know where they've gone?  ‘Talk sense

or shut up, can’t you?"”

Tom looked at me as he had looked
in the restaurant when I accused him of
cowardice, but again he controlled him-
self.

“I'm not joking.
trying to talk sense.
the restaurant and
girl”

T'he thought was already in my mind.
With a grunt of assent, 1 led the way
through the courtyard and into the street.
There 1 came to a halt once more. .

*They'l never let us see her,” 1 said.
10 we ask for her, it will only serve
to tell them who put us on the trail.
Then she'll be shipped off somewhere,
and we'll be left in the dark.”

“ Have the police arrest the whole out-
fit.” suggested Tom.

“How will that give me Doris?” 1
retorted. “ No. no: we must do this
alone.  Lalla knows, and she will tell
us.  We must see her. Ah, 1 have it!”

[ set out at a run toward the Hudson
River. Rawlins following in wonder at
my heels. At the corner of West Street
a truck blocked my path. and he caught
up with me.

“What is it2 Where are vou going?”’
he panted.

“ Benoukan. the quartermaster on the
Virginia — we'll send him for her,” I
cried, and we ran on.

Above the tangle of boxes. packing-
cases, trucks, and toiling, shouting long-
shoremen, loomed the great red fannels
of the Virginia.  In the sunshine at the
entrance to the pier a group of sailors
were lounging with their pipes.

They stared in amazement at the two
well-dressed individuals who burst upon
them, breathlessly  demauding 1o know
the whereabouts of one Paul Benoukan.
For a time. indeed. their astonishment
was so great that they could do no more
than gape at us. At length one of them
waved a blackened clay pipe in the di-

L8}

he said, *and I'm
let’s go back to
talk o that Lalla
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rection of a saloon on the
corner.

“1 seen ‘im goin’ in there ’'arf an
hour ago.  Maybe “¢'s there yet,” he re-
marked, and at once relapsed into his
former state of amazed silence.

With a brief word of thanks, we ran
back across the street and into the sa-
loon. In tihe group of longshoremen
and sailors pathered about the bar, 1
recounized the swarthy features of Be-
noukan.  For onee fortune was fighting
with us.

His attention auracted by the noise of
our abrupt entrance, the quartermaster
slanced up at us.  Immediately his glass
of beer was sct down upon the bar so
hard that the liguid splashed over the
sides upon the sleeve of his neighbor.
His  figure straightened, and almost
automatically his hand rose to the salute.

Disregurding the questions and out-
cries of his companions. he obeyed my
gesture.  following me to  the street.
T'hen. after another of the low bows with
which T wus already familiar, he stood
awaiting my pleasure.  For some un-
known reazon of his own. the man was
more than willing to admit my right to
conmmand.

¢ Benoukan.” 1 began, “T have nced
of vou. and I know 1 can trust vou.”

A dark tlush crept into the man's
cheeks. and heshifted uncasily on his
feet.

“Your excelleney has the ring.” he
mutterad  sheepishlv. Paul  Benoukan
had had little tlattery in his life, 1
fancv.

opposite

"

"

“ I have seen Lalla.” Twent on. “ She
will tell me what she knows,  But 1
must sce her again and at once.  We

cannot go o the restaurant again—they
know who we are. | want you to go
there and bring Lalla us.  We will
wait here” 1 pointed to the back room
of the saloon.

The qguartermaster hesitated. fumbling
in distress with the cap he had held in
his hands since T began to speak.

“The ship.” he said. “ T must be on
board in half an hour.”

“ You will not suffer,”
will see to that.  But
once.”

With another bow. Benoukan turned
upon his heel. making off rapidly down

g I
go at

I answered.

go, and
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the street.  Rawlins and I watched until
his short figure was lost in the throng.
Then we entered the back room and
seated ourselves at a table.  Beyond a
few curious glances that came to us
through the open doorway from the
group at the bar, we were left undis-
turbed.

There was no attempt at conversation.
When we first sat down 1 had pulled
my watch from my pocket. and now it
lay ou the table between us.  Irom time
to time one or the other glanced at it.
Otherwise we hardly moved, though I
recall that Rawlins lighted an e¢normous
number of cigarettes, which he threw
away half-consumed.

While we sat idle in the reeking, sor-
did atmosphere of a West Street saloon,
the fate of a helpless girl and my life's
happiness were in the hands of an igno-
rant sailor.  ‘T'he thought was not a
pleasant one.

So we sat in mute agony, until at last
Rawlins could bear it no more.

“In two minutes it will he an hour,”
he said, glancing at my watch. * How
much longer will you give him, Ron-
ald?”

[ gave him no answer, for cven as he
spoke the street door swung open and
Benoukan stood before us. 'T'he swarthy
face was now a dark purple. and he
gasped tor breath like one who had run
hard.  Howcever long the errand had
taken, it was apparent that the messenger
had not loitered on the road.

“She cannot get out”” he panted;
“but she savs, come quick.  Not the
restaurant, the door to the left, the top
floor. I show vou, but thev know me,
and they get me later—knife me in the
dark. Go quick, she says.”

Together, Rawlins and T dashed from
the room. Bcehind us the unkempt, shirt-
sleeved waiter roared in incoherent rage.
I believe now that he was demanding
money tor the two huge glasses of bad
heer that remained untasted on our table.
Then T neither knew nor cared what he
wanted.

DPown West Street we flew, dodging
under horses’ noses, jostling unottending
pedestrians, followed by curses and jeers.
A policeman bellowed something at us
as we passed, and a stone, tlung by an
irate and disreputable citizen who had
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suuered in a collision with Tom, took
off my hat; but we sped on without a
glance behind us.

In Albany Street we pulled up abrupt-
ly before No. 9. In the low-ceilinged
front room of the restaurant the same
roughly clad customers, or their doubles,
whom we had encountered some hours
earlier at their breakfast, were now de-
voting themselves to dinner.

Through the windows we could sce
the burly proprietor, Nikola, and an as-
sistant or two, bustling about among the
long tables. Apparently, our visit had
not been permitted to interfere with the
serious business of eating.

For the fraction of a second only did
we glance into the unattractive little eat-
ing-shop before we turned to the narrow
door at the left that must Icad to the
floor above the restaurant. [t was locked.

[ pulled wildly at the old-fashioned

bell-handle, but no answering jingle
came to our cars.
Frantic with anxiety, [ had drawn

back my foot to kick upon the wood.
when the door suddenly opened and a
man emerged —a fellow of thirty-odd.
and, from his appearance, a workman in
fairly prosperous circumstances.

Obviously, wec were Dboth an unex-
pected and unwelcome sight to him, for,
after one sudden start, he retreated into
the doorway, blocking the entrance with
an ugly scowl in his eyes.

“What you want?” he growled at
last, one hand upon the door-knob. ready
to close it in our faces.

“ Get out of the way.)' [ answered.
thrusting myself forward so that I al-
most touched him.

T'hé man glared savagely at me. but
he did not move. [ had hardly ex-
pected that he would.

“What you want? " he repeated more
roughly than before.

It was an old trick, but a simple and
effective one. T'hrusting my foot be-
tween his, T swept him suddenly back-

ward with my forcarm. The fellow
went down like a man of straw.
Before he could regain his feet or

offer any resistance. Tom and [ were
half-way up the stairs.

It was a smaller house than the trap
into which we had Dbeen led earlier in
the day.  Only three doors opened on
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the top landing. The one opposite the
stairs revealed nothing but a collection
of rubbish, piled up under the sloping
roof. The other two gave access to
rooms utterly devoid of all furniture.
save that in one a cot-bed was drawn
against the wall.

“The door to the left! The top
tloor ! 7’
We had taken the door to the left

and were on the top floor, but there was
nothing here. Could this be another
trap? Ilad Benoukan played me false?
Speechless with impotent wrath, [ raged
from one barren room to another with-
out thought or purpose.

Then from below came the clamp of
heavy footsteps on the stairs and an
angry shout’

“What you want up there? Come
down here.” followed by a flood of pro-
fane abuse in broken [English. 3

For once bad language served a good
end. [Like a drench of cold water, it
brought me to my senses.  Peering over
the staircase well. 1 saw the head of the
man [ had upset. climbing upward.

1f he was coming after us. he had a
hard job ahead of him. Once more we
might be on a wild-goose chase, but now
that T was on the top tloor. T proposed
to stay there.

At the head of the stairs T waited
his approach, the loaded night - stick.
which has already served us so well.
tucked out of sight Dbehind my Dback.
T'he fellow had rounded the lower land-
ing. and was well on his way up the last
flight of stairs before he caught sight of
me. Then he came to an abrupt halt.
glaring up at me. a long knife clutched
in his right hand.

“ You come down,” he ordered.
come down, or I call police.”

It was a stupid attempt at a bluff.
Had he wanted the police. he would
have aroused the entire strect when we
first forced our wayv into the building.
The less he cared for the police, the
more determined [ was to stay where 1
was.  In grim silence I awaited his next
move.

It came suddenly.  Secing me appar-
ently unarmed. he thought to take me
with a rush. Any one but the blockhead
with whom I had to deal would have
known that [ was prepared for just this.

“You
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As he sprang forward, my stick rose
in the air. T aimed at the shoulder, not
the head, for there was no positive proof
of the man's guilt, but the result was
cqually satisfactory.

He saw the blow coming, and threw
up his arms to ward it off. T'he leather-
covered steel crashed down on the wrist
that held the knife. With a howl of
pain, the fellow dropped his weapon,
turned, and scurried down the stairs,
cursing and sobbing.

His bullet - like, close - cropped head
was still visible from my station at the
head of the staircase, when a shout from
Rawlins drew me Dack to the bare rooms
behind me.

Tom had pushed the cot-bed away, and
was tearing at the wall-paper (like a
madman. For an instant I stood staring
at him in blank bewilderment. Then, as
strip after strip was ripped from the

wall, I understood. Before us was the
side of an iron door.

“The paper didn’'t quite fit,” ex-
plained Rawlins, still tearing at the

covering of the door. ‘‘I saw the crack.
Where the dickens is the lock? By Jove,
look ! ”

He lifted a loose flap of the paper
and revealed a keyhole in the iron, with
a small ring, set tlat in the door, above
it.  Upon this we tugged with all our
strength, but the (loor did not budge.
To attempt to force our way through
the massive metal was an  absurdity.
Once more we were blocked.

But that door concealed something.
It was for us to learn what. The win-
dow of the room opened on an ordinary
back yard. Close to it, on the left, was
a window of the adjoining house, the
jron landing of the fire-escape in front
of it lined with potted plants.

Then. as 1 leaned far out, in a vain
cffort to penctrate with my eves this
green screen, the truth daw ned upon e,
The wall of the room in which we stood
was the wall of the house.  Tf the iron
door led anywhere. it led into the ad-
jacent building.  Since we could not go
through, we must go around it.

The two windows were close together,
and, as I have said, from one projected
the iron landing, converted, in defiance
of the street regulations of the fire de-
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partment, into a flower garden. Less
than six feet separated sill from railing.
T'he material for a bridge was close at
hand.

We fell upon the rickety wooden
frame of the cot like beasts upon the
carcass of their prey. Below, the slam-
ming of doors and a series of calls and
answers indicated that the fellow I had
wounded was summoning reenforcements,
But we had no time for him,

In a minute we had wrenched free
from its last holt one of the side planks
of the cot. Then, with a silent prayer
that it might serve, we shoved it through
the window. ‘The farther end crashed
through the row of plants and rested,
with hardly an inch to spare, upon the
iron railing.

Over the narrow bridge [ sprang
to the balcony, broke through the locked
window, and leaped within. In the cen-
ter of the room I halted, staring with
bewildered eyes at the scene that pre-
sented itself to me.

Here, in the heart of an obscure,
poverty - stricken quarter of New York,
hidden under the eaves of a house fall-
ing to picces from age and neglect, was
luxury incarnate.

My feet just sank in the softest of
rugs. It did not need a second glance
to realize the value of the pictures which
lined the walls. Heavy curtains hung
by the window through which I had
found my entrance. In the large hearth
the embers of a wood fire were still
smoldering.

All this T saw, but
‘The room was empty.

Heavy draperies at one side, swaying
in the draft from the broken window,
caught my eve.

I dashed between them into a bed-
room as magnificently furnished as the
apartment [ had left.

It, too, was empty.

A ray of sunlight, penctrating into a
far corner, shone upon something white.
_\Iedmnudll_\, [ walked over and picked

with sick eves.

it up.
It was a bit of lace—a woman’s hand-
kerchief.  On it were cmbroidered the

letters . R.
Doris has been here,
come too late.

then. We had

(To be continued.)

o



DRESSLER GETS EVEN.

BY WILL ROBINSON.

A SHORT

EPITA'’S mother was Mar-

. gerita Lenora Felicia
Manuela Lucia Portales
v La Reux, which was a
good deal of a name to
wear in a twelve-by-six-
tecn adobe, even though said adobe be
kalsomined a shrimp pink on the inside
and Le flanked by a porte cochére of cot-
tonwood boughs.

The La Reux descended [rom Pepita’s
paternal grandfather, Frangois Vicroire
La Reux, a gallant, red-trousered zouave
who drifted from Algeria to Mexico in
Maximilian’s time, and who tarried long
enough to become an ancestor.

Pepita’s father, son of the dashing
Frangois, was a degencrate, with a hand-
some face and promiscuous habits.  Much
to his wife's relief, he drank hLimsell to
death the third year of their marriage.

As for Pepita hersell — Pepita’s eyes
were as black as sloes @ Pepita’s check was
as smooth and soft as a violet’s petal:
Pepita’s lips were like unto pomegranate
blossoms——DPepita’s heart?  That is more
difticult to describe.

There were those who lived in Pepita’s
principality, which extended from the
Upper Verde to Gila Bendl, who had been
known to say that Pepita’s heart was en-
tirely an imaginary quantity—a cipher,
indeed — surrounded only by a vacuum.
"The authors of these heresies. however.
were. for the mest part, mothers of other
Pepitas—Doroteas and Raquels—and, of
course. under the circumstances. were
only exercising their inalienable maternal
rights.

Certainly. no such lese - majesty had
ever passed the lips of either Jim Sibley,
who ran sheep on the Mogollons, or Lem
Dressler of the Gridiron ranch.

Sibley was an old admirer, who had
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formed Pepita's acquaintance at the
Otero baife some time in the dim antig-
uity of the previous year, and had re-
mained constant through twelve long
sheep-blatted months.

It had been scarce a month since
Dressler had first visited the Ia Reux
jacal. e had stopped to inquire con-
cerning a missing two-yvear-old, and had
been smitten into dumb worship at the
sight o the Sefora La Reux's bewilder-
ingly charming seventeen-year-old.

The age, you see, is given baldly ; sev-
enteen, and still unmarried.  But in Span-
ish Arizona, cven that extreme age
better, with wit and aplomb, than the
usual budding débutanteism of fourteen.
without Pepita’s ¢harm.

18

[t must not be inferred from  their
prominent mention  that  Sibley  and
Dressler  were  the  only members  of

Pepita's corps of admirers. On the con-
trary. the socicty of perpetual admiration
ol Pepita numbered—including honorary
and  dishonorary members—almost every
gentleman of prominence in the valley.

Indecd. the young lady was a sort of
Burke's Pecerage. A name inscribed on
Pepita’s calling - list established beyond
cavil one’s social position.

Sibley’s special bid for distinction was
the fact that he was Pepita’s only sample
of predatory wealth, his tainted money
being represented by a sixth interest in
a band of three thousand sheep.

On the other hand, Dressler. being a
cowboy, entitled him to a social position
that a sheepman could never hope to at-
tain; but, like many another proud mem-
ber of an exclusive aristocracy, financial-
Iy, he was a rope of sand, wasting his
patrimony and procrastinating his mat-
rimony at the palace crap - game with
monthly regularity.

479
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A sccond advantage that accrued to
Sibley’s credit was propinquity. Follow-
ing his usual custom. with the coming of
cool weather he had driven his sheep
down from the Mogollons to browse on
the winter's growth along the river, al-
most in Pepita’s back yard.

I'or Dressler. it was all of forty miles.
as his sorrel cow-horse traveled, from the
Gridiron chuck - wagon to the lhacienda
La Reux.

IT.

THis explains why on Sunday morn-
ing, as early as breakfast-time, the sheep-
man was industriously taking advantage
of the sunshine to make his hay. Out-
stretched on the clean-swept ground he
lay, his face in the shade of the cotton-
wood porte cochere and his one hundred
and ninety pounds of flabby muscle in
the sun, making love to his lady after
the manner of his kind.

“T don’t know what I'm going to do
if that girl down in Tucson don't quit
pestering me with her letters,” he began
modestly. “ Now, what do you supposc
all these girls see in a man like me,
Pepita?”

“T dunno. Why don’ you marry that
Tucson girl, Meester Sibley? ”

It is impossible to indicate the delicate
ennui and the lack of interest the girl
managed to include in her question.

“ Because I'm going to marry you.”

“ Ees it possible>  Many other men
say like that, too.”

“Then why don’t you marry them?”
This was rare repartee for Siblev.

“Maybe T will,” said the girl: “ Dut
only one of them. That ees a plenty.
And he mus’ have lots of money.”

“What’s the matter with me having
Iots of moncy, Pepita? You say the
word, and you’ll have more «ilk dresses
than you can stick in a trunk.”

Before she could answer, there was
borne upon their ears a strident tenor,
accompanied by the steady jog of a cow-

pony:

I thought onc winter, just for fun—
After cow-punching all was done—
I'd rest my bronce’ and rest my gun
And hunt me up a girl,

I'd corral her everything that gocs;
I’'d take her in te all the shows;

Td cut out all the other—

THE CAVALIER.

“ That nius’ be Meester Dressler,” said
Pepita  softly.  ““You know Meester
Dressler? He's very old friend of mine.
He's a verv fine caballcro.™

Sibley bristled like a®fat house - dog
when the keen call of a hill-wolf smites
his ear: which was right and proper, he
being a sheepman and Dressler’s line be-
mg Ccows.

The horseman’s smile, ‘however, in-
cluded them all, even the portly Senora
I.a Reux, who was spatting tortillas by

the bake-oven in the back vard. ** Como
estd V. Seiiora?  Howdy, Jim? Here
again—or yet? (Gee, Peetie, it seems

vood to see you. Honest, it’s been so
long T was afraid I wouldn’t know the
place.”

Pepita flashed him a fascinating smile.
“Yes,” she assented, ‘it hass been the
mos’ lonesomeles’ week off my life—ex-
cept "—and now the sheepman got the
glance — “ when Meester Seebley would
come to drive the lonesomeles’ away.”

“You Dbet! That’'s my long suit,”
asserted the sheepman defiantly. He

wasn’t to be bluffed out by a new pair of
chaparejos and a red silk handkerchief,
not while he weighed one hundred and
ninety pounds, and still had his sixth in-
terest in the sheep.

“Wass that a new song you were sing-
ing?" began Pepita.

“Bah! That’s Lon  Woody's
song.” put in the sheepman.
that song years ago.”

“You Dblat just like your muttons,
don’t vou, Jim?” returned l.em genially.
* Now, vou sing us a nice song. Peetie,
bring the voung man a guitar.”

“You mussn’ begin so much quarrel-
someness,” began Pepita softly, her nos-
trils quivering pleasurably at the belliger-
ent attitude of her admirers. “ We will
smoke a pipe of pcace—yes?”"  Mlysteri-
ously she produced the * makings ™ and
deftly rolled a cigarette.  ““‘T'he firs’ eex
for Meester Dressler, because he came
las' i the nex’ ees for Meester Sibley ; the
las’ ces for me. Now, Mecester Dressler
can give me a light.”

She stvod so close to the cowhov that
her hair touched his check, and as she
tilted her face to raisc her cigarette to
his her cyvelids drooped a little, and the
look she gave him from beneath the long
black lashes meant—anything you choose.

old
“ I heard
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It was playing with fire, with the big
sheepman at her back, but it was a game
Pepita had plaved before, and she evi-
dently liked it.

Her cigarette at last was lighted, and

she turned to Sibley, who was also
standing.
“Oh, so big a man! Why don’ vou

sit down and res’ yvourself 2 So strong a
man!’  She put her slim fingers around
his Dig Dbiceps and pressed them softly.
“See, Meester Dressler. ees he not so hig
a man?  Now, we mus’ sit down, and 1
will tell vou all about the circus. It
comes to Phenix in three wecks. A\ very
wood circus. | see the pictures.”
“Sure! T osaw them. too,” said the
cowboy promptly; *“at Granite Reef, on

my way down.  We¢'ll see it together,
Peetic. 1 was just going to break the

news to you.”

“Twenty  minutes
the sheepman gruffly,
me.”

“Iow
Dressler.

Pepita looked doubtful. There was no
question but what the good-looking cow-
bev cut much the more dashing figure,
still, wool was going up.  “ I theenk it
would be very nice to go with both of
}'()U.”

“ No family circle for me,” said Dress-
ler decidedly.  *“ Let’s Ieave the children
at home, Peetic. and have a good time.”

“Alighty big talk for a mighty little

]nlc " interrupted
“She's going with
asked

about that, little girl?”’

man,” put in the sheep-herder belliger-
ently. “ And. while I'm talking about it.

I'm growing particular about the land-
-ape around here. That red rag of
vours spoils it for me. If vou get a
little gaver I'lIl ask vou to take it home.
You're not very popular around bere.

12}

anvway.

111
Tre cewbov turned his back on his
antagonist.  ““ Peetie,” he =aid to the
girl, “vou see how it is. The atmos-
phere is getting kind of crowded. Don’t
seem to be room for us all.  You heard

the fat bov’s little bluff. I think I'll
call him. It's up to vou to tell us what
we've got.

“If vou want to execute matrimony
with a band of sheep, that’s vour busi-
ness, and let’s me out; but if vou should

7C
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happen to prefer cows, it'd please me
most to death. The boss says my cow-
punching’s going to be worth sixty a
month after this.  Next spring he's going
to plant me on an alfatfa patch. There'tl
be a house and money enough for frijoles
and circuses, too.  Ilow about it?”

“ Don’t forget what I told you, Pepi-
ta.” warned the big sheep-herder earn-
estlv. “'There’ll be four thousand more
lambs in the spring.”

Pepita looked disturbed.  She had evi-
dently been enjoving matters very well as
they stood.  Still. she was seventeen.
“ It ces so hard to know.”

*1 think we could talk it over better,”
said Sibley truculently, “if there weren't
so many around. You crook your finger
and I'll take the little man down and
throw him in the river.  Then there
wouldn't be so many lelt to choose from.”

Dressler whirled upon his rival like
a cat. 'l Aight you with fists, ritles or
six-shooters, you hig four- ﬁmhcr

“Oh. mus’ you h-rht” asked the girl,
with demure hps and dancing eves. “An’
you will fight, too. [ suppose, \Iecstcr
Siblev? You are =0 beeg and strong.”
She gave him the full battery of her
trouble-making eyces.

“Is up to vou, Peetie.
sav? 7 demanded the cowboy.
good to vou, little girl.
the chance.”

“Oh, 1 like vou both too much,” said
Pepita.  “ Only vou mus’ not fight.”

“ Peetie,” said Dressler bluntly, “ 1
am Dbeginning to believe that vou would
as soon see us scrap as not.”

“No, no. no!” lied the girl.  ““ But
vou are so quarrelsomeness: like two
men down in Chihuahua who lofe a girl.
They fight on horschack.  "They ride fast

What do vou
“T11 be
it vou give me

at each other.  The guns go ‘ Bang!
Bang !’ like that.  Mos™ excitement.”  She

and looked demurely
at the floor. “ Dut it wass very wicked
to make fight like that.”

“T'lI play vou seven-up for it.”
gestedd Sibley,  “ Got the cards right here
in my pocket.”

Dressler looked at the sheepman in
amazement. ‘‘ What a ladvlike arrange-
ment,” he drawled.  “ What do vou sav
to that, Pepita?”

“Ver' well,” agreed the
tantlv. “If you theenk it

(lroopcd her lashes,

ug-

girl reluc-
would be
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wrong to fight, maybe that would be a
good way."

“And vou will marry the one who
wins?2 "

S Will vou play, Meester Dress-
ler?”

“T tell you what T owill do. Seven-
up is a little too much like sheep-herding
for me. T’'ll cut for the lady, Jim. Ace
is high.  Ace of hearts. top of the pile.
Is it a go?"

Sibley swallowed hard, nodded. and
threw the pack of cards on the table,

¢ Shuftle them, Peetie,” said Dressler.

The girl did so.

“Who cuts first?”’
herder.

Pepita looked at Dressler and smilecl.

The cowboy turned over the top card.
It was the ace of diamonds.

Sibley went white. and with the re-
turning wave of color shook his fist in
his rival's face. 1 Delieve vou knew
Just what that card was, vou miserable
shrimp.”

“Play the game.” said Dressler stern-
ly. “or get out.  You forget that Pepita
shuffled the cards.”

“ 1 don’t forget that vou watched her,”
retorted Siblev. “Dbut 'll show you a
trick worth two of vours,  Ace of hearts
is high, is it2  Well, vou watch me cut
it.”  Hec drew from his belt a six-inch
sheath-knife and with the full force of
his ann drove the blade down through
the pack of cards until the point reached
the table. ™1 guess that cuts the ace,
doesn’t it?  When 1 want a thing, [
usually get it and if vou want anvthing
more, Mr. Cowbov, I'll give it to vou
right now.”

He Tooked as hig as a grizzly bear as
he leaned. roaring, across the table.

The strife in the air was as wine to
Pepita, and she smiled frank encourage-
mert at the big combatant. At the
glance, the sheepman swelled with the
spirit of battie.

Dressler caught the full significance
of the look and its effect. Indolently he
stepped toward the table, then, with in-
credible swiftness slapped Sibley  first
with s right palm and then with his
left across the face.

“Ah. you will fight for me! ™
pered Pepita softly to the cowboy.

While she was still speaking the sheep-

»

asked the sheep-

whis-
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herder stripped the cards from his knife-
blade, and slashed frantically with it
across the table. .

Dressler  jumped lightly aside, and
laughed scornfully. Instinctively he felt
for his revolver, but, alas! that familiar
weapon lay carefully rolled in his bed-
ding in the Gridiron bunk-house.

1V.

SIRLEY. too crazy with rage to go round
the table. crashed it down like an angry
bull.  Dressler whirled in his tracks, ran
diagonally through the court shaded by
the cottonwood bhoughs, and almost fell
over the Seilora Ta Reux as she steamed
around the corner of the house.

By the time the cowboy had regained
his balance Sibley was on him.  Again
the knife swooped through the air, and
Dressler felt its sharp sting as its point
pricked his skin.

Swiftly he ran across the clearing to
his horse, and placing his hand on the
saddle-horn, vaulted clear  over the
animal. The second thus gained. he used
to untic his lariat, and was clear of the
horse again before Sibley could reach
him.

Now he ran back to the cleared level
space in front of the house.  "The sheep-
herder came rushing toward him like a
whirlwind.  Coolly the cowboy swung
the coiled rope around his head, and then
launched the noose.  The rope whistled
through the air like a rifle bullet, and the
loop, four fect across, dropped over Sib-
ley’s shoulders.

Quick as a flash of light, Lem Dress-
ler pulled the rope taut and gave it a
cowboy's jerk.  T'he sheep-herder fell to
the ground like a roped steer. A mo-
ment later. however, he was on his fect
again, but quick as he was. he could not
free his arms from the noose or reach it
with hisknile, though his forearm tugged
against the rope until the skin turned
purple.

In the center of the clearing stood a
snubbing-post. about five feet high, used
in the subduing of unruly horses.  With
the dexterity of a prestidigitator the boy
ran to it, still keeping tight the rope, and
cast a half-hitch over its top.

The sheep-herder, seeing that his only
chance of escape lay in speed. ran to the
post to throw over the rope. but the boy
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was too quick for him. With a rapidity
that made the wood smoke. the rope
whined over its smooth surface and Sib-
ley was jerked up against the cottonwood
stake with a jolt that made him grunt
like a pig. Then round and round ran
the cowboy. the rope in his hand ever as
taut as a fddle-string, until, from neck
to ankles, the sheepherder was wrapped
as helplessc in the uncompromising sun-
light, as a calt waiting the branding-
iron.

Dressler stopped and smiled a cheer-
ful. impersonal smile at the world in
veneral. Then he  walked up to the
frightened sheepman and, as a watchful
parent might remove a dangerous play-

o
bel

thing from a baby. loosened  Sibley’s
fingers from the knife-handle.

Next. he addressed him in a few
virile, picturesque sentences. He ex+

patiated on the various merits of the
sheep  and  cattle  business,  discussing
Sibley's probable ancestry, made a few
remarks on the cethies of card-playing,
the courtesy due to women, and a few
more on crrors in judgment in the se-
lection of weapons.

Tirieg ol this, he =at down in front of
the big man and regarded him curiously.

Suddenty a shadow fell upon him from
Lehind, and an instant later a soft check
pressed agaimst his own. It belomged to
the fair and guileless Pepita.

CBueno! Bueno! hombre.
nito! O, so quick you are!  So quick!
like the gato jumps. 1 have so very
much proud that I am to be vour qucrida,
vour—what  vou sayv—vour goodheart.
Now, what you do with the beeg man,
vou smart hov? "

*Lh?2” said Dressler. " Oh, yes; we
were cutting cards to see which of us was
soing to marry vou. " Gee; I'd almost
forgotten about that.  Was just having a

Juy  bo-
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“Him? " grinned the hoy. ¢ Oh, T'11
fix him.”

Slowly he walked around his victim,
unwinding the rope, and finally threw
off the noose. The sheep-herder stood
free.

Paintully, one by one, Sibley spread
apart his stiffened fingers, and slowly
and awkwardly raised a hand to his face
to wipe away the sweat that stood in
great beads upon his forehead.

“1 was just joking with you; vou
know that, Lem.” ventured the herder.
It was the first words he had. spoken.
Every particle of fight was out of the
big man. Ile was as mild as a Sonora
dove.

‘I'he boy laughed in pure joy. *“ Sure.
he said, T knew it. | knew vou were
joking.  Anybody could sce that.”

“You don’t hold it up against me. do
vou, Lem?  You won’t trv to get even?”
There were actually tears in the man's
eves.

Dressler rubbed  the soft adolescent
bristles on his chin thoughtfully, “ Yes”
he said. “ T reckon 'l have to get even
with you. You were pretty pizen. you
know. 1 almost hate to treat even a
sheepman <o, but I guess you’ll have to
take vour medicine.”

“Tor Heaven’s sake. Lem,” mumbled
Sibley, ** what you going to do to me?”

*The worst cver, Jim. Give vou
Pectie, here.  Guess that'll hold vou for
a while. Here's your toad-sticker for a
wedding present. My, but vou'll make
a peachy couple.”

He dropped the weapon at Sibley's
feet,  grinned  expansively  at  Pepita,
sauntered over to his horse, and jumped
lightly to the saddle. :\ moment later
he was jogging along the sage-brush trail,
his song filling the peaceful morning air
with buovant lightheartedness:

e

little pipe-dream.  Never wake a man T s —
up until it’s morning, Peetie; it’s bad = Toubnever et tell:
fuck.” Sometimes they are angels,
“What are you going to do  with Sontetimes they raise—more trouble
heem? ™ than cnough.”
INIMORTALITY.

Tuae far sail dips beneath the ocean’s verge,
And leaves one blank of skv and waste of sea;
Yet ouward speeds. though gone beyvond our ken—
Where life’s white sail sinks down, a life to Dhe.

P. Walthour.
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A SHORT

1 want to die!™”

At that. poor Dick
Garnett. with a sigh of
pathetic hopelessness,
gave up his arduous task
of consoler, and gazed
at his roommate with mixed pity and
exasperation.  Aflter half an hour cof
heroic combat, he was empty alike of
argument, advice, raillery, ridicule. and
objurgation.  All he could do for the
time heing was to watch the figure at the
window. huddled in a chair, gazing out
over the rain-swept New York street with
eves reflecting  the most  genuine and
somber pessimistic gloom. ‘Then the call
of duty sounded once more to Dick. and
he braced himself for another battle.

“Don't be a darned fool. George.” he
said.  Dick evidently Dbelieved in the
powers of repetition. He had used that
tvpical formula of young man's consola-
tion some dozen times during the preced-
ing half-hour.

‘George Rowland turned his eves on
Dyick—eyes in which all the fire and hope
ol vouth scemed to have been quenched.

“T'm not,” he said, pathetically quiet
and unrutfed.  “ I'm not at all, Dick. |
know mighty well what I'm  talking
about. I'm down and out. I've shot mv
bolt. New York has knocked all the life
out of me.”

Once more he turned to the window
and gazed listlessly at the sweep and
spatter ol the falling rain, at the scurry-
ing pedestrains, and the dark shapes of
hansoms and automobiles, glistening and
dripping against the watery mist.

“New York!”—he shot the name out
bitterly from between tight-drawn lips.

“New York, curse it! Why did T ever
come here? WWhy do all the poor blind
devils who are broken to pieces and

IC THEORY.

R. YBARRA.
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swallowed up come here every vear?
Why do we? Oh that's easy. We're
fools.

“ New York is like a diamond. From

far away. we sce nothing but glorious
light, and we come trooping toward it
to find-—a stone! Yes, sir! When I came
here I laughed at everybody who tried
to turn me awav. 1 came here to be a
fine writer and live in Bohemia. Well.
I'm a shabby Grub Street hack and I live
in the mire. My wish is realized! All
my glorious New York is nothing but
cold. hard pavements and colder, harder
men and women. Bah!—I'm a regular

grand orator to-night, eh, Dick? Dra-
matic and Dbitter and forceful!” He

brought his fist down on the table before
him.

“1 don’t care! " he shouted, while ashi-
trays and books jumped., and even the
chandelicr overhead quivered. * No, 1
don’t carc! | mean what 1 say, and I feel
it. every word, and T don’t give a darn
whether it's melodrama—Dbathos—pite—
rot—or any old thing!"” And he buried
his face in his hands.

For a while Dick said nothing. The
silence was broken only by the confused
noises from the rain-soaked street below
the windows.  Rowland did not move.
As if he found relief in not seeing the
city which he had just apostrophized
so rudelv. he kept his face hidden in his
hands. on the table in front of him. At
length he looked up, tossed his head back
impatiently, and pushed the hair away
(rom his forehead.

“ George—"" Garnett began hesitating-

Iv.  He knew that he was approaching
dangerous ground.  ** GGeorge ™ — once

more he hesitated, then reselutely plunged
in—**“why don’t vou go back home a
while—and rest? ™

454
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Rowland tossed his head in sudden
fury.

“ No, sir.” he cried. “No, 1 won't!
(o back there and whimper: ¢ New York
has done for me—I'm sick and tired of
it—I'm a failure—support me!’ No, I
won’t do that! \When I came here from

home—as a writer, a budding genius—ha,
ha!—” His voice grew more cynical
tel B

as he hurled out his words. “ T scorned
the advice of everybody at home. 1
was inspired, vou know, Dick, touched
with the divine afflatus—unique, apart!
A1l those who advised me to keep away
from the game were mere plodders, in
the rut. incapable of recognizing inspira-
tion when they saw it. Well—they were
right. darned right, and I was an ass.
But T won’t go back! T challenged New
York—it has downed me—let it kill
me!”

“ But, George,” expostulated Garnett,
still fighting determinedly, “if vou go
home, vou—you'll find plenty of people
—relatives and friends—who’ll under-
stand, and—and—sympathize with you.”

“No. Youre wrong, Dick. Not one
ol them—relative or friend, man or
woman—-cares a hang for me!”

“ Not one?”

For a Dbrief space Rowland paused
without answering, while his cyes grew
softer and sweeter. T'hen his fist crashed
down again upon the table.

“ Not one. Dick. Not a single one!”

He propped his chin on his hands and
gazed blackly at the wall; for a while
he remained silent. ‘Then he sat straight
again, and looked at his roommate de-
fiantly, agonized.

“1 want to die!”

“You want a doctor—that’s what vou
want.”  Dick Garnett had been eying
his friend more closely during his silence.
Now, he suddenly crossed the room,
scized Rowland’s hand, and felt his pulse.

“Whew ! he cjaculated between his
teeth, and passed his hand over the
other’s forchead.  Then, without more
words, he put on his hat and began work-
ing into his overcat.

“ Don’t he foolish.” objected Rowland.

“You leave me alone,” said Dick
Garnett.
Rowland fell back into his chair.

“Well—I guess I'm all in—and T don't
care,” he muttered.
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“ Fiddlesticks! ” said Garnett.

And with that parting ray of consola-
tion he went out into the driving rain-
storm,

L.

I't was typhoid, the doctor said.  And
he added peremptorily, that the patient
must go to a hospital.  So Dick Garnett,
full of sorrow and forchoding. went out
to make the necessary arrangements.

“ I've got you a nice private room over
at St. Margaret’s,” he told Rowland, on
his return, as cheerily as he could.

“Well, thank Heaven, Judson's Mag-
azine finally sent me that hundred,” ob-
served the invalid listlessly. It will
pay wmy hospital board and treatment
and ”"—he laughed a hollow laugh—* all
my subsequent expenses.”

Y Something  like a  shudder ran
through Garnett’s frame at the words.
“Oh, cut it out—that’s a pose!” he pro-
tested.  Then his eves met Rowland’s,
and all the anger in Dick’s kind heart
was swept away in a pang ol remorse
and pity.

“George, old boy!"” he eried, clap-
ping Rowland on the shoulder. with a
feeble little pretense of cheeriness.
“ Buck up, old chap. Don’t be down-
cast this way. You'll be well in a few
davs, and back here at the room in a
week, and vow'll be the author of the
great American novel in a month, and—""

“No, Dick.” said the sick man, stop-
ping him wearily. “Let me die! It’s
the only thing I'll ever do successfully ”

Then, as if struck with remorse at
sight of the pain which shot over Dick’s
face, Rowland suddenly scized his room-
mate’s hand and gave it a feverish shake.
“T'm not a coward, Dick,” he said,
or I never would have tackled the writ-
ing game. I'm not a quitter, or T never
would have kept in the fight as long as
I have. But what’s the use of pretending
too long? It surcly isn’t cowardice and
quitting to face the truth, is it? Well—
let’s face it—I can’t write. Humdrum
business was the thing for me. T didn’t
think so—I had dreams—my heavens,
what dreams thev were, Dick '—and now
I've waked up!”

Garnett, with an cxasperated shake of
his head, tried to interrupt, but Row-
land swept on.

y

-
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“1 know,” he said, a touch of gentle-
ness tingeing the bitterness of face and
voice, *“ that vou Dhelieve in me. It’s the
one unbusinesslike thing about you, old
man, but—I'm grateful to you for it
God Dbless vou. Dick.” He held out his
hand.

“Oh, bosh! "™ murmured Garnett. But
he grasped the outstretched hand. Then
a gong sounded in the street.

“The ambulance!™  said
* Good-by. Dick. old man.
sorrv.”

Poor Dick helped the hospital people
take  Rowland down -stairs  on  the
stretcher. and sat with the doctor on the
back of the ambulance as it hurried away
to St. Margaret’s Hospital.  I'here. hav-
ing seen his friend comfortably installed
in his little private room. Garnett re-
turned. heavy hearted. to his own now
cheerless lodgings,

Thercupon, a weary round of lile be-
gan for Dick Garnett. Dayv after day he
repaired to St. Margaret's Hospital to
get the latest—always more dispiriting—
tidings about Rowland. Onece he was
admitted to the sick-room and saw the
patient, thin and wasted. burning with
fever, wandering with delirium.

Night after night. during the time of
ordeal, poor Dick’s sleep was broken by
snatches of nightmare, in which he heard
the tread and saw the faces of white-
robed doctors and hushed nurses : caught
the smell of medicine and the glint of
steel instruments. and started upright in
bed. wild-eved and haggard, at the sound
of dving groans from his roommate.

One kindly physician of the hospital
staff  took  to  rating  Dick  severely.
“ Worry will put you in here. too,” he
said. And Dick dutifully tried to abjure
worrv, and went on long, cheerless walks.

He even attended a gay Broadway
show, and returned. more haggard than
ever, to hang about the anteroom of
the hospital.,

Then came the news that the invalid
had *“ turned the corner,” that his tough
constitution had downed the first on-
slaught of the discase. With the news,
Dick Garnett leaped back into health and
good spirits at one bound. Fagerly, im-
patiently, he waited for the first visitors’
dav.

“Mav I go

Rowland.
And—1I'm

up to see him vet?” he
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asked again and again ol doctors and
nurses, to be met with nothing but frowns
and headshakes, and objections. But, at
last. the ban was lifted.

“Come on, there, Damon,” said the
kindly physician one day to Dick.
“ Pythias is getting on famously now.
He’'ll do, unless he gets a relapse.”

[t was into a little room. filled with
cheerful sunlight, that the doctor led
Garnett. On a bed in one corner. weak
and white, lay Rowland.

“ Hooray, George!” exclaimed Gar-
nett, almost crushing the invalid's hand
in the exuberance of his elation. T'he
return of the pressure was hardly less
strong. “ Look, old boy! T.ook at the
sunlight and—yes, 1 will he poetic and
mushy—Tlisten to the little birds outside
in the trees there, and—and all that.
Glorious, eh—what? Aren’'t vou happy.
old faker?”

Dick stopped. Rowland scemed unre-
sponsive to his outburst.

“Did the doctor tell vou I might get
a relapse?” he asked.

“Yes. but who cares?  You won't!
You—ol, for God's sake, George!”

Rowland’s eyes were hard and cold.
Poor Dick looked at him in ¢xasperation.
In the jov of his friend’s improvement
he had forgotten the cynical Rowland of
two weeks before—Rowland. the disil-
lusioned : Rowland. the life-weary.  So
wobegone was Dick’s face when he per-
ceived Rowland once more that some
of the light was chased back into the
invalid’s eyes. He laid his hand gently
for a moment on Garnett's,

{1

“Dick,” he said, with a whimsical
smile on his wasted features, “do you
know anything about the atomic the-
ory?” )

“1 did at college—when 1 had to.”
replied Dick.

At sight of Garnett's deeply puzzled
face Rowland laughed weakly. O,
not the atomic theoryv propounded by
—bv—Democritus. wasn't it? I mean
another atomic theory. a much better one
—my atomic theory. in fact.”

“What? What—" began the mysti-
fied Dick, dimly suspicious that his
friend’s brain might be giddy from ill-
ness. Rowland went on quite calmly:

’
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“The atomic theory, as evolved by
George Rowland, to wit: All the mil-
lions of people on this planet, with the
exception, sayv, of William Shakespeare,
Aliguel de Cervantes. N. Bonaparte,
Esq., and some hundreds of other daz-
zling super-persons, are nothing but in-
significant atoms. It hehooves them not to
concern themselves about why they fit in
with cach other in countless minglings,
juxtapositions and what-nots, thereby as-
sisting the progress of civilization.

“An atom’s first duty is to be an
atom.  T'he infinite harmonic correlation
of atoms into a sublime and tremendous
cosmic whole is none of that atom’s busi-
ness.  Anatom sheuld live an atomic
life, seck out, court, and wed some nice
little female atom, heget nice little atomic
boys and girls. be an atomic ornament to
an atomic community, and die in the odor
of atomic sanctity.  You follow me?”

“Yes.” said Garnett dubiously.

“Good,” said Rowland. “To resume:
But every once in a while. Dick. old
molecule, a poor. miscrable little fool of
an atom—an  out-and-ont insignificant
one, mind vou—suddenly loses interest in
the purely atomic matters which should
claim its attention, and begins concern-
ing itself with the progress of the world,
the judgment of posterity, and =0 forth.
Fascinating, but, I repeat. entirely extra-
atomic  considerations.  Thercupon. that
atom’s mind becomes fixed on dim, mys-
terious space. [t jumps bodily out of its
atomic  surroundings, scorning  atomic
banks. and law oftices. and brokers' of-
fices, which constitute its proper sphere
of life.

“In the meantime, its unimaginative,
wise. brother atoms arce doing exactly
what they were ereated to do. secking
out and courting and wedding all the
nice little female atoms whom the fool-
ish atom might have sought out and
courted, and wed. They are hegetting
nice little atomic boys and girls, and pre-
paring. with plodding atomic precision,
to dic in the odor of atomic sanctity,

“Whercupon that fool atom suddenly
tumbles to the fact that it isn't a super-
atom or anything remotely  resembling
it.  And here comes the tragic part of
my tale—ahem !—that atom suddenly
finds that it has lost every scrap of in-
terest in purely atomic matters. Unsuc-
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cessful as a super-atom, it is hopeless as
an atom. It is a mere miserable infra-
atom. A poor, unhappv. misguided,
good-for-nothing failure. That’s what it
is, Dick.”

All the banter had now gone from the
invalid’'s voice, all the whimsical light
of mockery from his eves. Ile lay before
Garnett—as he had sat that other night
in their room—worn., disillusioned, old—
the man whom Garnett had spurred and
upbraided in vain.  Poor Dick looked
again at his {riend, as he had looked at
him on that former occasion, In cxas-
perated helplessness,

“Oh, George, don’t be a  darned
fool!” he wailed.  * Remember, if vou
act this way vou'll get a relapse, and
then—"

ITe stopped short. appalled.
was smiling.

“ 1 don't care.” he said. i dull tones.
half to himself, “if 1 do get a relapse.
I—oh, Dick. Dick, T want to—"

There was a knock at the door.
nurse put her head inside it.

A visitor, Mr., Rowland,” she said.
Then she  withdrew, giving  place to
somebody clse. At sight of this somehody
clse. Rowland, amazed. hall raised him-
self in bed, propped on his elbow.
“You! ! he gasped, and in his

Rowland

The

You!
eves was the very light of ITeaven itself.

The visitor had hesitated  timidly. at
first. just within the door. and her pretty
red cheeks had turned wotully white as
she Tooked at the wasted man before her.
Then. with hands outstretched, she ad-
vaneed toward him, glowing with pity.
andl tenderness, and love.

Unheeded. Dick Garnett rose from his
chair, took up his hat and gloves, and
walked out of the room.

Next day he reappeared. to find his
friend napping. So he sat by the hed
until he awoke. As soon as Rowland's
eves were open, Garnett dumped upon
the bed a consignment of magazines and
books, and cheerily shook the invalic’s
shoulder.

“How goes it? 7 he inquired.

Rowland smiled,

“Dick.” he said. and Dick’s heart
leaped with joy as he saw the old fire
in his roommate’s eves. ¢ Dick, old boy,
I—T want to get well!”
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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.
VICTOR DE CARDILLAC comes to Paris, bearing a letter from Charles d'Albert

de Luynes, favorite of King Louis XIII. Cardillac meets Tresor, who tells Cardil-

lac the letter is a hoax, and offers him a chance to meet De Luynes. Cardillac
provokes De Luynes to a duel and is wounded. He discovers that his antagonist is not
De Luynes, but the Duc det Montreuil.

The duke and Cardillac are surrounded by the guard. The duke pretends that Cardil-
lac has been wounded by footpads. FHe invites Cardillac and the sergeant to his house.
and wheedles from the sergeant a fettre de cachet signed by the king., The duke proposes
to furnish Cardillac with iuml\ if Cardillac will undertake to recover his kidnaped daugh-
ter Thérése, who is detained in a royal convent.

Cardillac gets into the convent by using the letire de cachet. e is forced to flee to
avoid arrest. In his-flight he surprises a girl who has been eavesdropping.  She tells him
she is Maric Duchamps, waiting maid to Mlle. de Montreuil, and that mademoiselle wishes
him to escort her to the queen at Blois. ]

They escape from the convent and lose their way. While resting, they hear the pass-
word given to the patrol by two horsemen, who discuss Cardillac’s escape and the scarch
being made for him. Marie makes known her intention of going to Blois alone. Cardillac
objects.  She threatens him with a dagger, but finds he is “wounded.  Fle faints, and she
tells the patrol the wounded man iz her hushand.  The patrol lets them pass, and they
cross the Loire heyond pursuit. o . . .

They proceed to the farm of Maloche, where Cardillac introduces Marie as a family
friend desiring to take service with the queen. Maloche learns at Blois of Cardillac’s
escapade, and, fearing for his own safety, threatens to betray them. MNarie reveals her
identity as the (Lumhtcr of the Duc (lc \lontlem], and departs for Blois, while Cardillac.
after binding Maloche to secrecy. goes to Loches, which he enters to tind himself a popu-
lar hero.

CHAPTER XXVIL of the way increased as if the bugles
were calling cach individual from every
corner of the town, and cheer after cheer
;);)/p N listeners heard the arose as the tired horse made its ascent.
question and the reply, Cardillac blushed like a schoolgirl andl,
and the news spread like  with the natural politeness and grace of
the incoming tide on the a Gascon, he waved salutation to the
shallow sands of ‘he Nor- enthusiastic multitude. but said to the
mandy  coast.  ©Cardil-  officer, when the gates were closed upon
lac—Cardillac ! passed from lip to lip,  him. and he had dismounted from his

THIE ARCH-PLOTTER OF THE KINGDONL

and men and women came running {rom  horse:

every direction to cateh a glimpse of “ By oour Lady of Toches. 1'd rather
this vouth whom the king wanted. and meet a cavalry attack. against as many
wax willing to pay his own ransom to  enemies. than ride the same  distanee

secure him. among such jubilant friends.”
“ M. de Cardillac, 1 shall consider i The officer laughed, gave the hors¢ in

a great honor to be permitted to esc mt charge of a stableman. and sent sword to
vou to the gates of the palace.” said the the Duc de Montreunil that Cardillac
ofticer. awaited his commands.

As Cardillac rode up the steep and It happened that the duke had not yet
winding street, the crowd on either side arisen from his bed.  He sent, however,
* This story began in Tut CavaLier for October, 1908
458
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a cordial welcome to the voung man, re-
quested him to dcliver to the messenger
any letter he might carry, and invited
him to breakfast half an hour later.

When, at last, Cardillac was summoned
to the Lreakfast-room he found an apart-
ment small in size, but delightful in
situation, giving a view over the roof-
tops of the town, up and down the valley
of the Indre, and away across the forest
to the east. A table had been set for two,
as was the case at that memorable supper
in the duke’s palace at Paris.  When the
duke entered he grasped Cardillac warm-
Iy by the hand.

“ My brave lad.” he said. 1
never repay my indebtedness to vou.”

“Don’t be too sure of that,” laughed
the ambitious youth ; which remark passed
unnoticed, for the nobleman’s mind was
concentrated on one subject alone.

“ My daughter. then. has not come
with yvou? ”

“No.o She went last night o the
chiteau at Blois, and this morning ix
doubtless in waiting upon her majesty.”

CANRDT said the duke, with contracted
brow. 1T wish she were here in FLoches,
but Thérése is very determined—very de-
termined, and loval te the core, Sif
down, my boy ; [ am sure vou are hungry.
T'ell me all about it.”

For some reason, which is not men-
tioned in any chronicles of the time, Car-
dillac omitted several particulars of his
night’s excursion, and ignored one or two
events that followed after. He said noth-
ing of his fainting and loss of blood:
nothing of the repast en the south side
of the Loire; nothing of the good night
at the farm manor near Blois, but he men-
tioned his compact with mademorselle Tor
the release of the queen, saving nothing.
however, of any reward he expected.
The duke’s brow clouded when he came
to this question of her majestv's project-
¢d escape.

“ Wademoiselle told me. my Tord, that
1 was to consult with the authorities in
this castle regarding what had already
been done, and counseled me to [orm
my own plans accordingly.”

TFor a time the duke did not reply, but
his countenance showed that some trouble
agitated his mind.

“T am in deep apprehension regarding
that matter.” he said at Jast.  “ Scheme

can
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after scheme has been formed, without

the necessary  torethought, it seems to

me, and one after another has ended
disastrously. ‘The Duc d’Epernon, com-

mander of the queen's forces, is an ad-
mirable general, rightly advised:; but I
fear his impetuous son, the Archbishop of
Toulouse, on whom the sanctity of his
high and sacred office sits but lightly,
will vet carry us all to destruction with
his headstrong zeal. "T'here is no doubt
that the authorities at "T'ours are fully on
the alert. Our garrison here is permeated
with their spies, and they seem to learn
of what is suggested before the plan is
carried out. As a result, some of our men
have been captured and executed.

‘At the present moment my anxiery is
intense, for the castle is in my charge.
The Duc d’Epernon and his son, the
Archbishop of Toulouse, have been ab-
sent for three days, and during that time
I have received no word from  them.
The duke, proud of his reputation as the
best swordsman  in France, cannot  he
made w0 see that such a thing as personal
danger exists. He therefore takes risks
which no man, commander of .%o im-
portant a garrison as ours, should accept.
and some day he will be overpowered
and captured. With the father so veun-
turesome, vou may understand that there
is little advantage i speaking warningly
to the son.

*They are both under the influence of
Rucellai, Abbé of Ligny, who is an
Italian. and a born concoctor of [utile
conspiracies.  Rucellai is an adherent
and a favorite of his countrvwoman, the
queen-mother, and knowing him  there-
fore to possess her majesty's confidence.
it is but natural that the commander of
her Forees should place great confidence
in the abbd,

“The plots of Ruccllai are as.intricate
and subtle as an Ttalian’s mind, and they
have hitherto always ended bi7 catas-
trophe.  On this occasion the duke and
the archhishop have gone with Rucellai
personally to superintend its cxecution,
but I fear they may attend an execution
of their own. I am awaiting with great
anxiety their return, or some news of
their adventure.

I we continue this inane pestering
ol the queen’s jailers, the inevitable re-
sult will be that De T.uvnes shall order
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her executed in the courtyard, or perhaps
assassinated in her apartments. which are
under those where the Duc de Guise
met his fate.  She is lodged i a sinister
building, De Cardillac. and 1 fear that
Italian subtlety will be met by French
brutality.”

“ Pertaining  to this latest plot, my
lord, I am a messenger of evil omen.
The garrulous licutenant who was  to
escort your daughter to Blois told us that
a conspiracy had been unmasked, and
that two of the queen’s ladies in waiting
had been arrested and imprisoned.  To
take their place vour daughter was hur-
riedly commanded into attendance.”

“You think.” said the duke anxiously,
“that they had no suspicion of" her
quality? "

* None in the least; and I further be-
licve,” cried the voung man, with in-
creased enthusiasm, *“ that her arrival in
the queen’s entourage will introduce some
common sense into that assemblage.”

The duke’s brow cleared. and his eves
lightened,

“Yes. Thértse, from the time she was
a little girl, ruled all who came ncar
her, and T mysell have often heen aston-
ished at the sedate wisdom  of  that
sprightly creature.  She made no com-
plaint, I suppose, of her journey's hard-
ness through the forest?”

“Oh, not the least. She enjoved every
hour of it, especially after our supper at
midnight, for she had been compelled to
leave the convent before their late hour
for dinner, and from twelve noon to
twelve night is rather a long [ast.

“TLuckily I had filled myv saddle-bags
with an excellent repast furnished by
the innkeeper at Beaugency. and so our
journey was carried through with little
hardship bevond what the forest had
to offer.

“ Nevertheless, were it not for made-
moiselle’s resource and quick wit 1 could
not have brought our trip to a successful
conclusion.”

“ It cheers my old heart to hear vou
speak so culogistically of my dear child,
and I recognize that yvour generosity is
cqual to vour bravery. Yet T wish
Thértse had come to me, for if anything
happens to the Duc d’Epernon I shall
be commander of the queen’s forces, de-
spite the fact that I am a statesman
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rather than a warrior. If, therefore, De
Luynes discovers that my daughter is
held prisoner with the queen, he has me
at a double disadvantage, with both my
daughter and my roval mistress in his
power.”

“We must the sooner release them, my
lord.”

“True. true. but that is easier “said
than done : and if this meddlesome Ital-
ian continues to spin out his [antastic
designs, anid is backed by the commander
of the forces, the inevitable result will be
a tragedy.  Although I realize quite as
fully as does the Duc d’Epernon the
immediate necessity for releasing  the
queen, I also see the danger of strata-
gems  that are continually  brought to
naught, which e¢xasperate our encmies
without effecting anything for our own
[riends.

* When some davs ago news arrived
that vou had succeeded in spiriting away
my daughter from the convent, and that
De Luvnes, with the resources of France
at his dizposal, had not captured vou, I
proposed to D’Epernon that we should
wait until vou arrived at Loches, for 1
supposed that sooner or later vou would
report to.me.

“1 suggested that then. as you were
voung. and hait proven yourself com-
petent  to cope with  forces almost
overwhelming, we should transfer to
vou the task of rcleasing the quecen.
1D’Epernon scemed favorable at first. but
Rucellai would not hear of it, and speed-
ilv resumed his influence over the duke's
mind, an influence which T hoped had
been shaken by the Ttalian’s numerous
failures.  So, vou see, the same thought
oceurred to both my daughter’s mind and
my own. 1[I understand rightly, it is
vour intention to make Montrichard vour
base of operations? ”

“Yes, my lord. Every man in Mont-
richard is v friend, and T have estab-
lished two lines of communication with
Blois: neither perfect, of course, and
neither to be used except in cases of emer-
geney.  Then, | am perfectly acquainted
with Montrichard and the country round
about. and [ consider it much better as
headquarters than a spot like l.oches
for whatever plan [ efay adopt, since
Loches, safe as it may be, is alive, as vou
admit, with zpies.”
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“T think. moensicur. you are quite in
the right and, if 1T may venture a sugges-
tion, it is this: You have entered the
castle amid great acclaim. T thought,
until [ had your message. the clamor
meant the return of D’Epernon and the
archbishop.  T'he news that you are here
is doubtless already traveling to Blois.
and it may be in Paris by to-morrow. Tt
will seem  perfectly natural that vou
should seck refuge in Loches, and they
are likely to take it for granted that you
will not soon quit =0 sccure a sanc-
tuary.

“As I am within these walls, it will also
appear probable that by some means or
other vou have placed my daughter under
my protection, and your public entry
alone will seem to these crafty persons
merely a ruse to delude them into the
belief that she is clsewhere.  An imme-
diate conscquence of this is that the
scarch for you will stop.

“1 therefore recommend that yvou se-
cretly leave Loches to-night, and return
to Montrichard. I shall have it given
forth that [ have appointed yvou my sccre-
tary: and as I work in my own suite of
apartments here, and appear seldom in
public, this statement will doubtless be
credited, and my appointment taken os
simple gratitude for what you have
done.

“ But your great security ix that no one
will believe you foolhardy enough to
leave Loches while the hue and cry for
you is abroad in the land.  Now, I ask
the privilege of paving vou two thousand
pistoles instead of the one 1 suggested at
first.”

“You are very generous, my lord duke.
but I cannot accept more than the exact
amount stipulated ; and, indeed. I fecl
that smademolselle, rather than mysclf, is
deserving of the money.  Your sugges-
tion, regarding the method of my return
to Montrichard, is not only an excellent
one in itself, but it relieves me from the
embarrassment of appearing again hefore
this effervescent mob which appears to
make up the population of Loches.”

“Very good. monsicur; and I beg to
say that the more T sec of vou the more
pleased T am with vour capacity. T wish
we had others like vou in high places
within this fortress. If agreeable to vou.
I propose two o’clock to-morrow morning
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as the hour ol your departure, the seme
hour that we left Paris together.”

“ At two o'clock 1 shall be ready, my
lord duke.”

CHAPTER XXVII.

INTO ENEMY'S CITADEL.

HREE months later De Cardillac
sat in the hospitable dining-room
of the T'€te Noire at Montrichard.

the wvictim of Dblack despair.  All his

TILE

cfiorts had been nullified by Italian
finesse. "I'he  ever-fertile Rucellai had
evolved brouillon alter brouillon. cach

one proving more unworkable than those
that had goue before. At last Cardillac
came to the conclusion that the good
AbbE of Ligny was cither i the pay of
De Luynes or was feathering his own nest
by the money the infatuated Due d’Eper-
non bestowed upon him as capital for
carrying out his machinations. Cardillac
communicated his suspicions to the Due
de Montreuil, who made careful inves-
tigations. but came to the conclusion that
the Florentine was honest enough aud
loyval enough, but merely an enthusiastic
conspirator.

The result of all this folly was that
the garrison at Blois had been increased
by over five thousand men. It was al-
most impossible for a rat to get through
the cordon that surrounded the queen in
prison.  Scveral times during those three
months Cardillac had made his way into
Blois. but each time with inereased dan-
ger to his life,

Iis chiel reason for performing these
dangerous journeys was the delight of
sceing Mlle. de Montreuil on her bal-
cony: to play “ Romeo and Juliet” in
dumb show.  On cach occasion, by means
of the twine, he hacd received down and
sent up a written message. he last docu-
ment that went up to the balcony he
considered most  important, for it re-
quested mademoiselle to obtain from the
queen, under her sign manual, an order
for Rucellai to cease his plots on her
behalf. and a command to the Duc
d’'Epernon to furnish no more aid to the
Italian conspirator. Cardillac added as
a postscript that if Thérése could per-
suade her majesty to order D’Epernon to
imprison the active abb¢ this would be
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so much to the good. Cardillac was
quite certain Thérése would accomplish
this necessary task: but now, to his dis-
may, he found himself completely fenced
out of Blois.

He had never used Maloche as a
means  of  communication with the
chateau. neither had mademoisclle ; hut
he had visited the farmer once a month
and paid down a handsome instalment in
gold.  The peasant had kept his word,
and respected the oath he had taken, but
Cardillac never recovered his helief in
the farmer’s good faith. Now, however,
grown reckless through despondency, he
resolved to adventure himself under the
mercies of  Maloche, and so, one dark
autumn night, he rode northward to the
farm.

“Maloche,” he said, T am going to
double vour stipend, and here is your in-
creased portion.”

The farmer grunted, but
thanks for this new generosity.

“They are tightening things up more
and more in Blois,” said Maloche, “ and
soon I expeet they will no longer allow
me to cart my vegetables into that town.
[t is a dangerous business, M. de Cardil-
lac, that vou have got me into, and what
profit is gold if a man loses his head? ”

“Oh. you won't lose your head.” re-
turned the yvoung man carelessly, “so
don’t be disheartened.  Thev'll merely
hang you. No such aristocratic exit as
decapitation awaits vou, so listen to me.
You will go in to-morrow and sce vour
daughter privately.  Tell her—what is
quite true—that I am a lover of Marie
Duchamps.  Ask her to arrange that 1
may have a word or two in sceret with
this girl. I have enjoved no speech with
her for three months, and 1 weary for the
sight of her.”

“How do vou propose to cnter Blois,
M. de Cardillac?”

“1 will enter it in your cart, dressed
as one of your sons.”

“ Humph!” grunted the farmer. in no
way delighted at this new peril he was
called to face through the unrcasonable-
ness of amorous vouth.

The farmer brought back from Blois
the intelligence that if Cardillac were
patient enough to wait three days, what
he  wished might possibly be accom-
plished.  (n the third day his daughter’s
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voung man would he on guard at the
outer door of the queen’s corridor, and,
although none of the queen’s attendants
were permitted to enter this corridor, the
guard for the moment would turn his
back, and Cardillac might enjoy the

felicitation of embracing Marie Du-
champs if he lingered not too long

about it.

The three days passed with exasper-
ating slowness. but at last this vokel, who
was apparently a farmer’s son, entered
the chiteau under the guidance of Phyl-
lis Maloche. lle was taken surrepti-
tiously along passage and corridor, and
commanded to stand in an  embrasure
some ten feet away from the perturbed
guard. who, being a lover himself, may be
supposed to have had compassion upon
others in the same condition. !

The farmer’s daughter whispered a
few words to the sentinel, then knocked
at the door of the queen’s apartments,
opened it, and disappeared ; while the
guard, ignoring Cardillac’s  presence,
paced moodily up and down the corridor,
keeping close to the windows, that any
one looking up from the outside might
sce he was on the alert.  Presently Marie
and her guide appeared. Cardillac dra-
matically held out his arms. and madem-
oiselle, who had heen told by the girl that
her lover wished to see her. enacted the
part to perfection.  She had on many
occasions  assumed  the role in private
theatricals, and now did herself justice;
nevertheless, the fervor of  Cardillac

- proved embarrassing.

"

“You are overacting.” she whispered.

“ 1 am not acting at all.” he replied.

“ Such ardor as vours is impossible in
any country, especially I'rance. where all
belief in true love has long since de-
parted.”

“ Not from vour heart, ‘T'hértse.”

“Oh, never mind my heart! What is
it you came for?”

“ Did the queen sign that paper order-
ing the imprisonment of Rucellai?”

“She signed a document ordering
I>’Epernon, his son. and the abbé to
cease their troubling, but she will not
permit Rucellai to be imprisoned.”

“Well, half a loaf if we can get no
more. Do vou carry the message with
vou?"”

“Surely. everywhere [ go.”
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‘I'hen, during my next delicious em-
brace, pass it to me if you can.”

“Don’'t distract my attention too
much,” laughed mademorselle.  ** Here
it is.  God send you may not be searched
on leaving the palace. And now, what
chance for the queen? She is becoming
irritable and difticult to deal with, be-
cause of the long delay.”

“That’s the fool Rucellai’s fault. I
should not advise any attempt to be made
before next February.”

The girl gave an exclamation of dis-
may.

“The queen will fret herself to death
before that time.”

“ When all plots cease, discipline will
relax, and then something may be accom-
plished. Now it is madness to try.”

The guard was giving signs of uncasi-
ness by coughing loudly, and at last
Maloche's daughter timidly approached
the pair.

“1 am sorry, monsicur. but you must
part. It is very dangerous.”

“I know it,” said Cardillac, looking
full in the laughing eves of madecmoiselle.
“And now two more. with no acting in
them.”

“One,” said madeinoiselle : but  he
took three, explaining hastily. as he tore
himself away, that this was the sum total
of two and one.

Cardillac was led by Phyllis Maloche
through the mazes of the palace to the
servants’ door, and there, unsearched and
unmolested. he mounted the farmer’s
cart, was driven down into the town.
across the bridge. and on to the farm, old
Maloche speaking not one word during
the journey.

CHAPTER XNXNVIEL

A CONFEREXCE BECLINED.

ﬁ'[' the farm Cardillac mounted his
horse and set off for Montrichard,

meaning to dine there and push on
to Loches that night, with the warrant
in his pocket that would render harmless
the future activities of Rucellai. Abbé of
Ligny. But when he reached the Téte
Noire his plans were disarranged by a
cordial greeting from the father of the
girl whom, that morning. he had so lov-
ingly embraced.
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An unwonted red mounted his cheek as
he remembered that not once during the
brief interview had either of them men-
tioned this distinguished nobleman of
France. Lven with mademoiselle the
sentiment of youth had for the moment
obliterated her daughterly affection.

“ My lord, I am delighted to meet you,
and little thought to find you in this
humble hostelry. I have just arrived
from Blois, where I had the pleasure this
morning of being reccived by madem-
oiselle, your daughter.”

A look of amazement overspread the
usually impassive face of the Duc de
Montreuil.

“What you say shows how undepend-
able are the reports of spies. \We have
been told that Blois 1s impregnably
sealed.”

“T'he spies are quite correct. my lord.
and. so far as is humanly practicable.
such is the condition @ the town; bhut
I told you I had two methods of com-
munication with the chateau.  One
having failed me after repeated attempts,
I tried the other, and it proved so suc-
cessful that the sccond avenue brought
me to the outside of her majesty’s door.
and gave me the privilege of a few words
with mademoiselle.”

“ Does her imprisonment seem to tell
upon her. monsieurs ™

“No: I thought she looked very well
indeed. A little flushed, perhaps, and
anxious. naturally, and doubtless trou-
bled.  She tells me the queen is becom-
ing more and more querulous and difficult
to deal with, but vet, as it scemed to me.
in the most radiant health. By my first
line of communication I had venturced the
request that she use her influence with
the queen to obtain a document which
would put an end to the intrigues of our
reverend father, the ADLE of  Ligny.
From her own hands 1 reccived this
morning the document in question.”

Cardillac drew from his doublet the
royal warrant and presented it to the
Duc de Montreuil. who perused it with
the habitual carcfulness of a statesman.

“You intend this to reach the hands
of the Duc d’Epernon?”

“Yes, my lord ; and for such purpose
T entrust it to yours. [ do not for a mo-
ment question that the Duc d’Epernon,
commander of the queen’s forces, will sce
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that this order is obeyed as faithfully,
though it comes from a prison, as if it
came from the throne.”

“Of a”surety,” concurred De Mon-
treuil.

“ Nevertheless, my lord duke, I im-
plore you to use your influence with
D’Epernon, that he may take care there
is no attempt on the part of the abbé to
evade the restrictions herein set down.
An Italian obeys a command with mental
reservations.”

The duke shrugged his shoulders.

“ An Italian may gize a command with
mental reservations. \What if the queen
privately countermands this document in
a commfiunication to the abbé himself? I
know of old she had the utmost confi-
dence in him.”

“Well, thank Heaven, for a month or
two she can get no message sent from
Blois except through me.”

The duke laid the parchment on the
table.

“You shall yourself present this ex-
pression of roval pleasure to the Duc
d’Epernon, and any observations you
make to his lordship, the commander, I
shall support with all the influence 1
possess. I am come from Loches with
orders to take vou hack with me.”

“ For what purpose, my lord?”

“That the Duc d’Iipernon and his son,
the Archbishop of ‘T'oulouse. may benefit
by a conversation with you. [ thought it
Dest to let you know the particulars of the
position. I am pleased to announce that
the Duc d’Epernon, and more especially
his son, have completely lost faith in the
projects of the Abbé Rucellai, and so,
even without this document, I think you
will find the way clear. 1 have spoken
on various occasions to the Duc d’Eper-
non regarding you, but T regret that the
influence with which you credit me has
not been sufficient to overcome his disbe-
lief in your good faith.”

“In what respect is my good faith im-
pugned?”

“The duke knows vou went to Paris
as a partizan of the king, and he fears you
may be in secret a minion of De Luynes.”

““That scems an improbable hypothe-
sis. my lord.”

“Yes, it is: but D’Epernon considers
himself very shrewd. He thinks that
once my escape from Paris became
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knowi, De Luynes found himself em-
barrassed by the imprisonment of my
daughter in the convent. You 1vere,
thercefore, his cmissary for her relcase.
In other words, he did not know what to
do with her, and so induced you to take
an unwelcome burden off his hands.”

“ How, then, does he account for my
taking scrvice with you, my lord—or
does he know the circumstances in which
we left Paris together?”

“Yes; I told him all that, but, with
his superior intelligence, he helieves that
you were actually set upon me, to accom-
plish my assassination. He thinks you
have hoodwinked me, and he cannot be-
lieve that, except with the connivance of
De Luynes and his confederates, you
could have escaped alone and unattended
through a country filled with king’s men
as is the case with the Beaugency dis-
trict. D’Epernon’s own incffective at-
tempts to enter Blois have caused him to
believe that neither you nor my daughter
could have done so without the cogni-
zance of De T.uynes. Therefore he
wishes to question you face to face, that
he may confirm or abolish the conclusions
at which he has arrived.”

“ I shall not go,” said (ardillac with
decision.

“Why not?”

“T hold no converse with anv man,
high or low. who disputes my honor.”

“ But will you not, at my request, de-
fend your honor? ”

“No, my lord duke. If the Duc
d’Epernon dares say to my face what he
has said to vou, I will meet him, sword in
hand, but not otherwise.”

The Duc de Montreuil smiled.

“Aly lad, 1 should not be too confi-
dent touching the outcome of such an
encounter.  He is willing to meet you in
fair speech, and I give you my assurance
that such a conference is safer than the
other.”

“ Not my safety, but my honor, is in
question. 1 am as proud as the Duc
d’Epernon. and my lineage is as ancient
as his. No peaceful meeting between us
is possible after what he has said.”

“ But. De Cardillac, will vou not listen
o me?  Will you not accept my ad-
vice?”

“ No, my lord duke. T say it regret-
fully, but on this point I am immovable.”
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“ Look you, De Cardillac. you arc at
the beginning of what I hope will be a
most glorious career. Your qualities are
those T most admire, and vour fortunes
I am willing to further with my power.”

“1 thank you, my lord duke, and hope
in the future to enlist your favor.”

“Very well.  You have broken com-
pletely with the king’s party. In that
direction your carcer is at an end. Is it
wise, then, to block promotion through
the only other avenue open to you by
refusing the request of the Duc d'Fper-
non. who asks you to come to him? "

“ My lord duke. after [ have released
the queen and handed her over to the
Duc d’Epernon, T turn to the south. 1
am done with both parties. My experi-
ence teaches me that there are mostly
knaves on one side. and fools on the
other. T ask favor from neither party.”

“You estimate De Luvnes a knave? ™

“1 do; and D’Epernon a fool, and
vou may tell him s2.”

The duke smiled, but gave Cardillac
no hint regarding his own opinion.

“Ah, Cardillac, at your age | was
similarly certain of everything. Now
my judgments appear to have liquefiec.
[ find no man completely a fool. and no
man completely a knave.”

The duke took up the parchment from
the table, folded it, and placed it in his
pocket.

1 shall rest here for the night. and
deliver this to the commander to-mor-
row. And now. De Cardillac. you must
dine with me."”

“Not so, mv lord duke. It is my
turn, and you are my guest at mine inn.
T can assure you of a more creditable
dinner than you might expect. and an
exhilarating wine from Vouvrayv., whose
bin I am gradually consuming.”

The duke assented. and Cardillue took
his leave, mounted the stairs. washed
away the traces of his journey. and
dressed himself with some care.

CHAPTER
THE

NNIX.

THE TEST OF SWORD.

HE first of winter's fierce storms
smote down upon Touraine, com-
ing westward from the Atlantic,

and across the Bav of Biscay.  The rain
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raged upon the Black Head Inn. and the
wind rattled the stout shutters.  The de-
scending deluge and the roaring wind but
accentuated the jollity within. A\ great
fire blazed on the broad hearth of the
tavern’s long dining-room. which held a
single main table and several smaller
ones.

At the head of the chiel table sat the
radiant De  Cardillac. with his  jovial
friends, the silk-spinners, up and down
cach side. Cardillac was host for the
evening, and the Vouvray he had com-
mended flowed freely.  Down the long
center of the table lay many strands ol
finely spun silk of wvarious colors, and
the while the landlord. stout of body and
rosy of face. saw that every flagon was
kept full.

De Cardillae held forth cloquently on
the merits of the various silks of the
world. and the superiority of the Mont-
richard silk-spinners and weavers to all
mankind elsewwhere—a sentiment that was
received  with  great applause and  the
pounding ol flagons on the table.

“As vou all know. my friends. [
offered a prize, divided into three por-
tions. for the three best, slimmest. and
strongest cords of silk, and to-night we
celebrate the accomplishimert of the task.
[ now sit in the seat of judgment, and T
trust my award will be received as im-
partial, for [ have scrupulously tested
every strand submitted to me.”

“ Hurrah for the judge!™ cried one
of the spinners. and ** Flurrah ! they all
shoutedd in unison. drivking heatily to
Cardillac. who bowed in response. “ And
I would say.” continued the spinner who
had spoken first, “ that the verdict will
be a just one, and this [ announce before
pronouncement is made. Any man who
disputes it will meet my fist in his face.”

‘T'he crowd clamored and drank again.
Cardillac sat silent, his ecves glowing
upon the colored strands of silk.

“Silence for the judge!” demanded
one of the company, and the noise sub-
sided.  Cardillac rose to his feet.

“ Landlord, fill the flagons,” he said.
“and then sit down. I cannot have this -
speech dvterrupted even by the pouring
out of wine."”

I'he landlord obeved.

“ Now, craftsmen in the most delicate
and beautiful of all industries, T have.
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with great care, tested these various
cords, and the result is, where all are so
excellent, T cannot say that any one
strand excels the other.  Therefore, with
vour permission, T shall not divide the
amount T have promised between so great
a number of persons, but [ shall take
that amount. and deliver a similar sum
to each man of vou, the only condition
being that I am to have and to hold these
cords. scemingly fragile as a spider’s
spinning, vet strong as the steel of To-
ledo.”

At this there was tremendous cheering,
the silk-spinners rising to their feet. and
making the blackened rafters ring. Such
generosity had never before been known
in Montrichard. for each spinner was to
receive ina lump more than he could
carn by a long winter's work. In the
midst of the uproar cauvsed by the storm
without and the cheers within, Cardillac
saw that the innkeeper was gesticulating,
and trying to make himself heard.

“What ix wrong with vou?” he de-
manded.

“ Wonsicur. there is some onc knock-
ing at the door.  T.ord pity any one out
a night like thiz. Shall we admit them? ”

“Certainly.” replied Cardillac. “'Tis
not a night for a dog to he abroad, let
alone a man. Comrades, to vour seats,
and so that no stranger may intrude upon
our mysteries, excuse me while 1 gather
these cords and  conceal them in my
room. [ pay the awards to-morrow
morning, when my head is clear. To-
night the wine flows within, as the rain
pours without. ILet the exhilaration of
the one nullify the inconvenience of the
other.  When [ return T shall relate to
vou more of my adventures, which you
were good enough to commend the other
night.”

Quickly he gathered the silk from the
table, and disappeared up the stairs.
When he returned and took his scat
again, the landlord was ushering in
three men heavily cloaked and dripping.
Hostlers were hurrving along the passage
to attend to the storm-beaten horses out-
side.  Cardillac gave but a glance at the
three men, as the landlord took their sod-
den cloaks and spread them so that they
might dry before the fire.

The youngest man, a fine-faced fellow
of about thirty, wore a garb difficult to
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place, it Dheing partly clerical, partly
military. ‘T'he next eldest, a foreigner
with a crafty, furtive look, was unde-
niably a priest, and clothed as such. The
oldest, the only one of the group whose
hair was gray, stood, tall and well-
formed, a man, despite his age, in the
very pink of condition. [Ilis calling was
stamped indelibly upon  him: crect,
gaunt, a man of iron nerve, a soldier with-
out hazard. He seemed leader of the
party, and gave short, curt orders to the
obsequious innkecper, whose experience
told him that the three were gentlemen.

The military man ordered supper and
wine ; then, bowing to De  Cardillac,
begged permission for himself and  his
fricnds to stand in {ront of the fire.  De
Cardillac rose and bowed in return, giv-
ing them a Gascon’s gesture of welcome,
and the three warmed their  stiffened
fingers at the fire.  The stout landlord
hustled about with an activity astonish-
ing in a man of his bulk, and sct forth,
on one of the small tables, an ample meal,
with a generous supply of wine.

When all was ready the three strangers
sat down to their sunper, and consumed
it in silence. It scemed as if the rigor
of the weather without had penetrated to
their bones, freezing that geniality which
should alwavs accompany a good meal
carned by a long journcy.

In striking contrast to this gloomy trio
sat the large party at the long table.
Cardillac entertained his guests by tell-
ing story after storv. [le related tales
ol adventure, current in the land of Gas-
cony, that were new to his hearers, and
upon occasion he broke forth into song,
amid generous applause.  If the storm
raged without, harmory prevailed with-
in, at lcast till the moment when the
senjor of the strangers intervened.

Several times when the hilarity had
hecome boisterous, the gray-haired man
looked over his shoulder with a frown
upon his brow. [€ Cardillac saw this
sign of disapproval. he paid no atten-
tion to it, believing that in a public cara-
vansary a man was entitled to such enter-
tainment as pleased him Dbest. as long as
he infringed none of the rules of the
house, and paid his score when it was
presented.  One  ancedote  having  been
received with especial favor, the tall
stranger turned on his bench. and said:
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* 8ir, you may have observed that one.
at least. of those sitting round this table
wears the cloth of the church.  Ior vour
further information I may impart to vou
that another, though not in strictly cler-
ical garb. occupies a position in Christian
council cqual to that of any peer of the
realm. 1, myself, am a serious man and
a rcligious.  Although we are the latest
comers, it s not meet that our cars
should he offended by such ribaldry as
vou have just pronounced, in a public
room.”’

In response to this, Cardillae inclined
his head very low, then brought it up to
a straightness which he always assumed
when his pride was touched.  He spoke
slowly in reply:

*Sir, it is my proudest boast that [ am
a faithful and devoted son of the church,
and a respecter of all who act under her
authority.  Therefore, I should be the
last man in Irance to give utterance to
a syllable that might not be heard with
propricty, cven by the most devout. The
incident with which I regaled my fricnds
here was told to me, in the first place,
by as good a priest as ever read his
breviary.”

“ Tor nearly an hour,” said the clder
man quictly, *“we have been compelled
to listen to vour frivolity. Sir. you are
very juvenile, and there are older heads
than yours around your table who should
not have left to me the task of reproof.”

“ Reproof 27 cechoed  De Cardillac,
* Reproot?  May 1 persnade you, sir. to
reconsider that word?” “

*The word seems adequate to the cir-
cumstances.  With  your  permission,
therefore, we will allow it to remain.”

“It is with deep regret, monsieur, that
I find mysclf unable to grant that per-
mixsion.”

Cardillac rose to his
tinued in measured tones:

* 1, unasked, you will assume the role
of schoolmaster—your companions heing
pricsts, and, therefore, unequipped with
any rad of correction to make a reproof
cffective—] now request you to use vour
instrument of cocrcion, or else instantly
withdraw the word to which I have ta-
ken exception.”

This ultimatum was delivered with a
cracious inclivation of the head, as Car-
ditlac removed his rapier from its scab-
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feet, and con-
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bhard. The action ecauwsed some of his
guests to move themselves to the other
side of the table with more celerity than
dignity,

Te clder man courteously acknowl-
edged  his opponent’s  declaration, and
drew forth his own blade.  During the
dialogue, which was carried on in a low,
conversational tone. the priest bent his
cves on the table, never looking up. The
voungest of the party leaned back with an
air ol indifference, although at times a
Heeting  smile  illumined his  handsome
countenance.  Neither of the two spoke,
nor made any cffort to arrange a compro-
mise,

The quarrel had risen so unexpectedly,
and upon such slight excuse that Car-
dillac. somewhat belated, as he admitted
to himself. began to think, and stoo
there irresolute, sword in hand.  Sud-
denly he remembered his mission, and
the national cause that hung upon  his
success, and the personal issue involved
in the completion of his task. How was
he to know that these strangers were not
disguised assassin s sent by De Luynes?

He stood practically at their mercey,
for his own friends, although in the ma-
Jority. were unarmed, and even i they
possessed weapons could make little wse
of them. Yet he had allowed himself to
be drawn into this hrawl, avd had actual-
Iy heen the first to show steel s so, what-
everensued, investigation would  show
that he had been the aggressor, changing
the dssue from one of words to one of
\\(.‘i\])()ll\'.

Mentally dubbing himself an impetuous
fool. he tightencd his grip on the hilt of
hix rapicr. and, remembering how good a
swordsman he was, would have entered
the contlict umroubled, were it not for
his fear of a rearward attack from the
other two, when he had disarmed or
wounded his opponent.

The older man stood with the knuckles
of his Teft hand pressed against his hip
his right rested on the hilt of his sword,
whose point impinged upon the floor, like
a walking-stick <ported by a dandy.  He
noted  Cardillac’s hesitation,  regarding
him with a qguizzical look, while his Tip
curled <lightly, giving his face a disdain-
ful expression,

Cardillae, secing this, roused himself
from his momentary reverie, resentment
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at the unwarranted intrusion rising up-
permost in his mind.

“ At your pleasure, monsicur.” said the
young man.

“1 await yours,” replied the elder.

An uraccustomed thrill traveled up
Cardillac’s right arm as the sword-blades
lay together in mid-air. Hc was con-
scivus of a strength behind his opponent’s
weapon that he had never before en-
countered, but more ominous was the
skill with which his own steel was held
rerveless and immovable.

There was nothing spectacular about
the contest: no clashing of metal. no
thrusts. and. consequently, no parrving;
but it scemed to the spectators that the
two blades had become welded together.
and that neither combatart could draw
them apart.

But Cardillac was no spectator, igno-
rant of fence. He considered himself an
expert at this play. but never hefore had
he met a man whose sword seemed to e
a magician’s wand that. at a touch. com-
pletely paralyzed his own blade.  IHow-
ever, it occurred to him that this was a
game at which he could hold out indetfi-
nitely : could come to no conclusion. and
was as nullifving for his opponent as for
himiself.

. Skill, however great, could not. in the
long run, take the place of strength, and
as Cardillac was the vounger man. he
must eventually win, even against a trick
so unusual.  So  theyv held  grimly on.
each man standing his ground. giving
way not an inch.

Suddenly the stranger’s blade scemed
to lose grip. and its point. like the sting
of a serpent, passed under the quillon of
Cardillac’s guard. and deftly pricked his
hand. causing a momentary relaxation of
his grip.  Next instant Cardillac’s sword
was whirled through the air. its point
stuck in the timbered ceiling, with the
pommel swaving to and {ro in space like
a pendulum.

)

CHAPTER XXX,

AN ALLY OF NETTHER.

NCE more the stranger sported his
weapon after the fashion of a
dandy’s cane. his open palm rest-

ing on the pommel. his cynical smile
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turned upon his discomfited antagonist,
contemptuously pitiful, as a grown man
regards the blundering of an untaught
boy. .

Cardillac did not move, but placed his
arins akimbo. and stood therc clefenseless.
although he might easily have reached
forward and pulled his rapier from the
ceilirg, for the other was in no attitude
instantly to prevent this,

“1 think. sir,” proposed the stranger.
deferentially. as if putting forward a
statement  which  might  be  disputed,
‘“that your life lies at my mcercy.”

“Take it,” said Cardillac. indifferent-
Iv: but, although he spoke nonchalantly.
chagrin made his heart burn within him.

He remembered his unjustifiable fear
that the other two would interfere. and
although the thought was unspoken, he
was humiliated that it had occurred to
him. Neither of the other two had
moved from his place: there was no need
for them to do so.  Cardillac had been
helpless as a child from the first.

“T have no wish to take it, monsicur.
Man's life deercases in value as man in-
creases in years. My own life I hold ax
of small worth, but existence now opens
to vou its most advantageous period. 1
would, therefore, gladly bestow it on you,
unless you compel me to deprive vou
of it.”

“What
steur? ™

“There is but one condition, which is
that vou drink a toast with me.”

“1 am willing, so long as I am not
asked to admit that any lady s more
beautiful than she whom I have the honor
to serve.”

“There vou sce, monsicur, vou prove
my contention regarding the value of life.
You would dic rather than proclaim an-
other fairer than the divinity you wor-
ship. I shall put your lovalty to no such
test, for the beauty of woman is a subject
indifferent to me.”

“Very well, monsicur, then 1 am pre-
pared to drink with you.”

One of Cardillac’s friends, delighted
to see that wire, rather than blood. was
to flow, filled the voung man’s flagon and
handed it to him. The gentleman in
semimilitary garb did the same favor for
the elder man, who. raising his mecasure
aloft. cried:

arc  vour conditions.  mon-
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1 give you His Most (racious
Majesty King Louis, the thirteenth of
that name!”

Cardillac gently laid down his filled
cup upon the table.

» Monsicur,” he
thirteen is unlucky.”

* How s02”

“For me. T mean.
the king.”

“Well, monsicur, you scem difficult to
please, and apparently would force me
to extremes—a course [ am loath to fol-
low in this instance—therefore, 1 shall
amend vy proposition.  As vou do not
care to accept my toast. give me one of
vour own.  I{ [ refuses then it seems we
are quits, and so again your life is spared.
But you must propose a scrious toast,
suitable for a’ serious and aged man. [
refuse o drink to any voung lady.”

*8ir. 1 could not have encountered a
more generous opponent, whose nobility
is only equaled Dby his skill of hand and
strength of arm. | give vou. sir. the
queen, wrongfully imprisoned by her
cnemies? 1 ask vou all to stand and
drink to her speedy release.”

s he made this request, he looked to-
ward his friends, who were instantly on
their feet: but there arose, also, the two
strangers seated at the smaller table.

“The queen!™ cried his late antag-
onist. raising aloft his goblet.  * Health
and Tiberty to the queen, and confusion
o her enemies !

The stranger pur down  his
tankard, and extended his hand.

“ ML de Cardillac. T am gratified o
meet vou. Allow me to introduce my-
el

“ My lord. there is no need.  Your
sword has been vour sponsor.  You must
be the Due d'Epernon. commander of the
queen’s forees.”

For the first time since he arrived, the
duke laughed, then. turning to his two
companions, he introduced the military-
clerical man as his son. the Archbishop
of Toulouse. and the other as Rucellai,
the Very Reverend AbLE of Liguy.

“As a man of peace.” said the abbé,
1 beg to be allowed to draw this sword
from the ceiling, and restore it to its
owner.”

“ I fear such a restitution is not in the
interests of peace, abbd” commented the

“

said. the number

[ cannot drink to

drained
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duke. " for although our contest seemed
unexciting, M. de Cardillac is neverthe-
less one of the Dbest swordsmen I have

cver met. And now, M. de Cardillac,

~when vou are at liberty. I should like

vou to join our party. We have come
over from Loches especially to see you
I suppose the landlord can give us lodg-
ing for the night?”

The landlord assured the duke that he
had ample accommodation, but feared
none of his rooms were worthy of holding
so distinguished a guest.  His lordship
replied that he was an old campaigner,
who looked upon the comforts of an inn
as unnecessary luxuries.

The silk-spinuers took their departure,
going out, not by the front door, but
down into the cellar, with their lighted
lanterns, and so into underground pas-
sages until they came to their dwellings
in the chalk cliff, thus avoiding the bit-
terness of a winter night.  The small
table was drawn up nearer to the fire:
the landlord provided an ample supply
of wine, and the four men scated them-
selves in front of the blazing logs.  The
commander of the queen’s forces was the
first to speak, and he addressed Cardillae.

“When the Duc de Montreuil told
me you refused a conference, except at
the sword's point, T resolved on the first
opportunity to oblige vou, even if T was
compelled to take a disagreeable journcey
for that purposce.”

“ My lord, I apologize for my boorish-
ness in disobeving your commard, and
regret that 1 have put vou to the incon-
venienee of a journey to Montrichard.”

“Oh, that’s no matter. Our ride
hither has scttled two questions, which,
perhaps, would not have been resolved
so well at Loches. The first pertains to
vour swordsmanship, and the sccond to
vour loyalty. which, as my friend De
Montreuil  was  injudicious  cnough  to
disclose to vou. 1 doubted.  For such dis-
belief T now apologize.  In these troub-
lous times true men should hold no mis-
understandings with one another, and 1
trust all is now clear between us.”

“So far as T am concerned, that is the
case,” replied Cardillac.

“Good.  Welll we wish to enlist your
assistance in liberating the queen, and
De Montreuil has for some time pro-
claimed vour merits, which T did not ac-
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cept at their proper valuation. We have
been using cvery effort toward the queen’s
escape, but up to the present time have
been unsuccessful.  Now a new difficulty
has arisen, coming from a most uncx-
pected quarter; a guarter so exalted that
our criticism is stricken dumb. The
queen has caused to be sent to me an
order forbidding the Very Reverend the
ADbé of Ligny from making any further
cfforts on her behalf. ‘The queen, poor
lady, has Deen these months past cut off
from all communication with her follow-
ers. She is surrounded by women. and.
naturally, knows nothing of what is go-
ing on outside her prison walls. I dare-
say that the failure of our efforts has in-
creased the rigor of her imprisonment,
and this doubtless is partly to blame for
the unfortunate proclamation—if I dare
call it so, in all loyalty. In addition to
this, some one must have poisoned the
mind of her majesty against the .\bh¢
of Ligny.”

“ My lord duke, excuse my interrup-
tion, but if her majesty is cut off from
all  communication with the outside
world, how could she know anything of
the abb¢'s doings? ™

“Of course, my dear De Cardillac, a
certain - percentage  of  news  filters
through, but we have reason to doubt the
genuineness of this proclamation.  The
signature certainly resembles that of the
queen, but there are some expert forgers
in the other camp, and the blow ik so
unexpected, and so contrary to  her
majesty’s own interests, that without cor-
roboration we hesitate to act upon it.”

“From whom did you reccive the
proclamation®”

“TFrom the Duc de Montrenil him-
self.”

“And from whom did the duke recceive
it? "’

“That he refused to disclose, but he
assured me that the document came di-
rectly from the queen.”

“The Duc de Montreuil would never
make such a statement unless he believed
it to be true.”

“ Certainly not. I am well aware that
he credits it, but until I know the avenue
through which it came. and so can add
my own judgment to that of De Mont-
reuil's. 1. as commander of the forces,
hesitate to act upon it.”
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“ Would you obey the document if you
knew it to be genuine?”

“Of a certainty. How can you asa
such a question?”

“ Because in that casc [ shall tell yon
how it came into the Duc de Montreuil's
hands.”

“You! How can vou pessibly know
anvthing about it? "

“1 gave it to the duke, and asked him
to present it to you. 1 am acquainted
with one of the queen’s ladies in waiting.
and asked her to persuade the queen to
sign such a proclamation. T. myself. got
the document from the chitteau at Blois.
and finding the Duc de Montreuil here
on my arrival, did not go through to
Loches, as was at first my iutention. but
gave it instead to him.”

“Do you mean to assert.” suaid the
Italian, speaking for the first time. and
speaking very softly, although there was
a dangerous glitter in his eyes. “ that it
was upon your advice—you, a man un-
known in our ranks—that her majesty
issued what was practically a sertence of
dismissal against one of her most faith-
ful servants?”

“Yes.”

“May I ask why? Surely. vou fuel
no personal animus against me?”

“ None in the least, reverend father.
I took the course, of which doubtless vou
cdisapprove, because all your ingenuitics
had failed. Worse than that, you werc
keepirg the town of Blois on the alert.
and thus prevented my success.  As well
might a man endeavor to extract honcy
from a Dbechive, while some one else was
irritating the bees with a stick.”

The abbé was about to reply. when the
Archbishop of Toulouse. his superior.
motioned him to continue silent.

“There is little use in arguing the pros
and cons of the proclamation,” said the
archbishop.  *“ Let us talk of the future.
rather than of the past.  We are here for
a practical purpose, M. de Cardillac, and
the proposal we offer you & this.  You
are a man with your way to make in the
world. I suppose I may take that for
granted?”

“Yes, my lord archbishop.”

“You are young, energetic. fearless:
exactly the man the AblL¢ of Ligny needs
to carry out his plans. If you return
with us to Loches. and take service undler
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the direction of the abbé, I make no
doubt the next project will prove sue-
cessful.”

“ 1 have been told, my lord archbishop,
that there are many spies in Loches. and
their presence may account for the faihure
of former schemes for the queen’s libera-
ton. as 1 am sure the plans of the AbL¢
of Ligny must be well Iaid.  On account
ol the spies alone 1 should be compelled
to refuse the invitation to Loches.”

“Youth is cver confident.  Perhaps
vou scorn my o assistance.  monsicur?
said the abbé placidly.

“Oh, no, reverend father. On any

ordinary occasion I should welcome it.
but a battle and a plot are two ditferent
things.. The more men you can secure
on your side in a battle. the better: the
fewer there are in a plot, the better. In
my plot there are two persons. and that
is just double the ideal number.”

“Young man. tell me your plot.  We
shall all treat what vou sayv in the utmost
confidence.”

My plot consists - transferring her
majesty from the chateau of Blois to the
chateau of Toches.”

“ But the details. monsicur.”

= Oh, the details!  They are like the
weather. and change day by day: often
several times a day.”

The Duc d’'Lipernon did not like the
trerd of the conversation.  He thought
his lesson in swordsmanship should have
taught the voung man a  little more
modesty than he appeared to possess,

“ 1 think. monsicar.” he said. " vou
treat the abbé with less consideration
than his high oitice, or his distinguished
personal qualifications, deserve.”

Cardillac rose w0 his feet.

*1 regret. myv lord duke, that what |
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have said has produced such an impres-
sion upen vour mind. I assure both you
and the abbé that 1 meant no disrespect
to himself or the company.

= Ah vou may smile. but what I say is
strictly true. 1 am usualy very direct in
my speech, and nooman mistakes my
meaning.  Here T have made an attempt
at verbal fencing, with the same result
that followed my measuring swords with

vou. my lord duke. T shall now speak
plainly. 1 belong to neither faction that

divides France.  As T told the Duc de
Montreuil. 1T believe there are mostly
knaves on one side. and mostly fools on
the other.”

“You hold a flattering opinion of
vour courtry, voung man,” said the duke.

* Ol there iz nothing wrong with the
country. | am referring merely to those
i high offices on cither side. T refuse.
ihen. o be labeled. and called king's
man or queen’s man. I am in this con-
test for Vietor de Cardillac, and T am
goirg o fizat as Victor de Cardillac
orders. 1 ask no man's assistance, and I
will assist no man. 1 refuse to disclose
the particulars of my conspiracies.

A0 1 sueceed. the queen will reach
Toches Cif T fails my head will reach the
Dlock. It is Hike to do so in any case,
if T fall into the clutches of De Luynes.
I T fadll T pav the penalev s if 1 succeed.
I ask no otfice in the gift of the queen.
and no money from the coffers of her
supporters. And now. gentlemen, if 1
have made mvself  understood, T Dbeg
leave o bid vou good night.”

* Good night.” said the Duc d'Eper-
noen shortlv. Fhe other two said noth-
ine, and Cardillae, with a comprehensive
how ta all three. went up the stairs, and
<o 1o bed.

(To be concluded.

STARS.

Misrs brood

over the skies.

Vet from the depths of the blue

The stars.

with

their wender eves,

Shine through.

So with the mists of the past—
Ah, but the jovs we knew !—

Your eyes shall unto the last
Shine through! >

Ross flamilton.



THE PERFECT VENDETTA.

BY R. J.

&

OULDN'T kill you now if
[ could. Revenge is
sweeter for the keeping.
What is life! But the
time will come—  Four
beings you will love bet-
ter life itself. To take them
from you onc by one! To be near and
talk with you and watch vour agony!
And then you, too! Ah. [ see it!
You cannot cscape.  Twenty years! It
is worth waiting for.”

In all my years of happy wedded life
I had never quite forgotten the rene-
gade’s words.  And to-day the threat
thrust itself agyressively upon my con-
sciousness.

It was absurd that T should still re-
member it. much more that it should
disturb me.  When it was uttered, my
enemy stood in a prison dock, condemned
to fifteen years’ imprisonment.  Since
that time I had circled the globe three
times, a homeless, (riencless wanderer—
corresponding with no one—an atom lost
in the sea of humanity.  Then. sixteen
years ago, I had come home. myv wandcr-
lust satishied.

I had marriced and taken up the quict
life of a country gentleman.  Surely it
would take *he subtlety of Satan himself
to discover the adventurer of  twenty
vears ago in me. Arthur -Bavlor.  Even
my name was changed.  John Drake |
had been called then.

Sixteen years of happiness!  Believe
me, after a man has drifted over the
world {for yeurs. without money or pur-
pose, he is fitted to appreciate the de-
lights of the most humble. so it be a
home.

When he is as fortunate as I, succeed-
ing to an estate just rich enough. to an
income just large cnough. for happiness.
50
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surrounded by the friends and associa-
tions of youth, and with the most perfect
woman in the world for a wife, then he
must needs be happy.

Sixteen years ago 1 had come home.
One, two, three, four—yes. it had been
twenty vears. As the twilight thickened
[ turned toward the house with a smile
at my weak fears. “T'wenty years.”
“ Tour beings you will love better than
life itself.” I the threat were ever to
bear fruit, now was the time.

Suddenly from far off cune a long,
animal-like cry.

Its direction was indcefinite; it might
casily have come from the sky above or
from any one of the points of the com-
pass. The average man might never
have noticed it.  But | leaped forward
toward the house as though T had seen
it burst into flames. It was the revenge
cry of the Fast Indian.

Iithyl bad Deen sitting on the cast
porch; she rose as I came plunging up.
and cried out to know what was the mat-
ter.

“The
they?

“Why, thev're all right. They were, a
minute ago.”  She caught some of my
excitement. lom, Funice. Maggic! ™
As ¥ Here! ™ and * Coming ! ™ two voices
replied, she turned to me.  “ Why, Art.
what's the matter?”

“They are not all right. "Tom didn't
answer. Tom—"Tom-=Tom! " Ny voice
cchoed dismally back at me.but there was
no other responsec.

“You {righten me, Arthur.  Ile was
here only a few minutes ago.  What's the
matter? "

“ 1 will tell you, hut first find Fom.
For the love of Ieaven. find him!”
Funice and Maggic, the one ten. the

children. wife! Where  are

[
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other six years old. appeared.  “* Funice,
where is Tom? "

“Went up to West's]” said Funice
“ Just a minute ago.” volunteered Mag-
gie.

Now, as Tom was fourteen, and Ellis
West was his particular chum, there was
something in the naturalness of this that
reassured me.

All at once T had seemed o act irra-
tionallv.  But | couldn’t get rid of my
alarm; so. after a few words of reas-
surance to Ethyl, 1 started up the road
toward the West home, which lay about
an cighth of a mile from my own.

Still, such were the mental suggestions
of the cerv I had heard, that before 1
reached West's 1 was running again, 1
could hardly wait [or the door to open.
When it did, NMrs. West looked at me as
though startled at my appearance.

“ Mrs. West,” | said, ** excuse me, hut
s Tom here?” 1 remember thinking
how absurd I would appear in her eyes
if, alter alll there was nothing the mat-
ter.

Bur her reply drove all  that
of my head. 1 haven’t seen him.
Bavlor.” she said.

“ He would be with s, 1 said. and
then T saw Ellis sprawled over a hook in
the corner of the room. 1 do not think
1 said anything more.

I must have sprinted home, for the
next imstant T was there and running
evervwhere, calling wildly for Tom.

The house was in confusion, Maggie
and Lunice were erving, and my wile was
following me distractedly about.  But no
trace of him could be found.  He had
disappearcd entirely and seemingly sim-
ultancously with that weird, exultant cry
in the dark.

After o while T found myself in the
library alone with my wife.  She was en-
deavoring to calm me. In a hundred
ways the absence of "Lom might be ex-
plained.

But when | told her of the strange oath
of vengeance that had been taken against
me, of my premonitions, and of the warn-
ing cry, [ could sec that my carnestness
impressed her.

“Oh, Arthur, if something has hap-
pened to him—"  And she began to cry
silently.

Tears

out
Mr.

from a woman strengthen a
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[ began to consider calmly what
was to be cdone. I went up to West's,
thenee to Parker’s, thence to Reed’s,
thus disposing of all our neighbors.  But
nowhere did T find Tom or a trace of
him.

I spent a sleepless night. 1 chafed at
the action; but what could be done
before morning? [ retired, but I could
not stay in bed.  After tossing about lor
what seemed an eternity, I arose and
looked at the clock. It was a little atter
one.  Half-dressed, T stumbled out into
the night. There was not a nook nor a
corner nor a shadowy spot in the grounds
that escaped my scrutiny.,

Hours after 1 came out, I spied a
ghostly figure across the lawn.  Startled,
I hurried toward it.

“AWho’s there?” 1 cried, unconscious-
Iv using the inflection of the sentry on
post, learned well in my old soldier days.
The figure turned and hurried toward
me, ﬂinging itself into my arms with a
sob. Tt was my wife: she could sleep no
more than 1.

The next morning at ten I phoned to
Rockford, the nearest city of importance,
lor a detective.  He came, and we took
all the steps customary in such cases. But
through it all the words of that fiend in-
carnate rang in my cars.

“One by one. You cannot escape.”
They Alled me with a sense of impo-
tence, as if it were Satan himself with
whom [ was contending.

I

Tirer weeks had nearly passed. 1 do
not wish to be discredited—and will not
be: it is a matter ol criminal historyv—
when I ostate that, by some inexplicable
ageney, my three children had  disap-
peared one by one, leaving never a trace
behind.

It was on Monday evening that the
first was taken.  During the week the
whole neighborhood had been searched
and the disappearance advertised far and
wide, but in vain.

On the following Monday, at dusk,
my wife and [ were sitting in the library,
both making some pretense at reading.
LEunice and Maggice were playing about
the room. I noticed an unwonted still-
ness. I looked up.  Maggie alone was
in the room.

man.
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“Maggie,” 1 asked. “ where iz Lu-
nice?"”

“ Gone outh,” lisped Maggic.

The door was half open.
through into the parlor. The outside
door was ajar. [Iunice could not
have been goue more than a minute.
But when I called. there was no response,
It was the story of Tom repeated.  She
could net be found. My youngest child
alone was left.

I had not attempted to conceal the fact
that I dreaded some such event a~ had
taken place, and this last disappearance
set the neighborhood on fire.  "T'he thing
was.- however, so  unaccountable. that
there were very {ew, if any. whe attempt-
ed to explain the myvstery.  Omne of the
foremost detectives of the country was
engaged from Chicago. but he seemed
equally at a loss with myself.

Among the visitors who thronged our
home daily was one Mr. IHolcomb.  Tic
was an old man. with a profusion of
long, gray beard. erect of figure and seen
of eve

He lived alone. a little more than a
mile from us, but alwavs had been a
frequent visitor, and had seemed wiore
than ordinarily fond of the children.

“Mr. Baylor.” he said. “ you are o be
pitied. T know. T certainly sympathize
with vou. vou do not know how much.
Tell me. have you no idea about these
outrages?

Iis sincerity was so apparent that 1
told him what I had told no one beside
the detectives—my suspicions as to the
perpetrator.  He was deeply aifected at
the idea of such a diabolic
lomg cherished.

“If your suspicions are correct. this
miscreant will not stop now,  Your other
child. vour wife—"

[ uttered an involuntary cry.

“ T hurt you. I know. But it's hest o
look things in the face.  Judging from
the past. he will aim his next blow at
vour remaining child, and that soon,
Now the question is. what measures can
be taken to thwart him?2 ™

He continued, not giving me time
frame a reply.

“No eves are so sharp as those of a
parent. If vou will allow mwe to acvise
you—"

[ assented gratefully.

1

I went

revenge so
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‘It is that during the next few weeks,
or until the mystery is solved, you and
Mrs. Baylor keep constant watch over
litile Maggie. One or the other of you
keep an eye on her every movement. At
night let her sleep in the same bed with
vou. It might be a good plan to attach
her hand by a string to your own, so that
at the slightest motion from her you will
awake.  This may seem impertinent in
me. but—"

[ assured him of my gratitude. In-
deed I was grateful, and persuaded of
the wisdom of his advice. T determined
to profit by it.

During the following week our vig-
ilance never relaxed.  Never, [ believe,
was a child more “constantly watched
over than was Maggic.  But the result
vou know.

One afternoon, exactly a week after
the disappearance of  Lunice, [ took
Maggzie by the hand and went for a walk
through the orchard at the rear of the
house. I came at length to a rustic seat
and sat down. Maggic sat contentedly at
my side. munching an apple. I must have
dozed off.

Suddenly I raised my head with a jerk.
The place beside me was vacant.  Mag-
gie was nowhere to be scen.  The half-
caten apple lay at my feet. And from
somewhere in the distance sounded the
terrible East Indian revenge cry.

Thev tell me that for a week 1 owas
mad : that [ raved incessantlv of my
lost children, and that if T had not been
restrained | would, at times. have torn
my best friends to pieces in the suspicion
that they were the abductors.

They tell me that the only person be-
side my wife whom I was willing to have
about me was Mr. Holcomb. and that he
was with me constantly.  Of all this 1
remember nothing. [ only know that |
awoke one day with the realization that
there was a familiar something missing
from the room. [ lay for what scemed
an eternity trying to recall what it was.
And then the trath burst upon me. My
wife was gone.

I cried out loudly for her. * Ithyl.
Bl 1™

There came no reply.

Then my reason returned and I turned
to the watchers at mv bedsicle. Mr. Par-
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ker and Mr. Holcomb. and asked i a
calm voice where she was.

“She is well, in the next room.™ said
Mr. Parker. “ You have been verv ill.
Go to sleep.”

“T am not ill new. You are deceiving
me. What has happened ? ™

“ Nothing, nothing. What are you
doing? ™ Ior I was getting out of hed
unsteadily.

“I am well now, Mr. Parker.  And
I know what has happened. My three
children were taken. And now it's my
wife. You may as well tell me. 1 can
stand it.  And I'll find out. anywav.”

1 had bathed my hands and face
hastily and was drawing on my clothing.

Mr. Parker hesitated a moment. and
then said quietly. but with a break in his
voice:

“You are right.”

“When was it?”

“This morning. carlv.  Mrs. Purkes
was here. and they slept together. At
four o'clock myv wife was not able to
sleep longer. and she came out here
where T was. At six she went back to

the room. ‘The bed was empty.  Mrs.
Bavlor was not to be found.”
“Then, my wrn is next.” said I

“And God grant that it come soon!”

I do not believe it was an hour after
Fthyl's disappearance had been discov-
cred before every person within ten miles
had been notified and were out in parties
or singlyv. searching for her. The tele-
phone was used wherever possible: in
some  cases mounted men  carried  the
news, in others it was shouted from house
to house.

It did not scem possible that any living
creaturce could have escaped the rigid in-
spection that followed.  The fields and
woods were  scearchad. the ponds and
streams were dragged.

A party of representative men  on
horseback went from house t house. and
regardless of wealth or position of the
owner. searched every room.  But noth-
ing was discovered. My wire. like my
children. scemed to have disappeared into
space.

To me. this was all mere wasted effort.
A curious Eastern fatalism had taken
possession of me.  Nothing could stop
the march of cvents.

It had been ordained that these should
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go and that [ should follow. T was more
than ready. In dull misery I awaited the
cvent.

II1.

A wEeEK passed by—two weeks. Noth-
ing happened. During that time I suf-
fered a thousand deaths. One afternoon
I happened to be up at Mr. Parker's,
and. staying late, was invited to remain
for supper.  Chatting for a time after-
ward, it was nearly dark when I went
out the front gate.

Now, when I left the house I intended
10 go home, but when I entered the road
it scemed the most natural thing in the
world that I should turn away from home
instead of toward it. I didn’t rcason out
the matter at all, but quictly, and in a
more peaceful state of mind than I had
known in a month, I took my way west-
ward.

Presently I turned in at a lane, and,
after a quarter of an hour, a large
house loomed up before. I elimbed the
steps. and the door opened before 1 could
knock.  Old Mr. Holcomh stood before
me. a ncighborly smile upon his aged
face.

“Welcome, Mr. Baylor. T am glad
vou came. I was just thinking about
vou. Come in”

I entered without speaking, almost
without thinking. Holcomb turned and
led the way, and | followed unquestion-
ingly.

We went through several doors and
passages, always keeping on the same
floor. At last he stopped in front of a
door and beckoned me forward. As I
passed i front of him, he turned the
knob and flung the door open.

TFor one instant I stared at the spec-
tacle inside, and then sprang forward.
At the same instant the magic web that
had held captive my wits broke, and,
wild with the joy of recovery, I was
striving to embrace my wife and my three
children all at once.

In my delight at finding them, I did
not notice at first that they were all
bound.  But so they were, each by the
lIeft hand, with stout chains, to staples in
the floor.

At this discovery | turned. and there
stood in the door. not old Mr. Holcomb,
but my enemy, the renegade, the dastard,
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Simon  Applegate. with a great false
beard lying at his feet.

I made one step toward him, and then
stopped at what seemed an awful phe-
nomenon.

For the tloor of the room was sink-
ing, and as [ watched 1 saw that the
roof sank also. It stopped as suddenly
as it had begun, and when it did Simon
Applegate stood in the doorway, fully
two feet above the level of the floor.

““To take them one by one,” he re-
peated slowly.  “T'o be near and talk
with you and watch your agony. And
then you, too.” A, 1 see you remember.
Well, have 1 kept my word?”

“ You—"

“Take care.  With one touch of my
finger upon this button 1 can plunge you
to death.  Oh, I've fixed things nicely
for you! 1 have the long arm now.
But wait—I'l1l be more merciful than
you were. I'll give you an alternative.
Il kill you now or give vou five minutes
more to live.  Which shall it be?”

The thought of my loved ones made me
a coward. Something might happen.
“ Five minutes,” I pleaded.

“Very well.”  He looked at his watch
with devilish coolness.  Then, as though
his wrath overcame him, he suddenly
dropped  his  assumed  manuner  and
snarled, beast-like, ““ So it is vou, is it—
vou whose words condemned me to ten
vears' living death?  Don’t you wish
vou could have looked forward and fore-
seen this day?  As 7 Jid? Ah, did 1
not see it?  You and yours in my power!
And you begging me for five more min-
utes of life!  Ilad I not seen it, could
I have lived through all these vears, do
vou think?

“1 had not lived in the East for noth-
ing. Couldn't I, lying in my ccll. fol-
Jow you around the carth?  Couldn’t 1
trace you here?  Couldn’t I see vou woo
and marry the girl whem you were at
the same time  sentencing  to  death?
Didn’t 1 rejoice as you reared your
family, that my prophecy might be {ul-
filled ?

“Very well. I built this house,
making it ready for your coming. Say,

when harmless old Holcomb came pot-
tering around, didn’t vou feel the tendrils
of your mind being woven into his, that
vou might learn to do his bidding?
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“Well, here vou are! This room has
a double roof. The lower half of it will,
in a minute, form the floor.  You will
have sunk into a cellar, of which no one
knows except myself. There,while those
fools were searching up-stairs, your wife
and  children lay  gagged and bound.
There, in five minutes, you will all lay
gagged and bound in death.  Oh, it is
fixed for you, curse you! Carbonic acid
gas. Do vou understand?

I understood.  Few men have suffered
as 1 did then.  And I was helpless. Tt
was of no use to shout.  The house was
too isolated ; it would only precipitate
death.

The children were sobbing. My wife,

brave woman, was quict. [ felt that
her eves were upon me.  As  though

fainting with terror, 1 staggered back-
ward.  Simon \pplegate’s hand moved
toward the button.

“One minute ! T pleaded. My right
hand made an  almost imperceptible
movement toward my hip-pocket.

“You beg! You coward! If you only
knew how I have waited for this. Merey!
Do you not wish vou had shown me
mercy?  Merey! Death is my mercy!”

My heart leaped. 1 felt something
withdrawn slowly, very slowly and care-
fully from my hip-pocket. 1 had fallen
back =0 as to shield my wife from the
renegade’s view.

“Bparc us!” 1 oeried. * For the love
of Heaven! Or at least spare all but
me.  Take my life. but spare them.
They have done you no harm.  What
comfort will it give you, an old man, to
know that vou have killed & woman and
three harmless babes?”

“Comfort! If vou only knew what
happiness 1 feel! Revenge is sweeter
for the keeping of it. Did I not sayv
so? It is true—true!”

Crack! A pistol-shot sounded from
hehind me. At the report I sprang for-
warcl.

But there was no need. My wile's
aim was true. The bullet entered the
fiencdl’s head between the eyes. Death
was instant. but even as he fell he pawed
frantically at the wall for the fatal hut-
ton.  But he was already falling, and
his reach was short.  Tis dead face,
staring up at us. was the face of the devil
incarnate,
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BY SOPHIE KERR UNDERWOOD.

A SHORT STORY.

I only it had not rained. if the
streets had not  heen
muddy. if the Sunday
editor of the  Times-
Weorld had not been so
curt about her story, if
she had not torn the braid of her only
decent tailored suit as she came in! And,
besides, Anne  had  reached  the  place
where the enthusiasm of {ree-lance work
had worn off, and the uncertainty of neat
month's board bill was getiing on her
nerves.  Moreover, there had been  a
woman in the car with just the sort of
pointed fox furs that Anne would have
chosen if she could have atforded them.

The farst flight of the hoarding-house
stairs was carpeted with good Brusscls,
the second flight with Brussels that had
served a term en the first flight. and the
third flight with shabby ingrain.  Annc
thanked Heaven that the architect had
added no more stories to the house, as
she reached the last landing and flung
out her hand to her door. The flare of
gas that brought out the high Jights of
the  golden-oak  folding-hed  and  the
marble-topped burcau. of the Civil War
period, was not cheering. but she was
used to it. and too tired to think of it.

She unlocked her Tittle desk, pulled
out an alcohol-stove and a bottle of milk,
and set some of the milk to heat. This
done, she took ofl her hat and  loeked
closely in the mirror to see i a gray hair
or wrinkle had come since morning. A
shabby, clever-looking  grav-eved  girl
stared back at her and assured her that
any thought of wrinkles and gray hairs
might be put off till to-morrow.

Then she recollected her Ietters. The
milk was bubbling and trying to climb
the sides of the saucepan. so she dumped
a couple of rubber bands out of a blue
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Japanese cup on the bureau, gave the
cup a wipe with the towel, poured eut the
milk, and sat down to drink it and read
the letters at the same time.

The first was a note about some work,
a tentative order from a little magazine
whose cditor she knew would haggle over
every paragraph. T'he second was a letter
from a distant cousin, who closed with.
“"How I envy vou your career!”  Annc
grinned at the word.  The third was an
announcement that Mme. Violette would
sell her entire stock of imported hats at
less than cost. Anne grinned at that.
too.

“1 wonder how she got my name?”
she said, and picked up the fourth letter.
This was from IFred Johnson, and she
knew that he was again asking her to
marry him. A\ part of it she read twice,
carcfully.

You wou't let me come to sce you, but at
least I can write to you. .. . I want you

.1 want you to rest against my strength,
1o find happiness in my tenderness. T owant
to take care of you, :\ime. You're too fine
and too feminine to bhe working the way
vou do now., You know I don’'t make very
much, but there's enough for both of us
and-a little home. And T love vouso . . .

The rain rattled drearily against the
window. A rank =mell of cooking vege-
tubles floated in over the transom.  Anne
put the letter down and began to comb
her hair.  The dinner-bell would ring
in a few minutes: it did while she was
washing her hands. and she heard the
other hoarders hurrving down. Presently
she followedl.

The dining - room was  like other
hoarding-house dining-rooms, the walls
covered with dark two-toned paper that
would not show dirt.  “ Scott and His
Friends at Abbotsford,” on one wall,
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stared at “’T'he Trial of Iiffie Deans.
on the other. A gilt-framed mirror hung
over the mantel, and a particularly ugly
sideboard was filled with little dishes of
dessert. Kverything  was  clean,  but
darkly clean.  T'he china was white and
cheap, the glasses thick, the salt-cellars a
livid, bargain-sale blue.  Worcestershire
sauce and catsup wore their original bot-
tles, unashamed.

Anne looked at it all, and thought of
a table set for two, of thin glass, of rosc-
bud - china, and flowers, and  shaded
candles.  The air was heavy with the

vegetables of yesterday and to-day. At
Anne’s table sat a speechless school-

teacher with red hair, a bounder of a
German who ate offensively, an engaged
couple who shared a jar of raspberry
jam, and an old lady who felt that the
servants showed partiality to the others
in the cuts of meat.

It was not a bad dinner, but uninter-
esting—soup, roast beef, browned pota-
toes, spinach, lettuce salad, tapioca pud-
ding, and coffee.  As a climay, Anmne
found a hair in the pudding. Therefore,
in a furious revolt against the day, her
work, and the details of her life. she
retired precipitately to her room, wrote
a letter to Fraed Johnson saying that she
would marry him whenever he liked. had
a good cry, and went to bed, feeling that
she had solved the problem of her uni-
verse,

At first it seemed like a good dream,
this sudden deliverance from the bondage
of carning an uncertain and uninteresting

living.  Anne bought a few of the most
feminine frocks she could find—ruffles,

and laces, and soft lght colors, the sort
of thing she had not had since her father
diec.  She hemmed some  towels, very
badly, and in a month she went around
the corner with Ired Johnson and two or
three of their friends and was married
n the parsonage of the church which she
had sometimes attended.

As it happened, there was a new min-
ister, whose first wedding this was, and
he and his young wife were so excited
about it that their enthusiasm gave the
tlavor of romance which had been lack-
ing.  Mrs. Minister kissed Anne and al-
most wept over her, and said she was
glad it was Anne whom her husband had
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married first, and that she hoped they
would be as happy as they had been, and
a lot of other things with the pronouns
all mixed up, but indicative of good-
will.

And Anne gave Mrs. Minister half of
her bunch of white roses, and then she
and Fred went away to take the train
to Atlantic City for a week. Ired had
two weeks' vacation from the bank, and
the second week they meant to buy [ur-
niture and get their tat in order.

Anne was glad when the second week
began.  She reveled in the choosing of
the furniture and china.  She developed
a mania for Dbargains, and was in the
seventh heaven when she found a dining-
room set in plain dark oak that left
cenough for her to buy the brass-handled
mahogany desk she longed for.  Two or
three relatives on each side gave wedding-
presents of money, and this was what
they used for the furniture.  Anne no-
ticed that Ired’s taste ran to things she
thought tawdry—machine carving and
crude colors—but soon [orgot it in the
keenness of her pleasure in this grown-up
dolls-house.  She  made  curtains  and
hung  pictures  with  a  happiness  so
poignant that she was amazed.

“You talk about my carcer,” she said
in a letter to the distant cousin who had
written  her i the boarding - house—
“Avell, P've just found it, and it's like
cvery other woman's—at home with the
feather duster.  Send me your recipe for
omelet soufflé, for 'm compiling a cook-
book.”

A crmaranng little home, sunny win-
dows, open fires, blooming Howers, is a
tempting mental vision.  In the concrete,
one learns that windows are not attract-
ively sunny unless they are washed fre-
quently, that open fires demand constant
care, that flowers will not bloom on ac-
count of the gas or the steam-heat. The
dainty table set for two that is to be
such a  contrast to  the commonplace
boarding - house ncecessitates a deal of
work from the hands of some one.  Good
food does not leap from the market to
the table by any conjurer’s trick. Shaded
lamps have a background of a smelly oil-
can.  Scouring - soap  and  serubbing-
brushes are as potent a part ol the home-
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maker’s paraphernalia as the copper jugs
and the Mona Lisa.

These were some of the things Anne
had to learn.

Fred Johnson had been quite aceurate
when he said their home must be =mall.
He did not make much money, and it
seemed unlikely that he would soon make
more.  They could not afford a maid,
but a woman came in twice a month to
do heavy scrubbing,

When the last curtain was up and the
last picee of furniture put in its hest po-
sition — something not lightly  decided
on, be sure—Anne settled  down to
housekeeping with that feeling which s
common to many brides. a sort of ““ T'his
is a unique  and  wholhyindividual
experience I am having, and there never
was a housewife who did the things |
shall do, or was as successful as [ shall
be.”

And then, very gradually, she hegan to
realize that her house and its keeping was
not the most important thing in her life
—in fact. that she had married a man as
well as a house.

Fred Johnson was assistant teller in a
small bank.  Ile was passably good-look-
ing. of the same type as the hundreds of
clean - shaven, broad - shouldered  voung
clerks and accountants who throng lower
Broadway at the Tunch-hour.  He had
known Amne all her life. and was as
much in love with her as he could be
and  when he said he wanted  to
make her stop working—at her business,
that is—and make a home for her, he
was following the primitive male in-
stinct. He did not see that he  was
asking Anne merely o change her work :
that she would now be cook, chamber-
maid. waitress, scamstress, and  generad
manager of the limited finances of his
home.

He was a great deal more comfortable
by this new arrangement. and as he sul-
feredd no longer from undarned Tose and
buttonless shirts he felt that married lite
was a success. He would look at Anne
across the dinner-table and  exclaim.
especially when her cooking had been
more than usually successtul, = 1 tell vou
Aunne, this is lizing! But this was
where  his  consciousness  stopped. e
merely enjoyed the hetter care and atten-
tion and food. and responded to it by
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taking on a layer of fat and being fussy
about his meals.

They had a few friends, people they
bad known in hoarding-houses mostly,
whom they gathered in to an occasional
game of cards or Sunday night tea.  Oth-
erwise they were pretty well isolated, and
Anne found that sometimes days went by
when she spoke to no one except Fred
and the iceman or grocer's clerk.  She
was not lonely, however, for her house-
work absorbed her. and there was a
public library where she read a good bit
and got books to read in the evenings.
She began to study French again, and.
after the first effort to overcome the
natural mental ertia of disuse, she en-
joved it

She tried to read to Ired things she
thought he might like, but he wanted
nothing decper than the sporting page.
and when he had read that he spread
it over his face and slept noisily. Theyv
went to o the theater  occasionally, and
sometimes, at first, to church: but Fred
preferred to lie in bed late on Sunday.
and after a time Anne went alone.

I't was not many months before Anne
found that she needed some new clothes.
Also, the linen-closet. which had not been
very well nor fully stocked. hegan to
need  replenishment. The  china and
vlass and the kitchen-ware had suffered
some slight accidents, and new  things
were needed there, also.

At their late Sunday breaklast Anne
laid  these matters before Fred as  he
chuckled over the colored supplements,
e looked up when he began to gather
the import of her words. and the smile
faded away,

“Good Lord. Anne” he said. “ need-
ing things alrcady?  Can't you buy them
out of the housckeeping allowance? ™

Amne flushed. Tt i not easy for a
woman who has been independent w ask
her husband for money that she may be
decently clothed and their home not he
shabby.

“I'm afraid not, Fred.” she answered.
“You know we figured the housckeeping
money down pretty close. and it's right
hard to keep within it. now that every-
thing’s so high.”

“Welll I don’t know what vou're
going to do about it.” answered Fre.
“I suppose vou don’t want me to give
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up having lunch, do you? ™ Whereupon
he returned to the colored supplement,
dismissing the subject.

For a minute Anne looked at him
through tears she could not keep back.
Then she pulled herself together and be-
van o clear the table.  In that minute,
however, she knew, once and for all, the
man she had married, and it was not
agreeable knowledge.

The next morning, when Fred went to
work, he paused before the good-by kiss,
and said casually:

“You said you needed some money yes-
terday,” didn't you? ”

Y Yes,” answered Anne, “ 1 did, hut—
il it's out of—"

“AWell, here's five dollars,” he said,
cutting her short.  You'll have to make
that do.”  He threw down the money and
was g()lll?.

Anmne looked about the flat. It was
vetting into that first shabbiness when a
little outlay m the way of new covers
and a day or two of the furniture-reno-
vator would make all the difference in the
world.

“1t would cost twenty dollars 1o get
the things done that really need doing,”
she caleulated. “And I have no spring
dress or hat, and my shoes are just worn
out. .And there’s the table - linen—ten
dollars would do for that, 1 suppose,
though it wouldn't get very much, and I
must get kitchen things.”

She glineed  at the five-dollar Dill,
“T get the kitchen things with that.”
she decided.

On her way to the shopping district
she passed a magazine office which had
formerly given her a good bit of work.

“1f Mr. Norris is still editor,” thought
Anne suddenlyv. T know he'd give me a
story to do. and mavbe T could make
enough to get the other things.”

Full of the resolution, she went in at
once, and Mr. Norris met her joylully,

“ 1 was thinking about you only ves-
terday,” he declared. “ P've got just the
sort of story you'd like to do—just your
style.  Can vou do it?”

Could Anne do ittt She could have
fallen on his fat neck and cried for joy
when he outlined it to her, for it was one
of those tedious library-research stories
which she had always exulted in, and
which most  of  her cralt impatiently
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scorned.  She went away relieved in
spirit. T'he way out of her present need
was founcl, at least.

111,

Bur then she thought of Fred. He
had spoken so Dbitterly at first of her
work, and of how he would hate to sec
his wife doing anything for her living
while he had his job.  And then she re-
membered  how  he had  answered her
about the money only the day before, and
she decided to go ahead and say nothing
to him.

“Tor,” reasoned she, “after I've got
the things [ need, I don’t really care very
much what he says.””  Whercupon she
posted to the nearest library and set to
work.

It took three days to do the story,
three davs ol solid toil—she could not
do anvthing in the evenings—Dbut when
it was done she read it over satished. Her
monuths of regular reading had improved
her style and bettered her thought.  She
took it to Mr. Norris with an assurance
she had never felt i the old days. 'I'he
next day she had a note from him. He
tiked it—said it was fine, just what he
wanted.  He would send her a check at
once, and in the meantime she must come
in to sce him again,  There would be
other work.

The cheek was for thirty-five dollars,
a litde more than she had expected, and
Anne spent it with a mixture of joy and
fear.  Ired had never alluded to her
request for money since that Monday
morning, and she supposedd he had for-
gotten it. - She bouglit Tinen {or the table,
shoes and a hat for herself, and material
for two or three blouses.  The windows
full of smart spring suits made her dis-
satisfied with her heavy winter serge,
which was getting worn. Now, perhaps
- —unother story.

L

But she must 1ol JFred.  Every time
he looked at her new table-cloths  she

quaked for fear Test he ask whence they
came, and she felt unwilling to undergo
this constant humiliation of Ther sclf-
respect. Sometines she wondered if she
was really afraid of his condemnation,
or of something clse.

Before she went to sce -Mr. Norris
again she told Fred about the story and
the cheek and her porchases. Tle was
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pleased. and somehow she knew that she
had known all the time he would be.

“Why, that’'s fine. Anne!” he  de-
clared.  “ Why didn't vou think of it
before? I T were vou, I'd go see every
editor in town.  You'll soon have chough
to do instead of moping here at home all
day.”

“I'm glad you don't mind.” said Anne.
after a pause. 1 was afraid you
wouldn't like it.”

“ALind ! he exclaimed. * Now, what
in the world made you think 1d mind ?
Good Lord, il you wanted to. vou could
get a regular job, and we could live a
lot better than we do! ™ And he sank
again into the evening paper.

Anne looked at him silently. There
was nothing to say. If he wanted her
to work to clothe hersell and help keep
up the house. and if she could get the
work to do. why, she might as well do
it She kept thinking dully w hersell:
“Fwant you to rest against my strength.
to find happiness in my tenderness. 1
want to take care ol vou. .\unc. "
And this was what he really meant.

T'he next day she tried to think it out.
This was marriage.  She was to work
as before and live with this man an ab-
solutely  material existence. Marriage !
She almost laughed.  Why, he was just
a comfortable animal. getting through
life as casily as he could, with no thought
for anvthing more exacting than his ap-
petite! Anne wondered if he had been
so all the time. or il she was responsible
for his deterioration.

“Tor oall my life! ™ thoughr.
“ And this is the sort ol thing—or worse

she

—that so many women live with.  Ile
isn't cruel to me in any way 1 could
name.  He st ounfaithful o me—

probably never will hoo He isn't a had
man—he's just a common one.And he's
not reallv—manly.  Now. what am 1
going to do?  Suppose I should have a
child. and it should be like him?2 ™

She thought of Nera.who had revolted
against living ¢ with a stranger.” Then
she thought of Lnelia Sedley-and her
passionate devotion to - the memory of

George  Osborne. who had  been  so
entirelv  unworthy,  Neither  of  them
seemed to fit her case. Fred Johnson

was no /lelmar. and there was nothing of
the dashing scamp. Oslhorue. about him.
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“Oh, well,” she said aloud, “ what's
the use of thinking about silly people in
books? It all comes to one thing—am 1
going to live with him or not?”

She walked about the little flat she
had kept so carcefully. and touched one
or two pieces of the furniture she had
been most fond of. Then she went into
the bedroom and got out her hat and
coat.  She packed her trunk with her
clothes and books, and put some shirt-
waists and things for immediate use into
a suit-case. When she was ready. she had
the janitor call an expressman. Then
she sat down to wait Tor Ired.

“ What've you got vour hat on for?”
he demanded when he came in.

* Fred,” she began. *“ I'm going to
leave vou.  I'm going away to-day—and
I'm not coming hack.”

He stared.

“Are you crazv?” he said.
this some sort of a silly joke?
dinner be ready 2

1t isn't a joke. and I'm not crazy,”
she returned. T simply mean that if
've got to carn my own living [ prefer
to live by myself.  ['ve left everything
here, and I've paid  the  laundryman.
And I'm going now. Goodby.”

Before he could answer her she had
shut the outer door and was gone.  She
heard him call after her sharply. but she
kept on down-stairs,

* e thinks 'l be back in an hour or
so.” she thought as she stepped out into
the twilight.

The warm spring air smelled good to
her. She took a car. and in half an hour
was back at the place where she had
boarded before she was married.

“Why, sure,”  the landlady
“You can have vour old room, too.
just vacant since yesterday.”

Once more Anne toiled up the good
Jrussels. the worn Brussels. and the in-
grain flights.  The golden-oak Tolding-
bed and the Civil War burcau had not
changed by so much as a scratch. Even
the blue Japanese cup was on the dresser.

Anne locked the door and sat down.

“ T had to.” she said. ““ Suppose 1 had
had a c¢hild. It wasn't marriage. |
suppose this is going to be hard—Dbut the
other was worse.”

And then she began to unpack her
suit-ease.

SO s
When'll

said.
It’s
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BY BARRY LITTLETON.

A SERIAL STORY.

CHAPTER X (continued ).

AN

NEwW

GUISE OLD

ADLEY had quite [rankly
53 Deen holding him up cever
since that night when he
had made his declara-
tion upon the yacht. Hce
had perfectly deliberately
him  with  the threat of
exposing  Stephan’s  Imposture  himself
and reaping the advantage of it; and
Tommy, perceiving how completely he
was in the elder man’s power, had acyui-
escecd in all his demands.

OTF FRIEND.

blackmailed

Well, that old threat was outlawed
now. Hadley's power over him was at
an endl.

But this was not the thought that
came to Tommy when, upon turning
away from Marian's radiant face, he en-
counterced Hadlev's cold, contemptuous
stare.  Hadley had been watching @ had.
undoubtedly, seen the girl’s friendly. im-
pulsive greeting, and had been amused
by it. .

In that instant a new and disquicting
suspicion entered Tommy Glenn’s not
very active mind.  What reason had he
to believe that this beautiful girl, who
stood here hefore him so frank. so sweet,
so friendly, had made him the topic of
ridicule?  What reason?  None in the
world but Richard Hadley's uncorrob-
orated word.  And he knew now—had
long known — that Hadley was a liar.
What if the fellow had lied in this in-
stance as well as in the other?

The thing that one moment had been

a dim suspicion, Dbecame in the next
undoubted — a certainty.  He saw the
whole plot now at a single glance.

Hadley knew that Marian had refused
Tommy ; and =he had also refused Had-
ley.  Hadley had determined to be re-
venged upon her for his discomfiture;
and i Tommy Glenn he had found a
tool which, in the fires of falsehood and
hatred, he could forge to his purpose.
Hadley then had repeated a descrip-
tion he pretended Marian had given him
of Tommy’s proposal. It had sounded
convineing at the time—sounded as il it

could have come from no one but the
girl herself.  But what had he said.
after all?  What particulars had  he

given?  None beyond those which his
own imagiation and hix knowledge of
Tommy could supply.

The whole thing went through Glenn’s
mind like a blinding, scaring flash of
lightning. It was all so quick that when
it had passed he knew, with what was
already a certainty, how both he and the
girl had been betrayed.

There had hardly been a long enough
pause since her last words to him  to
bring surprise to her face. She was
still looking at him. the lovely. friendly
smile about ber lips, waiting for him to’
respond to her declaration of friendship.

He could say nothing. He was ab-
solutelv speechless. He could only took _
at her rather wildly for a moment, and
turn away.

In that momentary return of his gaze
to Marian's Tace, Richard Hadley disap-
peared.  The moment Tommy left the
girl he turned back to find Hadley again.
but the older man had lost himself in
the crowd.  Glenn searched  for  him
vainly for some little time. and finally
came upon him just as he was leaving
the house.  The young man turned back

*This story began in THE CavarlErR for January, 1909.
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with a rush, got his hat and stick, and
started out in pursuit.

Luckily for him, Hadley was walking.
Tommy emerged from the doorway just
in time to sce his cnemy, a hundred
vards or more ahead, turn into the park,
gave a little gasp of relief at the sight,
and clutched his stick tighter.

He would not wait—they could have

it out now. He moderated his pace a
little.  Hadley was  strolling  slowly,

and Tommy did not wish to overtake
him too soon.

He knew to a certainty the path
which the man would follow, and he

knew just the spot in that path where
he wanted to overtake him.

Hadley for once had fallen victim to
his own sclf-confidence.  He might have
sten, had he not been blinded by suc-
cess, that a new eclement hitherto not
reckoned with had come into the situa-
tion. e might have seen something
that boded il to himself in "Tommy
Glenn's face.

But he did not sce. e left the
house as serene, as coolly contemptuous
of all the world as he had always been.
He had no idea that ‘Tommy had fol-
lowed him until, just as he reached an
unfrequented part of the path, he felt
a touch on his ¢lbow and, turning, saw
the face of the man he had duped.

One glance then was enough to con-
vince him that the younger man was
dangcrous.  Ife had sceen that look in
Glenn’s face before.  But the danger
then had never threatened him.  Now
he saw that it did, and he was conscious
of a premonitory sinking at the heart.

“1 didn’'t know vou meant to leave
1f 1 had, I’'d have waited for

S0 80011
you.  You look as il you’d been hurry-
ing.”

* I want to ask you just one question,”
said "Tommy. “ Where was I when 1
asked Marian Farwell to marry me? ™

For just the bare first instant there
was nothing in Hadlev’s face but sur-
prise.  His brows knitted, and he shot
‘an inquiring glance at Tommy.

“What do vou mean?” he asked.
But before Glenn could repeat the ques-
tion, it was clear that he knew. The
color began c¢hbbing slowly out of his
face, leaving it a dead blue-white, and
the sweat started out on his forehead.
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“Where was 1?27 Tommy repeated.
“Where were we?  What were we
doing?  You say she told you all about
it.  Tell me that.”

[t was a full half-minute hefore Had-
ley said anything at all.

“ My memory of it is rather vague,”
he began at last. T think T told you
before all that she told me.”

‘The lurid heat of his anger was ma-
king “Tommy’s mind acute. He laid a
rap.

“She didn’'t happen to tell you then
what play it was we were seeing?”

“ No,” said Hadley, ** she didn't, or if
she did, I've forgotten.  All I remember
is her describing the way you looked
leaning against the rail of the box.”

“You liar!”  thundered Tommy.
“ Pve got you now!—no—stand where
yvou are—we aren’t likely to be inter-
rupted here—and listen to me a moment.
stand still, [ say—  Oh, you would, ¢h?
Not much—"

The last exclamation was caused by
Hadley raising his walking-stick as if
for a blow. Tommy had snatched it
from the other’s hand, and tossed it
away into the shrubbery before the words
were out of his mouth.  He did it with
his left hand, too; he held his own stick
in his right.

“ Now, stand still and listen.” he said.
“ 1 suppose you think T've been paying
blackmail to you all these months since
that cursed yachting trip last summer,
and haven’t been doing anything else on
the side.  Well, that’s a mistake. Have
vou noticed that a good many of your
creditors haven’t sent you any duns late-
ly? Did you ever wonder why that was?
Well, T can tell you. Because 1 own
every debt you've made. My lawyer has
bought them.  I've got every note vou've
signed, and all 1T have to do to clean
vou out is to walk to a telephone-hooth.
I'd have done all that anyway, after the
way you've treated me since last summer
—since you welched on that game we
started on  together.

“And now that I know you've lied
about  Marian—have made me do her
an injury that she’ll never recover from,
you'll get what I'm going to. give you
now. When U've finished with vou—
and that won’t he till I've done a good
job — no —stand  still — then Tl go
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back to her and do whatever she wants
me to. D'l tell her the truth about you.
and about that fiddling wvagabond, as
well as myself.  If she wants me to go
and kill him or you, I'll do it. If she
wants me to shoot mwself, T'll do it
But before T go back to her P'lIl do just
this much toward squaring matters with
you—"

Before he had finished speaking, his
light, flexible rattan walking-stick had
given an cvil sort of wink. and had left
its mark in a red welt across Hadley's
face.

Hadley sprang forward: but Glenn
stepped aside at the same instant. still
keeping  within  striking  distance. and
repeated the blow.

“T'm going to finish you first” he
said between his teeth.

CHAPTLER XL

A SINGLE HOUR.
HE moment the door closed she
came up to him, and laid her

hands on his shoulders.

“Stephan,” she asked, ™ are yvou hap-
py, quite, perfectly, altogether happy? ™

“T don’t know.” said he. “whether
there is such a thing as perfect happiness.
or not. But 1 am about as happy as |
can bear to be, Marian.”

Her body relaxed a little. secure in
the circle of his arms. and her head
rested on his shoulder.

“T1 have sometimes thought.” she said
after a  little  hesitation— 1 have
thought a good many times, in fact, that
[ saw in vour eves a trouble which you
weren’t sharing with me.  It's been there
ever since that night of Uncle Obie's
clambake when yvou asked me to marry
you. I have woundered it what 1 <aid
that night left a hurt that didn't heal
Are you sure you are happy—sure you
are satisfied?”

¢ Satisfied? ” he said. T shall never
be satisfied as long as I live with yvou—
No, listen.  Because, dear, you will al
ways make me think cach day that to-
morrow will have something new for me :
will show me some new and precious
treasure about vou which to-day I
haven’t discovered. Always. as long as
[ live, T think, you will be as much a
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promise to me as you are a fulfilment.
Be surc of it!”

There was a little silence between
them.  She stayed, contented as she was,
one arm loosely clasping his neck, and
the other hand playing idly with his
wavy black hair.

It was their first moment alone to-
day—the first time they had ever shut
the door upon the whole world.

It was to be a moment of short dura-
tion.  Belore cither of them spoke again.
there came a tap on the door.

“Marian,” said her mother’s  voice,
“1'd like to speak to you a moment.”

Marian went to the door and opened
it, but did not invite her mother to
cnter.

“It's Mro Glenn” the
said somewhat breathlessly.  “ He came
back here and asked for yvou. "They told
him he could not see you, but he quite
insistedd on it. Then he asked lor me.
[Te savs it's important. and  that he
must speak to vou alone.”

The girl turned toward her husband
with a puzzled {rown.

“That's queer.” she said. T don™t
want to sce him in the least: and [ can’t
think what he could possibly have to say
to me.  But. then, 1 suppose he wouldn't
have come back and asked for me this
way unless it’s something important.  1'd
better go, hadn’t I, Stephan?”

clder woman

She did not look into his face until
she had finished  asking the quesfion

Then she uttered a surprised little ery
of alarm. and rushed across the room to
him.

“AIWhat is 1?7 she asked.
i

Stephan had turned as pale as death.

“ Nothing is the matter.” he said. “ I
am not ill.” But, {or all that, he recled
a little where he stood, and clutched the
hack of the chair that was before him.

sShe had stopped half-way across the
“room, and stood looking at him. a new
alarm dawning in her face.  She waited
for him to speak again.

“ Marian,” he said at last, “ T want
vou to let me see Glenn alone, instead
of going to him yourself.”

“Why? " she asked.

“1 want,” he said, “ to save vou {rom
what T am afraid may prove a disagree-
able experience.”

“ATe vou
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“ A disagreeable experience won't hurt
me,”" she retorted.  *“ Tommy Glenn has
been very kind to me. If 1 can do any-
thing for him now 1 want to do it, or
else to tell him in person that 1 can’t.”

“Very well,” he said, “ then we will
go together.”

The look of wondering apprehension
that touched her face suddenly deepenedl.
She stiffened a little.

“Stephan!”  she cried, her volce
pleading now. *“ Stephan—therce’s noth-
ing—there can be nothing to make you
afraid to let me talk alone with T'ommy
Glenn.”

Stephan made no immediate answer.
He straightened a little, and his eyes
met hers fearlessly enough, with noth-
ing furtive, nothing ashamed, peering out
of them. But he was still chalk-pale.
and she could sce that his hands were
trembling.

She waited a moment for his answer.
When none came—*“I'm afraid | must
go, Stephan,” she said a little unsteadily.

But still she waited a moment after

that, hoping, as if against hope. that
some answer would come.
Then she shivered, pressed her lips

tightly together, turned away from him,
and walked out of the roon.

“Where is he, mother?” she asked.
Stephan did not hear her reply, for the
girl had closed the door behind her.

The sweet, silvery little chime of the
clock upon the mantel-shelf had struck
the quarter, half, and the hour, before
that door opened again.

Not a long time, as time is measurcd
in the ordinary affairs of life. But as
to a prisoner waiting to hear the tramp
of the death-watch in the corridor—as
to those who sit at a bedside watching a
helpless agony that can have but one
end—so to the man who waited there
in the closed room that period ol a little
less than an hour seemed an eternity.

Even at that he did not know the [ull
extent ol his peril.  He thought he knew
Tommy Glenn.  Really he knew but
half of him—the weak, vicious, revenge-
ful half. That Tommy could have re-
pented the wrong he had done—that he
could Lave confessed his own share in
the imposture, and voluntarily involved
himself in the consequence of it, was a
possibility which never occurred to him.
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That Tommy had come to denounce
him as an impostor Stephan felt per-
fectly sure.  He would no doubt bring
up facts cnough to give his denunciation
plausibility, and to shake any faith that
was not truly established upon bed-rock.
Was  Marian's  faith  so  established?
Would he see it shining bravely out of
her eyes when she came back to him
or would he find suspicion and distrust
abready planted there?

Could he have guessed that "Tommy,
in an agony of scll-reproach, was trying
o take the whole blame of the imposture
upon his own shoulders with a sincerity
which would have compelled belief [rom
the stoutest heart n the world, he would
not have waited in that room for Marian
to come back to him.  He would have
sought her out, would have confided the
whole truth to both of them. But no
inspired guess at such a possibility came
to him.

He waited : and when the door opened
he stood looking into the face of the
woman framed in its portal. " He waited
for her to speak; but her face alone
confirmed his fears. It was aged, sunken
with agony.

He eried out her name, and started
toward her: but she waved him back,
entered the room, and again closed Dbe-
hind her the door that shut out the
world.

It was only an hour since she had
closed it so before. How long an eter-
nity that hour had seemed for her! But
her manner held a strange and almost
ghastly  composure.

“1 came back,” she said in a quiet,
even voice, “to give you a chance to
speak, il there is anything—anvything at
all you can say. [t was not casy to do.
I thought for a moment, after he had
gone awav, that I couldn’t come back :
that 1T never could hear to look in your
face again.  But [ have come. I ask
only this: If there is nothing you can
say—and 1 don’t see how there can be
anything—that yvou won'’t try; that you
will just stand there silently, and let me
vo away.  But il you wish to speak |
will hear you.”

“So it needed only that!” he said.
“ Only the unsupported word of such a
man as he to destroy everything, the
whole fabric of vour love and faith.
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An hour with him, and [ stand before
vou, condemned already, with nothing
more than a condemned criminal’s right
to be heard Dbefore sentence shall Dbe
passed upon him. Well, T have this to
say, just this: that ncever sinee the first
moment we met have I lied to vou. I
I have kept back from vou a part of
the truth it was in a hope—"

She did not allow him to finish.

“T hoped T might have been spared
that pitiful quibble,” she said. “ You
mean you have never told me in so many
words that you were a count. and not an
impostor in masquerade. 1 suppose vou
never did.  But will you pretend that
vou told the truth when you—when you
—made love to me? No, don’t answer
that.  That would Dbe a lie that I
shouldn’t care to hear repeated.”

“1 have not lied,” he answered stead-
ilv. “ Not when T told you that | loved
you. nor at any other timec.”

“Then is what Mr. Gleun wld me
a lic? A lie from the first word to the
last?”  ‘T'he very seund of her question
scemed for an instant to awaken a little
gleam of hope in her eves. “ 1f vou can
answer that question in the one word,
“Yes then T will listen,” she added.
“ Otherwise, there is nothing—there can
be nothing that would be worth the pain
of hearing.”

“1 don’t know yet what he has told
yvouw.” .

*“ He said that he found vou-playing
the violin in a restaurant; that he hired
vou to impersonate a count, on the un-
derstanding that you were to make love
to me, and marry me if you could. And
he told you that his purpose was to re-
venge  himself  for a  slight  that he
thought I had put upon him. ‘Uhat is
what he told me.  Was it a lie from be-
ginning to end? ™

“ No, it is partly true. But it i= onlyv
a small part of the truth.  Will vou
hear the rest?”

She did not answer:
allowed him to go on:

“T came to this country about a year
ago,” he said.  “T came because [ be-
lieved it was a place where a man might
call himself the captain of his own soul:
that what he was—he, the real man—
was all that counted—"

“Oh— please —"

and  her silence

she  interrupted.
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“ Please spare me that. If you only
knew how Dbitter to me is—"

“The very day I reached New York,”
he went on steadily, “ I saw your face—
saw it,  and—loved it.  Somchow it
seemed to hold for me the possibilities
of all my dreams. | meant to work to
carn my living. But that was not all.
I meant to win a place in the world—
o fight my wayv up to a place in your
world.

“Meantime, T saw you when [ could.
The day to me seemed dead that didn't
give me some little momentary glimpsc
of vou. The best happiness that [ had
was in sending you flowers without let-
ting vou know or dream from whom
they came, and. once or twice, in seeing
vou wear them. It was all a dream—
a foolish dream, perhaps —but [ was
happy in it.  ‘Then came the day of
my awakening.  That was the day vou
drove in the park with Richard Hadley
—the day vour horses bolted. 1 was the
man who saved vour lite.”

He could not see her face: she had
turned away from him.  But at his last
words he saw her start as if to face him,
only to arrest the action half-way.

“1 stood bhefore vou then.” he went
on. “but vou didn’t look into my face.
You saw how [ was clad, and that was
cnough.  You offered to pay me, and [
went away.  And then that night at the
restaurant Glenn made me his offer. 1
dectined it, and told him that he was
a blackguard. I thought my dream was
over—the whole of my drecam. But F
met an old man who gave it back to me.
And then that morning came a chance—
what seemed a chance — to make my
dream come true.  So | reconsidered
Glenn's offer, and wrote him a note and
told him I would co as he wished.

“In a sense 1 have carried out the
hargain: at any rate, he thought it was
his hargain that 1 was carrying out: but
it he has got back to his rooms by this
time he will find all the money he has
ever paid me waiting for him—all of it.
but the very first, in the original checks
which he gave me.  So it wasn’t his
bargain that I was carrying out.”

“You told him you would do as he
wished.” she said quickly.  “You did
it. There can’t be anvthing to say after
that. Really there has been nothing to
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say at all. 1 think I am rather sorry
that 1 came back and listened. 1 have
been thinking while you talked of what
1 am to do with the wreck you have
made of my life. I am going away to-
night, just as 1 had planned to go with
yvou. | shall take mother with me.

“ T shall tell her that you and T have
quarrcled. I think it would kill her if
I told her the truth. And you—if you
have one grain of pity left for me—if
vour malice is satistied — vou will go
away, too, quictly; without letting any
one know the truth of what has hap-
pened between us.  And if you are in
need of money 1'll supply it.  ‘That, I
think, is all—is quite the last word that
need ever pass between us.”

She moved toward the door; hut he
intercepted her.

““T'here is this last word morce,” he
said, “you shall hear: 1 love vou with
all my soul, and 1 have not lied to you!”

“Will you open the door, please?”
she asked.

CHAPTER XII.

WHAT MATTERS MOST.
DE()PLE often remarked, during the

winter that followed Marian Far-

well's marriage, that Obadiah
Williams was beginning to show his age.
His appearance at his office had ceased to
be an event by which men could set their
watches.

It was no longer possible for the
reporter who wanted a good local story
to get it by the simple expedient of
wavlaying the old gentleman when, at
exactlv  twelve o’clock, he made his
daily appearance at the corner fruit-
stand to buy the three apples which

constituted his Tunch.  In former days
he had always been good for {from

half to three-quarters of a column. It
had just been a question of tapping
him; the supply was inexhaustible.

But this winter there had been whole
weeks when his favorite haunts knew
him not. Even at his desk he had
seemed listless, indifferent, absent-
minded.  TFinancial New York would
have got the impression that he was be-
coming a negligible quantity, had it not
been for a short, sharp panic in the
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stock-market which, for a week or two,
galvanized him into his old activity.

While it lasted—while his office was
being haunted by cotton-kings, railway-
kings, gas-kings, all begging for money,
of which commodity Uncle Obie invari-
ably had more than anybody else—while
that state of things endured he had been
his old self again. But when the market
had regained its tone, and things had
settled back into their old rut, the former
state of languid indifference scemed to
envelop him again.

In May he shook the dust of New

York from his feet, and disappeared

within the sacred fastnesses of his estate
upon the sound. Here he was absolutely
inaccessible. The moon itself could have
afforded him no sccurer retreat from the
aggression of prying reporters.

But if such a reporter could have seen
him about a month later, as he sat out
on his veranda puffing placidly at his
old cob pipe, and eying every ripple
that went racing across the sheltered lit-
tle cove which gave harborage to his
yacht, that reporter would have got a
surprise.

It was the old Uncle Obie who sat
there—the man of a vear ago—square,
sturdy, bright-cyed, although the wrin-
kles about the eyes and mouth were per-
haps bitten i a little deeper.  There
was an air about him to-night, repressed,
but still patent to an acute observer, of
expectancy.  To-night, surely to-night,
something was going to happen.

The sound of a light step in the door-
way made him turn his head; and the
next moment Marian appeared.

To the eve of one who had not seen
her—to the cye, that is, of any of her
New York friends—she would have ap-
pearcd strangely altered. Yet it would
have been a little difficult for those
Triends to tell wherein the  alteration
existed.  She was not much  thinner;
she was not especially pale.  Certainly
she was not less heautiful. Her hody,
as she moved, lacked, it may be, some-
thing of the old resiliency that had
characterized it in former days. ‘That
was the only material difference; but
that was not the important one.

The great difference cannot perhaps
be better expressed than by saving that
it seemed ax i somehow another soul
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looked out of her cyes. It was an older
soul—a sadder onec.

As he looked at her now, Uncle Obie
was reminded of a phrase Stephan had
used about her at a time when the old
man had not known that it was Marian
of whom he spoke: ¢ When she has been
hurt,” he had said, “ when the acid of
life has eaten through the vencer that
is over her soul. then some man will
stand before her. and she will see him as
he is.”  Was it an omen. the old man
wondered that that phrase had occurred
to him just to-night.

She had been his guest now for neariy
a fortnight—she and her mother—ever
since. their return from Europe.  They
had gone abroad in accordance with
Marian’s swiftly formed plan, which she
had announced to Stephan on the night
of their tragedy. They had traveled
about most of the time, but had suc-
ceeded in avoiding the main channels
through which the great annual stream
of Americans is guided about Lurope.
They had lived quictly: had had the
good fortune to encounter almost no one
who knew them, and had scarched for
something of sufficiently poignant present
interest to serve as an anodyne to the
bitter pain of the past.

The search had not been suceessful ;
although Mrs. Farwell had often been
deluded into thinking that it was, for
Marian did not mope—made no parade
of her grief, and courageously aided her
mother in thinking up and putting into
execution plans for various things that
promised a good time.

But along in April — they were in
Paris then, and the endless avenue of
horse-chestnut trees in the Luxembouryg
Gardens were coming into their annual
period of flowering glorv—suddenly one
day Marian said:

“ AMother, T want to go home—not to
New York, but up to Uncle Obic's place
in the country. T don’t know whether
I can stand it there or not: the place
will hurt horribly. But at least 1 will
be able to breathe there; and 1 can’t do
that here. Through the days and the
nights here T feel as if something were
pressing—ypressing down on my breast—
pressing the very life out of me.  Will
vou come home with me. mother?”

The year had witnessed an important
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change in Mrs. Farwell. Her daugh-
ter’s tragedy—the bitterness and humili-
ation of which had been revealed to her
gradually during the ycar—had eaten
through the wveneer that covered her
own soul. Tt was not completely gone,
perhaps. but at least the genuine ma-
ternal love and sympathy had got a lit-
tle breathing room for themselves.

She had assented to Marian's sug-
gestion  instantly. and  had  cabled  to
Uncle ODbie that they were coming. It
was at his suggestion that they had taken
a Dboat little frequented by people of
fashion.  The boat had landed at Bos-
ton instead of New York, and Marian
had been conveyed to the country of her
desire without the pain of encountering
the familiar sights and familiar faces
which could hardly have been avoided
in New York.

During the two weeks he had had her
here. Uncle Obie had been treating her
i a manner in which the wisdom of the
serpent was mingled with the gentleness
of the dove. He had not been over-
attentive—had shown no unwillingness
to let her be out of his sight. no labored
and ostentatious solicitude.  But she had
never for one moment been out of his
waking thoughts: hardly out of his
dreams.

She came toward him when she saw
him sitting in his big. wide-armed easy
chair. and. dropping down on a tabouret
which stood beside him, rested both el-

bows on his knee, and supported her
chin in her hands.

She looked out across the harbor.
Twilight was Dbeginning to fall: they

had finished their frugal country supper
long ago. There was a yvoung moon
high in the sky which would in an hour
or 0 begin to lose its pallor, and illumi-
nate the scene in which it now played
s0 inconspicuous a part with a witchery
andd magic ol its own.  But. for the
present, the glory of pearl and amethyst
and opal from the lingering afterglow
of a half-veiled sunset was enjoying its
hour—glowing and reflecting from the
surface of the harbor, and drenching the
low-lving shores with a deeper and ten-
derer light.

The girl’s eves filled as she looked.
and she pressed the palms of her hands
against them for a moment, as if to shut
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out the intolerable beauty and pathos
of the sight.

But she looked up again directly, and
her voice when she spoke sounded nat-
ural enough:

“What's that little house across the
harbor, Uncle Obie?” she asked.  ““ It
must be new, 1 am sure it wasn’t there
Jast vear.  T've noticed it several times,
and meant to ask you about it.  Why,”
she added the next moment before he
could answer, “ there must be some one
living in it. There’s smoke coming
out of the chimmey. I didn’t know there
was any one in the world wyou'd share
your solitude with.”

*Oh, he doesn't take any solitude
away from me that T can’t well spare,”
said the old man. “ He's a sort of {riend
of mine that l've known for a good
while. T Jound him rather run down
with evziwork this spring, and with a
cood deai still to do this summer, so [

persuaded him to come up here.  He's
a kind of hermit-crab like myself.
We dont bother each other anv.  The

place is plenty Dbig enough for both
of us.”

e rose rather abruptly at that.  One
might almost have suspected that he
wished to forestall further questions on
the subject of the newcomer who lived
across the cove,

“ Come,” he said, “ let's go out for a
row.  There couldn’t be a finer time for
it.. Your mother’s busy with her novel,
and she won't mind if we run off.”

The girl hesitated; hut finally, with
an obvious effort, said: “ Yes, I'd like
to. very much.”

Marian’s decision was really signifi-
cant, for, since her arrival, until to-night
she had never gone out on the water
after sunsct. The old man understood
the feeling well enough, and did not
press her.  He knew the associations that
little harbor must have for her.  He
knew enough of the story to understand
how the force of those associations must
be multiplicd when twilight and a Doat
were added to them.

He took her acceptance of his sug-
gestion to-night in a thoroughly matter-
of-fact way. T.eading her down to the
broad, dumpy little boat wherein he was
wont to sit and fish the somewhat un-
profitable waters of the harbor for so
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many hours cach day, he cast off the
painter, shipped his oars, and with a
brisk, Dbusinesslike stroke began pulling
her out into the middle of the harbor.

He talked almost as steadily as he
rowed, telling her one story after an-
other, mostly old ones which she had
heard before, and Jaughing at the points
of them himself to obviate the necessity
ol her doing so. At first she tried to
keep up the pretense of attending him,
but after a while quite frankly she aban-
doned it.

He would have stopped talking had
lie not been afraid that his doing so
would break the tense abstraction of her
mood, and bring her back into the pres-
ent with a jar.

When at Jast he saw her lean forward
a little, and draw in a quick breath as
il she were about to speak, he stopped
rowing instantly, and leaned forward on
his oars.

“Well, my dear?” he asked.

“ Uncle Obie,’—she hesitated, and
pressed her hand against her lips as if
that could stop their trembling—* Uncle
Obic, do you know where he is?”

If the words brought a throb of wild
joy and hope to the old man his face
did not betray him.

It was just the same strong, keen,
kindly face, with cyes whose  glance
scemed  somchow to offer strength and
support—tie same face she always saw
when she looked toward him.

“ Do vou mean Stephan Aranyi?” he
asked a little breathlessly.

“ Yes” ’

“1 think I can find him for you, my
dear, if vou want him.”

She swaved a little, and with Doth
hands gripped the thwart on which she
sat to steady hersell.

“Somchow  to-night,” she said, “1
feel as il the —the ice was breaking
up: as if I could talk again—cry, and
somehow come out of this horrible par-
alyzing numbness. You won’t mind if

I cry, Uncle Obie?  Until to-night.
when 1 looked out across the harbor

there, T hadn't had the blessing of tears
since—"" She did not complete the sen-
tence : but there was no need.

“Talk to me,” he said. *“‘That’s all
['ve kept alive for; just to be ready to
help vou when the time should come.”
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There was a long silence after that,
while he  watched  her steadily.  She
scemed calm enough after her first out-
burst—scemed to be trving to got her
thoughts in order.

At last she looked up at him. and.
in a low but steady voice. began to
speak:

“The day it happened—the day my
world  fell down—1 was dazed — 1
couldn’t grasp fine distnctions. T only
knew that a terrible blow had [allen

on me. I knew that the man I had given
my heart to had Dbeen hircd—nhired to
get it The man who had hired him
told me.  He was down on his knees

clasping my skirt and sobbing like a
child.  He told me he would kill the
man who had marricd me, or himself.
or the man who had tempted and in-
stigated him to do the vile thing he
had done. And I had to helieve what
he said.. No one could have lied like
that.

“And the other man—Stephan—he
couldn’t. or wouldn’t. deny it.  All he
would say was that he had not lied to
we, I hardly knew what he meant by
saving that, although he said and re-
peated it so that they were the last words
I ever heard him speak—that he loved
me: that he had not lied to me.

“1 couldn't Dbelieve that then, |
couldn’t believe anything. but the one
ghastly fact that had been foreed on
me.  But, Uncle Obie. this i owhat |
wanted to say: I can’t beliove the other
thing now—I! mean. that he was Iving
all the while. I can’t believe that he was
Iving at all.

“Through this year—nights and days
——the old scenes with him, and the old
hours T had with him have kept coming
back and repeating themselves,

“ Every inflection of his voice. cvery
movement of his hands are bhurned into
myv memory so that T can never forget
them.  I've gone over and over them.
cvery one; and when I sce him o there
as he was, when I hear his voice again.
[ can’t helicve he was lving to me. And
veto if Mro Glenn told me the truth—
and  Stephan himself  admitted  that it
was partly true—"" she stopped abruptly.

“T don't know.” said the old man
thoughtfully,  “Tt seems to me there
might be a wav out.  Glenn may have
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thought he was telling the truth, and
vet may not have known what the truth
really was—that is, there may have been
some essential fact about it that he didn’t
know."”

“But il there was that,”” she cried.
“why didn’t Stephan tell me? ™

“ Perhaps,” said the old man. “ you
didn’t give him a chance.”

She shivered a little. and buried her
face in her hands.

“Oh,” she whispered, - “if 1
only believe that!”

The old man took up his oars again
as if about to resume his rowing: but
as he leaned forward for his stroke he
paused and asked a question in utter
SETIOUSIIESS.

“ Marian, what is the very keruel of
the truth you want to know? What is
the thing after all thatr muaites most?
If vou knew he really loved oo —if vou
knew that it was his true selt that he
showed vou, and his true heart that he
gave you, would the rest of it matter
s0 very much?”

She slipped to her knees in the bottom
of the boat, leaned forward, and clasped
him tight around the shoulders.

“ Do you know anything about him? ”
she asked. “ Have you heard from him
—talked with him? Do you think that

could

could possibly be true?  Oh, there’s
nothing that could matter if [ knew
that!”

He did not answer in words, but he
kissed her forehead and stroked her hair.
Through the vervy contact of his hands
hope scemed to be filling her again.
Calm came over her spirit,

Presently she resumed her seat.

“Will vou  do something  for me,
Uncle Obie?” she asked.  “Will you
row me over to the beach vonder where
we had our clambake that night? Will
vou put me ashore there. and leave me
alone for a while? I think il you would
perhaps 1T could get my world back
again.”

The old man leaned rather suddenly

for his next stroke at the oar. and he
bent his head as he did <o, There was
nothing sad about his smile now, if

Marian could have seen it. It was hall-
humorous : and one might almost have
fancied there was a touch of mischief
in it.
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“Yes,” he said, “P'd do more than
that for you, my dear.”

And he gave way briskly at the oars.
CHAPTLER XNIIIL
THE ENCHANTER'S CLOAK,

HE old man sent the boat up the
beach; stern  hArst, and  Marian
stepped ashore. The twilight had

already faded, and the half-moon high
up the sky was silvering the sands.
“You won't be afraid to be left here
alone? ” questioned Uncle Obie. 1
sha’n’t be far off; and there’s no one
clse around—to hurt you.”
“ I call when I want you to come

back,” she said. *“ No, [ sha’n’t be
afraid.”

She turned and watched him row
away.  When the boat had disappeared

around a jutting point of rock, she
stretched her arms wide as if to embrace
the whole of the night, and drew a long,
deep Dbreath. There was healing in it
somehow—this return to the old scenes
she had thought she never could bear
to visit again. Neither could she feel
exactly as if she were revisiting it after
a vear’s absence. It scemed more as if
the year had been a long nightmare from
which she was now just beginning to
wake—as though the real world had
meanwhile been standing still.

She strolled up and down the beach a
little, as she and Stephan had strolled
together after they had left the camp-
firc that night; and finally, her heart
beating with a strange expectancy she
could not understand, she approached
the log where they had sat—the spot
where he had declared his love for her,
and had asked her to become his wife.

The log was in the shadow of a little
clump of straggling Dbushes, and  she
could not see it clearly. At a distance of
twenty paces from it she halted sud-
denly and clasped both hands to her
heart. A sudden dryness in her throat
was all that prevented her from crying
out. TFor she thought she saw the very
man with whom, in her imagination, she
had been walking on the beach.  He
appeared to Dbe sitting on the log where
they had sat together, and to be looking
thoughtfully out across the harbor.
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For a moment she swayed where she
stood. Then, with a little voiceless
gasp, she drew a step nearer.

In the Dbreathless silence of the night

the sound of that sharply indrawn
breath carried across the distance that
lay Dbetween them. The man turned

toward her and sprang to his feet. Then,
rather slowly, he came toward her, while
she gazed at him, wide-eyed.

Was he real. or was she dreaming?
Or, again, was she indeed, as she had
fancied a few moments before—waking
out of a drcam—a terrible dream—and
coming back to reality again?

When he was only a pace away from
her he stopped and dropped on  his
knees. Hec did not look up into her
face. The first words he spoke were
the last words she had ever heard him
specak—the words he had uttered when
he had opened the door and let her go
out from his life, as they both had
thought, forever:

“1 love you with all my soul, and I
have not lied to you.”

“ Stephan—"" she whispered.
you real?”

And, as if secking the answer to her
question, she caught the hands that
groped toward hers.

He ros¢ then, and for the first time
their eyes met.

“Can I make you believe it now?”
he asked. “ Will you give me a chance

“ Are

to try?”’
“1  Dbelieve it alrcady,” she said. .
“That is why I camc back. My soul

has Dbeen telling me the truth all this
year, though my mind wouldn’t believe
it. It told me—told me every day and
every night, until I thought the insist-
ence of it would drive me mad—that
vou must have been true ; that vou could
not have been false, whatever strange,
fantastic pattern of circumstance might
have been woven around you.”

“Then you will listen to the rest of
the story now?” he asked.

“ Not yet,” she said quickly. * Al-
ready 1 know all that matters. [ know
you really loved me all the while. I
know it was your truc heart you showed
me.  For a little while that’s all T want
to knew.”

Something like a sob broke from his
lips at that. He did not speak, but he




522 THE
hent over and kissed both her hands—
the palms of them. Then she slipped
her arm through his and led him back
to the log where he had been sitting—
where they had once sat together.

“ Do you think,” she asked, * that we
can turn back time? Can we pretend
that it is that other night—a vear ago?
Stephan, dear, can you ask me the ques-
tion now that you asked me then, about
the enchanted cloak? ”

“Would the answer Dbe different to-
night, Marian? " he asked.

“Yes,” she said; “1 don’t care about
the cloak any more. Whether it was
real or enchanted, doesn’t change the
man who wears it, because he’s the man
I love, Stephan.”

It was a good while after that when
he rose, walked away from her a little,
and then, coming back. halted before her.

“T'd like to tell you the story,
though,” he said. “ 1t doesn't scem

very important now, but I'd rather vou
weren't in the dark about it any longer.
Will you listen?”

“1'd rather hear you—" she began,
but then interrupted herself with a little
laugh. “ Perhaps we might stop and be
sensible for a few minutes,” she said.
“Is it a very long story about who you
really are, and how you came to aceept
Tommy Glenn's bargain, and all the rest
of it? As you say, I can’t make it scem
very important to-night.  But. ves: tell
me. There, now I'm ready.”

What * there” meant s 2
which doesn’t concern this story.

“Why, you know the most of it al-
ready,” he said. “ All you lack is the
key that unlocks the puzzle.  You know
that 1 declined the proposal Tommy
Glenn made me that night in the restau-
rant, and [ told him he was a black-
guard for making it.  That was the end
of a pretty serious day for me. Tt was
the day vou were run away with in the
park.”

“Yes,” she said sadly s T know.”

“AWell,” he continued, “ I went home
that night thoroughly discouraged—
thoroughly heartsick. [ thought—God
forgive me — that you weren't worth
dreaming about; that you never had
been worth dreaming about; that there
was no soul in you at all.  But the next
morning in the park, very ecarly. [ met

matter
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Uncle Obie. We had never seen each
other before, but there was something in
his [ace that made me pour out my story.
I didn’t tell him who my dream-lady,
was. of course, and he didn't guess it.
But he showed me my folly—showed me
that you really were worth dreaming
about.  He made me a little happier;
but, alter all. not so very much, because
it seemed so utterly hopeless that 1 could
ever make the dream come true.

“ But when 1 went back to my room
I found a letter which altered the whole
shape of the world for me. 1 found
that 1 was actually, at that moment, the
very man that ‘Tommy Glenn had asked
me to pretend that 1 was—Count Aranyi
—the head of my family. It was some-
thing I had never dreamed would hap-
pen.  The Tormer count was a young
man ol my own age—my frst cousin.
There was every reason to expect that
he would marry and be succeeded by his
heirs. He and T had been enemies ever
since we were grown. 1 hated all the
things he cared about, and he despised
everyvthing that I thought worth while.

“ 1 had hated the life in which my
position had placed me, and finally de-
cided to come to America and make my

own way. I Dbelieved 1 could —T1 Dbe-
lieved 1 was man enough for that. But
my cousin was killed by a fall in the

hunting-field, and 1 was left the head
of the Tamily. with the titles and the
wealth which went with them.  But, of
course. the process of investing me with

all that would be o slow one. The
amount of red tape connected with it
was enormous. | thought il [ went

back to Hungary to assume my position
as a preliminary to coming back and
finding vyou. the chances were that 1
should be too late. 1 had no money,
no friends here. and 1 feared that
Tommy Glenn might tind some one clse
to carry out his intention if [ refused.
So 1 aceepted his offer. Tl 1T could
get some money of my owne I took his.
“T'hat night when we came out here
together I wanted to tell vou everything.
But, Marian, dear, vou can't imagine
how T eraved the beliel that vou would
have loved me. anvway ; that you would
have taken the man I was before I re-
ceived that letter — would have given
vour heart to him, just exactly as vou
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had given it to the man to whom that
aceident made such an enormous differ-

cnee.

“1 tried to pretend to mysell that
night thar the letter hadn't come: or.
having come, that there had been some

mistake about it—that all my little tinscl
glory was going to blow away and leave

me in my rags. And 1 owanted to be-
lieve that vou would love me just the
same if that happened.

“1 know how brave you were to tell me
the truth, and I said to mysclf that any
one courageous cnough to do that had
a true heart, after all.  But. with or
without that final assurance. 1 couldn’t
let you go. Do vou remember that 1
told vou 1 Joved vou hetter than my
soul?  ‘That was the way I felt about
it that night.  And then that other day
—that dreadful  day — when Tommy
Glenn came to tell vou his <tm’\‘. [ did

not dream that he meant anvthing fur-
ther than to denounce me as an im-
postor.

“That he should do so at all. took me
by surprise, because Hadley knew that
[ was real. He had found it out weeks
before we were married, and T had his
promise that he would tell Glenn on our
wedding-day.  So when vou came back
to me I had no idea of the scene vou
had been through. [ thought vou were
permitting the mere word of a malicious
cuemy to wreck the whole fabric of vour

faith in me. Can vou forgive me the
ghastly months since then, Marian—the
(The

FIRLE GLOBL.

523

torture of them? Tor I know how much
they must have tortured vou—1 have
only to look at the torture of my own
soul to know that.”

“ Forgive you?” she said: “ forgive
the refiner’s fire that has burned away
some of my dross?  You don’t nced an
answer to that, Stephan.”

[t was some time later that she rose
reluctantly from her scat heside him.
She laid her hands upon his bare head.
“ Are vou real, after all?’" she said. 1
wounder.  [t's quite like the ending of a
dream. 1 don’t know how you hap-
pened to be here. What  wonderful,
strange late brought yvou here to-night,
of all nights? ™

“ Not so strange.”” he said: “ I've been
here every night since you came back.
F'rom my little cottage across the cove
I've been  watching — waiting  for  the
time to come—for the time that came
to-night.”

“Then Uncle Obie knew all along? ”
she asked—*“ knew all about vou?”

“Yes. And he has always said that
you would come back to me. There
have been times when his faith was all

that kept me going.”

Her eyes filled with sudden tears.

“ Dear old Uncle Obie,” she said, and
her voice choked over the quaint name.
“1 suppose we'd better call to him.  He
must be awfully tired rowing around.”

“Give me  five minutes more.” he
pleaded.

“T'1 give yvou all my life,”
End.)

she said.

THE FIRE GLOBE
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A SHORT STORY.

T s not {rom lack of authenticity
or absence of the evidence
necessary to a conclusive
case  that the narrative
appending  is now  here
given to the world. The
tardiness of its appearance is duc solely
to the unprecedented reluctance of the

man within whose ken the strange scenes
were enacted to relate his story.

As the world knows—or, rather. that
part of the world which sits at the Golden
GGate and looks out across the broad
Pacific—]I am but a plain physician.
skilled solely in lﬂll)]\tul]ll" to the phys-
ical needs of my hapless brethren. ‘To
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me life is by far too serious a matter to
admit of indulgence in wild or chimerical

ideas.  ‘T'herefore I ask the reader to
hesitate  long  belore placing at my

“threshold the charge of levity or a wilful
desire to misrcpresent.  Far he it from
Max Brabazon to say aught that savors
of that senseless rot termed fiction, I
pen the true tale of a man whose name
has never yet suffered stain or reproach
—a man who told his story at the ex-
pense of wealth, hope, and the compan-
ionship of his fellow men.

My practise, which is of confining
magnitude for a man of my years,-is of
varied character.  Years ago the volume
of my clientele made it imperative that 1
should yield to popular pressure anc
engage assistamts. Latterly 1 have re-
duced myscll to the exclusive treatment
of intricate atfeetions of the brain and
nerves.

There entered my office one day o man.
preceded by the hoy, who held out a card.
[ glanced at the name on the fine bit
of board and admired the exquisite en-
graving. I was about to scan some
smaller characters in the lower left-hand
corner, when an exclamation of surprise
or pain escaped my visitor, and T glanced
quickly toward him.  To my intense as-
tonishment, the man was bowing and
smiling calmly, for all the world as
though he had not, a moment before,
startled me to such an estent that his
card slipped from my fingers.

[ spoke hastily, as is my nature. and
perhaps a trifle bruskly :

“ My good sir, may 1 trouble you f{or
an immediate history of vour case?”

My visitor coughed slightly, covering
his mouth with his gloved hand, and sat
down casily in a chair, which he drew
by jerky little hitches close to my desk.
I did not enjoy the man’s manner. par-
ticularly as he kept focusing a most
peculiar, besceching smile upont me. 1

was puzzled, but made shilt to preserve
a calm exterior, awaiting his reply.
“We oare, 1 presume.  absolutely

alone? ™ he asked at length.

1 glanced significantly about the room,
and he smiled.

“Then look at me! Do I
otherwise than perfectly sane?”

“ My dear sir,” 1 answered, mecting
his gaze apprehensively, “ 1 might prove

appear
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either side of such a hypothesis. My
judgmend must be reserved for incontest-
able proof. I should be unwilling to—"

“Good!  Good!  Your  temper s
under perfect control. I will present my
case.”

He fumbled in his inner pockets, a
troubled look on his face. A knock
sounded at the door. [t was the boy,
announcing  the arrival of my most
wealthy  and  most interesting  patient.
I waved him to wait, and  still the
stranger fumbled.

“Hurry, hurry, my dear Riggs!” 1

urged. [ recollected the name on his
card.
“I—T've mislaid something.  But an-

swer me this—how long can the average
human being keep an important seeret? ”

“H'm! The period ranges from a
very few minutes i woman to—to—""

“Yes?” he questioned eagerly.

“Well, forty vears for a man” 1
ended.

“And the result of repressing a sceret
that strived for air? "

“ Insanity, sooner or later.”

As he scemed incredulous, 1 snatehed
up a copy of ** Kiepler on Conscience,”

and flipped the pages to  paragraph
thirty-five.
The harboring of knowledge of crime

closely resembles fear i its effect upon the
human mind.  \While fcar paralyzes. secrets
emaciate and disintegrate the faculties to a
marked degree. Such knowledge may lic
dormant for long periods of time, only to
burst out with redoubled fire, dwariing the
mind, depressing the soul, and betraying the
unhappy victim's longing to confide the fatal
truth in his haggard face, pleading eve. and
shuffling step. The end i1s invariably in-
sanity.

“Thank vou, sire And the Tee? ™ he
asked in o voiee of relief. -

“Tee? ™ 1 gasped.

“Yes, for the information.”

I stared hard at the man.  Could this
paltrv  confidence  bhe the  momentous
thing he wished to hide from the casual
car of cavesdroppers?

“There s no fee, Mr, Riges”
marked quietly.

“Very well—though T am well able to
pay for it.  When shall 1 return?”

“For what?” I was puzzled at his
manner.

[ re-
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“ Further information, sir.”

“ At two to-morrow.” I said mechan-
ically.

“T will be here.
my visitor was gone.

For a time I sat staring hard at the
desk. forgetful of the impatient client
awaiting me. Then I roused. tapped the
bell, and the boy entered. preceding Mr.
Morgan Heffelworth, T must confess that
I was short with HetTelworth on this
occasion, and | recall observing keen
displeasure on his handsome countenance
s he quitted the office. Towever, he
was gone. and 1 was [ree to ponder on
my mysterious visitor.

As I studied the floor my eve lit on the
card I had dropped. I hastily picked it
up. [ reproduce it here:

Good day. sir.” And

JASPER RIGGS, SURVIVOR.
SHUCHUCHIN—1860.

1 puzzled long over the card, but
could make nothing of it. and. having
tucked it carcfully away in my case, 1
settled myselfl tw the tasks in hand with
energy, that T might be wholly prepared
[or my strange visitor's return.

I

Tnrer minutes later. by my clock.
than the appointed time, he came. As
he entered he glanced swiltly at the
clock, whose ticking scemed to fill the
room with its jar. ‘Then, striding across
the apartment, he opened its face and
turned the minute-hand back to a vertical
position.

“1t's fast by the observatory, sir.™ he
said casily.

“ How do vou know that? ™" [ asked in
surprise.

My visitor glanced at me keenly.  He
appeared frightened—as if 1 had caught
him off his guard. His manner of gazing
at me grew irritating, and T felt a resent-
ment at the awkwardness of the situa-
tion. At length 1 repeated my guestion
with all the firmness at my command.

“TListen!” said he cagerly, as he ad-
vanced a step toward me. “ You have
heard of ——. the greatest astron-
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omer in the United States—the man
whose calculations  are unimpeachable.
whose suggestions are laws, and whose
aclvice is never questioned or disputed ?
Do vou know of him? ™

“1 have his books in my library von-
der. and I have the further knowled ge
that he is a single man, a confirmed
rechuse, and that but few men can hon-
estly say they have ever seen him” 1 re-
plied.

“You can say it—I am the man!™

“Indeed!” 1 ejaculated. with weak-
ness.

1 am about to unfold to vou a matter
that is unbelievable—to  the ordinary
man.  Being an astronomer, the truth of
it is apparent to me. and would be so
even if T had not personally experienced
the happenings T mean ta relate. As a

T preliminary proof of my story. [ show

R

vou this!

As he spoke, my visitor, whom [ now
knew as the foremost astronomer in the
Western Hemisphere, drew from a pocket
a round object wrapped in tissue-paper.
Snatching the flimsy covering away, he
placed the thing on my desk and removed
his hand.

Ye gods! Tt blinded me.  As 1 looked
at it, the impression of sunlight on water
flashed to my mind — then of polished
steel struck by glancing light—then of
countless stars tlashing up into my poor
weak eyes.

“What is it? "' 1 ventured.

““I'he Ball of Fire. Simply a dia-
mond, absolutely flawless, cut and pol-
ished to six hundred geometrically per-
feet facets and a perfect sphere.”

“And it s worth—"

“ Priceless.  To me it is an item of
proof. There is no other diamond—
compared  to that—and never will be,
May we have wine, sir?”

The boy was alacrity itsell in reply to
the belll and presently stood at my side
with trav ond glasses.  \With his innate
“uavity of manner. he picked oftf a goblet
and set it before me.

My visitor raised a warning hand.

“Let me lirt my “glass, lad.  Ah, a
rich color. Brabazon—here’s vour very
best health !”

He gulped down the liquid. and then,
to my utter amazement. hurled the glass
into the fireplace. where it burst into a
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hundred pieces. So astonished was 1 that
I placed my glass down untasted. The
boy, half frightened at the sight, hastily
deserted the room.

For a moment
my visitor spoke:

“When I have told my story, vou will
understand.  Sit down.” '

We drew up chairs, and he launched
into the tale. speaking clearly and rap-
idly, as il sure of his [acts and eager to
get on with them.

“At the age of twenty-one 1 was
placed in charge of a crew of six young
fellows like myself, equipped for a jour-
ney through interior China. The con-
struction company in whose employ we
were gave us general instructions as to
route and duties, relying upon me for all
matters of lesser importance.

“ We landwed at Hong-Kong, and there
I superintended the furnishing ol our
launch.  Six months later our little party
of five men—one having died of fever,
and one having disappeared inside an
opium-shop, never to return—found it-
self at the wates of the great plateau.
After housing our launch securely we
abandoned it and proceeded on foot. Qur
luggage consisted only of fircarms, eat-
ables. and my three - inch telescope, for
cven at that age I was fond of the
heavens.

“8ixteen davs we traversed the gloomy
depths of a vallev. and on the seventeenth
scaled its rocky sides and looked about
us.  Far to the north we beheld a struc-
ture that appeared to be a portion of a
stupendous wall.  Hastily unslinging my
glass, 1 directed the powerful lens upon
the spot. 1 uttered an exclamation of
surprise as there drifted before my gaze
a vision of turrets and battlements, over
and bevond which T saw spires, towers,
and domes—the insignia of a great city.

“ EFach man took the glass in turn, and
cach verified what I had seen. We bent
our steps toward the city. and at noon
of the second day we topped a swelling
ridge and  found ourselves  within  a
stone’s throw of the wall.  We stood in
awestruck silence as we realized its mag-
nitude. For a mile on cither side of the
corner abutting toward us we beheld a
bare, blank wall. and at that distance
foliage cut off the view.

“With the indefinable

our ¢ves met.  Then

feeling of
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explorers in a dangerous land, we ap-
proached the wall and stood at its base.
One of my men, noticing the peculiar
crisscross style of the corner masonry,
begged permission to attempt an ascent,
1 was willing, and the brave fellow,
casting off his shoes, hegan to scramble
up. We watched him until he disap-
peared from sight above the edge of the
towering wall,

* For five minutes we stood huddled at
the foot of the wall, our ears alert for the
faintest whisper from our comrade. Sud-
denly the silence was broken by a sound
as of the Dlare of a hundred trumpets,
mingled wjth the ringing of deep-toned
bells.  This was followed by the shouts
of a vast multitude. Our fears were end-
ed by the sudden reappearance of Weeks.
He leaned over the wall and beckoned to
us.

“Glad w he in action again, we lost
no tipe in clambering up the giddy
ascent, and presently all stood on the
unguarded wall, gazing with inquiring
eyes at a vast concourse of people who
rushed hither and thither about a great
open court, perhaps a mile distant.  We
were safely sheltered from view by an
inner wall that stood shoulder high.

“ Immediately bDelow us, at the foot of
the wall, ran a swirling torrent, penned
in on cither side. It foamed madly as
far as we could see along the wall. It
became evident that the inhabitants of
this city relied implicitly upon the race-
horse stream and the towering wall to
quell the temerity of any ordinary in-
vader.

“Suddenly  Weeks grasped my arm
and pointed toward the mob. It was
moving our way. 1 leveled my glass—
forgotten till now. 1 focused a tum-
bling, angry mob. In the forefront was
the figure of a woman. She it was whom
they seemed to hold in disfavor.  They
were leading her by a rope—as a beast.
At sight of it my men became furious
with rage.

“We watched  until  the  humming
throng reached the water’s edge below us.
Their hideous wailing was hushed as the
grand .central scene drew necar enaction.
Dircctly beneath us they led forward the
woman—a white girl of our own race,
tender and timid. and tied to a rope like
a dog. My blood leaped high as T he-
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held the indignity to which she had heen
subjected, for the fiends had stripped
the clothing from her body.  She stood.
gazing at the brute who gripped the leash
square in the eve—fearless, vet resigned
to her fate. The archdevil, a squat. evil-
browed villain, appeared. borne on a lit-
ter. He addressed a bombastic harangue
to the mob and ended by motioning with
his arm toward the defenseless wirl.

“The brute who held the rope ap-
proached her and at arm’s length cut the
cord from her fair neck—the black
hound—as if contact with her perfect
bodyv would have contaminated him! 1
barely saved his paltry life, as Weeks was
hent on shooting as 1 glanced round.

“T'hen, without granting her a mo-
ment in which to speak or prav. the black
beast seized a sharp stick and drove her
to the water’s edge.

“T put one knee over the wall to see
the Dbetter. for my cves beheld many
colors of red. “'hen. with a leer on his
ugly face, he pushed the girl with the
stick.  She threw up her hands, and |
caught one swift glanee of her pale face
as she turned in falling. At that moment
[ leaped from the wall.

[11.

“1 crove the water an instant hehind
the helpless form of my countrywoman,
overtook her far Dbeuncath the boiling
surface. and caught her in my arms.
When we rose to the air we were hun-
dreds of feet away from the cruel faces
of the mob, but close by in the water [
saw the hideous features of the black
brute who had acted as executioner.
Weeks had taken signal advantage of my
absence.

“1 had small opportunity of contem-
plating the fate of my brave fellows. By
superhuman effort I suceceded in guiding
my burden close to the inner wall, where
I clutched {rantically at roots and
branches as we swept along. 1 was well-
nigh exhausted in my futile efforts when
[ at last caught hold of a stout root and
clung to it. Hard as it was in my weak
condition, T presently had the jov of
dragging my unconscious charge safely
to land, ancd. a moment after. hear her
ask in good sweet English, * Where am
12’

“ Her

plight was truly  pitiable—
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bruised, weak, and naked save for the
scanty shelter of my bedraggled coat.
But cre I had time to express a word of
sympathy, the bushes parted, and we
were instantly surrounded by a squad of
evil-faced men. My heart sank within
me. and I submitted for the only time in
my life to having my hands tied.

“The next thing I recall is Dbeing
brought face to face with the squatty
heathen chief.  Weeks and his men were
there—Weeks  with  a  smile on  his
bronzed features as he looked fiery con-
tempt straight at our captors. Loug and
windy harangues took place. and at
fength the maiden whose life T had saved
was dragged in and cast down before the
chief.  There she Dburst into an impas-
sioned speech in the native tongue. Her
pleading dealt directly with us and our
fate. for ever and anon we could see the
wicked eves of the old villain turn in
our direction.

¢ Presently she ended. and with out-
streteched hands awaited the mercy she
craved. ‘The revolting spectacle of so
fair a creature kneeling before the foul
brute struck us keenly, and T could feel
Weeks strain his mighty muscles in an
endeavor to hurst his honds.

“T'he chief finally spoke—a brief re-
mark. accompanied by a pompous wave
of the arm.  Instantly the girl sprang
up and ran toward us with a glad smile
on her face. 1 would have grasped her
hand, but suddenly she halted and drew
back.

“C Do we  go
quickly.

““Yes, my friends, on a condition.
This is the great outlaw city, Shuchu-
chin.  "These people are lincal descend-
ants of Shi Kan. a Chinese traitor. They
are accursed by their race, despised by
cach other. and forgotten by their fel-
low men. I was stolen in Peking three
vears ago and brought herce.  Until two
days ago I was their queen. Then, while
returning from a raid, a horse’s foot
slipped on  the mountainside. and a
sacred idol. together with a box of gems.
loosed from the pack and plunged into
the river. ‘The fate T so narrowly missed
was to expiate my crime in causing this
loss.  The decree is that this man’—in-
dicating Weeks—*shall fight the lion.
When that is decided. our freedom de-

free?' asked Weceks
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pends upon the recovery of the treasure.
Will you try it, friends?’

I we fail, what will happen to
vou?’ asked Weeks.

““Then—there will be no interven-
tion the second time,” she remarked sig-
nificantly.

““lIs yonder beast's word dependa-
ble?’ I suggested.

“Olt is his sole virtue—you can rely
upon it.’

‘¢ Good!
urged Weceks.

“The maiden spoke to the watchful
heathen, and he waved his hand toward
an inner door.

“1 need not describe at length that
¢ncounter. It was a beautiful piece of
work, and when the Dbrave fellow’s
mighty arin sent the knife to the hilt in
the brute’s heart we cheered him lustily.
Pausing merely to cast the knife from
him, Wecks cried:

“The treasure—where is it?’

“1t was a heast-breaking proposition
we faced.  Down a sheer precipice the
loot had plunged into a narrow. foaming
river.  After a gloomy survey of the
scene, Weeks suddenly sprang ereet and
shouted : ¢

The llon—where is he?’

“CThe diving outht!  We must get
it’
o

I'here was much delay, and Weeks.
impatient, picked twenty of their strong-
est men and departed to the southward.
Anxiously we waited until; a long wecek
later, we beheld him leading his men
wearily across the plain.  With but a
night’s rest, he had insisted upon making
a descent, and when, after only ten min-
utes’ scarch, he brought up the ungainly
ficure  of the idol, we were clated.
Weceks spent another hour ransacking the
bottom, but in vain—the box of gems
cluded his eager hands. At length. ex-
hausted. we drew him up, and [ prepared
for a descent.

“As the men screwed on my head-picee
I was conscious of a grayish cloud gliding
across the face of the sun, and the earth
seemed passing into deep shadow.

“Clouding up, boys! " were the words
that greeted my cars just before my
hearing was cut off by the air-tight dress.

“AIWhat I have told you up to this point
is mere incident compared to the remark-
able thing that next occurred. 1 was at
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work thirty [eet below the surface of a
river, in muddy water. As far as sen-
sation from the outer world was con-
cerned, I was deal and sightless.

“ My first inkling of wrong was a
sudden difficulty 1 met in Dbreathing.
Reaching up, 1 discovered that my air-
line was flabby, and I immediately un-
snapped my heavy lead sandals and sig-
naled Weeks to pull me up.  As [ did so
my groping fingers grappled a solid body
amid the ooze of the bottom, and even
as my brain reeled in its effort to account
for the dire extremity [ realized that I
held the precious box of jewels in my
hand.

“ Meanwhile, freed from the weight
that held me down, I shot swiftly to the
surface.  No man can give an accurate
account ol things done while under stress
of great danger or excitement. How 1
rid myself of the diving-suit, preserved
the box, and finally stood on solid earth
a hundred vards helow where T had gone
down, I cannot tell—I am still alive, and
must have accomplished it.

“ I stood on the shelving bank of the
river, dripping. and gazed about me. The
air was hoto stifling, and filled with an
irritating dust. 1 could sce but a little
way.,  The unmistakable odor of  hot
cinders submerged in water swept to my
nostrils.  The grass beneath my feet was
scorched and withered. I clambered up
the bank with an inexplicable sense of
danger creeping over me.  Everywhere
was a fine, impalpaole powder, white and

warm. ‘T'he air hung heavy with the
minute  particles of dust as it sifted
down.

“Weeks and his men were gone. Na-

ture was silent. save for the lapping of
the waves, now gently coming to rest.
As T went [ cudgeled my Dbrain in an
ctfort to account for the cataclysm, but
cach conjecture left me more deeply
mystified  than  before. Presently 1
stiinbled over the bodv of a4 man—one
of my men—dead. his hair burned off,
tongue  protruding and  parched, cyes
fixed in the look of horror with which
he had met his [ate.

“The way  was strewn with the hot
ashes, and more than once I placed my
hand on rocks that burned painfully.
At length [ neared the city wall. The
gates were entombed  vards beneady a
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mass of fiery débris, and [ was forced to
scale the jutting corner.  One glance in-
side told me that I had no need to attempt
further entrance. -Desolation held full

sway —all  was ruin — charred and
smoking. [ gazed, and felt an uncon-

trollable loneliness.

“ Clinging to the ivory box, 1 made
my way slowly down the wall and re-
traced my steps to the river-bank.  Then
I journeyed southward. Several days’
journey brought me to an Arab trader’s
camp, where I learned enough to con-
vince me that the disaster was due to the
mecting of a comet with the earth. The
description given by the old Arab was
scientifically true and accurate. I think
that is all I have to tell.”

[v.

My visitor picked up his hat, which
had fallen to the floor. Reaching over,
he grasped the glittering diamond and
toyed with it nervously. 1 watched him
through half-shut eyes mechanically.

“TIs this the seeret vou have kept for
forty years?” I asked.

3 Xfeg.71

There was sijenice, broken by the boy,
who brought a trav of wine.  Glad of the
interruption, I scized the Dbottle and
poured a draft. My visitor scized it,
quafied it oft, and threw the glass in the
fireplace. I glanced up with astonish-
ment.

Noting my look. bhut disdaining to
vouchsafe an explanation, he Dhegan
rolling up his coat-sleeve with the air of
a man absorbed in deep study.

“Take your glass and tell me what
vousee,” he commanded.

I picked up my lens. and would have
vrasped the arm, but a warning cry re-
strained me. 1 scanned the member
closely.  Near the elbow was a circular
patch, red and apparently inflamed.
Under the forearm were several patches.
all circular and covered with tiny gray-
ish-white scales. 1 recoiled from the man.

“ My dear man,” said 1 at the conclu-
sion of the scrutiny. “since when have
vou been aware that vou are in the
clutches of lepra alpha—ihat vou are a
leper, a menace to your fcllow men? It
is my duty to warn the proper authority,
sir!”

“No! This s my secret—and yours.

10 C
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There is no danger to the public. T will
lock myself up with my books and instru-
ments and never leave them.”

[ glanced at him skeptically.

“You doubt me. Take your pen and
write as I direct.”

GLOBE.

National Bank—vault three, lock-box nhity-
five.

1 jotted the data down, and folded the
paper carcfully.

“Now get a beaker half filled with
strong chlorin solution.”

T'he chemist filled the request in a
moment’s time. My visitor produced a
slender key and dropped it into the
purifying liquid.

“’I'hat key opens the iron box.  Tuoside
is the ivory box. Open it by pressure
on the tiger’s right eve.  You will under-
stand.”

“And what am [ to do?”

“ Keep the Dbox, the jewels, and—my
secret. My death, which is not far dis-
tant, will release you.”

I had no answer, but took the key from
the chlorin and attached it to my ring.
When I turned, my strange visitor had
departed.

This was a year ago. T'wo days ago
the most celebrated astronomer in
America died, and his name and fame is
on every man’s lips.  For the first time
I have visited the vaults of the bank to
which he had referred me. [ searched
out the iron hox, opened it, and lifted the
ivory casket from its long resting-place,

I thrust my thumb forcibly against
the gorgeously inlaid tiger’s eve, and the
delicately carved lid flew open. Un-
told wealth of precious stones filled the
box—-gems that glittered and scintillated
like drops of liquid fire. A cranny at
one end was just large cnough for the
Ball of Fire. T dropped the giant dia-
moud into it and closed the case.

Hastily [ inserted the ivory case inside
its iron covering and locked it.  Then.
overcome with a sense of dread. I quitted
the vaults.

I shall never go back. T have told mv
secret, and T dismiss the matter. Whether
the marvelous tale told to me is true or
not, I cannot say. The gems are there—
as he said they were—and I have merely
repeated the thing as he gave it to me.




GLOVES OF RETRIBUTION.

BY STACY E. BAKER.

A SHORT STORY.

HEY ere strangely alike,
: these two.

The Kid sat silently
in his corner, with the
Dublin Spider and Tim-
my the Cat in atten-
dance and giving him final instructions.

“’Is so blimed hold,” said the Cat,
“that 'e'l die hof hold hage hif you hon-
ly let ’im sti’ th’ limit. Keep awi’ from
im. hold beggar; keep awi’ from 'im!”

But the grim-faced, Dattle-scarred
champion sitting directly opposite looked,
despite his close-cropped. iron-gray hair,
the very antithesis of old age. IHis chest
and arms were a network of pink muscles.

He was the victor of a hundred clean-
fought battles, and his face wore the ratb-
er bored, blasé look of the old-timer.
This was in startling contrast to the Kid.
whose mouth was twitching nervously
and whose limbs were an excited tremble.

However, this was characteristic of the
Kid just before action. Te was no nov-
ice—don’t believe it! Ior since Cubby
Warren had picked him off the docks
five vears before, he had fought himself
into the stellar position of the man who
was forcing the grizzled champion to
again don long-neglected mitts.

Only a small minority thought that
the grand old man of the ring would
meet defeat from this youngster. It was,
rather, a genuine longing to again sce the
old master defending the title that had
brought the demand for the mill.

And now thousands surrounded the
great roped arena. where the premier
lightweight of them all wax listed to stifle
the ambitions of another aspirant,

The champion had entered the ring
first—an act unusual—and directly there-
after the challenging gladiator crawled
through the ropes.

The Kid walked quickly over to the
great one and extended a hand, which the
champion condescendingly shook.

An amazed buzz scattered through the
mighty gathering.

*“Gad, they might have been cast in
the same mold!” This from a tall
sport in a ringside scat.

“ Must be goin’ to keep th’ champion-
ship in th’ family, dad,” cried a voice
from far in the rear. 'T'he good-natured
crowd laughed until the big amphitheater
shook with the sullen roar of a volcano.

In truth, thev were alike.  From stern
jowl to calculating cye; from muscular
chest to lithe limb, the contesting light-
weights were duplicates.

“Well, Kid.” came from the title-bear-
er, as their hands unclasped.  “ If T wust
lose T won’t mind losing to a dead ringer
for myself as I was when 1 won the
championship.”

But the Kid had frozen. He scowled.
A vague uncasiness made itself manifest
in his actions. His lips trembled as if
about to speak, but he turned without a
word and walked back to his corner.

As the Spider and Timmy the Cat
bandaged his hands, they poured the usu-
al allotment of more or less valuable acl-
vice into the unattentive ears of the young
fighter. The Kid’s mind seemed wrapped
up in other things. Hec sat rigid, staring
straight across at the old Dbattler.

“ Kid's tryin’ tuh  bhypnotize yuh,”
laughed Red Kelly, a second in the corner
of the gray once. “ II¢’s goin’ tuh scare
yuh, actin’ on th’ advice of them wise
‘uns in his camp.”

The veteran laughed.

Hece now arose and carefully felt out
each foot of the padded floor, afterward
striding across the canvas to examine the
Kid's bandages, in turn extending his

530



GLOVES OF RETRIBUTION. 531

own for a similar scrutinv.  1le {elt the
rope caretully. It was these little niceties
in detail that had made him—and kept
him—a champion.

“The old fox never takes a chance,”
came from a hoarse admirer who had just
placed a thousand at odds of 10 to 6.

“He's hip to all tricks.”” contributed a
crony.

The referee introduced the principals,
featuring, of course. the champion.

“Gentlemen, I am pleased to present
James Hogan, champion lightweight of
the world.”

The veteran bowed, and a burst of
deafening  applause shook the building.

 Mr. Hogan will defend the title this
evening in a finish fight. Marquis  of
Queensherry  rules,  against  Warren's
Kid. the most promising boy in the
business.”  The Kid sprang from his cor-
ner and came forward, where he gained
his share of the demonstrated apprecia-
tion.

“Shake hands.”

The men touched padded fists and
turned to their respective corners.

“Bing! "

At the sound of the gong both men
swung to the center of the ring, stools
were deftly grabbed from the enclosure,
and the fight was on.

It was plain o all that the Kid felt no
fear of the great master.  Some. who had
preceded him. had been half licked be-
fore they entered the ring.  Not so this
voungster,

The two fit men danced Tlightly in
front of cach other, trained cves secking
an opening. Arms, under whese clear. al-
most transparent. skin the velvety mus-

cles quivered and  swelled.  cautiously
guarded their respective fighting ma-
chines.  'The huge assemblage, to a man,

was hushed and silent.

Now a sudden exchange of light, harm-
less blows, and the men came to a clinch.
T'he referce, himself a heavyweight pugi-
list. broke them by main strength, and
walked nonchalantly hetween them.

He had barely accomplished this before
the veteran leaped toward his young op-
ponent. and. in startling contrast to his
preliminary work, unleashed a terrific
right swing for the jaw.

“CThud!”

The Kid, surprised with his guard

down, caught the fair blow, wabbled, and
with a groan, [ell forward on his face.

I

COne.

The referce. with the pendulum finger
of pugilistic destiny, started slowly count-
ng. =5

A bloody froth appeared on the lips of
the senscless man.

wo. ihree, four.”’

The voung hattler moved restlessly.

cLives sive”

Dull eves opened and gazed listlessly
al the counting man.

T Seven. cleht”

The Kid, catching the count. came
back to his senses with a start. and
climbed 10 wabbly knees.

“Little good idH do him.” came audi-
bly {from the tall sport in the first row.
“The old man's waitin’ to finish him off.
Just look at him grin.”

“ Iinish him. Jimmy!”

“Keep away from him, Kid!
until the round’s up !’

*“ Put him our!”

The crowd velled excitedly.

“ Nine?”

The Kid. now poised in the attitude of
a ranner just about to get away from the
wire. sprang to his feet, and before the
veteran could finish him. wormed into a
clineh.

“ Break !

The referce strove to pull the clinging
vouth from the champion—then:

The gong!

The hurt yvoungster tottered 1o his cor-
ner.  The veteran, without a  scratch,
waved a flirting hand to his howling ad-
mirers,

Jov was in the Hogan camp @ conster-
nation in the corner of the Kid. .

Strenuous . methods  are  required  to
build a man up from a practical knockout
in time lor the succeeding round. so snap-
Py oaction was the order of the moment
with the Spider and the Cat. The Kid's
brief seconds with his handlers were cal-
culated to stimulate him to speedy form.
Nowv, the prize-fighter’s eves were again
alive. and the pallor was gone from his
face.

Youth quickly recuperated, and the
aspirant 1o the championship was only
nincteen.

Stall
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A loud laugh come from the corner of
the champion, bringing a Hush to the
face of the Kid. His Dbreath was ex-
pelled in a little, hissing gasp from be-
tween tightly clenched teeth.

“ T show 'em!” hie growled savagely.
Timmy the Cat slapped him approvingly
on the back.

“You're game. boy.” said Timmy.

“Bing. "

The gong again! The buzz of excited
voices died away as the two fighters came
to the center of the ring. The Kid
seemed thoroughly recuperated.

A light exchange of blows, a terrible
clinch, a breakaway; then:

“Gee. the old man 'most
again!” from a ring-sider.

But the old man didn't.

Ducking the vicious swing, the Kid
flashed a punishing left to the solar
plexus of his adversary.  The old cham-
pion, an awful look of pain on his face.
tottered.  With a  perfect frenzy  of
blows, the Kid was upon him. Ile beat
down the grav one's guard. and with ter-
rible swings and upper-cuts felled him
to the floor.

The old champion made no cffort to
rise.

At the count ol ten he still lay where
he fell, and his seconds carried him to

his corner.

had him

A CHANGE

THE CAVALIER.

The big amphitheater was now filled
with a mob of excited men.  T'here was
a rush of friends to the roped arena to
congratulate  and  cheer for the new
champion.

“One moment.”

The slender embodiment of grace, a
Turkish towel flung over his shoulders,
the Kid stood in the center of the ring,
holding up a hand for attention.

Jamming this way and that on their
way to the various cxits, the sports
stopped. A ripple of applause waved
through the crowd.

The battler impatiently silenced them.

“Cut oit!” o he said crisply. ‘T jest
wanted tuh tell vouse guys dat dis bloke
[ put it onto is me oI’ man.  You scemed
tuh notice dat we looked alike.

“He quit me mudder before T was
born, an’ I've been in trainin’ fer dis
bout cver since T wuz big cnough tuh put
up me mitts.

“1 swore Pdoget hime an’ T have.
T'ell with th" championship! I gof
him! ™

The Kid turned abruptly and strode
back to his manager, who awaited him in
his corner.

A burst of deafening applause shook
the ralters of the big building.

I'he gray old fighter, still unconscious
m his corner. groaned uneasily.
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“PT HATES kids; I despises kids
X said Dad Walker queru-
louslyv. as he rubbed a
ctean place on the win-
dow-pance and looked at
the household  goods of
Doody. the squawman., going into the
log shack across the strecet.  *'Therce's
cight of them Doody yvoung uns, if 1 got
the right count on them. They mill
round so fast it's like countin® sheep.”
“Some folks is all-same pigeons.”” ob-

Nish

served Bacon-Rind Dick. who was mix-
ing baking-powder biscuit in the dish-
pan.

* Ly Belgian hares. ¢r Ifrench Cana-
dians, er ficld-mice, er—"

“He's come up off the reservation to
put