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Mrs._Sheldon could tell if she recovered
consciousness.

I found the old lady lying in perfect
oblivion to all about her, with a police-
man sitting near ready to grasp the first
intelligible word she spoke. e tried to-
gether to get her to speak. She did not
even appear to recognize me.

I knew, and am still certain, that the
police did all in their power to find Shel-
don and Winnie. But they had both
vanished apparently from the face of the
earth. ’

Nobody at any railroad station or on
any of the roads had seen a couple an-
swering to the description I gave of them.
The case resolved itself into one of the
unexplained mysteries of New York.

Yet there was no one to blame. The
country is wide. ‘Sheldon was shrewd.
I believed he would have found it pos-
sible to get Winnie away without being
seen. But what bothered me was, why
he should wish to do so.

Frank Lyle was buried by coroner’s
permit. Mrs. Sheldon was taken from
Fordham Hospital to Bellevue, where she
showed little evidence that she would
ever speak rationally again. :

With my mind so filled with the mys-
tery that I could think of nothing else, I
returned to the old stone house and took
up my solitary residence therein.

The Bronx Park Hotel was near
enough for me to go there for meals, and
I felt that, somehow, the explanation of
what so perplexed us all would be found
on the premises,

I became a hermit, a crank, a recluse, a
lone detective, call it what you will. I
sat for hours with pencil and paper try-
ing to work out a reasonable theory.

For a few days the papers made much
of the matter, most of the stuff being
hearsay. I read it all, but found nothing
that could lead to any conclusion.

I found that I could do no work. I
forgot ‘the themes on which I was to
build some more stories for the maga-
zines. I was going insane, perhaps, over
the mystery, but I could not help that.
1 must have some kind of explanation.

I was sitting in the dining-room of the
old house one evening. with the great
lamp I had bought shedding its bright
light over the table on which I had paper
.and ink, trving to work out my theories.

I don’t know where I got the idea that

.paper and pen or pencil were aids to de-

tective work. Probably because the only
detective work I had ever done previous
to this was on paper.

Suddenly the bell rang. I had had
visitors since returning to the house. Po-
lice officers had looked me up to ascertain
if T had learned anything, and perhaps
to see also that I had not gone from the
place.

But there was something about this
ring that startled me. I went to the
door, holding a smaller lamp in my hand.

I found a little bowed old man stand-
ing there with a package in his hand.

‘““Are vou zat Mister DBennet?’ he
asked.

I looked curiously at his long beard,
his little foxy eves. and his peculiar hat.

“T am,” I said. ‘‘ Are you a pawn-
broker? "

“1 am not quite that,” he said with a
grimace. “‘ But I haf somezing I wish
to speak to you about. Are you alone?”

He gave a furtive glance around and
then eved me suspiciously.

“So far as I know,” I answered, “1I
am alone.”

“Ah. I will come in.”

I had not thought to ask him in, but
he entered the dining-room and threw his
hat on the table, scattering my papers.

“ Perhaps you are wondersome that I
am here,” he said.

“T am a little interested. If you wish
to explain I am ready to listen.”

“ First,”” he went on, “I am an honest
man. [ haf my business and I do honest
business all times. And I haf read the
papers and know what has been done

here. And I know the police are watch-
ing you. For why? Well, T do not
know. Anyway, if T can be of some

valuable assistance to vou I am glad.”

“T shall certainly appreciate any as-
sistance you or any one else may be able
to give.” I answered. ‘ There is a mys-
tery to be solved.”

e SO.YI

He placed the bundle he carried on the
floor where I could not see it. When h¢
straightened up in his chair he wore a
broad grin.

“You haf seen the silver that was
stolen,”. he said. “ So perhaps you will
know this.”
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He held out toward me a fine old sil-
ver mug. The chasing was perfect, and
the design so odd that I recognized it at
once.
“Where did you get this?” I de-
manded, growing excited. ‘‘ Where did

~ you obtain this cup? I asked if you

were a pawnbroker.”

“And I told you I was not. I told
the truth. But I do buy old gold and
silver. And I bought this. I gave what
it was worth. I do honest business all

-times.”

I took the mmg from his hand and

* looked at it with curious emotions.

“ This mug, my friend,” I said, “ was
one of the lot owned by Mrs. Sheldon,
who is now in Bellevue Hospital. I'd
like to know how it came into your pos-
session.”

“T1 tell you that quickly enough.
was brought to me by a young woman.”

I felt a sudden chill at this. Winnie
was the thief then, after all. The ques-
tion how she knew of the silver flashed
through my mind, but I wanted the old
man’s story.

“T did not tell those police,” he said.
“They do not like me. But I haf come
to you to tell you. VYes, a young woman

It

- sold me this.”

“ When? " I asked.

“ About two weeks ago. I sit in my
store and she come. She say how much
is this worth? I look at it and give it
the test. See where the acid eat in?
Well, I tell her twenty-five dollar, and
she says she sell him. So I pay her.
‘And it is worth twenty-five dollar and no
I do honest business all times.”

‘more.
“What kind of woman was she? De-
scribe her to me accurately. You must

deal with curious people and learn to
read them quickly.”

“QOh, yes. She was a little woman,
almost but a girl and nothing more. And
she haf big hair like wigs. What you
call—"

“ Marcel waves?" I asked.

“ Ah! It is it. And she haf big, blue,
innocent eyes so I don’t even ask where
she get this. I give her twenty-five dol-

lar because I do honest business all
times.” -
“So you've said. I believe you. How

was this young woman dressed? "
“Oh, I can tell nothings about that

THE ARGOSY.

dresses. She was pretty. *Oh, and her
dress, yes, it was blue. I remember.
But of what it was made I know not. I
deal in gold and silver and I do an
honest—"'

“You have described Winnie Lyle,
who disappeared the night her brother
was murdered. You have added more to
the mystery rather than aiding me, for I
could not bring myself to think she was

a thief. The mug is not mine. You
bought it. Keep it.”
“So. I was not to give it to you.

But to help you. Now—this one.”

He reached down again and fished up
a larger piece. It was a small tankard.
The chasing was of the same design. It
belonged to the same set.

“ Did she sell you that, too? " I asked.
“Not so at all. A man brought me
this. A strong young man with face
that the sun haf burn much. Big, brown,
strong hands. Cool eye that look brave
and strong. And shoulders like prize
fighter. You know? And brown, wavy
hair. He sell me this forty dollar, for

I do—"

“That was Sheldon,”
fondled the silver piece.
“No. That is all.
you, but not tell the police.

like me, thongh I do—"
I shut him off impatiently and began to
walk the floor.

I said as I
“ Any more?”
I thought T help:
They not

CHAPTER VL
A MIDNIGHT VISITOR.

It is needless to say that I was agi-
tated and perplexed by what I had heard.

I did not for a moment think of doubt-
ing the old man’s statements. That
Winnie had sold him the silver mug and
Sheldon the tankard was to be accepted
as fact.

But the acceptance of the fact brought
up a most uncomfortable train of
thought and conjecture. \

Had they been working in collusion to
rob the old lady .of her heirlooms?
Sheldon had shown them to me, and inti-
mated that he would dispose of them and
use the proceeds for the expenses of
Frank Lyle’s-convalescence.

But he had said in reply to my ques-
tion that he would not steal them from
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I had promised Lyle I would do all
I could to help him. Yet, when it came
right down to the real thing, I felt a
repugnance to turning on my friend and
companion of years.

“You were going to speak,” said Lyle
eagerly. “ You must know something of
the ways of New York—more than I do.
What was it caused you to start like
that? " .

“If,” T said, “‘it is as you suggest—
that Sheldon would not go to Ivansig
again, admitting that he has the silver,
he might go elsewhere.”

“ Yes—yes—of course.
I was driving at. Now,
other such place?” :

“I don’t know,” I answered. “I
never knew where this was until Ivansig
came to seec me.”

‘“ But you had an idea. What was it? "

“It was simply this. We can open a
place like that ourselves, and advertise
the same as he does, and wait. If Shel-
don has committed this crime, he will
want money. He surely will not go back
to work.”

‘“ Doesn’t the fact that he has not been
to work since that night prove to you
that he did it?”

X3 It_’,

‘“ It looks that way, you mean.”

I did not like his quiet smile of
triumph, but I realized that his point
of view was different from mine. He
could not be expected to regard Sheldon
in the same light I did.

“Your idea is an excellent one,” he
said. “1I will supply the money. But
this involves an understanding with the
police. We don’t want to get locked up
ourselves.”

I had not thought of that.

‘“Those things can easily be adjusted
when we get our plans laid.” said my
companion. ‘ With plenty of money, all
our time, and some brains, we'll get at

this thing right.”
*1 think our first step should Dbe to

visit the hospital and see Mrs. Sheldon.
If she recovers her mind, she can set us
* entirely straight—if she would denounce

The very idea
where is an-

her son. But if she dies—"
“ By thunder! She can’'t die. She
mustn’t die. If a dozen doctors and a

whole hospital staff must be emp]oved
she must recover. We'll see to that.”

2 A

Having finished our breakfast, we
rode in a trolley-car to West Farms and
then took the Subway down-town. At
Bellevue we found Mrs. Sheldon evident-
ly sinking, and no better, so far as mind
was concerned, than before.

Mr. Lyle questioned the attendants,
and _then made arrangements to have no
expénse spared in giving the aged pa-
tient everything that was needed to
nourish her, and he provided hberallv.
for the outlav

“ Now for Ivansig’s,” 1 said.

“ Why to Ivansig’ '§2 "

“ We can take a 1ook at the place and
see what we want.”

“Of course.”

We found the place of Ivansig a
dusty, dull old store. The old man him-
self was behind the counter, with a pair
of scales, which he was adjusting. He
looked up, recognized me, and seemed-
startled at the appearance of Mr. Lyle.

“I thought you promise me some-
ding,” he said.

“I have kept that promise,
Ivansig,”. I answered, ‘“as far as the
police are concerned. But this gentle-
man is more vitally interested in our
case than we are ourselves. I told him,
and it goes no further. We stopped in
to see if anything has turned up.” -

“No. Nothing vich is of matter to
us in that mystery. Nobody comes to
sell articles. Only—"

He smiled, waved his hand depreca-.
tingly, and went to, tinkering with his
scales.

“Only what?” 1 asked.
vou Tean by your gestures?”

“You see, I must be careful. I told
vou those police not like me, although
I do honest business all times. But I
cannot always tell when something is
stolen. So they find stolen goots, and
I cuffer.  And they lock me up, vich is
bad. So I take nothing now vich I think
is stolen. That’s "what I mean. She
comes in with a—"’

‘“She comes? Has that girl been here
again?”’

“ Non—non—non. Not that one.
But another young laty comes in with
a lump of silver.”

‘A lump of silver! Bullion?”

“ Eggsactly. And I say, No, I don’t
vant that. You see, ven they take the .

friend

“What do
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strength should prove too little and I
faint, just have a policeman get a cab
and take me to the store. Remember,
my name is Masgowitz.”

“T’ll remember,” she said.

We reached the street. It was far
from a pleasant night, and there was no
one to be seen. We started westward,

“and I found that I was not as helpless
as I feared.

We reached the store without incident
and without much further conversation.
I did a lot of thinking on the way.

Even though the mystery of the change
. in Sheldon, the absence of Winnie and
the murder of Frank formed the great
subject that absorbed all my intellect,
this girl who was so bravely assisting me
was still of consequence enough as a
puzzle to keep me thinking of her.

I knew that my weight was telling on
her, but she walked with a firm tread,
and it was only the heavier breathing
that let me know what a burden I had
become.

The store was dark except for a light
we had decided to keep burning all night,
as so many storés do. When we reached
the door my.companion gave a little cry.

“ Why, there’s a man in there!” she
said.

I peered through the glass.
Lyle, sleeping in a big armchair.

He heard me fumbling with the lock,
and sprang to his feet. I saw him reach
instinctively for a revolver, but he took
a second look and recognized me.

His face was a study as he leaped for
the door. He opened it, and I fell into
his arms. My strength was exhausted.

“Ah—I saw a girl with you. I
thought it might be Winnie. It is the
girl who brought the silver. And—my

- God, man, what's the matter with you?
You followed her—who struck you?”

“Jack Sheldon,” I said, as I sank into
a chair.

“ Sheldon? " he repeated slowly, as he
stood staring at me in a stupefied way.
“You found Sheldon—and not Winnie?
You found Sheldon with this girl?”

“ Sheldon was not with me,” said the
girl. “He was a guest—a strangely
secreted guest—in my brother's house.”

“Your brother’'s house! Was that
Barsty's house?” I asked.

“ He had just rented it.”

It was

Barsty had told me that himself.
Truth and falschood, innocence and the
blackest guilt, seemed to be so inter-
woven in the case that no one could sep-
arate the tangled shreds.

‘“There is a good deal to be told,” said
Mr. Lyle, looking at his watch. “ I must
know all there is for this young woman
to tell. and we will continue our work.”

“Miss Wall and I are tangled as yet
ourselves.” I replied. “ You have not
heard her name. It i§ Edna Wall.”

Lyle gave her one of his piercing, dis-
concerting looks of scrutiny.

“Why do vou look at me like that?”
she asked. . Have I not proven that I,
at least, have done nothing wrong? "

“ Come in the rear room,” said Lyle,
without answering the question. **We
will attract attention here, and we can’t.
have the police inquiring into the reason
of our presence with Miss Wall. Inside
we will be unmolested. You are not
afraid, Miss Wall2”

“T am not afraid. [ am anxious to
know the truth as well as you.”

Lyle lighted up the rear room, and we
sat down for a conference. Before sit-
ting down Lyle took a bottle from his
desk.

“In the West,” he said, ““ when a man
is battered up a good deal, a good pull
at a bottle like this is supposed to fix
him up a little. I suppose it helps in
New York as well.”

I did take a drink from the bottle, and
it invigorated me for a time.

“ Now,” said Lyle, “ tell me just what
happened. Miss Wall, T think, unless
my friend Bennet knows your story, you
had better explain about that bullion.”

Her face flushed.

“T have already explained about that.
Of course, I can see now that what I
told you was not the truth, but it is as
near the truth as I know.”

‘“And it was really vour brother’s? It
really came from Albany?”

For a moment she looked at him, and
then at me. Then_a look of embarrass-
ment and shame spread over her coun-.
tenance and she burst into tears.

“1 understand!” she cried.
derstand all now. This is not your reg-
ular business. Something has been
stolen. A crime has been committed.
You are detectives who have pretended

“T un-
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this business to catch the criminals. And
you suspected me. And you followed
me because you thought I was a thief.
And it wasn't because you liked me—the
reason I risked my life to come back to
you.”

Lyle gazed in silent
the girl, and then, as
turned to me.

““What in Heaven’s
mean? " he asked.

astonishment at
she stopped, he

name does she

CHAPTER XIIIL
THE STORY OF EDNA WALL.

IT was almost as much-a puzzle to me
as to him just what the girl did mean.
Thrusting aside all theories . connecting
her with thve mystery of the Bronxdale
house, it sounded as if she were insane.

But I knew she was far from that. She
was a beautiful. resourceful, and brave
girl.  And now her emotion, I fancied,
was more the result of embarrassment over
the fact that she had spoken of my fasci-
nation for her when nothing of the kind
existed.

But she had befriended me greatly, and
now that I saw what a splendid specimen
of womanhood she was, and how inno=
cent she appeared of all participation in
crime, I had begun to take an interest in
her.

“Miss Wall is tired,” I said, ‘“ and the
night has been a hard one for her. If she
is laboring under what she thinks was a
misapprehension of facts. it might not all
be misapprehension, and  perhaps it
would be better to begin this thing at the
beginning. She is as much entitled to
an explanation as we are, and if we Dbe-
- gin with the first crime and pruceed with
events in their regular sequence it will
avoid confusion.”

1 agree with you, Bennet. Pardon
me, Miss Wall, if T have hurt vour feel-
ings. This has been a shock to me, al-
though practically T might be said to be a
stranger to my nephew who was murdered
and my niece who is missing.”

“Your nephew murdered .
missing . "’ .

“Such is the mystery we are trying to
solve. We are not detectives, as you im-
agined. We are only interested, trying
in our own way to get at the truth.”

Your niece

THE ARGOSY.

“ But the silver?” .

“ You shall hear. You will'understand
as much as we do. Bennet, proceed with
the story, beginning with the decision to
go to Bronxdale and the cause therefor.”

Lyle lighted a cigar and settled him-
self to hear a story he knew by heart, and
Miss Wall sat looking straight into my
eyes while I gave a complete history of
the matter as fully as I knew it. Lyle
nodded at intervals when I brought out
some particular point in the story, but he
did not interrupt. .

“Now,” T went on, turning more to
Lyle, “it is your turn to listen intently.
As you know, when Miss Wall brought
the silver it was decided I should follow
her and learn where she went. I followed
her, but before she entered a house I was
accosted by a man I had known as Barsty,
a fellow workman of Sheldon, with whom
I had seen him several times, but of whose
character I knew little. He told, me he
had Sheldon hidden from tle police, and
said I could go in and get his own story
if I promised secrecy.

‘T entered a house with him, and Miss
Wall was there. Barsty told me it was
his sister. So far it corresponded with her
own story about the silver.

“T waited in a room, in which I was
locked, until Sheldon came. But instead
of my Sheldon—my good, old, patient,
honest Jack—he came a madman. He
accused me of stealing the silver, of kill-
ing Frank, and of making love to Winnie
and running off with her.

“He would listen to nothing. He
knocked me down and stabbed me with a
knife, and left me, I suppose, for dead.
Miss Wall came to me during the night
and helped me get here.”

Lyle sat and stared at me as if he, like
Sheldon, was going mad.

“Let me get this in my head,” he
gasped hoarsely. ‘“You found Sheldon,
but not Winnie? ”

“True. I found Sheldon. Winnie
could not be in the house, as he accused
me of having run away with her.”

“ But—but—the silver was in the
house, and he accused you of stealing
that!”

_ I sank lower into my chair in sheer
helplessness. : ’

“ It can’t be possible that Winnie was
in the house,” I managed to gasp.

*
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pected nothing until I was told by my
brother that he had changed his mind,
had given up that house and had taken
another, partly furnished.

“We went away in what I thought was
a hurry, and Mr. Sheldon acted very
strange. We rode in a carriage, and Mr.
Sheldon laughed in a crazy sort of way,
and said to my brother: * We got him—we
got him.’

“When we reached the new house,
which is on Fifty-Second Street, I got
an opportunity to ask my brother what he
meant. He seemed angry. He said that
an old gold and silver fellow had fallen
in love with me and had followed me
home ;.that Sheldon was also in love with
me, and the two had had a fight..

“T was greatly wrought up. T listened
at their door. I heard that Mr. Bennet
had been left in the house. And because
I thought he had been injured for—for—
being attracted by me, I returned at night
and—"

“That's enough, my dear girl,” said

Mr. Lyle. “Your story is as clear as
could be. Much clearer, in fact, than
ours. Now, don’t go yet. Sleep in a

chair if you can. Let me think. Some-
thing must be done, and done at once.”

CHAPTER XIV.
AN IMPORTANT LETTER.

IT seemed to me that Lyle took a very
long time to consider, but that was
perhaps because I was weak and full of
~ pains, and wanted to get somewhere
where I could stretch out in a bed with
my clothes off and get back my strength.

Lyle sat with his head bowed. I
could not see his.eyes. He might almost
have been asleep, but I knew he was not.

Miss Wall did not close her eyes. She
sat with one white cheek resting
in the palm of her hand and her gaze
fixed on a spot in the floor.

All 1 could do was to sit and look
at her. I studied her hair. It was heav-
ier and longer than Winnie’s, and a
lighter brown. Just now it was some-
what disheveled, but I fancied it would
adorn any beautiful head in any style.

I looked at her clear, innocent brow.
It was not exactly a high forehead, and
1 liked it better. I never cared for-a

lady.

-
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high-browed woman. In fact, I had
never cared for a woman at all. ]
I looked at her eyes. They were,
perhaps, a little wider than usual, as
she stared, apparently unconscious of my
existence, at the floor.
And her delicate nose, her firm but

‘'sweet and womanly mouth, the turn of

her neck, all seemed to me perfect. I
had never studied a woman before with
such a scrutiny.

I was beginning to take a great inter-
est in Edna Wall. Somehow it seemed
as though she was destined to give us
great assistance in unraveling the mys-
tery. of the Bronxdale house. A willing
assistance, and an efficient one.

Lyle stretched up suddenly.

“T have gone over every phase of the
situation,” he said. “I am convinced
that we have to deal with a subtlety of
criminal talent that will require all our
united skill. And even with that con-
clusion I am still reluctant to call in
the police. I think we can do it alone,
with Miss Wall’s help.

“1 will explain my reason for not wish-
ing the police. I have promised, on my
own responsibility, that Miss Wall shall
hear nothing further to her disadvantage
concerning the silver bullion. I am con-
vinced she is telling us the truth, and yet
it may be difficult to so convince the
police. .

“I know something of police in the
large cities of the world, and while it
may not apply to the police of this city,
I have found them ready, as a rule, to
seize upon the most convenient theory
and force it to a conclusion rather than
risk a failure in their records. Thus,
having assured Miss Wall that she shall
not be molested, I do not wish that prom-
ise to be nullified by powers over which
I have no control.

“Up to this moment we have done
well.  We will continue in our well-
doing. Am I understood? And do you
both agree with me?”

I simply nodded.

“ I thank you for your consideration,’’
said Miss Wall. “I have no fear, for
my conscience is perfectly clear. I am
ready, however, to do all in my power
to assist you to find the missing young
I do not believe she is in my
brother’s house.”












32 ' " THE ARGOSY.

not see him all the time. He may have
had two sides to his nature. One, a good
side for home use, and another for his
pals. )

“ Tt is clear now. We will have him,
and we will wring from his cowardly
- lips the truth about Winnie. If he has
harmed that girl, I'll tear him apart
without recourse to the law. We do
these things in the West. I'll tear him
apart. I fear now that he has killed
Winnie.”

For a few minutes I could make no
answer. So far as Sheldon’s part in the
crime was concerned, it did seem, as Lyle
had said, really clear. But if it was, why
in the world had he stabbed me for
doing it?

“All T can suggest,” I said, “is that
Sheldon is a madman of the*most violent
type.”

“We'll see,” Lyle said grimly. * Wait
till we hear from Miss Wall.”

CHAPTER XVI.
A SPLIT.

I was exhausted by the experience.
The afternoon was almost gone, and Mr.
Lyle had nothing to suggest for the rest
of the day except that he believed we
ought to stop at the shop and see if Miss
Wall had sent a note.

“It is possible,” he said, ‘that she
his learned something.  Sometimes
things do happen quickly.” i

We went there in a carriage, but there
was no word from Miss Wall.

“ Curious,” he said as he rejoined me.

*I don’t think so,” I answered. * Re-
member that you told her not to write to-
day. You said we would not be here.”

“ Still,” he insisted, ‘it is curious.”

I saw that he was upset and nervous
and irritable. I did not wish to cross
him with contradiction, so I let the mat-
ter drop.

But down in my heart I resented his
imputation that Miss Wall was slow. He
had distinctly told her not to write that
day. Why he should now find it curi-
ous because she had obeyed him I could
not imagine. .

We said little on our way to the sta-
tion, and the effort to talk above the roar
of the Subway was altogether too much

for me. Nothing was said until we iwere
in the old stone house. g

‘ Bennet,” said Lyle, throwing himself
wearily into a chair, “1 am completely
done up. I don’t see how you stand it
with those wounds.”

I don’t stand it,” I said in reply, and
to my astonishment my voice sounded a
mile off.

I sank down near him. ®The reaction
was coming and I knew it.

“I am going to be ill,” I said. ““ Can’t
you manage to pull me together without
calling in a doctor? TI’ll have to give an
explanation of how I was wounded, and
it may open up the whole publicity
again.”

“I'll look you over.”

I paid little attention to what he did.
I knew that he helped me to my room,
worked over me, and took off my clothes
and put me to bed.

“I'm going out a few minutes,” he
said. “ About half an hour. I'll be
back as soon as possible. I want to go
to a drug-store.”

I was too far gone to make any reply.
I heard him go out and heard the doori

close after him. Then I sank into a
deep, untroubled slumber or else I
fainted. I don’t know which.

But it seemed only a few minutes be-
fore I heard him again. He was stand-
ing in my room with the lamp lit, and a
glass of something in his hand.

‘“ Take this. I'll guarantee you'll sleep
all night and get up a new man in the
morning.”

I drank it. It was bitter enough to be
potent, and the effect was magical. A
deep drowsiness came over me. All
sense of anxiety left me, and I slid off
into a dreamless slumber which held me
till the sun was high in the morning.

I was refreshed and invigorated, and
after a good sponge off, Lyle rubbed
something into the wounds that took
away all soreness.

“Now do you feel equal to what the
day may bring forth? " he asked. ‘‘ There
is no telling. This may prove the most
eventful day of all.”

“If I continue to feel as strong as I
do now I can go through it,” I answered.

“ We'll take along a bottle of the stuff,
and when you feel weak we can easily get
some water and fix you a dose.”
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written it. That portion of it that had
to do with the mystery was correct, but
my journalistic friend had taken liberties
with the affair of Edna Wall and myself.

It was made even stronger than I had
written it. And it wound up with the
statement that the girl with whom I had
fallen in love during my detective work
believed that I had been in love with
Winnie Lyle and had left me because I
could not convince her to the contrary.

This for a moment displeased me, but
I forgot it in my interest in the greater
matter.

Two days passed and absolutely noth-
ing happened. The plan seemed doomed
to failure, after all. And I had not set
eyes on the two detectives. This seemed
strange. .

Then, one day I received a letter which
read:

Dear Mgr. BENNET:

I have seen the article about you in
the papers. It is wrong for them to
write you up like that because it exposes
you not only to ridicule but danger as
well, and you are too brave to be killed
by a rogue.

[ believe I saw my half-brother in
New York the other day, but was too
much afraid of him to try to follow. I
did try to see Mr. Lyle, but found the
store closed. If hé is not with you
where is he?

1 am writing you this to warn you.
The newspaper article will be read by
my brother and Sheldon, and may stir
them to attack you. Please leave that
old house and take care of yourself.

And about that girl you met. Who
was she? Certainly not the silly thing
who sold a lump of silver to you. I
was very foolish to say what I did, bgt
now perhaps I can help you, and I will
if vou wish. If an arrest is made in the
case and you want me to give any testi-
mony I can be found at the Martha
Washington Hotel.

Yours very truly,
EpNa WarLL.

I almost yelled for very joy. What
now hecame of Lyle's theory that she had
played us false? 1 wished he was here,
so that T could jeer at him.

My first impulse was to rush down to
the Martha Washington, but on second
thought I desisted. It might add to the
complications.

If Barsty was looking for her and saw

me, it would lead to her discovery and
not help me any. So I contented myself
with writing her a-short letter, thanking
her for her warning and assuring her
that within reason she must have been
the person of the article. I asked if
our acquaintance might not continue -
when the mystery was solved.

I had become accustomed again to be-
ing alone, and the nights had become less
wearisome, but Edna’s letter and warn-
ing brought all my nervousness back. I
could not afford to be shot now, when
the prospects of happiness were so bright.

So that night again I sat up listening,
and I heard all the old sounds. The
wind was blowing, and every corner of
the building had a hole in it that played
a different tune. '

But suddenly there was a new sound.
It was a real sound, and was not caused
by the wind or creaking timbers. It was
a stealthy footstep outside.

I grabbed my revolver and jumped to
my feet. I faced the window where the
sound was, and fancied I could hear
voices. :

Then there was a peculiar scratching
at the window. Some one was trying to
get in.

The shade being down, I could not
see who it was, but I had no doubt. I
was ready to shoot if a head appeared.

Heavens! Where were Harrison and
Roberts? Had they desgrted me? Had
the long delay disgusted them? Had

they gone away for a drink just when
they were going to be needed? .

The cold sweat stood out all over me.
It was a terrible moment. ’

I think I felt worse just then than
when I saw Sheldon over me with his
knife.

Then there was "a short, sharp ex-
clamation, a loud curse, and the sound of
a scuffle.

“Thraw up your hands,” came a
strong voice, ‘“‘or I'll blow vour head
off I *

“ Not yet,” came in Sheldon’s voice.

I did not believe there was a detective
in New York his match in strength. I
rushed from the house through the back
door.

Sheldon’s great form stood out plainly
in the light that came through the cur-
tain, and the detective, being much
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“1 had no money. You know that,
Dick. It took all we had to get the
stuff up to the house and have the old
ranch patched up to live in. I couldn't
give him money. But I knew I could sell
the tankard.

“ It was mother’s, of course, but we
never used. it, and she was old, and it
would soon be mine anyway I didn't
like to do it without asking her. I knew
it would hurt her so, and if she found :t
out I could tell her it was for medicine
for Frank to save his life. I took the
tankard and sold it. If Winnie did—oh,
it’s all right. Where is she? ”

“Wedon't know. Now, we know what
vour mother has said, but you don’t know
all. Have vou read the papers?”

“No. God-help me! That scoundrel
- kept me posted. Posted! Let me at
- him.”

“ Keep cool; he’s safe enough,” said
the chief. * Go on with your story.”

“I was out, Jack,” T said, “ because I
heard vou quarreling. When I got back
vour mother was unconscious, Frank was
shot dead, and the silver was all gone.”

“Ha! ha!" he laughed, and now there
was something strange in his laugh. “I
rode all the way to his house, with my
mother’s stolen silver almost under me.
Oh, let me at him! I'll save you the
trouble.”

“ Keep cool. e want all the story.”

“You quarreled with your mother,
Jack,” I said. * Now, begin with that.
She accused Winnie of stealing the mug.”

“Yes. Poor old soul. She said my
Winnie was a thief, and T got wild. My
Winnie a thief? Find her and I'll show
vou who's a thief. My Winnie; oh, my
Winnie ! "

“ Brace up, Jack, and be a man,” I
said, the agony of the giant taking the
nerve out of me. ‘\What happened?”

“ Give me a drink. TI'll tell you. T'll
help vou hang him or shrivel him up or
whatever you do. Give me a drink. I'm
burning.”

CHAPTER XX, '
THE CONFESSION,

“IWHEN my mother accused Winnie,”
went on Sheldon in a calmer mood, “I
_ told her I had taken the tankard. She
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had said mug and I ‘thought she had
made a mistake. But she insisted and
wouldn’t listen. She said I was shield-
ing Winnie. Then I got angry. I said
we would go to Winnie and prove that

she didn't steal any silver.

“ Winnie was in her room, but had not
retired. Nobody had, I guess, because
they all came quick enough. I told Win-
nie what mother had said. She looked
at me white and scared.

“‘Yes,” mother shrieked at her. ‘ You
stole my silver mug!’"”

He paused, and then continued calmly:

‘“When Winnie heard that she gave me
the wildest kind of look and screamed,
‘ Frank! oh, Frank!’ Then with an-
other terrible scream she turned and ran
down-stairs,

“1 thought she was going down for
water, or Irank, or something, and
stayed there like a fool until T heard the
door. Then I realized she had run away
and I ran after her. I did not find her.
I called her and thought I heard her off
in the woods. I went that way, but got
bewildered and thrashed around a long
time. Then I went back, and the house—
was dark, and I thought the rest had
gone to bed. So I continued my search.”

“1 was down the White Plains Road
quite a way when a horse and buggy
came along. It happened to catch me
under a big light and I saw the driver
was Barsty. I was surprised to see him.

“‘Hello!’ he said with a strange
laugh. *Looking for Winnie?’

“‘Yes, I said. It seemed strange he
should know. ‘Have you seen her?’

“*Why, yes. She passed me a while

ago in a big red automobile with Ben-

net.’

“1I cursed you then, Dick. And I got
in the carriage with him and we tried to
find the big automobile with you and
Winnie. .

“T thought you had met Winnie, and
she had told you mother called her a
thief and you bhad taken her away. I
didn’t stop to think where you would get
the automobile. I went home with Barsty
and stayed there that night. The next
morning he said that mother had been
robbed and Frank murdered, and that
you, Dick, had told the police I did it.

“Was I to blame for being wild? And
he kept telling me these things, but
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elastic, and peeling off two of the largest
bills tossed them over the table to me.
‘“ But,” he continued, ‘‘ there’s a thousand
in advance on those contracts. Any man
who can raise car fare from a stranger, in
this town, and get away with a dinner
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here as gracefully as vou did, without a
cent in your pocket, has got the practical
nerve for me. Why, when I was a
boy—"

But I was rushing to the telephone
booths and missed. ¢hat story.

GORDON’S
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By STEPHEN BRANDISH,
Author of “When Suspicion Struck Hard,” “ At the Mercy of the Unseen,” ete.

Certain ‘astounding happenings that arose from the chance translation of a cipher mto sense.

CHAPTER 1.
A CIPHER AMID THE GLOOM.

OWN the broad, white, lower corri-
dor, lighted and bedecked in the
lavish fashion which distinguishes every
cubic inch of the huge Hotel Belmere,
the typewriter ceased to send its clatter.

A jerk of suppressed impatience—ex-
asperation, perhaps—and the last sheet
came out of the machine and was slapped
upon the desk.

And young Mr. Gordon Russell rested
an elbow on his typewriter-desk and his
chin on his hand, and stared wearily up-
ward at the sign of his bondage, neatly
executed on the white wall beside him in
gold letters:

PUBLIC STENOGRAPHER.

‘¢ Public stenographer ' be—"" he be-
gan under his breath, stopping abruptly.

Just what was the use of cursing that
sign, anyway? It furnished his bread
and butter, at least, as was evidenced by
the pile of half dozen newly finished let-
ters.

It kept the proverbial wolf at just
a safe distance, and—Russell's eyes
dropped, and a queer little sound escaped
him that was half sigh and half groan.

He listened for a little to the subdued
purr of conversation that floated from the
manicuring-room behind, where divers
strange specimens of gilded youth hied

themselves, that their dainty nails might .

be polished and their more or less intelli-
gent eyes be feasted upon masses of start-
lingly waved and perilously pompa-
doured blond hair.

He heard the faint clink of dishes in
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the Australian-room ahead, where late
lunchers reveled and chatted in the
shadow of boomerangs and Bush relics,
and consumed near-first-class viands at
astoundingly first-class prices—and he
frowned suddenly.

Why, on busy nights, even some of
those confounded, wooden-faced waiters
were not strangers to eight and ten-dollar
accumulations of tips!

Whereas he, Gordon Russell, with a
first-class education and a large fund
of half-developed musical talent, was
doomed to sit beneath his sign and take
what stenographic crumbs were passed
him.

He sighed again and stared at the sev-
eral short notes he had finished. He
took to wondering why—and he looked
up suddenly as a hand came down on his
shoulder, and cried:

“ Dick Caswell!”

The rather better-clothed young man
grinned, as he drew ap a chair beside’
him,

“The same,” he agreed.
What is it? " )

“ What'’s what?"”

“The air of settled gloom—the mas-
sive brow contracted in moody medita-
tion—the erstwhile sparkling eye clouded
with impenetrable sorrow—all that sort
of thing?”

Russell smiled faintly.

“Do I look all that?”

“You look sour enough to strike a
chill to the soul of a blind man!”

“ Thanks. I—I feel even sourer.”

His lips shut tightly. Plainly, the
public stenographer was not in a particu-
larly talkative mood. :

‘' Well?
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“Well, what of it?"”

o Eh? k2

“What in blazes—now that I've cap-
tured this cigar—do I care whether Silas
is willing or not, or whether anybody
starts to-night?”

“ Does that mean you don’t appreciate
my five minutes of hard mental labor in
putting this into English for you?” Cas-
well asked ironically.

“ It does!”

“Well, you're—" he broke off hope-
lessly. “ Cut out fiddle-strings and the
butcher’s bill, and you’re as dead to cu-
riosity as a telegraph-pole, Gordon.”

‘“Can you tell me any lucid and co-
herent reason why I should sit here and
worry about Silas’s willingness? ”

“ Hardly,” grinned the visitor, *‘ but—
say, that thing ¢s rather peculiar, isn’t
it? »

‘ Perhaps.” v

“ Did he mention the aforesaid Si in
any of the letters?”

““Do you suppose I'm here to reveal
the secrets of my valued patrons’ corre-
spondence? "’

“No, but—did he?”

Russell laughed a little.

“As a matter of fact—no. He had
nothing to say about Silas at all, Dick.”

“ Sure? "

“ Quite. They're all short notes.”

“ Then did he seem to hint at—"

“ Look here, Dick, all that I recall of
those notes is that he seemed to be ma-
king appointments, in a somewhat veiled
way, with several people. I'm certainly
not going to read them aloud here.”

“Well, I don't want you to, but—oh,
there’s something curious about that
old cipher turning up here, and—" -

“ And it doesn’t rouse me a little bit,”
Russell laughed discouragingly.

Caswell leaned back. His hands were
rammed into his pockets and he stared
thoughtfully at .the floor. He whistled
again, too, and seemed to be essaying a
connection between the four words that
had come out of the past.

For Russell’s part, he smoked on si-
lently and looked at the frescoed ceiling
of the corridor. He leaned deskward and
thought on; his elbow came down upon
his keyboard and set the type-bars clat-
tering. Caswell started ; Russell, all ob-
livious, stared on.
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And then, just as the visitor seemed
ready to deliver new information on the
subject of ciphers, came:

“ Dick, do you know it’s hell to sit
here and try to figure out whether you
can spare two dollars for a pair of rub-
ber boots for the kid, when the manage-
ment insists on your being at least de-
cently dressed for this part?”

Caswell arose with™3 jerk.

“ My morbid friend,” he said, ““ I pre-
sume that it is the smoldering spark of
divine genius that sends you into these
glooms about every two months. If it
wasn’t for that lurking suspicion, I

should call it sheer da—er—folly. I'm
going.”

‘“ Good-by, Dick.”

‘“ Farewell,” droned Caswell. “I

shall be around here for an hour or two,
still.  You're coming to the club with
me for dinner. Did you know it?”

“1 can't very well.”

[ Eh? ”

“Im going home and turn in early,
Dick.”

‘“ But it’s very nearly a year—"

‘“And it'll probably be nearly an-
other,” Russell smiled faintly. “I'm
awfully obliged to you, Dick, but—"

“But you're afraid you might be
cheered up despite yourself, eh? Well,
will you kindly go to blazes until we meet

again? "
““With pleasure,” said the public
stenographer.

He sat down again as the other de-
parted with a wave of the hand. He
watched Caswell as, thoughtlessly, that
gentleman walked to the cigar-stand and
tendered a yellow bank-note in payment
for a handful of smoking material and
received a handful of greenbacks in
change. :

A thoughtful smile played about the
stenographer’s lips as he stared at the
doorway through which his friend had
vanished.

After all, he—Russell—was a fool,
and in more ways than one! :

In health and home and happiness, he
had very much more to be thankful for
than many hundrgds of thousands in
New York. He had capacity for work,
too, and all days were not so profitless as
this particular day had been.

And as for his blighted musical hopes,
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reached the stairs he saw that the ornate
unknown had taken his own chair and
was folding his notes, and, with foun-
tain pen poised between his fingers, was
even then thrusting one into the envelope.

Pocuring a messenger in the Hotel Bel-
mere is more or less of a simple propo-
sition. Should there be none at the tele-
graph office, one simply turns the knob
on the little iron box, which rings around
the corner, at the larger office.

Thereafter, a uniformed infant is cer-
tain to appear, exhibiting signs of genuine
breathlessness, for when people have at-
tained the eminence of even temporary
residence at the Belmere, tips are as
much an accompaniment of service as
tooth-powder to the brush.

With perhaps a hundred yards and as
many seconds between them, the trio ar-
rived in answer to the triplicate summons.
Russell led them to the regions below
street.

His patron was sitting back. He nodded
approval as the little procession halted
before him. He called the first of the
boys ‘close to him and spoke very softly,
and Russell instinctively drew to one
side. -

He watched the performance repeated
with the second, and with the third.

The stranger dropped his other envel-
opes into his pocket, and rose smilingly.

“ As to your bill, Mr. Russell?”

The public stenographer named the
amount. A bank-note came forth; he
succeeded in breaking it at the flower-
stand, and returned with his change, to
find the stranger looking thoughtfully at
the bare desk.

Slowly he folded up the bank-notes
and thrust them into his pocket. He
turned then to Russell.

‘“ About that little slip I left with you
—that bit of cipher?’”

“1—1I beg pardon, sir?”

The stenographer started suddenly.
The thing had disappeared—just in what
direction he could not say.

“ Did you destroy it as I asked you?”

“T don’t think you directed me to de-
stroy it.” Russell smiled uncertainly, as
he looked about.

“Well, I—I certainly intended to do
so, and—"

“ But it is very probable that I have,”
the stenographer hastened on. ‘““As a
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general thing, I dispose of anvthing about
the desk that is not of immediate use.”

“ By—well, by tearing it in small
pieces, say? "' the stranger inquired oddly.

“It's my rule to tear up everything,”
Russell laughed. “T think that that
waste-basket will give testimony to that
fact.”

" The stranger considered it thoughtfully
for a moment.

‘“So that if you had thrown away that
slip, it would unquestionably have been
torn in a number of pieces?”

“Of course!” A little sharpness
seemed to have crept into Russell’s tone.

The stranger surveyed him keenly for a
second or two.

“T wish that you were entirely positive
of it, Mr. Russell,” he remarked. “It
was—nothing of astounding importance,
but I should hardly like to think of it as
lying around loose.” _

“ My dear sir.” <aid the stenographer,
somewhat acidly, “as I tell you, I re-
member neither any injunction on vour
part to destrov that slip, nor the act of
doing so. The chances. however, are very
much in favor of its being somewhere on
top of that pile of waste-paper, or possi-
bly somewhere about the floor. If you
wish T will make a thorough search im-
mediately.”

The other laughed slightly. His good
humor seemed to have returned, and -his
peculiar fears to have vanished.

“Tut, tut!” he said. * After all. it’s
of no consequence, I suppose. If you
should happen to run, across the thing.
subdivide i thoroughlv—that's all. Good
afternoon.”

He sauntered slowly down the big cor-
ridor. At the end he stopped and con-
sidered the Australian-room for a mat-
ter of many seconds. He turned then,
and found his wav to the news-stand. and
spent another half dozen minute$ looking
over the papers and magazines.

The stenogrepher, meanwhile, was
casting an eve here and there and every-
where.

What /ad become of his confounded
slip of paper. anyway?® Wherever it
might be, it held also Caswell’s presumed
translation of the mild enigma—and
that, very likely, would not have proven
altogether pleasing to the gentleman of
the sable coat.




56 THE

Where was it now, though? In his
rather absent frame of mind, Russell re-
flected, he might have torn it to shreds
and thrown it away, as he did a hundred
times daily with other bits of paper; but
certainly he had not the faintest remem-
brance of such an act.

To the best of his recollection, the lit-
tle thing had been lying on the pile of
letters when Caswell left, and he had
paid no attention whatever to it there-
after. And that lower corridor of the
Belmere, like all the rest of the house,
was provided with scientifically perfect
ventilation and scientifically perfect elim-
ination of drafts and—where the dickens
had his slip of paper betaken itself?

Russell straightened up with a shrug.
It didn’t matter, anyway, apparently.
The unknown had left without showing
signs of frenzied worry, so that there was
no particular need of his fuming about it.

He set to straightening out his desk,
probably for the night and—what?
Yes, surely enough, the big man was ap-
proaching again.

He seemed in a thoughtful mood now,
for a slight frown had appeared. He
halted beside the desk and spoke gently:

“ Mr. Russell, are you here evenings? "

“Very rarely. The man up-stairs at-
tends to what business there is after six.”

“Can you conscientiously say that
you're a first-class shorthand writer?”

“ I sincerely hope so, sir.”

“Well, do you ever work evenings? "

“ Once in a while.”

‘“ Anything on for this evening?”

“ N0.77

The stranger drew a long breath and
smiled meditatively.

“ T shall have some exiremely particu-
lar work this particular evening, Mr.
Russell,” he said. ‘““Could you come
down here, say at nine. and devote a
couple of hours to it?”

“ Why—yes.”

“ And I am perfectly willing, for very
exact work, to payv vou five dollars an
hour, Mr. Russell,”” the stranger con-
tinued, very earnestly. ‘ Will that be
satisfactory? ”

“ Quite.”
suppressed a gulp of amazed joy.
other straightened up.

“Then I can look for you, with cer-
tainty, at nine o'clock sharp?”

The public stenographer
The
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“ Yes, sir.”

“Good: Ask for Mr.
and—b- on the minute!’”

He nodded pleasantly. He turned
again and sauntered away ; and as he dis-
appeared. Russell dropped back in his -
chair and stifled a vell of jov.

Two hours’ work—ten dollars® That
ten would afford the tidiest kind of nest-
egg for the fund he meant to amass by
night-work. ’

Russell had read verv frequently of
the good effect of optimistic consideration
of the future. Well, he was ready to be-
lieve it all now, for he had been optimis-
tic only for about ten minutes and—it
was going to pay him ten dollars!

Waters, then.

CHAPTER III
IN THE GOLD-PLATED SUITE.

ImaciNarioN is a  curious thing;
prodded by unusual excitement, it is like-
ly to grow into a very curious thing.

For example, some thirty minutes later,
as Russell was finally stowing away his
paraphernalia, he imagined that the dap-
per youth who loitered down the corri-
dor and purchased a bunch of violets was
staring at him markedly.

As a matter of fact, there was no
earthly reason why any one should or
should not stare at him; yet the impres-
sion remained.

And it bobbed up in another queer
way in the subway car, for Russell could
have sworn—during the minute or two
that he thought of it at all—that tha:
man across the aisle. in the shabby over-
coat and worn hat. was the identical fel-
low in different clothes.

Dinner was the same happy little meal
he had suddenly grown to appreciate so
much more: the happier now. indeed. by
reason of the good news and :he absence
of the gloom which had sat upon Russell’s
countenance during the immediate past.

The little ceremony over. the scorned
cigar smoked with real enjovyment. a romp
with the smallest Russell preceded the
nightly tucking-in process—and the pub-
lic stenographer was ready to return to
the Belmere and the mysterious Mr. Wa-
ters, and pur in his two lucrative hours.

Aud once more that shabby man ap-
peared. :
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vanished into the regions from which he
had emerged. )

Russell looked around with mild cu-
riosity. So this was the famous suite for
which the hotel received one hundred dol-
lars a day—when the man with the hun-
dred happened along and desired to ex-
pedite its spending!

Well, it was ornate enough and artistic
enough, surely, if one might judge from
this particular small apartment. But
why the deuce should any one want to
pay a hundred dollars a day for it?

And, continuing the thought a little
further, who was this man Waters, that
he could and did afford it? Plainly, he
must be a person of large wealth, and—
Russell started. Could this be Trendon
Waters, the Philadelphia millionaire?

Rather actively, he took to wondering.
It was months since he had run acress
a magazine-picture of the gentleman, and
in that instance he had worn no mus-
tache. But Russell did recall that tzZe
Waters had been reported as growing a
mustache, and he was also celebrated for
his physical bigness.

Yes, this must be the same individual
—and small wonder, therefore, that he
was content to pay five dollars an hour
for his work. .

But who were the visitors who seemed
to be with him> A low hum of soft,
animated talk reached him. without a
single word being distinguishable. The
stenographer found himself listening
with much interest; indeed, after a mo-
ment or two, sheer curiosity took him to
the chair beside the big door.

The hum went on. Now a deep, rich
voice laughed and said something about
“only a side issue and a jaunt, after all.”
And a thin, rasping tone seemed to snap
an answer to the effect that something
was ““all damned nonsense!” and that
‘ too much care was impossible!”

Thereafter, Waters's even tones ap-
peared to confirm the latter, and there
was the faint sound of a chair being
shoved back.

Russell was studying a choice little
painting across the room when the big
door opened and Waters spoke:

“If you will come in with us now, Mr.
Russell? ”

The stenographer turned quickly and
followed him. The big man shut the

door carefully and turned the key—and
Russell was at liberty to look about for
the moment as pleased him.

He looked and—he stifled a gasp.

In the center of the apartment, evi-
dently the drawing-room of the suite,
stood a table of carved mahogany. A
vacant chair stood at one side; on the
other three the chairs were filled, pre-
sumably by Messrs. Smith, Jones, and
Brown.

A second glance was hardly necessary.
That man at the right, as surely. as Fate,
was none other than Henry Felling,
small, shriveled, lynx-eyed traction mag-
nate and multi-millionaire.

That other big, round fellow, too—
Russell knew him at first glance. 7at
happened to be William Carford him-
self, the man whose home on the Drive
was the target of every sightseer, the
man to whom rumor gave the credit of
extracting a solid ten million dollars
from the Produce Exchange in a single
year! -

And the third, the ordinary-appearing,
medium-sized, mild-looking man was ab-
solutely and positively none other than
Carroll Ringdon, who had more to say
about a certain industrial enterprise than
any other man in the world, and whose
million-dollar private yacht alone would
seem to indicate that the saying had not
been without gain.

Well, he was in choice company, at
least!  Russell regained his regular
breathing with an effort and turned ques-
tioningly to Mr. Waters. :

The expression of that gentleman, it
struck him suddenly, had changed re-
markably in the last few seconds. His
friendly smile was altogether gone; in
its place was a stern and severe look
which puzzled the stenographer mightily.

Introductions, evidently, were not in
order. Russell shed his overcoat without
invitation, placed it upon a chair, opened
his note-book, and looked about in-
quiringly.

Waters was in his seat now, and the
others seemed to be looking to him to
open up affairs. He stared at the table
angrily for a minute, and then turned
suddenly to Russell.

“You may stick that book in your
pocket!” he said sharply.

“I—TI beg pardon.”
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‘“ Put that book away, or hold it, if you
like!” snapped Waters. ‘‘It's immate-
rial. There’ll be nothing for you to take
down—just yet, at any rate, Russell.”

“ But I understood—""

“T don’t care what you understood,”
the large man replied. “ Come over here
and stand—right there!"”

His big finger pointed to a spot some
two yards away from his chair. For the
moment Russell’s temper rose. and a
rather brisk retort was on his lips. He
checked it quickly and obeyed.

Waters clearcd his throat and glanced
at the other three.

“Now, sir,” he

continued tartly,

we're going to ask you to remember one

thing in the very beginning: that is, to
tell the truth!”

“I am not accustomed—
stenographer Legan warmly.
A snap of the fingers stopped him.

“ First of all, what became of that slip
 of paper this afternoon—the one with
the four cipher words?”

“To the best of my knowledge—"

“ Never mind the *best of vour knowl-
edge!’” sneered Felling suddenly.
“You tell the truth?”

“1 was about to do so by saying that
I destroyed it!” Russell responded hotly.

“You'd be willing to go into court
and swear to that, eh?” Waters de-
manded.

“T would not! As I told you this aft-
ernoon, the waste-basket is the only place
where it could have landed!” The
stenographer moistened his lips. “ And
[ wish to say right here, gentlemen, that
I fail to see the point of this imitation
cross-examination. T .was asked to come
here to—"

“You don't know why you were asked
to come here!” Waters informed him.
“And as to the general point of my
words, they're primarily to prove that
you're a confounded liar!"™

o i\vIr._"' .

“ For the excellent reason that that
slip of paper is—right here!”

With a jerk, he drew something from
his pocket and slapped it upon the table.
Before the stenographer’s eyves appeared
the identical slip—with Caswell’s trans-
lation beneath.

Guiltless of any evil intent, he newer-
theless started, and a very sour smile ran

"

the public
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around the group. Waters. in particu-
lar, seemed to have acquired acidity of
expression and tone.

‘“ That paper is here, young man, sole-
ly because you didn’t expect me to re-
turn this afternoon, and that you had no
time to get it out of the way when I ap-
peared so suddenly behind you!”

“ My dear sir—"

“Hold on! You'll have a chance to
talk presently. You'd worked the thing
back into ordinary English, and you were
doubtless going to pocket it in a second
or two. Then I interrupted vou, and vou
dared not pick it up from where it lay so
neatly concealed under the edge of a
sheet you shoved forward just as I cawght
sight of it!” The smile grew bitter.
“ Not much in those statements besides
plain eighteen-carat truth, is there, Rus-
sell? ”

“TI tell you—"

“ And when I asked you to come here
to-night, you were tickled to death. for
you fancied that even with such evidence,
we'd be unsophisticated and unsuspec:-
ing enough to spurt forth endless fur-
ther information for your benefit:”

‘I came here for the purpose of taking
dictation or reporting a meeting or some-
thing of the sort,” Russell replied coolly.
“If there is nothing of the sort to le
done, T am going to leave and put in a
bill to you for wasted time: " ’

Waters laughed back—and it im-
pressed the stenographer as about the
most mirthless mirth he had ever heard.

“Young man, you have not observed-
that the door is neatly locked; and vou
are not going through it again until I
say so!” Waters leaned forward. and
his fist came down on the table in a dis-
tinctly business-like manner. ‘“ Now!
We’ll drop the nonsense and get down to
facts! Just where did you get the kev to
that cipher?”

“1T have no key!”

“ Damn it! Haven’t you sense enouzh
not to lie by this time? " Felling inquired.
“T tell you I have no key!” “

“Then who—er—translated it for
you?” Waters asked sarcastically.

“ A friend of~mine came in after t had
finished your letters. He saw the slip
and made an attempt to translate it. You
will find his writing under vour own
printed words.”
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““And your friend's name? Perhaps
vou will tell us that?”

“On the contrary, I see no reason for
telling you!"” Russell’s innate obstinacy
was coming rapidly to the surface.

Carford’s round, jolly countenance
confronted him, and upon it there was a
queer little smile.

“It wasn’'t, by any odd, impossible,
unearthly chance—Burlow?” he ques-
tioned.

“ I know nobody of that name.”

“ Nor, of course, was it any employee
or ageni or acquaintance of this Bur-
low?” Waters pursued.

‘“ Inasmuch as I've never heard of
Burlow, I am hardly likely to know his
agents.” .

The big man snapped his fingers im-
patiently, and for a moment or two
stroked his long mustache. When he
faced Russell again, it was with some-
thing very like anger. :

‘“See here, my man,” he said, “if
vou'll take what is really a piece of
friendly advice, you'll drop the bluff
altogether and tell the absolute truth
and—"

“T1 have told the whole and absolute
truth.”

“Bosh! And, if you do it conscien-
tiously, vou'll make a trifle more than ten
dollars. I think, this evening. Now—
go on! Just what connection have you
with Burlow—"

‘“ Confound Burlow!” Russell cried
angrily. ‘I tell you—" )

“Don’t!"”. A drv smile came over
Waters's lips for a little. He ®eyed the
group and the group eved him. In the
end he turned back to Russell and said
quietly:

‘“ Russell. you've taken a very foolish
tack, to the best of my thinking. I wish
vou t0 step into that room-—over there—
and " ciose the door, for, perhaps five
minutes.”

“ And if—"

“Do as I sav, please!” The voice
was wholly persuasive now. “ You've let
vourself into the tangle. The simplest
thing now will be to oblige me in this
small particular—the simplest thing for
all concerned.”

He arose and piloted the almost dazed
stenographer to the third door through
which he had passed that evening in the
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suite.
switch.

And the door closed behind Russell—
and the lock clicked!

He then opened it and pressed a

CHAPTER 1IV.
WHICH RUNS INTO THOUSANDS.

For a moment or two, Russell held his
breath.

Had he gone entirely mad—was he
absolutely helpless, that he had allowed
himself to be shut up in this latest apart-
ment? He gasped aloud.

“Lord! If I was down there on
Broadway and had the price of a good,
reliable gold-brick—" he muttered.

His voice died awav. With
dered eves, he looked around.

The apartment, evidently Waters’s
bedroom, was a marvel of beauty and
artistic taste ; Russell seemed to see noth-
ing of it, save the fact that it possessed
only the door through which he had en-
tered and a window that showed no hint
of a fire-escape without.

Weakly, he dropped into a chair.

Why was he here and what should
he do?

For the first question, he could find no
ansyver at all, save that his own lack of
resistance had brought him to «\Waters’s
bedroom. How long he might be going
to stay there passively, too, was a ques-
tion.

As to what he should do. he pondered
for minute after minute. Whatever the
mysterious things of which he was ac-
cused might be, he certainly could no
more than guess vaguely.

That they were important was indicated
plainly enough by the character of the
men who were plainly involved in them.
That these men were not sticking at small
trifles was indicated by the manner in
which he had been brought to the Bel-
mere and locked up here.

Should he let out his very capable
voice and call for help?

For an instant, he contemplated such a
din as would rouse the entire establish-
ment—and he paused in good time. The
end of that was plainly to be seen.

Let him create all the disturbance he
chose.  Undoubtedly the first to pass
through the door would be a policeman,

bewil-
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ready to cart him off on a charge of in-
toxication or assault or something of the
sort. And, be the republican govern-
ment and system of justice what it may
in regard to the theory of equality, Rus-
seli needed no very violent effort of
imagination to see himself convicted and
very likely sent Islandward, when four
such complainants were arraigned against
him.

"~ No, his sole course was to wait for
whatever disposition they might choose to
make of him next—and to consider a dis-
turbance as the very last resort.

Meanwhile, though, there seemed little
use in wasting his time.

He tiptoed back to the door and
dropped to his knees. He placed his eye
to the kevhole—and discovered that
somebody’s handkerchief had been draped
neatly from the knob, and that all he
could see was a very small section of
white linen.

It counted for little, however. He
could listen, perhaps, and possibly learn
something that would give him a clue to
the riddle. The eye was replaced with
an ear, and Russell attempted that vague
process described as  straining.”

Then, as voices rose a little. came dis-
tinct snatches:

“ Absolutely certain that he lies—and
he’s a fool, in addition!™ Felling an-
nounced.

Another period of low humming.

“ Not a solitary doubt in my mind that
he’s connected with Burlow’s people—
and very intimately, at that!” Ringdon
contributed. * That confounded cipher
was too simple to use, anyway—if a
cipher was necessary at all. Mr.
Waters!”

.“You can put more blame than that
on Waters!” Carford added, with a
characteristic chuckle.  ‘ What other
man would be able to walk, head on, into
a public stenographer in a hotel who was
connected with the very thing Waters
wanted to veil?

“ §o far as that goes, it’s easily enough
explained, 1 suppose, and I was con-
siderable of an idiot to go to him. TI've
been here two weeks, now, and he was
probably sent to cover just such a con-
tingency,” replied Waters.

“ What amazing astuteness:
Carford, with another laugh.

"

observed
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Felling’s voice broke in again, more
harshly than ever.

“That's not the point. \Whatever the
amount of mischief, it is done already.
The mere fact that he didn’t. apparently,
communicate with any one after leaving
here and before returning doesn’t—"

The voice dropped. Russell's eyes
widened. He could make a deal of sense
out of that last remark, anyway. The
erstwhile dapper youth. of the violets,
later the shabby man of the subway train,
had been shadowing him, after all'

He listened the harder. For a time,
again, he heard nothing at all.

Very literally, he imagined, the four
were putting their heads together, for
only the vaguest rustle of talk reached
him, thirty feet away. Some ten min-
utes, perhaps, the low, indefinite sound
continued ; then Felling's thin_tones rose :

“But it isn't a matter in which we
can consider thousands!” he snapped
angrily. “It isn't a matter in which
we need even consider the lives of a fool
or two, if necessary!"”

A sudden, extremely cold chill ran
down the stenographer’s spine! What in
the name of conscience did that last re-
mark mean, and did it apply to himself 2
He gulped and listened again with
vibrating interest. '

“No less a person than the Secretary
of —” Felling began, raspingly.

“Sssht”

“Well, you know who I mean—in-
formed me himself that government con-
tracts for the thing alone would certainly
run into hundreds of millions eventually,
if such a thing were once perfected!
And you're perfectly aware that the navy
of this country alone—"

“Don’t shout so like ihunder, Fell-
ing!' Waters muttered.

Russell, at the kevhale. licked his lips.
Putting two and two together again, they
seemed to have switched from apparent
murder to the Secretary of the Navy and
government matters .

His head took to reelinz. He caught
himself quickly, and barely breathed.

“ And more than all thai!” Ringdon
was going on in a quiet tone. ‘“ you know
that my scheme of buyving out the—uwell.
the line I spoke about—would end in an
absolute monopoly of ocean traffic before
we had finished our workings.”
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“And even at that,” Waters supple-
mented, * it isn’t a matter of ocean traffic
alone, or of all traffic together. There’s
still a world full of land left to operate
on. Now, I don’t make any effort to ex-
plain how this deuced inconvenient:bunch
of circumstances worked itself out at the
very last moment, but I do agree abso-
lutely with Felling, that the time has
come when we can’t stick at trifles. So
that—"'

His words became inaudible. Try as
he might, Russell could not catch one of
then. He waited, upon his knees, until a
sudden thump upon the table preceded a

. determined :

“We'll do it, and Ae’ll do it! It's
the safest, cheapest thing all around. It's
settled ! "

Heavy steps came toward his door
again, and Russell shot to his feet. The
key was fitted, the portal opened, and
Waters said shortly:

‘“ Step out here, please, Russell!”

With as much of fearless defiance in
his mien as might be summoned, the
stenographer obeyed.

Vaguely, he felt that some such sensa-
tions as his own must belong to the
prisoner brought before the judge for
sentence ; he was allowed little time for
emotional analysis, however, for Waters
almost jerked him back to his old position
beside the table, and dropped into his
own chair.

‘““ Russell,” he said briefly, “ we have
decided to give you a last chance this
time.”

“Tt is more than kind of you.”

“ And it isn't necessary to pull on that

ironical smile, either, my young friend.

You are up against a proposition now of
which you fully realize the magnitude—
but are too much of a fool to appreciate
it.”

“\Which, in other words, means that
you were either born without fear or
without brains,” Felling interpolated.
‘“ And’ you haven’t the general appear-
ance of one born without fear.”

The stenographer stepped forward.

‘“ See here, gentlemen,” he said, flatly,
“1 did not come here this evening to be
locked up in one room after another.
Neither did I come here to be abused by
vou in whatever manner you see fit, or—"

“ Be ¢alm, Russell!” Carford cau-
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tioned him with a suspicion of a grin.
‘“ A great boon is about to descend upon
you.”

Waters frowned angrily at his col-
league’s levity as he turned again to the
stenographer.

“In the first place, Russell, you are
lying in a very. foolish manner. Drop
that attitude altogether, and tell us the’
full and complete truth, and we may per-
haps make it worth your while.”

“ If you wish me to tell the truth about
a matter of which I have no knowledge
whatever, you’ll have to give me the de-
tails and let me repeat them,” said the
other tartly.

Waters’s face blackened.

“Drop it!” he roared. ‘“You're in
Burlow’s service, aren’t you?"

“If you say so, I presume that I am.
I never heard of Burlow.”

Waters held himself in with a gulp.

“Then go on and tell us precisely how
you got the key to that cipher, what Bur-
low paid to have you get the information,
how he knew I was staying here, and how
he arranged to have you put here.”

Despite himself, Russell was forced to
smile broadly.

“I'm afraid you'll have to ask Bur-
low. I don't know,” he said.

The big man’s temper was gone. His
lips opened, and it seemed that another
roar was about to issue and blast Russell
from human ken.

But the little man, Felling, laid a hand
upon his arm and whispered something,
and \Waters dropped back almost weakly.
Felling’s biting little eyes settled steadily
upon the stenographer.

‘“ Young man,” he said, evenly, “since
you have adopted this—er—asinine pose,
there seems but one way to deal with the
situation. You refuse absolutely to in-
form us of just the amount of informa-
tion possessed by the opposition, I take
it? "

Russell threw up his hands almost de-
spairingly.

“My dear man!” he cried, “if you'll
tell me what information you want, what
or who the opposition is or what it’s op-
posed to, and what it knows, or how I'm
expected to know what it knows, I may
be able to help you. If it’s about your
damned Silas, the only Silas I ever knew
was an uncle who died twenty vears ago,
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and as for this Silas of yours and his
starting-to-night business, so far as I'm
concerned he may start for—'

“ Sufficient! Sufficient! Quite—quite
sufficient ! "' Felling’s waving, thin
finger brought him to a breathless stand-
still.  *“ It's not in the slightest neces-
sary to become excited, young man.
You're gaining nothing. and we are losing
time.”

“ But—"

“I'll not deny that we should like to
know just how far Burlow has gone, and
that we will pay for it gladly. This—
this absurd attitude of yours, in the face
of discovery, however, narrows down the
whole proposition to the disposition of
yourselt ! "

He pursed his thin lips and nodded his
head in momentary thought—and Russell
caught his breath.

Was it possible that he, a free and in-
dependent and law-abiding citizen, was
standing there, in one of New York’s
biggest hostelries, and actually allowing
any man calmly to prattle of the * dispo-
sition of himself?”

He came forward with a stride, and his
own fist landed upon the table with a re-
sounding bang.

“Look here! you blasted old fos-
sil!” he thundered. “I don’t care
whether you're a billion times a billion-
aire, or what you control or what you
can do! There's one thing you can’t

" do, and that is to sit there and tell me—"

“So that we have concluded to make a
proposal to you,” the little man went
on,

The utter calm of the tone staggered
Russell. His breath literally left him
for the moment. Felling faced him
again, with as little emotion as one might
have displayed in considering a lead-
pencil.

“ For the first item, you will realize
that it is utterly impossible to turn you
loose at this juncture.”

T realize nothing of the sort!
do realize that—"

“ And, therefore. since we can’t turn
vou loose, and as we wish to be complete-
ly certain, we must necessarily keep you
with us! "

Felling smiled slightly at his own
logic. and his thin, wrinkled fingers
tapped the polished table.

But I
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““And as we rarely ask for service
without giving adequate compensation,
we are going to pay you the sum of five
thousand dollars, here and now, young
man'" he finished.

The stenographer’s expression was
neither more nor less than a plain, sense-
less gape.

“HWhat for?” he choked.

‘“ For the simple pleasure of your so-
ciety for three uninterrupted days and
nights, Mr. Russell.”

The stenographer struggled in vain for
speech. The shriveled old man thrust a
hand into his pocket and brought forth a
large yellow roll. *

Carefully he stripped the outer five
bills from it, and before Russell’s amazed
eves lay five separate sheets of paper,
with “ M " in one corner and ““ 1000 ” in
the other.

Felling rolled them
looked at him once more.

“You will understand, Mr. Russell,
that in keeping to vour part of the con-
tract, you will, for three days, communi-
cate with nobody whatsoever, in any way,
shape or form. Tor that time, you will
be, to an extent, our private property,
from which we shall require no service
whatever save silence, entire and abso-
lute. Here is your money.”

He thrust it forward, and before he
quite realized it, Russell’s fingers had
closed about the potent little roll.

And then. in a flash, his wits seemed
to return. His eyes began to glitter and
his hands twitched. He fairly glared at
Felling as he cried:

“ And for just what purpose am I sup-
posed to be receiving this money? "

“ For silence—and kindly do not raise
your voice.”

The stenographer drew a long breath.
The bills suddenly were hurled on the
table.

together and

“Felling!”™ he roared. “T have
nothing to be silent about. If T had,

and wished to talk about it, all your mil-
lions wouldn't stop me. There’s your
money, Felling. I don't know why
yvou're trying to buy me, but T do know
that I'm not going to be bought, and—"

“ Here! " Carford crief softly. “ Don’t
be a fool, Russell. Take the coin and
have some fun with us! It’s more than
Burlow’d pav. anyway, and—"
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and small and pink as any I ever gazed
on, and the rest of him was made up to
match.

The only man I could see about him
was his age. He must 'a’ been thirty.

He hadn’t been in camp fifteen minutes
before he began telling us what he was
expecting.

“Youah see,” says he, screwing half a
pair of spectacles into his left eye and
aiming it at me, “I am not up heah for
long, and I want to make the best of my
time, y’ know. I’ve come pwepahed for
—aw—big game, and I am weal anxious
to take home a beah with me. I want
youah to—aw—help me shoot one, y’
know. Youah know how, I pwesume.”

It's funny how they’ll spring it on you
sometimes, ain’t it? If he’d told me he
had come up here to train for a prize-
fight I wouldn’t 'a’ been more surprised.

Not that he wasn’t ‘ pwepahed " for
big game—that is, so far as the hardware
went. He had as likely a looking Win-
chester as ever came into the woods, but
I couldn’t quite reconcile myself to the
idea of Archie backing the gun up. He
didn’t look like he could handle a pop-
gun intelligently.

And the idea of him asking me if I
knowed how to hunt bear sort o’ rubbed
along the raw edges, too. I ain’t killed
more’n four or five hundred in my little
lifetime.

“Well,” says I, “I reckon I might
know how, on a pinch. But it ain’t bear
time now ; their fur won’t be noways good
—just thin and scraggly. Better wait
until they fur up.”

‘“Aw, but weally I can’t, y’ know,”
answered Archibald. ‘I must get back
to my—aw—home in two weeks. My
fawthah just sent me up heah to get a
bweath of the woods and to—aw—we-
cupahwate, v’ know, and said I mustn’t
stay longer. Cawn’t we get one, anyway?
I don’t caah if they ah thin and scwag-

ly.”

“Well, I dunno,” says I. * Bear ain't
so plentiful 'round here as they used to
be, and there ain’t no use spoiling @ good
pelt just for the sport of the thing. When
they get good and prime theyll fetch
twenty-five dollars in the fur-market, and
that's how me and Charlie makes our
living, you know.”

“ Aw, but weally, that will be of ‘no
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consequence,” Archibald assured me.
“Youah get me a beah and I will give
youah double that pwice. I just want to
take back a—aw—pelt, so as to show my
fwiends that I am something of a huntah,
v’ know.”

“If you really mean that it is worth
fifty dollars to us to get you a bear, I
reckon we can do business,” says I.

“““Aw, but I am puhfectly sinceah, I
assuah youah,” he says, with a pained ex-
pression. ‘‘ My wawd is absolutely good,
Mistah—aw—Beam.”

“In that case, we'll take you up,” says
I. “We'll have a bear for you inside of
three days, and a dozen more if you want
to pay that price for ’em.”

‘ Aw, but weally, one will be quite suf-
ficient, y’ know. I am not a—aw—game-
hog.”

“All right,” says I, “we’ll call'it a
bargain. After dinner we'll scout around
and see what’s doing. I'll get one lo-
cated and then back away and you can
do the shooting.”

“ Do youah anticahpate any dangah?”
asked Archie, tremulous-like.

“.Well,” says I, willing to kid him a
little, ““the last city feller that was up
here after bear took a pot-shot at one and
only managed to wound him. The bear
got away, but that night all his bear
relations, numbering about forty-nine,
descended down on the feller's camp,
took him right out of his bed, carried
him out of the woods, and tied him to a
tree, and—"

““ Tied him to a twee!"” gasped Archie,
looking horrified. ‘‘ Pawdon me for in-
tuhwupting, but the beahs didn’t weally
do that?”

‘“ Certain,” says I, solemn as a hoot-
owl. ‘“Bears are real sagacious 'round
here. It's plumb amazing, some of the
capers they cut up.” )

“1 shouldn’t caah to take any
chawnces, v’ know,” says Archie, looking
worried. “I had no ideah they banded
togethah that way! Weally, it is most
extwadinaway. Is theah any dangah of
theah coming awound the camp and at-
tacking us unawaahs?” _

He looked around apprehensively, like
he expected to see any number of ’em
creeping up on him, and moved closer to
Charlie.

“Once in a while they do,” says Char-

‘
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lie, willing to continue the kidding.
“Once when I was up in the Pickerel
Lake country a lot of them came down
to the. camp one day, and—"

I left him entertaining our guest, and
went into the shack to get dinner.

Charlie must 'a’ stretched his imagina-
tion something powerful, judging by the
expression on Archie’s face when I called
them in to eat. He looked like he’'d just
as soon be anywhere else than in the Big
Woods, and he sat so close to Charlie
that he had to eat with one hand.

While we were eating, a chipmunk
popped in through the door; Archie
caught a glimpse of it out the corner of
his eye, and I thought he was going to
jump clean over the table, he was that
nervous.

Charlie sure had him keyed up to a
high tension by his stories of bear antics.

After we'd finished dinner Archibald
rigged himself out in his hunting-cos-
tume, which same was sure amazing, and
we sallied forth to slay a bear.

I headed for the Dblueberry swamp.
While passing through there a few days
before, I had noticed fresh bear signs, and
judged that we'd get track of our game
there as quick as any place.

As T anticipated, there was plenty of
fresh signs in the swamp, and it was plain
to see that several of the critters were in
the habit of coming there regularly to
eat berries, and I figured that they must
have a den or two in the near vicinity.
We scouted around until we found a track
leading out of the swamp on a deer-trail,
and followed it.

The tracks kept to the trail for some
.distance into the woods, and then left
it and struck off cross-country, and we
soon lost®hem in the underbrush. How-
ever, we kept plugging along through the
woods, keeping an eye out on all sides for
anything that looked like a den.

Archibald trotted right
never getting more’'n a foot away from
me, and jumping cvery time, a  twig
snapped or a leaf rustled. HE kept his
mouth shut pretty good for a spell, but
after we left the trail and had been
plugging around in the hemlocks for a
couple of hours he began to get nervous.

“Pawdon me,” says he finally, *but
is theah any dangah of ouah gettmg
lost?”

alongside,’

" THE ARGOSY.

“T reckon not. I've lived in these
woods 'most twenty vears, and ought to
be able to find my way around.”

“ Didn't youah ever get lost? "

“Well, just once.” I admitted. * But
that was a long time ago, when I was
young and didn’t know much."”

“Was vouah lost for long? "

“Well. it was this way: I was up in the
Kratt's Lake country one fall, and was
making for the McDonnell lumber-camp.
The boys told me that if I'd follow the
wagon-trail for about so far. and then
strike off north and keep going until I
struck another wagon-trail, and follow
that west, it'd get me there quicker. I
followed their directions. and found the

second wagon-trail, just as thev said I
would.
“I hadn’t followed it more'n three

mile, however, when it began to peter out.
until by’'n by it wasn’t nothing but a
horse-trail.

“T didn't have no choice but to g0
ahead, seeing that I was in a strange coun-
try, so I plugged right along down tha*
horse-trail until suddenly it dwindled
down to nothing but a measly little deer-
trail.”

““And then youah was lost!”
Archie.

“Nope, I didn't give up even then. but
kept on down that deer-trail. never get-
ting discouraged, until blessed if that
didn’t peter out into a bear-track! And
a little farther on the bear-track ran up a
tree, and I was lost for certain.”

“Wun up a twee!’ gasped Archie.
“Do beahs do that?”

“Certain. See that big stump vondzr
with the scratches all over it?  "They were
made by bears.”

I pointed to a big basswood ahead of
us, that had been hroken off about fifteen
feet from the ground and was covered
with what [ thought were porcubine or
bobcat seratches.

Archie wanted to go rign: back the
minute he saw it. bur [ assared him that
there were no bears around just then. and
we went on to the stump. When I
reached it I zaw that I'd guessed wrong
about the scratches.

The stump was about fifteen fect high
and fully seven in diameter: it was
stripped of bark and covered with long.
deep scratches that couldn’t 'a’ been made

gasped
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by any other animal around there except
a bear.

Naturally I got interested right off.

Alongside of it grew a little poplar sap-
ling about six inches thick, and I decided
to climb that and take a look down inside
the stump.

I had a notion that I'd find something
interesting there.

I handed my gun to Archie and
shinned up the sapling until I was a little
above the stump, and, getting foothold
on a small branch, I hung on to another
with one hand and leaned over to take an
inventory.

It was pretty black inside, but down at
the bottom I thought I could distinguish
something blacker. Then I made out
four little sparks shining up at me.

** That's either bear or bobcats,” says I
to myself.

‘“What do youah see?"” asked Archie
anxiously from below. “Is theah a beah
in theah?” .

I dunno. Climb up here and see what
vou think about it,” I answered, and
blessed if he didn't take me up and come
shinning up the sapling.

There wasn’t more'n enough room
for one man there, and as the limb I had
my foot on was the only one handy, he
put his foot on it, too. Then he hung
on to me and leaned over to look down
into the stump.

“I cawn’t see anything,” he said.

“1We'll just drop down a match, which
will light things up, and then I reckon
vou will,” 1 answered, reaching in my
pocket for the match.

But the poplar saved us the trouble, for
just then the branch I was hanging on to
broke off sudden, and we both took a
header to the bottom of that stump with-
out even the privilege of a stop-over.

1 wasn't more’n half a second discover-
ing that the contents consisted of mé and
Archie and two cub bears. The latter
resented our intrusion with considerable
vigor and a vocal accompaniment that
made me wish I had a bottle of paregoric
along to hush 'em up with.

They seemed to feel that it was their
bounden duty to claw and chew the hides
off us, and would ’a’ succeeded fine if I
hadn’t had sense enough to grab ’em by
the naps of their necks and hold ’em
where they couldn’t do any damage.
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Then I bumped their heads together and
boxed their ears until I had them in a
state of submission, then-set ’em down
on the other side of the hollow and de-
cided that we would go right straight
home. ,

I had a vague but impelling feeling
that the old lady of the house might hap-
pen back at any minute, and that I'd just
as soon be somewhere else when she ar-
rived. She wasn't expecting company,
and might raise a few objections.

Archibald was what you might call
“scared stiff.” He was backed up
against the inside of that stump as
straight as a fish-pole, and just about as
big, and hadn’t said a word, so far.

“Well,” says I, ‘“what do you think
about this?”

“I want to go home,” he whimpered.

So did I, but when I sized up the situa-
tion I saw that it was a case for a fire
department or a blasting outfitt. The
wall of that stump was all right for any-
thing with claws to travel on, but it didn’t
furnish much foundation for plain himan
beings to navigate.

All the soft deadwood that you usually
find inside of stumps had been scraped
off, and the wall was hard and corru-
gated with deep scratches, where the crit-
ter’s claws had dug in. I tried to get
toe-and-finger hold in these, and did suc-
ceed in climbing up fully six inches before
I slipped back again, which promptly
started the cubs snapping, and I had to
rebox them into quietness.

I then tried boosting Archie up, but he
was too short by a foot to reach the top,
and whenever I tried to toss him high
enough to catch the edge, he’d drop on the
cubs and start ’em up again.

The situation was sure desperate. That
old she-bear was due to arrive any minute,
and what she’d do to me and Archie when
she discovered that we’d invaded her
little domicile fairly made my hair stand
on tiptoe.

As a general rule, I ain’t afraid of the
bears they raise in the Upper Peninsula,
but when it comes to mixing with one
under these circumstances, it is a differ-
ent matter.

I sat down and drew my feet up, so’s
to be as far away from the children as
possible, and tried to think it over. If I'd
only had a ladder or a rope I'd 'a’ had
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Like a flash I straightened up, almost
grabbed the cards from the old man’s
hand, and without another word marched
away to beard the lion in his den.

And it required some valor, too; I
can tell you that. Meadows would never
have dared risk it, and I am free to con-
fess that the courage was rather oozing
from my own shoes when a deeply
growled “ Come in!" answered my timid
knock at the dressing-room door.

I was only a beginner in the profes-
sion, vou must understand, and a dis-
charge for. annoying the star—which
Hamilton was quite capable of demand-
ing from the management-—might mean
a serious black eve to my. prospects.

Therefore, it is not perhaps strange
that I advanced a bit diffidently into the
room and poked the cards out to him at
arm's length, with no attempt at expla-
nation. ]

Yet it was my very trepidation which
saved me. He had glared up angrily at
my entrance, and a savage rebuke was
plainly on the tip of his tongue; but
when he observed my shaking knees and
apprehensive eyvz. Qs scowl relaxed and
he burst into a roar of laughter.

“By Jove! <he chuckled, “if you
could hit that expression out in front,
you'd make a fortune. You are the most
perfect picture of a coward I ever saw.
I suppose you've had vour ears filled
with stories making me out a regular
ogre, eh?"”

I admitted, still a trifle shakily, that he
had not be:n represented to me exactly
as an angel of patience and good temper.

“ How, then.” he demanded curiously,
‘ did vou ever screw your nerve up to the
point of disobeying my. orders® You
heard me tell Meadows that I was not
to be bothered to-night. I know, for you
were .chatting to him when I stopped
and gave him his instructions.”

“Yes, sir,” I confessed; * but—"

Then I halted. blushing and confused.

“ But what?” he probed, and al-
though I tried to wriggle out of it with
several stammering excuses, he kept at
me until he finally forced me into a
corner.

“ Well, if you must know the truth,”
I muttered at last, “I came because I
wasn't going to let that girl think I was
afraid.”
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‘“ Ah,” he cried quizzically, *“the old-

story, ch? Cherches la femme.”

He turned over the cards in his hand
and glanced at them with a new interest.

“ Miss Grace Tracy,” he read. “ She
must certainly be a paragon to have out-
weighed those fears of yours,” with the
same bantering smile. “ I guess I will
have to break my rule to-night and see
her, if only to find out what a young
lady of such hypnotic charm looks like.”

He considered a moment longer,
stroking his chin with his hand; and
he sat there looking at the other card.

“ Oh,” he said with a start, ‘ she's the
daughter of Everett Tracy, the big
banker, isn’t she? I suppose they've
called to see me about some art matier.
The old man is as enthusiastic over an-
tiques as I am, I understand, and he
probably wants to consult me. VYes,” he
decided sharply, “you may show them
up. I have fifteen minutes yet before I
go on in the next act.”

Fearful that he mighterecall his con-
sent, I scurried off before the words were
fairly out of his mouth, and a few sec-
onds later ushered Miss Tracy and her
father into his presence.

I must admit that I lingered a bit in
the corridor after I withdrew; for I had
left the door of the dressing-room ajar,
and through the crevice I could see her
where she sat inside and watch the
changes of expression upon her lovely
face.

The banker, as well as I could make
out, was expecting to receive shortly
from Italy a famous picture, which he
was very anxious the actor should see, in
order that he might pass his judgment
upon it and attest its genuineness.

Yet there seemed to be some mystery
about the thing: for the old fellow was
most guarded in ali his references to the
painting, refusing, aithough Hamilton
asked him the pointblank questions, to
tell who painted it, or its name, or even
to give a general description of it.

“You must take my word for it. Mr.
Hamilton,” he insisted, ¢ that if genuine,
the work is on no account one you would
be willing to miss seeing. But there are
reasons which would make it highly im-
prudent for me to give out any informa-
tion concerning it, until it is safely hung
on the walls of my gallery.”
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her, but that I would win and wear her
for myself.

All very well to determine; but how
to accomplish this was, I had to admit,
a somewhat difficult (uestion.

Albert Pike was a man of the world,
handsome, plausible, and with an entrée
into the society in which she moved.
She must trust and Dbelieve in him, or
she would never have engaged herself
to him.

Would she be likely then to credit me
if I denounced him to her as a rascal,
especially as I had no evidence to back
me up save my own unsupported word?

Or, even though she should throw
Pike over for any possible reason, what

show could I have—I, with neither
money nor position, a mere boy on
beginner’s wages, one grade above a
“supe’’?

Yet, such is the folly of a man in love,
I would not have been afraid to bet the
last cent I had on earth that I would
win!

CHAPTER IL
FORTUNL'S FAVORITE.

My enmity to Albert Pike dated back
to a period three years before, when I
- first came of age, and learned that the
comfortable estate left by my father had
been practically wiped out of existence.

It required very little investigation for
me to discover that the money had been
lost in one of those fake South American
coffee plantation schemes into which my
mother had been coaxed by Pike’s glit-
tering representations.

It was so bald and open a fraud, how-
ever, that even her unwary innocence
balked at it, and she would never have
been persuaded to invest, had he not per-
sonally guaranteed to stand good for
every dollar she might lose.

He was under obligations to my
father for assistance rendered him when
he was first starting out for himself, and
he protested so loudly of his gratitude
that she relied upon his mere spoken
word, and did not require from him any
written agreement or contract.

Accordingly, when the inevitable crash
came, she remained perfectly serene, and
kept assuring me that we need not worry

our heads over the affair. Mr. Pike
would see to it that we did not suffer.

I, however, was less easy in my mind,
and took an early opportunity to inter-
view Pike in regard to the matter.

At first he was suave as oil, and kept
putting off my requests for a statement
of how we stood, with one plausible ex-
cuse after another; but when I waxed
persistent, he finally turned on me rough-
ly one day, and told me we had not a
single cent coming to us.

“The scheme turned out disastrously,
and the failure is complete,” he said,
with a shrug of the shoulders. *I do
not believe the company will pay out as
much as one mill on the dollar.”

“But.” [ cried. “that does not apply
to our money,- Mr. Pike.” You must re-
member that you guaranteed we should
come out whole, no matter whether the
enterprise won or lost.”

He wheeled around in his chair. and
scowled at me from under his brows.

T don't recall signing any such agree-
ment,” he said curtly. “Has your
mother anv memorandum of the sort
properly acknowledged and attested? "

“ Why, no,” I admitted. *‘ It was en-
tirely a verbal arrangement. You sure-
ly cannot have forgotten. She says you
promised, not once. but many times, that
she should be fully protected.”

“In the presence of witnesses?” he
demanded coolly.

I was by this time convinced that he
purposed to repudiate his agreement;
but T still struggled to keep my temper.

“No,” I again confessed. *‘Owing
to the relations which existed between
vou and father, she asked for nothing
more than vour simple word of honor.”

He did not answer immediately, but
rose from his chair and paced two or
three times up and down the room. At
length he paused in front of me.

“TI tell you. Fred.” he said in a
more conciliatory tone, “1 never re-
gretted anvthing so much in my life as
that your mother came in on this deal,
and if T were able. nothing would please
me more than to make good her losses ;
but, to tell the truth, I am pretty well
swamped by the failure myself. I lost
a cool two hundred thousand dollars in
money, to say nothing of all the time
and energy I wasted on the project.”
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And, strange to say, I “made good”
in a measure. - No very brilliant
triumph, you understand, but a credit-
able showing, and promise, as the critics
said, of better things in the future.

Yet, T cannot honestly say I was fond
of the work at that time. I looked for-
ward a good deal more ardently to the
coming of my weekly pay envelope than
I did to any bit of applause which might
chance to fall my way.

My retention with the company simply
meant to me an assurance of bed and
board. T still had not found my niche.

All the time now, as during my pre-
vious vicissitudes, I brooded over the fact
that I was compelled to work, solely be-
cause I had been swindled out of my
patrimony by Albert Pike. Had my

" money not been lost through his chican-
ery 1 would be free from the necessity
to toil, able to live my life in travel, as
I wanted to.

Often, I would lie awake for long
hours on my bed at night, thinking what
I would do if I only had my rights, or
trying to plan out some scheme to make
Pike disgorge.

But even while I pondered them, I
knew that all such hopes were futile.
There was no possible way to get at
him; for my motlier remained firm in
her determination not to sue, and, any-
way, the lapse of time rendered the
chances of success in an action more or
less dubious, even though she consented
to bring it.

Yet, it made me grit my teeth in rage
- every time I heard of the man’s pros-
perity ; for he seemed to be flourishing
like the proverbial green bay tree.

He had long since no doubt forgotten
all about me; but I sedulously kept
track of his movements, and knew pretty
well at all times just how he stood.

And just at present, I was aware, he
was floating on the top crest of the wave.
He had organized another fake concern
called the International Curio Company,
with the avowed object of collecting
works of art and antiques from all over
the world, and disposing of them to
wealthy collectors. Now, with the
money gathered from his dupes, he was
swelling around New York, and living
like a millionaire.

Through the acquaintanceships formed
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in his business, he had been able to break
into society, and his name figured con-
stantly in the lists of guests at fashion-
able functions in Newport and Lennox.

Finally, as I have already told, I read
with resentful spirit that Pike had
‘““copped out” one of the richest heir-
esses in New York as his bride.

“ Everything comes his way,” I cried
with a bitter sense of the injustice. * He
is worse than thousands of men who are
behind the bars at this very minute, yet
Fortune seems for some reason to have
picked him out as her especial favorite,
and to toss into his lap all.” '

I little dreamed, then, of the stern
retribution which Fate was already pre-
paring for him, or of the thrilling réle
which was to be allotted to me in the
development of the drama.

CHAPTER IIL
WHICH HAS A SENSATIONAL FINISH.

THE evening that I met Miss Grace
Tracy was, as I have already stated, the
last night of Hamilton’s engagement in
New York, and the company was booked
to leave for Chicago the first thing in the
morning.

I thought I had my instructions down
pat; but, whether it was because I was
new to the game, or whether Miss Tracy
had so turned my head that my brains
worked askew, I found when I arrived at
the station that the train was already
gone. '

Then there was some lively hustling
on my part, as you may well imagine. I
raced about from one official to another,
and consulted tirpe-tables in the mean-
while, with the net result that I finally
learned that by taking one road to Buf-
falo, and there transferring across the city
to another line, I could reach Chicago
just in time for the opening performance.

It was a hazardous chance even at that,
for under the most favorable circum-
stances I had but nine minutes in which
to make the connection, and should I be
a few minutes late in reaching Buffalo,
or should anything go wrong en route,
there would be no possible hope of get-
ting through on time. .

Still, it was the only expedient left to
me, and after wiring ahead my plans to
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there was nothing now to keep me in
Chicago. I must perforce return to New
York; and back on little, old Manhattan
Island, I stood a chance at least of occa-
sionally seeing Grace Tracy, and, per-
haps, of being able to put a spoke in the
triumphant wheel of Albert.Pike.

Returning to the station which I had
left only an hour or so before, I found
that I could catch a train East almost at
once; so, simply purchasing a ticket, and
once more checking my trunk, which had
never left the baggage-room, I started on
my return.

The journey that night and the next
morning was an uneventful one. I had
a through train this time without any
necessity for hair-raising scrambles across
a strange city, and, anyway, I cared very
little what time T arrived. An hour, or
five, what difference did it make to me?

So I passed the time ‘gazing out at the
scenery as it flitted by, and rather for-
lornly wondering what would be the best
thing to do after reaching New York.

As we approached Albany, however,
there arose a diversion. The train-boy
came through the car, calling “ New York
afternoon papers!” and somewhat per-
functorily I bought a copy of the Clarion.

Leisurely I unfolded it, settled myself
back in a corner of the seat, glanced at
the sheet—then started up with a gasp
of incredulous consternation.

For right at the top of the front page
was an “excellent half-tone portrait of
myself, and below stood forth the scream-
ing head-line:

ACTOR STEALS MASTERPIECE.

FRED SIVERS, OF THE RICHARP HAMILTON
COMPANY, CLEVERLY NABS PAINT-
ING VALUED AT $100,000.

THESPIAN THIEF IS STILL AT LARGE WITH
HIS BOOTY, BUT WARRANT IS OUT FOR
HIS ARREST, AND POLICE ARE CONFI-
DENT HE WILL SOON BE APPREHENDED.

CHAPTER IV.
THE FACTS AGAINST ME.

A rFELLOW thinks quick in such emer-
gencies. I was, of course, innocent of any
crime, and the whole thing was a mis-
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take; but just the same I was quite will-
ing to have the mistake cleared up with-
out being arrested, and, possibly, having
to spend a dight or two in a cell.

After T got to New York and learned
exactly what the allegations against me
were, and could arrange for bail, I
would probably give myself up if my
connection with the affair had not been
disproven before that time. But, if I
could help it, I certainly did not propose
to be yanked from the train at some
strange place and locked up as a des-
perate criminal.

And that was just what was going to
happen to me unless I took steps to pre-
vent it ; for the newspaper likeness was so "
good I could not hope to escape identifi-
cation. Even though the police should
fair 'to inspect this train, some passenger
or trainman would be sure to spot me as
the so-called fugitive, and notify the au-
thorities ahcad to be on the lookout.

As this thought came to me [ realized
with a thrill that we were running into
Albany. If I was to act at all, it must
be at once, for it was almost a moral cer-
tainty that the police at the capital would
be on ‘the watch for me.

And out of the very desperation of my
predicament, a plan was born in my mind
which seemed to promise a possibility of
success. -

Fortunately for me, when I was leav-
ing for Chicago I had been afraid that
my trunk might not get through in time
for the opening performance, and hence
just before starting had transferred the
chief “articles of my stage make-up to my
suit-case.

Included among these was a heavy
mustache and side-whiskers which com-
pletely transformed mv appearance, and
furnished as effective a disguise as I
could possibly procure.

I cast a cautious glance around the car.
It was a slecper. and the only other pas-
sengers in it were a couple of women
and a portl\ old fellow who was snoring
away in the corner of his seat with his
head propped back against a pillow.

None of them had papers, so it was
evident that I was safe from detection for
the present at least. Nevertheless, I
pulled down by hat over my eyes, and
screened my face as much as possible
while I grabbed up the suit-case and
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made my way hurriedly to the dressing-
room in the rear.

Luckily, it was unoccupied; so, as the
porter was busy brushing up toward the
front of the car, I felt secure from inter-
ruption, and was thus able to make the
changes in my appearance even more
elaborate than I had at first contem-
plated.

I not only adorned myself with the
false mustache and whiskers, but with a
tew deft touches from a stick of grease-

paint added some artistic lines and
wrinkles to my countenance. Then I
changed my brown coat for a blue,

stuffing the former in about my waist so
as to give a semblance of stoutness to my
figure, altered my style of collar and
necktie, and donned a hat in place of my
soft traveling cap.

\When [ had finished and surveyed my
reflection in the glass, I was satisfied that
not even my own mother would have
been able to recognize me in my new
get-up.

Yet, there was no time for me to spend
in admiring my handiwork. The train
was even then gliding into the Albany
station, and I knew that although my dis-
guise might pass in a crowd, or where no
suspicion was excited. it could not stand
the test of a searching inspection.

[t therefore behooved me to get a move
on myself in putting the remainder of
my plan into execution.

Passing quickly to the car just back of
ours, I stood just inside the doorway until

the train had stopped, and our porter had

come out and taken his station at the foot
of the steps. :

Then I stepped briskly out and past
him, while he, supposing of course that I
had come from the other car. never even
so much as glanced at me.

A second later my heart came up in
myv mouth, though, for directly behind
the porter was a big, burly policeman
whom I had not hitherto seen, and as I
started oft full tilt up the platform, I
almost ran squarely into him.

Otherwise the start I gave at the sight
of him, and my little exclamation of dis-
may, would surely have betrayed me; but
he ‘evidently attributed both to the nar-
rowness with which we had averted a col-
lision, for beyond one quick glance at me,
he paid no further attention, but turned
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cagerly back to scan the faces of the
other passengers alighting from the train.

Nor did I liriger, as may well be
imagined. That platform, I speedily
saw, was no healthy place for me to re-.
main, for it was fairly swarming with
bluecoats ; and, although I strove to re-
strain myself to only a normal semblance
of haste, I breathed much freer when I
had passed through the gates and was out
in the main body of the statiom-

I had reasoned out that even should the
““cops” come to realize that I had
sneaked off the train under their very
noses, their last idea would be that I
should remain anvwhere in the vicinity.
They would naturally argue that my first
step would be to make muyself scarce as
soon as possible, and hence they would
look for me everywhere rather than in

“the station itself.

With this idea in mind, accordingly, I
strolled boldly into the main waiting-
room, and having provided myself with a
sheaf of New York papers. sought out a
secluded corner where I might absorb at
my leisure the details of the baseless
charge which had been brought against
me. For up to 'this time, it must be re-
membered, T knew no more than I had
been able to gather from my hasty sur-
vey of the head-lines in the Clarion.

Consequently, my feelings may be bet-
ter imagined than described when I
learned upon reading the fuller report
that my accuser was none other than my
ancient enemy, Albert Pike.

-He had brought, it seems, a very valu-
able painting to this country from Italy—
a genuine Raphael he claimed, although
he declined to tell the newspaper-men
where he had got hold of it, or how he
had managed to smuggle it out of the
country in contravention to the rigorous
Italian laws forbidding the removal from
the land of any great masterpieces of art.

All he ‘'would say was that his Inter-
national Curio Company had received a
commission from a certain millionaire to
secure this painting. if possible, and that
they had done so.

“ How we accomplished it,” said Pike
pointedly, “is.our business. We might
want ‘to turn the trick again some time in
the future, and it doefh’t do to give away
trade secrets.”

This much he did admit, though, that
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the canvas had been brought to New
York in a trunk, and had duly passed
through the custom-house, the appraiser
there being ignorant of its true char-
acter, and having placed a ridiculously
small value on it as a work of art.

With the thing safely in this country,
Pike had naturally supposed that all his
troubles were over ; but he speedily found
out his mistake.

Three times in as many days, des-
perate efforts were made to break into
the loft where he had the painting tem-
porarily stored, and he became conscious,
too, that he himself was being tollowed
wherever he went, :

There was evidently a determination
on the part of some one to get hold of
that picture; and Pike, feeling himself
constantly dogged, fearful that the prize
he had risked so much to obtain might
be wrested from him, decided to send it
away to Buffalo, where his company
maintained their principal storage vaults.

And in order to divert suspicion, for
he had realized from the character of the
attempts made to steal the picture that
the person desirous of it would stop at
nothing, he shipped the trunk containing
it not by express, but in the regular way
as a piece of ordinary baggage.

The millionaire who had ordered the
canvas was, it appears, not yet ready to
receive it, owing to the fact that he was
making some architectural changes in his
gallery; and it was consequently up to
Pike to safeguard and protect the picture
until such time as the other was pre-
pared to take it over.

Fancy Pike's consternation, therefore,
when. on arriving in Buffalo, and pre-
senting his check for the trunk, he was
informed that no such piece of baggage
awaited him.

Wildly he appealed to the railway
officials : and so urgent did he make his
demands and protests, that double speed
was imparted to the macRBinery of inves-
tigation.

It cost Pike a pretty penny in the way
of telegraph tolls and extras; but by the
next morning he was able to learn that
his trunk had reached Buffalo safely—
coming on a train two hours earlier than
that which he himself took—but had
been claimed immediately on its arrival
and carted away by some other person.
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“ It has all been a mistake,” the offi-
cials assured him. * The check on your
trunk was No. 467,843, while the per-
son who got it in such a hurry presented
check No. 467,848. The trunk cor-
responding to that number is still in the
baggage-room, and the passenger who
made the mistake will no doubt be as
much upset over the matter when he
finds out about it as you are now. We
shall probably be hearing from him be-
fore any very great length of time.”

“Just to make sure, though,” sug-
gested Pike anxiously, ‘‘ can’t we take a
peep at the inside of that trunk, and find
out who he is. e might be able in that
way to hurry things up a bit.”

The railroad people demurred that it
was against the rules; but they had
learned by this time that the art-dealer
had a pretty strong pull with some of
the powers higher up, so they did not
make their protests anv too strenuous,
and in the end he gained his point.

Yet, even so, he had, for quite a time,
his trouble for his pains. There was
apparently nothing either in or about
the trunk to ‘indicate to whom it might

" belong.

Finally, however, in turning over the
contents, Pike chanced to spy a name
written upon the fob-pocket lining of a
pair of trousers.

With a cry of triumph, he snatched
the telltale garment up and held it to
the light; then his expression changed,
and a savage imprecation burst from his
lips.

“ Mistake nothing,” he howled, almost
beside himself with fury. *“ This is a
deliberate plot, I tell you; and were it
not for the name on these pants, which
he cither did not know about or had for-
gotten. we should never have learned
who stole my picture.

“Why, the whole thing is as plain as
B to a bull,” he declared excitedly.
“This fellow has been following me
about, and trying in every way to get
hold of that picture.. Learning in some
way, then, how I intended to ship it
here, he procured a trunk like mine,
dumped a few old clothes in it, and
somehow, probably through the con-
nivance of a baggage-master, secured a
check which would pass for mine if pre-
sented in a rush. It was simple, but the
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very simplicity of it made it all the
easier to carry out.”

“You know this man, then?” ques-
tioned the official to whom he was speak-
ing. “This Fred Sivers? ™ reading my
name oft the cloth.

“ Know him? " with an oath. ** Well,
I should rather say I do. He is a worth-
less young whelp who has always cher-
ished a grievance against me, and has
repeatedly sworn that he would get even
in one way or another. This is the
method he has chosen, and he is prob-
ably looking for his reward to the Ital-
ian government, who know by this time
that the picture is gone, and will no

doubt be willing to pay high for its

return.”

‘“ It certainly looks like an open and
shut case against him,” assented the rail-
road man. “Yet, he cannot have got
away very far by this time. You go up
and swear out a warrant for him, Mr.
Pike, and command us for any assistance
we can render.”

CHAPTER V.
PUTTING ON A BOLD FRONT.

“WELL, wouldn't that jar you? ' was
about all the comment I could make
after I had completed the perusal of the
newspapers, and I kept repeating the
expressive phrase over and over to my-
self in stupid, parrot fashion.

But, really, wasn't it enough to numb
a man's wits temporarily, suddenly to
find himself the victim of such a curious
chapter of accidents?

Who would Dbelieve in my innocence
with such a damning array of facts
against me? As the railroad man had
said, it looked like an upen and shut
case; and I could- not hope that any
magistrate before whom I might be
brought would take any different view
of it.

1 realized more than ever, therefore,
that it behooved me to get speedily back
to New York, where I had friends, and
where I would be in a position to make
some sort of adequate defense.

My trunk—or. rather. Pike’s—con-
taining the picture had, of course, gone
on ahead on the train which I had so
abruptly abandoned, and would be in
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New York awaiting my arrival. My
best plan, I consequently reasoned out,
was to follow it at once, get it away
from the baggage-room, and then give
both myself and it up to the police, with
an explanation of how it had happened
to come into my possession.

An excellent scheme, if I could pull
it off without being apprehended on the
road; for of course, in that case, my
story of what I intended to do would
not carry much weight.

The officers would simply say that [
was trying to get out of the country with
the property I had stolen; and to a man
up a tree, I was forced to confess that
was very much the way it must look.

Every step of that one hundred and
forty miles down from Albany was
fraught with peril; for I could not trust
too much to my disguise, and, as I had
read, I had not only the police to fear,
but the employees of the railroad as well.

In fact, from my feelings on that
occasion, I can picture very vividly what
must be the state of mind of a hare when
he finds himself pursued by a half dozen
hunters and a pack of dogs, with no
cover anywhere in sight.

Oh, how I longed for wings, for an
air-ship, for any mode of transportation
which would serve to elude that pha-
lanx of sleuths through which I must
pass!

But it_was no use wishing. There
was but one path by which I could reach
New York, and that was the railroad;
for I did not dare leave the station,
knowing that the police were in all prob-
ability ransacking the entire city outside
for me.

Yet, everr moment, too, that I re-
mained in tae waiting-room added to my
danger. [imay have been only imagina-
tion, but it scemed to me that already
the employees about the place were be-
ginning to cast curious glances in my
direction.

I became possessed of a dread that
my whiskers or mustache would slip out
of place and demonstrate their falsity.

In short, I was verv rapidly verging
into a condition of mortal funk; and if
any one had chanced inadvertently to
touch me on the shoulder, T verily be-
lieve T should have screamed.

At length, however. T caught myself
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together with a realization that the only
hope I could possibly have was in a
superb audacity.

“The chances against you are a hun-
dred to one,” I told myself; “but his-
tory is full of instances where boldness
has won out against even greater odds.
You can’t do worse than fail, and you
are sure to do that, if you keep on loiter-
ing here.”

As if in response to my resolution, the
caller-out appeared at that moment and
announced a train to New York. I
arose briskly, as though I had simply
been awaiting the summons, and step-
ping over to the window, purchased a
ticket.

Then I sauntered nonchalantly out
through the gates, and without any ap-
pearance of undue haste boarded the
parlor-car.

I may never be a great actor on the
stage ; but I do not believe that Richard
Hamilton himself could have surpassed
the representation I gave of absolute un-
concern as I made my way to that train.
And all the time my heart was thumping
a tattoo against my ribs, and my tongue
was cleaving to the roof of my mouth
as though it had been pasted there with
mucilage. ,

Once inside the parlor-car, however,
I breathed more easily. If I had passed
the gateman, and all those lynx-eyed
police along the platform, undetected,
the chances were now, of courfe, vastly
increased that I would get through in
safety.

But I was not permitted long to bask
in this welcome sense of security; for
hardly had I settled myself back in ﬁly
chair and opened a magzzine which I
had bought at the news-stard, when the
door at the end of the car was thrown
sharply open, and I was staggered to
behold Albert Pike advancing toward
me.

For one awful moment I had no other
idea than that he was coming to point
me out to the police and order my ar-
rest ; then, with almost a gasp of relief,
I comprehended that his advent was en-
tirely fortuitous, and that he had, as
yet, no knowledge of my proximity.

He fidgeted about the car a minute or
two, while I, wheeling my chair sharply
about toward the window, drew my hat

down over my face and feigned to be
deeply absorbed in my magazine.

There was some difficulty about his
seat, I learned, and he and the porter
engaged in quite a little argument upon
the matter. I was hoping earnestly, of
course, that Pike would become disgrun-
tled and leave the car. But it was not
to be; after a vehement protest, he final-
ly gave in and accepted the chair which
the porter insisted belonged to him—a
chair, to my further discomfort, directly
adjoining my own.

I had taken the parlor-car, I should
perhaps explain, on the theory that it
was the very thing the police—knowing
I was anxious to avoid observation—
would regard as most unlikely for me
to do; but now I roundly cursed the
seeming sagacity which had led me into
such a trap.

I could not leave the car, I could not
move, I scarcely dared to stir, for fear
of attracting Pike's attention, and cause
him to recognize something about me
which would give him a clue to my
identity. -

And the worst of it was that he sat
with his® chair turned directly toward
mine, his eyes ready to bend their pier-
cing glance upon me the moment I should
give him the slightest provocation.

So we rode for perhaps a dozen miles,
my limbs cramping with excruciating
pain from being held so rigidly in one
position, yet not daring to move a mus-
cle; then a little dark man, who had
entered the car a moment or two after
Pike, leaned over and addressed him by
name.

He whirled about at the interruption,
and I gladly seized the opportunity to
stretch my stiffened tendons; but a sec-
ond later T had forgotten all about my
cramps, or even that I had limbs to
cramp, in the amazement which filled me
over the conversation in progress between
my two neighbors.

“T see,” said the stranger, with a dis-
tinctly foreign accent, “ you are certain,
Mr. Pike. that vour great Raphael has
been stolen by a young man named
Sivers?”

“Yes,” growled the art dealer. “ He
has been after it for some time now, and
he has finally got hold of it by a trick.
But no one need think he can keep it. In

\l
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fact, I expect to hear of his arrest before
to-morrow morning.”

‘ Ah, that is veryv interesting,” com-
mented the other with a deprecating
shrug of his shoulders; “ but, pardon, I
am very sure, Mr. Pike, that you have
made a big mistake in charging this
Sivers with the theft. I know for cer-
tain, at least, that it was not he who
made the attempts to steal it while it was
in New York.”

“The blazes you do!’ sneered Pike.
“ And how, pray, does it happen that you
know so much?”

‘ Because,” said the other suavely,
“it was I who made those attempts my-
self. :

“T am Count Testudini, the former
owner of the picture,” he went on rapid-
ly, heedless of the profane outburst in
which his companion was indulging,
“and, as you will remember, wrote to
you long before the canvas ever came to
this country, telling you that I regretted
its sale more than anything I had ever
done in my life, and offering to buy it
back from you at whatever price you
might ask. You refused, however, and
then there was of course nothing left for
me but to attempt to steal it; for I tell
you frankly that it is a matter of life and
death with me to get that picture back.
Unless I succeed in doing so, I shall be
compelled to commit suicide.

“Tt is this way, you see, Mr. Pike,”
he explained, “when vour agents first
approached me, I needed money, I was
dreadfully—what vou call it>—hard up,
and I had nothing left in the world save
this one picture. So. I said to myself,
what do I care about the Italian law?
With this money I can go live in Paris
and never come near italy again: and I
consented.

“ Bur no soouer Lad I parsed with it,
and assisted vour mer in o seiting it
across the frontier, than word came to me
I had unexpectedly fallen heir to a large
estate. 1 am rich now. 1 dn not need
the money paid me for the piciure; but
I cannot claim my wealth, for to do so,
I must return to Italy. and I cannot go
there without my Raphael.

“ Moreover, the rumor has reached
the government by this time of my hav-
ing sold the picture; and unless I can
deny the charge, and disprove it by pub-
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licly showing the canvas, I shall be dis-
honored.

“ What, then, was left. for me to do?”
he demanded. “ You would not sell the
picture back to me. [ had to get it some
way, and I cared not whether it was by
fair means or foul.”

“You admit, then,” said Pike tensely,
and I could imagine the dark scowl with
which he was regarding the count, *“ that
you were at the bottom of those attempts
to steal the picture in New York? Are
vou also behind the present attempt
which has proven temporarily success-
ful? In other words, is Sivers merely
your tool in the deal, and are you now
approaching me in the hope of getting
money out of me for the return of the
canvas? )

“If so,” he broke out, unable to re-
strain himself longer. and smashing one
of his big fists down upon the other, “ I
can tell you very plainly that you have
come to the wrong shop. Your confed-
erate is known to be in Albany, I don’t
mind informing you, and, as I told you
a bit ago, is morally certain to be round-
ed up and chucked behind the bars be-
fore to-morrow morning. And as for
you, vou sneaking little dago, I intend to
keep my eve upon you, and to turn you
over to the police the moment we arrive
in New York.”

Count Testudini appeared, however, to
be very little disturbed by the other’s
blustering threats.

“You are one big fool, Pike,” he said
contemptuously. ‘“ Do you suppose for
a minute that if I believed your picture
were stolen, I would have confessed my
attempts upon it to vou. No; I would
have sought out the thieves and tried to
bargain with them.

“It is because I am confident that it
has not been stolen, but has merely come
into Sivers’s possession through a series
of mistakes, and in due course of time
will be restored to you, that I have hunt-
ed vou up in the effort to make terms.

“ Why, it stands to reason,” he pointed
out, ““ that Sivers did not knowingly pur-
loin that trunk: for to whom could he
have disposed of the canvas? This news-
paper talk about his being an agent of
the Italian government is all rot, and as
for a purchaser, I was the only one to
whom he could come without branding



82

“himself as a thief, and I'll take my oath
that he knew nothing about me.

“No,” he went on; ‘“you can rest
perfectly easy, Mr. Pike, on the score of
getting your picture back. It is con-
cerning what you will do with it after
its recovery that I wish to speak to you.

“You will not sell it to me; no, I
have tried that and failed. I have also
about decided that it is no use to steal it.
“You will guard it so closely now that the
effort to do so would be rendered doubly
difficult, and in addition I have learned
that the. task of getting it out of the
country would be harder than I believed
was the case when I made my former
attempts.

‘““‘There is a third method, though,” he
suggested insinuatingly, “ which T hesi-
tated about proposing to you until I
found out what sort of a man you were.
I have learned some things about you,
however, Mr. Pike, which are not gen-
erally known, and I now am quite ready
to submit my plan to your consideration.”

There was something in the man’s tone
which evidently aroused Pike'’s interest.
He waited a minute before he answered,
then he leaned forward and inquired in
a low voice: “ What is your scheme?”

‘“ A plan,” rejoined the count, ‘‘ where-
by you can return the picture to me, and
at the same time sell it to your million-
aire purchaser. As you put it in your
English proverb, you can both eat your
cake and have it, too!"”

CHAPTER VL
A CRITICAL MOMENT.

* LisTEN,” went on the count, sinking
his voice almost to a whisper, and em-
phasizing his points by tapping on the
other's knee with a beringed forefinger.
“When I came to this country to recover
my lost Raphael, I brought with me a
copy of it, which was executed upon an
order from my grandfather, and which
is so perfectly done.that it will almost
defy detection at the hands of the ex-
perts.

“ My idea was, of course, that I might

catch you napping and be able somehow

to substitute this copy upon you for the
original. But you were too sharp for
me,” with a little appreciative laugh,
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“and I had to give up the project.
Since then the copy has been lying idly
in my trunk, and I have given no fur-
ther thought to it.

“To-day. however,” he proceeded,
‘““the idea came to me that perhaps it
might be put to use after all, although
in a different way from that which I
originally intended.

““Why, I asked myself. to put it
bluntly, ‘cannot Pike sell this copy to
his purchaser, svho probably does not
know the difference between a Raphael
and a fifty-cent chromo, making him be-
lieve it is genuine. while the real picture
would be returned to me at the price for
which I sold it?’ "

But Pike promptly shook his head.

“ Can't be done,” he said, not without
a trace of regret in his tone. ‘ The pur-
chaser is old Everett Tracy, and he is so
finicky that he’ll have a whole jury of
experts there to pass upon it before he'll
ever be satisfied to let it go on his walls.”

The count, however, did not seem at
all cast down by this objection.

“ But after it has been passed upon,
and is on his walls,” le interposed mean-
ingly. “ How about then?”

Pike gave a little start.

“T1 don’t know that I exactly fellow
you,” he said uncertainly.

‘“Ah, let me explain, then,” returned
the count: “and vou will pardon me, I
trust, if I touch for a moment upon your
private and personal affairs.

“In the first place, Mr. Pike, you are
at this time upon the very verge of bank-
ruptcy—""

“It's a lie!” broke in Pike sharply.
“ Whoever told vou any such tommy-rot
must be out of his head. I was never
in better financial position in my life.”

“Oh, no, it is not a lie,” insisted Tes-
tudini. “ You keep up what you call a
good bluff: but vou have been plunging
heavily, and there are those who know
that, unless vou recoup vour losses in
some way, the crash is bound to come. -

“TI have, of course. made it my busi-
ness to find out all T could about vou,”
he explained; *‘ and since I have a cousin
who is one of- the biggest Italian bankers
down-town. this was not very difficult to
discover.

“ And if the crash should come,” he
hissed. “ vou know. Mr. Pike, what it
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“ Look, too,” he expatiated enticingly,
“how thereby your financial difficulties
will be relieved! You will have not only
the one hundred thousand dellars which

you will get from Mr. Tracy for the

painting, but also the purchase price you
paid me, and which, as I told you, I am
willing to return. With that amount
you should certainly be able to keep your
head above water until such time as the
heiress consents to accompany you to
the altar, and with all her worldly goods
does thee endow. Come,” he paused in-
quiringly, “is it not an agreement?

Pike rouszd himself from his reverie.

“The scheme certainly sounds feasi-
ble,” he granted. “ But,” with an evi-
dent desire not to bind himself, ‘ after
all, are we not counting our chickens
somewhat before they are hatched? Re-
member, neither of us has the canvas in
his possession at present. It is off sky-
larking around the country somewhere
with that good-for-nothing Fred Sivers.”

The other gave his shoulders a shrug.

“T have already told you that there
can be no question of a theft on the part
of Sivers,” he said.- “I would almost
be willing to wager the Raphael itself
that it will turn up safe and sound, and
the alleged purloining of it conclusively
proved to be a mistake.

“And even though I should be in
error on this theory,” he argued, *“ do you
not vourself say that the police are cer-
tain to get him? Ah, I'm not at all
alarmed in regard to the picture event-
ually turning up. What I want to know
is, are you willing to cooperate with me
on the plan I have proposed? I am wait-
ing for my answer; is it yes or no?”

“Oh, yes, I suppose,” replied Pike
with a gesture of resignation. ‘‘Indeed,
the way you have me sewed up, there
doesn’t seem anything else for me to do.
And, after all,” half in soliloquy. * there
ought.not to be so very much risk in the
project. Even if old Tracy should ever
come to learn that a substitution had been
worked on him, there would be nothing
to preve that I had had a hand in it

“ Yes,” more cheerfully, as he stretched
out a hand to grasp that of the count,
“ granted that we get the picture back,
it's a bargain. We will put the thing
through as vou say.”
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I had been so absorbed and interested
in the conversation behind me, so en-
gaged in straining my ears that I might
not miss a single word of the disciosures,
that T had paid no heed to the time, and
now I realized with a little start that we
were rapidly approaching the city of
New York.

The lights glittered out like fireflies
across a vast, dark meadow; one saw
regular rows of houses on either side of
the track; and down below from the ele-
vated structure on which we were enter-
ing glimpses could be caught of occa-
sional trolley-cars at the street intersec-
tions. :

A moment’s stop at the One Hundred
and Twenty-Fifth Street Station, and
then we plunged into the gloom of the
tunnel. Passengers began to rise and
gather together their belongings, and .l
became filled with anxious thought as to
how best I might evade Pike’s scrutiny
in getting from the car.

Thus preoccupied, I did not notice
until he was almost on top of me a plain-
clothes detective, who had boarded the
train at One Hundred and Twenty-Fifta
Street, and was now passing along the
aisle, carefully scanning the faces to
right and left. :
- When I saw him and recognized his
evident purpose, I gave myself up for
lost.

Never would that searchlight vision
fail to spot that I was in disguise. Arn-
other momeiat, and I should be called ta
account, my identity disclosed, and. in
all probability, myself dragged away to
prison.

And T was more than ever anxious to
avoid recognition now ; for with the rev-
elations I had overheard I thought I saw
a way of very effectually circumventing
Mr. Albert Pike and his tricky plots and
schemes.

I bowed my head and pretended to e
tying a shoe-lace. hoping against  hope
that in some manner the fellow might
pass me by.

Steadilv he came on. until T felt hiz
presence just behind me. Then he
paused, gave a slight exclamation, and
stood still. To my uneasy conscience hiz
eyes seemed to be boring holez in the
back of myv head.

(To be continucd.)






86

only nab a murderer, or even a bloom-
in’ burgeler, but I carn’t.”

“ I know it is hard,” continued Timson

solemnly, “ therefore the something must
be put where you can find it, so that you
can ‘win a place on the scroll of Fame
by heroic self-sacrifice,’ as the Daily
“d/ail said of the cop who fell off the
Tower Bridge in trying to save a luna-
tic as didn’t want to be saved. You must
do a noble deed, and since you have no
opportunity of doing one, you must be
given that opportunity—and I am the
man to give it you.”

Jonas looked puzzled.

“ You mean—"" he began.

“I mean that I will put something
in your way and give you the opportu-
nity you want, and more than that, with-
out risking a hair of your head.”

His last words brought relief to his
hearer’s face, who already saw himself
grappling on a dizzy height with a mad-

man let loose by Timson, expressly as an .

opportunity—and the prospect had not
been a pleasant one.

“Without risk,” went on Timson,
“and I have already thought how I am
to do it. You know that new monument
the Dook of Fife is to unveil next
Wednesday, just near Waterloo Bridge?”

“ Oh, ves; oberisk, they call it. I

have to be on dooty there. But how—"
" ““So much the better, as the only
trouble was getting you to the spot. Well,
the foundation of this here monument
is made like a model bridge with three
arches.”

“Yes, but—"

“ Well, these arches are more or less
out of sight and anything put into 'em
wouldn’t be noticed, unless you looked
for it.”

“ But wot have I—"

“You have got to look for it, and
there vou will see a small box. What is
it> It is an infernal-machine. With a
shout of warning to the dook you rush
forward, seize the deadly object and hurl
it far into the river. That is all; you are
a hero at once.”

But Jonas did not look heroic. Nay,
" he was palpably nervous as he stam-
mered: “ But s-s-s-supposin’ it w-w-w-
went off?”’

With the mildness of a truly noble
heart, Timson soothed his anxiety.
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“Leave that to me. Didn't I say
there wouldn’'t be no risk? Trust me,
Jonas, it won’t really be an infernal ma-
chine. I'll take care of that, for I'll put
it there myself in the middle arch, so's
there’ll be no mistake. Besides, if any
one does suspect anything, the bomb will
be at the bottom of the Thames and it
won't be easy to fish it up again.”

He finished speaking and blew his nose
thunderously, then sat looking at Jonas
as Apollo might have looked at the sup-
pliant whose prayer he had heard.

Jonas could not speak. His heart was
too full of gratitude. He had come to
Timson MacArthur in the hour of his
despair; he had tried to follow him
through the mists of doubt. and now his
way was plain, his faith was justified.
A sergeant, perchance a superintendent,
complimented by rovalty itself, his fu-
ture would be assured. his merits rec-
ognized at last.

Vainly he tried to murmur his thanks.

With a superb wave of the hand, his
benefactor silenced him.

“ No thanks are necessary: for an old
friend T will always do my best.”

I1L.

WHiLE Jonas was receiving comfort
and counsel in MacArthur's kitchen, a
meeting of quite another sort was being
held in a dingv room in the Italian quar-
ter of London. They were not all Ital-
ians. French, Swedes, Russians, and a
few Englishmen. were among those pres-
ent, but Italian was the language spoken
by them all. :

A somber-faced Russian was exhort-
ing his comrades to be cautious. ‘ You
know me, brothers,” he cried, ‘“ and you
know that it is for our order and not
for myself that I fear. You do not real-
ize what an effect the success of our
scheme will have on our oppressors. Re-
member the wrongs dene td hundreds of
innocent people after the removal of the
Czar Alexander. This will happen again.
Let suspicion once come upon us, and
the whole order will be blotted out and
the sacred cause of anarchy set back. .
Let us strike indeed, but secretly, that
none mayv guess whence comes the blow.”

His words were received in gloomy si-
lence. Your true anarchist is a fanatic.
and like all fanatics. though careless of
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his life, prefers to die in a flourish of
trumpets, feeling that he is a martyr and
a hero. But here the existence of their
order was at stake and secrecy was im-
perative.

At last a young Italian sprang to his
feet, his eves blazing, his face lit up by
the fervent soul within.

“ Hear me! ” he cried in ringing tones.
“T have an idea which will enable us to
terrorize those in power without endan-
gering our beloved cause. Our Russian
brother is right.
to be risked, but by following my plan
we shall avoid the least suspicion.

“On Wednesday next,” he went on,

“a royal duke will unveil the obelisk
near Waterloo Bridge. The pedestal of
the obelisk is a model bridge, dark, and
below the level of the ground. Anything
hid in its arches will lie unnoticed—
until it makes its presence known. For
myself I claim the task of placing the
bomb beneath the arch. Let mine be the
hand to strike this blow for liberty.”

He sat down amidst loud applause, and
his request was unanimously granted,
while he himself received the eager con-
gratulations of his comrades.

A sudden damper was thrown on the
joy of all by the calm, passionless utter-
ance of an Englishman.

“T don’t see,” said the latter, “ how,
if vou place the bomb there hours before-
hand, accurately timed, and if it goes
oft all right and blows the duke to his fa-
thers, the cause of anarchy will be ad-
vanced. They are sure to try to hush
it up by saying it was a dynamite car-
tridge left there by the workmen, or
something of the sort; and even if they
do admit it was a bomb, they’ll never
believe it wasn’t a personal revenge on
the duke instead of an attack on the
aristocracy he represents.”

The speaker paused, confident that he
had given these excitable foreigners
something to think about. He himself
did not hold a very high opinion of his
objection, and would have pooh-poohed
it coming from any one else. but he
“could not bear to see these bally Ital-
ians running the whole show by them-
selves, as he expressed it in a whisper
to a countryman.

His speech, however, had kindled
the fiery blood of the scheme’s originator.

The cause is too sacred .

. alarm-clock attached to it.
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“Your words are just,\Drother,” he
cried. ‘““Anarchy needs an advocate.
Some one must preach our fatal gospel
to the doomed aristocrats. even though
he is overwhelmed by the-bolt that slays
them. I will do this also. When it is
too late to escape I will stand forth and
denounce them, will exalt our glorious
cause, and will perish doing my duty.
No danger can come nigh the order, for
I will proclaim that alone and unaided
I have done this thing for the glory of
anarchy and the liberty of men.”

To devotion like this there was no re-
ply, and even the Englishman joined in
the chorus of admiration. After a short
discussion as to details the meeting broke
up. the members retiring one by one, con-
vinced that a decisive moment in the his-
tory of their cause was at hand.

Iv.

A173.30 A on Wednesday morning
a tattered figure, dignified even in its
rags, crept stealthily up to the new obe-
lisk which was to be unveiled that day.
With a gesture of annoyance Timson
Mac:Arthur, for it was he, perceived that
there were four arches in the model
bridge instead of three. Of course it
could make no difference, but it irri-
tated him to have made even a trifling
blunder.

With deft rapidity he placed a sar-
dine tin, with the works of a broken
in the left
of the two middle arches. and satisfied
himself that it could not be easily seen.
He then stole quietly away, confident
that even if the sham bomb should be
discovered, no harm could befall him or
his protégé, Jonas Palfryman.

At 3.50 a.x. on Wednesday morning
another figure made its way with even
greater caution toward the obelisk.” He,
too, carried a small object like a sardine
tin plus clockwork, and he, too. carefully
deposited it in one of the middle arches.

By a mere accident he approached the
right arch first, and consequently he
failed to see the little remembrance left
by Timson in the other arch. His task
accomplished, he turned a glowing face
to heaven, as if praying for destruction
upon his enemies, then turned and hur-
ried swiftly from the spot.
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said I did not carry so large a sum), and
preferred to wait until I should make out
the check in due form, so that he would
have no difficulty cashing it. It was all
absurdly simple, except—

Why had he left me lying alone there?
Did he judge me dead? No. For then
he would not have bound and gagged me.
No, he had gone fer assistance—to sum-
mon, perhaps, some of his fellow revolu-
tionists.

This was probably a plot of theirs to
silence me. Willing to trap me, Brad-
way had yet paused short of outright
murder and had gone to summon a less
squeamish helper to complete the deed.

A cold fury possessed me. How idiot-
ically self-confident and complacent in
my own success I had been! I had
played the fool, if ever man did.

And, I like to remember, even in this
crucial moment my thoughts were less of
the possible fate in store for me than the
effect my failure would have on my
father. He would be left wholly at
Bradway’s mercy.

Then, somewhat belatedly, I admit, my
wits Began to work. If I might even yet
enable father to escape his persecutor,
and balk Bradway of his blackmail
schemes, it would be easy to endure any=
thing that might befall me.

With infinite difficulty I raised my
bound hands to my breast, and with my
finger-tips searched for the secret pocket
wherein I had placed the addressed en-
velope containing the drafs. At the very
least, I might roll to the fireplace and
toss it in among the dying coals.

The finding of the envelope was a her-
culean task. which, in my weakened state,
brought a sweat of agony to my face. But
at last I secured and drew out the precious
missive. :

I gathered my body together for the
effort of wriggling to the grate. Then
a new thought deterred me: The drafts
would be destroyed; but how was my
father to learn of this?

If I were killed, Bradway .might still
pretend to possess the papers, and could
hold them over him as before. No, I
must think of something better. And
with the setback came the inspiration.

_It was a fighting chance at best. Still,
it was a chance. The post-bag!

I rolled to the desk and raised muvself
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upen my knees. Trembling with haste—
for at any moment my assassins might re-
turn—I picked up half a dozen stamps
from the little pile before me.

Stamps and envelepe! But how to af-
fix one to the other?> My mouth was
strapped across. I could move only my
finger-tips, and those not sufficiently to
slip the gag a half-inch. How was I
to moisten the stamp?

A great drop of perspiration, rolling
from my forechead and falling with a
splash on the desk, answered the question
for me. It was a matter of seconds to
touch the stamps to my wet brow and
then stick them to the envelope.

I heard soft footsteps in the stillness
of the hall outside. 'I'here was no time
to waste. TIrantically I rolled across to
the table, reared up high enough to reach
the post-bag, and dropped the precious
letter into its capacious mouth.

Snatching between my finger-tips an
empty envelope from the litter of papers
at one side of the table, I rolled back to
the  fireplace and tossed it into the
smoldering coals of the grate. Then I
collapsed.

My ruse was good. 'This I knew. The
post-bag evidently contained the day's ac=
cumulation of mail. It would be the last
place Bradway would think of looking
for my (supposedly) unstamped packet.
The butler, according to immemorial
English custom, would dump the entire
contents of the bag into the postman’s
sack early next morning. My letter
would be on its way to America by
night.

The fire was nearly out. The en:
velope I had dropped on the coals,
though beginning to smoke, did not blaze
up. The footsteps were at the doer and
a hand on the knob. Should Bradway
see the unburned envelope my deception
must go for nothing.

Accordingly I rolled over twice, in the
direction of thec desk, just as the door
opened and Bradway entered.

He was quite alone and was clad in
dressing-gown and siippers.  The fear
had all been wiped from his face as with
a sponge, leaving an expression of almost
genial amusement.

. ‘“So you've come to yourself, my lad?”
he observed pleasantly. ‘“I hardly
thought it would be <o soon. But your
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head is uncommonly thick, as I judged
from our negotiations earlier in the eve-
ning. I've come back for a litttle chat
with you. It must be a monologue, for
I can’t quite trust vou ungagged. But
I've several things to say before I dismiss
vou.

‘“ First of all, I'll be obliged to search
vou for those drafts. People will be here
later into whose hands neither of us
would wish such important documents to
fall. An insMe breast-pocket I think it
was, eh? "

He stooped over me and began to go
through my pockets. I offered no re-
sistance. Not only would it have been
futile, but I wanted to gain time for that
empty cnvelope on the coals to catch fire.

But as he was in the middle of his
quest a flash of flame from the fireplace
caught his eye. He glanced up, saw the
envelope writhing and blazing above the
embers, and with a little grunt of horror
ran over to the grate.

He snatched out the burning paper,
heedless of burnt fingers. But by this
time it was almost destroved and wholly
. unrecognizable.

He looked at me, mingled chagrin and
inquiry filling his bloated face. I nod-
ded. He dropped the charred, fluffy bits
of ash Dback on the hearth, and stood
scowling at me. Of a sudden his coun-
tenance cleared.

“It was clever!” he vouchsafed.
“ Quite the cleverest thing you have done.
I didn’t give vou credit for it. It was
clever. But not clever enough. You've
burned the drafts; but how is your father
to know that? ‘o all intents and pur-
poses, they're still in my strong-box.”

I lowered my eves to shut out the look
of triumph I knew must fill them. Help-
less, bound, utterly in his power as I
was, I had defeated him. My father was
safe!

“ And now,” he resumed, seating him-
self comfortably before the table, ‘“ as vou
are about to undergo some rather unpleas-
ant experience, I may as well gratify your
unspoken curiosity on a few points. You
perhaps wonder, for one thing, why Ste:
phen Kent chances to be a visitor here,
when I'm constantly threatening your ex-
cellent father with sending the young man
to jail. In the first place, Kent is very
useful to me; in the second, he does not

know—and for the present is not going
to know—of my power to imprison him.

“In the third place, your father is a
very rich man and in very feeble health.
He has but one child. That child is a
son who is foolish enough to risk his life
constantly on the battle-field. Soon or
late he was due to be killed. In case
of his death, who would inherit the Bruce
fortune? Who but my dear young
friend, Sterling Bruce’s nephew?

“Now, not only would part of that
fortune serve me very well—even if I had
to use those same three forged drafts to
draw it from the legatec—but Stephen
happens to be head and heels in love with
my pretty niece and ward, Ruth Osborne.
As I have had the misfortune to lose her
inheritance in unfortunate investments, it
would be uncommonly handy to have her
marry a rich man who would take her
without dowry. Also, it would be a very
tidy act of reparation on my part.”

I was tugging in futile rage at my
bonds. If I could have got so much as
one hand free I should have killed him
where he sat. :

That she—my dainty, flower-faced, sun-
shine-haired sweetheart—should be the
destined bride of such a man as Stephen
Kent! And that her guardian should be
thus forcing her into the match'!

But he was speaking again:

“ That touches vou? I gathered from
Ruth’s manner that there was some silly
flirtation. Don’t worry, I beg. She will
soon get over it. Women do.”

But this time my tormentor wrung no
sign of pain from me. I braced myself
to suffer as stolidly as the far less tortured
Indian at the stake.

“So,” resumed Bradway, ‘“ you can see
how highly desirable your death has
seemed to me. When I found out who
you were to-night I decided you must
not go back to America. And you shall
not. You were deplorablv easy to catch.
I had feared at first that I might De
forced to use cruder methods. I am glad
such means were unnecessary. The pres-
ent way is much simpler.”

What could he mean? And what could
be ““cruder” than to knock a man over
the head with a hammer? I was not left
long to wonder.

Bradway walked to his safe, which still
swung open, and ransacked it, throwing -
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“T s'pose you'll be bragging to-mor-
row about my letting you have it, and say
I'm sweet on you,” she grumbled un-
graciously, as she folded up the coarse
covering.

“You know very well I shall not!”

She dropped the blanket and came
nearer to me,

“ No," she agreed, “ you won’t. That
was a mean thing for me to say. I don’t
know why I said it, except that some
devil in me always makes me say horrid
things to you. You den’t swear back at
me or hit me. Maybe that’s why. And
you're the only man in this camp that
hasn’t made love to me in ome way or
another. Why haven't you?”

“ Why should I?" T retorted, amused.

“Deon’t!” she cried sharply * Don’t
talk like that. It's worse than hitting
me. I s'pose you don’t think it’s pos-
sible to make love to me because I'm a
thief and you're a gentleman. That's
why, isn’t it? "

“ No one has the right to call himself
a gentleman here.” ,

“Rot! None of the rest has, per-
haps. But you're no blackleg. You
were sent out here for robbery, weren’t
you? Well, do you s’pose any one in this
stockade doesn’t know you're innocent?”’

3 But__Y’

““ We've all been born and raised with
crooks. We know ’em a mile off. Any
one-eyed man would know you aren’t one
of us. We don't know what's behind it
all, and most of us don’t care. But—
does she love you enough ta make it worth
the price you're paying?”

I turned my back on her, angry,
puzzled, surprised.

“Don't turn rusty,” she begged, “I
don’t know the story. But no man ever
put himself where you are unless there
was a weman mixed up in it somewhere
or somehow. And if / was that woman,
youw'd not stay here another day.”

“Tet's drop it,” I suggested. “1It's
time to go to bed.”
“Wait a bit!” she urged. “It’s

stupid for a gentleman like you to have
to talk with a girl like me, but I've got
some news that'll maybe interest you.
I'm not telling the rest, for I don’t want
to go to the cells for babbling about
what I hear at the warden'’s. But you'll
keep mum, I know, and perhaps it'll take

you‘eut of vour grumpiness to hear what'’s
going to happen in Deladgin next week.
I got hold of a newspaper to-day, too.
The Sydney Herald. Only six months
old. I read it near half an hour before I
had to stop.”

“ News?”

No free man can possibly imagine what
that word means ta the prisoner, nar how
the affairs of the outer world loom up in
importance when one is debarred from
reading or hearing of them. We at Du-
ladgin—as at all the penal cologies—
were allowed no intercourse whatsoever,
either by letter, newspaper, or word of
mouth, with the life we had left behind.

Kate, in her paosition as servant, was an
exception to the rule.

The order was enforced, of course, as
stringently with her as with us; but she
had sharp ears and a faculty for remem-
bering such scraps of talk on the part of
the warden, his family, and guests as she
could pick up while waiting on table.

She also, now and then, found a min-
ute or two for a surreptitious peep at one
of the newspapers that strewed the iar-
den’s desk.

There was scarce one of us who would
not gladly have served an extra year for
the privilege of reading these harmless
news-sheets. Kate was forever besieged
with questions from the men and women
of the settlement. But she was chary of
passing along the information she had
gleaned.

The fear of spies and stoel-pigeons was
strong on us all. Should it become
known to the authorities that the girl had
listened or read, her sinecure as house-
servant would be at an end and she would
be at once put into the oakum-picking or
the wool-weaving gang, with perhaps
four weeks of the hated * treadmil}
work " for punishment.

So it was that her hint of news and
her willingness to impart it to me was a
joy no mere words can describe.

‘“Well,” she said, noting with amuse-
ment the excited eagerness of my man-
ner, ‘ which shall it be first? The stuff
that I read in that stupid old paper or the
changes that they're going to make here?
The changes will mean a lot more to—"

“ Tell me about those later,” I broke
in. “It's -the news I want. The
news!”
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‘¢ Lee's Splendid Advance into Penn-
s'lvania Turned to Flight in a Three
Days' Battle at—'"

I had grasped both her hands in a
grip that wrung from her an exclama-
tion of pain, and was fairlv dancing in
my insane glee.

* Are you drunk?” she cried. * Leave

go my hands, can’t yer? You're smash-
ing my fingers. Leave go!”
I apologized and tried to calm myself.
I was ashamed to think how easily the
stolid shell that had encased me for the
past twelve months had fallen away at
the first word from. home. Kate was
eying me with keen curiosity.

“I've sized you up, I think,” she said
at last. ‘I suspicioned it all along, ex-
cept the part about your being a Yankee.
You're a soldier. A cavalryman at that.
I've seen too many of 'em not to know
the walk and the shoulders. A Yankee
orf’cer of cavalry with an Irish name in
an English-‘pen’ Tliere’s a combina-
tion, ain’t it!

“Well, it’s none of my Dbusiness, eh?
Never mind explaining. You'd only lie.
It-ain’'t for a Bloomsbury shoplifter to
question an orf’cer and a gentleman, even
if we are all on the one level here. But
there’s a girl mixed up in it somewhere.
Is she prettier'n me?” : ]

A vision of Ruth's dainty, high-bred
face in its aureole of gold-red hair crossed
my mind. It irked me unreasonably that
this swarthy, Amazonian thief should,
even by infercnce, compare herself to my
lost love.

Sdme of my thought may have shown
itself in my face. or Kate with feminine
intuition may have divined it. For she
drew back the hand she had laid on my
arm and winced as though I had struck
her. .
Yet, when a moment later she spoke,
her deep voice was void of all emotion.
Perhaps I had been mistaken in thinking
she was hurt. :

“ All this Yankee news may be int'rest-
ing.” said she. “but it don’t have much
to do with us here. There’s something
bigger on the cards. We're to have a
new warden next week and there’s to be
a new prison gov'nor at Perth.”

“ That means a course of ‘ new broom’
treatment and good-by to the easy times
for us all,” 1 hazarded.
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“Just so. We'll be made to sweat as
we haven't in years. Say, Brian, how
about breaking jail> Wouldn't it be a
good time—while everything's unsettled
and—"

“No!” I contradicted firmly. “ The
worst time possible. The new warden
and the new governor are probably poli-
ticians that the British government had to
find berths for;.and they’ll be just the
sort to think that we are a lot of despe-
radoes. They'll double the guards and
put on a new batch of spies and watch
us as a cat watches a mouse.

“We must be quiet and orderly. More
so than ever. Then in a few months
they’ll get to thinking we're as harmless
as sheep. And little by little, they'N re-
lax discipline. That will be the time.
Preferably in the hot weather when the
Englishmen are getting their first taste
of what West Australia can do in the way
of scorching newcomers. After a sirocco
or two they'll be too sick to care if we
escape or not. We must wait till then.
Pass the word on.”

. “ Maybe‘ you're right,” she rejoined;

but, oh, it would be good to see noisy,
smelly old Southampton Road again just
now; or even dingy old Bloomsbury! I
guess there’s places yoiw’d like to look in

on, too. Some of those Penns’lvania
.y . - ) . -
wigwams, p’rhaps, or scalping parties,
or—? '

“ Isn’t this change of warden and gov-
ernor rather sudden? ”

“Yes. Old Meade only got the no-
tice to-day. The whole family was so
excited over it they jabbered right before
me, all through dinner. The new gov’'nor
is a rich M. P. that his party had to get
a giddy job for. The warden’s a chap

that found the old country too warm for

him and his debts. He’s a chum of the
gov'nor, and got the wardenship that
way, Meade says. His name’s Kent—
Cap’'n Stephen Kent. The gov'nor’s
named Bradway.”

CHAPTER IX.
I MEET AN OLD ENEMY,

Wt were lined up for inspection, two
hundred of us, in our arrow-dotted, dirty
canvas clothes, our tanned, bearded faces,
tousled hair and general hang-dog as-
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Kent glared at her, in dumb wrath,
But she smiled up at him with a respect-

ful yet trusting expression that would -

have fooled a wiser man.

Like most of his kind, Stephen Kent
could seldom resist the lure of a pretty
face. And Kate, as she knelt there in
the sunshine, was a splendid type of
physical womanhood.

So the scowl departed from our ty-
rant’'s brow. He nodded with an un-
gracious leniency.

“ A1l right,” he vouchsafed. “ Go
back to your housework. But next time
be sure an order is addressed to you and
not to some one else, before you obey it.
When I want my shoe tied I'll get some
one like that ruffian to do it, not a pretty
girl.”

As she passed into the house Kate met
my look of gratitude with a fleeting, in-
scrutable glance that left me more than
ever at a loss to understand her motive
in risking punishinent to save me from
humiliation. As a rule, she held aloof
from us men, and openly rejoiced that
her position of house-servant gave her ad-
vantages and privileges we did not share.

Though the ““ cold season” was at its
height, vet the midday sun, beating down
on the dry sand of the enclosure, was tre-
mendous in its strength. Little Frayser,
a Whitechapel pickpocket, swaved drunk-
enly in the ranks and would have col-
lapsed, had not * Ballarat "’ held him up.

Frayser was newly convalescent of
fever, this being his first day out of bed.
Heat and excitement were proving too
much for him.

Instinctively T took a step toward the
poor fellow. My sympathy must have
been apparent o Kent, for he ordered
me to halt. Then. pointing to Frayser,
he shouted to the guard officer:

“That fellow is malingering. Tl
have no one plaving sick. Strap him to
the veranda rail. That will have to
serve till a whipping-post can be set up.”

Two of the guard dragged the fainting
little fellow from the ranks and fastened
him, hand and foot, to the railing. Kent
vanished into the house and reappeared a
moment later with a long, ugly, black-
snake whip. v

“Strip him to the waist!” he com-
manded. ‘ Now, then,” he went on,
thrusting the whip into my hand, * give

_case later.
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him, twenty-five lashes. And if you don’t
lay them on with all the strength you've
got, I'll have you put in his place and
the guard shall take turns at giving you
double the number. Begin!”

The consummate deviltry of the man!
He had seen my look of horror at the un-
just punishment he had planned for my
comrade. He knew, too, that if I obeyed
the order I should suffer tenfold the pain
I could inflict, and that I should in all
probability rebel. This would give him
the opportunity whereof Kate’s former
intervention had balked him.

‘““Begin!” he repeated fiercely.

I took one look at the pitiable, inert
body of the little pickpocket. Then I
flung the whip down on the sand, folded
my arms and looked my cousin squarely
in the eyes.

His gaze shifted under mine, and he
turned to the guard officer-once more.

* Give. that malingerer his twenty-five
lashes,” said he, ““ and then have this man
tied up and give him fifty.”

The officer picked up the whip and ad-
vanced on Frayser. I jumped between
the two.

“ This man is still weak from fever,”
I cried, “and he is swooning. The
whipping will kill him. You will have
trouble, Mr. Warden, in explaining his
death to the authorities. There are too
many witnesses.” ‘

Angry as he was, Kent saw the force of
my warning. He bit his lip, hesitated,
then said to the officer:

“ Unstrap him. I will attend to his
Tie up this man here and
give him seventy-five.”

Three of the guards caught hold of me
and dragged me toward the rail. The
officer ran the black whip-lash through
his fingers and stood by, waiting to do his
part. Kate stood in the doorway, her
swarthy face dead white, her black eyes
blazing.

7 saw she was about to do something
rash, though what I could not guess.

But I would save her the trouble. For I
was of no mind to be flogged. Far better.
snatch one of the guard’s rifles and end
my life then and there than that I, an
American army officer, should submit to
such a degradation at the hands of a
British master.

I wrenched myself free from my cap-
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I stared at her, puzzled. Neither the
light tone nor the heartless words were
such as I had expected from her. But
her face was expressionless.

“1 will answer what questions I can,”
I said miserably.

If she was merely inquisitive as to the
details of my supposed crime, I could
manage to find lies enough to satisfy her
cruel curiosity. _

“In the first place,” she went on,
speaking slowly and after an interval of
thought, *“ why did you take that bundle
of notes and put it into your pocket
before making sure of the jewel-case that
stood in the very front of the safe?”

“ The notes were easier to dispose of in
case I should be interrupted before I had
rifled the whole safe,” T lied glibly.

“I wonder if you opened the case
before passing on to the back of the safe
where the notes were.”

“Yes; I opened it.”

“ But it was found closed.”

“T closed it again.”

‘“ Methodical burglar! And you closed
it even after you had seen the diamond
and sapphire necklace that lay in the top
of the case? Why didn’t you take that
necklace out? Didn’'t you know it was
worth more than the notes?”

“1—I thought it might be paste.”

“ My uncle’s watchdog was found dead
in his kennel in the morning. Yet no
mark was found on him. You killed him,
I suppose?”

“Yes. I threw him a piece of poisoned
meat, when I first left the house, earlier
in the evening. One must be prepared
for such emergencies, you see.”

“Yes,” she assented smilingly; ‘ one
must. And one must be prepared with a
better set of falsehoods if one intends to

“make people believe him a burglar.”

“T1 don’t understand,” I stammered.

“ Neither do I,” she retorted. ‘I wish
I did. It may interest you to know my
uncle owned no watchdog, that there was
no jewel-case in the safe, and that none
of us ever had a diamond and sapphire
necklace.” ,

I did not try to answer. Nor did she
at once speak. A pretty mess I had made
of my ‘ confession”! What, then, had
been the trend of all her strange ques-
tions? ‘

“ Mr. Brian Meagher,” she said by and
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by, “you did not rob my uncle’s safe at
all.” ,

“I did,” I protested, like a sulky
schoolboy.

“You did nothing of the sort. If you
had, would you have confessed to all this
rigmarole about the dog and the jewel-
case? No, you want me—you want
cverybody—to believe you a felon. I
don’t know why, but you do. And so you
have let yourself be sent to this horrible
place and wrecked your life, when you
are as innocent of crime as I am!

“ There is another thing I have learned

about you during this past year. You are
not Brian Meagher. I talked last winter
with an old Irish tenant of my uncle’s.
He had lived all his life in County
Meath. He spoke with real regret of
Brian Meagher’s conviction, and said he
had known him from a boy. The Brian
Meagher he described was not you. The
description was more like that of your
bashful cabin-mate on the City of Berlin.
Tell me, was it he who committed the
burglary? Are you taking the blame in
order to shield him?”
- ““No, no,” I answered wearily; ‘“ you
are altogether wrong. Please don’t let
us talk of it. Here is the road to the
workshops. Shall we—"

“No, thank you. We sha’n’t. Listen
to me, you man of mystery. Who and
what are you?"”

“Why do you ask?
osity again? '

‘I might answer,” she murmured, look-
ing away, “ that what you said to me one
night on shipboard gave me some right
to wish to know more about you—to try
to help make right the terrible wrong
that has been done you. It—it means
much to me. Oh, won't you let me save
you?”

All the torments of self-control that
had gone before were as nothing to this.
I would—oh, so eagerly—have - thrown
down my way-worn life for the right to
tell her everything—to set myself straight
in her eyes, to win her understanding
sympathy. But the seal of silence on my
lips could not be lifted.

How could I tell her the truth? Know-
ing her as I did, T knew she would not
then for a moment let matters remain as
they were. .

She would go to Kent—to Bradway.

Woman’s curi-
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Failing to find justice there, she would
appeal to the law. Then the whole hor-
rible story must come out, and the year-
long sacrifice I had made must go for
naught.

No, I could not tell her. Yet the
knowledge that she at last held me guilt-
less of vulgar crime lifted an inexpressi-
ble load from my heart. The rest would
be so much easier to bear now ; the price
so much lighter to pay.

“T can’t tell you any more,” I said.
“Of all I have suffered this past year,
the bitterest pain was in the knowledge
that you believed me a thief. That you
thought all I said to you on shipboard
was spoken in order to win your confi-
dence that I might rob your uncle. Now,
since you no longer think that, I carry
the gladdest heart in all Australia.”

‘“Have yor had all the suffering?”
she cried, turning on me almost fiercely.
“ Has it been nothing to me that I let
such a man (as I was compelled to think
you were) speak to me as you had
spoken? ‘That I had trusted a malefac-
tor? The shame of it has been with me
every hour!”

I looked at her with new eyes. Yes,
the gay, light-hearted, sunshiny girl of a
year ago was now a woman. Sorrow and
humiliation had done their work with
her as well as with me.

“Some day,” 1 told her, holding my
tongue in leash as I spoke; ‘ some day
-the whole wretched business can be
cleaned up. \When that day comes I
shall find you and tell you,” and I
thought with misery of her betrothal to
Stephen Kent, “ not the story I had once
hoped to tell—that dream is dead—but
enough to clear me, to satisfy you that
vou are right in believing me a decent
man.”

‘“ And meantime I am to sit idly by and
see an injustice done you? [ am to raise
no hand to end your unjust imprison-
ment?  What manner of woman do you
think T am?”

“The best and loveliest that God ever
placed on this abominable old earth of
His.” I made reply. * But you can do
nothing for me. Nor shall I permit you
to. What reason could you assign for de-
claring me innocent? Even if the case
were reopened there is no new evidence.
I should only assert my guilt once more.”
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“You are the most obstinate man
alive!” she declared, stamping her little
white-shod foot. ‘I shall, at any rate,
tell Stephen Kent and my uncle what I
think. They—"

“You can do me one service. and
only one,” I interrupted her solemnly.
‘ Breathe no word whatever to either of
them on the subject.”

“ But why not? I—"

“1 cannot explain. But, take my
word for it, in speaking so to them you
will be pronouncing my death sentence..
And, since seeing you again, I want to
live. Not for what I once hoped. That
is past and gone. But for the mere joy
of being in the same world with you.”

CHAPTER XII.
A WHISPER OF FATE.

I was lying, utterly worn out, by the
embers of our camp-fire. The night was
far advanced, but I could not sleep. My
body was too weary. I fairly ached with
fatigue. For weariness, carried to its
full extreme, can be as painful and sleep-
eluding, in its way, as toothache.

Two weeks had passed since Ruth and
Bradway had come to Duladgin. Since
that first happy afternoon I had never
again had a chance of speaking alone
with the girl of my heart.

A convict, naturally, can find scant .
opportunity to converse with a member
of his warden’s household. But I had
seen her, from afar, every day, And the
sight had kept me content.

Twice, too, when she was inspecting
our workshops, in company with the
head-keeper (for I had not again been
sent for to act as her escort), she had
found occasion to stop and speak to me
as | bent over my tasks. Brief. common-
place words of cheer, such as the keeper
might not misinterpret, but I could read ,
the divine pity that lay beneath them.

Yes, “ pity.” not “love.” 1 saw that
now. A year ago she had fancied for a
moment she loved me. The glamour of
moonlight and sea, and the enforced idle-
ness of an ocean voyage, had combined
to make her respond to my ardor. But
the shock of disillusion, the twelvemonth
of separation, the daily propinquity with
Kent. the pressure of her uncle's wishes—
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all these had doubtless combined against
me, until now she was visiting Duladgin
as the affianced wife of its warden.

It was not merely Kent's word that had
led me to this conclusion. He was ever
a liar. But unless this were true even
he would scarcely have dared, I thought,
announce the fact to me at a time when
she might readily have been within ear-
shot. Moreover, I remembered Brad-
way's plans, and knew what pressure he
could have brought to bear in fulfilling
them.

Since the arrival of.the visitors a fort-
night before, Kent had not publicly
sought to punish me. Yet I felt the daily
increasing force of his malice.

Extra tasks were ever heaped on me by
the head-keeper. Instead of working in
one of the three eight-hour shifts, I was
now usually kept on two of them. This
would be the result of a failure of the
keeper to call my name when ordering
members of the gang to quit work.

It was a case of apparent forgetful-
ness that entailed on me sixteen hours a
day of hard labor in a climate where even
a stern home government imposed on its
most fractious prisoners a maximum
scale of eight work hours.

Then, too, for the first time since my
arrival, I found myself accused of lazi-
ness and neglect, and still harder tasks
were imposed as the penalty. I was put
to work alone on the fanning-mill—a
machine usually operated bv at least two
powerful men. Double loads of oakum,
or wool were my portion in the ‘ carry-
ing-gang.”

At close of day every muscle in my
body ached. Not with healthy fatigue,
but with a harmful, overstrained exhaus-
tion that robbed me of all chance at re-
cuperation or of restful slumber.

To complain would have been worse
than useless. I recognized the devilish
. brain behind it all, and knew how eagerly
Kent must be awaiting my first symptom
of breakdown. Sooner than give him such
satisfaction I toiled stolidly, unmurmur-
ingly. A

I had far greater strength than the
normal man, or I could never have en-
dured the strain for ever so brief a time.
As it was, I knew there was merely the
question of a few wecks before I must
succumb. In the meantime, the knowl-

-
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edge of Ruth’s nearness to me kept up
my heart and nerve as could nothing
else.

.To-night the stifling atmosphere of the
huts had sent me out once more under the
great white stars, There was little warmth
left in the coals, and the night was cold.
Yet the sand strip was better than the
ill-ventilated, snore-resounding huts. I
was grateful that Kent had not yet made
good his threat of forbidding camp-fires.

I lay there, courting sleep, and idly
counting the stars in the blazing, twink-
ling Southern Cross. A step behind me
caused me to turn my head in dull curi-
osity. A woman was coming toward me.
And in the elusive starlight I thought for
a moment it 'was Ruth Osborne. I sprang
to my feet and—saw it was but Kate.

She must have noticed my change of
expression on making this discovery, for
as she drew near she said crossly:

“T've risked three days dark cell to
sneak out of my window and talk to you.
And you act as if T was a kangaroo rat
that had gnawed your blanket.”

‘I didn’t mean to,” I replied. “Sit
down here by the fire.. You'll catch cold
coming out of doors this time of night.
Here!"” and as she seated herself on the
box I had pulled up to the embers I
threw my new blanket about her.

“What is that for?” she asked sus-
piciously.

“ What?"

‘“ Setting a chair for me and putting
your blanket over me like I was a lady?
Are you making fun of me?”

“Why, no,” I said, surprised.
hadn’t noticed I did it.” :

“ That’s so,” she sighed, puzzled. *1I
s’'pose that’s the difference -between a real
gentleman and ome of our sort. Gentle-
men are trained to be polite, and get so
they do it without knowing. And the
real gent does it just the same whether
the woman’s a duchess or a laundress.
And the make-believe gent only does it
when she’s some one he’s trying to make a
hit with. Ain’t that right?”

“Unon my soul, I don't know. I
never :hought it out. Why do you ask?”

‘““Nev warden treats his sweetheart
that way. But the workwomen he orders
around like dogs if they don’t happen to
be pretty. I s’pose %e’s the make-b'lieve
kind of gent, ain’t he?"”

I(I
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will be something doing down on the
Corn Exchange next Tuesday.

‘“And, by the way,” he added over his
shoulder as he went out, “place an
order for me with Wingate & Robinson,”
naming his brokers, “to buy a million
bushels, will you?"

That was all he said; but it was
enough for McKay. He didn’t need a
brick house to fall on him in order to
get an idea through his skull.

Since old Isaac Ransom was going to
“buy” a million bushels, it was prac-
tically a copper-riveted cinch that the
“ something doing in corn” predicted
for next Tuesday was a rising market.
By George, it was ten to one that the
veteran operator had a ‘“ corner "’ started.

A chap would be a fool, said McKay
to himself, who failed to profit by a tip
like that.

“ Now, here am I,” he reflected, ‘“ en-
trusted by Ransom to buy a million
bushels. \What is the matter with my
swelling the figures to just double that
amount? The brokers, knowing for
whom I am acting, will never think of
questioning the order, and when it comes
to settling-up time, I can cap off the
profits on that extra million bushels for
myself, and nobody the wiser. There
isn’t a possible chance to lose on it; a
pointer of that kind from a man like
Ransom is as sure as sunrise.”

Accordingly, he placed the order the
following morning for two million bush-
els, instead of the one which his employer
had directed, and thereafter went about
indulging in roseate dreams of the
wealth which was soon to be his, hardly
able to wait until Tuesday should come
and bring with it the realization of his

hopes.

‘There was but one thorn in his pillow
during those davs of delirious expecta-
tion, and that was the growing favor
with which Lockwood Winters was com-
ing to be regarded by Miss Ransom.

However, he promised himeelf that he
awvould attend to that as soon as the more
important matter of making a fortune
upon the corn market was off his hands.

“That fellow has a secret of some
kind bothering him,” he muttered to him-
self, “and as soon as I have time.I am
going to find out what it is. He was
frightened to death for some reason
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when I first started in on him the other
morning; and he certainly meant some-
thing when he said I had other things
of his besides the fifty dollars.

. “Jove,” he exclaimed, twisting his
face up into an evil smile, “I wish I
could get hold of some secret of that
duck’s which would résult in his ruin
and disgrace. Wouldn't I make him
sweat before I got through with him!”

CHAPTER VIIL

HOW THE LOST WAS FOUXND.

Axp all this time the red slip of paper .

which stood as a redemption-ticket for
the typewriter at the pawn-shop was re-
posing peacefully along with some sam-
ples of dress-goods, a diminutive powder-
puff, twd or three keys, and various other
articles of bric-a-brac in Miss Bernice
Ransom’s hand-bag.

How it got there is very simple.

Winters, it will be remembered, had
extracted a card from the case and hand-
ed it to Miss Ransom on the night of the
wedding ; but neither he nor she noticed
that he handed her at the same time the
pawn-ticket snugly aflixed to the back of
the card by the aid of two doubled-over
postage-stamps which happened to be
lying just at that point in the card-case.

The girl had tucked the card in her
bosom at the time, and later transferred
it to her bag without more than a glance
at the face of it, and had consequently
remained totally ignorant of the fact that
it was carrying ‘‘ excess baggage.”

Its continued and inexplicable ab-
sence, though, Had certainly plunged
Winters into a quandary. He supposed,
of course, that he had dropped it some-
where ; but how to recover it was a very
ticklish question. He was afraid to ad-
vertise, afraid to let any one know that
he had sustained such a loss, lest the
owners of the machine might in some
way learn of it, and, having their sus-
picions aroused, start an investigation.

All he could do, in fact, was to notify
the pawn-broker not to deliver the type-
writer to any one else appearing with the
ticket ; but when he did this he was also

informed to his dismay that without the -

slip neither could he himself redeem it
within any period short of a vear.
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“ A pawn-ticket!” he exclaimed sharp-
ly under his breath. ‘“ And for a type-
woiter!”

Slowly his eves narrowed as he de-
tached the ticket and smoothed it out
upon his palm.

“Why, Winters had no typewriter,”
he muttered .aoughtfully. ‘At least,
he had none w..en he was at-the apart-
ment, and he certainly has not had
enough money to get one since. Besides,
his landlady distinctly told me that he
didn’t have any.”

He glanced at the ticket again, and
saw that the date upon it was not two
weeks old.

“ Ah!"” excitedly, as a comprehension
of the real state of affairs began to dawn
upon him. “ What was that typeswriter
concern from whom I saw a letter di-
rected to Winters lying upon his hall-
table? By Jove! it was the same firm

_from which we bought that new machine

down at the office last Friday. And
they rent them, too; I remember seeing
the sign in their windows.”

With this much of a clue, it was not
hard for one of McKay's dishonest turn
of mind to trace out.the whole transac-
tion, and as every fact which presented
itself dovetailed into his theory and
pointed more and more conclusively to
Lockwood’s guilt, the slow smile of
crafty triumph deepened on his face.

“ That was why he was in such a way
over the loss of his old card-case,” he
ruminated ; ¥ and the reason he was so
afraid of me was because he thought I
had taken out this ticket. Oh, I'll bet
he has been in a sweat ever since he dis-
covered it was gone. And well he may
be, too; it’s a State’s prison job that he
has let himself in for.

“Didn’t I say that Tuesday was my
lucky day?” he exulted. * Here, first
crack out of the box, comes along a
chance to get even with that young man
~and pay him back for all his smartness.
I guess I won’t use it,” carefully fasten-
ing the ticket back upon the card with
the stamps. ‘ Oh, no,” laughing sar-
donically, “I won’t use a thing like
this!”

A slight noise behind him interrupted
his satisfied comments, and, thrusting the
card into his pocket, he whirled swiftly
about to encounter James, the butler.

o -
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“What the mischief do you want?"
demanded McKay with.a scowl.

The butler’s countenance was as im-
passive as that of a graven image. \

“ Hi was just 'unting you hup, sir, to
tell vou that breakfast was served.”

‘““ All right, I’ll be there in a minute.”
And hastily scooping up the remaining
contents of the bag, McKay stuffed them
into it, laid thé receptacle back upon the
table, and went on to the dining-room.

CHAPTER VIIL
AT THE MERCY OF THE ENEMY.

THE private secretary was in such a
flurry of excitement that morning over
what he expected the day to bring forth
that he could not eat, and consequently
he folded his napkin and shoved back his
chair before any of the rest were through.

As he went out he stopped for a mo-
ment at Bernice's side.

‘“Are vou going to be in this morn-
ing?” he inquired in a low voice.

“ Why, yes,” glancing up in surprise.
“That is, I have to go out for an hour
or two; but I shall be back by eleven.
Why do vou z3:? Is there anything you
wanted to see me about?”

“““ Well, T want to have a few moments
with you some time to-day.”

He saw her aunt’s eye bent curlously
upon him and hastily invented an excuse.

“You know your father wished. us to
consult together concerning the redecora-
tion of the library. However, suit your
own convenience in regard to the inter-
view. Any time to-day will do.”

“Very well,” she assented. “I am
obliged, as I say, to go to the dress-
maker’s for a short time; but after that
I will be at your service, and I shall
send for you as soon as I come in.”

He bowed and passed out, and she
resumed the discussion of her coffee and
rolls, leisurely turning over the pages of
the morning paper as she ate.

At last she, too, finished, and rising
with her aunt, was about to follow the
latter from the room, when she was
stayved by a discreet but significant cough
from James.

She dropped back a step, and waJtmg
until her aunt was out of hearing, turned

to the butler with a glance of inquiry.
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“48, 4814, 4814, 4875, 49." The
figures danced along before McKay's
fascinated gaze. ‘4934, 4914, 4934,
50.”

He felt like kicking up his heels and
dancing in his delight.

“By Jove, it's a runaway!” he ex-
claimed gleefully; “and there's no tell-
ing where she'll be headed off. That
suspicion of mine about the ‘boss’ hav-
ing a corner on it must have been correct.
Fifty and a half now she is,”” glancing
again at the tape. ‘ Why, it's a cinch
she’ll reach sixty before the close of the
day. I wish I had placed an order for
two million bushels extra, instead of only
one.”

His rapturous contemplation of the
tape was interrupted by a knock on the
door, which caused him to spring swiftly
away from the ticker and, sticking a pen
behind his ear, appear immersed in work.

“ Come in,” he called sharply, and the
door opened to admit James.

“Mr. McKay, sir,”” the butler an-
nounced. * Miss Ransom sends 'er com-
pliments, and says as 'ow ’aving returned
ome, and being hotherwise disengaged,
she is now ready to see you, sir, whenever
it suits your convenience. She said as 'ow
you could find 'er in the conservatory.”

‘“ All right,” curtly. ““ Tell her I'll be
along presently.” :

But when the butler had withdrawn,
and he was alone once more, a smile of
broad elation spread over McKay's fea-
tures.

“ 1 said she was like a ripe peach,” he
chuckled. * She knows what’s coming all
. right, and like every other woman she
wants it as romantic as possible. That is
the reason she has chosen the conserva-
tory for our meeting, and she will expect
me to play the regular stage lover.

“Oh, I guess I can fill the bill all
right,” strolling over to survey himself
in the mirror, and conceitedly twirling
his mustache. “But I musnt let her
think I am too anxious. If I keep her
waiting a few minutes. she will be all
the more ready to fall.””

Consequently, it was in his most leis-
urely manner, and with all the air of an
assured conqueror, that he strolled into
the conservatory some fifteen or twenty
minutes later; and his first glimpse of
the waiting maiden confirmed him in the

-could not feel disgruntled.
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belief that he had but to say the word to
win her.

Gowned becomingly, she was seated on
a rustic bench underneath a huge, tropical
fern, and close beside a fountain which
plashed musically as it fell. In one hand
she carried a gorgeous crimson rose, and
her proud head drooped a little pensively
toward it, as though she had grown weary
waiting for his coming.

At the sound of his footstep, however,
she roused up and greeted him with a
welcoming smile, moving her skirts aside

"to make a place for him beside her.

“ Oh, she is mine! She is mine with-
out a struggle!” MNcKay told . himself
rapturously.  Yet somehow, when they
had talked a few minutes, and he started
to introduce a sentimental tinge into the
conversation, she deftly turned him aside.

Again and again he reverted to the pur-
pose he had in view; but each time—just
how he could not understand—before he
reached the point of declaring himself,
she would have him switched off to quite
another tack.

Still she did it so ingenuously, with
such apparent unconsciousness, that he
Indeed, he
had seldom enjoyed himself better; for
although she kept him off, she subtly
flattered and deferred to him all the
while, and he was continually thinking
that in the next moment or two she would
give him the opportunity he wanted.

Brilliantly and entertainingly she
talked—an unprejudiced observer might
have considered her manner almost fever-
ish—and McKay surrendered himself
more and more to her spell, until he too’
was talking more freely than his wont,
and entirely without his usual caution
and reserve.

In some way, Winters's name came up,
and the girl confessed that she had found
him a very pleasant acquaintance.

“Don’t say that where anybody else
would be apt to hear you,” advised Mec-
Kay sharply; “ for by this time to-mor-
row you'll be ashamed you ever had any-
thing to do with him. That young man
is booked for a straight trip right through
to Sing Sing.”

“Mr. Winters?” she exclaimed in-
credulously. “ Oh, I cannot believe it!”

‘“ Nevertheless it is a fact,” the other
asserted stoutly. * I happen to know that
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wink, and there was no acceleration to
his usual dignified progress as he made
his way down-stairs and to the conserva-
tory to report to his mistress.

Meanwhile, she had not been idle.
With the departure of the secrctary, she
had -sprung to her feet, and had stood
breathlessly listening until his exasper-
ated shouts from the balky elevator as-
sured her that her carefully laid plans
were working to a charm.

Then she indulged in a low laugh of
triumph, and thrusting the rescued card
and pawn-ticket into her bosom, she
started for the telephone.

In the hall she met James coming back
from above to inform her of the exact
nature of the situation there.

‘“ Hoh, yes, miss,” he responded in an-
swer to her eager inquiries, ““’e’s there,
hall right, snug as a bug hin a rug. Hi
told ’im Hi would use hall possible des-
patch in getting a helectrician; but for
all that I can do, miss, Hi'm hafraid it
will be some time before onec puts in a
happearance.”

And for the first and only time in his
career, the butler’s masklike countenance
relaxed into something resembling a
smile. Indeed, so cordially hated was
McKay by all the servants for his domi-
neering and inconsiderate manners, that
their mistress could have given them no
greater satisfaction than to enlist their
aid, as she had done, in a project for his
humiliation.

“ You have been a trump, James,” she
said warmly. ‘ The slightest mistake at
any point would have spoiled everything ;
but I knew that I could trust you. I
shall see that my father hears of this,
and that you lose nothing for having
stood by me so faithfully.”

Then she hurried on to the telephone
to call up Lockwood Winters.

He had just come in, when Mrs. Sow-
erby appeared puffing at his door to in-
form him of the summons.

“It's a call for vou on the phone,”
she announced as soon as'she could get
her breath after her climb. “I s’pose
from them Whoopemup Typewriter peo-
ple again.”

“The Whoopemup Typewriter peo-
ple?” ejaculated Winters, giving her a
startled glance.

“Yes; they've been trying to get you

. THE ARGOSY.

all morning—called up twice on the
wire, and even sent a man here to the
house. Seems like they're mighty anx-
ious to see you for some reason, Mr.
Winters. Are you having any business
dealings with them? "

“ No,” shortly; ‘“aund I have no desire
to hold any communication with them.
You can go back and tell them that I
am not at home, Mrs. Sowerby, and that
you have no idea when I will be in.”

“Well,” she objected, ““of course, 1
only suspicion that it is them because
they've been pestering at the phone so
much; but it might be somebody else.
It was a young lady’s voice that called.”

“So? " starting up. *‘ Then, perhaps,
I had better see, after all.”

And pushing past Mrs. Sowerby, he
rushed down the flights so fast that he
had completed his conversation and was
ringing off before she reached the lower
hall, where the telephone was stationed.

“I guess it wasn’t anybody that he
didn’t want to see, though,” she com-
mented shrewdly to herself. ‘ That is,
if a body is to judge from that there
chessy-cat grin he had on his face.”

Yet, despite his smile, Winters was in
somewhat of a quandary as he left the
phone.

There had been a suggestion of strain
to Miss Ransom’s voice, almost of en- -
treaty. Nor would she explain her pe-
culiar request that he should come over
to her house at once.

When he asked her reasons for such
haste she had said she could not tell him
over the wire, and had renewed her
pleadings that he make no delay.

What could it mean? he questioned.
Was she in trouble of some sort?> How
could that be possible? Still—

He broke off short in his reflections.
Here he was, wasting valuable time, and
she had told him to hurry.

With a snort of disgust for his
dawdling inactivity, he snatched up his
hat, and racing down the steps, tore off
across town as though he were deter-
mined to make up for the time he had
lost at any cost.

He was still heaving and panting from
his exertions when James admitted him
at the door and ushered him back into
the conservatory; and it was consequent-
ly with some surprise that he observed
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such a degree that he was forced to re-
turn home, the doctor advising him to
keep in the air as much as possible.

From the day he reached the farm
all his ambitions fled, and he set-
tled down as a tiller of the soil. Some
years later his parents died, leaving him
the place and a comfortable sum of about
thirty thousand dollars.

He married and worked hard, but each
year the earnings of the farm ‘seemed
just a trifle under the expenses, and the
thirty thousand had now dwindled to
about nineteen.

The rattle of a vehicle, and a look
of hope suddenly spread over his face.
From the earnestness of his glance Tuck-
er plainly showed his interest, and he
walked aimlessly toward the house, in-
tending to secure a nearer view of the
carriinge that was rapidly drawing near,
and wlich he now saw contained a stran-
ger. The driver he recognized as one
from the livrery-stable in Norwood.

His eyes tollowed the buckboard as it -

moved on rapidly and drew up before
Spencer’s little house. The stranger
jumped to the ground, and when near
the cottage was greeted by the owner
himself ; “then they Aisappeared within
the bmldmo

Usal Tucker's heart beat quickly and
he turned toward the barn. There was
a -grim, determined look .in his face, and
even his footsteps were siort and jerky.

For years he had dreamed of wealth—
had longed for it in his strange, selfish
way, and had watched withenvious eyes
the stylish turnouts of the ity people
who came every summer. But he felt
now /is time had come—the time he
had awaited so patiently. He‘even pic-
tured himself a wealthy mine owner, liv-
ing in the lap of luxury, with servants
at every hand, waiting to do his bidding.

Slowly and mechamcally he pr oceeded
with the usual evening chores. Fe won-
dered to himself just how manv mor
times he would have to do them.

What matter if the cows were not bed-
ded down as carefully as usuzl, or the
horses’ hay, now dry and .dusty from
standing all winter, was not dampened?
It was only a matter of a week or so,
he reasonedd, when his servants would be
doing this wirK for him, and he would
see to it per-sonally that his own negli-
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gence was made up by the care and at-
tention he would exact in the future.

After the evening meal he seated him-
self in the large armchalr and smoked
in silence. Mrs Tucker, realizing he
was in what she called a mood reframed
from questioning, and he smoked on,
even unmindful of the fact that his wife
had retired.

At last he arose, stretched his cramped
limbs, and went to bed. But the sleep
he needed would not come to his tired
eyes. His brain, ordinarily inactive and
sluggish, was now being put to a se-
vere strain. Eventually he fell ipto a

troubled slumber, but was awake and -

dressed at the first approach of dawn.

After a hastily consumed breakfast he
again started, tools in hand, toward the
pasture fence, hoping the arrival of the
night before, whom he felt certain was
the mining engineer spoken of in the
telegram, would stroll in that direction.

Down deep in his heart there was a
conviction that in his own -quiet and
cunning way he would be able to draw
the man out.

He was not kept long in suspense. One
of his regular glances in the direction
of Spencer’s house disclosed the person
he wanted to see ambling along toward
him. From out of the corner of his eye he
could see the man approaching, stopping
frequently to pick up a stone and examine
it thoughtfully.

The stranger walked to within fifty -

feet of where the farmer was working,
then veered off suddenly to the right in

_the direction of the summit of the moun-

tain.

Tucker’s heart sank as he dropped his
tools and leaned wearily against the
fence.

‘“ Good mornin’, stranger,” he called.
“Ye haven’t a match with ve, hev ye?”

The man stopped and, fee]mg in his
pocket, advanced toward the farmer.

“Good morning, sir,” he greeted
cheerfuliv, then holding out a silver
match-box, added: ¢ Help yourself..”

Tucker hastily slicech~6ir sonse tobacco,
filled his pipe; and accepted one of the
profiered match.es. As he blew a cloud.
of smoke from hiis mouth, he ventured:
‘ Stranger round heere, ain’t ye?”

“Yes, I—" The othe,- -sxtqoped short,
tlu.n sprang over the fence, au:)d pick-

. ~—
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Then noting a look of fear in the other’s
face, he added: “ But it's all right. I
always stick to my word.”

“T'll drive up fer ye after dinner and
we'll go over together.” Tucker was all
excitement as the men parted, each head-
ing for his home.

Mrs. Tucker noted the preoccupied
manner of her husband, but did not ques-
tion him regarding it. Wishing to carry
through the great project himself, he
avoided mentioning the scheme in any
way, except to remark as he left the
house to hitch up the horse: “I'm go-
ing over to Norwood.”

The ride was a silent one, each taken
up with his own thoughts. The money
was withdrawn from the bank and paid
over, and all papers signed and deeds
changed and recorded. The county clerk
endeayored to question Tucker, but find-
ing him uncommunicative, gave it up.

When they returned to Spencer’s
house they found Gardiner awaiting
them.

“I've bought Haystack Mount'in,”
Tucker exclaimed, expecting he would
take this as good news for them both.

The young engineer gave a knowing
~smile, and the farmer realized he under-
stood.

That night was an eventful one in
Tucker’s life. He could not sleep, and
the first light of the early dawn was a
great relief. But as the morning passed
without any word from Gardiner, he
wondered at the young man’s silence. As
hour after hour drifted slowly by,
Tucker felt he could stand it no longer
and hurried up the road to the little
cottage.

It was deserted! Not a sign or trace
of either of the two men—they had evi-
dently left in the night.

The ‘armer could not understand it,
but reasoned with himself that undoubt-
edly Spencer :ad gone for good and
Gardiner had only returned to the city
—perhaps he had to report his progress
to his employers—and would be back the
next day. )

But the next day came and went with-
out any word from the mining engineer.

That night the farmer decided to go
to New York the following day. Prob-
ably Gardiner had been detained at the
office.

9 A
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Early the next morning, in a state bor-
dering on collapse brought on by worry
and loss of sleep, Tucker boarded the
train and was soon being rushed toward
New York, where he arrived without in-
cident, and was directed by a kindly .
policeman to the offices of Hamilton &
Company.

Arrived here, he was greeted by a
clerk, awho in response to the farmer's in-
quiries for Mr. Gardiner, replied: * We
have no one by that name in our employ.”

Tucker was dazed for the moment.

“I mean the man who has been up to
Norwood for the past few days,” he ven-
tured huskily.

“I do not understand you. But per-
haps Mr. Hamilton will. I'll ask him,”
and the clerk disappeared into an inner
room.

He quickly returned and ushered the
farmer into the private office of the head
of the firm, to whom Tucker briefly re-
lated the object of his trip.

“1I am very sorry for you,” Mr. Ham-
ilton said, “but I fear you have fallen
an easy victim to a plot to rob you. And
further, I cannot see that you have any
redress.”

Tucker’s face had grown white under
his tan of weather exposure, and words
failed to come. He seemed too stunned
to speak and sank deep into his chair,
a pitiable object of despair.

“I do not see how I can help you,”
Hamilton added ruefully.

‘“ But the telegram you sent?” Tucker

.gasped.

“We sent none, sir. That was evi-
dently only a part of the plot to get
your money. I fear ‘there is no min-
eral—"’

“ But — there is
know it!”

The old man’s desperation as he
fought against realizing he had been a
dupe and had fallen an easy prey to two
unscrupulous men touched the heart of
the mining expert.

“ Let me see,” he remarked, reaching
for some large volumes on his desk.
Opening one, he queried: *“You gay
Norwood, Connecticut? This shows no
traces of iron there—and it’s the United
States geological survey.”

“It's wrong—all wrong!"” Tucker
exclaimed wrathfully in such a strange

iron there! I
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The farmer stared at him helplessly,
then burst out: ‘‘ Mebbe there is on
Haystack! Look over that, too.”

With Tucker leading the way, they
tramped through the underbrush and
climbed the fence he had worked so in-
dustriously upon only a few days before.

But although Waters kicked at dif-
ferent stones as they made their way up
the ‘rough side of the mountain, he did
not deign to pick up any.

When about half way up the moun-
tainside he stopped abruptly and facing
the farmer, declared: “ I cannot un-
derstand why I was ever sent out here.
There is absolutely nothing in the min-
eral line upon the surface, and positive
proof that there is not below it. I am
going to return to the city.”

“ But Mr. Gardiner found it, even if
you can't,” the farmer demurred.

“Yes, but he is the only one who
can. Mr. Tucker, you have been swin-
dled, and that is all there is to it.”

With his face drawn as if in mortal
agony, the farmer begged:

“Try to find it. If ye can’t, I'm
ruined. Find somethin'—I'll give ye a
half of it if ye only will.”

Waters noted the misery of the man
and a feeling of pity surged over him.

“TI'm awfully sorry, Mr. Tucker, but
I can’t find what isn’t here.” He nerv-
ously kicked a stone that protruded
through the sod. *If I could—"

He stopped abruptly. A gleam of
light flashed plainly in his eyes as he
eagerly=reached down for a piece of the
stone that had broken off as his shoe
struck it.@ The farmer noted the move-
ment and checked his breathing.

Waters held it up, and feeling in his
pocket for his glass, examined it excited-
ly, then crushed it into little particles
between his fingers. Shaking the dust
off, he rubbed them together, then held
them before the now thoroughly aroused
farmer.

“You have something better than iron
here!” he burst out. “ Do you know
what that is?”

Tucker only stared blankly, uncertain
whether his ears were deceiving him.

“It's graphite—amorphous graphite!
This is an outcropping. The Lord only
knows how much of it this mountain
holds!”

131

Waters dropped upon his knees and
feverishly pulled away the sod and grass
from about the stone, forgetting entirely
his -carefully manicured hands.

“ Mr. Tucker, did you mean it when
you said you would give me half of any-
thing I found here?” he questioned,
glancing up at the man who was bending
over him.

“Yes, I did,” was the brief reply.

Waters rose to his feet. :

“ Mr. Tucker,” he began gleefully,
‘“as iron land, you paid just seventeen
thousand five hundred too much for this
mountain. But as graphite land, you
got it dirt cheap. Undoubtedly there are
thousands of dollars’ worth of it here.
And the best of it is, I should say from
a cursory examination of this sample,
that it can be sold as a paint pigment
without any refining whatever, just as
we''—he laughed quietly—‘ you note I
say we—dig it from the ground.”

Tucker seemed unable to grasp the
good news.

“But I can’'t understan’
Spencer—"

“ Why, that's plain as can be,” Waters
interrupted. ‘I figure it out like this:
He heard in some way you had a few
thousand dollars, and laid a careful plot
to get as much of it as possible. The
telegram was a fake, and he knew it
would be phoned up to him. He also
knew the people on the telephone line
were in the habit of listening to the con-
versations of others, and he felt positive
that if you did not hear this particular
one some one else would, and that they
would tell you of it. At any rate, he
took a chance—and won out.”

“ But Gardiner—"’

“Oh, he was in it as much as this
Spencer. They are no doubt laughing
to themselves now as to how you bit and
were fleeced, little realizing that, after
all, they are the ones who are stung. As
it is, you are congratulated sincerely by
your partner.”

“ When shall we start?” Tucker in-
quired in a dazed way.

“Right away! Get some men and
teams. I'll block out the vein and set
them to work, then hurry back to the city
for a day or so and secure orders for our
output for a year to come. I was talking
only the other day to a concern who were

that Mr.
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bemoaning their bad luck in not being
able to get nearly enough graphite to
supply their demands. They use it in
the raw state as"a paint pigment and for
making crucibles.”

A Dbroad smile spread over Tucker’s

face. 'Then all the pent-up worries of
the past few days faded away as he burst
into a hearty laugh.

““’Scuse me jest a moment, sir. I'll be
right back. I want to tell Cecilia of our
good fortune.”

THE TIME LIMIT. -

By BERTRAM LEBHAR,
Author of “The Isle of Mysteries,” *“ When a Man's Hungry,” “King or Counterfeit " ete.

A disappearance which seemed to have no explanation but one which was beyond belief.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

" Max Crary is in love with Hildegarde Crandall, but his father, old Farmer Crary,

- forbids the match, as he wishes Max to marry Ruth Merriweather, the daughter of one

of his friends. The two young people plan to be married secretly, but on the .very evening

Hildegarde disappears. ord comes that she has been seen riding through town with
a young man in an automobile bearing a New York license-tag.

Even Mr. and Mrs. Macomber, the uncle and aunt with whom Hildegarde lives, are
forced to the conclusion that she has eloped. Max, however, believes that she has been
kidnaped, and announces his intention of going to New York in search of her. His father,
enraged, forbids him to return, and swears to disinherit him. But Max is determined,
even after the Macombers have received a telegram from Hildegarde, in which she says
that she has been married and will return home later.

Mr. Macomber gives him what money he can spare, and Max goes to New York,
where he tries to trace Hildegarde by means of the police. Failing here, he is starting
out for the newspaper offices on a street-car, when he discovers that he has lost the
wallet which contained all his money. A well-dressed man who stood next to him on the
platform jumps from the car, and Max pursues and accuses him of theft, calling on a

policeman to arrest him.
~ and assures him that Max must be crazy.

The man turns calmly to the officer, gives his name and address,

CHAPTER X.
“ MIGHTY LUCKY.”

THE policeman looked from one to
the other of the two men in per-
plexity.

“I guess I'll take you both to the
house,” he said finally. ‘ You can there
straighten out this matter before the
sergeant. Come along.”

The other man shrugged his shoulders
with an air of resignation.

“If you insist,” he said, “ I'm perfect=
Iy willing to go along with you. It's a
deuced nuisance, though. I have just left
my office to keep an important business
engagement, and this delay will mean a
considerable financial loss to me.”

“Well, if you're what you say vou are.
you've got a come-back. You can sue this
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young feller for false arrest,” said the
officer, with a grin. .

“T'll .not only bring civil suit against
him for this.outrage, but I'll have him put
in a cell as soon as we reach aale station-
house. He dared to lay forcible hands
upon me, and, under the law, that con-
stitutes technical assault,” said the man.

“Pooh!” exclaimed Max coolly.
“You can't bluff me as easily as that.
I'm from the country, but I'm not so
green. You can’t frighten me out of
making this charge. Give me my wallet
and I'll let you go. otherwise T'll see this
through to the end.”

“You'll see it through, anvway. young
feller,” said the policeman. ‘ You made
a charge now, and you can’t back out.”

The station-house was not far away,
and they soon arrived there.

Stngle copies, 10 cents.
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don’t feel justified in doing that under
the circumstances.”

“T'll waive my rights, sergeant,” broke
in the accused man eagerly. ‘‘It’s an out-
rage that a respectable citizen should be
subjected to such an indignity; but I'm
willing to permit your men to search me
—just to satisfy the obstinate voung
fool.”

The sergeant shrugged his shoulders.

“If you're willing, all right,” he said.
“ Go ahead, men. Search him.”

Two of the patrolmen stepped forward
and carefully went through the accused
man’s pockets. This done, they exam-
ined his shoes and the lining of his derby
hat.

There was no sign of the wallet.

Max was amazed. He was in complete
ignorance of the fact that professional
thieves have many clever ways of con-
cealing or getting rid of their loot when
under arrest, and, therefore, he regarded
the fact that the wallet was not on the
man’s person as proof positive that he
had made a mistake.

‘1 beg your pardon,” he gasped, turn-
ing contritely to the lawyer. I see now
that I have been too hasty. I realize my
mistake and apologize to you most hum-
bly. I beg everybody's pardon for the
trouble I have caused. You see, I'm from
the country, and not used to city ways.”

His distress was so evident that the
sergeant’s manner softened.

“ My advice to you, sonny, is to go right
back to the farm,” he said. ‘It ain't safe
to have the likes of you running around
loose in this city. If this gentleman de-
sires to press his charge of assault against
you, I'll have to put you in a cell—and
you richly deserve it, at that. But I
reckon he won’t be mean, seeing that it
was all an honest mistake on your part.”

“No,” said the vindicated Mr. Pen:
nington generously, “ I have no desire to
be spiteful. Since this young man is now
willing to acknowledge his error, I'll
withdraw my charge.”

‘ Let this be a lesson to you to be more
careful in future,” observed the sergeant
severely. “ You can go now.”

“ Thank you,” said Max humbly, and

he left the police station thoroughly hu-
miliated and looking more like a man who
had stolen a wallet than like one who had
lost one.
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I suppose I'm mighty lucky to get off
so easy, after wrongfully accusing that
lawyer,” he reflected. “I reckon he
could have made it pretty hot for me if
he wanted to. It was a bad blunder on
my part.”

But after he had walked a few blocks
he began to think differently.

‘“ After all,” he mused, “I'm not so
sure that I was wrong. That fellow may
not be as innocent as he appears. He
swore that he was not on board that car,
and I'm still positive that he was. What
would he lie about that for, unless he was
guilty of taking my wallet?

“The more I think of it, the more I
believe that I had the right man, after
all. That blundering police sergeant
has let the thief slip through my hands.
I don't believe that his name is Pen-
nington, and I don’t believe that he’s a
lawyer. That policeman who identified
him may have been mistaken.

“I can soon settle that point, how-
ever. He said he has an office in the
Victor Building. I'll pay a visit there
and find out if he’s really located in the
place.”

He inquired of a passer-by and learned
that the Victor Building was situated not
many blocks away.

It was a tall office-building on Broad-
way—one of the many sky-scrapers which
are scattered along that thoroughfare.

Max gazed in awe at the lofty pile of
granite, and when he had gone inside and
gazed admiringly at the handsome, mar-
ble-lined interior, his awe increased.

“ What a magnificent building!” he
gasped. ‘I wonder if that fellow really
can have an office in a place like this?”

And, as though in answer to his un-
spoken thought, his eyes fell just then
upon the floor-directory, printed on one
of the walls in letters of gold. Along
with a thousand other names, alphabet-
ically arranged, were the lines:

ALFRED PENNINGTON, Af{torney.
ROOMS 908-9.

“ Gee-whillikens!!
all,” gasped Max.
I’ve made!”

But, a second later, it occurred to him
that, after all, the man he had accused of
robbing him might not be the real Pen-
nington, but an impostor.

He is here, after
‘ What a bad mistake
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self joyfully. *If this chap is really so
clever, he ought to be able to find Hildy.
This is the best thing I've had happen
to me since I struck New York.”

After he got through with his work that
night, he doffed his uniform, put on his
street-clothes, and walked up-stairs to the
third floor, where he entered the office of
Mr. Marshall White.

. The door of this office bore the sign:

MARsHALL WHITE, Detective Agency.

Mr. White’s one assistant had gone
home, and Max found the detective the
sole’ occupant of the office. He was
seated at his roll-top desk, attentively
poring over some important papers. He
often stayed in his office until long after
midnight,

He looked up quickly as Max entered..

“Ah, it's you, is it?” he exclaimed
genially. “Sit down in that armchair
and make yourself comfortable. So you
think the young lady has been kidnaped,
eh? Take your time, now, and tell me
all about it.”

Max told him everything, leaving out
no detail. ’

He even confided to him the fact that
he and Hildy had planned to get secretly
married on the day the girl had disap-
peared in the red automobile.

“It's that which makes me sure that
Hildy didn’t go away of her own free
will,” he explained. ‘ If she loved me
enough to consent to a secret marriage,
" why should she have eloped with this
other chap?”

“Humph!" exclaimed the detective.
“ Do vou know if she ever had a previous
love-affair—Defore she met you?>”

“No.. I am sure she did not. She
told me, only two days before she disap-
peared, that I was the only man she had
ever loved.”

The detective shrugged his shoulders
cynically.

“ The fact that she told you that doesn’t
prove anything. Young women always
tell their sweethearts that fib. You could
hardly expect them to adhere to the truth
under such circumstances.

“ Now, let us suppose that while she
was at boarding-school your Hildy met an
attractive young man. She fell in love
with him, but something happened to
bring the affair to an end—a lovers’
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quarrel, or something of that sort, we'll
say.

‘“ She comes back to the farm, after her
school-days are completed, and, meeting
you, she tries to help herself forget all
about this other fellow by allowing you to
pav her attentions.

‘“ After a time she gets to like you so
well that she imagines she’s in love with
you, and when you propose a secret mar-
riage she consents.

‘“'Then, suddenly, this other chap puts
in an appearance. He comes to her home
in a red automobile, and confronts her
without a word of warning.

‘“She has deluded herself into the be-
lief that she has forgotten all about him ;
but at sight of him she knows that this
is not the case and that she cares for him
as much as ever.

“In the midst of her happiness at see-
ing him again, she suddenly recollects
that she has promised to marry vou that
very night, and she is aghast at the
thought.  She tells this other fellow about
the mistake she has made, and he urges
her to run oft with him and get marriéd
to him instead.

‘““She gets in his automobile and rides

away with him to New York. Now,
doesn’t that sound plausible?”
“No,” cried Max angrily, “it does

not! If you knew Hlldy, youd never
think her capable of such double dealing.
Only a girl with a bad heart could throw
a fellow down in that cruel way; :md
Hildy has a heart of gold.

‘ Besides, she is as honest as the day
is long. If she had found that she had
made a mistake and that she really loved
this other fellow better than she loved
me, she'd have come to me and looked
me straight in the eye and told me so.
‘That's the kind of girl Hildegarde Cran-
dall is.

“T might have known before I came
here that you’d talk in this way. I was a
fool to expect anything different of you.
Evervbody thinks as you think. I can't
make anybody believe that Hildy was car-
ried off against her will.

‘“ But, nevertheless. I know it's the
truth. I know that there’s been foul play.
Since you don’t think so. however, Mr.
White, T guess it isn’t any use bothering
you any longer. I won’t take up any more
of your time.”
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The indignant Max rose from his chair
as though about to leave the room; but
the detective restrained him with a com-
manding gesture.

“One minute, young man,” he said
quietly. ‘‘ Let us not get excited. Letus
be perfectly cool and collected. It won't
do you a bit of good to turn hot-heac: d
about this matter. You had better listen
to all I have to say. Thus far you have
only heard half.

“I didn't say that I held the particular
theory I have just advanced. I merely
stated that it was a plausible theory ; and
it is so. There are several other ways of
accounting for your sweetheart's disap-
pearance—"'

“Ha!" exclaimed Max hopefully.

‘“ Personally,” went on the detective,
“I am inclined to Delieve that your kid-
naping theory may be correct, after all.”

Max uttered a cry of delight.

“ON, thank you for saying that, sir!
If yvou only knew how glad it makes me
to hear you say it! Then you’IMhelp me
track down this villain and rescue poor
Hildy?” he exclaimed eagerly.

“I will tell you why I believe that the
girl may have been forcibly carried away,”
went on the detective, ignoring the inter-
ruption.

“You tell me that she left the farm-
house without hat or jacket arid in her
working-clothes. Now, from what I know
of feminine nature, it is not logical to sup-
pose that a self-respecting young woman
would voluntarily set out on a wedding-
trip in such'a condition as that.

“ Even if she had not wished to take
time to change her clothes and put on her
best dress, she would at least have gone
inside the house for her hat.

‘“ Even if she hadn’t gone away with the
intention of being married — if she was
merely taking an automobile-trip to New
York—she wouldn't have gone hatless.
The fact that she did so would seem to
indicate that she was taken away in the
automobile by force.”

Max nodded approvingly.

“ Now, on the other hand,” went on the
detective, ‘ she was seen in the village by
several disinterested witnesses, you say,
riding away, apparently of her own free
will, which was evidenced by the fact
that she gaily waved her handkerchief
to several persons she knew. That fact
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would seem to do away with the theory of
force.”

‘She may have been lured away under
false pretenses,” suggested Max.

The detective nodded.

““That is very true. I was just about
to advance that theory. The man in the
automobile may have come to her with
some alarming story which induced her
to go with him.

‘“He may have told her, for instance,

that you were hurt or in trouble, some
miles away, and that you wanted to see
her at once. He must have told her that
there was not a second to lose, otherwise
she would not have left those dumplings
to burn in the oven.

“If she loved you as much as you
think, she of course would have forgotten
everything else, at the startling news the
man brought her, and would have jumped
into the automobile, anxious to get to
vou as soon as possible. That, also, is a
plausible theory, I think.”

“Very plausible,” assented Max.

‘“ But, after all, it is only a theory,”
added White, with a queer smile. * We
must not count too much upon its being
the correct solution of the mystery.

““We must not fail to take into con-
sideration the incident of the telegram.
If we are going to assume that she was
lured away by treachery, how are we going
to account for the fact that she sent that
telegram to her folks, stating that she
was happily married and would soon re-
turn home for their blessing?”

“By gosh! I was forgetting that,” said
Max gloomily. ‘ But she may have been
forced to send that message.”

‘““No, we have the Western Union
man’s word for it that she wrote it
voluntarily in his presence, and requested
him to see that it was sent immediately,
as she wanted it to reach her folks as
soon as possible. Isn't that what the man
at the telegraph-office told you?"

‘“Yes, he told me that; but he may not
have been telling the truth.”

“ Oh, yes, T guess he was telling the
truth,” said White. ‘““ He wouldn’t have
had any object in misleading vou. Those
telegraphers generally have pretty good
memories. I guess there is no doubt that
the man and the girl did enter his office,
as he says, and that the girl wrote out
the message and handed it to him.”
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her go to the Western Union office and
write the telegram herself. She would
cheerfully have done anything he sug-
gested if she had been under his influ-
ence.”

‘ And you think that they sent that fake
telegram just to fool us?”

‘“ Undoubtedly. They hoped to prevent
a search for the girl by causing her folks
and friends to believe that she had left
home of her own accord. It was quite a
clever scheme, too.”

“Clever? I callitinfernal!” growled

Max savagely. * Wait till I lay hands on
that scoundrel. We must find him, Mr.
White.”

“If he’s still on this earth we'll find
him,” said the detective grimly. “I shall
spare no effort to run down this daring
kidnaper, or kidnapers—it looks as if we
have more than one to deal with., That
blond woman is probably one of the
gang.”

‘“But what could have been their ob-
ject in carrying off poor Hildy? "

Mr. White shook his head.

“I don’t know yet. It is perfectly evi-
dent that they didn’t take her with the idea
of demanding a ransom—otherwise they
wouldn’t have sent that fake telegram.
They must have had some other object
in view. That is why the case appeals to
me so strongly.”

“Don’t you think Si Merriweather is
at the bottom of it?" asked Max, with a
scowl.

The detective’s brow wrinkled thought-
fully.

“Yes,” he said very slowly. “It’s
quite possible that Nlerriweather hired
these people to carry oft the girl. There
appears to be a good and sutficient mo-
tive there. You say that he was very

anxious that you should marry his
daughter? ”
“Yes. He and my father were set

upon the plan.”

“And why were they both so anxious
to bring about this marriage? ”

“ Well, Ruth Merriweather is such an
unattractive girl that I reckoned her fa-
ther realized that she was doomed to be
an old maid unless he could get me to
marry her. He and my father are old
friends, and I suppose he persuaded my
old mar into agreeing to bring about the
‘match.’”
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“ Humph! And Si knew that you were
in love with Hildy Crandall?”

“Yes, he knew that. I didn’t make any
secret of it.”

““And did he know that you were to
be secretly married to her on the day she
disappeared? ”

“I don't see how he could have learned
that,” said Max. “ We didn’t tell a soul
about it. We had planned to keep it ab-
solutely secret for fear that my father
would hear of our plan and forcibly put
a stop to it.”

The detective frowned.

“And you don’t think.it possible that
anybody could have overheard you and
Hildy talking it over, do you?” he in-
quired.

“By gosh!” -cried Max excitedly.
““ Now that you-speak of it, I remember
distinctly that at the time I was telling
Hildy of my plan I had an idea that some-
body was eavesdropping. We were sitting’
in her uncle’s parlor, and the window was
open, and I thought I heard somebody
moving about outside. I mentioned my
suspicion to Hildy, but she said it was
merely the leaves of the trees rustling.”

“Ha!” exclaimed the detective tri-
umphantly. * That sounds a little better.
It is very possible that somebody might
have been listening outside the window
and might have overheard the whole plan.

“It may have been Si Merriweather
himself, or it may have been some friend
of his who, chancing to overhear the con-
versation, ran off to tell Si of your intens
tion to get married the following night.

“Naturally, the farmer would have
wished to prevent the marriage. Thus he
would have a strong motive for kidnaping
the girl.

“In fact, he would have a double mo-
tive ; for he might reasonably assume that
when you found that Hildy had gone away
in a red automobile in the company of a
handsome stranger, and when you saw that
telegram stating that she was married in
New York, you would come to the conclu-
sion that the girl had played you false,
and out of pique you might consent to
marry his daughter Ruth.”

“The scheming old red-head!” cried
Max furiously. “T knew I was right in
suspecting the ugly villain. I shall go to
him at once and force him to tell me
what he has done with poor Hildy.”
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tising won’t hurt your standing in the
profesh. I want you to come up to my
office for a moment or two.”

“ What is it—your first client locked
in?"”

“Locked in! Why, my dear boy, I
have to lock 'em out. Come on!”

He took the tall man by the arm and
hurried him along.

“And why were you haunting the
curb, Jack—ambulance chasing? "

“I've got beyond that, Billy. My
office is no longer merely a Mecca for col-
lectors.” :

“ Good!" cried the tall man.
been a long row to hoe.”

‘““ Here we are,” said the other man,
and they turned in at the entrance to a
lofty office-building and then were car-
ried to the tenth Hoor. ‘ This is the
shop.”

“ Fine view,” said ‘the tall man as i:2
looked from one of the broad windows.

“ Never mind the view, Billy. We
don’t get people up here to show them
the landscape. Sit down and have a
cigar.”

There was a little pause.

“Want me for best man, Jack?"”

“Not yet. I want you for something
more serious. Ever do anything in the
censor line, Billy?”

“ Make it clearer.”

The voung lawyer leaned forward.

“You mustn’t let it go any farther,
Billy, but I've been flirting with Thalia.”

“Eh? Who is she?”

“ Pig-headed sawbones. I've written a

lay!”

“You, Jack!”

“ Oh, well, it isn’t really a play. It's
only a playlet—my first offense, and such
a little one. You remember, back there
in the old school, I used to try my hand
along the same line. This is simply a
vaudeville act with a cast of two. And
I want you to go and see it, Billy.”

“ Of course I will. Tell me about it.”

The young lawyer shook the ashes from
his cigar.

“1It's a little embarrassing for a fel-
low to talk about the cleverness of his
first born. But the thing is orly a skit,
and it's sure to be lost in a big bill. I've
done a little legal work for Pringle, of
the Empire, and one day I showed him
the piece, and he seemed to think well of

€ It)s

)
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it and is going to give it a-try-out. It’s

"*a comedy trifle which I have called ‘ The
Fatal Blow '—and no doubt that’s what
it will get from the critics the next morn-
ing. The name sounds melodramatic, I
know, but—oh, well, I won’t tell you
about it. You must see it.”

“ Of course I'll see it. You can't ex-
pect me to take your word for it.”

“ All right,” laughed the lawyer, * but

~don’t say I didn't warn you.

ourselves, Billy, the sketch is quite as
good as the only people I could find to
do it. They are really something fierce.
The stage manager at the Empire put
me onto them.”

He paused with a little scowl.

“Do you find this entertaining,
Billy? "

“Your cigars are very good, Jack,” the
other man replied. “ Gc on.”

“ Well, this precious pair of mine had
been out of work for a month, and
jumped at the chance of even the
briefest of eungagements. But. lacka-
day! My leading man has rather less
flexibility than a trolley-pole, and the girl
is about as graceful as a Dutch wind-
mill.” :

The other man grinned.

“Why didn’t you engage Miller and
Anglin to do the thing?”

“ Miller couldn’t play the part.”

“ Too subtle for him?”

“Well, T won’t quite say that, but
you'll understand what I mean when you
see the piece. Perhaps I'm too hard on
these dramatic castaways of mine.
They're a well-meaning pair with a high
regard for my cleverness as a lawyer, and
a sublime contempt for my ability as a
playwright.

“'They listen with commendable pa-
tience when I say, * Wouldn't it be bet-
ter to come in from this side?’ or ‘ Let’s
try the chair a little nearer center.’ Then
they go ahead and do as they please. Of
course there is a possibility that their
way is the right way, but I know I'd like
them better if they had a little more re-
gard for my feelings.”

“ They certainly seem to interest vou,
Jack.”

“ Yes, they do, Billy. I find them a
really interesting study. Life with these
vagabonds is a perpetual struggle for
plain bread and butter—and a mighty

Between™
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thin coating of butter at that. Yet
they're so delightfully optimistic and in-
consequential. The man has confided to
me that it is his ambition to play Jago.
¢ Why not Hamlei?’ 1 asked him. ¢ They
all want to play Hamlet; he replied.
¢ They don't know that Jago is the deeper
personality.’ ”

He laughed at the remembrance.

“ How about the girl? " the other man
asked. “Is she an unappreciated
Juliet?”

“1 believe she includes Juliet in her
‘repertwar.’” She has told me, however,
that her favorite role is Ophelia, and at
our last rehearsal she offered to show me
how the ‘mad scene’ should be done.
A, if they would only do my sketch as
they say they can do Shakespeare!”

And he shook his head ruefully.

“ Naturally, you see only the worst
side of the thing,” said the other man.
“I'm not a dramatic author, thank
Heaven! but I think I can appreciate
your feelings. At the same time, if you
take a twenty-minute playlet so seriously,
what will happen to you when you put
on a four-act play?”’

The lawyer scowled.

“If I ever do get a real play on, you
can bet vour professional shingle there’ll
be no Clay Hastings or May Lorimer in
it. But there, old man, 1 want you to
see it. I want vour honest opinion.”

“ Even if I lose your friendship?”

“T'll take my chances on that. You
are to look upon the thing with those
calm, discerning eyes, and let no weak
liking for the author rose-tint your
glasses. This is what made me think of
you down there on the curb. I said to
myself, ‘I'd like to have old Billy Bar-
clay see this bantling of mine. He'd
give me the truth about it straight from
the shoulder.” And lo! there was your
elongated self dropping from a car-plat-
form!”

Barclay laughed.

“ Don’t harp too much about my un-
prejudiced judgment. I may feel that I
have to live up to it. When does your
playlet make its bow to the public? "

“To-morrow night. And, say, Billy,
if you've the time and want to prepare
yourself for the ordeal, drop into the Em-
pire at nine o’clock to-morrow morning.
They are going to have the last rchearsal
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before the stage hands get round. I
can’t be there myself, and I'm rather
glad of it. A final rehearsal is fisually
the most dismal and unsatisfactory thing
imaginable. On second thought, you'd
better stay away. And say, Billy, you
are not to tell anybody I'm the author.
If it happens to be a go, I reserve the
right to lift the 1id.”

“It’s your lid, Jack,” said Barclay.
He dropped the residue of his cigar into
the ash-receiver and arose. ‘ This half
hour with a well-known author will have
to be cut short.”

“Thank you for coming up, Billy.
And say, old man, you needn’t bother
yourself to lead the applause. Hastings
tells me he’s fixed the ushers. I'll see
you to-morrow night. Good-by.”

‘“ Good-by,” Barclay called to him
from the doorway, “ and good luck—and
may ‘The Fatal Blow' prove a ten-’
strike.”

Barclay stopped off at the Empire
Theater on the way down-town the next
morning. As he turned from the box-
office after securing a seat, he looked at
his watch.

It was five minutes past nine. The
rehearsal should be on. He turned back
and, finding one of the auditorium doors
unlocked, entered and, groping his way
across the dark foyer and down the cen-
ter aisle, quietly took a seat near the
middle of the house.

Barclay had never attended a per-
formance of this character, had never
seen a playhouse in its morning ugliness.
He was unpleasantly impressed by the
gaunt stage, the bare brick walls, the
dangling ropes, and the stacks of painted
canvas. The odor peculiar to the empty
theater, that strange commingling of
paints and rhustiness, was disagreeable
to his sensitive nostrils.

As Barclay looked about he remem-
bered ‘the warning given him by his
friend Burns, the dramatic critic.

“If you have any regard for dramatic
illusions,” he had said, * keep away from
the theater when it is ¢n dishabille.”

The rehearsal had began, and Bar--
clay’s wandering attention quickly cen-
tered itself on the two figures in the fore-
ground of the huge stage. He had
missed the opening of the scene, but the
first few sentences made it clear that the
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dialogue was built up around a quarrel
—a quarrel between lovers, possibly with
jealousy as the fundamental cause.
Barclay smiled. Jack Emmett had de-
ceived him. This wasn’t a light-comedy

trifle. ‘I'here was no comedy in the tense,
dramatic dialogue.  Jack had fooled
him, too., concerning the ability of the

players.

‘I'he man he had likened to a trolley-
pole was virile and earnest, with a mobile
face that swiftly reflected his emotions.
The woman Jack had compared to a
windmill was remarkably natural and
sincere, and her speeches were delivered
with an unstudied cleverness that was
highly effective.

Barclay quickly decided that Jack had
underrated the sketch. The dialogue
didn’t sparkle with epigrams, and it
_lacked the customary polish, but it
seemed to ring true.

The watcher forgot the bare walls and
the gaunt stage. These two people in
their street clothes, with no scenery to
give them the aid of illusion, held his
close attention.

“1 tell you, I'm not going to lose you
now, after all we’ve been through,” cried
the man. His manner was impetuous,
and his voice seemed hoarse with emo-
tion. ‘“I want a better hold on you than
I've got. I want you to bear my name.”

The girl regarded him with a steady
look.

“ That’s all wasted,” she said.
not going to marry you.”

« And why not? " he demanded.

“ It's the same old reason,” she replied.
“You know what it is. I don’t love you.
Maybe I thought I did once. That’s all
past. I don't want your name—I don't
want your love.”

He took a step nearer, and she instant-
ly drew back. His voice softened.

“1 see how it is. You are doing this
to try me.

“You're mad!"” she cried.

¢ Yes,” he answered, “I'm mad with
love for you.”

Again his voice softened.

“You can't forget that your old
mother trusted me. “She knew I was the
man to keep you straight. ¢ Take care of
her,” she said to me. ‘Marry him.’ she
said to vou. ‘Promise you will marry
him.” And you promised.”

1 Ilm

.don’t need your care.

THE ARGOSY.

The girl's voice was hard and cold.

“ 1 would not have said it, but she was
dying.”

He raised his shaking hand and point-
ed upward. He was terribly in earnest.

“ Promises to the dying are recorded
there,” he said.

The girl shook her head.

“It is useless to try to work upon my
feelings,” she told him. “ I'm no longer
a child.” Her voice suddenly rose. “ I'm
what you helped t0 make me. But that’s
all ended. I'm going to stand alone. I
I don’t want it.”
His head suddenly dropped. His
twitching hands fell to his sides.

“You can’'t mean it?>” he
murmured.

“T do mean it,” she quickly answered.
“ The time has come for us to part!”

She spoke with a naturalness that
robbed the words of all melodramatic
weakness.

“ No, no,” he cried. I will not give
you up. I no longer implore vou. I
command. You shall marry me!”

The eyes of the woman blazed.

“You command me?"”

“Yes. You must become my wife to-
day—now! Come! There is a church
close at hand.”

“You are mad!”

“Yes, I'm mad. Don’t goad me any
further. Come!"”

He advanced toward her with arms
outstretched. For a moment the look in
his eyes seemed to terrify her. She
glanced about as if seeking aid.

“You're a bully and a coward!"” she
panted. . “ If you dare come nearer I'll
scream for help!”

He advanced again. She drew back
until she came into contact with a gilded
chair. She leaned upon it lightly, her
hands clutching the back. He was very
close to her now.

[ Come| ”»

“T1 will not!”

“ Then T'll make you!”

Another step and the clutching hands
would have seized her. With catlike
quickness she lifted the light chair, and
then, with all her strength, swung it
through the air and brought it down with
a crash upon the man’s head.

He staggered back and fell headlong
behind a pillar of the proscenium arch.

hoarsely









THE BATTLE OF THE WEAK.

any time to fool, and she can wait. I
suppose you know my father’s here.”

“Yes, Miss Rosamund,” answered
Anne, in the stereotyped manner custom
required of her.

She wondered what connection there
was between Mrs. Derrick’s waiting and
the arrival of Mr. Derrick.

As though in answer to her thoughts
there appeared in the doorway the di-
sheveled, uncorseted figure of Mrs. Der-
rick herself.

Without the moral support of her stays,
clad only in a thick, wadded silk dress-
ing-gown, she presented a singularly un-
aristocratic appearance.

“ Oh!"” she exclaimed in a tone of dis-
may. Then: *“ Your father’s come, Rosa-
mund, and here am I not dressed. He
hates me not to be dressed in the daytime.
If 1'd only known he was coming—"

“Well, why aren’t you dressed, then?”
questioned Miss Rosamund pertly.

“1 say—if I'd .only known he was
coming. But he telephoned Jimmie to
meet him, and Jimmie didn’t say any-
thing about it. He might have known I
wouldn’t like tkat kind of a surprise.”

“It wasn't you my dear brother was
planning to surprise,” answered the
young lady scornfully. “It was I. He
knew about those people coming to-night,
and he thought it would be a joke.”

Mrs. Derrick looked at her daughter
in positive fright.

“(Oh, Rosamund!" she cried plain-
tively. I forgot all about them. I
truly did. You promised them bridge,
didn’t you?”

Rosamund nodded grimly.

“You know perfectly well they
wouldn’t have come without it—"

“ And your father positively forbade
us playing the last time you lost so
‘much.” :

Mrs. Derrick sank heavily down upon
a chintz-covered couch and sighed mis-
erably.

“Why do you play so recklessly, Rosa-
mund? " she inquired querulously. ‘If
it hadn't been for that—"

“ Oh, drop it!” exclaimed Rosamund
crossly. “ That isn’t what’s worrying
me. I don’t care anything about bridge,
anvway. It's only—"

She flushed darkly, and plucked at the
ribbons on her gown.
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“ Father's so queer sometimes, and he
will insist upon wearing those clothes.
I'm not exactly ashamed of him, but to-
night—I—" .

She paused, and bit her lip to hide her
irritation. :

Mrs. Derrick’s heavy chin sagged sym-
pathetically, and her lips quivered. Anne
fancied there were tears in her eyes,

“Rosamund!” the older woman ex-
claimed in dismay; “ / Anow! You mean
Mr. Calhoun is coming!”

Rosamund nodded silently, and quite
forgot to administer a deserved rebuke
when the ivory gold-mounted hair-brush
slipped from Anne’s nerveless fingers and
fell to the floor.

Anne recovered it quickly. She won-
dered if she had heard aright, or if it was
some cruel trick her senses had played
ler.

It couldn’t be possible that Dickson
Calhoun was on visiting terms with these
people. It couldn’t be possible, and
yet—

Mrs. Derrick was talking. In her per-
turbation she forgot her acquired high-
bred accent, and became quite frankly
and garrulously plebeian.

“1 was sure he was taken with you,
Rosamund, at Palm Beach, only you
wouldn’t have it so. Else why did he
come back with us?”

(So it was Dick! He had met them at
Palm Beach. Anne remembered the
newspaper item which had recorded his
return and the Derricks’ simultaneously.)

She parted Rosamund Derrick’s heavy
black hair with hands that were cold as
ice, -and ran the brush down its long
shining surface. The two women paid
no more attention to her than if she had
been some statue endowed with the ability
to move.

Milady’s maid may be interested in
milady’s love-affairs, but she is scarcely
expected to be quite as personally con-
cerned in them as was Anne in this in-
stance.

Rosamund interrupted her mother
frigidly.
“He liked me—yes, mama. We

have been corresponding, and last week,
you know, I lunched with him at Sher-
ry’s. Thea he said he would try to come,
and  would try to get some friends of his.
Of course you know what that means.
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Those people must be attended to prop-
erly.”

“Why didn’t you tell me before?”
said her mother anxiously.

“ Because I wasn't certain he'd come.
Mr. Craig Gordon, the man he talked so
much about. is coming, and a married
couple—I forget their name. He tele-
phoned this morning. With those people
from the Lodge, there’ll Le eight besides
ourselves.”

Mrs. Derrick got up from the divan -

and ambled off in the direction of the
door. Her grizzled hair hung about her
temples foflornly, and her heavy face
was the picture of wo.

“Your father’s coming home at this
time will ruin your chances, Rosamund.”

“Mr. Calhoun must meet papa some
time."”

“But not until after—until—Rosa-
mund. I want to ask yvou something. Did
you hear anything about his being en-
gaged to another girl> A society girl,
who lost her money or something?”

Anne thrust the last hairpin into Rosa-
mund Derrick’s hair with an uncertain
hand, and stood aside to let the voung
lady inspect her work.

Her face was white and drawn, and
she looked ten years older.

How could she manage to stand it any
longer! How was it possible to listen
calmly while these two women uncon-
sciously raked over the ashes of her past?

A, those ashes! Underneath, the fire
still glowed. It would not do to stir
them too ruthlessly.

Rosamund craned her neck to get a
better view of the finishied coiffure before
she replied. Then she said slowly:

“ 1 think there was another girl. But,
as vou sav, she lost her money, and the
engagement was broken off.” She paused,
and pushed a stray lock into place
carefully. * Dick—>Mr. Calhoun—can’t
afford to marry a poor girl, T suppose.
He's awfully clever, and awfully swell,
but he hasn’t anvthing himself.”

“Your father might not like—"

“ Papa can like it or not, as he chooses.
You can't get something for nothing in
this world.” snapped her daughter cross-
ly. “I’'m sensible enough “o understand.
He’s got position, and he can lift me
* where I want to be. And. mama. I
really am awfully fond of him.”
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Anne hurriedly straightened the things
on Rosamund's dressing-table and rushed
out of the room. She felt that she could
not bear to hear another word. She must
get by herself and think the thing out.

She had loved Dick devotedly. More
even than that ; she loved him now, faith-
less though he was.

The thought that he was coming here
to the very house where she was staying,
that perhaps she would catch a glimpse
of him, made her heart beat painfully..

“T do love him!” she whispered to
herself. “Oh, Dick! Dick! How could
you forget me so soon? I am really jeal-
ous of her., I can’t understand it, and—
oh, I can’t bear it!”’

Mrs. Derrick waited long and patient-
ly. Finally, however, she was obliged to
summon her recalcitrant maid.

Up to that moment Anne's strength
had been supreme. It tottered now, and
threatened to give way. She was afraid,
for the first time in her life, of what in’
a moment of unreason she might do or
say. ‘

CHAPTER XIV.
AN ARGUMENT.

ANNE realized that it would be impos-
sible for her to go about her appointed
tasks calmly that evening. She was ap-
prehensive .in the extreme for her own
sanity.

It seemed as though she must face
Dickson Calhoun and tell him how she
had suffered and what she had gonc
through since last she had seen him.
Craig Gordon, too, who had been the
means of a girl's slaying herself.

What right had these two men to come
into the home of Rosamund Derrick as
though their hands were clean?

There was blood on them. To Anne’s
tortured brain it was as clearly seen as
though the actual stains were there.

Wasn't it her duty to accuse them both?
Didn’t honor and decency demand it?
What if she should go to Mrs. Derrick
and tell her all she knew?

Dickson Calhoun was a heartless for-
tune-hunter ; his intimate friend was one
of those unspeakable creatures who are a
menace to every decent woman.

To save herself from any chance of
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self-betrayal,- Anne went quietly to Mrs.
Derrick and asked that she might be ex-
cused from further duty that evening.

“ My head aches,” she said truthfully;
‘“and if you possibly can spare me I
think I had better lie down.”

Mrs. Derrick, kind of heart beneath
her acquired veneer of worldliness, gave
a sympathetic acquiescence to the request,
and even went so far as to offer a head-
ache-wafer from her own medicine cabi-
net.

But Miss Rosamund stormed angrily.

It was just the way, she exclaimed.
Troubles never came singly. When you
need somebody particularly, something
always had to be the matter. And who,
pray, was to assist the ladies with their
wraps?

Anne stood dumb before this volley of
inquiry, waiting for it to subside before
she dared trust herself to answer. But
Mrs. Derrick saved her the necessity.

“ Go to your room, Annie,” she said
kindly. “ One of the other maids can
take your place. Miss Rosamund is wor-
ried; otherwise I'm sure she wouldn’t
talk so.”

‘“ Nonsense! " exclaimed Rosamund,
stamping her -foot vehemently. ‘I don’t
believe she has a headache at all.” Anne
flushed and clenched her hands angrily,
but she stood steadily enough, with shi-
ning eves and chin held high.

“It’s just a scheme to get out of work-
ing. This afternoon she was gone for
more than an hour. I rang and rang;

and now she /as a headache! How much -

of this sort of thing do vou expect to put
up with, mama?" She has more airs
than she ought to have, anyway. It’s a
pity somebody wouldn’t teach her her
place.”

YIFs a pity somebody wouldn’t teach
vou some manners!” exclaimed Anne,
goaded to desperation.

She stood straight and tall, like some
fair-haired voung goddess, in her simple
black dress and ruffled apron, and shot
defiance from a pair of steely blue eyes
at the little dark-haired vulgarian who
had roused her to wrath.

There was an instant’s silence, then a
cool voice from the doorway said:
“ Scrappy as ever—eh?”

Anne turned quickly. and so did the
mother and daughter.
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There stood Jim Derrick, imperturba-
bly puffing at a long black cigar, his

-wide-brimmed hat set on the back of -his

head, his feet apart, one lean hand thrust
into his trousers’ pocket, and an amused
glitter in his black eyes.

Anne went deathly pale, and shot a
quick glance at Rosamund and their
mother. They, however, took the remark
to apply to them. She flashed him an
imploring glance.

“ What’s this young lady doing here?”
he questioned, waving his hand to indi-
cate Anne.

“ That’s what I'd like to know, too,”
remarked James, Jr., who had stepped

-quietly into the room behind his father.

Mrs. Derrick stepped nervously into
the breach, with an apologetic air.

‘““It’s nothing, Jim,” she said anxiously.
“Or rather—Rosamund was unpleas-
ant—"

“7That's mnot unusual,” remarked
James, Jr., by way of parenthesis.

“ Hush, Jimmie! Annie is our maid.
She has a headache, and she asked to be
excused from dutv this evening. Rosa-
mund objected, and we were—discussing
the matter when you chose to inter-
rupt.” )

Jim Derrick threw back his head and
laughed.

“ Oh! that’s the way of it, is it> Lady’s
maid, eh?"”

Again he laughed. James, Jr., gave
his father a quick, suspicious glance.

“ You know her?” he asked quietly.

His father continued to chuckle. )

“ How’s the real-estate market?” he
inquired. “ Caught any more suckers?”

Anne’s face grew even whiter. She
was fair game, it seemed, for their taunts
and jokes and insults. She was only a
servant, and must put up with anvthing
they chose to offer her.

“Only a servant!” Well| servant or
no serv4nt, she’d show them.

She leaned forward, looking Jim Der-
rick full in his small black eyes.

“And how,” she asked evenly, “is
Baccaras Central?> Have you caught the

particular sucker you're looking for
yet?”
Without waiting for a reply, she

turned swiftly and left the room.
After Anne had closed the door of
her own apartment, and locked it, she
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had an hour of quiet communion with

herself.

“You've been a-fool, Anne Grave-
stock,” she said severely. “ Why did you
insist upon returning to life? You've
simply ruined ‘ Annie Graves.,’ That poor
girl will go out of here to-morrow,
bag and baggage, and all because you
cropped up and lost your temper. It
was stupid and vulgar—quite as stupid
and vulgar as Miss Rosamund herself.

“What did you care what she said?
What did you care if he chose to make
fun of you? And, after all, what were
you so afraid of him for? It was no
disgrace to have been in an office.”

The exciting discussion with the Der-
rick family for the moment put Dickson
Calhoun out of her mind. Even the
headache was forgotten.

But presently both Dick and the head-
ache came back. Her room was in the
rear of the house, but she could hear the
confused murmur of voices, which told
of the guests’ arrival, and shortly after-
ward the chatter of the ladies in Rosa-
mund’s dressing-room, where Hilma, the
pretty Swedish chambermaid, was help-
ing them with their wraps.

Anne’s head throbbed painfully. She
sat on the edge of her bed, miserable and
forlorn. It was twice as lonesome in
this great mansion as it had been at Mrs.
Kidder’s, or even at Mrs. Bevis's un-
speakable lodging-house.

She thought of Nettie and Louise, and
wondered if they wore their new clothes
. the night of the Truck-Drivers’ Ball, a
festivity they had been planning for
many weeks in advance.

It was better, oh! infinitely better, to
be like Nettie and Louise than to endure
this! They, at least, had their free mo-
ments. They could preserve some shred
of independence in spite of their poverty.
While she—here Anne rose from the
bed to answer a knock at the door.

She turned the key, and the door
swung open. There stood one of the
-other maids, with a small tray.

“ Mrs. Derrick’s afther sendin’ you
some tea an' toast. She thinks maybe
your head’ll feel betther if you’ll try to
take ut.”

She held out the tray, and Anne took
it with trembling hands and set it down
on her table.
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‘“ Thank you, Katy,” she said grate-
fully. ‘“And thank Mrs. Derrick, too.-
It was kind of her—"

‘“ Oh, she’s kind,” replied Katy lacon-
ically. ““It’s not her I'd ever be mindin’
—it’s the little wan. Mrs. Derrick says
to get some sleep, an’ she hopes you'll
feel more like yourself in the marnin’.”

Anne’s heart softened. She drank her
tea and ate her toast humbly, sorry for
having shown temper, and determined
that in the morning she would try to act
more like herself.

Much as she disliked Rosamund Der-
rick, she made up her mind to overcome
the feeling. But what of Dick?

He was down-stairs with the others,
enjoying his after-dinner game of bridge
and making love to Rosamund.

Anne did not trust herself to think of
Dick.

She realized that it was Dbetter to put
him completely out of her mind for the
present. Perhaps in some future day she
could regard the matter calmly. ’

CHAPTER XV,
“JUST A MAN I KNOW.”

RosaMUND herself seemed to have for-
gotten the affair of Sunday night when
Anne responded to her ring the next
morning.

Something had happened to plunge
the young lady into the depths of gloom.

Anne went about her usual tasks qui-
etly, schooling herself to keep her temper
in check, and trying to remember that it
was not Anne Gravestock at all who suf-
fered these indignitics, but only .Annie
Graves, the lady’s-maid.

Her repression, however, was unneces-
sary.

Rosamund apparently had forgotten
the unpleasant incident. Or else, some-
thing of greater importance had hap-
pened to throw her quarrel with Anne
into the shade.

Her face was pasty-looking, and there
were dark circles under her eyes; the
eyes themselves were troubled.

To the anxious inquiries of her mother
she replied, evasively, that she was quite
well.  Well enough, in fact, to go into
town that afternoon.

Mrs. Derrick protested, and then final-
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up to torture her: Was she going to keep
on loving Dickson Calhoun to the end
of her days?

~

CHAPTER XVI.
MRS. DERRICK'S BRACELET.

Rosamunp DEerrick rushed breath-
lessly into the station just a scant thirty
seconds before the gates were closed for

_the six-ten train.

Anne had been waiting in an agony
of suspense that grew intolcrable as the
minutes sptd away and her charge failed
to appear.

Anne experienced a guilty pang of
conscience when she remembered how
pleasantly her own afternoon had passed,
and how, toward the last, she had quite
forgotten Rosamund and her obvious
duty.

Mrs. Derrick had entrusted Anne with
her daughter, and she should have in-
sisted upon staying with Rosamund, even
at the certain risk of displeasing that
young lady.

However, when she had given up all
hope of their making that train, Rosa-
mund finally did appear. Anne seized
the several small parcels which the girl
thrust out to her, and together they
dashed through the gate.

It was growing dark when the train
slid out of the long tunnel, and countless
rows of twinkling lights sprang sudden-
ly into life, stretching in double rows up
the narrow side streets. Lights glim-
mered, too, in those human hives; the
flat-houses and all the hundreds of little
shops were ablaze.

Everywhere there were people, people,
people!

Long, nervous streams of them pushed
and jostled each other in the streets and
on the pavements, dodging trucks and
trolleys and automobiles, each human
atom intent upon preserving that spark
of life which God had vouchsafed him;
crowded hordes of them clung like flies
to the cross-town cars; screaming little
children romped hazardously in the side
streets, and, still more, grown-ups and
children could be seen through the illu-
minated windows of the flat-houses.

Anne settled wearily back into her
seat, abandoninpg herself to a retrospect

Jher earnest soul might grow.
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of the past few hours and speculating
again upon that indeterminate. future.

Life must hold something more- for
her than this. Somewhere in the world-
there must be a real place for her where
She won-
dered where it was, and along what paths
it lay.

At this stage of her fortunes—or per-
haps misfortunes is a better word—Anne
was in some danger of developing a
morbidness of mind foreign to her na-
ture. She had remained consistently
cheerful through dire poverty, and hope-
ful when it would seem that there re-
mained nothing more for which to hope.

Even now she was far from despair-
ing.
If she could have disposed of that one
question which troubled her, the way
would have been reasonably clear.
the question, of course, was Dickson Cal- -
houn.

The ride through the Park that after-
noon with Mrs. Henry had been a grate-
ful diversion. The counsel and' cheer
which that hearty young person offered
her was just what Anne necded most.

Her subsequent call upon Mrs. Kidder,
and the good soul’s open delight at see-
ing her again, had warmed her heart
through and through.

Mrs. Kidder had much to tell.  She

fairly bubbled over with newsy gossip,
and Anne found herself listening with
more genuine interest than she had felt
in anything for months.
" There was the little old gentleman
beside whom she used to sit at table—
he had been ill with an attack with pleu-
risy, and was only now able to be back
at the bank. He, it seems, missed Anne,
and inquired after her constantly.

Mrs. Kidder thought it would be nice
if Anne would write to him. He would
be so pleased to know that she was com-
fortably fixed—Mrs. Kidder thought it
had worried him not to know where she
was.

The upholstery drummer was on the
road, and the two manicure girls had
moved.

And, oh, yes! The same young man
who called to see Anne once before had
been again, and seemed much disturbed
at not finding her. Mrs. Kidder had
given him her address at the Second

And -
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stock. There’s no such party in the
house, sir; but it’s directed care of Mr.
Derrick, and I thought—"

Anne held out her hand calmly and
smiled with all her old graciousness
restored. This would pave the way for
the explanations which she knew must
shortly be forthcoming.

“The telegram is for me, Thomas,”
she said.

CHAPTER XVIII.
TOM GOODWIN'S GHOST.

THE various events which followed
hard upon the heels of Howard Keat-
ing's telegram—he had obtained her ad-
dress from Mrs. Bevis—left Anne in a
daze.

Young Keating appeared at Derricourt
half an hour after the message which an-
nounced his coming. With him were
Bates, her father’s friend and lawyer,
and Jim Derrick himself.

No one, it seemed, quite understood
just why Anne was in the Derrick house-
hold.

James, Jr., by reason of having seen
the envelope addressed to Tom Good-
win, held to it stubbornly that it was
all part of a newspaper trick calculated
to drag the Derricks once more into the
limelight.  Keating was frankly and
miserably puzzled, as well as reproachful
to Anne, for not letting him know of her
plight.

Mr. Bates said little, but his eyes told
Anne that his conscience smote him
cruelly for having permitted her to slip
out of his sight. Jim Derrick was too
pleased at having run his quarry to earth
to question the absurdity of her having
been under his own roof-tree for the past
fortnight. »

The matter which gave Jim Derrick
control of the Baccaras Central Railroad
and made Anne Gravestock once more a
rich woman was settled speedily.

“Three hundred thousand dollars
she sighed ecstatically, leaning back in
the chair so lately occupied by Mrs.
Derrick. “T can hardly believe it’s true
—it doesn’t seem possible!”

“That’s the jolly part of it ex-
claimed young Keating, his eyes glowing.
“It’s not only possible—but true.”

1
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Afterward Anne went back to her
little room across the hall from Rosa-
mund’s boudoir. There she found Mrs.
Beeks and Hilma carefully repacking
her trunks. She could scarcely restrain
a smile as she noticed Mrs. Beeks's em-
barrassment.

Presently the housekeeper sent Hilma
away on an errand, and then she turned
to Anne apologetically.

“1 hope you’ll excuse me, miss,” she
said. ‘ You see, it was those dresses you
sold the girls at the boarding-house that
first made me suspicious. You'll own it
did look queer, miss?”

“ Perhaps it did,”
frankly. .

After all, why should she hold a
grudge just because the tables were re-
versed and she.was in a position to be
unkind.

“It’s all right, Mrs. Beeks,” she
added, “and I want to thank you for
having engaged me for the place. I was
in great need.”

At the door of her room stood Mrs.
Derrick, her eyes red and swollen from
weeping. Piteously she flung an arm
over Anne's shoulder.

“I don’t wunderstand it, quite—
Annie,” she said. “ Mr. Derrick says
you're really a lady, although I don't
see just how it can be.” (Anne smiled
at the joke on herself.) ‘‘But what I
do understand is that you've been ter-
ribly wronged—and I’'m not the sort of
person who won’t admit it when I've
wronged anybody, even a maid. Miss
Rosamund would apologize, I'm sure, if
she understood, but she’s ill, poor child.
I'm sending for the doctor. Of course,
she must have been very ill, or she
certainly would not have done such a
thing—and you will forgive me, won’t
you?”

Her poor pathetic face, with its sag-
ging chins and haggard, tear-drawn eyes,
was twice as appealing in its simple an-
guish as in all its panoply of acquired
gentility. Anne stroked her shoulders
soothingly.

‘“Indeed I will,” she said generously,
her own eyes filling with tears. *“ And
don’t be too hard upon Miss Rosamund.
She’s only a child—and perhaps this
will be a lesson to her—"

“ About playing cards for money, you

answered Anne
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mean? I hope so, too. It's her father’s
fault, anyway, for being so close with
her. And, oh, Annie! Here's your half-
month’s wages—"’

She held out some crisp bills to Anne.

For a moment Anne stared at them,
uncomprehending. Then she laughed.

“ Thank you, Mrs. Derrick,” she said,
taking the money and thrusting it into
her bag. ‘“I've earned it, haven't I?
And strange as it may seem to you, al-
though I'm fearfully and wonderfully
rich, at the present moment, I've got
just thirty cents to my name—besides
what you've just given me.”

“ Indeed, it doesn’t seem at all strange
to me,” replied Mrs. Derrick, making an
effort to smile through her tears, * for
I'm frequently that way myself.”

It was almost dusk when Anne slipped
quietly out of the Derrick house. She
left orders where her trunks were to be
sent, and set out for the station on foot,
having firmly refused the offer of James,
Jr., to drive her over.

It was a mild, warm night in early
spring. In the almost leafless trees the
first birds twittered anxiously, wondering
no doubt if they had ventured north in
advance of the season, and the air was
heavy with a sweet, earthy smell.

Anne wanted to be alone and to think.
She walked slowly, for there was plenty
of time, and she planned her future in a
vague, happy sort of way.

There were Nettie and Louise, and lots
of girls like them, whom she would help.
There was work waiting for her out in
that world, in spite of her money, and
even should she go about clothed in the
outward habiliments of the old Anne,
it was the spirit of the new Anne—
the helpful, wnderstanding Anne—that
would dominate her.

Yes, it was quite true. The old Anne
had perished forever. She had no place
in the new order of things, and while her
face had been sweet and pretty, and her
heart -innately good, it was the new Anne
who possessed the understanding soul.

At the park gate Anne almost collided
in the dusk with a man who was coming
in. Startled for the moment, she drew
back, and then she exclaimed softly:
“ QOh, it’s you, Dick Calhoun!”

At first Dickson Calhoun failed to
recognize his ex-fiancée. Then he cried:
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‘“ Anne Gravestock, by all that’s wonder-
ful! What are you doing here?"

“I'm coming from the Derrick’s,”
answered Anne, striving to make her
voice quite calm; “on my way to the
station. You, I take it, are coming from
the station, on your way to the Der-
ricks?” :

He laughed shortly. ,

“Yes,” he said; “that’s about right.
I understand Miss Rosamund is ill. I
telephoned—"

“Too ill to play bridge to-night,”
replied Anne quietly.

But Calhoun chose to ignore the in-
sinuation. .

“Tell me what you are doing here,”
he urged; ‘“or—no. I don’t know that
I care about that. Where have you
been—and why did you throw me over,
Anne?”

He stepped nearer to her, and tried to
take one of her hands.

Again his boyish appearance jarred
upon Anne, as it had done before. A
man of his age had no right to look so
young. = A man who got out in the world
and did real work couldn’t look so young.

She slipped her hand away from him
and squared her chin.

“Tt's all right, Dick,” she said firmly:
“TI've forgiven you, and we won't talk
about it—"' :

“ But I've hunted for you, Anne. They
said you were in Europe with your
cousins.  Yesterday—in the Park—I
would have given my soul to take you
into my arms. Anne, once you prom-
ised to marry me—"

“ Dick,” said Anne resolutely, * do you
want me to marry you, now? "

“Indeed I do, my darling girl,” he
said earnestly. “I've dreamed of you—
longed for you—"

“ But surely, Dick, you've heard? You
know that when father died everything
was swept away—that I was a pauper?”

For a few seconds he did not reply;
then he said quietly:

“Yes, I did hear that. It was dread-
ful. T hurried back to New York as soon
as I could, but you had gone, and there
was nothing for me to do but wait until
you came back. And now I see that
you've fallen into luck again. To-night's
paper has it that you've disposed of some
worthless stock for a fortune just because
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until my sides ached to think that I, a
humble dry-goods salesman, had man-
aged to command such deference from a
supercilious hotel clerk.

This, as I have said, was the only end
I sought to attain by posing as my liter-
ary namesake. I did not dream of the
honors that were to be showered upon me,
nor of the sea of frouble into which I
was to be plunged as a result of my little
deception.

It was not until I went down to dinner
that I obtained the first inkling of what
was in store for me.

The dining-room was well filled, and
my entry seemed to attract so much at-
tention that I felt the blood rising to my
cheeks.

Although I am very modest by nature,
I could not fail to observe that every eye
was turned upon me, and that everybody
appeared to be whispering to his or her
neighbor concerning me.

" Evidently that hotel clerk had lost no
time in spreading the news of the arrival
of the supposed literary celebrity.

There were many pretty girls in the
room, and the admiring glances with
which they favored me as I took my seat
caused me to regret exceedingly that I
was not really the person they imagined
me to be.

Doubtless as a token of his esteem and
devotion that hotel clerk (whose name,
by the way, was Horace Simkins) had
taken care to allot me a seat at table
next to the most beautiful girl in the
hotel.

She was the handsomest woman I had
ever seen.

I made up my mind that I would se-
cure an introduction with as little delay
as possible and, indeed. I did not have
long to wait.

I had no sooner given my order to the
~ waiter than a pompous little old man who

sat opposite coughed nervously and said:
“ Pardon me, sir. I believe I have the
honor of addressing Mr. Sanford W.
Strange.” .
I bo“ed
“1 am proud to meet you, “sir—very
proud,” he continued. ‘“My name is
Smithers—Maximilian  Smithers.  You
“will forgive me for waiving formality
and introducing myself to you. As a
matter of fact, I feel that I have known
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you for some time, for I have read so
many o6f your truly admirable, stories.
Allow me to present you to my wife, sir.
She, too, is an ardent admirer of your
writings.”

Mastering my embarrassment, I bowed
to the portly lady seated at his side.

‘ And now that we know each other,”
went on the smiling Mr. Smithers, “let
me go a step further and do the honors
for the rest of the guests at this table.
They are all dying to meet you, Mr.
Strange.”

He thereupon made me acquainted with
the half-dozen persons at our table, wind-
ing up by introducing me to the beautiful
girl at my left hand.

‘ And last, but by no means least let
me present you to Miss Queenie Barrl-
son,” was the way he put it. :

I turned eagerly toward the fair di-
vinity.

“ Miss Barrison,” I said, puttmg my
whole soul into- my words, I cant tell
vou how charmed I am to meet you.”

“T1 deem this a great honor,” she an-
swered in a voice so sweet that it thrilled
me through and through. “I read your
latest story in Manfield’s Magazine, and
it interested me more than I can tell
you.”

“ Awfully glad you liked it,” I mur-
mured awkwardly. “1I fear, however,
that you are bestowing too much praise
upon a feeble effort.”

“Tt is refreshing to find that you are
so modest,” she declared with a smile.
“ Most literary people are so conceited
that they are intolerable. Seriously,
though, I have enjoyed your stories more
than any I have ever read.”

“Then I am more than repaid for
having written them,” I replied, the
look of frank admiration in her glorious
eyes causing my heart to beat wildly.

After that, much to my regret, the con-
versation became general; old Smithers
and the others at our table apparently
being determined that Miss Barrison
should not be allowed to monopolize me'!

I was kept busy answering questions as
to how long it took me to write one of
my stories; whether I used a typewriter
or pen and ink; whether I thought out
the entire story before I started to put it
on paper; whether my plots were found-
ed on fact, etc., etc.
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him from life or is he merely a creature
“of your imagination? "

‘“He's purely a creature of my imagi-
nation,” I replied promptly.

“ Dear me;”" sighed the girl, “ I'm so
disappointed. I hoped to hear you say
that he was a real man. He is such a
charming character. I fell in love with
him immediately. I think if such a man
really existed I would marry him, even if
I had to do the proposing myself.”

‘“ Believe me, there is no such man,” I
cried earnestly. ‘I invented him. He's
wholly imaginary.”

“I'm sorry to hear it,” she said, with
another deep sigh. ‘“I hoped to meet
him in the flesh—some day! As it is, he
will always be my ideal.”

“ Tell me, Miss Barrison, what do you
most admire in him? ” [ inquired eagerly.

‘“ His sterling honesty!” she cried en-
thusiastically. ‘‘ His noble adherence to

the truth at such an awful cost; his de-

testation of lies and deceit. Those are
the qualities I most admire in a man.”

I winced. If she had lashed me with
a whip she could not have cut me more
deeply.

How bitterly I regretted, then, that [
had yielded to the temptation of mas-
querading in borrowed plumes! I trem-
bled to think of the scorn that would
flash from the eyes of this glorious girl
if ever she learned the truth concerning
me.

Almost fiercely, I changed the subject
and turned the conversation to less pain-
ful and safer channels.

We chatted together until dusk and the
girl said it was high time she returned to
the hotel. By this time, I was head over
heels in love with her.

As we entered the lobby of our little
hostelry. ~ Horace Simkins, the hotel
clerk, whose face I noticed was quite pale,
cried out excitedly: “I'm glad you've
come in, Mr. Strange. Now we shall
be able to learn the truth. There’s been
some sensational doings here, sir, since
you left!” o )

“ What's the matter?” I inquired, in-
wardly quaking.

“ It happened shortly after you went
out,” the clerk continued, “a tall, hand-
some man with a scar on his forehead
(‘le here to engage a room. He was
just about to sign the register when the
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chief of police happened to stroll in and
at once recognized the stranger as Billy
Burke, the forger, who is wanted by the
New York police! Our chief says the
fellow fits the description minutely and
that the scar on his forehcad, alone, is
enough to identify him.

“There’s a big reward offered for the
capture of Burke, and the chief feels con-
fident he will get it. I'm not so sure,
however! Our chief has made mistakes
before now, and I shouldn’t be a bit sur-
prised if it turns out that he’s locked up
the wrong man. I'm glad vou've come
to straighten things out, Mr. Strange.”

‘I straighten things out?” I gasped.
“ Why, what the dickens can I do? I
don’t know Billy Burke, the forger.”

“ Well, you see, sir, the stranger indig-
nantly denies that he's Billy Burke! He
swears that his name is Alfred Living-
stone and that he's the editor of Man-
field’s Magazine. He threatens to make
it hot for the chief of police by the time
he gets through!

“I whispered to the chief that we had.
a gentleman staying with us who knew
the real Mr. Livingstone and could tell
at a glance whether the fellow is really
the editor of Manficld’s Magasine or an
impostor !

‘“ The chief asked me to request you to
go to the lockup as soon as possible and
see if you can identify this man.”

Here, truly, was a pleasant state of
affairs! I had never seen Alfred Living-
stone, the editor of A/anfield’s, and
would not know him from Adam; but
I could not afford to make such an ad-
mission. As a frequent contributor to
Manfield’s 1 was of course expected to
know the editor well!

I was indeed in a pretty fix. If I took
a chance and, after looking at the prisoner
declared that he was not the magazine
editor, I might be doing a great injustice
to a worthy and thoroughly respectable
gentleman! : ~

If, on the other hand, I took a chance
the other way and, pretending to recog-
nize the prisoner, declared positively that
he was Mr. Alfred Livingstone, and if on
the strength of my identification the po-
lice turned their prisoner loese and dis-
covered afterward that they had arrested
the right man after all, doubtless the au-
thorities would punish me severely!

© @
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In all probability I should be arrested
as an accessory of Billy Burke, the forger,
and sent to prison for a long term.

I tried to dodge the issue by declaring
that I was too tired to go to the jail; but
that ruse did not work at all.

“Why, the lockup is only a short dis-
tance from here,”” protested the clerk.
“You can walk it easily in five minutes.”

“1 saw the prisoner when he was ar-
rested and he certainly did look distin-
guished,” exclaimed old Smithers, who
was near by. “ I shouldn’t be surprised if
he really is the magazine editor.”

.~ “In which case, I am sure Mr. Strange

will not be mean enough to refuse to
come to the rescue of his friend!” cried
Miss Barrison.

Under these. circumstances there was
nothing for me to do but to consent. Old
Smithers and some of the guests volun-
teered to go along with me, and Horace
Simkins announce@‘hat he deemed it his
duty to escort me 1o the chief.’

Like a prisoner walking to his execu-
tion, I marched with them to the lockup.

On the way I made up my mind as to
the course of action I would pursue'

I would declare that the prisoner was
not the editor of Manfield’s Magazine!

It seemed to me that that was the best
way out of the dilemma.

Of course, if the man under arrest real-
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“ Why, confound you!" cried the man- -
in the cell indignantly, * how dare_ you
make such a statement? I don’t know
ou.” -~

“Of course you don't, my hearty!”
exclaimed the chief exultantly. “ Of
course you don't know this gentleman!
Why should you? You would know
him, though, if you were the man you
claim to be! This gentleman is a fre-
quent contributor to the pages of Man-
field’s Magazine.”

“That's a lie!” cried the prisoner
angrily. “ That fellow has never writ-
ten a line for us in his life! Confound
him, he_shall suffer for this impertinence,
and so shall you all, by the time I get
through.”

The chief laughed mockingly. ‘I
guess your bluster won't go any more,
Mr. Billy Burke,” he sneered. * Thank%
to this gentleman, I am now sure I've got
you right.”

But I was by no means so sure my-
self. The man’s indignation appeared
so unmistakably genuine that I now had
little doubt but that he really was the
magazine editor.

The scornful, contemptuous glare
which he concentrated upon me made me
feel so heartily ashamed of myself that T
left the place feeling that I was the
meanest man on earth.

ly was Livingstone, the editor, he might & Even the congratulations of my com-

make it pretty hot for me afterward, when
his real friends came to his rescue and
identified him.

But he could not make it nearly as hot
for me as would the authorities if I
vouched for the prisoner and the latter
afterwards turned out to be Billy Burke.

Between the wrath of Livingstone and
the wrath of the authorities, the choice
was easy.

We reached the jail in due course and
1 was introduced to the chief of police
by Horace Simkins. Then I was led to
the cells.

I took a good look at the tall, hand-
some man glancmg at us from behind
the bars, and announced with positive-
ness: ‘ That fellow is not Mr. Living-
stone, the editor of Manfield’s!”’

“You are sure of what you say, sir!”
cried the chief eagerly.

‘“ Absolutely sure,” I replied.
never seen this fellow before.”

“I héve

panions upon the fact that I had so suc-
cessfully exposed the supposed impostor
did not serve to help me regain my lost
self-respect. In fact, they had quite the
opposite effect.

As we walked back to the hotel, I in-
wardly cursed the unhappy impulse
which had prompted me to masquerade as
Sanford Strange, magazine writer.

When we reached the hotel I found
more trouble awaiting me.

As I stepped into the lobby an excited-
looking man, with a distinctly foreign -
cast of countenance adorned by a pair of
long black maustachios, which gave him
a truly ferocious appearance, pushed his
way toward me.

“ Pardon me; ees thees Sefior Sanford
W. Strange?” he demanded fiercely.
“ That's my name,” I replied,

some apprehension,
" “You write for zee magazines, eh?"”
he demanded, still more fiercely.

with
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As T told you before, as far as vour
morality and physical being go, I sze
nothing wrong—certainly not physically,
and I've never heard anything very bad
about you in any way. DBut vou are—
are—"

“ Oh, say it. Say it. I give you fair
warning that I shall ask Constance any-
way, so I can stand whatever you care to
say. What am I2?"”

‘“ Such a confounded ass.”

“You make yourself clear at any rate.
Why am I that, any more than the other
fellows girls marry who do nothing but
live on their money?” -

“You are not: They are most of them
the same. But—go ahead. Constance
is a young woman of ideas. I suppose
you know that I have not supported her
for the last two years.”

“T didn’t know it. Why not?”

“ Simply because she won't let me.
Constance is a voung woman who be-
lieves in action and independence. She
is an illustrator for books and magazines.
She makes almost as much as I do. Of
course I could not very well forbid her
acceptance of you if I wished to, and I
am not sure I wish to. I won’t say any
more. Go to this dinner and ask her
yourself. I'll wager, though, that she
will put several pointed questions. I
have the distinct honor of being pretty
well acquainted with my daughter.”

“In case she does accept—I trust I
shall not forfeit your friendship?"”

“ By no means. I tell you Constance
is absolutely independent. If she mar-
ries you I shall welcome you as my son-
in-law. Tf she refuses we shall still be
friends.”

“If she does accept I'll study medi-
cine if you want me to.”

“1 don't. It’s a dog’s life. You are
never vour own master. And it is doubly
disagreeable for a wife. She plans some-
thing for vour mutual enjoyment, and lo!
you are out all night taking care of the
sick. It is a noble profession—for some-
body else. Not my daughter’s husband,
unless she might happen to fall in love.
with a man already in the harness.”

“Well, what shall I do to remove vour
only objection to me—my idleness? "

He laughed.

“Tt is rather premature to ask that

now. Get her first. I imagine you will
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do what she says rather than what I say..
And now I must go. I've got three se-
vere cases on the East Side, and just
stopped in for a brief rest. I have had
no sleep since night before last.”

He showed no weariness in his iron
frame as he rose. To my surprise he
offered me his hand.

“Don’t take what I have said too
much to heart. We physicians sometimes
have a blunt way of expressing our-
selves.” .

“You have not offended me. You
have set me thinking,” I replied. “ And
I'll speak to Constance to-night.”

II.
MAKING A BARGAIN FOR LOVE,

I was in a peculiar mood when I
reached Derry’s. Somehow, the chatter
and laughter T heard as I entered the
room where the guests of Forbes had
gathered, jarred on me.

Yet I had been looked upon as a sort
of wit to keep that chatter and laughter
going.

“Oh, here’s Tommy! Hello, Tom-
my!” exclaimed a young married wom-
an, rushing to greet me. ‘ What do you
think? Billy Forbes is going to give
prizes for the best impromptu essays on

bears. And the prizes are to be the
Teddy Bears that perform for us. Isn’t
it great? ”

“ What’ll anybody do with a bear?”
I asked.

“Hock it when he goes broke,” said
Jimmy Dodds, whose income was derived
from a patent smoke-jacket his grand-
father had invented. “ I hope I'll win

one. Let’s see. I've got to do some
thinking. What do bears eat, anyway,
Denland?” :

‘“ People.”

“ Goodness!” cried a young unmar-
ried woman who had joined us. “I
don’t want to win a bear. Think of
having a pet in the house always wanting
to eat vou up.”

‘“ Like Sarah Bennings and her hus-
band, eh?” said Jimmy. * They say he
almost eats her up, and she calls him a
bear.”

“ Aw, cut it out!” broke in Lemmy
Helpin, whose life was a series of ad-
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I don’t know that I can explain very
well here just what I mean. I like you,
Mr. Denland. As a matter of fact, I
like you better than the others—here.
You know I have little sympathy in these
silly affairs. And I love my work. With
the exception of my father and mother,
that is all I have ever loved—yet, I like

you. But I don’t admire you. And I
certainly do not love you!”
I was sitting close to her. I looked at

her face. It had turned pale.

“J think I know what you mean,” I
said. ““ Your father warned me. You
don’t like an idler.”

She was sitent a moment.

“T will try to explain,” she said final-
ly. “You are believed to be a rich man,
Mr. Denland. How rich, it is not my
business to inquire. But you have
honored me with a proposal of marriage,
and I must make myself clear. Do you
manage your own fortune?”

“Why—no. It is in the hands of
my bankers, who were my father’s bank-
ers. I receive a check from them every
three months.”

“ And if anything happened—if your
fortune was involved in a financial crisis
—ryou could do nothing to save it. Do
vou know what your fortune really is?
What it consists of 2"

“You mean the investments?
do not.” ’

“ Now you ought to see what I mean
without making me go through an un-
pleasant explanation.”

“ But I don't. What difference does
it make so long as I get the income?”

‘“ All the difference in the world. At
present I am independent of financial
crashes. I make my own living, and a
good one. When a woman marries she
assumes new duties and responsibilities,
I could do no more illustrating.

“ My ambition reaches out higher than
illustrating. If I marry I must put that
ambition behind me. I must depend—
not on you for a living, but on those who
have your fortune in charge. If they
prove dishonest or incapable and you
should lose the fortune you inherited,
and we had a family, we would be im-
poverished. I would have the care of a
home with no money to support it. You
could not earn a living. Now you un-
derstand.”

No, I

truthful.
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“I understand what you mean. But
I could make a living. Why, lots of fel-
lows make a good living who don’t know
any more than I do.”

*They may not know any more as far
as education goes. But they know how
to work. They know something that
mcans progress in the world.  They
know how to put their hands to a pen,
a brush, or a machine. They know how
to conduct a business, build up a busi-
ness, or work for some one else who is
willing to pay for this knowledge. You
have nothing to offer such a man except
the fact that you once had money. I
can’t take any such risk.”

This was a stunner. I knew half the
girls in our set would hurl themselves
at my head—or at my income, which is
the same thing. But I wanted only this
hard-headed young woman who was
giving me a more severe talk even than
her father. ’

“T1 am sure I could earn a living if I
was forced to. And I don’t expect any
such condition. And I love you honest-
ly, sincerely, and deeply.”

“I believe you. I know you are
I. appreciate your love as that
of a good man. But I must think of
the future.”

“Well,” I said” stubbornly, “let's
think of the future. You don’t love any
one else. You said so.”

“ My father and mother and my art.”

“T won't bother you with urging. Let
me ask this: If I prove to you that I
can do something in the world beside
spend money, will you love me—marry
me, then?”

She placed her hand in mine.

“Are you willing to forego all this
nonsense and prove it?" ’

“T am willing to do anything except
die to get you. If I died I wouldn't get

you. I love you too well to want to die
for you. Let me live for you and T will
prove it."”

She pressed her lips together. -«

“ It must be a real proof. No make-
believe with money to help you. How
would you manage it?"” :

“T'll stop drawing my income and go
to work.”

There was another silence.

“T1 tell you what I will do,” she
said, again breaking the pause. ‘I have
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not thought of marriage till to-night,
and I would not hurry anyway. I have
work I must finish before I think of that.
Give me a year to love you as I ought,
and yourself a year to fight the world
so that I will know if T do marry you
my future is safe in the hands of a man
who can battle for me if necessary.

“Tie up your fortune so that you can-
not use it for a year. Not only that.
You must rid yourself of the capacity to
borrow. Let it be known, or believed by
everybody, that you have lost your money.
It must not be known that you are merely
experimenting for a year with a whole
year’s income waiting for vou. It must
be believed by everybody that you are—
broke. Flat, dead Dbroke.

‘“There isn't a noodle in this crowd
who would lend you a dollar if you were
poor. Forbes himself wouldn't. Go
tackle the world like a man, without a
cent. I don’t care for wealth so much.
But I must marry a man who is capable
by his own exertions of making as good
a home as I can, and of managing his
own affairs.”

I breathed hard.

“I'll do it, Constance,” I said. “I'll
do it. I'll fix things to-morrow, and be-
gin at once. You will wait a year?”

“T’ll wait a year>—and marry you at
the end of it if you make good.”

“ And I may call on you?”

“ Of course.”
“Hey, Tommy,” called Forbes.
“ Going to spoon all night? e want

you two for this set.”

“ Hang the set,” I growled.

“We are his guests—for the last time
for a year at least,” said Constance. “I
will not make the conditions too hard.
As a poor man you will get no more in-
vitations from this crowd. And I will
not accept any. Is that not fair?”

“ Constance,” I said in a low tone, “1I
believe you half love me now.”

“ Perhaps—I do—half,” she
pered, and we joined the others.

whis-

II1.
FLAT BROKE, AND WORSE,

THE first thing I had to do was to
get rid of the ridiculous prize I had won
at the Teddy Bear dinner. Previous to

.coolly went on doing this
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my talks with Maitland and Constance I
would have laughed at the thing as a
lark. Now I felt flat as a man could
feel going around trying to dispose of a
young bear I did not want. I finally
succeeded in giving the thing away.

The estate left by my father was in
the hands of the private banking firm of
Cyrus X. Rellbun & Co. What the X.
in his name stood for I don’t know. I
didn’t even know him.

I knew the name of the firm was Cyrus
X. Rellbun & Co. I did not know who
the company was, ’

I had never taken time to look into
matters even to the extent.of ascertain-
ing the standing of the firm in financial
circles. I received my income regularly,
and spent it with the same regularity,
and had been satisfied. I had never met
the heads of the firm.

I went to the office of Cyrus X. Rell-
bun & Co. and asked for Mr. Rellbun.
He was not in the city. The junior
partner was there, and I found him to
be Caleb W. Gash.

Mr. Gash was a cold, smooth propo-
sition. His immobile face seemed never
to light up with any emotion. When I
was taken into his private office he
greeted me with a cold handshake and
offered- me a chair.

He was signing some papers. He
until he had
finished. Then he swung round in his
chair and faced me.

‘“ Now, Mr, Denland, what can I do
for you?” he asked. ‘ Pardon me for
keeping you waiting. The absence of
Mr. Rellbun on business of importance
throws a great deal of extra work on me.
But now I am at liberty to talk.”

“ My errand here,” I said, “ will prob-
ably strike you as unique—even queer—
perhaps absurd. The fact is, I want to
become a poor man for a year.”

“You want—let me -get this clear.
You want to make some disposition of
your income that will deprive you of it
for a year. Is that the idea? There is
no reason, however, why you should im-
poverish yourself for a whole year. "You
can draw in advance, or you can use
some of your principal. We are merely
your bankers. Not your guardians. The
estate, as you know, is at your own dis-
posal.”
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studied the maps. Then after three days
of preparations I went owt to sell goods.

My affiliations with high society
amounted to nothing. I tried to interest
Billy Forbes, but he was too busy to talk
about it. He was as rank an idler as I
had ever been. Yet now he was sud-
denly over his head in business.

I went to several of the old set and
sold nothing. My reception at every
place was frigid.

Nettled, but not discouraged, I re-
solved to shake my old friends, if they
ever had been real friends, and tackle
strangers.

I had no better success. I could tell
funny stories, sing funny songs, but I
didn’'t know a good factory site from a
tillable farm. I didn’t know whether a
house was worth more or less than we
were asking for it.

One day the president showed me a
letter from a man in Philadelphia. It
was a good, straightforward business
letter.

It went on to say that the writer had
retired from business, and intended to
make New York his home. He wished
to make some good investments in real-
He was not in good health, and
would be pleased if the association wwould
go to a little trouble. He was willing
to pay for this. :

“There’s your man, Denland,” said
the president. ‘“ Go to Philadelphia and
talk Fifth Avenue lots to him. They
will increase at least twenty-five per cent
in two years. Tell of the vast improve-
ments going on. The new railroad term-
inals, and all that.” -

I went to Philadelphia and, after some
little trouble, located the man whose
name had Dbeen attached to the letter.
He had not retired from business. He
had no business to retire from. He had
no money.

He looked at me in amazement when I
began to talk investment to him.

“Young man,” he said, “ I couldn’t
buy a picket fence. I never wrote to
your firm. I can’t pay my debts.”

I went back to New York enraged. I
could not understand why such a trick
should be played on me.

When I reached New York I knew
more. The Greater New York House and
Lot Company had disappeared during
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my absence, taking my five thousand dol-
lars with them, and leaving me a load of
debts which the papers I had signed
condemned me to carry or pay.

I was broke then to the limit. I had
a few dollars left from what I had used
to go to Philadelphia.

I could pay no debts.
niture had been taken.

Attachments were slapped on to me,
but T had nothing to attach. The com-
pany was gone—defunct.

I was arrested on a warrant charged
with frand. I was locked up in Ludlow
Street Jail. My bail had been fixed at
five thousand dollars because the frauds
had been gigantic.

I tried to get Dr. Maitland to go my
bail. He refused and upbraided me for
stooping to such a fraudulent method of
winning the love of Constance.

I sent word to Cyrus X. Rellbun &
Co. stating the plight I was in. T re-
ceived a curt note in reply which read:

The office fur-

Dear MRr. DENLAND:

This was your own suggestion. We
can do nothing at present to relieve you
from your embarrassment. Remember.
yvour agreement.

I wrote to Forbes. I received no an-
swer. I suppose he was congratulating
himself that I had not roped him in.

I wrote to Constance, who wrote back:

Dear Tom:

I know you are simply trying my own
firmness. I glory in your spunk. Fight
away. Yours,

CONSTANCE.

It was maddening.

IV.

DOWN TO HARD PAN,

I 1Ay in Ludlow Street jail a week be-
fore I was taken to court. I had no
money to purchase anything better than
prison fare.

I was arraigned before a judge who
looked at me with a frozen face. His
cold, keen eyes seemed to be studying
every line of my countenance. It was a
trial by jury, and the twelve good men
and true seemed solid, well-to-do, and
quite satisfied with their own. virtues.

I had no witnesses, of course. But I
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“ How
angrily,

“ Oh, I reet him in de babers.
id avay. I gall a bolecemans.”

I took it away. I walked several
blocks to find another place where com-
munication was not so easy.

Entering here, I handed the watch over
the counter with the same question.

“You seem to be having a lot of
trouble with this watch,” said the young
man in charge. * You ought not to have
given old Shandriski your name. The
whole place is looking for you now. I'd
like to accommodate you, but—get out—
quick!”

Alarmed by his whispered and unmis-
takably earnest warning I turned to go.
1 was too late.

A policeman was coming in the door.

“ Here, you!"” he said. “ You'd bet-
ter come tc the station-house with me.
You may bz ail right this time, and you
may not. I won't take any chances. I'll
place you under arrest as a suspicious
person, and to-morrow we'll give you a
chance to explain.”

I had a place to sleep that night.

did you know?” I asked

Take

VI.
HUNTING A JOB.

I was the maddest man in New York
by morning.

Of course I had no sleep. Some
drunken hoodlums had been brought
in and they kept up a hideous racket till
they were clubbed into submission. But
there was coming and going all night,
and the nervous condition I was in drove
all thoughts of sleep out of my mind. I
sat on the cot and nursed my wrath.

In the morning they gave me a chance
to prove that I was really the owner of
the watch. I telephoned to the jeweler’s
firm where I had purchased that and a
hundred other expensive presents for
friends—at least people I thought were
my friends—and they sent an employee
who knew me down to the station.

He had formerly almost cringed be-
fore me. I had spent thousands of dol-
lars in that store. But he looked at me
with cold, haughty glances, and then at

- the watch.
“1 know this man, captain,” he said.
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“ He used to be a pretty high-flier, and
spent a lot of money, wherever he got it
from. I don’t know anything about him
only that. He did buy the watch of us
all right.”

“ Well, that settles it, then. There’s
no charge against this man, is there, offi-
cer?”

“No. He was running all over the
place trying to pawn the watch, and I
knew his record was bad. He is the
fellow who was arrested for the House
and Lots Association frauds.”

“Oh! Look here, young fellow,” said °
he captain. ““ Let me give you a piece
of advice. New York is a pretty big
place, I know. But I don’t think it is
quite big enough for you. You’d better
skedaddle. It's a good time to go now
while there is no charge hanging over
you. A fellow like you is liable to get
into trouble most any time. Take my
advice and get out of town.”

“1I shall do nothing of the kind. I
have been a little unfortunate of Ilate,
but I am honest. And now that you
have satisfied yourself that this is my
watch, and my appearance satisfies you
that I need some cash, perhaps yon will
permit me to return to the Bowery and
pawn my jewelry?”

“Well, so long as it is really yours, I
don’t care what you do with it. But
vou'd better take my advice and use the
money to get out of town. If we get
You again it may go harder with you.”

I went back to the Bowery, and to the
last pawn-shop—where I had been ar-
rested. I rather liked the young fellow
there. He had liked the watch and had
tried to warn me that the officer was
coming.

“Hello!" he
again?”

“Yes,” I replied. “T spent the night
in the station, but this morning convinced
them that the watch was mine. Now I
want to sell it. I don’t want to pawn it.
I want all the money you will give me
with the understanding that the watch
and charm are yours. I paid four hun-
dred dollars for the outfit.”

“ Well—it isn’t our business—but it is
a fine watch, and the stone is a good one.
T'll take a chance on two hundred.”

I jumped at it like a hungry trout at
his favorite fly.

said.  “You back
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With two hundred dollars in cash I
went forth a new man. Yet two hun-
dred dollars had been a bit of spending
money before.

I treated myself to a good breakfast.
Then I went to a barber’s and got
shaved. Then I went and had a Turk-
ish bath. Then I found another cheap
lodging and sent an expressman after
my trunk.

I still had the twenty-five-doliar check
of Gash’s in my pocket. My first
thought was that I would get it cashed.
But I resolved now to be independent.
I took it back.

“What's this®> What's the matter?”
asked Gash. ‘“ You look spruced up a
lot. And you didn’t use this?”

“No. I couldn’t get it cashed last
night, and now I don’t need it. I'm
just as much obliged to you, though, for
your kindness.”

He grunted something about some
other time, but I was eager to get to
work. I was weary, after a sleepless
night, but cared nothing for that.

The Turkish bath had refreshed me,
and the money in my pocket gave me
strength and confidence.

But it didn’t get me a job.

I began at the very lowest end . of
Broadway. I bought all the morning
papers, and tabulated the advertisements
for help wanted, and went wearily, one
by one, toward the upper part of the city.

It was killing work. I had never
given a though: to the unemploved. The
mere fact that a man was out of work
had interested me not at all, or had
seemed to be just a little temporary in-
convenience.

But I was learning what it was. I
was learning something of the realities
of life. I compared my weary work
looking for a job with the Teddy Bear
dinner and my yacht now lying up in one
of the big yards on City Island.

‘T had had great times on board with

those who  were — supposedly — my
friends. . )
That day I found nothing. When I

told my name it shut off all further ne-
gotiations. Then I grew wiser and
changed my name, and found that Con-
stance was right. I knew nothing.
Shrewd business men who spoke quick-
ly and sharply, and men who looked like
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good spenders and livers, all said the
same thing. They did want help, but
they wanted experience. They must
have either technical or practical knowl-
edge. I had neither.

I went to one house that imported
champagne. They wanted somebody
who had the entry to rich society. It
need not necessarily be good society, but
the crowd that spent money.

They thought I might do till I told
them I drank so little champagne that I
was no judge, and couldn’t keep order-
ing and drinking it. It didn’t agree
with me. That ended what might have
been a successful venture.

All the next day and the next I
hunted. I found that constant walking
and talking made me hungry, and to
satisfy my appetite made my little pile
dwindle rapidly.

As yet I had not called on Constance.
My mind was in no condition. I was
learning that she was right. I was
learning now what she, several years
younger, and a girl at that, already knew,
. Yet she had never suffered poverty.
How had she learned such worldly wis-
dom. I was almost afraid of her. I
shrank in comparison. :

It was thought, study, looking into
things. And she had determined that I
should do the same thing. To know the
world as it was, and not as a powder-
puft on which fairies might dance. It
was a schooling nobody could ever for-
get.

And so a week passed, and still another
week, and I was still out of work.

If you are as fortunately situated as I
had been, and still believe the world
owes you a living and is falling all over
itself trying to pay it, tie up your for-
tune as I did and try to collect. It will
open your eyes. 7

Mine were well open by the time my
money was gone again, and I was still
out of work.

What to do now I didn't know. Pride
prevented me from going back to Gash
for money. Yet I had not enough left
to last three days longer, and no pros-
pects of work.

But there was a fate in store for me.
I was looking over the advertisements,
sitting in Battery Park, when I chanced
upon “ Men Wanted.”
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“I think I am keener than I was in
" the ways of the world.”

“ Exactly so. Now, when you were
enjoying your wealth you had a valet.”

“Yes. I had to let him go when I
started over again.”

‘““As the employer of a valet, you
know the duties of a valet?”

“Yes, of course.”

“ And the body-servant of a rich man
generally knows more about him, more
of his inner life, his social and business
secrets, than anybody else?”

“Yes. In a hundred different ways
knowledge of that kind comes to a valet.
A man might better have a mad dog as a
companion than a valet he can’t trust.”

‘“ Exactly,” said the great detective.
“ And now, from a homeless seeker after
work, you are going to transform your-
self into that very thing.”

“What—a mad dog or a valet who
can’t be trusted?”

“ Lither—or both.- T'll explain. As
you know, perhaps, Mr. Cyrus X. Rell-
bun has been away from New York for
some time. He is now in the city, and
has resumed active management of his
banking business. Mr. Gash is now en-
joying a well-earned rest in Bermuda,
after doing double work while Rellbun
was away.

“ Mr. Cyrus X. Rellbun is trustee, not
only of your fortune, but of many others.
It may be of interest to vou to know that
what little the charitable Dr. Maitland
has been able to put away is in funds
invested for him by the house of Cyrus
X. Rellbun & Co., and is in their keep-
ing. This house is also the trustee of the
estates of several orphans and widows.
The amount of trust moneys held by
them must go far up into the millions.
And Mr. Cyrus X. Rellbun is doing
some queer things that have made a few
people think, and thus we reach the posi-
tion you are to fill.”

“Do you mean to say that Rellbun
has wasted the trust funds and is going
to abscond?’ I asked, aghast. ,,

“1 don’t mean any such thing. Mr.
Rellbun is too shrewd a financier to

waste anything. But it is suspected that-

he is converting the invested funds into
cash slowly, preparing to take a very
much longer vacation, and let you fel-
lows pay the bills.”
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“The scoundrel ! ”

“He is one, if this is true. But as yet
we have no proof. One of the queer
things he is doing is to get rid of all
those personal employees who are too
honest and shrewd for a man who is
contemplating such a crime. And among
them he has sent away his valet, and now
wants a new one. A stipulation is that
the new valet shall not be a New York
mamn, ror have worked for a New York
man. You see the point in that? Such
a man would have friends. He would
learn of the plans of Cyrus X. Rellbun,
and in order to protect his friends he
would give the thing away.

“ QOr, if he did not do that, he would
be as big a scoundrel as Rellbun himself,
and demand a big slice of the plunder,
which Rellbun is not the kind of man to
give. Now vou begin to understand.”

“T do. 1 am to try to obtain the
position of valet and learn his plans.”

“ The position is already vours. This
is no new thing. We have been on the
case for some time, but have not suc-
ceeded in cornering the old fox. Whether
Gash is honest or not, we don’t know.
We don’t care, if we can grab Rellbun
before he gets away with the goods. We
don’t want to punish a man for robbing
people. We want to prevent the robbery.
And you are the very man to do it. You
have so much at stake that you would do
more than an ordinary man. Rellbun
will be pleased with you because you

know just what a valet should do. As I
say. the position is yours.”
He leaned over his desk, scribbled

something on a paper, put it in an
envelope unsealed, and handed it to me.

* Take that to Lord Cheffingwell, at
the Waldorf.”

“ Lord Cheffingwell? I have met him.
An English swell, with plenty of money
and American interests that keep him
here.” ’

“1 don't mind telling you. The real
name of Lord Cheffingwell is Jim Hat-
son, and he is my partner in this business.
Now, are your eyes open a little more?”

“Very much wider than before,” I
said with a laugh. ‘“No wonder you
know all about our old crowd.” )

“ And a good many other crowds who
entertain Lord Cheffingwell. Now, go
to him. He will recommend you to Rell-












190

‘“ Yes, mother, I shall enjoy it hugely,”
answered Spense, with a meaning which
was quite lost upon Mrs. Graham. ‘ By
the way, mater, I saw something to-day
which left an impression. I was walking
along Twentv-Third Street, and in the
midst of that wushing, pulling, hurrying
crowd I saw a giri, »vidently in a great
hurry herself, stop and safely pilot an
old colored cripple across the street.
Don’t you think that was a pretty thing
to see in this unconcerned and unsympa-
thetic old town?”

Mrs. Graham listened to her son’s en-
thusiastic words, with the gentle, com-
prehending manner that had helped make
her such a dear chum to him.

‘“She must have been an exceptional
girl, dear,” she said. ‘‘ Perhaps she had
not been here long. It certainly was a very
sweet thing to do, and the girl is proba-
bly just as sweet as her action. But,
Spense, if you are going to hear the
voices, hadn’t you better hurry? Dinner
was very late this evening, and I think
they usually begin hearing applicants at
eight o’clock.”

Graham pulled out his watch.

“Why, it's nearly half past eight now.
I had no idea it was so late. If you'll
excuse me, mother, I'll go right along;
it will be quarter to nine when I get
there as it is,” and, kissing his mother
affectionately, he departed hurriedly from
the room.

The indistinct rumbling of the organ,
heard as he approached the church,
warned Graham that proceedings had
begun, and, entering the dimly lighted
vestibule, he slipped noiselessly into the
church, where he stood listening behind
the last of the empty pews.

A thin, tall soprano was declaiming the
aria from “Elijah” in a hard, throaty
voice very much off the key, but with
assurance and self-confidence worthy a
better cause. With a final forward thrust
of her chin, she finished her effort, and,
her manner blatant with self-approval,
noisily made way for the next applicam,
proba:bly morally certain that the position
was hers.

A voung, timid girl appeared at the
choir -rail.  Inexperienced, frightened,
her voice, a weak contralto, stuck pain:
fully in her throat, dull and without reso-
nance. The organist, pitying her nervous
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fright,mercifully ended it by playing only.
a few bars of her solo.

Graham found himself feeling sorry
for her, and when, looking about at the
other waiting * would-bes,” he saw many
barely suppressed smiles of amusement,
and in some cases satisfaction, at the poor
child’s dismal failure, he grew very hot
and angry.

“So,” he thought indignantly, “it’s
the same in this as in everything else.
Each for herself, and ready to step on
the one who’s down. They stand up there
and sing the words of divine love, while
in their hearts they are glad because of
the failure of others to make good, and
are pleased at their own superior efforts.”

Suddenly he remembered where he was
and what had brought him. Was she
here?

He looked eagerly at the faces of the
women scattered about the church. The
lights were so dim that he could hardly
sce those farthest from him, but sitting
in one of the pews under the balcony he
discerned two women, one of whom his
heart told him was the ‘‘ exceptional girl”
—the girl of the morning’s adventure—
Patience West.

He was surprised at the quick throb of
his heart as he caught sight of the famil-
iar face.

She was talking, with occasional quick
nods of her head, to the girl next her, and
Graham found her even more charming
with that bright, alert manner which
characterized her when speaking. .

He stood for a moment pondering what
to do. )

Should he take the letter over to her
and make her acquaintance that way, or
should he wait until he had heard her
sing, and then mdke an effort to talk to
her? His mind was fully made up that
she must not leave the church until he
had spoken to her. It was now or never,
and Graham was certain he wanted it to
be now.

As he waited, undecided what to do,
his roving eyes fell upon a small group
of men in the corner—the music com-
mittee. Graham moved forward to speak
to them, but as he turned they rose from
their places and walked to the front of
the church and disappeared through the
door beneath the organ.

Wondering a little, Graham followed
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brow, but, examining the addressed side
of it, she laughed silently and turned to
‘the girl with her, whom Graham had
quite ignored. ‘ Oh, Pat,” she ex-
claimed, “ here’s your letter that you left
in the book you gave me to take home for

ou!”

Then to Graham, who was watching in
consternation: “ Miss West and I live
together. We're both music students, and
I was carrying her books home for her,
one of which contained the letter which
she had slipped in there rather care-
lessly.”

Graham continued to look at her stu-
pidly.

“ Er—y-yes, yes, I see; but I must take
this back to Mr. Miller. Will you please
wait a moment until I see if everything
is correct?”

He turned quickly, anxious to get away-

from her observing eyes. With the door
leading to the church closed safely be-
hind him, he halted outside the study
where he .knew the others were awaiting
him.

Leaning limply against the wall, he
stared long and vacantly at the paper in
his hand.

“Well, I've certainly done it this
time. Not Patience West! WWhat is her
name, then?” Lifting the paper nearer
the light, he read that Janet Hardy had
agreed to sing at St. Edward’s Church
for the period of one year at a salary of
one thousand dollars.

“Isn't that the toOghest luck?” he
asked of the wall-paper. ‘ What man in
a thousand would have even dreamed
that letter was not her own. Heavens!
How shall I explain to those men in there
that I gave the soprano’s contract to the
wrong woman? I can’t say it was a mis-
take, because, like an idiot, I told them I
knew her. .

“To think that all this trouble could
come from that girl’s kind and thought-
ful action of this morning! I suppose
she’s in there now, delighted as a child
because she has the position,” he told
himself grimly, and at the thought of
having to yundeceive her he grew hot,
then cold.

As he stood there racking his brain for
a plan to extricate himself from his dis-
agreeable position, the voices of the men
in the study floated out to him.
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‘“ If Miss Hardy is still out there, why
don’t we finish the whole business to-
night? You all say you like her.”

It was Miller, and at the mention of
Miss Hardy, Graham crept nearer the
door and listened cagerly for more.

“We'll send Graham out for her when
he returns, and if she’s there he can get
her signature, and that'll end it.”

Suppressing a wild desire to shout his
relief aloud, Graham straightened him-
self, and, throwing the door open, walked
into the study hurriedly. His way out of
trouble was plain before him.

‘ Any of you people own a pen? Mine
doesn’t work, and I nced one for Miss
West to sign with,”” he said breezily.

“Here's mine,” answered Miller,
“and while you're out there, see if Miss
Hardy is there. She sang before you
came in, and we've decided that she’ll do
for the contralto. If she’s there, let her
sign this other paper; if not, we'll send
it to her by mail.”

“ All right, in just a minute,” replied
Graham, leaving the room rapidly, that
they might not have time to change their
minds,

In the small passageway Dbetween the
church and the study he stopped, and,
carefully erasing the figures seven hun-
dred dollars in Miss West’s contract, re-
placed them with one thousand dollars,
while erasing one thousand dollars from
Janet Hardy’s he filled in seven hundred
dollars.

“ There, that makes them all correct,”
he muttered under his breath. * Every-
body gets what's coming to him, and no
one will ever know how near I came to
playing the réle of a blundering idiot.”

Five minutes later he returned to the
study and laid two small white papers
before Miller. One was a contract signed
by Patience West, in which she agreed to
sing at St. Edward’s for one year at a
salary of one thousand dollars. The other
was a similar contract in which Janet
Hardy agreed to sing during the same
period at a salary of seven hundred dol-

lars.

It was not until she had been Mrs.
Spense Graham for nearly a year that
Janet Hardy learned of the uncomfort-
able fifteen minutes she cost her husband
when she tried for the position at St.
Edward’s Church.

"

.
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Advantages of New

There is no sport that inspires one with more confidence, coolness

and self-reliance than shooting. To be a good shot is a rare accom-
plishment. Butit is within the province of every man and woman.

The New Target Grip herewith illustrated in connection with the
H & R Revolver fits the hand naturally — insures a secure hold — pre-
vents slipping and twisting— affording a steady aim
and greater accuracy inshootig. The FIRST combi-
nation of a medium

S pricedrevolverwith
W, a perfect fuil grip.




Do Your Own Printing

5, Press prints cards, labels, ete,  Cireular,
book, newspaper press fIs. Money =aver,
All easy, rules sent. Write factory

W= catalog, type, puper, ete,
FHE PRESS CO., Merviden, Conn, |































