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rounding space like heat lightning. Glenn
saw, in the flash of that light, the Tree-cats
bending to their paddles, racing downstream
again.

Probably they would have abandoned the
canoe and taken to the forest but for the
fact that they knew there was a long and
dangerous rapid ahcad, with which their
steersman was perfectly familiar, and they
thought that Glenn would not dare thiz
treacherous way and would be left hope-
lessly behind.

In the first graving light of dawn Glenn
saw the large canoe pass swiftly out to the
center of the stream, and to his ears came
the angry rumble and roar of the rapid
ahead. The big canoe raced forward and
then bent sharply downward as it took the
swift descending watcr to the rapid and
vanished from his sight. With a shout to
the Indian youth behind him to dive over-
board and swim ashore if he was afraid,
Glenn headed straight for the spot.

Seth’s Henry was the son of a chief. He
lacked not courage, and in the excitement
of the chase he knew no fear. Instead of
diving overboard, he raised the Mohawk
call and bent to his paddle.  The canoe
lipped and plunged swiftly down and ahead
into the hoiling flood before them. Glenn
could do nothing else but keep to the cur-
rent, to the swift water columns racing be-
tween the hidden rocks. Once. twice the
canoe touched, but a quarter of an inch of
bark between them and death. Down they
plunged, between black jagged rocks, be-
tween white waves of foam dashing high,
shipping a bit of water, the flving spume
dashing like rain in their faces.

How they managed to live through it
Glenn never knew, except that they were
not to die then. Riding out of the boiling
flood at the foot of the rapid, they saw the
big canoe gliding along leisurely ahead, con-
fident that the pursuit was over.

Again Seth’s Henry raised the Mohawk
war cry. Loud and weird as the call of a
loon, a note of terror in its rising cadence,
the shrill and savage call echocd over the
water. Paddles flashed ahead as the Oneida
Tree-cats answered his challenge with their
own war whoops.

Now it was no longer hide-and-seek on
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the dark river. Dawn had come, and there
was no hiding, but the race was all in favor
of the big canoe ahead with its five strong
paddlers.

The distance between the two canoes
widened, but Glenn had no thought of
giving up. He was now certain that Mar-
tha Ball was in the bottom of that canoe.
Beyond a doubt they were far ahead of all
other pursuers, and if they could out-
distance him they could get to Albany with-
out molestation. It was all but hopeless to
try to catch them, to even get within gun-
shot of them.

A league, two leagues—the sweat rolling
down Glenn’s face, his garments wet, tiring
a bit.

* Think vou they be gaining now?”
he asked.

“ No—we are holding the distance.”

Another league—

* They seem nearer,” panted Glenn.

“ They are nearer—we are gaining!”

Though Glenn and his companion were
fast tiring, they were actually gaining, in-
credible as it seemed.

“ They are tiring out.

““No,” said Henry.
lower in the water.”

Now one of the Oneida paddlers had lain
down his paddle and began to splash water
out of the canoe with his cupped hands.

*“ They’'ve sprung a leak!” cried Glenn.
“ They were ripped in the rapid.”

*“ Not that, my brother, else they would
have been leaking a long way back.”

Whatever the cause, it was apparent that
the big canoe was leaking badly and that
the Tree-cats lacked any proper utensil for
bailing.

In a few minutes it was apparent that the
canoe ahead had to make a fight of it or
run ashore. To fight was to give Glenn all
the advantage, for he could move about
freely. Also he would soon be reénforced
as the river traffic began. So. while still out
of range, the big canoe, now low in the
water, turned about and dragged its way
heavily toward a near-by sandbar.

With a shout Glenn and Seth’s Henry
found new strength and were after them.
Stripped light for a quick dash for Albany,
the Tree-cats were not armed with rifle, and

Stick to it, lad!"”
* Their canoe is
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want to be about the Kkitchen any longer
than necessary; and I'd left my glasses up-
stairs, ma'am-—and anyhow, there should
be a light in that cioset, Mrs. Stone. |
give yvou my word, ma'am, when I went in
there for your trunk and—and the young
lady =at so sudden, over in the dark cer-
ner. 1 lost a vear's growth and—"

 Tell me the rest of it, Cynthia,” sighed
Mrs. Stone, and examined the restored one
with a little incredulity, cven now:.

“I've told you already that there isn':
any ‘rest, " Miss Blair said, in the same
curt, impatient way. which indicated what
a very difierent Cynthia she was this morm-
ing. 1 wish to go now and dress!”™

“1'd be the last one to stop you, Lioney
—1'd be the last one!” Mrs. Stone chuck-
led, and stepped aside. ** You come down
and see me when you're dressed, deary;
there's a lot of things 1 want to tell you.”

*Yes, and there are one cr two that /
mean to tell vou!” Cynthia observed. in
passing. - Oh, Towner! Tix that tele-
phone in my room so that 1 can use it, will
vou? 1 want to call up—er—my home:”

Then she moved on, and Mrs. Stone
gazed after her, almost as amiably as he-
fore, althcugh it was rarely encugh thart
anyv one adopted just that tone to the lacy
with impunity.

¢ Shall I—ah—plug in for her, maam?®”
Towner asked, softly.

» Certainly! Do whatever she wante!
Give her the house, il she wants it!” chuck-
led Mrs. Stone. © I'm so damed relievedd
to sce that veung one all--weli. what ere
vou standing there for?  Fix her wire, and
then go tell Mrs. Ronalds we're nct travel-
ine to-day, after all.”

Cynthia had been thinking.

As comparedt with the dificulty which
had attended the same process last night.
thinking this merning was something c¢re
did with ahsolutely ridiculous case.  Why,
<he had reached more fixed. logical concla-
sions while climbing three flights of stairs
than she had accomplished in the last three
days! Tast night she had been tired and
feverish and bewildered:; this morning she
was ncither tired nor feverish, and a- ior
that bewildered feeling—Cynthia laughed
aloud and scornfully.
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You will guess that Cynthia was think-
ing of food. You will be sadly in error.
With the ameunt ¢f training, in the way
ci sarvation, that Cynthia had heen
threugh these later weeks. it would he two
cr three days at the very least hefore she
would think of fcod again in a really seri-
ous way. She was thinking, of course, of
William Brarder.

To a young woman of less clear visien,
‘t might have seemed that William was irre-
trievably lost. Certainly he had bad provo-
catien encugh to gend him about other con-
cerns than Cynthia: just as certainly he
had gone about them, tco. But wherever
he might be, Cynthia meant to find William
and teli him the simple truth at, in coldest
iaci. the very first possible momen:i! If,
weak to the point of tcttering. she had
failed to do that yvesterday, she would not
fail 10 do it te-day or to-morrow or next
wees, or whenever she might catch up with
Wiil:am Brander!

So Cynthia walked straight across her
rcem, after closing and locking the door,
and. in a crisp, sharp undertone, demanded
a number: and then:

I want tc :speak to Mr. DBrander,
piease.”
There was a considerabie pause, and

after the pause:

* Mr. Brancer’s away on leave of ab-
sernce,” a girl's veice advised her.

*Thank you. Do yeu know whether
Lic's left tewn yet ¢r not?”

And after another pause:

" Yes, Mr. Cameron says he thinks he
leit town this moerning.”

* Thenks.” :aid Cynthia. * That's all.”

She rang fcr Graves. She [aced Graves
xth an eve as hard and steady a: the point
i a sword!

* (Uh, vou've brought my clothes?™ she
observed. " My hat aind coat are some-
where about. Find them and bring them
here at cnce. No. I don’t necd any assist-

ance in dressing.”
Ner did she.  Cynthia dressed slowly

and with the utmost care, acknowledging
the arrival eof her hat and coatl with a frigid
nod, and waving Graves out of the room
again. This would have to be the sort of
toiictie that withstands a considerable rail-
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guests and has made no concessions to
modernity.

It looks down through the blear eyes of
a pair of unwashed windows on a swarm
of dirtier lanes and hunchbacked roofs. Its
own roof and the weedy strip of yard at
the back make a handy asylum for the
broken Dbottles and outused utensils de
cuisine of the houses on the higher slope
behind it. The dark back room which is
the café, with its sanded stone floor and
its nicked benches and tables and its fee-
ble guslight, is the same as it was half a
century ago when more than one neat
illegaliti¢ was laid and hatched over un
pelit verre,

\We leit our taxi at the foot of the im-
passe and hurried up its cobbled length.
save for the lantern over the door, the
place was dark, but the faint twang of
banjo strings hung over it like a haunt.
The door gave on a narrow bar and we
had no sooner let ourselves in than a buxom
barmaid greeted us rapturously:

“ Bonjour, monsicur et madame! You are
welcome--""

“I would see Ptre Oiseau—and quick-
ly," T told her, and laid my hand on the
American's arm as he would have pushed_
past me. * No, my friend, you will do
better to remain near me.”

* But she may be in there.”

“Not so. Can’t you hear? The café is
full.”

~ But, ma chkere,” the girl at the bar was
protesting sweetly, ** Papa Oiscau sings to
his guests at this moment—"

“ He will sing to the gendarmcrie if he
does nof. shew me his {ace within the mo-
ment! Tell him the Martel is waiting.”

Perhaps the name meant something to
her, for she went quickly enough. The
American was breathing hard and his hands
moving like puinp handles.

* Why—the place is going again—in full
swing.”

It was going, there was no doubt of that.
Irom behind the length of burlap that sep-
arated the café from the bar we could
hear the “ singing bird's ” voice raised in
dissonant melody. The sharp tinkle of
glasses, the laughter of his guests, the
fumes from half a hundred cigarettes seeped
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through the curtain before it parted and our
host appeared with his back to us, making
his apologies to his guests.

“But for a moment I leave you, mes
petites! T shall return—never fear! An-
toine! Son of a cabbage! Sing to my guests
—if they will permit!”

Then he dropped the burlap and hurried
toward us, a ludicrous figure, shaped like
one of his own wine skins, with his cor-
duroy trousers bagging down over his
shoes, a dirty mouchoir looped about his
fat neck, ragged white hair cascading over
his faded blue eyes. This was Papa Oiseau,
the fad of Montmartre whose unkempt and
unwashed person was as much his stock in
trade as the inferior wine in his cellar.
There was fear in his eyes as he greeted
me, but none in his manner,

*“ Ah, madame! 1 am overcome! This is
an honor—"

“ Ask him about her. Hurry!™ begged
my companion.

Half a dozen words were enough to con-
vince me that my poor young man’s hopes
were as vain as I had feared. Papa Oiseau’s
face went as white as it could under its
crust of dirt and a moment later we were
closeted in an unswept and unaired little
room off the bar. When the door was safc-
lv closed he faced us, spreading his arms
tragically.

“Sacré Dicu! You ask me this! By all
the precious saints in heaven, I know noth-
ing of this young man’s wife—-"

* What does he say? IFor God's sake—"

“ Patience, my friend,” T begged, for
the American's eyes werc burning. Then
to the trembling landlord: ** It is a pity
if you gpeak the truth, for she has disap-
peared and from your café. Perhaps you
know nothing of the raid which took place
here less than two hours ago.”

“ Ah-h! mon Dicu! The raid, you say?”’

“You heard me. There was a raid,
then!”

* Ah, to be sure! Have I denied it? But
this raid, it was of no conseqquence. Mine
is a respectable place—a nursing mother
might safely rear her young here. My cli-
entéle is large—too large. That is the rea-
son for the raid, you understand, but may .
I roast for eternity in purgatory if it is
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