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A NOVELETTE

BY FRED JACKSON

Author of " The Masked Bride,” “ Glorious Gloria.” ” The Serpent,”

"Lizelte,” “The Undertow

CHAPTER L

The Husband.

AYBURY, with Conquest
at his heels, made a last
careful tour of the rooms.

So far as the eye could

make certain, everything

seemed in perfect order— in indisputa-

ble and admirable taste. It was easily

apparent that no effort had been

spared, and that the price had not been
counted.

In the most minute details this won-
derful house—'that Maybury had
planned for his bride— was complete.
And yet, as he went from room to
room, appraising, seeking flaws, though
he found none, he was conscious of a
vague uneasiness— a presentiment that
he tried to tell himself was due to his
natural nervousness. The occasion
was so very irregular.

“ Hadn't we better be starting? ”
asked Conquest, snapping the lid of
his old-fashioned watch. “ It is eleven
now.

i C

No. 1
"Galatea the Second,” etc.
“ Yes,” answered Maybury. “ | sup-

pose so. We can usually get to the
station in -four minutes in the car; but
something might happen, and we can
wait there as well as here.”

“ Quite so,” said Conquest, nodding.
“ And there’s nothing more to do here.
There’s nothing more mortal hands
could do.”

“ If only she is pleased,” sighed May-
bury. “ If 1 only knew her more inti-
mately— if 1 knew her little likes and
dislikes, her preferences, her day-
dreams! Her letters have grown more
and more formal and reserved as the
years passed. Once she used to pour
out her whole little heart and soul in
funny, scrawling characteristic hiero-
glyphics. But that was when she was
very, very young.”

“ She’s quite a young lady now,
you'll find,” said Conquest, smiling.

“ It seems impossible,” sighed May-
bury. “ 1 remember her as a child of
twelve. That was the last time | saw
her — when she was twelve — all legs

) and arms and huge, dark eyes; and a
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tangle of brown - gold hair that was
astoundingly lovely even then.”

“ It is still astoundingly lovely,” ad-
mitted the older man, nodding. “ Many
a heart it's caught in its meshes, I'll be
bound.”

They passed down the broad stair-
way, crossed the hall, and were put into
their top-coats by the footman. The
motor was already waiting in the drive-
way outside. Conquest donned a black
hat that fitted snugly on his white hair.
Maybury chose a cap that matched his
great-coat, and took his stick.

Conquest, eying him thoughtfully,
approved, tried to picture Mrs. May-
bury’s delight in this great bulk of a
man — six foot and more of sturdy
strength— won at some pains from the
wilds that he had penetrated. His blue
eyes and fair hair went oddly with the
tanned skin. But this was not the only
reason one’'s glance rested upon him,
once it had found him.

Often Conquest had parried her
guestions concerning this man. He
had told her just enough to excite her
curiosity—to hold her interest fast—
not enough to occasion impossible day-
dreams and so pave the way to
disappointment. But he awaited their
meeting with little less impatience than
Maybury himself.

They rode the short way to the sta-
tion in silence. Conquest was think-
ing of a night, nine' years back — the
strangest adventure of his life. Of
what Maybury thought it would have
been impossible to say— perhaps of the
very same adventure, for, after all, it
concerned him more closely than the
old lawyer.

When the car backed up beside the
station platform and halted there both
men started and began to grow rest-
less, although the train was not due for
several minutes. In the end, Maybury,
unable to endure the confinement of the
big limousine, stepped out and began
to stride up and down the long plat-
form. It was bitter cold and snowing
slightly, but the icy wind whirled the
white heaven-dust wildly about.

They were the only ones who met
the eleven - eight. There were many
trains from town during the day, and
Bradside was not so very thickly popu-
lated. In weather like this the later
trains were more popular. So it hap-
pened that when the train finally pulled
in and remained for a short space,
panting before the little red-brick sta-
tion, the one woman who descended
was almost conspicuous.

Maybury realized at a glance that it
was not his wife, for this woman was
short, stout, and obviously “ of years.”
The heavy black veil and stuffy fur
coat she wore did not conceal the fact.
His heart sank. He was overcome
with disappointment — with dread of
going through another period of anx-
iety and suspense — with fear that
something had occurred. Then he rec-
ognized Sarah.

At the same instant she recognized
him, dropped her bag, and advanced
upon him, curtsying.

“ Mr. Mayb'ry, sir,” she said, and
her voice quavered with emotion.

“ How do you do, Sarah? Is Mrs.
Maybury not with you?”

“ No, sir. Mrs. Mayb'ry stopped in
town for the day, sir—with Miss Van-
delear. She is coming by the after-
noon train, sir—the five-twenty-three.”

He said nothing for an instant.
Sarah recovered her bag. The foot-
man was descending— was holding
open the door of the car— and Con-
quest was peering curiously out.

“ Get in, Sarah,” said Maybury.

She obeyed, taking the seat in front
and greeting the lamyer respectfully.
Maybury stepped in after her.

“ Where is Mrs. Maybury ?” asked
Conquest.

“ Stopped in town for the day,” said
Maybury gravely.

“With Miss Vandelear, sir,” said
Sarah.
Conquest nodded. “ 1 see. Miss

Vandelear,” he explained to Maybury,
“ shared her suite at the seminary.
They have been close friends through
the school year.”
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Maybury nodded his thanks lor the
information. ,
- 1 suppose she was tired and want-

ed to rest up before meeting you,” ven-
tured Conquest then.

“Yes, sir,” said Sarah. “ And she
wanted to freshen a bit, sir. And she

had appointments at the milliner’s.”

“ Yes, of course,” agreed Maybury.

A little silence fell.

“You are looking splendid, sir, if I
may make so bold,”-said Sarah. “ Lit-
tle older than when you went away,
sir.”

Maybury smiled.

“ | feel a lot older, Sarah,” he said.
“I'm thirty-two, past— if you please.”

“I'm fifty— past,” said Sarah. And
then she shook her head and sighed.
“ Nine years since the mistress went,”
she added; “ it don't seem possible.”

Neither man answered. Conquest
nodded. Maybury looked out of the
window.His face was expressionless.

“1 remember the night like it was
a week past,” said Sarah. “ The dread-
ful noise that woke me; and Miss An-

drea in her night-dress, wrapped in a.

blanket like an Indian, with her hair
straggling round, and the doctors and
the dreadful smells of medicines; and
Master Richard, breathing so hard and
calling for you, sir, hnd begging me to
hurry, and his eyes so pleading and
wild. And the poor mistress—”

“ Please — please!” broke in May-
bury rather hoarsely.

It was still too vivid in his mind—
the memory of that awful night!

Sarah was silent an instant, wiping
her eyes.

“ 1t brings things back so, sir— see-
ing you,” she said. “ You’'ll find Miss
Andrea— Mrs. Maybury, sir— begging
pardon — changed, sir. Nine years
makes a 'difference in one so young,
sir.”

“Yes,” said Maybury more kindly.
“1 expect to find her a young lady,
Sarah. She was nineteen in June, if |
remember.”

As though he could possibly for-
get it.

“ Nineteen it was, sir,” said Sarah.
“ The wonderful necklace you sent
from Egypt pleased her mightily.”

“ Quite so,” said he.

The car halted before the house.
The footman on the box stepped down
and opened the door of the limousine,
and at the same instant the door of the
house flew open. Maybury’s disap-
pointment, forgotten as they talked,
surged back upon him. Six more hours
to wait!

And then he smiled, remembering
the long years he had waited. Ranged
alongside of them six hours seemed of
little moment.

“ You have breakfasted? ” he asked
Sarah.

“Yes, sir.”

“ Perhaps you .will like to, change
your clothes, then, and unpack Mrs.
Maybury’s trunks? They arrived yes-
terday. Miller will show you.”

“ Thank you, sir,” said Sarah, and
nodded to Miller, the second-man.

“ 1 shall be at-hand if you want any-
thing,” added Maybury. And, turning
to Miller, he added: “ Tell Bagljy not
to hold breakfast any longer. Mrs.
Maybury is not to arrive until five-
twenty-three. For to-night, at least,
dinner at six-thirty.”

Miller and Sarah withdrew. May-
bury divested himself of his coat and

cap and gloves. \

“ 1 think | shall go on home,” said
Conquest. “ If | can, I'll drop in again
to-night.”

“ Have a little drink first?”
gested Maybury.

Thanks.” \%

He followed his host into the library,
from where Maybury rang for what
he wanted. There was a roaring log-
fire in the open hearth.

“ She is not so impatient to see me
as | am to see her evidently,” said May-
bury. “ The years have seemed cen-
turies to me, no matter how | spent
them. India, Japan, Egypt, South
America—none of them could interest
me enough to drive out the thought of
her. Perhaps the fact that she was so

sug-
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young, and that she was dependent on
me, and that | had given her my name,
appealed to my imagination. | could
hardly resign myself to the years of
waiting | thought best.”

“ It is quite natural,” ventured Con-
quest, “ that she should want to appear
at the best possible advantage. First
impressions mean a lot, and the meet-
ing with you probably assumes vast
importance in her eyes.”

“ | suppose so, naturally.”

“ And, after the long train-ride, no
wonder she wanted to rest and freshen
up before coming on.”

“ 1 suppose it was natural.
am so horribly impatient.”

The butler brought Conquest's
brandy and soda and Maybury’s sherry.

“To Mrs. Maybury!” said Con-
quest, toasting.

Maybury’s eyes lighted, and he nod-
ded as he drank. Then, flushing slight-
ly, he cast the empty glass into the
grate, where it splintered and disap-
peared in the white ash.

“ That will demonstrate to you,”
said he, “ how | have thought of her
all these years— in what regard | have
held her. There was a custom, long
ago, to splinter the glasses after a toast
to the queen, so that toasts to no less
lovely and esteemed lady should be
drunk from the same tumbler.”

Conquest smiled. “ You've idealized

But 1|

her. The situation did appeal to your
imagination.”
“ She looked — | can't describe to

you how she looked— at Dickie’s bed-
side in her nightgown, with a blanket
over it so that she might not catch cold,
and her little, white bare feet in slip-
pers much too big for her, and her big
eyes swimming with tears of sympathy
and pain for Dickie; and her mouth
quivering, and that astoundingly lovely
hair in a tangle about her thin face! It
was not because Dickie was dying that
the men who carried him in tore off
their hats. It was the sight of her! ”

” | remember,” said Conquest.

“ Xot as | remember, | dare say! |
was twenty-two then. Conquest. | led

the life of a boy of twenty-two. 1 was
no different from any other. | was
just coming into man’s estates, trying
my strength. The taste of life was
like wine to me. The very night Dickie
ran into that wall 1'd been out with
some of my chums, raising the dust.
The very night. When they phoned
they’d the devil of a time getting me.
Poor old Dickie thought he'd never live
to see me. But | came in in time and
rushed to his place. And she was there
by the side of his bed, as | told you. |
think if heaven were to open before my
eyes, and | should see the angels
through, I could not feel what | felt
at the sight of that child. She was
mine then.”

Conquest nodded.

“ From that night,” said Maybury.
“ The memory of her has kept me true
to her. [I've kept my oaths. Some-
times it was very hard, for I'm a man
with a man’s blood in me—a man’s de-
sires. And | was lonely. But I want-
ed to save all I have to give for her!
To the world she was my wife only in
name. She was nine years old! In
my heart and soul she was my wife,
too. | made good my promise to
Dickie to love and cherish her and take
care of her.”

He threw up his head proudly.

“ If he had not known you through
and through—if he had not been sure
you would — he would not have en-
trusted her to you,” said Conquest.
“ It was a wild scheme— a last resort—
an extremity. It was an unheard-of
thing to do, this marrying of a child to
a grown man. But he .trusted you.”

Maybury paced the floor.

“ He had no one else with whom he
could leave her. At first the thought
paralyzed me. And then | looked at
her and into Dick’s eyes, and 1 agreed.
The thought of her drifting about this
rotten world alone was as terrible to
me as it was to him.”

“ So vou sold ten years of vour
life.”

“ Ten years?”

Conquest nodded.
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“Why ten years?”

“ Because she’s grown now. If
there’s any other woman you would
approach if you were free, she can be
released— married to some one else.”

“ What!” gasped Maybury. “ Im-
possible. I've— I've never thought of
another'woman. | shall never think
of any other! The very idea seems
sort of sacrilegious. You've no idea
what a grip this child has upon my
heart, my mind, my imagination.”

“ The romance of it appeals to you
— the fact that you are married to, you
might say, a woman you have never
seen and do not know. For certainly
as a woman she is a stranger to you.
I'll wager you would pass her on the
street unrecognized.”

“ Has she changed so much, then?”

“ Naturally a girl of nineteen is un-
like an undeveloped, rather elflike
miss of nine.”

“ still,” said Maybury, <1 should
know her. Her big, dark eyes would
be the same. AnNnd you say her hair
is still that wonderful brown-gold!”

“ 1 wonder,” mused Congquest, “ if
she will nurture this feeling you have
for her, or if she will annihilate it
It seems too remarkable an. affection
to exist in such a workaday world as
this. And yet, knowing her—"”

“Well?” asked Maybury
tiently.

“ 1 wonder,” said Conquest.

impa-

CHAPTER Il
Her Confession.

JURS. MAYBURY arrived on the
" * five-twen.ty-three.

Maybury, standing beside the li-
mousine at the station’s edge, recog-
nized her instantly, and went forward
to meet her with hands outstretched,
to become aware that she was not
alone. She did not offer him her lips.

Instead, her gloved hand lay for an
instant in his, and her dark eyes swept
over "him, and then she presented Mr.
Whitney Vandelear and Miss Vande-

Maybury was speechless with
He had hoped to
have her to himself at last. But he
hid this from her and her guests.
And on the way to the house he dis-
coursed pleasantly and politely of—
he never could remember what. It
was enough that he discoursed.

He was conscious only of her un-
dreamed-of loveliness. There was no
hint of the elflike child in this slender,
lithe, rounded girl-woman, unless it
was that the same questioning look
was in the dark eyes, the same golden
glint in the brown hair. Her skin
was quite wonderful, soft and clear,
blending ivory and cream and warm
rose.

Her mouth was destined to tempt
many men beyond endurance. Her
nose was short and straight; her brows
were delicately arched; her lashes were
thick and darker than her hair, and
they curled upward at the edges. She
was in hlack, save for a white cluster
of aigrets in her hat and a huge bunch
of violets on her muff.

Miss Vandelear was red-haired,
with the greenish-blue eyes that some-
times go with it, and very white skin.
Her brother was dark, but he had the
same greenish eyes. These things,
however, he did not observe until
afterward. During that long four
minutes from the station he gazed
only at Andrea, and she was busily
appraising him. She talked little. It
was Vandelear and Miss Vandelear
who helped him keep the conversation
going.

Arrived at the house, he explained
that he had ordered early dinner in
their honor, and that less than an hour
was at their disposal if they cared to
rest or change. Miss Vandelear and
her brother admitted that they would
like to go to their rooms. And so
presently Maybury and his wife found
themselves alone together in the li-
brary.

She had thrown back her furs, and
had disclosed underneath a soft silk
blouse peeping through the gap in her

lear.
disappointment.
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coat. The long frills of lace now fell
over her rosy-tipped fingers, from
which she had drawn her gloves.

“ It seems incredible,” he said a
little huskily, “ that this is really you,
and that | have got you at last in my
house. | can't tell you how long- my
years of exile have seemed!”

“ You have changed very little,”
said she. “ And yet very much.”

“ And you have blossomed,”
Maybury.

She flushed. He stood with his
back to the roaring fire and smiled
down at her a little wonderingly.

“ | suppose,” said he, “ they haven't
let you grow up ignorant of the fact
that you are very, very beautiful? ”

“ 1 have been told so,” she admitted
sweetly, a glint of laughter in her eyes.

He sighed.

“ The hardest thing | have ever had
to do in my life,” he said, “ was to stay
away from you. | used to think of
your growing up, with no one to pet
you and spoil you. And twice it was
too much. | started for Washington,
once from Australia, the second time
from Peru, where | found you that
beaten-gold chain. Each time | re-
membered that it would be taking an
advantage, would be doing you a great
wrong, to be near you, and so | went
back to my loneliness.”

There was the brightness of tears
in her eyes. The faint fragrance of
her violets drifted through the room.

“ 1 counted the days,” said he. “ I
will show you my diary some day.
Each page keeps track of the hours
that must pass until we were together
again. Did you think of me at all, |
wonder?”

“You know that | did,” said she.
“ Could | forget you, and the thing
that you have done for me? Do you
imagine that 1 don’'t know what a
wonderful thing you have done,
and that | am not grateful ?”

“1 don't want gratitude,” he said
slowly.

“ But that cannot alter what | feel.”

He looked down at her, and sudden-

said

ly advanced, drawing a stool close to
the big chair in which she sat. She
sank back the veriest trifle. He crim-
soned.

“ Are you afraid of me? ” he asked
gently, wide-eyed.

“ N-no,” said Mrs. Maybury.

“ But you drew back?”

She was silent. He sprang to his
feet abruptly.

“ Andrea,” he cried, is that why
you brought your friends with you ?
Because you feared to trust yourself
alone with me? ”

“ No,” she said quietly. * That is
not why. There is another reason. |
—may | go to my room and change
before we talk of it? | hate suits
like this in the house. | want a softer
gown. And after dinner we shall talk,
just you and I. Adelaide and Whitney
shall amuse themselves.”

She rose.

Pie said slowly: “ It would hurt me
more than | can say if you were to
fear me—if there could be anything
but absolute faith and trust in your
feeling for me!”

“ There could be only that,” she
said. “ Have | not had ample proof
of your generosity? ”

“ Thank you,” said he.

She caught up her muff and turned
to him sweetly.

“ Will you show me the way? ”

He nodded, and, with a little wist-
ful glance at her, slipped his arm
through hers. She clung to him.

“ When you were a child.” he said.

“

“you were fond of me. Plave you
forgotten, Andrea?”
“ No,” said she. “ | remember.”

“ And the fondness has not gone?”

“ No; it has not gone.”

He drew a great breath, and they
advanced into the wide hallway. The
servant, kneeling at the hearth replen-
ishing the fire, looked after them and
chuckled. They began to mount the
steps.

“ 1 like your house,” said Andrea.

“ Our house,” said he. And then,
as her color deepened: “ 1 have
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planned it for you. Conquest helped
me. He knew things about your likes
and dislikes that | did not know. You
may believe that hurt me and made
me horribly jealous.”

“Of Mr. Conquest?”

He nodded emphatically.

“ Of any one! Here is your suite.”

He threw open the door. A boudoir
was revealed, done in pale lavender.
Even the woodwork was the same
color— the furniture, too, upholstered
in pink - lavender orocade through
which ran a thread of gold. The
pastels on the walls— Japanese pastels
they were, set into panels— were edged
with a tiny gold beading. ’

Through a swaying brocade =por-
tiere, her bedroom, in white and lav-
ender and gilt could be seen. Soft
Oriental silken stuffs adorned the
dressing-table, the windows, the bed-
canopy; there were also gold toilet
things set with amethysts. Then a
bath, all in white tile.

She turned and looked up at him.

“You have “arranged all this for
me? ” she asked in an uncertain voice.

He nodded.

She burst into tears.

He was taken so completely by
surprise that for a moment he could
only gaze down on her bewildered, as
she stood with her face hidden in one
curved arm. Then he caught her
heaving shoulders gently.

“Why, Andrea!” he whispered.
“ What's the trouble, sweetheart?”

She made no answer.

“ What's hurting you?” he repeat-
ed “ What's gone wrong?”

“You're so—so good to me,” said
Andrea. “ And I'm a little beast.”

“What?” he cried, astonished.

“ Please go away,” said Andrea.

“But | can't let you cry,” he said.
“ 1 can't have you crying the very first
day in your new home!”

“I'll stop,” said Andrea.

At that- very instant Sarah opened
the door. She stopped, drew back at
the sight of Maybury and Andrea
there together, but he bade her come

in with a little wave of his hand, and
then went quietly out, leaving Andrea
in her care.

Maybury hurriedly changed for
dinner things, but he found the Van-
delears down before him— Miss Van-
delear in soft, clinging draperies of
sapphire blue, with sapphires in her
ears and on her fingers and in a thick
chain about her white throat.

She had the porcelain whiteness
that only occurs with auburn hair,
and Maybury suspected that she owed
the darkness of her brows and the
cherry redness of her. lips to art, but
the effect was worth striving for.
She looked very handsome.

Vandelear, too, was distinguished-
looking in his evening things. The up-
per part of his face, anyway, was more
or less attractive, and the weakness of
his mouth was skilfully hidden be-
neath a short, fastidiously cared for,
upcurled mustache. He lounged near
the fire, smoking his own cigarettes,
which he took from time to time from
a gold case thari he carried in his
waistcoat-pocket.

It contained about thirty or forty,
I should think. Attached to it, on a
slender chain strung across his waist-
coat, was an imported lighter. He
smoked through a cigarette-holder of
amber and gold, and deeply inhaled
every puff. And the subject that he
had been discussing with his sister be-
fore Maybury’s entrance had evident-
ly been an unpleasant one, for he was
scowling at the fire— continued scowl-
ing, in fact, although the conversation
languished.

Miss Vandelear amiably attempted
to establish friendly relations.

“What a perfect little home you
have here,” she said. “ I've been
taking the liberty of strolling about.”

“1've been years planning it,” said
Maybury pleasantly. “ If it seems
complete, small wonder.”

“ It’'s all new, isn't it? ” asked Miss
Vandelear.

She advanced and sank into a back-
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less chair and clasped her hands about
one silken knee. The soft draperies
outlined her form startlingly, and fell
in graceful folds about her slender
feet.  Several generations of social
leaders, and many years of training
behind her, had taught Miss Yande-
lear exactly how to move, how to re-
main still, how to speak, how to listen,
and when to smile.

Instinctively she had chosen a seat
that would place her in a good light
and give her an effective background.
The library was done in vivid blue.
Her chair was between Maybury and
the hangings before the .window—
deep blue hangings edged with dull
galoon.

“ I've been here only a week,” said
Maybury. “ The house was built and
furnished for Andrea, of course.
Alone, | had no need of such elaborate
diggings.”

“ Rather not, | suppose,” said she.

“ At any rate, | was roaming about,
as you've probably heard, since you
were at school with my wife.”

Young Vandelear looked up, still
with lowering brows, and appraised
Maybury again. And the sight of his
host’'s physical charms in no wise re-
lieved his evident uneasiness. His
life, leaving his face as yet unmarred,
had still recorded itself in his flabby
muscles and colorlessness.

“ Yes,” he broke in gravely, “ I-sup-
pose we know the ins and outs of the
whole unusual business, you may say.
Dandy spent most of her holidays with
us in town.”

“ Dandy?” repeated Maybury, puz-
zled.

“ Andrea,” said Miss Vandelear,
smiling. “ Dandy was her nickname
at school. Andrea is such an uncom-
mon name. And she is a dandy, you
know—every way.”

From the doorway one of the serv-
ants was announcing dinner. It cov-
ered Maybury’s annoyance.

“ Will you go up and tell Mrs. May-
bury, please,” he said to the servant.
The servant turned to obey, and, find-

ing Andrea approaching, held the por-
tieres back for her.

She was in plain white, unrelieved,
very simply made, falling away to
leave her throat and shoulders bare,
clinging closely to the lithe, splendid
lines of her as she moved.

“Am | late? ” she asked.

The traces of her tears had been

effaced.  She smiled faintly up at
Maybury.
“ Not at all,” said he. “ Shall 1

lead the way?”

He offered Miss Vandelear his arm.
Mrs. Maybury went in with Whitney
Vandelear, but the small round table
brought them all together again, and
only general conversation was possible.
In this, Adelaide Vandelear- and An-
drea and Maybury joined. Young Mr.
Vandelear seemed to be in a taciturn
mood.

Several times Maybury attempted to
draw him into it by referring questions
to him and asking his opinion, but
young Mr. Vandelear never vouch-
safed more than a syllable or two. By
the time coffee had arrived, therefore.
Maybury was holding the center of the
stage.

He told stories of his travels and
various strange things he had seen, and
Miss Vandelear and Andrea hung upon
his words. By this time Miss Yau-
delear and Maybury were smoking,
too—and sipping cordials. Andrea
was eating bits of marrons from a
frosted bonbonniere before her.

They remained at table until after
eight. Then, when Maybury had fin-
ished his recital of an adventure after
orchids in Brazil, Andrea rose.

“ Del,” she said gravely, “ could you
and Whitney manage to amuse your-
selves for a little while? I've some-
thing rather important to discussmvith
— my— with— W ill.”

His Christian name was evidently
very hard to say.

“1 can,” said Miss Vandelear, smi-
ling; “ but Whitney never amuses him-
self.”

Andrea glanced at him.
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“ 1 shall try not to be long," said she.

“ Don't hurry on mv account," said
young- Yandelear.

He followed his sister into the li-
brary.

“ 1 don't blame you for having a
grouch, old boy,” said Miss Vandelear,
sinking into a big armchair. “ No girl
in her senses would choose you of
the two Andrea has offered her.”

"Stow it!” he growled, beginning
to pace the floor nervously. Miss Van-
delear watched hurt with thoughtful
eyes.

Alone together again, Maybury fol-
lowed his wife to the piano and leaned
upon the side of it, as she sank a little
listlessly upon the long bench. They
had not consciously chosen the music-
room for their important talk. They
had somehow drifted in there when
Miss Vandelear and her brother had
taken possession of the library again.

Now Maybury was glad, for Andrea
looked like some captive wood-nymph
in the white and green surroundings.
And thinking this, he was conscious,
suddenly, of the restless, troubled look
in the depths of her dark eyes.

What is it? " he asked.

She looked up at him, her hands
lying idle in her lap.

“ What makes you
tressed? “

“ I've an unpleasant thing to say,”
she said. “ | abhor saying unpleasant
things. | wish there were no unhap-
piness in the world."

” Say it quickly, then,” he advised.
“ The longer one hesitates the harder
things always arc to do.”

She drew a long breath.

"1 will," she said. But she paused
again, then presently went on: “ Of
course, it isn't possible for you to love
me. You don’'t really love me; that
makes things simpler, doesn’'t it? A
man of vour age. of your wisdom and
experience, doesn't love a mere girl
like me. And, besides, we're almost
strangers to each other."

He looked at her keenly, turning a

look so dis-

—school.

little pale, and moved away from the
piano—began pacing the room. She
half turned, watching him question-
ingly.
" Go on,” he said. “ I'm listening.”
“You didn't like my saying that,”

she suggested gravely. “ Why?”
“ It doesn’'t matter. 1— Perhaps |
shall tell you another time. Please go

on now with what you want to say. |
am endlessly curious and concerned, as
you might imagine.”

She dropped her head a little. Her
fingers busied themselves with her
handkerchief.

“1 was a child when you married
me,” she went on then. “ Nine years
old, you remember. But my father
and mother had made a sort of com-
panion of me. 1 was older than |
should have been.”

She glanced up. He nodded from
across the room and smiled a little
at her.

“ 1 realized, 1 think, why it all had
to be. | felt very important. And the
ceremony overawed me. And Sarah
called me *Mrs.” No wonder | lay
awake most of that night. 1'd lost my
mother and father within several hours
of each other, and | had been married
to you so that | should not be alone in
the world. | was at the side of the
bed when my father asked you to do
him this tremendous service. | real-
ized that you married me, not because
you wanted to especially, but because |
had to be saved from being left quite
alone. Of course, you couldn’'t have
thought of marrying me under ordi-
nary circumstances. You were grown
up— a wonderful personage of twenty-
odd—and | was nine. | was in short
dresses and pig-tails. | was going to
I was a freckled, snub-nosed
youngster, all arms and legs.”

He smiled again— reminiscently.

“You were an extraordinary per-
son,” he admitted.

“ 1 was just beginning to read what-
ever | could get my hands on. The
romance of my situation appealed to
me.”
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She looked up at him wistfully.

“ 1 was disappointed when you con-
tinued to treat me as you had before.
I was expecting you to fall in love
with me, as in books. The shock of
my young life was your informing me
that | was going back to school. |
was expecting to put- my hair up and
lengthen my dresses, and go to house-
keeping.”

“ At nine?” he cried, astounded.

“ |1 was precocious, | told you. |
went away from you with rebellion in
my heart, and a little humiliation. |
felt slighted. 1 felt as if you had in-
sulted me by not falling head over
heels in love with me. Conceive of it!”

“1 think | had fallen in love with
you, though,” he mused. “ You said
the most astonishing things!”

She sighed.

“ It took me a year or more to re-
cover from my disappointment. Of
course, as | grew older, | realized how
necessary it was for me to continue my
education before undertaking the re-
sponsibilities of matrimony.”

She smiled again. There was some-
thing irresistibly fascinating about her
smile. It was unspeakably winsome.

“ 1 should think so,” said he.

“ In time | came to understand that
the marriage resulting from my fa-
ther's death-bed plea had been meant
only as a sort of safeguard for me—
a sort of guardianship. So | came to
look upon you in that light. Your stay-
ing away lent color to the theory.
When | was sixteen—and in own mind
at that time — fully grown and mar-
riageable, and you did not come back
to claim me, | was sure of it. So |
began to look upon myself as single—
like any other girl. It occurred to me
that you might mean to divorce your-
self from me when | should finish at
school.”

He halted in his walk and faced her,
staring.

“ So,” she tvent on slowly, her color
rising, “ |1 let the men that 1 met be-
lieve me single. | went about with
other girls of my age. And | had nu-

merous admirers. One of them at-
tracted me. When he proposed | told
him my secret and promised to marry
him after my divorce,”

“ Andrea ?” he cried.

She met his eyes appealingly. And
there was an instant’s silence in the
room.

“Young Vandelear?” he
then, a little hoarsely.

She nodded.

“ That's why he came down with
me. He is terribly jealous. He
couldn't endure the thought of my
being here alone with you, under the
circumstances.”

Maybury looked hard at her, his
eyes searching hers. Then he moved
the length of the room and stood at the
window, staring out into the darkness,
his hands in his pockets. She waited
in miserable silence, watching him.

“ S0,” he said, turning at last, “ you
love this chap?”

She nodded slowly.

“Don’'t you want me to?”
asked.

“ That can't alter matters, can it—
whether | am pleased or not?”

“ Yes, it can. If—if you want to—
want me to be your wife— 1 will. TI'll
send him away.”

Lie advanced a step or two, staring.

“ What's that?”

“If you don't want to divorce me
I'll send him away, | say.” ,

“1 don’t think | understand,” said
Maybury weakly.

She looked up at him wistfully.

“It is for you to say,” she said
gravely. “ I belong to you, in a way.
My father left me to you, in your
hands. | had no money—no one to
look out for me. You arranged to have
me reared and trained to be what | am.
Whatever I am now, | am through you.
So, you see, itis for you to say whether
or not you will give me up to Whitney.”

He caught his breath.

“ But I—but you love him!”

“ There are things,” said
“ greater than love.”

He shook his head slowly.

asked

she

she,
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“ There is nothing greater than
love,” he said. “ If yon have not real-
ized this, go slow. You are deceived
in your feeling for this boy."

"1 wish | were,” she announced
moodily.

“ Why? "

“ 1 don't think you want me to be
in love with him.”

“ | want you to be happy,” he said.
“ If Yandelear can make you happy, |
certainly do want you to be in love with
him."

“And you don't want me your-
self? ” she asked timidly.

“ Not unless you wanted me more
than any other man on earth,” he an-
swered.

“ 1 might in time." she suggested.
“ We could risk that.”

“ No. It's not a thing to take risks
with.”

She sat studying him.

“You do want me? ” she said.-

He smiled faintly'

“Yes, of course | want you. But
that cannot influence my conduct in
this matter.”

“Why?”

“ Because your
paramount thing.”

She reflected, with frowning brows.

“ 1 don't know that he will make me
so very happy. Often he makes me
angry and hurts me and disappoints
me. But, other times, he pleases me
so. And no matter whether he hurts
me or not, | don’t cease to want to be
near him.”

Mayhury frowned.

" | should think twice before marry-
ing him. then,” said he.

“ You don’t think it wise for me to
marry him? ”

“ That is for you only to decide.”

“ If you really were my guardian
you'd help me.”

“ No one can help you about such a
matter. It is for your heart to reach
the decision alone.”

She. stretched out her hands and
touched a chord or two.

“ 1 think 1 understand.”

happiness is the

she said,

nodding. “ You don’t really care any-
thing for me. How could you?
You've not seen me since | was nine.
But you were going to stay married to
me just out of genuine niceness. | ex-
pect you are glad to be rid of me.”

“ Nonsense,” said Maybury.

“ | shouldn’t blame you in the least.
Of course my father was desperate.
He had to leave me, and there was no
one to leave me with but you. Still, it
was rather unkind, saddling a young
fellow of twenty-two with a wdfe of
nine.”

He leaned back and closed his eyes,
his hands clasped upon the arms of his
chair.

“ If you could know what a blessed
thing the thought of you has been to
me all these years.”

She turned and regarded him.

“ Honor bright?”

“ Honor bright,” he admitted, smi-

ling. “ You were my anchor— the re-
ward for which | toiled—and made
myself fit.”

She rose and stared down at him.

“ But you are casting the reward
away! ”

“1t is not for me,” he answered
grimly, rising, too. “ Shall we go back
and join the others?”

She hesitated.

“ But we've reached no conclusion.”

“Yes, I've told you that you shall
be freed as s6on as it can be arranged.
If you'll not mind driving with me to-
morrow we’'ll rouse out old Conquest
and set him to work.”

He held the door for her. She
passed through, with a little inclina-
tion of her head. Maybury felt that
all his dreams lay slain; his castles in
ruins about him. He wished that he
might have an hour or two alone in
the dark to fight this out and learn to
face his fate calmly. But he did not
bolt for it

He followed his wife into the library
and. invited Miss Vanddear to view
the stars with him from the window-
niche in the back. And there he kept
her, engaged in conversation, leaving
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Andrea and young Vandelear together
at the other end of the room.

CHAPTER Il
Planning a Way Out.

“W/ELL?"”
tiently.

She sank down on the low stool that
Adelaide had quitted.

“ He's going to have it arranged as
quickly as possible,” she said a little
dully. “ We're going to see the lawyer
to-morrow.”

Vandelear's eyes lighted. Swiftly
—observing that the others were in-
tent on the stars— he caught her hands
and Kkissed them.

“ Only a little longer, then,” he said.

“ Doesn’'t it take long to dissolve
marriages? ”

She drew away her hands gently and
flushed.

“ 1 don’t believe this will take long.
It isn't a real marriage, you see. It
can be annulled,”

“ Why isn't it a real marriage? ” she
asked wonderingly. “ We had a license
and a minister and everything.”

“ But you have never really been his
wife, you have simply borne his name.”

“ Oh,” said Andrea, lovely in her
embarrassment.

“ No matter how quickly it's ar-
ranged,” said Vandelear, “ it will be
all I can do to wait. | shall be wild
with jealousy while you are here.”

“ Foolish,” said she, shaking her
head. “ Don’'t you trust me?”

asked Vandelear impa-

“ Pie’'s entirely too interesting, Ade-
laide’s lost her head already.”
Andrea looked across at them.

They were seated side by side on the
window-seat, intent upon their conver-
sation, and as usual, Miss Vandelear
was skilfully posed. There were dark
green cushions behind her auburn head.
The effect was striking.

“ 1 was hard put to it not to peep
through the keyhole while you were
there in the music-room with him,”
added Vandelear.

She turned and looked at him.

“ For shame!”

“ You were in there a long time. |
don't see why it took so long to simply
ask him to do the square thing and re-
lease you. The vows you made at
nine were worth nothing anyway. The
whole ceremony was a farce.”

Into Andrea’s head flashed the mem-
ory of that night. There seemed noth-
ing the least farcical about it as it re-
turned to her. Tears welled up in her
eyes.

ff What would have become of me,”
she asked wistfully, “ but for him?”

“ Something would have turned up.”

“ 1 had no money, remember,” said
she. “ My father left nothing. And
neither my father nor my mother had
any kith nor kin.”

He was silent.

v“ I'd have had to go into an asylum,”
she whispered. “ Think of it! To be
raised by the State, with innumerable
other unfortunate children. Think of
it, Whit! ”

Vandelear looked glum.

“ At any rate,” he said, “ Ma) bury
didn’t do it for you! He took care of
you because he was a friend of your

father’'s. You need entertain no sense
of obligation.”

“But | benefited as well as my
father.”

“ That's merely an accident.”

“ Not at all. 1 should be unspeak-
able if 1 were not grateful for all my
life, and with all my heart.”

Pie scowled.

“ Be sensible,” he said. “ To him
the whole thing probably meant the
spending of so much money. And he's
so well fixed; the little you’ve cost him
certainly never bothered him. | dare
say the fact that he had married you
hasn’'t incommoded him.”

She flushed. '

“ 1 don’t like you to belittle what he
has done, Whit. Not many boys of
twenty-two would take upon them-
selves the burden of a nine-year-old
wife. | may have prevented his mar-
rying any one else. |I—how do we
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know what sacrifices he has been com-
pelled to make because of me.”

“ |1 wonder you don’'t want to be his
wife really, just out of gratitude,” said
Vandelear.

“ 1 should
doesn’t.”

Vandelear stared.

“You made him the offer?”

“ Yes,” said she.

He sat speechless for an instant, ga-
zing at her, his eyes like jade -in the
light,

“You would have thrown me over,
then?” he gasped at last. *“ It is just
the fact that he doesn't want you that
casts you my way.”

Her dark eyes rested on him appeal-
ingly.

“Isn’tit?” he cried angrily.

“ My first duty is to him,” said An-
drea positively.

“ And | am second choice? ”

He leaped to his feetr loomed over
her, his eyes stormy, his brows drawn
down and knotted.

“ It wasn't a question of choice. Do
you suppose | would endure your
beastly temper and your dreadful dis-
position an instant if 1 weren't in love
with you? ” she asked quietly.

It was like oil upon the waters. He
was quelled instantly. His frown
faded.

“1 am a brute to you,” he said.
“It's because I'm jealous. 1'd like to
lock you up somewhere so that nobody
else'd ever so much as see you. Then
1could be sure of you. I've never even
wanted to marry any one before.
Dandy.”

She shrugged.

“ 1 'don’t think I should like being
locked up away from the rest of the
world,” said she.

“ I'd be with vou every blessed min-
ute.”

“You'd soon be bored to distrac-
tion,” said she.

“ Not with you there! | think I
should be contented in bell with you
there, Dandy. | can't (mite see how
that,-should make any difference, but I

if he wanted me. He

know it would. I've found that out.
It isn't so much where you are, or
what you are doing that matters. It's
who is with you and doing it, too. |I—
I must have kissed hundreds of girls
before I ever saw you, and lots of' them
were pretty; but Kisses had no meaning
until 1 kissed you. It turns me to fire
to kiss you. | burn with a sort of holy
fever.”

“ Do hush!” she said softly. “ I
don’'t think it is quite nice to—to my
husband to talk that way to me.”

“ He isn't your husband, really. Be-
sides, I've been saying such things to
you for two years, now, and you never
objected before.”

“We're in his house, now. And—
anyway— it's different. He was a sort
of vague memory until to-day. Now

he isn't | can't help remembering
how much | owe him.”

“ When we're married,” he said
sourly, “ I'll send him a check in full
for whatever he spent on you. | shall
want to.”

“ It isn't that® ” she protested weak-
ly. “ It's the fact that he did it; that

he was willing to.”

“ 1 wish your father had left you to
me,” said young Vandelear sadly, “ I
shouldn’t have chucked you into school
and gone wandering over the face of
the earth, | assure you.”

“ What should you have done?”
asked Andrea gravely.

“ | should have stayed right by you
until I could have claimed you for my

1

wife. And you bet no other chap
would have had so much as a glimpse
of you.”

She sighed.

“ Your idea of holding a woman’s
love is to keep her from seeing other
men, evidently,” said she.

“ I'm not taking chances,” said he.
“I'm not such a blind, conceited ass
that | can't see there are a few others
who are a deal more worth having than
I am.”

She laughed.

“ Sometimes,” said she, “ I love you
so much | could eat you all up!”
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He leaned nearer.

“ Sweetheart,” he said fervently.

“ And sometimes,” said she calmly,
a little troubled, “ I simply hate you,
and want to go away from you and
never see you again.”

“ Dandy!” he gasped.

“ That's when you are in a bad tem-
per, or when you are selfish and un-
kind in your judgment.”

He looked uncomfortable — very,
very gloomy.

“If you ever threw me over,” he
said, “ I should kill myself.”

“ Nonsense! ”

“ 1 should. I never had a very good
time until 1 met you. | simply should
blow the whole rotten show if you
jilted me. I'd try the next stopping
place.”

“ Whitney! You mustn’'t say such
things. They sound so cowardly!”

“ And you would be my murderess,”
he went on grimly, “ because it would
be your robbing me of yourself that
would make me do it. The hand that
took my life would be mine, but you
would be the power behind it.”

“Whitney!”
She was white, terrified, shrinking
before his blazing, accusing, very

strange green eyes.

The corners of his mouth twitched
slightly.

“ However,” he said, “ if you stand
by me | shall overcome the defects in
my character and disposition as soon
as we are married. You can do any-
thing you please with me. 1I'm clay in
your hands. You will make of me
what you desire.”

She was silent, observing him
thoughtfully. The room was lighted
only by shaded electroliers here and
there, and by the leaping flames in the
grate. He looked well in the dim,
rather pinkish radiance. The color of
his face was gone, robbing him of the
bored, ennuied, reckless air that was
so captivating, but giving him instead
an air of youth. His green eyes, very
long lashed, were almost like a cat's
eyes. He wore his evening things

with an “ air.” He was, in fact, re-
nowned for the cut of his clothes. Ob-
serving, she found him unusually
handsome, and a little smile dawned in
her eyes and curved her lips.

“ It sounds rather a lot to under-
take,” she said, “ but since he has re-
jected me after all, | suppose I may as
well keep you on.”

“ Thanks, awfully,”
del-ear.

“ At least until some one else turns
up,” she added mischievously.

“ As far as that goes,” he said, “ I'd
rather kill you than hand you over.
I've a gun up-stairs now, among my
traps.”

drawled Van-

“Whitney!” she cried again, un-
comfortably, vexedly.
“1 have too much imagination,”

said he. “ 1 couldn't endure the
thought of any other man’s being to
you what | have dreamed of being. I'd
rather kill you.”

He leaned over and looked straight
into her eyes. With a deep, gasping
breath she rose unsteadily. He was
smiling.

“You frightened me,” said Andrea
in a whisper. .“ You must never say
such things again, or think them.
Promise me!”

“ 1 cannot control the thoughts that
come and go in my head,” said he,
shrugging.

“ But you were not in earnest! " she
cried.

“ 1 love you so much,”, said he. “ I
haven'’t the least idea how far | should
go to hold you. It'sakind of madness
in me, Dandy. | can't help it.”

“1've no intention of marrying a
madman,” said she, “ nor a murderer.
I couldn’t love any one who had such
dreadful things as envy an'd malice
and jealousy in his soul. If you ever
say such things again, or think them.
I'll go away from you and never, never
see you again.”

“ You couldn't.”

“Why?”

“ 1 should search the world for you.”

“ But if | would not see you?”



HIS WIFE. 15

“ After all.” he smiled. *“ These
things will never happen. Maybuty’'s
going to give you your freedom, and
I'm going-to marry you, and we're go-
ing to be happy together. Aren’'twe?”

” | suppose so,” said Andrea. And
as he tried to catch her in his arms,
and she eluded, she saw Maybury look
up with the strangest expression, and
rise, and the next instant the two little
tete-a-tetes were ended, and they joined
in one little group of four. And Van-
delear’s taciturn mood returned, nor
did it leave him before they parted for
the night.

Andrea’s suite of rooms opened into
Maybury’s suite. At least they had
been designed by the architect to so
open. But the communicating door
was closed, of course, and locked, with
the key on Andrea’s side. The sight
of it fascinated her all during her dis-
robing.

She heard him moving about on the
other side of the door for perhaps half
an hour, pacing the floor, moving, fur-
niture about. Then there was silence.

She told herself that he had retired.
And she crept into bed herself, and
Sarah tucked her in. and arranged the
night-light and ice-water and the win-
dows and shades, and vanished. Mrs.
Maybury composed herselfyto sleep.
She thought dreamily of Whitney’s
jealousy and his idle threats that had
so frightened her.

Then her thoughts drifted on to
Maybury.  She liked -his attitude.
She decided that he talked most fas-
cinatingly. And his size and strength
rather" awed her. And she was
amazed to find him so young. At
nine she had considered him grown
up. Consequently she had- half ex-
pected a middle-aged gentleman, of
courtly hearing, and polite manner.
She realized that she was glad she
was disappointed in this. Then her
thoughts became confused, intermit-
tent. and she fell asleep.

In the adjoining suite, or rather the
suite that had been designed to be ad-

joining, Maybury sat before the grate
with a big pipe between his teeth.
The light was out. The fire burned
low, and on it his blue eyes were fixed
with an expression that would have
astonished any chance observer. Bit-
terness dwelt there, and grief and pro-
test and resignation tried hard for a
foothold.

What he had not let her see, what
no human being should ever see, was
revealed when he was there alone,
locked in, secure. Like the lower ani-
mals with whom he had mingled in
the wilds, he crept away into his lair
to suffer what he could not conquer.
At least he need not take the world
into his confidence.

CHAPTER IV.
Retrospection.

7TXNDREA awoke at ten* and rang
for Sarah, who responded prompt-
ly and reported that neither of the
Vandelears had yet put in an appear-
ance, but Mr. Maybury had been up
and about since eight. As a matter
of fact, he had not been to bed, having
dozed for an hour or two in his chair.
He had simply bathed and shaved and
changed his clothes at eight, descend-
ing in the faint hope that Andrea
might likewise be an early riser.

But it was half after ten when she
finally appeared, clad in a coat-suit of
gray corduroy, with white furs and a
gray hat trimmed with white fur-tails.
Maybury, who was in the hallway su-
perintending the building of the fire
there, watched her curiously as she
came down the stairs.

“ Are you going out? ” he asked.

“ Aren’t we going to the lawyer’s? ”

Neither had thought to say good
morning. His first fear was that she
was leaving his roof.

“ Oh,” he cried, relieved, “ | see!l”

“1 didn't know what time you
would want to be starting,” she ex-
plained, moving toward him. “ so |
thought |1 would be ready.”
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“ As a matter of fact,” said lie.
“we can't go to-day. | telephoned,
and found that lie's gone in town. He
may be back to-night. He may lie
back to-morrow night. So well have
to postpone the trip for the present.
I hope you will not be seriously an-
noyed over the delay.”

“1 will not,” she answered. “ But
I think 1 will take off my outer wrap-
pings, meanwhile, since we've such a
long wait.”

Before the mirror she drew the pins
out of her hat and laid it aside, run-
ning her lingers carelessly through
the soft waves of her hair, adjusting
it with light pats here and there, then
tossing away her thick fur scarf, and
slipping out of the long, belted coat.
Underneath was a loose blouse, of pale
lavender silk to-day; collar and broad
cuffs and jabot-tie, finished off in very
fine Irish lace.

Round her neck hung a chain of
amethysts, to which a small watch
was attached. The watch was heav-
ily inernsted with amethysts and
pearls. She wore no rings, no ear*
rings, no other jewelry of any sort.
But no, | have not told the exact truth.
She had a tiny gold vanity box con-
cealed about her person. Just before
she turned from the mirror she pro-
duced it and dusted an infinitesimal
puff across her straight nose and white
forehead and rounded chin. He was
amused and hardly thrilled, Imt some-
thing very like it as he watched her so
intimately.

She smiled at him.

“ Good morning.” she said.

“ Good morning,” said Maybury.
“ Did you sleep well ?”

“ Beautifully,” said Andrea. “ And
you?”

“ Fairly.”

“You might have been tactful

enough to spend a wretched night,
after deciding to lose your wife," she
said mischievously.

His expression, swiftly hidden,
startled her. It was as though she
had hurt him. She flushed.

“ As a matter of fact/’ said he, “ I
did not rest as well as ushal. That
must have been the reason.”

But she still regarded him anxious-
ly. He was standing with his back
to the lire now. She sat facing him
on a low, brass-bound chest. One.
knee was crossed over the other, and
her fingers were clasped about the top-
most one.

“ Have you breakfasted? ” he asked.

" Yes. Sarah brought a tray to my
room. If I had known you were alone,
though, 1 should have come down.”

" 1 am used to being alone,” he an-
swered qui«ly, “ | have been in that
benighted state for many years now.
I am almost accustomed to it.”

Perhaps.” said Andrea, “ if my
father had not tied you down to me
you might have married some one
really suited to you, and might, by
this time, be rearing a fine family.”

“ 1 should never have married any
one else," said he.

“ And why not, please?”

She frowned up at him disapprov-
ingly.

Because | have neve/ found any
one whom 1 could love as | must love
my wife.”

" And
women ?”

“ Very, very many.”

“1 am glad you did not say too
many," said she, smiling. “ And why,
please, does mine of them suit you?
Are you so very particular and dis-
criminating ?”

“ Perhaps," he said.

“ But surely you don’t mean to end
your days a bachelor?”

“ What can | do? | can't advertise
for the sort of wife I want.”

Perhaps you don’'t give the ones
you've known a fair chance. Perhaps
you haven't really known them.”

' Perhaps | want the moon,” he
said. “ That's my nature. | want the
very greatest | can conceive. If |
can't win that I'll have nothing.”

“ But then there is a particular
moon ? "

have you known many
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“ Ye-es,” he admitted.

“ Beyond your reach?”

It seems so.”

lam sorry,” she said gravely.

He took up the poker -and rear-
ranged a log. Outside the wind v/as
blowing hard, howling around cor-
ners, whistling through the trees.
Her e”es wandered from him to the
window, then back to the blazing
hearth.

“ Doesn’t it sound desolate out
there? ” she said, breaking the silence.

“ Doesn't it. Like wolves beating
at the door.”

Another short silence fell.

“ Life is very perplexing,” mused
Andrea. “ Nothing ever seems to
come out right. There must be a big
reason back of it all.”

“ There must be,” he agreed.

She looked up at him, smiling
faintly. -

“ Let's believe that, and tell our-
selves that the big reason is going to
compensate for everything, and then
let's stop being so very, very serious
at half past ten in the morning.”
_“What shall we talk about that is
not serious?” he queried meekly.

“Why,” she asked thoughtfully,
“ did you stay away from me all these
years?”

“ So that you might develop nat-
urally, and grow up into a lovely
woman. If | had stayed— Well, I
simply would not be led into tempta-
tion. | could not put responsibilities
on you too soon. | wanted you to feel
free, in spite of the fact that you bore
my name. | wanted you to meet other
men. All this would be more difficult
if 1 had been near you.”

“1 see. Then it ,was not because
you didn't want to be bothered with
me. It was not because you wanted
to feel freer.”

“ No,” he said simply. “ It was not
that. | could not feel freer away from
you. | had no desire to feel free. |
reveled in the thought of your belong-
ing to me. 1 liked the responsibility
of you. | kept in constant touch with

2 C ~

Conquest, as he will tell you. | dis-
cussed your welfare with him in
every particular. My  wanderings
were really exile. | wanted to be near
you. It was only my reason and sense
of jitstice prevented.”

“ 1 see,” said Andrea softly.

“Did you think 1 gave you my
name reluctantly, and then fled to for-
get all about it?”

“1 wondered.”

“ And now you know.”

“Yes, now | know.”

She smiled radiantly up at him,
with tears shining in her eyes.

“ No wonder my father wanted to
leave me with you,” she said. “ He
knew you.”

Maybury flushed.

“ 1 like your saying that,” he said.
“And | will tell you something no
less nice in return. | am not disap-
pointed. in the way you have grown
up. You have fulfilled the promise of’
— of when you were nine.”

She made a grimace.

“ 1 don’t consider that a very nice

thing to say. 1 was hideous when I
was nine, pig-tailed, freckled, long-
legged. I despised myself. | re-

joiced that my father arranged to
marry me to you, because | felt that
I should have been a spinster other-
wise. And | thought you something
little less than a god.”

He laughed.

“1 was rather a lot less at twenty-
two, as a matter of fact.”

“You seemed quite wonderful to
me then.”

“ Nine is not a very discriminating
age,” he said.

“1 was glad my father did not
choose the Marquis of Macatti nor
Drake Wheeler. Both of them
reached him before you did, you
know, and both volunteered to look
out for me. | rather liked titles, but
I hated the marquis.”

“ Naturally,” said he. “ Instinct-
ively, and yet | was in a fair way to
imitate his record, those days. You
pulled me up short.”
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“ 1?” she cried incredulously.

He nodded,

“1 had to be worthy of you, so I
turned the leaf. 1'd been an idler be-
fore then, with more money than was
good for me. The taste of freedom
and fortune had affected me like a
strong wine. | was pampered too
much—spoiled. The night | married
you | felt myself altering some way

inside. The sight of you did it. You
looked so—well—unusual, in your
nightgown, and the blanket over it

and your hair all straggling around
your thin face, and your big eyes, in-
quiring, accusing, demanding. Most-
ly, | think, it was your eyes.”

“ 1 think you might have been gen-
tlemanly enough to forget my ap-
parel,” she said with mock severity.

“ Remember, | dressed in haste for
my wedding. | had no warning of
your intentions. They were indeed
sudden.”

“ They were,” said Maybury, nod-
ding. * As a matter of fact, | hardly
remembered that Dickie had a child—
except when you chanced to be about.
Even then you were rather incon-
spicuous, a part of the background.”

She acquiesced.

“ 1 liked to creep in quietly and curl
up in some corner, and just watch and
listen to what went on. At first my
father and mother objected and were
sending me off to play, or were re-
minding each other that °‘ little pitch-
ers have big ears.” But as time went
on, they became accustomed to my
being there, and soon they forgot ail
about me—and how | enjoyed my-
self! ”

“ | dare say,” he admitted drollv.

“ 1 made up stories about all who
came and went. Perhaps some of the

stories were not all made up. Unob-
served, | studied faces. And of all
the lot | liked you best. | made up

golden romances about you.”

“ Not really?” cried Mr. Maybury,
interested.

“ Yes, really. You were the young-
est, of course—and by far the best

looking. And you always had a fresh
orchid in your buttonhole. And my
father was so fond of you. | seemed

to adopt my father’'s likes and dislikes

instinctively.”
“A child can tell,” he acknowl-
edged.

“It's odd, isn't it? But | suppose
children move by instinct largely, as
animals do. | wonder why the de-
velopment of the mind annihilates in-
stincts.”

She fell silent, pondering the ques-
tion. He watched her as though he
would never have done looking, as
though he were storing up this mental
portrait of her against the time when
she would have passed out of his life
completely, and he would have only
memories. He almost prayed that
Vandelear and Adelaide would go on
sleeping.

“ | disapproved of my mother,”
said Andrea, presently, reflectively.
“ | suppose that was instinct, too—or
was it because | realized that she cared
little for me, 1 wonder? ”

“ Poor Nelll” said he. She
should never have been a wife or
mother at all. She wasn’t intended
for captivity, nor for responsibility.
She fretted under the yoke.”

“ Poor father,” said Andrea.

“ He loved her. She was all he re-
quired.”

“1 used to think sometimes that
he would have liked her different.
Sometimes he was very kind to me and
gentle as—as if he realized | hadn't
much care, except by good old Sarah.
But there was nothing to be done

about it. My mother did not care for
children. She loved horses and dogs
and riding and hunting. How she

loved them!”
“ Still she was good to you in her

.way.”

“ Always polite and friendly when
she remembered me, and always on
the verge of overindulging me with
bon-bons and ices and toys and
clothes. She vaguely realized her
shortcomings as a parent, | think, and
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tried to make it up to me that way
when she thought of it.”

“ Poor Nell!”

“ 1 used to love watching her dress,”
said Andrea, reminiscently. “ | used
to creep in and sit on a little stool be-
side her dressing-table. If she was in
a merry mood, she'd let me stay, and
sometimes fasten her boots, or hand
her this or that, when her maid was
doing something else. | loved to
watch her being combed. Her hair
was adorable.”

“ Yours is just like it,” he cut iff

She flushed.

“ Once,” she said, “ | was permitted
to comb it—when my mother had a
headache and the maid was ‘ off.” It
was a very great joy.”

“ After all,” he said slowly, *“ of
the three, you were most to be pitied.
Dickie, of course, had my sympathy.
He gave up everything he had for her.
And she— well, she -wasn't the sort he
should have married. She tried her
best, but it just wasn't in her to be
different. Sometimes -she was un-
happy about it, so | was sorry for. her,
too. But she was not the sort to
grow melancholy. Temperamentally,
she looked on the bright side of things.
So poor, little, neglected you— you had
the worst of it all the way round.”

Andrea smiled up at him sweetly.

“ Still,” she said, “ I was happy in
a way. They were both good to me.
And the training and discipline 1
missed then I've had since, thanks to
you.”

She rose and stood before him.

“When | first went off to school |
hated it—hated it. The only way |
could content myself there was to re-
mind myself that my only hope of
showing my gratitude lay in becoming
the sort of woman you could be proud
of. Have | succeeded?”

“ Beyond my e wildest
tions!”

She smiled and dimpled.

“ Considering what | must have
been like at nine, that might not be
saying very much.”

expecta-

“You were delicious at nine.”

“Oh!”

She pretended to be astonished and
a little shocked.

“ Such a serious, thoughtful little
creature, with such a vague, preoccu-
pied expression.”

“ 1 cultivated that,” she admitted
shyly, J so that no one would suspect
I was interested in what was going on
about me. | used to pretend to be
playing, too. | carried on the most
elaborate deceptions, and all the time
another part of me was missing noth-
ing that occurred in the room. | was
an uncanny child.”

“You were a neglected -child—
criminally neglected— by every one but
Sarah.”

“ Dear old Sarah! And she hadn't
so very much time to give me. The
whole household rested upon her capa-
ble shoulders. There were no other
servants, you know, except mother’s

maid. Many a night I went to bed
with my clothes on, and nobody
knew.”

He nodded, wincing a little.

“1 know— 1 know. | was mean-

ing to make up to you for some of
that. But now Vandelear must. He
must erase those memories— bury
them deep under sweeter ones. , He
must love you so much that nothing
will matter except that, and you will
forget that you ever lived before you
knew him. That’s how he must love
you.”

She looked'up into his eyes, her
owm very wide and grave.

“ Is that how you would have loved
me?” she asked.

He rose without answering and
turned his back upon her, and beat at
the fire viciously. She drew a deep
breath.

“Is it?” she demanded, in a whis-
per, leaning toward him.

“Yes,” he answered grimly, with-
out turning.

She shook her head a little.

“ But it isn't possible that you love
me,” she said.
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" No; of course not,”
still with his face from her.

“ You don’'t know me at all.”

“ That's true.”

“ And you're so—why, there’s no-
body you couldn’t win.”

“Oh, no!”

She frowned.

“ 1 wish you would look at me. The
fire is burning beautifully.”

“ 1 like to watch it,” he said, turn-

he agreed,

ing at last. His face was expression-
less. “ In my wanderings | used to
like to lounge about a bonfire, the

camp-fire, you know, and watch the
flames leap up. Sometimes there
would be a ring of smoldering eyes
watching, too, from the surrounding
darkness. Fire seems to fascinate ani-
mals, especially wild ones.”

“ | should have liked that, too,” she
said breathlessly.

“ The circle of forest creatures en-
joying my fire? ”

“Yes. Weren't you afraid?”

“ No. They keep their distance
when there is fire about. Besides, |
had my gun at my hand, and the guides
were all armed.”

He had steered away from the dan-
gerous ground.

“ 1 have always thought | should
like to go into the woods,” she said
wistfully — “ the great, trackless,
fathomless woods—and live there as
men and women lived ages and ages
ago. | should abhor the desert! But
I think | should love the forests and
the forest people.”

“ Cities seem cramped and insane
and very foolish,” he admitted, “ once
you have reached the open spaces. The
wind is so—so sweet—and the skies
are so vast and starry. And there is
so much breathing space. And you
tread upon last year's fallen leaves—

yes, on the fallen leaves of many,
many years. And you drink at some
spring. And you can't imagine any

other beverage. And you sleep beside
a camp-fire, in the open, and you won-
der why there are men who box them-
selves up within four walls.”

She was leaning forward, her rapt
eyes on him, her lips a bit apart, her
bosom rising and falling unevenly as
she breathed.

“ And then,” he went on gravely,
“ suddenly it rains, and all the romance
goes out of things, and you cry for a
warm house and a warm bed, and all
the comforts of civilization."

She sighed.

“You don't. You wrap something
around you and watch the storm, and
the rain beats into your face and you
love it, and the lightning turns night to
day, and the thunder echoes through
the trees, until your heart stands still
from very fright, and all the wild
things tremble in their lairs; but you
love it."

“ How do you know all this? " he
asked quietly.

“ | can imagine it.”

“ Well, of all the barbaric and im-
possible imaginations! ” said Miss Van-
delear from behind them.

She had descended unheard, so in-
tent had they been upon their conver-
sation. But then, of course, she made-
scarcely any sound beside the swish of
her draperies.

Maybury rose and, after a few mo-
ments’ conversation, excused himself
on the plea that he had rather impor-
tant letters to write. Adelaide and
Andrea were left alone together.

CHAPTER V.
Drifting.

7XDELAIDE

this morning. It was a certain
shade of yellow'—a burnt orange, per-
haps—something of the sort. At any
rate; you may be sure it went excel-
lently with her auburn hair.

The long drop earrings — she was
never without them — were of topaz
to-day, and her white fingers were
laden with topaz and diamond rings.
She had a penchant for jewelry, and
was always wearing a great deal—no
matter what hour of the day it chanced
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to be, nor what she chanced to be
wearing otherwise.. A boudoir-cap to
match her gown completed her cos-
tume.

As Maybury disappeared she light-
ed a cigarette from the gold case she
always carried, and inhaled with”*some
indication of satisfaction.

“You are early birds, you two,”
said she.

“We were to go to the lawyer’s,”
explained Andrea, leaning back and
clasping her hands behind her head;
“but he phoned and discovered it
would be useless, as Conquest is not
at home.”

“ Do you mean you've already got
him to agree to release you?” Miss
Vandelear raised her head curiously.

“Yes.”

“ 1 congratulate you,” she said, smi-
ling grimly. “ Although you don't
seem particularly happy over it.”

“ It’s a beastly situation all around,”
said Andrea moodily. “ I owe him so
much. And he's— I've prevented his
marrying any one else all these years.
And—e Oh, | don't know! | don’t
like to feel that my happiness is ma-
king any one else unhappy.”

“1 see.” Miss Vandelear nodded.
“ Did he seem reluctant? ”

“ N-not exactly. He agreed instant-
ly when he knew what | wanted. But
I got the impression— "

“ 1 understand,” nodded Adelaide,
smiling. “ It does seem a little incon-
siderate of you. But never mind. Per-
haps | can console him. Personally, |
like him and— well, Whitney’'s my
brother, of course, and | probably see
him through unprejudiced eyes on that
account— but how can you prefer him
of the two? ”

“ There is something between us,”
said Andrea thoughtfully; “ some sort
of attraction. Half the time | despise
him cordially, and a fourth of the time
| pity him. But the rest of the time
I simply can’t resist his fascination.”

“ He has a lot of magnetism. | real-
ize that, of course. But it's quite in-
effective after you are ‘on to him.’

He’s just clever enough to know that,
though; and he takes precious care not
to let you ‘get on.” When 1 select a
husband, Dandy, or \yhen | permit my-
self to be caught, you may rest assured
it will be some one entirely trustworthy
I'll choose— some one serious, settled,
reliable, generous, considerate, and all
that. Magnetism won’t enter in. [I'll
have some one that will make a satis-
factory life companion. Whitney’s
sort is well enough to flirt with and so
on, but not for marrying.”

Andrea looked grave.

“ However,” said Miss Vandelear,
smiling, “ it's hardly my place to dis-
suade you, or to criticize him unfavor-
ably. Everybody’s the best judge of
his own affairs.”

She blew a smoke-ring toward the
ceiling.

There was an
tween them.

“ Have you quite determined upon
Whitney ?” asked his sister, then.

“Yes,” said Andrea, “ of course.”.

instant’s silence be-

“ Then,” said Del, “ |1 suppose you'll
have no objections to my taking May-
bury on?”

Andrea stared.

“ Of course not”
“ Do you like him?”

“ Tremendously. And what is more
still, 1 approve of him. He’s thirty-
two— a sensible age— he’s healthy, has
a fine physique, is splendid looking, has
acknowledged position, considerable
wealth, and— well, the way he has be-
haved to you shows what sort of man
he is. | may be the next Mrs. May-
bury, Dandy.”

Andrea flushed.

“ You're not serious? ” she gasped.

“ Quite. I've been studying him
very carefully since last night. [I've
only been waiting to learn your plans
before laying mine. Will you help
me?”

“Do you mean you are actually
going to try to— "

“To what— interest him? of
course. |I'm going to ensnare him de-
liberately.”

she answered.
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“ Vou are jesting." said Andrea.

" Absolutely not. What makes you
say that? ”

“ Why, surely you want to love a
man before you think of marrying
him? " cried Andrea.

“1 shall love him. right enough—
when it's safe for me to do so.”

" But you can't govern that Sort oi
thing." protested Andrea.

" But you certainly can! One's
fancies must be disciplined if one is to
be happy!"

“ 1 don't want to love that way."

“ You want to leap before you look
—and marry blindly, 1 know. You
want the sort of man who has the art
of flirtation down pat."

“ No; but I want to marry the man
I want to marry," remarked Andrea.
“ 1 don’'t want to reason about him. |
want to follow my instincts.”

“ Animals can do that,” said Ade-

laide. " Reason is a better standard to
judge by, under these conditions.
Dtpidy.”

“ | can’t argue," said Andrea. “ You
always win arguments noth me. | can
just feel about things.”

“ Woman's intuition.” said Ade-
laide, sighing. “ How many crimes

are perpetrated in its name! ”

She lighted another cigarette, and
nodded to Whitney, who advanced at
that instant and took possession ot the
jeweled case.

“ I've run out," he said.
Dandy."

" Being merely a .sister," said Ade-
laide, “ | don’t get any good-morning
wishes. Wait until you are married,
Dandy. You'll not, either.”

Whitney said nothing, being engaged
in the business of lighting the cigarette
he had borrowed. Then he stood with
his back to the grate, and still said noth-
ing. He was looking colorless— rather
more colorless than usual—and the
dark aura underneath his eyes lent him
a dissipated air. Perhaps it was not
due to the aura alone. The corners of
his mouth drooped. His eyes were
moody.

“ '.Morning.

“ 1 suppose if you hadn't run out of
cigarettes you'd not have gotten up
yet,” said Adelaide.

“ 1 hate mornings," he said. “ And
I knew there would, be nothing inter-
esting to do when | did get up.”

“You can come and talk to me,”
said Andrea.

“ 1 wish you'd get this bally mix-up
settled, so that we can be married and
go south and get away from this
snow," he growled. “ I wonder if 1
can have a drink ? "

” | suppose so,”
biously.

“ Ring,” said Adelaide.

He found the bell and pushed it, and
was presently giving his order to a
servant, who indicated by his expres-
sion that he was not accustomed to fill
drink orders in the morning.

“1 can't see how you live,” pon-
dered Andrea. *“ Cigarettes, cocktails,
late hours, and no exercise.”

“ | get enough in the warm weather
to last me. and | hate the cold, and |
wouldn't care a rap if | should scram-
ble off. This world doesn't make an
awful hit with me!”

You're cheerful company in the
morning, Whit,” said Adelaide. “ I'll
leave you to Dandy. I'm going to read
in the library until luncheon.”

She waved and moved off.
continued to observe Whitney.

"When we are married,” she said,
“ you are going to give up both ciga-
rettes and cocktails.”

“ What's the use? " he asked, shrug-
on no*

“ They're bad for you.”

"1 haven't pain anywhere.”

“ You will have."

said Andrea du-

Andrea

When | do have [I'll stop, of
course."
“ And. anyway," added Andrea,

“ you can lie sick without having pain.
I'm sure they’re shortening your life.”
“ Let them. The few years make no
difference. I'm not having such a
howling good time.”
“1 guess you slept badly,”
Andrea.

said
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“ 1 didn’'t even sleep badly,” he an-
swered grimly. “ | scarcely slept at
alll”

“It's your own fault.
you lead.”

Therservant returned with his drink
and he raised it

“ Here's hoping you can make me
give it up and lead a better one,” he
said, toast fashion. “ If any one can,
you can!”

And then he dramk it off.

She shook her head at him.

“ Sometimes | think | must be mad
to think of marrying you,” she said.
"1 can't imagine how you are going
to make me happy.”

. “ Thinking of chucking me?” he
asked.

“ 1I'm wondering why I'm not think-

It’'s the life

ing of it.”

“ Because you care about me.”

“ Not this instant,” said she.
“Sometimes | do, but not this
instant.”

“Yes you do,” he said, smiling at
her. A light leaped up in his eyes. He
was transformed. She felt a sudden
sympathy for him—a sudden tender-
ness overwhelm her. It was a little
like magic.

“‘Yes, | do now,” admitted Andrea.
“ But I didn't before.”

“ Because | was in the dumps.”

“1 wonder how much of the time
you'll be in the dumps after we’'re mar-
ried?”

“1 don't know” It's going to be
an experiment. I've never been mar-
ried before. If it isn't a success, I'll
blow off that part of my head that in

others is a receptacle for brains. And
then you can try again. Divorces
aren't quite respectable vyet, but

wido\ys may marry again with uni-
versal approval! ”

“1 wish you wouldn’'t say such
things,” said Andrea.

He sat down beside her on the brass-
bound chest.

“ Let's be plebeian’ and make love,”
he said, slipping his arm about her.
She leaped up angrily.

“ Whitney!” she cried, flushing.

“ Aren’t you engaged to me? ”

“ Not yet.”

“ But you promised to marry me.”

“1'm not free yet. And we’'re both
under my husband’s roof.”

“ Let's go driving, then?” he sug-
gested.

She smiled.

“ That wouldn't make any differ-
ence. You know how | feel about my
obligation to him.”

“1f |1 stole a kiss now and then,
without warning, you'd not be to
blame.”

“ 1'd advise you not to try it.”

“ What could you possibly do?” he
wondered.

“ Make it impossible for the thing
to happen again.”

“How?”

“ Send you away.”

He sighed.

“Kill-joy!” he said. “ I'll wager
you a kiss that log doesn’t fall in the
next fifteen minutes.”

“ No,” said Andrea, smiling.

“I'll wager you a kiss it does fall
in the next fifteen minutes. [I'll go
you either way!”

“ No,” said Andrea.

“ Then 1| shall have to go and beg
more cigarettes from Del.”

She followed him to the library.

Maybury and Miss Vandelear were
discovered there in, evidently, a most
interesting conversation. And Miss
Vandelear was  strikingly posed
against the green pillows on the
davenport, her knees drawn up, her
toes peeping, her auburn hair and
white skin and yellow draperies in re-
lief against the dull greens and blues.

They played bridge presently—a
table being brought by one of the
under footmen and set up in the
library, and Maybury and Adelaide
opposed Andrea and Vandelear. They
{flayed the game with the auction at-
tachment, which adds indescribably to
its interest, and Vandelear forgot that
life was not worth living and played
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hard, as usual, and was unspeakably
distracted when Andrea played care-
lessly or talked or let her mind wan-
der from the matter in hand.

She could play brilliantly, and
usually did when she was running the
“ dummy hand,” but at other times
she lost interest. Miss Yandelear
played a splendid, reasonable game,
and Maybury played rather badly. He
confessed that he cared next to noth-
ing for cards.

So on toward tea-time, they settled.
Only Maybury and Yandelear had
real money up. MaylAtry preferred
that the ladies content themselves with
the interest in the game itself. And
then they played “old maid " and
fantan—and, finally, baccarat.

By this time Adelaide had rebelled
at her brother's inroads on her ciga-
rettes, and so he had made her a side
bet in which cigarettes stood as stakes
against promissory silk stockings,
and he won enough to go on until a
supply should come down from town.
He had telephoned over the long-dis-
tance for them.

Afterward when, at Whitney's insti-
gation, Maybury was showing Ade-
laide some trick pool shots, he cornered
Andrea in the alcove, and continued
from where he had left off at dinner.
As a matter of fact, she looked un-
speakably alluring in pink lavender
channelise, decorated in orchid shades.
She had tulle in her hair, and wore
orchids and no jewels.

“ It's a good thing I've had a little
experience,” he sighed, “ or I'd have
to write you love-letters, even though
you are right here in the same house
with me. It keeps me busy devising
ways to make love to you.”

“ Well, I wish you wouldn’t whis-
per such absurd things when there
are others present who might chance
to overhear,” Andrea gravely replied.
“ You behaved very badly at dinner.”

“ Nobody could have overheard.
Besides, suppose any one had. Both
Maybury and Del know I'm crazy

about you.”

“ But it's very bad taste to act that
way when there are others about.”

“ It's your fault,” said Whitney,
shrugging. “ Why do you look so
irresistible. 1 can’t help it if you are

so lovely you draw the words right
out of my mouth.”

“ That's nonsense,” said Andrea

sedately.

“ My love is stronger than 1,” he
declaimed theatrically, beating his
breast.

She was compelled to smile.
“ Everything is a joke to you,” she

sighed.

“ Nothing is. Nothing is funny, at
any rate! Everything is da - arned
serious! But | refuse to spend all of
my time in the seventh depth of
gloom. | am gay. | disport myself
and mock! In a word, | disapprove

of everything so heartily that I simply
won't *play.” | make a jest of the
whole bally business.

" Other people strive for fame— for
careers, to establish themselves so-
cially, to acquire wealth! Poor fools!
I can’'t imagine how they blind them-
selves to the one fact, that they are
going to die in five years or ten—or
twenty. And then of what use are
the tilings they have accomplished?
I'm not so wasteful of the little
time allotted me. I|—well, of course,
I have a rotten time, but | try to
amuse myself. 1 do everything that
other people find amusing. When 1
die I'll have the satisfaction of know-
ing that | didn't waste a moment in
anything serious.”

“ What absurd ideas. Whitney!”
said Andrea. “ There'd have been
no civilization if our ancestors had
arrived at these conclusions.”

“ And a jolly lot better off we might
have been." said he, “ scouting
through the woods in animals’ skins
and living in teepees and caves, with
nothing to do hut shoot and fish and
light. Do you know. I've an idea I
might like that. No. | rather think I
prefer my tub and my bed and' my
cocktails and the newspapers.”
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< “ Serious endeavor has
plished those things, you see."

“ Mighty good oi' those old chaps.
Personally, 1 refuse to bother about
the future of the race.”

He lighted a cigarette deliberately.

“You are selfish,” she said, accu-
singly.

“No doubt,” said he, unruffled.
“ Unselfish people have to die and turn
to dust, too.”

“ Good - by,” said Andrea, rising,
“1 don't like you fo-night. You are
Just like Adelaide. She gets me all
mixed up in arguments and makes
things | know to be wrong sound
exactly right. I'm going to talk to
my— husband.”

“ Please stay,” said he penitently,
“and I'll- talk whatever way you like.”

“ No,” said she.

“1 believe syou want <to talk to
him,” said Whitney; then, grimly:
“ Do you suppose | haven't noticed
how your eyes have kept wandering
in that direction?”

She flushed.

“ Jealous again? ”

“Of course I'm jealous. I'm al-
ways jealous. 1'd be an imbecile if I
failed to realize how attractive you
are to men. It would be a miracle if
they didn’'t swarm about you.”

She smiled.

accom-

“ Flattery’s no use. Good-by.”
She moved toward the others. He
followed  sulkily. But Maybury

showed no disposition to seek a tete-a-
tete with her. All four remained to-
gether until they parted for the night.

CHAPTER VI.

A Drop, in the Bucket.

THERE is an old saw about leading
1 a horse to,the water. And, as
occasionally happens, it is a true one.

Similarly, one can array oneself
for slumber, and turn off the light,
and creep between the sheets, and lie
for hours staring at nothing and
thinking of everything under heaven.

This night, such a fate befell An-
drea. The reason of it, of course,
was not far to seek. She had not been
out-of-doors all day, and, accustomed
to air and exercise, she missed them.

Perhaps on this account — perhaps
for other reasons — she was restless.
She tossed about. She tried lying on
her right side and lying on her left.
She could'not’ woo Morpheus at all.
-He vyielded not even a little, so after
a while she sat up and switched on her
night-light and wondered what to do
to tire herself; Obviously the wisest
course would be to read, but there was
nothing about to read.

On one elbow, her face in her hand,
she pondered the matter. The house
was very quiet.

She stepped slowly out of bed and
moved one bare toe about upon the
thick rug until she found her slipper.
Then she wriggled into it, crossed her
<knees, and pulled it on firmly. In the
same fashion she found the second
slipper and donned it. A slip- on—
bedroom gown— whatever you choose
to call it— of quilted blue silk, em-
broidered in lavender, was thrown
across the chair next her bed.

She slipped into it. Its wide sleeves
fell to her wrists. With the heavy
lavender cord she bound it in at the
waist,- knotted the cord, and glanced
at herself in the mirror to be quite sure
none of her nightie was in evidence.
She saw herself completely submerged
in blue and lavender, her cheeks flushed
from tossing about; ljer *5oft,. thick,
brown-gold hair, parted accurately in
the center and arranged in two heavy
braids, Indian fashion. One of them
fell over each shoulder below her waist.

She approved the.reflection with a
little nod, moved -cautiously to the
door, and noiselessly opened it.

On the stair - landing a dim light
burned.

She approached the landing and de-
scended. The lower hall- was in dark-
ness, too, save for a single light.

She reached the -library and opened
the door. The lights were not off here.
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The room was ablaze with them. The
fire still burned merrily, and Maybury
lounged at ease before it, with his pipe
in his mouth and a book on his knee.
But the book was turned down. His
eyes were fixed upon the leaping flames
in the grate. lie had such a stern, bit-
ter, weary look stamped upon his face,
she stared in wonder and sympathy.

But something told her it were bet-
ter not to disclose her nearness. She
was stepping quietly back, drawing tbe
door closed, too, when a board creaked.
Listlessly, vaguely, he glanced up and
sat staring. It was obvious that at
first glance he thought he was imag-
ining her. Then he realized that she
was actually standing there.

“ 1 beg your pardon,” she said soft-
ly. “1'd no idea any one else was
about, and | couldn’t sleep. And |
wanted a book.”

He was on his feet instantly.

“ Come in,” he said, and waved to-
ward the book-shelves with which the
room was lined.

Hesitatingly she obeyed.

“ Name your choice/’ said he. " All
of your favorites are in the collection,
I think. 1 consulted Conquest, and |
added my own best friends.”

“ Anything,” said Andrea. “ Any-
thing that will tire my eyes and send
me off to dreamland.”

“ Sit down a moment,” he said, smi-
ling. “ This matter requires consid-
eration. It must be nothing interesting
enough to set your mind working, and
nothing so dull that you are apt to read
mechanically and think of other things
at the same time. Let me see.”

She sat down. He remained silent
an instant, deep in thought.

“ It's nice and warm in here,” said
Andrea. “ Do you always sit up half
the night like this? ”

“ Not always,” said he.

“ 1 wondered how you could and
still rise so early.”

She was on the edge of the daven-
port, one foot curled up under her.
And she was beginning to wish that he
would forget about the book and would

come and talk instead, although such a
proceeding would probably be very in-
discreet.

His blue eyes were scanning the
nearer shelves reflectively.

“ Doesn’'t it make you feel lonely
and neglected and little and helpless
and insignificant to lie awake when
every one else is sleeping? ” she ven-
tured.

" Not exactly,” said he with a smile.

“ It does me. | like to fall asleep
directly. I'm a little afraid of night-
time.”

" Why? ” he asked, standing before
the book-shelves still, but turned to-
ward her now attentively.

" 1 don't know. Everything seems
different than in the light. The air
seems different. | feel excited. And
then, of course, I'm not in the least
superstitious.  Superstition is igno-
rance, | know; but everything hasn't
been discovered yet. And there may
be scary things that only come out in
the dark."”

He was compelled to laugh at that.
She blushed.

“ That sounds childish, doesn't it? ”
she asked mournfully.

"It is am admission that doesn’t
quite damn you. | had suspected that
you were not altogether so old and
wise as you sometimes seem.”

“Do | seem old and wise some-
times ?”

“ You sound so—now and then.”

She laughed.

" | thought I couldn’t look so0.”
She hugged her knees and rocked
herself gently.

Anyway,” she added thoughtfully,
“1've no ambition to be one of these
new-style women. Frankly, | have not
a man's intellect. | am not practical
enough. And I do enjoy having people
do things for me and take care of me.
I cannot understand time - tables. |
never count change nor look to see if

bills are correct. | suppose | am a
clinging-vine person.”
" Thank Heaven,” he added, smi-

ling approval.
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“I'm going out of style,” she in-
formed him sadly. “ Men admire
clubby women nowaday#—the sort
that can smoke and drink and play
games like a man!"

He leaned toward her confidentially.

“ Don't you believe it," he told her
in a whisper.

“ But they don’t care for a woman
who is just a dainty, soft, pretty, help-
less burden hung around their necks.”

“ They do! They just do. They
always will. What's the use of being
strong and capable if you have no one
to guard and protect and care for?
What's the use of being intellectual if
you have no one to think for? It's no
fun winning laurels for a woman who
can win them for herself.”

“1 never thought of it th™t way,”
admitted Andrea. _

He drew his big chair up to the
davenport so that their heads were
very close together — his very, very
blond one shining in the light,- hers
dark and brownish.

“ Opposites attract,” said he, as
teacher to pupil.
“ Ye-es. | think that that is true.”

“ Nature devises it so, in order to
retain the balance and guard her races.
The strong mate with the weak. ' The
tall mate with the small. Extremes
meet and from them springs the half-
way type which is nature’'s beloved.”

“ It's all quite clear, isn't it?” she
cried, pleased. “ I like the way you
think.”

He drew back, the red blood leaping
up under his tan.

“ | like the way foil listen,” said he.

She dimpled.

“ Is there more than one way to
listen?”

“ To be sure. You keep your eyes
fastened upon mine, questioninglv. at-
tentively, and sit absolutely still. |
never have to doubt whether you are
interested or not.”

“ Of course. I'm interested because
vou sav interesting things! Whatever
you tell me | seem to feel instinctively
is right.”

“ Perhaps that is because you have
grown up to respect me.”

He smiled whimsically.

“ No,” said she. “ The way you put
things convinces me at once that you
are quije right.”

“ The things you say,” said he, “ as
well as the way you say them, convince
nte at once that you are tremendously
impulsive.”

“1 am!” she admitted, with a sigh.
“1 told you I am not at all reasonable
and up to date.”

“ 1 approve of some old-fashioned
things,” said he.

“ Being impulsive?” she wondered.

“ Being natural and — well, having
your share of glorious faults and fail-
ings.” '

“ 1 don't like perfect people either,”
she reflected.

“You see?
again.”

She shook her head at him reproach-
fully.

“ Now you remind me of Whitney.”

“ In what way? ”

“ Saying such extravagantly compli--
mentary things. It is so foolish, be-
cause | have enough common sense to
know that they can't be true.”

He polished the bowl of his pipe
meditatively.

“ Does he do that? Young Van-
delear? Say such extravagantly com-
plimentary things?”

“ That's all he does!”

Mr. Maybury was silent. He had
placed his bowl of tobacco between his
kiiees, and, holding it there firmly, was
filling his pipe from it

“ But, of course,” said Andrea,
“ he can't talk much except about—
well, the people we know and what
happens and what is being read and
discussed. Not many people can, |
notice.”

Maybury eyed her thoughtfully.

* Some of us,” said he, “ have got to
keep the best of us locked up tight in-
side, because we haven't the right
words, or because fear of misunder-
standing and ridicule seals our Kps.”

The law of opposites
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She nodded, sighing.

" It's a pity, isn't it?”

“ Yes." said he. And then he struck
a match and suddenly recollected.
" Alay 17?'* he asked.

“ Please do.”

“You don't share the
prejudice against pipes? "

"No indeed. 1| like to see them be-
ing smoked. Cigarettes are so tran-
sient. Cigars, too. A pipe seems so
conservative and reliable and friendly.
I wish men would cultivate the habit
of smoking them generally in public
as once they did.”

universal

He lighted up and inhaled con-
tentedly.
This pipe,” he Said, “ has been

with me over half the world. | had
dogs, but they died. Once | had a
horse, but it was very difficult shipping
him about, and finally lie became ill and
bad to be shot. Only my pipe shared
my solitude and stood by me.”

She drew a long, unsteady breath,
and to his astonishment big tears crept
into her dark eyes.

“ 1 hadn’t even a pipe," she said.

He stared at her.

“ But my dear child!
solitude, either?”

“Hadn't 1?” she whispered weari-
ly, “ Do you suppose | haven't been
horribly, horribly lonely? Do you
think the fact that there were always
other girls about meant anything? |
couldn’'t forget that | had no one be-
longing to me. | tried to think of you
as being really and truly mine! But
you were so far away! Always, you
were far away. And everybody else
had mothers and fathers and brothers
and sisters and lovers to talk about.
They—¢

She stopped abruptly and her eyes
met his, dark with remorse, tier lips

quivered.
“Andrea! ” he cried, letting his hand

You hadn't

rest upon her clasped ones. They
trembled beneath his touch,
“ I'm sorry,” she said. “ I'm a little

beast. That sounded as if | was re-
proaching you— scolding. But T'didn't

mean it that way. Truly, truly |1
didn't! When you talked of being so
lonely | just— just remembered vividly
how very lonely | was, too— and |
thought that if you hadn’'t gone away
from—we both might have been hap-
pier.”

He got up and began to stride-the
length of the room and back, restlessly.

I thought it fairer to you. 1 did
not want to go. | wanted to be just
to you. | wanted to do the right thing
by you. | didn't want to tie you down
to me before you could decide for
yourself whom you would love and
honor and obey. | wanted you to
feel our marriage tie. something that
would guard you and keep you safe
and yet that would not hold you, once
you desired to he free. It would not
have been kind or manly to stay. You
were a child. You could not know
your own mind. And you would have
grown up to think of me as your des-
tiny ultimately. You would not have
met other men. Don't you suppose |
wanted to stay? Do you imagine that
a single day passed without my think-
ing of you, wondering about you,
worrying about you, too?”

She was watching him wide eyed.

“ What made you?” she whispered
wonderingly.

” From the instant that ceremony
was spoken at the side of your father’s
death-bed | have thought of you as
my wife. Before that | hardly re-
called your existence unless my eyes
fell upon you in your mother’s draw-
ing-room. After that | loved you. |
don’'t know why. | don’t quite under-
stand it myself. It was a sort of
miracle. Perhaps the fact that you
were dependent on me had something
to do with it. At any rate, from that
day to this you have been first in my
heart and in my thoughts.”

Her tears began again.

“And | think I — it was just the
wanting to have somebody to belong
to that made me listen to Whitney at
first. It was just that | was tired and
lonely and | wanted to be petted.”
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The blood crept up under his tan
again.

“ And now you love him," he said.

She was silent.

“Don’'t you?”

She raised her lashes. Her dark'
eyes were troubled.
I wish | knew.” she said.

“ Is there doubt in your mind?”

“ 1 think so," she said helplessly.

“ 1 don't think | understand,” said
Maybuiy. “ You either love him or
von don't There can’t be any doubt
about it.”

“ But sometimes | do and sometimes
I don’t,” said Andrea.

” That doesn’t sound a very tremen-
dous devotion,” he said, smiling faint-
ly. “ 1 think you should make sure
before you commit yourself definitely
to anyfaing,”

“1 will,” she promised.

“ And in urging you to hesitate and
think hard,” he went on, “ bear in
mind that it is only your own happi-
ness that | have in mind. The fact
that I—1 love you— mustn't influence
you. Forget that you are bound to me
and that | have ever had the joy of be-
ing of use to you. Think only of your
own heart and what it holds. | would
rather lose you than win you through
your gratitude.”

She sat meditating, her brow wrin-
kled. a frown in her eyes—a curious,
questioning frown.

“ You love me? " she whispered, as
though she were trying to realize.

He loomed above her with folded
arms and nodded.

“Yes,” he said.

“ But it isn't possible.”

“ It does seem a little absurd of me,
considering my age.”

She smiled.

“ That wasn't what | meant at all.
Why you—are you past thirty?”

“ Precisely thirty-two."

“ . And I am nineteen. There is not
such a dreadful difference.”

“ Perhaps not,” he admitted in-a
grave tone. “ After all. what has age
to do with it? ”

“ What makes you think you love
nte?” she wanted to know.

He smiled.

“ 1 don’t think,” he said. “ 1 know
I love you, because my greatest happi-
ness is to be near you. Because you
are-of more importance to me than the
rest of the world all together. | could
endure the destruction of all the con-
tinent of Europe. | should—1 could
not bear patiently the thought of the
least harm or unhappiness coming to
you. | know I love you because | can't
keep you out of my head. Because
you seem sweeter to me and finer and
daintier and dearer and lovelier than
any other woman | have ever known.
Are these reasons enough?”

“ You may be horribly disillusioned
when you know me better.”

He smiled.

“ Nothing could make any differ-
ence. | adore your weakness as well
as your strength. | can help you over-
come any faults I may discover that
are not lovable faults. 1 do not de-
sire perfection. | want you.”

She sighed in delicious bewilder-
ment.
“Now | am confused,” she said.

“ Just at this moment I—"

She stopped. Her confusion told
him what she was on the point of ad-
mitting.

“ Yes,” he whispered a little hoarse-
ly, “ for God’s sake be sure before you
esay it.” The clock in the corner be-
gan to chithe two as he finished speak-
ing.

They listened, startled.
to her feet.

“ If we should be found! ” she cried
in horror. “ | have been very indis-
creet. Good night.”

She turned, poised’ for instant flight.

“ After all,” he said, “ you are my
wife, you know.”

“ It is sometimes difficult to remem-
ber,” said Andrea.

She was at the door now.

“ Arour book!” he reminded her.

“ 1 do not think I shall want it now.”

He approached her then slowly.

She sprang
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Good night,” he said.

“ You had better go to bed, too,” she
announced, lingering. “ You may come
as far as the head of the stairs to keep
me company.”

“ And guard you from the scary
things that might crawl about in the
dark,” he added lightly.

She waited as he moved about
switching off the lamps— the illumina-
tion grew gradually less and less. He
touched the buttons by the door—only
the glow from the dying embers re-
mained.

They turned and crept cautiously up
the broad stairway. Her silken gown
flapped about her slippered feet; the
faint fragrance of lilacs hung over
her.

Once they stopped with wildly beat-
ing hearts, thinking that they were
about to be discovered; but the sound
was only the flapping of a blind.

At the head of the stairs they faced
each other.

“ Good night,”
whisper.

“ Good night,” he answered. “ You
will—search your heart—and think
hard ?”

“Yes,” she told him slowly, “ but
already— I'm almost sure— ’

She did not finish. They stood a
long time, searching each other's eyes.
She swayed a little unsteadily and
caught her breath.

He lost control of himself complete-
ly. His will weakened before the on-
rush of his mad desire. Then, some-
how, she was in his arms — crushed
to him with a great violence.

And his lips were brushing her hair,
her throat, her eyes, finally seeking her
lips and clinging there. Her arms were
around his neck, so that in the end,
when he drew back and put her away
from him. he had to loosen her hold.

They did not speak again. Sobbing
a little, with her head dropped, her
lashes shielding her eyes, she caught
the- stair-rail for support, steadied her-
self, and moved slowly down the cor-
ridor to her door.

said Andrea in a

It stood slightly ajar. She passed,
in and shut it behind her. Then May-
bury moved wearily on to his own
rooms.

CHAPTER VII.

Her Offer.

[21S first remorse over having let his

passion sway him was succeeded
by a transfiguring joy. He lay for
hours in the dark, dreaming, planning,
reliving the moment in which he had
held her in his arms. A moment! It
could not have been more. And it was
to turn the course of his life. It was
to make history— his history and hers.
Against the wonder of it nothing else
that had ever befallen him seemed to
count.

When at last he slept it was to strug-
gle with young Vandelear, who con-
tested vigorously for Andrea and only
yielded her up after the fiercest com-
bat. His sleeping dreams were full of
her, as his waking dreams had always
been.

Ide slept until nine, bathed, shaved,
dressed, and descended. At his place
at table he found a note hastily penned
by Andrea and delivered by Sarah. It
was on stationery of the palest laven-
der and sealed with a wafer of laven-
der wax, stamped with her initials—
A. M. The thought that the name she
bore was his gave him a new thrill.

Before it had been merely an indica-
tion that she was under his protection.
Yow.it meant that she belonged to him
—as she would never belong to any
other man.

He broke the seal, unfolded the note,
and read:

I am not coming down. You may say |
have a headache. 1 haven't | never have
them. But | am a sight. Mv eyes are red
from crying. And | am ashamed to face
you. | don't know what you will think of
me. | don't know what to think of myself.

I have never, never done such a thing be-
fore. Even Whitney has never kissed me.
| despise a girl whose lips are for this man
to-dav and for that one to-morrow. |
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loathe elf. 1do, for it was not love that
prompted me. | know it*was not love, be-
cause | cannot, even now, decide which of
you | prefer.

I have wanted to kiss Whitney, you see,
as | wanted to kiss you. Hut 1 never did
actually kiss him. My face is flaming even
as | write.

I went to my room thinking that now it
was all settled. And a picture of Whitney
on my dressing-table brought, me up short.
There are moments when | care nothing
for him. | cared nothing for him while 1|
was with you. | forgot that such a man
existed. When | saw that picture—and
the memories connected with It came, sur-

ing back—I felt dizzy and weak and help-
ess” for | realized it would be hard to put
him out of my life altogether!

| think 1 must be very" wicked. 1 am hu-
miliated beyond speech. )
I have let you kiss me. | have kissed

you, too, and have clung to you, and | am
not sure that | love you.

| should like to creep away somewhere
and never, never show myself again. | ani
ashamed.

That was all. No signature. , Just
the bare confession.

The butler was serving his breakfast,
but Mayburv pushed back his chair
and bade the man keep things warm
for him for the present. Then he went
into the library to answer his commu-
nication.

The room was redolent with memo-
ries. The pillows of the davenport
still bore the impress of her. Her
faint, elusive lilac fragrance hung in
the air.

He seated himself at the long table,
drew pen and paper toward him, and
began to write:

My dear Chitd:

It is 1 who must be in the dust, not you.
It was all my fault. | took a cowardly ad-
vantage. | should have been strong enough
to prevent such an occurrence. 1 should
have been wise enough to foresee it. God
knows | am old enough and worldly enough.
But | lost my head.

And there you are. It is not your fault
at all. You are blameless—absolved by
this confession. | tempted you. Any wom-
an uittler heaven—anv mortal woman with
red blood leaping through her young body
—if she were as lonely and neglected and
as starved for petting as you are, dear—
must have yielded to my hoi-headed ad-
vance. Why, | swept you off your feet. |
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gave you no chance to draw back, to think,
to consider. | seized you forcibly in my
arms and held you and kissed you.

He stopped there, and closed his
eyes at the recollection, and drew a
deep breath. Then he sighed and
presently continued:

. It was base and contemptible and cow-
ardly to play upon your weakness. But |
was starved for you, too. I've loved you so
long, and—I've wanted you so badly. How-
ever, I'm not going to plead for myself. |
am guilty. Yoil »are innocent. Can you
ever forgive me and forget the whole thing,
and go back to a consideration of the prob-
lem before you with a light heart?

He folded it and sealed it and car-
ried it himself to her door. There
he thrust it through the aperture un-
-derneath and knocked. He heard the
rustle or her draperies as she advanced.
Then he went back to his breakfast.
Before he had finished entirely Sarah
brought him a second note:

I am not surﬁ)rised that you intend ta-
king the whole blame. You shall not. Per-
haps we were both guilty of weakness. |
shall try to forget it, and as soon as the
traces of hurricane are removed from my
face 1 shall come down.

He was slipping it into his inner
pocket when Miss Vandelear appeared.

“ Good morning,” she said sweetly.
“'Oh, have you finished?”

“ Just,” said Maybury,' smiling.

“1 am disappointed. | meant to
breakfast with you.”

She was in a breakfast gown and
cap of peach-colored silk; it went
strikingly with her shining dark 'au-
burn hair. She wore drop earrings of
coral, the same curious shade, and a
long chain of coral and diamonds held
her vanity box, cigarette-case, and
lighter. She wore a large cameo of
coral surrounded by "diamonds at the
ruffle of her low collar and a smaller
cameo set in dull gold on the little
finger of her left hand.

“ Sit down,” said he, his eyes paying
tribute to her. “ At least I may have
the pleasure of keeping you company.”

They were by this time both in



32 THE CAVALIER.

arm-chairs at opposite ends of the
table. But that did not place them,
very far apart. Maybury had planned
the breakfast table for Andrea and
himself, and it was small enough to—
to be quite comfortable.

“ How deliciously cozy," said Mis#
Yandelear. ‘‘*Just room enough for
two."

He nodded.

“ | designed it, or planned it, rather,
before | heard anything of Andrea's
intention to divorce me."

She smiled, with a little Hash of
sympathy in her jade-green eyes.

* Does that quite spoil your party? ”
she asked softly.

“ Utterly." he answered.

She shook her head sadly.

“ What a beastly world! One casts
away what another desires. Enough
falls from the tables of the rich to feed
the poor. | call it a rotten destiny that
lets such things be."

“ But a girl can't marry all the men
who are in love with her," he said.

“ Not all at the same time, at any
rate. That's why | favor trial mar-

miage. Every one could have a chance.”.

She smiled, delighted at her own
wickedness,

“ But it would complicate things
dreadfully,” he objected, “ and rob life
of most of its romance and tragedy.
There'd be no more pining away from
unrequited passion. A rejected lover
would console himself with the reflec-
tion that the lady might eventually pre-
fer him next term or the next one.
Women wouldn’'t elope with other
men. They'd simply and decently
wait for their terms to be up. People
wouldn’t kill themselves when they
were unhappily married. And think
of the relations one would Ire burdened
with.”

“ I'd rather not, if you please," said
she. “ 1 always think of mine as
enemies in the disguise of friends and
with a friend’s opportunities to get at
one.”

He smiled and fumbled for his ciga-
rette-case.

“ Try mine,” said Miss Vandelfear,
and promptly opened the jeweled case
that hung at her side, extracted a ciga-
rette and, holding it between her red
lips, lighted it for him before she
passed it across.

" Thank you," said he.

She had inhaled the single puff that
she had taken in the lighting. Now she
pursed.her lips and blew the thin smoke
ceilingward.

“ Trial marriage would be ideal for
me,"” she said. “ | am a creature of
little loves— loves that flame and die
and are succeeded.”

He smiled.

“ The real one has not come, then,”
he told her.

“ 1 hope it doesn't ever come,” she
said with a shrug. “ | am afraid of
it.”

" Why ?”

" 1 can't be depended upon. It will
be a pugilist or an Eskimo, most likely
— certainly some one utterly out of the
guestion.”

“Why are you so sure of that?”

“ Things always happen that way
for me,” she answered absently.

“ How old are you? ” he asked cu-
riously.

" Twenty.”

“ Twenty—and such a pessimist?”

“ Not a pessimist. 1| simply look
facts in the face.”

And then, meeting his rather frown-
ing glance, she laughed.

" 811" she said. “ I shall be mer-
rier as the day grows. It runs in the.
family to rise wrong foot first, as the
saying is.”

She leaned back and lighted a ciga-
rette. She held it firmly between her
lips, without chewing it, and when she
struck the match shielded the blaze
with her cupped palm as a man would
have done it. Then, eyes half closed,
she looked through the smoke rings at
Maybury.

“ Dandy tells me,” she said quietly,
“ that it's all settled about the divorce
and her marrying Whit.”

“ When did she tell you this?”
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“ Yesterday.'*

He nodded reflectively,

“Nell?” he asked.

She studied the burning end of her
cigarette.

“1 take it, you mind, to some ex-
tent.”

“1 have always hoped that she
would be content with me,” ,said May-
bury. “ I've always taken it for grant-
ed, someway, that she would come to
love me in time.”

“ What are you going to do? ” asked
Miss Vandelear.

“To do?”

“ If she turns you down finally and
marries Whit?”

He shrugged.

“1 haven't thought. 1—oh, | sup-
pose | should just go on roaming about
as I've always done.”

She raised her eyes gravely to his.

“ Isn’t it rather dull gadding about
alone?”

“Very dull,” said Maybury. “1
endured it before, because | thought
Andrea was to be my eventual re-
ward.”

“ So now it will be worse?”

“ Much worse.”

She flicked the ash from her. ciga-
rette.

“ Has it occurred to you that you
might marry somebody else?”

He stared.

“ still loving Andrea?”

She nodded.

“ Just for companionship and chil-
dren and so on.”

“ No,” said he quietly.

“You wouldn’t care for it?”

“ 1 think not.”

“ If you could marry some one who
knew about Andrea and understood ? ”

He looked at her. She was flushed,
but her-eyes met his steadily.

“Yes,” she said. “ I was thinking
of myself. If Dandy throws you over,
you might do worse than marry me.”

He blushed and his embarrassment
was painful.

“ 1 should not be exacting,” went on
Miss Vandelear. “ I should not ex-

pect any great devotion. | should be
content with such care and considera-
tion as you would want to give me.
And we should come to be quite good
chums—in time. At least, you would
not be so horribly alone—and | should
be safeguarded. | should be safely
married to a man | could admire and
respect and be proud of.”

“You can't be in earnest,” said
Maybury.
“Why not? | don't believe in love.

I think what people consider love is
only passion masquerading. And it is
SO unwise to—to let an attraction of
that sort, influence one’s choice of a
life-mate. Look at Dandy and Whit!
They do these things better abroad.
And so—so | thought, since Dandy is
out of the question, you might con-
sider my suggestion. | am strong, not

unlovely. | am accomplished. | am
wealthy. I've recognized social posi-
tion. | am considered more or less in-

teresting and amusing and clever— ”

“ Please,” he begged, horrified.
“ You must not catalogue your attrac-
tions as though you were a slave be-
ing purchased.”

She smiled.

“ 1 am,” she said.
think it over?”

He studied her, his brows knitted.

“ You put me in a most unadmirable
position. | must admit that at the out-
set what you propose simply horrifies
me! It is useless to try to conceal
this.”

“ Naturally. 1 have reversed the
positions of the sexes. Pursued, one’s
instinct is always to flee. And the idea
being a new one seems strange and ter-
rible. Unfamiliar things always
frighten us.”

.“ That is true,” he admitted.

“You will think it over, then?”

“Yes. And if I—if I am unable to
undertake it—if | feel that 1 cannot
give you such consideration and affec-
tion as would be your due as my wife,
you will not misunderstand? You will
believe that I am not intending a slur
upon your obvious attractions?”

“Well, will you
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“ My vanity will not be hurt,"” she
promised, “ for only you and 1 will
know of it, of course. But I shall be
disappointed.”

He smiled wistfully.

“You have flattered me and hon-
ored me, | think, beyond words.”

She shrugged.

“ Will you give me another round at
pool ?” she asked coolly.

“ Willingly,” responded Maybury.

They left the breakfast-room to-
gether and for the present did not
refer to the matter again.

Whitney came down an hour before
noon, looked in on his sister and May-
bury in the game-room, went on in
search of Andrea, and failing to find
her down - stairs, went finally to her
door and knocked. His first tattoo re-
ceived no answer. The second time,
she took her courage “ in both hands ”
and asked:

“Well?”

“ I'm going to walk to the village to
see if my cigarettes have come,” said
he. “ Want to join me?”

“ I'm not nearly toileted,” said she.
She had believed it to be Maybury and
was rather relieved.

“ 1"l wait. Hurry, though.
far off to luncheon-time.”

“ Perhaps 1'd better not delay you,”
said Andrea.

“ Come on. You need the air.
going to sit here on the steps.”

He went off five or six paces and sat
down at the head of the flight. There
was a little pause. Then her voice
drifted out to him.

“Whitney?”

“ Right.”

“ I've my stockings on.”

“ Good,” said he.

“ And just putting on my shoes.”

“ That's the stuff.”

Another pause.

“ Sarah is doing my hair now.”

He made no answer.

“ Do von hear? ” she called.

“ Yes."

Another long pause.

It's not

I'm

“ I'm fastening my jabot and pow-
dering my nose again and putting on
my hat.”

'He got up and went to the door.

“ Open,” he called.

Not quite ready yet.”

Let me peep into your room.”
Good gracious, no!” said she;
it's all untidy.”

“ Just a peep,” said he appealingly.
Sarah came and opened the door.
He got one glimpse of Andrea survey-
ing herself in the full-length cheval-
glass ; was conscious of the pale-laven-
der luxury of her nest. Then she
whisked across and slipped out, driving
him before her and closing the boudoir
door.

“ Begone, sir,” she said, scowling.

She was all in white serge. A neat-
ly, trimly tailored suit it was. Under-
neath was a white silk blouse, embroid-
ered in black. There was a black-edged
frill at her throat, and another falling
from each cuff. Her hat was white,
too—small and jaunty, and decorated
with black pompon and tassels. She
wore heavy black lynx furs and car-
ried a muff.

“ If you were to close your eyes.”
said he, “ and somebody kissed you—
you couldn’t be sure who had done it,
could you? And it wouldn't be fair
to accuse any one and be angry if you
couldn’t be sure.”

She flushed— the thought of Kissing
bringing confusing recollections.

“ 1 could ask the person | suspect-
ed,” said Andrea calmly.

“ And if he refused to answer? ”

“1 should form my own conclu-
sions.”

“ If he should deny it?”

“ He wouldn’t, if he'd really done
it,” said Andrea, “ because | abhor
liars. And then | should have to send
him away.”

“ You are simply stingy, or else you
have a beastly disposition. Miser.
That's what you are. Kiss-miser. You
would never miss what you gave me.
and yet you won't make me foolishly

happy.”

«



HIS WIFE. 35

- Why should 1 Kkiss you?” she
asked.

“ Because | want you to.”

“ Shall 1 kiss every one who wants
oe to?” -

“ No,” Whitney replied, “ but I'm
going to marry you.”

“ Maybe,” said she. “ At the pres-

ent moment I'm still married.”

They had descended the stairs and
had gone through the lower hallway to
the door without meeting any one.
Now they stepped out into the winter
sunshine. Andrea filled her lungs hap-
pily.

“ Do you mean there’s a doubt about
your getting your freedom and marry-
ing me? ” he asked anxiously.

“ Of course there is,” she said, flush-
ing, “ There’'s a doubt about every-
thing until it happens, Whitney. This
is an uncertain world.”

He stared, at her angrily.

“What's up?” he asked shortly.

“ Nothing.”

“You didn't talk this way yester-
day.”

“1've told you frequently that I'm
often uncertain about you. Sometimes
I dislike you heartily.”

He searched her eyes. They dropped
before his.

" When do you expect to make up
your mind definitely?” he asked.

“ About marrying you? ”

“Yes.”

She sighed.

“I'm trying to decide,” she said
plaintively. “ How can one be sure? ”

“ Sure of what?”

“ Sure of loving anybody.”

He smiled a little sarcastically.

“ What do you mean by sure? ”

She opened her eyes at him.

“1 mean,” she explained gravely,
“ how am | to know whether or not I
love you enough to marry you and be
happy with you? ”

“The only thing | can,suggest is
that you try it and learn by expe-
rience.”

“ Nonsense,” said she.
serious matter to me.”

“ This is a

“ Not nearly so serious as it to to

me,” he said grimly. “ 1 thought it
was quite settled.”
She answered slowly: “ It was—<

until 1 saw Maybury again.”

“That's it, then,” said Whitney
meditatively.

“ 1 owe him so much and he’s been
so good to me. | can't help liking
him.”

“ You can like him and be grateful,”
said Whitney. “ No one is objecting
to that.”

“ But I— I like him a great deal.”

He turned and stared at her.

“ Are you trying to break it gently
to me that you have decided to remain
Mrs. Maybury, Dandy?” he asked
quietly.

“ No. | haven't decided. I'm try-
ing to be fair with you and tell you
that I am confused and that | don’t
know what to do. It isn’t possible for
a girl to love two men, of course?”

Her voice rose at the end inquir-
ingly.

“ No,” said he.

She shrugged and sighed.

“One moment I am sure | love
you,” she said. “ Then | see him and
I think I love him. | think I must be
very, very bad inside. | can’'t seem
to be sure.”

Big tears welled up in her eyes and
rolled down her cheeks.

“ Help! Help!” cried Vandelear.
“ Turn off the shower, Dandy, for
Heaven's sake! |— nothing makes me
so wretched as to see you do that. |
wish you wouldn’'t. Everything is
quite bad enough.”

Andrea resolutely dried away the
tears.

“ Think of clowns and things,” said
he, “and jce-cream and marrons.
There— that's better.”

“I'm not a child,”
“vAnd I—1 don't know what to do
about it all. It looks as if | must make
one of you wretched!”

Vandelear nodded.

“ And | have a hunch which one of
us -it will be,” he said. “ It will

said Andrea.
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be the one of us that usually comes a
cropper.”

She said nothing. Her dark, sym-
pathetic eyes sought his anxiously.

“ What is there about me that makes
you hate me sometimes? ” he asked.
“ Because I'm grumpy and cynical and
selfish? ”

“ |l—perhaps,” said Andrea.

“1 see. | should have hidden that
from you. | should have shown you
my very best side! Only sooner or
later you'd have found me out, of
course. The whole thing goes back to
this: | ought to be nicer than | am.
Why am | not?”

“ | guess you never bothered about
being nicer,” said Andrea. “ You are
spoiled. You've had too much money
and too much liberty.”

“ And too much flattering,” said he,
and too much pampering. And then
again, | inherited a rotten disposition.
And they began indulging me before
I was old enough to know things. And
they gave into me when | got into a

“

temper. | have some temper!”
“ No doubt you've had a lot to
contend with,” she admitted. *“ But

now you are old enough to be dif-
ferent.”

“1 don't think | want to be dif-
ferent, though,” he explained. “ You'd
never suffer from my selfishness or my
thoughtlessness or my grumps. And
it pays to be that sort in the end. Peo-
ple make allowances for you and don’t

impose on you. It's really good
policy.”
She sighed.

“ Somehow | can't feel pleased be-
cause you are that way, though,” she
answered, “ whether it is good policy
or not. And I—1 wasn’t proud to in-
troduce you to Will and explain that
you are the man | mean to marry. The
fact that you are a Vandelear doesn’t
matter to him. He judged you as a
man.”

“ And disapproved cordially, | sup-
pose.”

“ He didn't say so.
hint it or look it.

He didn't even
But | suddenly got

a new viewpoint. 1'd been seeing only
the Vandelear part of you, | think. 1
was being consciously mercenary. But
in the set we traveled in in Washing-
ton and New York it was something
to be a Vandelear. There was a
golden glamour about your family.
And | was fond of Del and she was
sweet to me. And as lAe said, there
are times when— when you simply fas-
cinate me.”

He smiled down at her.

Do | now?”

“ A little.”

“ Let's elope, then.
next train to tow'n.”

“ Why, you're jesting.
I couldn’t do that.

“ Bother. So you are. That's a
nuisance. If you weren't we could run
away, and you'd be married to me be-
fore you'd have time to change your
mind. And all the good things of the
earth would pop into your lap. 1'd—
I'd lock myself in my room when | felt
the grumps coming. And I'd never be
cross to you. 1'd give you a pretty
little pistol, with leave to use it on me
the first time | uttered a cross word or
even scowled. If you knew how much
I want you, Dandy. I*ve been bored
to distraction all my life. You're the
one single creature on earth that's ever
interested me and kept me contented.
Can't you manage some way to choose
me? ”

Andrea sighed.

“ Now, this instant | could.” she
said. “ If he'd only turn up now I
think | could decide.”

They had reached the station. Yan-
delear shrugged.

“ After all,” he said, “ it's not up to
you or me. It's up to a whimsical jade
named Chance or Fate or Destiny. |
may as well be patient until she makes
up her mind. And then—"

“What?” asked Andrea,
paused.

“ When | was a youngster.” said he.
if | couldn’'t make my playmates do
as | pleased 1 wouldn't play.”

And then he went into the express

Let's catch the

You know
I'm married! ”

&' he
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office and left her staring after him,
exceedingly distressed.

CHAPTER VIII.

Complications.

7TFTER luncheon Miss Vandelear

suggested that they,all go over to
the country club, where Maybury had
told her winter polo was played. The
others agreed at once, and so Miss
Vandelear went off to change her
peach - colored gown for a severe tai-
lored suit of deep-blue velvet, trimmed
with ermine, earrings and ornaments
of pearl, and a big blue velvet hat,
trimmed with roses in American
Beauty shades. Whitney went up, too,
to change his soft collar for another
sort, and Maybury and Andrea were
left alone together.

“ Are you contented not to change
anything? Ahe asked conversationally.

“The only thing | seem to keep
changing is my mind,” said Andrea
meekly and with a deep sigh.

Maybury smiled.

“You are worrying about it too
much,” he said. “ Don’t think of it
Don’'t try'to force yourself to a de-
cision. Sooner or later your doubts
will vanish of their own accord and
the whole tangle will straighten out for
you.”

“Do you really think so?” she
asked wistfully.

“1I'm sure of it.”

“1f I had only been twins,” she

added, “ there would have been one of
me for each of you.”

“ True,” said he.
married you both.”

She sighed.

“1f I could only dislike one of you,”
said Andrea gravely, “ it would sim-
plify everything. But you are both so-
nice. In stories there’s always one
much nicer thaiTthe other. The heroine
has no difficulty in choosing.”

“ Sooner or later,” said he, “ you'll
find yourself in precisely the same
situation.”

“ 1 couldn't have

“ 1 wish it would happen sooner,
then,” said she.

“ Time is the only chap that can fix
it up, I'm afraid,” said Maybury.
“ Living here under the same .roof
with us both you're bound to prefer
one of. us, eventually.”

“ 1 almost wish the whole thing were
taken out of my hands and decided for
me,” murmured Andrea. “ I've al-
ways hated deciding things.”

“ Your husband will be glad to dp
that for you. Nowadays, they rarely
get the chance.”

Whitney came in, already in his top-
coat; and Andrea instantly sought the
mirror to adjust her hat and hair.

“ How are we going? ” asked Whit-
ney, drawing on his gloves.

“ We can walk or go in the motor,
whichever you prefer,” answered
Maybury.

“Is there a touring-car?” asked
Andrea. “ 1 should like to get the air.
It's not cold, do you think? ”

“ Not too cold,” said Whitney con-
servatively.

Maybury rang and ordered the open
car, and Whitney, discovering that it
was a high-power car, the same make
as his own pet vehicle, received per-
mission to drive it* so the chauffeur
was left behind.

Andrea sat beside him, Adelaide and
Maybury shared the tonneau. The
roads were quite passable, the air was
considerably warmer than when Whit-
ney and Andrea had walked to the
station, so driving was very pleasant.
Within half an hour they were at the
club. But winter polo bored Whitney
as much as it interested his sister. She
chanced to know two of the men who
were playing, and that made a differ-
ence.

The others, however, found it more
or less monotonous, and when Whit-
ney finally proposed escaping, Andrea
was quite ready. Maybury expressed
a willingness to stay until the finish
with Del, if she cared about it, and she
did, so it was agreed that Whitney and
Andrea should return to the house and
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send the car back with the chauffeur
for the others.

It was close upon four by this time,
and a light snow had begun to fall. In
high good humor Whitney and Andrea
started down the road. Whitney was
certain he remembered exactly how
they had come. Andrea, too, had
ideas upon the subject. At the end of
an hour, during which they had cov-
ered a considerable distance, they were
compelled to admit that somebody was
mistaken. They were in a strange
neighborhood, and Andrea was chilled
through, and it was coming on to dusk.

They asked their way of various
pedestrians and received and followed
various directions for a half - hour
longer. Then they hove in sight of a
huge, well-lighted building, which was
instantly recognizable as an inn, and
there they joyfully disembarked. They
were well on the way to New York, it
appeared.

The inn was filled with diners. An;
drea and Whitney decided to stay to
dine, and, raising Maybury’s place on
the telephone, they left a simple ex-
planation with the butler. Maybury
and Del had not yet returned. The
butler was advised to send the li-
mousine for them.

Then, while Andrea thawed out be-
fore the fire, Whitney ordered dinner
and consulted the “ starter ” of the inn
as to directions and locations and
roads.

The whole misadventure had seemed
anything but amusing while they were
in the midst of it, but when they were
snug and warm at a little table in the
small dining-room, and an excellent
dinner was in progress, it all assumed
the proportions of a lark. Whitney
jested and punned, aided by a bottle of
good champagne. And the coon-
shouters in the big dining-room dis-
pensed melody in generous portions.

They reached the inn at twenty-five
minutes to six, cold and starved. At
seven, well-fed and thoroughly warmed
and more or less in a pleasant frame of
mind, they set forth again for May-
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bury’s. At a quarter of ten something
happened to the car, and Whitney,
after a brief examination, announced
that it was unfixable with the tools at
hand. He reconnoitered and found a
house, which was minus telephone and
motor service, but would put them up
for the night.

He reported this to Andrea. She
still sat in the car, cold and frightened,
and with that horrible sinking sensa-
tion that marks one’'s ventures into
strange places. She was afraid to stay
in a strange house. She wondered
what Maybury and Adelaide would
think! And yet she could not sit in the
car all night and freeze. She cried a
little out of sheer helplessness and
terror, and Whitney put his arm about
her and patted her shoulder consoling-
ly and advised her to “ buck up!"

Mrs. Pringle, at whose door they
had stopped, had already retired for
the night, but she appeared in a
flowered purple wrapper, to light a fire
in the front room and fix them a hot
toddy and some cinnamon cookies.

Andrea, looking like a child, with
her hat off and her hair loose and bier
tears stealing down her cheeks now
and then, munched the cakes and
sipped the hot red stuff and gazed
sadly at the fire. Whitney had ex-
plained their predicament to Airs.
Pringle; at least the fact that they had
lost their way and were unable to fix
the car or communicate with their peo-
ple, and she was sympathetic and no
little amused.

“ "Twill be all right in the morning.”
she kept saying to Andrea. “ You
driuk this now, like a good gurrl, and
don’'t fret you!”

“ After all,” added Whitney, we
told the butler to tell them not to

worry.”

Andrea faced him a little shame-
facedly, but with resolution in her
eyes.

“ 1 am not going to stay here over-
night,” she said. “ | am not going to
stay anywhere overnight, | am going
home!”
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“ “ Now, can you?” he asked sen-
sibly.

“1 don't know. | don't care. I'd
rather walk than stay here. Don’'t
you see? They’ll think we did it on
purpose! They’'ll never believe every-
body gave us wrong directions. It
doesn’t sound true.”

“ Suppose they don’t believe it was
an accident?” he ventured.

“ Don’t you see?” she gasped. “ It
will look as if we ran away— eloped!”

His eyes rested thoughtfully upon

her. “Well?”
“ We-11?" She repeated it in
amazement. “ Do you think | am

pleased to have them think such a
thing of me?”

He shrugged. “ It will solve your
difficulties. We'll be married. May-
bury will set you free and there’ll be
no scandal. Only he and Del will
know, and they won’'t talk.”

She grew rigid, her hands clutching
her chair-arms.

“ But they’ll believe we went of our
own accord.”

“ Suppose they do?”

She rose and stamped her foot. “ I
don't want them to,” she cried
angrily. “ 1 won't have any one be-
lieving 1 would do such a thing! Yon
forget I'm married. Do you suppose
I want my husband to believe | hadn't
the common decency to wait until he
divorced me before running away with
you. It's dreadful. - I'll walk home.”

“You’'ll get there for breakfast if
you don't freeze to death en route!”

“ What can we do?” she cried tear-
fully.

He shrugged. “ Weeping won't
help us any. If it would, 1I'd weep,
too. But as it is, you might better
drop it We'll turn in, and in the
morning things will look different.
Something may turn up!”

She regarded him frowningly.

“What can we do to-morrow we
can’'t do to-night? ”

“ We-11, we might be able to get a
buckboard somewhere, or | might be
able to do something with the car.”

“ After it's been standing all night
in the cold?”

“ We-11.”

She stood up.

“You can do as you please, Whit-
ney,” she said. “ | am going to start
for home, anyway. I'd rather freeze
to death on the road than stop here
overnight under the circumstances.
That's the way | feel about it.”

She fastened her furs again with
firm fingers— cold fingers they were,
too. She was cold all through, and
trembling with rage and protest
against this latest development.

Whitney sat looking at her an in-
stant. Then, with a sigh, he rose.

“ Now, Dandy,” he said. “ Be sen-
sible. What good can come of our
starting out on such a senseless trip,-
walking at this time of night over
strange roads!”

“ I'm quite determined to go,” she
said, “ if not with you, then alone.”

She moved to the door.

“ Are you coming?”

He sighed and threw away his ciga-
rette.

“Yes,” .he said, “ I'll come. Sit
down again and I'll have another try
at the car.”

She hesitated.

“1 thought you had investigated
it? | thought it couldn't be fixed
with the tools you have?”

Whitney paused by the door, turned
and faced her.

“To tell you the truth,” he said
quietly, “ the car isn’'t broken &t all. |
simply stopped it at the door. |
brought you here purposely from the
inn. | got this address there. It's a
sort of lodging-house. We didn't
lose our way. All the people | asked
didn’t give us wrong directions. And
what is more, | know this country
thoroughly,,as Del very well knows.”

She sat transfixed. First the blood
rushed into her face, then it receded,
leaving her ghastly pale. Mr. Van-
delear waited quietly.

“ Whitney! ” she gasped.

“ 1 thought it a good maneuver. |
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overheard yon tell Mr. Maybury only
yesterday that you wished 'for some-
thing to happen to take the deciding
out of your hands. So | made it
happen 1”

“You meant them to think we'd
stayed away purposely? ”

“Why not? If we are to be mar-
ried? ”

She shook with rage.

“ 1 can't believe it
you capable of
trick!”

“All is fair, you know, Dandy!
Don’t you see | want you badly enough
to win you any way | can?”

She drew a deep breath.

“ But, by lying to me—by deceiv-
ing me—by resorting to such— such—
intrigue! ”

“ Anvwav, | wanted the matter set-
tled.”

She was compelled to wail an in-
stant to control the passion of anger
that threatened to overmaster her. He

I can't believe
such a despicable

watched, fascinated by her fury.
And, presently, she said calmly
enough:

“ Let us go.”

“ Wait until | explain to the wom-
an here and pay her.”

She merely inclined her head. He
went out. Big tears began to creep
down Andrea’s checks, the storm
broke. He found her in a tempest of
tears when he returned.

“ Dandy!” he cried softly,
Heaven's sake!”

She made no answer—wept on vio-
lently.

“ If you don’t stop crying,” he said,
“ 1 shall simply be unable to keep from
comforting you.”

He whispered the words,
close to her ear.

She stemmed the tide while he
watched.

And when at last she had stopped,
they swent out again into the snow,
and he started the car. The water in
the radiator was still warm. And
they set out again for Mayburv's
place. They went in silence — omi-

“ for

his lips

nous silence. And this time they
reached their destination.

A dim light burned in the hallway.
The rest of the house seemed dark.
The first two rings at the bell remained
unanswered. Andrea began to cry
again, weakly. The third big ring
brought a servant, still fully dressed,
but looking as though he had been
stealing a nap. The fire in the hearth
had died down, but the house still felt
warm. The clock on the stair-landing
pointed to three. Andrea’s horrified
eyes dwelt upon it.

“ Is it three o’clock?” she gasped,
in a low voice.

" Yes, madame,”
wearily.

.She turned to Whitney.

“ 1 shall go straight to my room,”
she said.

The footman had moved off, and
was busy locking the door for the
night and turning on the burglar-
alarm,

“You're not angry with me.
Dandy?” said Whitney wistfully.
“You can't blame me for wanting
you, and doing my best to get you!”

“ | blame you for the way you se-
lected to force my decision,” she said
bitterly. “ I blame you for dishonor-
ing me, or trying to, in the eyes of
your sister and my husband. It's that
—I'm afraid | can’t quite forgive,
Whitney."

And then she turned and went up
the stairs. The second floor was in
gloom, hut from her own boudoir
came a glow as of many shaded lights.
She advanced. Sarah was sitting in
a big chair by the hearth, her mouth
open, her eyes closed. She had waited
up, but sleep had overcome her, The
fire burned brightly. The room was
cozy and warm.

Andrea, with a little shiver and a
deep sigh, laid her hand on the older
woman'’s shoulder.

“ Sarah!” she called.

Sarah leaped up,
looked about her.

said the footman

startled, and
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"*“ Oh, Mrs. Maybury,”
“l— 1 was that worried. |
know what to do, ma’am.”

Andrea threw -off her furs and
wraps and hat under Sarah’s gentle
persuasion. m

she said,
didn’'t

“Mr. Maybury is in bed? she
asked lifelessly.
“ No'm,” said Sarah.

Andrea brightened a little.
“ He’'s sitting up, too?”

N'om. Mr. Maybury went away
directly he got your message.. He
didn’t even wait for dinner.”

“Went away?” repeated Andrea.
“Where?”

“ 1 don’'t know, ma’am,” said Sarah.

Andrea turned wide, curious eyes
upon her. There was something sig-
nificant in Sarah’s attitude.

“Is Miss Vandelear waiting up?”
she asked.

“ Miss Vandelear went, too,
ma’am,” said Sarah.
Andrea sat motionless an instant,

failing to realize thejneaning of what
the serving-woman had said. Then
it flashed upon her. Her wide eyes
fastened upon Sarah’s face.

“ They went together ? ” she asked.

“Yes, maam.”

“ As' soon as they'd had our mes-
sage from the inn?”

“Yes, maam.”

“ And they left no word?”

“ No, ma’am.”

Andrea remained sitting just where
she was, and a sort of lethargy en-
gulfed her. She did not speak again.
Sarah loosened her garments and
slipped them off, with no more assist-
ance from Andrea than if she had been
a lay_figure. Then Sarah slipped the
nightgown over her dark head and fast-
ened its ribbon ties.

“ Come to bed, ma’am,”
gently.

Andrea crept in beneath the warm
covers. The light was switched off.
Sarah departed, dosing the door soft-
ly behind her.

Andrea lay staring into the dark-
ness. The first shock of the disclo-

she said

sure had worn off. Gradually,, as the
lethargy wore away, a great rage pos-
sessed her. A rage against Adelaide
for capturing this man, a rage against
him for succumbing to Adelaide’s at-
tractions. She scoffed at their puny
weakness. She mocked her own un-
enviable position'.

She stormed and wept and tossed
about in helpless fury. There was no
doubt in her mind. She knew they
had eloped. She knew that no other
woman could be so blind to Maybury’s
attraction as she had been. She knew
no other woman could have hesitated
an instant in deciding between Whit-
ney and Maybury. Adelaide had
been quick to choose.

Andrea felt in her heart the desire
to kill Adelaide, to tear her asunder,
to rend her. She felt in her heart a
madness to slay Maybury, too, for his
weakness/

She stormed and raged. She wept
tears of weakness, of helplessness. .

She wished that she had stayed
away with Whitney that Maybury
and Adelaide might never suspect she
minded. As her anger died and the
feeling of helplessness overwhelmed
her, the one remaining determination
in her mind was to keep them from
ever finding out that she cared.

It was no longer a secret to her. She
read' her heart by the sudden flare of
rage and jealousy that had almost de-
voured her.

She knew that she loved Maybury
with all her heart and . soul and
strength. And she knew, likewise,
that it was too late, now, for this love
to matter!

CHAPTER IX.
Cross Purposes.

7TTNDREA was awakened by Sarah

bringing the breakfast tray at
eleven. On it was a note from Whit-
ney. He said:

Now you must forgive me. Neither
Maybury nor Del need know how late we
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were, because they both went out before
dinner last night, and haven't come back
yet. They went as soon as they got our
message from the inn, and left no word.
What do you make of it?

She did not answer, but after
breakfast, dressed as becomingly as
she could and descended. She had a
part to play, and she played it valiant-
ly. She graciously forgave Whitney.
She was very sweet to him, and indif-
ferent as to Maybury and Adelaide.
She succeeded in convincing him that
she cared nothing about what had
taken them off together. Women are
really wonderful in this respect.

He hadn’'t the vaguest notion how
her heart was aching, nor how every
ring at the telephone, every sound of
wheels from the driveway set her
pulses beating. She convinced hint
easily that she had never cared any-
thing for Maybury, that her feeling
for him had been simply gratitude.
This was how she sought to save her-
self shame and humiliation. Maybury
should never suspect that she cared—
no one should ever suspect. Her se-
cret should die, locked in her heart.

Rut the day was interminable. She
thought it would never end. Her
spirits sank at the thought of spending
all of her days with this man. And
she planned the gayest sort of life for
them—a life made livable by constant
excitement, filled with dinners, teas,
receptions, weddings, dances, travel-
ing, theater, opera, a busy life that
would leave her no time nor inclina-
tion to brood.

She welcomed five o'clock as she
had never welcomed it before, and
sought her rooms to dress for dinner,
with a sigh of relief for their solitude.
And as she sat at her dressing-table,
her head buried in her arms, Sarah
brought her a wire. It read:

“ Conquest and | coming at nine.”
And it was signed simply “ Maybury.”

She was a little frightened. There
was a sensation somewhere within
her as of seasickness. The same sen-
sation she had when she went up in a

lift, or looked out of a high window.
She felt terribly alone', abandoned. All
her life she had had Maybury as a
solid bulwark behind her. Now he
was about to turn her over to Whit-
ney’'s tender mercies. His coming
with Conquest could mean nothing
else.

The thought of it struck terror to
her heart. Once, as a child, she had
drifted out in an open boat from the
seashore where she and Sarah were
spending the summer. The same feel-
ing of helpless terror that had over-
whelmed her then overwhelmed her
now. Even in the moments when
she had most loved him she had not
found Whitney infinitely reliable.

But this should be her secret. May-
bury should never suspect she saw a
flaw in Vandelear. When he came
at nine, he should find her happy with
Whitney, if it took every atom of
will-power and nerve force that she
possessed.

So she arrayed for battle. First,
she sent Whitney a message, an-
nouncing the impending interview and
begged him to dine alone this once.
She dined in her room and tried to
rest, but she could not sleep. At eight
she began to dress. She implored
Sarah to do her best, and the faith-
ful Sarah worked wonders. Andrea,
coming down the great staircase, less
than an hour later, was a vision to
behold.

Her dark eyes were shining with
importance and excitement, her skin
was faintly flushed with the bloom of
perfect health, her brown-gold hair
was dressed high, exceptionally high,
with a wreath of wild roses around
the psyche. The extra height was to
add youthfulness—iand it certainly
did. Her arms were bare, the simple
chiffon robe fell almost from the bust,
over an underslip of flowered silk
And there was a broad girdle and sash
of silver.

Whitney, bored and lonely, was
waiting in the hallway, and he capitu-
lated at sight of her. When Conquest
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and Maybury arrived, Andrea and
Whitney were sitting side by side on
the piano-bench, very, very close, en-
joying themselves by “ ragging” to-
gether.

Conquest, assuming the privilege of
his age and long friendship, Kkissed
Andrea. Maybury merely smiled com-
placently and nodded. She greeted
him, too, impersonally, but it was very
hard.

And then Whitney excused himself
and the others found themselves alone.
Maybury paced the floor restlessly.
Andrea schooled herself to remain
quiet, almost indifferent; Conquest
studied them both.

“ 1 have told Conquest,” said May-
bury, “ that we have discovered we
shall be happier apart, leading differ-
ent lives. Naturally, we want the
legal matter adjusted as quietly and
speedily as possible. Tell, Andrea,
please, what cap be done about it.”

Conquest polished his glasses.

“ Offhand,” he said, “ | should say
the marriage could be annulled, as-
suming, of course, that— that a simple
ceremony spoken over you nine or ten
years ago has never led to your living
together as man and wife. In this I
am correct, | take it? ”

“Yes,” answered Maybury, flush-
ing. “ And this annulment can be ar-
ranged without notoriety? ”

“ 1 believe so,” answered Conquest
sedately.

“ 1 wish you to take charge of it
then,” said Maybury. “ And an even
half of my possessions goes to my
wife, this house to be included in her
half.” *

Andrea rose abruptly.

“No,” she said “ T— | can take
nothing from you.”

He flushed, and so they stood an in-
stant, facing each other, while Con-
quest looked gravely on.

“Why not?” asked
in tones of surprise.

“1 am entitled to nothing,” said
Andrea. “ | have been a burden upon
you for years, with no claim upon you

Maybury

for protection and care save that my
father asked this of you.”

“You were my wife.”

“ A travesty of a wife,” said she.
“ A wife at the other end of the world
from you. A mere schoolgirl accept-
ing freely and giving in return noth-
ing!”

He said slowly: “ You wouldn’t
make me unhappy, surely, by refusing
this. | pledged my word to your
father to look out for you.”

“ You have looked out for me.”

“ But | can’'t set you free with no
means of support.”

“ 1— I'm going to be married again
at once. He has plenty. 1 shall need
nothing.”

Maybury took a turn up and down
the room in silence.

“ 1 want you to be independent, even
of him,” he said. “ In case you are
not happy, in case things do not turn
out for you as you would, as you hope,
I want you to be in a position to help
yourself, for you will not have me to
come, to then.”

She flushed.

“ 1 can't feel right about taking any
more,” she said. “ | am already far
too deeply in your debt.”

He looked at her.

“You don’t understand,” he said

gently. “ All that | have done for
you has been my simple duty. You
need feel no obligation. There is
none. I have been redeeming my

promise to your father. He died be-
lieving that he could safely entrust you
to me. | gave him my word that
so far as it was in my power | would
take care of you. If you had desired
to remain my wife, | could have done
this better. As it is, the best | can do
is to place at- your disposal money
enough to make you independent. If
you make it impossible for me to keep
my promise you will make me un-
happy. | do not think you want to do
that?”

“ No,” she said slowly.

“You will let me provide for you
then against the uncertainty of the fu-
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lure. | want to do this for my own
peace of mind. 1 am sellish in this.
The money means nothing to me. |
inherited it, more than | shall ever re-
quire, even if I marry again.”

" Oh," she said dully. “ I—1 did
not understand! " She raised her eyes
to his. He was amazed at the expres-
sion deep in them. It was the sort of
expression he had seen in the eyes of
a dog that had been beaten.

“ In this case, | accept,” she said,
“ whatever you please to give me. Not
this house. Set what money you like
aside in my name. That will liquidate
your promise to my father. The rest
[ leave to you. | think that is all.
Good night.”

She was gone before Maybury could
answer, before Conquest could rise.
And for hours afterward she lay upon
the lavender chaise-lounge in her
boudoir, her hot cheek pillowed on her
bare arm, her eyes staring dully into
the darkness. She was wretched. Her
heart ached.

She had heard of this phenomenon,
but it had never before occurred to her.
A dull, endless pain was there inside
her and she felt ill and weak and a little
dizzy, as one at some great height,
with the ground crumbling away on
all sides.

Lying there on the lounge, her past
flashing before her, she told herself
that he had never cared anything for
her: that he had done what he had
done because lie had promised. He
had said it himself.

The realization was agony unspeak-
able. He had only pretended to love
her and want her, because he thought
it his duty! He had urged her to re-
consider divorcing him because he
thought it his duty. And lie had seized
eagerly the first pretext to hand her
over to Vandelear.

Black desolation settled down upon
her like a pall. There was no longer
any excuse for deliberating. She must
marry Whitney now. The matter had
been taken out of her hands as she had
wished.

But instead of rejoicing, she had
never been so wretchedly unhappy in
all her life.

CHAPTER X.

The Surprise,

TVADREA awoke at noon—awoke
) suddenly, with the vague impres-
sion of disaster weighing her down;
and, raising herself on one elbow,
glanced questioningly about her. She
was alone in the room. The cause of
her awakening had come from within,
not from without.

Her eyes wandered to the clock, and
widened as she saw the time. Ten
minutes past twelve! She rarely slept
so late. Then she remembered, and
she sat up, the horrible sensation of
terror and loneliness coming back.

For a moment or two she sat think-
ing. Then she stepped out of bed and
rang for Sarah. A very long time
elapsed before the old woman an-
swered the summons, then she came in

smiling.

“ Well,” said she, “ ’'tis time you
were stirring. Noon it is and the day
half gone.”

Andrea sank Into the chair by the
dressing-table and frowned thought-
fully at the array of gold toilet articles.

Sarah—" she said finally.

“ What now?” asked Sarah.

“ | shall want a suit, the one | came
in. and a hat and blouse.”

“Very good,” said Sarah.

“ And after you've finished me, you
can pack.”

“ Pack? ” repeated the serving wom-
an, staring. “ Pack, is it?”

“ I'm going away from here to-day,”
announced Andrea. “ You will have
to know it sooner or later. Mr. May-
bury and | are separating, and I am
going to marry Mr. Vandelear after-
ward.”

Sarah looked at her doubtfully, hesi-
tated, opened her mouth, shut it,
pursed up her lips and said nothing.
Andrea paid no heed. She was still
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frowning at the gold toilet things. And
so she remained in the same attitude
as Sarah hurried about noiselessly,
laying out the proper lingerie and
stockings and shoes, starting the
shower and tempering it, warming the
towels. But while Andrea splashed in
her bath, Sarah shook her head dubi-
ously and sighed several times.

Only the most necessary conversa-
tion passed between them, until An-
drea stood at the door arrayed for de-
parture. She was all in black and
white again, her furs in her arms.
" I'll find out about the trains and
let you know,” she said. *“ Be ready
as soon as you can!”

‘rVery good,” said Sarah.

Andrea went out and down the
stairs.

There was on one in the hall. She
went on to the breakfast-room. May-
bury was breakfasting alone, the news-
papers and his mail about his plate.
As she hesitated in the doorway he

looked up.

“ Good morning,” he said pleas-
antly.

“ Good morning,” said Andrea,
flushing.

“ Have you breakfasted? ”

She shook her head.

“ I'm not hungry.
come down yet? ”

“ Not yet,” said Jie, and began to
reach into his inner pocket. “ Last
night,” he added, “ when you disap-
peared so quickly, | was prevented
from giving you a message. Will you
have it now?”

He extended an ‘envelope toward
her. It was addressed to “ Mrs. May-
bury, kindness of Mr. Maybury.” And
it was in Adelaide Vandelear's huge
scrawl. Flushing, raising her eyes
thoughtfully to his, Andrea drew out
the enclosure and read:

I— has Whitney

My dear Dandy:

No doubt you are wondering what be-
came of me. [I'll tell you.

To-day, at the club, after you and Whit-
ney left, 1 nlet Bobby Dowling. You re-
member about Bobby and me last season.
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| didn't want to marry him, then. | didn't
believe in love. .1 tried to trample on my
instincts. | was determined to make a
more sensible and more ambitious mar-
riage. Bob hasn't a great deal of money,
and he worked his way through college,
and his people—well, they're fine and all
that, but they don't know.the people I
know, nor do they move in the same cir-
cles. There's no need to rehearse all this,
though. You probably remember. We
talked about it at the time. To-day, Dandy,
| don’t know what was the matter with me.
When | saw Bobby on the field, so much
stronger and handsomer than all the others,
«and all that sort of thing, I—well it was
all up with me, that's all. | came to my
senses. | began to see things as other peo-
ple see them—sensible people—and | sent
Maybury down to bring Bobby up to me,
and | told him so.

The consequence is, I'm engaged to
marry a nobody, and thirty devils, Dandy,
but I'm happy. Laura Dowling was here
to see the game, and when she heard, she
insisted upon my going back with them.
They drove us over to Maybury's place
when you didn't send the car back, and
when we got your message, Maybury
promised to deliver this for me. | had in-
tended telling you myself, but the Dow-
lings were anxious to get back to town, as
Mrs. Dowling would be anxious to hear
about the game. She always worries
when Bobby plays. So | couldn't wait
until you turned up.

Dandy, I'm so happy | don't know what
to do with myself. 1 just keep looking at
Bobby with an idiotic grin of pride and
satisfaction on my face, and he keeps look-
ing at me the same way, and Laura looks
at us both and laughs. She says Bobby’s
been a regular “ grouch ” for the past year.
Fancy a man’'s remembering so long.

For pity’s sake, Dandy, make sure this
time before you marry. Can you picture a
girl’s relinquishing such unadulterated joy
for any material reasons? | must have
been mad last season. Maybury has just
told me he wants to go to see his lawyer,
and we are going to take him that far in,
the motor on our way to town. For
Heaven's esake be sure of yourself this
time, Dandy, and get the happiness that's
coming to each of us by right. [I've got
mine.

Write to me care of the Dowling’s, and
break it to Whit. We’'re announcing it
next week.

Always yours devotedly,
Dee.

Crimson, with tears hanging on her
long lashes, Andrea looked across at
Maybury.
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“ Surprised?” he asked, smiling.

She dropped her head.

“ I'm overcome with joy,” she said,
“and so ashamed.”

“Why?” Tie was clearly aston-
ished.

“ | thought you went away together
—you and Del,” she said. “ Because
there was no sign of you when we came
back—and no word.”

“ We did go away together. At
least, they took me as far as Conquest’s
place,” answered Maybury.

She smiled faintly.

“ But | thought you had eloped.”

“ Eloped? Miss Vandelear and 1?
Whatever put such an outrageous idea
in your head ?”

She was silent.

“1 can't see how you could think
such a thing when I've made it so plain
to you I—1 care for you.”

“ But you did that on account of
your promise to my father,” said An-
drea.

“ What nonsense!” he cried.
did that because | do care for you.”

“You do? ” she whispered. “ Real-
ly and truly?”

“ Of course,” he answered, aston-
ished.

“ But the divorce?”

“ 1 can't let you sacrifice yourself to
me out of gratitude,” he answered
gently, “ just because | happen to love
you and want you.”

She drew a long breath. Her heart

was beating wildly.
“ Suppose,” she said, “ | were to
(The
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tell you it wouldn't be gratitude, but
something else quite different.”

“What!” he cried, staring.

Their eyes met, and the next instant
she was in his arms. His lips sought
hers, and clung there. Her arms went
round his neck.

“ Thirty devils; but I'm happy,” she
whispered, laughing and quoting Ade-
laide’s letter.

Conquest was notified that the an-
nulment  proceedings must halt.
Whereat he rejoiced and was exceed-
ing glad. Whitney, taking his conge
quietly, returned to town, and from
there, Adelaide reported of him:

“ Whit has become involved with a
most improper person and is terrifying
the family with threats, to marry her.
He declares that she bores him less
than any other girl he knows, is pally,
and a good fellow, and that he proposes
to please himself when he marries, not
the rest of us.”

So he didn’t shoot himself?
rarely do.

Andrea scarcely remembered that
such a man had ever lived. It was not
that she was hard-hearted, nor selfish,
nor cold. It was just that she had
given Maybury, at last, everything that
a woman could give, and the rest of
the world found no room in her
thoughts nor in her life. Perched on
the arm of his chair, before the open
grate, her arm around his neck, her
cheek against his, they were alone in
the world. No one else counted.

end.)

They

LOVELY CHILD

A TRAMP DITTY

By Harry Kemp

I OVELY child, make haste to play
While the dew is on your day—s

Half a score of years ahead

You will labor for your bread.
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A LONDON MYSTERY
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BY WATKIN BEAL

Vv CHAPTER I
The Terrible Secret.

r\APHNE BLATCHING-
/& E TON  descended the
ww*  jKP broad marble stairs of

Berkshire House on the

arm of an ambassador.
A crowd of people, women in full
dress and diamonds, men in uniform,
with orders and stars on their coats
proclaiming their rank and distinc-
tions, all sorts and conditions of ex-
alted persons, thronged the stairs, but
made way for Daphne and her dis-
tinguished escort.

At that instant London said that
her triumph was complete, and at that
same instant she suddenly thought of
the secret of her life, which she had
concealed so carefully from all these
brilliant people, the secret which would
have justified them for the criticisms
with which they had greeted her into
their midst, and to which she at last
seemed to have given the lie.

Perhaps, just for that instant a
shadow crossed her.radiant face, but,
if it did, it was dispelled immediately,
for at the foot of the stairs, among
the guests arriving and departing be-
tween lines of liveried men servants,
waited her lover, Lord Lauriston.

He received her from the ambassa-
dor, who relinquished her with a bow
of homage to her beauty and an un-
disguised compliment, which she ac-
cepted carelessly. She was .used to
admiration. She was the type of

woman who attracts men irresistibly
by nature, and not by art.

To-night she looked magnificent.
Her pale hair, her cheeks flushed with
health, her eyes sparkling with pleas-
ure and excitement, her full, palpita-
ting figure, -all combined to form her
brilliant, almost dazzling personality.

A few minutes later, when she sat
in the motor beside Lord Lauriston,
she lay back against the thick drab
upholstery and smiled with satisfac-
tion.

“ Have |
whispered.

“You have made me the proudest
of men,” was the answer.

Daphne smiled the smile of the
woman who is conscious of -her per-
sonal charm and its attendant power.

As they drove along Piccadilly it
occurred to her that London lay sub-
ject before her. Lord Lauriston was
the hostage.

“ The prince complimented me on
my appearance,” she observed, after
a pause.

“ He has the best taste in Europe,”
said Lauriston.

“In women?”
laughing.

“ In everything,” answered Lauris-
ton solemnly.

Daphne laughed again, though he
did not notice it, nor hear the sigh
that followed. She was tremendously
proud to be going to marry Lord
Lauriston, but his serious method of
life was trying— arid she thought of

done you credit?” she

queried Daphne,
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another man whose light humor was
as delicate as his love-making.

But then Laurence—that was Lord
Lauriston—was a politician, and poli-
ticians were always serious, she re-
flected.

In a very little while the car drew
up and Lauriston helped her out.
Daphne ran into the house— her home
—with her filmy skirts gathered up.
and he followed her; but, before they
entered the dining-room where her
aunt, with whom she lived, was wait-
ing, he suddenly bent down and, en-
twining her in his arms, Kissed her
passionately. The servant who had
opened the door had disappeared, and
for a second they were alone.

“ My beautiful Daphne.” he mur-
mured. and she felt his arms tremble.
She was amazed, so seldom did the
smoldering fire of his admiration flame
into raptures of this description.

“ Are you very happy?" he asked.

“ Divinely.”

“ So am |, Daphne.”

They passed on into the dining-
room, where lie greeted her aunt—
Mrs. Maddox—with polite austerity.
The table was spread with a dainty
supper, but Daphne merely had her
accustomed cup of chocolate, a*nd Lau-
riston poured himself out a drink.

“ The Prince de Carole compli-
mented me,” cried Daphne again to
her aunt.

“ Daphne has scored a complete and
overpowering success," said Lauris-
ton, much more animated than usual.

“ My dear, | am so proud and
pleased.” cried Mrs. Maddox, smiling
with bright eyes toward Daphne, who
was standing by the mantelpiece hold-
ing'two or three letters in her hand.

“ Her greatest triumph—and mine,”
said Lauriston, “ will be in six weeks’
time.” He meant the date which had
been fixed for their marriage. His
face lit up, but Daphne was engrossed
in studying her letters. One. she saw,
was from her solicitor, and, as she ex-
amined the superscription, she felt a
distinct premonition of evil.

“ Oh, will you excuse me?” she
said, and split open the envelope.

Lord Lauriston and her aunt were
discussing the details of the big recep-
tion from which he had just brought
Daphne, and as the girl glanced over
the sheet of note-paper she heard him
say:

“Yes,Daphne outshone every wom-
an in the rooms.”

" Ah, but you are biased,” cried
Mrs. Maddox. Then Daphne heard
no more.

The blow fell!

“Your husband has come back,”
she read, and the words blurred be-
fore her eyes; “ he is not dead, but is.
in London, living his old life, and he
knows your address and of your ap-
proaching marriage. | must see you
at once.” So wrote her solicitor.

Daphne could not read further; the
room swam, the walls seemed to re-
cede until everything was immense
and Lauriston’s voice droned away
into the distance.

She did not turn faint or rush out
of the room, as many women would
have done; she merely folded up the
letter and stufifed it into her corsage,
and steeled herself to retain her self-
control.

“He has come back,” were the
words which echoed relentlessly in
her mind, and she pictured the evil
face of the husband whom she had
believed to be dead, the husband whom
she hated and loathed !

And her eyes rested dully on the
man she was to have married within
a few weeks.

It seemed ages before Lauriston
rose to take his leave.

She went out into the hall with'
him. lie whispered a playful, tender
word or two, and their lips met; then
the motor-car whirred away, and she
came back into the dining-room. Her
aunt noticed her look of lassitude.

“1 am very tired; I am going to
bed,” murmured Daphne.

“ Very tired, but very happy, my
dear? ” smiled Mrs. Maddox.
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“Yes, very, very happy,” replied
Daphne. She kissed her aunt and

escaped out of the room.

“He has come back,” she;, whis-
pered again when she was alone in
the hall, and she swayed a little as she
mounted the first stair; her pale hair,
bare shoulders, and filmy gown show-
ing up in contrast to the dark back-
ground of the walls.

Eight years agp, as a girl of seven-
teen, she had married one of those
men who, in spite of their failings,
exercise a powerful fascination for
women. After a few months of un-
happy married life she had left him,
and come to live with her aunt. From
time to time he had molested her, then
a train, in which he had been crossing
America, had been wrecked 'and
caught fire, and most of the victims
had been burned beyond recognition.
Her husband, Victor Scruit, had been
among the officially named dead. He
had been fleeing from his creditors at
the time. She saw it clearly now.
Evidently he had used the train dis-
aster as an ingenious mask for his dis-
appearance, and had not been actually
killed, as she and every one else had
assumed. And now he had come back.

When she got up to her room her
maid was waiting for her, and she had
to endure more minutes of torture
while she was undressed; then, when
at last she could find a reasonable ex-
cuse to dismiss the woman- and be
alone, she threw herself down in a
chair and collapsed utterly. She
seemed to shrink, the light died out of
her eyes and the delicate pink from
her cheeks; her youth changed to age.
She was still quite young, hardly
twenty-six. To the world she was
known as Miss Blatchington, for it
had been arranged between her and
her aunt when she had sought peace
and shelter with the latter that the fact
of her wretched marriage should be
concealed.-. They had migrated to
London, and there began a new life,
over which, for Daphne, there had al-
ways hung, however, a somber cloud.

X. 49
A year ago Lauriston had crossed
her path. He had been attracted by

her; she had not cared for him much,
but she and her aunt were not too for-
tunately placed financially, and he of-
fered her everything that she could
desire— and she had accepted him.

She rose and paced the room.

“ 1 will fight, 1 will fight,” she told
herself passionately. “ | do not de-
serve this, Heaven knows that | do
not!”

Gradually one single determination
began to dominate her, a determina-
tion to conceal from every one the fact
of her husband’s return, and to try to
discover some means of ridding her-
self of him. Yes— she would make a
fight.

CHAPTER IL

Back from the Dead.

W HEN Daphne woke the next morn-
ing the recollection of what had
happened came slowly back to her.

It was already late. She had scarcely
slept at all, but toward morning she had
dozed and had not been roused, for it
was her practise to save her constitu-
tion and her looks by prolonging her
night far into the day after she had
been prolonging the day far into the
night at some big entertainment the
evening before.

It was the middle of the morning,
therefore, before she had breakfasted,
or, rather, had attempted to do so, for
she was too racked with apprehension
to be able to eat.

He had come back. He was alive.
He might come to her house at any
moment. The husband she loathed,
hated, despised— above all, feared!

Directly she could she telephoned to
her solicitor, Mr. Pennistone, and ar-
ranged to see him that afternoon at
two. She would have liked to ask him
innumerable questions, but she did not
dare for fear of being overheard.

She went out. She could not stay in
the house. Her thoughts tortured her.
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To know that her husband might come
to her at any moment; that he might
meet Lauriston. It would mean social
disgrace.

She walked leisurely, very trim in
her serge morning dress, with a large
fur twined round her neck and a
voluminous bag in her hand, and made
her way in the direction of Piccadilly.

When she reached the shops she was
unpleasantly reminded of a further dif-
ficulty of her position. She had been
extravagant, and had been relying on
her approaching marriage to settle her
bills; moreover, she had been obtaining
unlimited credit on the strength of her
engagement to Lord Lauriston, and
shopkeepers and modistes who had
seen her name in the society papers as
his future wife had been only too glad
to let her run up large accounts.

Now — she could not marry him.
Pier credit would come to an abrupt
end, and her bills would have to be
paid.

This financial difficulty brought
more terror to her than had the much
more serious one of her husband being
in London.

If her marriage did not take place
—as, of course, now it never would—
she would be faced with immediate de-
mands for all that she owed. It was a
horrible position.

“ Virtually,” she reflected, “ I have
been going to sell myself.”

She flushed, glancing distastefully
at the crowd of idle, thoughtless wom-
en on the pavements around her—in-
consequent, careless women, bent on
nothing but their vapid pleasures;
women to whom the trifles of life,
their dress, their engagements, their
freaks and fashions, were of vastly
more importance to them than anything
that really mattered.

She watched them chattering, trail-
ing along the public streets in extrava-
gant dresses, staring and being stared
at. and she sickened when she thought
of her own life.

It was now nearly one o’'clock. Pier

appointment with Mr. Pennistone was.

at two. She went and had lunch at
a restaurant, then she took a cab and
drove to the neighborhood of the Tern-
ple, where, having reached the first
floor of a large, gaunt house, she was
shown at once into Mr. Pennistone’s
room.

Her heart was beating painfully,
but he was quite unsympathetic, and
merely begged her to sit down. She
shivered. The room was forbidding.
The big, curtainless windows, the
dusty bundles of papers, the naked
marble mantelpiece, all the objects
which constituted its furnishings,
seemed to breathe the cold, hard spirit
of the man who inhabited it

“ There is no need for us to waste
time with preliminaries, Miss Blatch-
ington,” he said, giving her the name
by which she was known, though lie
knew it to be false. “ 1 hope | ex-
plained the situation clearly.”

“ Quite so0,” murmured Daphne.
" Only, how—how was it that he es-
caped alive from that railroad acci-
dent?”

“ Ah, that | do not know, except
that he apparently let it be given out
he was dead so as to hoodwink his
creditors. It is in his letter. Perhaps
I cannot do better than let you read
it.” Pie handed it to her. “ He evi-
dently means to molest you.”

He did not notice that the hand she
put out to take it trembled violently.
The letter was an untidy scrawl on
common paper. It ran:

No doubt it will surprise you to hear
from me, Victor Scruit, whom you believed
to be dead. My object in writing to you is
to notify you that |1 am alive, and that |
desire to see my wife. | am not ignorant
of her whereabouts, but | think it will be
better for both of us if I communicate with
you first.

I must explain that | was not killed in
the Kansas train smash in 1905, but for
certain reasons preferred to let it be
thought that | had died. | started life
afresh under an assumed name which | am
still using. 1 went right south and started
in business, but | regret to say that of late
I have not been successful,” and | have
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therefore come to this country to obtain
help from my wife, which | feel it is only
fair she should give me. | now intend to
exercise my legal rights as her husband.
Will you please communicate with her and
tell her that I wish to see her without de-
lay? | know her address at Hill Street
and all the circumstances of.her present
life, but | feel that, were | to visit her, it
would only be compromising and unpleas-
ant for her, and | therefore wish her to
come and see me at the above address at
three o’clock in the afternoon on Thurs-

day next. | shall expect to hear from you
without delay. Please address me as L.
Ward.

Daphne finished the letter and then
stared at the signature at the foot

which she knew so well. She sat mo-
tionless.

“What am | to do?” she whis-
pered.

“ That is what we must carefully
consider,” said Mr. Pennistone. He

took the letter from her and reread it.
“ You see,” he went on, “ this is a dis-
tinct menace. ‘1 now intend to exer-
cise my legal rights’ That can mean
only one thing, that he is going to try
to make you live with him again— "

Daphne stood up breathless.

“ Never!” she cried. *“ That can
never be!”

“ Of course it is impossible,” said
Mr. Pennistone; “ that is what we
have got to avoid— somehow.”

"O f course you know that | am en-
gaged to be marrie'd to Lord Lauris-
ton?”

“ Certainly. No doubt he knows
also. You see he says: ‘I know her
address and all the circumstances of
her present life.’” That phrase means
a great deal, | am afraid.”

“ Oh, what shall I do, what shall 1
do?” cried Daphne. " He may make
some terrible scene, may come to our
house at Hill Street.”

“ Not if you accede to his demands
to go and see him, | think,” said Mr.
Pennistone.

“1 will not see him—-l could not
endufe it!” cried Daphne with con-
viction.

“ Nevertheless, that was what | was
going to suggest- to you,” said Mr.
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Pennistone. He looked up at her un-
sympathetically, unemotionally.

“1 cannot,” repeated Daphne.
must see him for me.”

“ Ah, I am afraid he would not be
satisfied; and, you see, if we refuse
him his request, he might go to your
house or accost you in the street at
any time. You are entirely in hrs
powver.”

“ Oh, why can't you help me, Mr.
Pennistone, instead of merely telling
me of my misfortune?” burst out
Daphne. “ Don’t you realize what
this means to me? | thought my hus-
band dead. | am engaged to another
man. | shall have to“break off that
engagement without giving him any
reason. | shall have to cut myself
adrift from all my friends, abandon
my life, give myself over to this
creature, and all you can suggest, is
that | should go to see him. He may
kill me. He hates me. He must, he
has every reason t6. | deserted him.”
She gave way utterly.

“ Come, come,”
Pennistone, more irritated than dis-
tressed at her emotion. “ 1 merely
suggested you should do that to pacify
him, temporarily, till we can come to
some sort of bargain with him. What
he wants, of course, is money.”

“1 cannot give him that!” cried
Daphne. “ I amjn debt. 1 was rely-
ing on my marriage to get myself out
of my difficulties. It is useless for me
to attempt to disguise my position from
you. My marriage to Lord Lauriston
was to be purely one of convenience
so far as | myself was concerned.
Now it cannot take place. | have no
money to give my husband. | owe
much more than my entire year’'s in-
come already. Oh, | don’'t know what
| can do!”

“As | said,” repeated Mr. Penni-
stone, “ the first thing is for you or
me to see him and find out exactly how
high he is going to place his demands.
Then we can consider how to act. |
do not think it would be the least good
my seeing him with you— or alone.

“You

murmured Mr.
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A lawyer is like a red rag to a bull in
such a case as this. My suggestion is
that you go to this address which he
writes from at the time he names
that is, at three o’clock to-morrow.”

“To that house!” cried Daphne.
“He may do me some horrible in-
jury.”

“ My dear Miss Blatchington, he
does not want to Kill you or hurt you
in any way; all he wants to do, I am
convinced, is to extract money from
you. In other words, he wants to
blackmail you. It will be to his in-
terest to preserve you in your present
position, and not to injure it by dis-
closing himself and so ruining you. |
think we may rest assured on that
point. My idea is that a comparative-
ly small sum paid down would keep
him quiet, and most likely induce him
to go back to America. Now, will you

go and see him as | suggest? Mind,
| advise it.”
“ And you think it is the only

way? ”

“ 1 think it is the best way.”

“ And after that, if I do go, what
do you propose | shall do afterward? ”

“ That depends on what he de-
mands. Make any sacrifice, 1 should
suggest, in order to pay; make him
some regular payment on condition,
for instance, of his leaving England.”

“ But | couldn't possibly. You
know how ridiculously small my in-
come is. Even if | gave up everything
and lived very quietly somewhere, |
couldn’t afford to pay out, say, a hun-
dred a year.”

“We must see,” said Mr. Fenni-
stone. “ The question is, shall | write
to him and tell him you will go to see
him to-morrow? ”

Daphne looked out of the window
at the leaden sky. She saw a man’s
face, dark, evil, .cunning, forbidding.
Could she go? Could she bear to see
him again, to perhaps endure his
caresses or his insults? She thought
of Lauriston, of Lancelot Welde, of
all the men Mid women who had made
up her comparatively happy life since

the time of horror had ended and she
had believed herself to be freed from
her husband. She could not realize
that she would have to see him again
within a few hours.

“ Very well, I will go if you insist,”
she said in a low voice, turning to Mr.
Pennistone.

“ 1 do insist,” he said.

So it was settled. She was to go to
the house where her husband was
lodging at three o’clock the next after-
noon, and afterward she was to come
back and report to Mr. Pennistone the
result of her interview'.

When she had left him, Mr. Penni-
stone remained standing. It was an
extraordinary case, quite the most ex-
traordinary one he had ever come
across. Pie stroked his chin thought-
fully. Then he sat down again and
had a clerk in and dictated a letter to
Victor Scruit.

CHAPTER HI.
Fangs of Conscience.

AAEANWHILE Daphne had got

home and was told by the par-
lormaid that Mr. Welde was waiting
in the drawing-room.

Daphne pushed back a stray piece
of hair from her forehead with a
movement of weariness.

“Yes, | will see him,” she mur-
mured, and going into the dining-room
hastily examined herself in the glass
over the fireplace. She saw that she
looked careworn.

“ Something must happen,” she said
to herself. “ 1 feel that something-
will happen and set me free.”

Then she began to arrange her hair
and dal) her lips with her handkerchief.

“Why need he have come to-day of
all days?” she murmured discontent-
edly to herself, alluding to Welde.

She would have been so happy in
different circumstances to go up-stairs
now' to Lancelot Welde; as it was, it
was a pain rather than a joy to see
him.
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“ Oh, why am | tormented so? ” she
burst out X her own heart. “ Why,
why, why— ”

She stood for a time with her eyes
closed, her delicate hands gripping the
ledge of the mantelpiece, a look of in-
tense pain on her face. Then she sud-
denly pulled herself together by an
amazing effort, and went up-stairs to
the drawing-room.

Welde was standing with his back to
her, gazing out of the window. He
turned, and a smile spread over his
features, a smile of such genuine
pleasure and welcome, and — Daphne
hesitated to place the last word even
in her mind— love.

“ At last,” he murmured, and took
her hand and held it. “ I have wait-
ed five minutes. It has seemed five
hours.”

“ How nice of you to come,” she
said. “ I was feeling fearfully down.”

“ Really? ” he murmured in a quiet
tone. He was always quiet, and his
eyes sought hers quizzically. “ What's
the trouble now? ”

There was something very comfort-
ing in the way he spoke, as if he could
put all the troubles in the world right.
The man who can give that impressioh
is delightful to women.

“The same old
laughed.

“ Only a little worse,” he observed,
looking at her closely and seriously.
“ Daphne, what is it? ”

He always used her Christian name.
They had been good friends for years.
It seemed as if they were never des-
tined to be anything more to one an-
other.

“ Money, or rather the want of it,”
she said/and sat down, turning away.
She was anxious to let him think that
her anxiety was financial. Welde had
no suspicions of anything else.

“1 suppose a fiver would be no
good,” he said dubiously. “ 1 am so
stupidly poor myself or I would offer
you more; you know | would.”

“Yes, 1 know you would. No,
Lance, I don't think a fiver would be

trouble,” she
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the least little bit of good. A few
hundred \fivers might make a differ-
ence. Oh, Lance, why can't you get
rich, and | could marry you, and it
would be all right!”

“I'm beastly sorry,” he said con-
tritely. “ You know | would marry
you like a shot if | had any money—
and you'd let me.”

“ But you haven't, and 1 can't let
you,” she smiled with brimming eyes.

“ That’s the devil of it,” he said. “ |
beg your pardon.”

“Yes, it's just the very, very devil
of it,” she laughed.

Then there was silence, and after-
ward they fell to talking of things less
personal. After a time she said:

“ It’s too sweet of you to have come,
Lance; and you have bucked me up no
end, but,,uncharitable as it sounds, |
must ask you to go. | have to go to
a big dinner with "— she gulped the
word out awkwardly — “ Lord Lau-
riston to-night, and I'm dead tired as
it is.”

He jumped up at once.

“Of course,” he said. “ Have |
been keeping you like the selfish chap
that I am? But it's good to see you,
Daphne, and— when you’'re married 1|
sha’'n't be able to see you very often.”

“ Not very often,” she laughed.

Another, a more uneasy silence, fell
between them— a silence pregnant with
meaning— though no word passed their
lips. Each knew what thoughts were
passing in the mind of the other, each
was too brave to show any sadness or
the white feather.

“1It is to be Iin exactly six weeks’
time from to- day,” she said. “ It's
funny, isn't it? 7 She was alluding to
the date of her marriage.

“Very funny,” said Welde with the
first touch of bitterness he had shown.

“ Oh, don't speak like that!” she
breathed. “ You know | must!”

“Yes, you must,” he murfnured.
“ But | am not an Oriental fatalist, and
I can't help— well— kicking just a bit
against fate now and then; but | soon
quiet down and keep inside the traces.”
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He held out his hand. “ Good-by, then,

Daphne,” he said. “ And good luck.”
“ Good luck! " she echoed so wretch-

edly that her words tore at his heart.

“ Daphne, it's not as bad as that, is
it? ” he asked. For a second he could
scarcely restrain himself from taking
her in his arms and kissing her. But
he did restrain himself, for Welde was
honorable as well as brave; and, be-
sides keeping a smiling face turned to
life, he never did a mean action.

“ Good - by,” he said again, and
turned away hastily.
“ An revoir!" she cried, but her

voice almost broke.

Welde went toward the door, smi-
ling. He was determined not to wear
his heart on his coat-sleeve.

As he reached the door the parlor-
maid threw it open and announced:

“ Lord Lauriston.”

And Welde gave place to the other
man without kicking over the traces
again, as he would have put it.

Lord Lauriston came in quickly, giv-
ing him the curtest of nods; there was
something almost proprietary in the
method of his entry, as much as to
say: “ | have a right here.” Daphne
noticed this and thought: “ Supposing
he knew!”

But, directly he was alone with her,
his manner changed and softened. His
greeting was affectionate in the ex-
treme, and she had to submit to his
caresses, thinking every moment of her
horrible secret. Every loving sentence
that he spoke set her nerves on edge;
she felt ready to burst from his em-
brace, to turn and hold him from her
and confess her wretched story. But
she could not— she knew that she could
not.

“ Something must happen," she said
to herself, and again she had the
strange presentiment that even now
some event would take place which
would make that confession unneces-
sary.

Vet she knew that every minute that
she spent in Lord Lauriston's company
she was deceiving him grossly, acting

the part of an impostor. It was all
horrible; she had not realized how hor-
rible it would be. It could not go on
long, A few weeks at the most—and
then—

She dared not think of’ the future.

After a time he rose, reminding her
gaily that they would very shortly meet
again that evening at the dinner to
which they were both going. ” Do
you know, Daphne,” he said, " | feel
that an hour spent away from you is
an hour wasted? What should | feel
if we were to be separated forever and
I had to spend a whole lifetime without
you? How could I, when a single hour
is torture?”

‘*But nothing can come between us,”
she whispered, trembling in his arms.

“1 am determined that it sha'n't,”
he murmured. Then he went.

How could she tell him?

CHAPTER IV.

“ Mr. Ward Is Dead.”

TH E house where Victor Scruit was
living in lodgings, as Mr. Penni-
stone had surmised, and under the as-
sumed name of Ward — was in the
neighborhood of Holloway.

It was a tall, dingy, stucco-fronted
house, sandwiched into a long, dreary
row of similar houses; a house that had
once been quite pretentiously respect-
able, but which now was dirty and
squalid and broken-down-looking to a
terrible degree. Its stucco was chipped
and grimed, its windows smeary, its
patch of front garden a tangle of
wretched bushes, and its paint blistered
and old.

Inside— and the inside of a house is
more important than the outside, for
it is there that the inmates live their
lives and sometimes gruesome tragedies
are enacted— inside it was very dirty
and very commonplace. It had a dark,
narrow hall, with a filthy, shiny paper
on its Avails, a narrow staircase, and on
each floor there were two rooms, a big
front one and a mean back one. On
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the first half-landing also there was
an apology for a conservatory, which
was reached through a red and green
and orange glass-paneled door.

- And if you -stood at the top of the
stairs you could see right down to the
bottom of the house through the nar-
row well formed by each half flight as
it doubled back on the other. The
house belonged to one George Maber-
ly, who let the greater part of it out,
and lived with his wife and little girl
in the basement.

On the Thursday afternoon which
Victor Scruit had fixed for Daphne to
make her visit, George Maberly’s wife
was sitting in the kitchen, which was
the basement front room. It had a
bay window, with stout, perpendicular
bars fixed oiitside it, as if to convert
it into a prison, and it was so gloomy
that it was not unlike one.

Mrs. Maberly had with her her little
girl and her sister Rose. The two
women were sewing, and the child was
playing miserably in the window, for
life at George Maberly’s house was of
a rather squalid and depressing kind.
The only cheerful thing in the room
was the fire, which glowed brightly and
threw shadows about the walls and the
ceiling as the January afternoon began
to fade.

The two women were silent while
their needles darted backward and for-
ward with quick thrusts, but at last
Mrs. Maberly spoke:

“ There's a lady cornin’ to see the
new man on the second floor this after-
noon,” she observed. “ He told me
most particular. Said she was coming
at three o’clock. She’s late, though.”

“What's he like?” asked her sister
with toneless lack of interest.

“ Queer,” mumbled Mrs. Maberly,
with a couple of pins in her mouth.
She took them out, fixing her work
with them. “ And a bit of a brute, too,
I should say,” she added. “ I pity her.”

“ What— the lady? ”

"Yes”

“ Wonder
marked Rose.

what sort she is?” re-
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“ Couldn’t say, as I've never seen her
yet.” Mrs. Maberly made an exclama-
tion; “ why, if she hasn't arrived this
minute. Well, just as we were talking
about her.” She craned her head down-
ward and round to get a view of
Daphne through the side of the bay
window as she stood 'on the front steps
above. “ Smartish, and no mistake,”
ejaculated Mrs. Maberly, “ and pretty,
I should think, if her face weren’t so
twisted up in that motor veil till one
can hardly see it.”

The knocker was rapped decisively.

“ Quite the lady,” commented Rose,
craning her neck also to get a gobd
view.

Mrs. Maberly ran up-stairs and let
Daphne in. It was not Mrs. Maberly’s
practise to show her lodgers’' visitors
up to their rooms. She merely indi-
cated the floor and the door, and re-
treated.

“Yes, Mr. Ward,” she said, in an-
swer to Daphne’s question. “ Second
floor front, if you please. You’ll find
your way up quite easy.”

And she left Daphne to go hesitating-
ly forward, while she herself dived
again to the kitchen regions and re-
joined her sister.

“ Got a nice voice, from what | could
judge,” she said, in comment upon
Daphne. * Seemed nervous like, too.
I wonder what that Mr. Ward’s game
is with her? But that's no business of
mine, is it?

“ Certainly not,” answered Rose.

The light dwindled a little, and Mrs.
Maberly moved a shade closer to the
window. The women resumed their
sewing, and silence pervaded the little
room until it was suddenly rudely dis-
turbed by a shrill howl from the little
girl, who had succeeded in pulling the
kettle over almost on to the top of her-
self, only just escaping a bad scalding.

Mrs. Maberly sprang up with a
“ Bother the child!” Pandemonium
raged; and when the child's howls had
been stilled, the water mopped up, the
fender wiped, and peace restored more
or less, the subject of the visitor to the
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lodger on the second floor had momen-
tarily slipped from the women’s minds.

After perhaps a quarter of an hour
or more had passed, however, Mrs.
Maberly remarked:

“ That lady don’t seem to have gone
yet. | hope we sha'n't miss her; I'd
like to get another sight of her."

“ She mayn't go for an hour or
more,” observed Rose.

“ And that reminds me, I've al-
ways taken him up a cup of tea about
four. Wonder if | ought to take it up
to-day— with an extra cup for her?”

“ | don’'t see why not," agreed Rose,
anxious to hear any further details
there were to be gleaned about the in-
teresting lady visitor up-stairs.

“ All right, I will,” said Mrs. Ma-
berly, coming to a decision and rising.

She picked up the kettle, which was
empty, after having been upset by the
child, and went into the scullery to
fill it

In a minute or two she came back,
put it on the fire, and began collecting
cups and saucers and plates, and ar-'
ranging them on a tray.

In a little while the kettle boiled, and
Mrs. Maberly made the tea. Then
having set the tray, she went carefully
out of the room with it

Rose sat thinking of the lady up-
stairs—and the man—and wondered
what their story was. She was the sort
of young woman who is always scent-
ing a sordid romance.

She heard her sister go with a heavy,
laborious tread up the first flight of
stairs, along the hall, and then begin
the ascent of the next flight. Then she
ceased to think about her, and reverted
again to her speculations about the
lodger.

The house was perfectly still, when
suddenly she was brought to herself
with a start by an appalling crash, as
if the tea-tray and its contents had
fallen. Then she heard her sister cry-
ing out frantically:

“ Rose, Rose, for goodness’ sake
come quick, and bring some matches!”

Rose sprang to her feet, and little

Dora, the child, clung to her. Because
the room was now quite dark, she
could not find the matches tor a second
or two.

“ Coming this minute!" she cried
out, thinking that nothing worse had
happened than that her sister had
smashed’ her tea things. But the next
instant she was struck with horror.
Mrs. Maberly herself rushed into the
room with a face that, even in the dusk,
Rose could see was drawn and white
with fear.

“ Rose, something awful's hap-
pened!" she cried. “ I think Mr.
Ward's dead or illl Come quick with

itie! ”

Rose needed no urging. Instinctive-
ly she realized that they were in the
face of some horrible calamity, and
together, with the sobbing child cling-
ing to their skirts, they ran up the
stairs to the first floor, where Mrs. Ma-
berly lit the gas, which flared for a
minute with an eery shriek.

“lie's up there,” she said to Rose;
and as soon as their eyes got accus-
tomed to the glare after the darkness
they saw, lying just in front of them
on the half landing, a few steps up, the
recumbent form of Mrs. Maberly’s
lodger, his head toward them, and
slightly hanging over the top stair, the
mouth open, the glassy eyes looking-
back and up, with the whites exposed.

For a second the two women stood
transfixed with horror. Then Mrs.
Maberly, clinging with one hand to
Rose, took two trembling steps up to-
ward the half-landing and peered just
for a second at the face of her lodger.

“ He’s dead, Rose! ” she gasped.

Then blindly they rushed down the
stairs and out into the street.

CHAPTER V.
“ Wanted.”

MRS. MABERLY and Rose rushed
out into the dim, misty evening.

“ Help! Help! ” they both shrieked,

hut their cries echoes weirdly down an
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empty street for a minute or two. Then
an errand-boy ran up with his mouth
agape; heads appeared at neighboring
windows, and a constable came across
the road out of the gloom at a double.

“Hi! What's the matter? What's
up?” he cried.

Mrs. Maberly was supporting her-
self against the stucco gate-post.

“ Murder!” she gasped. “ There's
aman dead in there! ” She pointed to
the open front door, and tried to con-
trol herself.

“ Murder, d'you say?” asked the
constable, excited, and the errand-boy’s
eyes became as round as saucers, while
several neighbors who had come up
began asking frantic, incredulous ques-
tions.

“ Go in an’ see!” gasped Mrs. Ma-
berly, with her'hand pressed to the
region of her heart.

The constable went up the pathway.

“ You come along in and show me,”
he said, and he gripped her by the arm
and guided her into the house. All the
crowd followed, including another con-
stable, who had come up in response to
his comrade’s whistle. They all went
up-stairs, but at the actual sight of the
body some of the crowd drew back,
and a subdued murmur— subdued be-
cause of the strange presence of death
—arose. One of the constables, a
young man new to the force, ejacu-
lated: “ 'Eaven!” Then they both
went up the five or six stairs to the
body and bent over it

“ Murder or suicide, Bob? ” said one
to the other.

“ Might be either.”

In a second or so they drew back,
and one of them almost immediately
went down-stairs and out of the house.

“ He’s gorn for a doctor, and to tele-
phone for an inspector,” said the one
who remained. “ Now, then, all of
you keep back!”

He pushed some of the curious men
and women down the stairs, and they
all waited like a group of frightened
animals.

Suddenly horrible laughter broke

“ X 57
unnervingly on the group. It was Rose,
who, overcome by terror, had given
way to violent hysterics. They took
her down-stairs and tried to calm her,
and almost immediately a doctor ar-
rived, and a minute or so later a police
inspector and more constables.

The constables were despatched over
the house, into the garden at the back,
and stationed in the front. The doctor,
with the inspector, bent down over the
body. It was not, of course, moved.
All was now pandemonium.

A curious, incredulous crowd had
assembled in the quiet street. No one
could tell from whence such a crowd
had been able to collect so quickly. In
the house there were now only a few
people besides the police. The latter
had ejected all except one or two neigh-
bors— women— who were with Rose
and Mrs. Maberly. Rose was still
hysterical, but Mrs. Maberly stood
white, but self-possessed, on the land-
ing while the doctor made his exam-
ination.

“Yes,” he said, coming down at last.
“ 1 think it is murder, from the nature
of the wound; in fact, | feel certain
about it.”

“ 1 think so, too,” said the inspector,
“ and there is no weapon; but it's early
to talk yet.”

Then he began making copious notes,
the answers mainly to numerous ques-
tions which he put to Mrs. Maberly.

He took down her full name and
address, Rose’s, George Maberly’'s
name and occupation, what lodgers
they had in the house, what she was
doing when she last saw Scruit, or
rather Ward, as he had been known,
and how she and her sister discovered
the crime.

“ And your husband has not been
home all day?” the inspector asked
her.

“ No, -he never comes home; it 'ud
be as much as his place is worth. Nine
till seven’s his hours— no variation.”

“ And there’'s been no one else here
except the visitor to the dead man
whom you told me about? ” Mrs. Ma-
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berly had, of course, mentioned Daphne
at once.

“ No.”

“ Tell me more about her.”

The inspector was intensely eager
over this. Directly Mrs. Maberly had
mentioned the lady’s visit he had told
her to stop, and that he would go into
that later. Now he showed a desire
to go into it very fully; this and her
husband’'s whereabouts seemed to in-
terest the inspector most.

“ And you did let her in? ” said the
inspector, trying to keep pace in his
note-book with Mrs. Maberly’s garru-
lous utterances.

“Yes, | let her in, an’ told her
‘second floor front'; then 1 went
down-stairs.”

“ And did -you see her go out?”

“ No, | did not, more's the pity;
because little Dora, here, she got play-
ing about and—"

But the inspector interposed.

“ Would you know her again if you
saw her? ” he asked.

“Well, I might and I might not,”
said Mrs. Maberly; “ for her face was
so wrapped up in one of these pnotor-
veils that it was all 1 could do to see
if she was dark or fair.”

“ Which was she?”
spector promptly.

“ Fairish, and tall, and quite the
lady,” answered Mrs. Maberly.

“ And her clothes — any distinctive
colors or garments— anything notice-

asked the in-

able? ”
“ All black,” said Mrs. Maberly.
“ Black with a purpose, I'll lay.”

The inspector paused and thought.

“ It was funny,” he said, “ that you
didn't see her go out. There is no
back entrance, is there? ”

“ No, there is not. | think she must
ha’ gone almost directly— that is, while
Rose and me were fiddling about with
the child when she upset the kettle.”

“ What time would that be ?” asked
the inspector.

“ It was a quarter to four,” said Mrs.
Maberly. “ | happened to catch the
clock with my eye as | was mopping up

the fender. Yes, I'm sure of that—
exactly a quarter to four.”

“ And this lady came at half past
three, did you say?”

“ She was supposed to be coming at
three, but it was a long, long time
after,” said Mrs. Maberly. “ 1 should
say it was quite half after the hour, or
even later still.”

“ And that is practically all you can
tell me, 1 suppose ? ” said the inspector.

Mrs. Maberly agreed, and after being
asked a few more questions she was
released from this cross-examination.
Later, when her husband came in, he
too was closely questioned, but only
with the result of the inspector being
quite convinced of his innocence of any
complicity in the crime. No clues of
any sort were forthcoming, in fact, ex-
cept the woman who had visited the
dead man, and whose identity was un-
known. And so the mystery of Victor
Scruit's death passed almost imme-
diately into the strange category of the
unexplained.

CHAPTER VI.
“ 1 Am Innocent.”

PENNISTONE was a most
methodical man, and he lived a
life so strictly ordered by rote that the
slightest divergence from his recog-
nized daily habits caused him acute
annoyance.

One of his habits was to leave his
office punctually at half past five every
evening and then to walk leisurely
westward to his club. On the Wednes-
day afternoon when Daphne was to go
to her husband, Mr. Pennistone was in
his office, and, punctually as a neigh-
boring clock chimed the half-hour, he
put on his coat, placed his top hat on
his head at the exactly accustomed
angle, and took up his stick preparatory
to departure.

All these movements he accomplished
with precision, while his mind turned
over his various business concerns of
the day and, incidentally, dwelt for a

MR.
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moment on Daphne’'s case. He recol-
lected quite well that that afternoon
she was to have gone to see her hus-
band, and he wondered what the re-
sult had been.

He walked toward the door now; but
just as his hand reached the knob, one
ofjiis clerks came in in a manner al-
most too hurried-to be respectful.

Mr. Pennistone glared.

“ Miss Blatchington to see you, sir,”
said the clerk.

“ Miss Blatchington?” echoed Mr.
Pennistone.

“ Yes, sir. She says she must see
you at once.”

“ Well, well, I mustsee her,” replied
Mr. Pennistone. *“ Put on that light

and show her in.” He turned round,
laid down his stick, hung up his hat,
and removed his coat, wondering irri-
tably why women did such irrespon-
sible things as to come without warn-
ing when they had an appointment a
few hours later.

In a second Daphne swept into the
room. Her manner was extraordinary.
She did not greet him, did not take the
chair he proffered her; instead, she
stood waiting till the clerk had gone,
and then glanced apprehensively to-
ward the door which had just closed
upon him.

" Mr. Pennistone, | had to see you,”
she said breathlessly. “ | have— hor-
rible news; horrible, and yet it is a de-
liverance to me. My husband is dead! ”

Mr. Pennistone started visibly.

“ Your husband is what? ” he cried.

“ Dead!”

“ Dead,” repeated Mr.
incredulously. “ When?”

“ This afternoon, before I got there.”
Daphne spoke in deep tones, and stared
him wildly in the face with her big eyes
wide opened, as if she were asking him
a question.

e “ But how and when?” cried Mr.
Pennistone, “ and how do you know? ”

“ He has been murdered.”

“ Murdered! Murdered, do you
say?” Mr. Pennistone started again
violently.

Pennistone
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“ Yes,” whispered-Daphne. “ It is
like a divine release for me.”
“ But how did it happen? Tell me

how, for Heaven’'s sake!” he cried.

Daphne seemed to hesitate as if she
had expected the question and had
dreaded it.

“ That is what | do. not know,” she
replied in a low tone.

“You do not know?
one must have told you.”

“ 1 suppose some one knows,” she
said, “ by now.”

She had seated herself now, and she
gazed before her in the peculiar, trance-
like way which was a habit of hers.
Her big eyes seemed to look pathetic-
ally into space as if they saw there all
kinds of horrors.

“ But surely,” cried Mr. Pennistone,
“ the people of the house knew of this
terrible occurrence, did .they not?
Surely they could tell you something? ”

Daphne seemed to search for words.

“ 1 didn’'t see any one,” she replied;
“ at least, only the landlady for a min-
ute. 1 must explain—<¢ She paused
uneasily. “ 1 was let in by the land-
lady, and she told me that my husband’s
rooms were on the second floor. It
was quite a poor sort of lodging-house,
and she did not offer to show me up—
I did not expect her to. | went up
alone, and she went down-stairs to the
basement again, where | suppose she
lived. There seemed to be no one mov-
ing in the house. As | said, I went up
the stairs—” She stopped, as if to
make a final effort, and Mr. Pennistone,
whose expression had been growing
more and more amazed during her
speech, stared at her with growing in-
credulity. “ | reached the first floor,”
continued Daphne, “ and then went up
the next flight of stairs. On the half-
landing | saw a body, a man’s body,
my husband’'s— ”

She suddenly stopped with a queer
catch in her voice, and burst into hys-
terical crying.

“ Good Heavens!”

“ He was lying there dead,” gasped
Daphne, pressing her handkerchief to

Surely some
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her mouth to stifle her sobs, ” a wound
on his temple!”

Mr. Pennistone stared at her like a
man fascinated; his stare grew into a
look of fixed, horrified, utter amaze-
ment, and then into a peculiar dawning
comprehension.

“ But you mean that you went up-
stairs in this strange house,” cried Mr.
Pennistone, “ and when you came to
the top you saw your husband lying
dead? The shock was sufficient to kill
you. What did you do?”

“1 looked at his face,” shuddered
Daphne, like some one speaking under
the influence of mesmerism. “ | saw
that it was he.” She spoke in low
tones and rapidly. “ | bent down over
the body,” she went on. “ I looked
just once into his lifeless face. 1 made
sure that it was he— my husband. Then
I crept down the stairs softly—oh, so
softly, and out of the house.”

“ And you saw no one — spoke to
none after you were let in?” he que-
ried. “ You didn’t even go down and
call the landlady ?”

“ How could | dare to? If I
been found there, what could any
one have thought except that | had

done it?”

Then Mr. Pennistone seemed to pull
himself together and become alert.

“ | can’t believe it,” he said.

“ It is true,” averred Daphne; yet
she scarcely spoke as if she were tell-
ing the truth.

Mr. Pennistone thought once more.
After each statement by Daphne he
seemed to fit facts together in his mind
like a person doing a puzzle. “ And
you really tell me that you came away
from the house where this awful trag-
edy had been enacted, apparently just
before you got there, as if nothing at
all out of the ordinary had happened?
I cannot conceive how you could have
done so0.”

Unconsciously he was beginning to
cross-examine her in just the same way
that a hostile counsel would have done
in a court of law.

“ Not as if nothing had happened,”

she replied in a low voice, as if she
were repeating a lesson, the while she
stared before her in the same trance-
like way that was so characteristic of
her. “ Not as if nothing had hap-
pened,” she repeated with growing pas-
sion. " | fled like a thief in the night;
for 1 realized "—her voice dropped
again as if she were afraid to speak the

words—*“ | realized that if 1 was found
there | should be accused of my hus-
band's murder? Can't you under-

stand?” she added, pushing her head
forward and looking at him anxiously.

Mr. Pennistone walked about with
his eyes bent upon the carpet, and his
face was gradually assuming a very
stern expression.

“ | understand,” he said; “ but | do
not— believe! ”

“ What do you mean? ” she said.

Suddenly Mr. Pennistone, standing
half turned away from her, wheeled
round.

“ 1 do not believe you,” he repeated
sternly. “ 1 cannot! What is this
cock-and-bull story, this amazing fab-

hadZlerication? ”

“ Oh, but it is the truthl1" cried
Daphne. “ I swear that it is so! What
else could I do?”

“ It is the last thing you could or
would do,” replied Mr. Pennistone.
“ | can believe that you went there, as
you say, but | cannot believe that you
found Victor Scruit lying there mur-
dered;-or, if you did, that you came
away like you did—"

“ But | have told you why 1 did! ”
cried Daphne, with terrified eyes. “ 1
had to creep away, at. the peril of my
life almost. | should be in custody
now if 1 had not.”

“You repeat this story that you
found your husband murdered, that
you took a calm look to see if it was
he, and that then you came away?
Why, how could his body have lain
there undiscovered — how could you
yourself have got away unseen? ”

“ 1 did, I did!” cried Daphne.

Mr. Pennistone turned on her fu-
riously.
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“ 1 cannot believe you,” he said.

Daphne started back.

“ You must be mad,” she whispered.
“1 did not expect this from you. |
came here to ask you to help me. Of
course, the landlady will, tell the police
of my visit. 1 must preserve the se-
crecy of my identity at all costs. If it
was discovered, not only would it ruin,
me; | should be arrested. | even think
that there might be enough circum-
stantial evidence for people to believe
me guilty. Oh, can't you realize my
awful position? "-she ended frantically.
“ 1 shall be hounded down. Already
they may be tracking me. Oh, why
did you ever tell me to go to that hor-
rible place? | was afraid before I

went. It was an awful premonition of
evil. You must realize! ”
“Yes, | realize,” said Mr. Penni-

stone, with slow, terrible sternness, and
he fixed his eyes upon' her with, a
peculiar cold, immovable gaze. “ I
realize— the truth.”

He hurled the last word at her.

“ Then what do you advise me to do ?
Oh, you will help me; you must help
me; you must.”

But her voice suddenly died away on
her lips, and she seemed to shrink, vis-
ibly shrink, before his cold, hard look.

“ Oh, don't look at me like that!”
she cried in an access of agony.
“ Don’t, Mr. Pennistone— don’t! Help
me! Don’t accuse me, too! They are
looking for me— hunting for me. Oh,
have a little pity on— "

Then once again her voice' died
away, and her plea for mercy died be-
fore his merciless gaze.

"1 am innocent,” she suddenly
blurted out, going down upon her
knees before him. “ I swear that |

am!”

But Mr. Pennistone remained silent,
absolutely motionless; he appeared the
lifeless figure of pitiless and merciless
justice that saw only right and could
pity no wrong.’

Suddenly she stumbled forward,
casting her arms out wide.

“ 1 am innocent, before God 1 am
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shriek.

But Mr. Pennistone remained silent
and motionless, his cold eyes seemed
to pierce into her soul, then he slowly
turned his back upon her and went to
his desk. As he did so she fell for-
ward on her face. She had fainted.

CHAPTER VII.
Watched!

QAPHNE lay stretched at full length
upon her bed. Her upturned face
looked very white, and she watched
the light from the fire-dance on the
ceiling. But for the flickering firelight
the room was iIin darkness, and no
sound broke the silence except the oc-
casional fall of a cinder and the pain-
ful beating of her own heart. She lay
motionless, but she was not ill.

It was already a couple of hours
since she had got back from Mr. Pen-
nistone’s office, yet she remained just
as she had thrown herself down.

“ He thought that I murdered him.
Others will think so, too,” she mur-
mured unconsciously aloud, and her
words fell eerily on the silent room
and startled her.

She kept thinking of her interview
with Mr. Pennistone, and her cheeks
burned with anger and shame.

When she had come to herself in his
room she had found hiin bending over
her with a glass of water in his hand.

“ There, you'are better,” he said.
“ Drink a little of this,” and she took
a sip obediently.

Anger against the man beside her
who had brought such a vile and bru-
tal accusation against her gave her
strength, however.

“1 must go, let me go,” she mur-
mured, struggling to her feet.

“ Not until you're quite recovered,”
he said.

“1 am,” she cried. A bright red
spot began to show in the center of
each of her cheeks, a flush of anger.

Mr. Pennistone showed not the
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slightest intention of referring again
to what had just passed between them,
nor did he express any kind and sym-
pathetic wish that she should stay
longer in his office.

“ If you are quite sure you feel all
right now/' he said, “ I will send one
of my clerks for a cab for you. 1 am
happy to say no one knows that you
fainted or overheard any word that
we said.”

Daphne pressed back the hair on
her forehead nervously.

“ What you told me,” he added,
looking pointedly at her, “ remains a
secret forever. It was, of course, a
privileged communication between you
and myself as your professional ad-
viser. It will remain so, although |
shall not continue to act for you in
the future.”

She turned away; his cold, pitiless
words fell like a death-knell upopt her
ears. She dared not ask him what
reasons he thought she had for lying
to him, but he might just as well said
outright to her, “ I accuse you of the
murder of your husband.” There are
some silences which speak more plain-
ly than words.

Then a clerk came in saying the cab
was waiting, and without a word to
Mr. Pennistone, and without a word
from him, she left his room. He was
remorseless, and she was too crushed
by the vileness of his accusation to try
to defend herself further.

And now that she was alone in her
own room she saw her position clearly
in all its horror at last.

At any moment her identity might
be discovered, and there was little that
could prove that she was not the au-
thor of her husband’'s death.

She lay and thought, and thought
painfully, in a kind of -stupor until
she became aware that a paper-boy
was shouting some item of news very
vigorously in the street below, bawling
repeatedly the same sentence, with the
same intonation, until at last she began
to feel curious as to what he was
actually crying out.

She got up and threw open the
window. He was just beneath her,
and,she could see him, his figure ridic-
ulously foreshortened, striding along
with a sheaf of papers under his arm.

“ Speshul edition,” he yelled. “ Ter-
rible crime in North London! Hor-
rible murder!”

Daphne withdrew sharply into the
room. In a second she understood.

The boy was crying the news of her
husband’s murder.

For a minute she listened, rigid
with horror, and in that minute she
realized to the very fullest extent her
awful position. To-morrow it would
all be in the papers, all but her name;
then as the boy’s cries began to grow
fainter—he had come up the street,
passed the house, and was now going
away— she darted across the room and
rang the bell furiously.

Her maid came in, surprised, and
stared with even more surprise at the
open window. Daphne saw her look,
and suddenly remembered how care-
ful she must be not to betray herself
in the slightest degree.

“ Oh, Walters,” she said, making a
great effort to appear quite uncon-
cerned, “ there is some boy shouting
out some wonderful piece of news in
the street. | tried to hear what it was,
but | wasn't able to. Just send some
one after him to get a paper.”

“ Yes, miss,” said Walters.

“ He has gone toward Knights-
bridge,” added Daphne. In her trep-
idation she again went to the window
as soon as Walters had gone, and stood
looking down into the quiet street.

Suddenly she noticed that a man was
standing in front_of the houses oppo-
site. He was standing very much in
shadow, but a motor-car happened to
drive slowly past, and the bright rays
from its headlights had shown up the
outlines of his figure. Daphne could
just distinguish the paler outline of his
face indistinctly, and now she felt sure
that he was looking fixedly and direct-
ly at her window. Having the win-
dow up and the blind not drawn down,
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she realized_that he must be able to
see in quite clearly.

“ How horrid to have him see me!”
she reflected, and then as suddenly the
thought flashed across her mind: “ He
is a detective; he is watching me.”

“ Already, already,” she murmured,
“ they are on my track,” and she cov-
ered her face with her hands in an
agony of terror.

She had stepped back into the room,
but she did not dare to close the win-
dow down, and now, in her fear, she
felt that she must look again and see
if the man was still there. She stole
forward very cautiously.

Yes, he was still staring directly up
at the window. She hid herself by the
wall behind the curtains at the side.
He seemed to have moved a little, and
the light from a lamp now fell quite
brightly on his face. She gave a low,
shuddering cry. The man’s face was
exactly like her dead husband's. She
put her hands up to her throat, gasp-
ing, and then glanced nervously round
the room. She knew that it was her
fancy, that it must be her fancy, mere-
ly the horrible picturing of her over-
wrought brain; and yet it was so ex-
actly like.

For a minute she felt very faint,
but just then Walters brought the
paper.

" Thank you, Walters,” said
Daphne, and she opened it idly, but
with a wildly beating heart. At the
top right-hand corner she saw what
she was looking for, and her heart
bounded again.

“ Terrible crime in Holloway,” she
read in ugly, staring letters. But she
dared not read more until, she was
alone.

“ 1 hope you feel better, miss,” Wal-
ters was saying in her correct way.
“ Couldn’t you eat a little something
now? A little cold fowl and a glass
of wine?” Daphne had told the
woman she felt ill, and had not dined.

“Oh, no, no!” cried she. “ 1 am
better without.”

“ Very well, miss.”
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Walters prepared to withdraw.
Daphne suddenly recollected that she
dared not close the window herself.

“ Oh, and please close that window
and draw the curtains, Walters.”

“Yes, miss.”

Walters went over to the window,
and there was the slightest pause be-
fore she pulled down the sash.

“ It's funny, miss,” "she said as she
did so; “ but there's a man looking so

intently up at this window.” She
laughed a little.

Daphne had jumped. She sat sha-
king, almost breathless, and again

feeling faint.

“1 expect he's waiting for one of
the servants opposite,” she said.

“ 1 hope you never keep your friends
waiting outside, Walters.”

“ Oh, no, miss,” said the correct
Walters, very scandalized. “ Least-
wise, | never have any friends ”"— she
simpered— “ of the inferior sex.”

Daphne managed to laugh.

Walters withdrew and closed the
door with hypocritical softness, and
Daphne was once more alone— and
now at last she could devour the paper.

The fact that Walters also had
noticed the man' had shaken her
terribly.

“ A revolting crime of a curious
nature was brought to light at Hollo-
way this afternoon,” ran the short
paragraph, “ a man named L. Ward,
who is understood to have lately come
from South America, having been
found murdered in a lodging-house in
Klito Road. Though the landlady
and her sister must have been in the
house at the time, they heard no
sound, and the only clue is the visit of
a woman to the man. She was let in
by the landlady, and went up to the
man’s room on the second floor. She
was not 'seen to leave. The police
are searching for any trace of her
identity.”

Daphne stared at the paper as if
mesmerized by the printed words;
then she gradually relaxed the grip of
her fingers on it and it slithered to her
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feet and rested against the hem of
her skirt.

The worst had happened. The po-
lice were searching for her!

“ The only clue is a visit of a woman
to the man,” she reread, having picked
up the paper. “ She was let in by the
landlady. The police are
searching for any trace of her iden-
tity.”

She continued to stare at the paper.

“What can | do? What can |
do?” she thought in a perfect fever
of terror. She jumped up and ran
across the room and pulled back the
edge of the curtain to see if the man
was still there. She found that she
could not see with the light on. She
turned it oft, and looked again. Yes,
he was there still, the white face un-
der the gas-lamp. The illusion that he
looked like her dead husband had worn
off, but the terrifying fact remained
—she was being watched.

CHAPTER VIII

A Valuable Pearl Is Found.

jh e next morning when Daphne

awoke she forgot for the mo-
ment the tragic events of the day be-
fore, then she gradually recollected
them one by one with a slow, numbing
pain and with fear.

When she actually got up she found
that it was a gray, wet, forbidding-
looking day. She shivered and felt
nerveless; then, remembering that
above all she must not give way, she
dressed more quickly than usual and
went down-stairs, not, however, with-
out first anxiously scanning the street.
To her relief, there was no watching
figure now,

Mrs. Maddox greeted her cheerful-
ly, but she could hardly respond. In-
stead, her eyes anxiously sought her
place, where her letters were laid out,
and also a morning’s paper.

She glanced with misgiving at the
letters, on the top of which she saw
one from Mr. Pennistone. Her aunt

noticed the glance and wondered if she
could have had any disagreement with
Lord Lauriston. There was a letter
from him also, but Daphne did not
open this first. She opened Mr. Pen-
nistone’s. This was very short, and
must have been written just after she
had left him on the previous afternoon.
It merely stated that he did not wish
to act for her further. She folded it
up with a long indrawn breath and a
compression of her lips. It was too
clear what Mr. Pennistone’s meaning
was. He suspected her, suspected her
of the most horrible crime that could
be found in a statute book, and lie deli-
cately hinted that he was too respect-
able to take up her case. She trembled
and drank a sip of coffee.

“Don’'t you feel well,
asked Mrs. Maddox.

“ Oh, yes,” answered the girl, and
made a pretense of enjoying her break-
fast. Then she opened Lauriston's let-
ter. It was merely making an appoint-
ment. She folded it under one of her
plates and reached for the papers.
There were two papers, a penny one,
which was taken purely for its social
chronicle, and a halfpenny one, which
she and her aunt read for its news.
Daphne took this one and tried to un-
fold it leisurely. She had no need to,
however, for there on the first page
were staring head-lines similar to those
she had seen in the previous evening's
paper. She experienced a side sensa-
tion. There was a column of close
print beneath them, and she read it
greedily.

It was the same story, only elabo-
rated; the finding of the body, Mrs.
Maberly's statements, the visit of the
mysterious woman, and the fact that
the police were making a vigilant
search for her. “ It is evident that this
woman could throw a very strong light
on this strange crime,” one of the para-
graphs wound up, “ and if she is not
the author of it, could at any rale en-
lighten the police as to the motive of
the person who is. At present they are
entirely in the dark.”

Daphne?”
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Daphne laid down the paper and sat
staring in wide-eyed thought.

“ Is thereany news this morning?”
asked her aunt, recalling her to the
present.

Daphne handed her the paper.

“ I-don’t think so>" she said, but her
aunt’s speech had aroused her. She
looked round the familiar little room,
and wondered if it was real. Her con-
nection with this sordid crime, with
that terrible house at Holloway,
seemed so extraordinary that she
could hardly believe that she was
really living her usual existence, and
not dreaming. Everything around her
seemed so unreal, and those' long col-
umns of print, containing facts with
which she was so familiar, dazed her.

She finished her breakfast, and won-
dered what she should do. What could
she do but go on living her ordinary
every-day existence and pray that her
vile secret would not be discovered?

She realized it suddenly. She would
have to live a continual lie, practise a
continual deception. When she went
up to her room some time later
her maid met her with an anxious
expression.

“ Oh, miss, the brooch that you wore
yesterday— the eagle brooch— the pearl
pendant has gone.”

“ Gone!” echoed Daphne.

She looked at the ornament that the
maid held out. It was in the form of
a golden eagle with outstretched wings
and originally there had been attached
to its beak a large, pear-shaped pearl.
Lauriston had given her the trifle, say-
ing that the bird was his fate, bearing
the priceless jewel herself to him. She
had prized it very much, not only for
its original design, but also because the
large pearl was immensely valuable.

“You must have lost it when you
were put, | fear,” said the woman.

" When | was out,” echoed Daphne.
" Let me see, where did | go yester-
day? ” ,She stopped suddenly, remem-
beringg and a terrifying thought
crossed her mindJ_ Supposing she had
lost the pearl at Klito Road ?
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“1 can't have' lost it?” she gasped
frenziedly. “ Perhaps it is somewhere
in the house, Walters. Look for it
carefully. 1 will, too. 1 would rather
anything happened than that | should
lose that.”

“ 1 have looked everywhere here,”
said Walters. “ I will look about the
house and on the stairs, miss.”

“ 1 must find it! 7 cried Daphne ex-
citedly. “1 do not know what |1
should do if I lost it entirely.”

But her efforts were fruitless, and
after a time she had to desist.

“1 can't think how it can have
slipped off,” she remarked.

“ Perhaps the little ring snapped,”
said Walters; “ gold will sometimes.”

“ Perhaps,” said Daphne.

But she was thinking of that shabby
house at Holloway.

About twelve the -rain ceased and
the sun came out, and it was quite a
bright day.. Daphne, restless and mis-
erable and apprehensive, could not en-
dure the confinement of the house, yet
she equally dreaded going out. Half
a dozen times- that morning she had
looked furtively from the upper win-
dows at the street to see if any waiting
figure should be there like the one she
had seen the previous evening. But she
saw none, and at last she dressed and
made her way across the park to Ox-
ford Street.

She spent half an hour or so shop-
ping, and by then it was time to have
lunch. She thought she would not go
home, but began to walk in the direc-
tion of Bond Street, where the club
which she belonged to was situated.
At Oxford Circus she paused and
bought a couple of bunches of violets.
As she was extracting the pennies for
them from her purse her eyes hap-
pened to travel down and light on the
poster of a newsboy standing a little
way along the curb.

She read the poster unthinkingly, but
no sooner had she done so than her eyes
became riveted to its surface and her
pulses were set throbbing. Now and
then the paper twisted over in the wind.
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Tliere staring her in big letters were
the awful words:

HOLLOWAY CRIME.

Clue to Identity of Mysterious \Woman.

Daphne read the words again and
again, while the flower woman won-
dered what she was staring at. Wild
thoughts raced through her mind, even
the thought of possible suicide. Then,
feeling that the eyes of every passer-
by were upon her, she walked along
and fumblingly bought a paper of the
boy.

She did not dare to open it there,
for all of a sudden she felt weak and
ill, but she called a cab. Once in the
privacy of its interior she tore open
the paper frantically.

The head-lines were even more un-
nerving than the posters. “ Sensation-
al Development in the Holloway
Crime,” they ran; “ Pearl Supposed
to Belong to Mysterious Woman
Found.”

Daphne read the letterpress beneath
feverishly and with a sickening con-
viction that what she had most feared
had come to pass.

Of course, this was her pearl.

The paragraph ran:

Shortly after nine o'clock this morning,
a dramatic turn to the Holloway mystery
was given by the finding of a large and
valuable pearl on the landing of the house
in close proximity to where the body had
been discovered lying. The police have
ascertained that this does not belong to
any one in the house, nor can any one
throw any light upon it, and it must there-
fore be assumed that it is the propert%/ of
the missing woman who is said to have
visited the dead man just before his death.
In these circumstances the finding of this
jewel must be regarded as a valuable piece
of evidence. On the other hand, the like-
lihood of tracing the owner is remote un-
less some other clue to her identity is
forthcoming. It is also pointed out that
from the shape of the pearl,.which is what
is called pear-shaped, it might equally well
have belonged to a man and come out of a
scarf-pin. "The police will probably make
inquiries of all the jewelers in London to
see if any of them can identify the jewel
as having been mounted by them.

Then followed a short description
of the pearl. Daphne had read this
with tightening hands and shortening
breath. Yes, the description tallied
with her own pearl. There could be
no doubt about that—and they were
going to search for the jeweler who
had mounted it.

Immediately, -she wondered from
whom Lord Lauriston had purchased
the brooch, or rather who had made it
for him, for, of course, it had been
specially manufactured. Probably one
of the very biggest West End jewelers,
to whom the police would most likely
go first.

“ | must stop that search,” she mur-
mured to herself. “ Somehow or other
I must do something to stop a descrip-
tion of my pearl being circulated.”

Yet how? She pressed her hands
to her temples and tried to think. Or-
dinarily she was not a girl of much
force of character. She had never had
to fight her own battle in' the world,
and her troubles connected with her
first marriage would have beaten her
down entirely had not her aunt and
Mr. Pennistone come to her rescue.

Now, however, within the last
twenty-four hours a danger so great
and real had gripped her that her weak
nature was being driven at last to de-
fend itself.

It was pitiful to see her, her eves
agonized, half in terror, half in mute
complaint against her misfortune. As
she sat in the cab her face looked white
and drawn and pitiful. She was still
quite young, quite girlish in appear-
ance, and at this moment so terrible
was her case that even Mr. Penni-
stone’s adamantine heart might have
been softened toward her.

In her anxiety she thought not of
her acknowledged lover. Lord Lauris-

ton, but of Lancelot Welde. ” If only
I could go to him,” she reflected.
“ But | daren't! | can't! | must fight
alone!”

She had told the cabman to drive
slowly home; now she found herself in
Hill Street with thankfulness. She got
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out and went into the house only to be
confronted with Lord Lauriston.

“ My dear Daphne, forgive me!”
he cried. “ 1 know | am using you
abominally by these surprise visits.
But you have just come in the very
nick of time. | want to bear you off
to a luncheon-party right away.”

“ 1 can’'t, Laurence.”

“ But, my dear Daphne, you must!”
cried Mrs. Maddox, who now emerged
out of the dining-room. “ Lord Lau-
riston’s sister, Mildred, has come back
and wants to see you. She has ar-
ranged a little luncheon at the Savoy

at two. You have just a quarter of
an houri”
“But | feel ilL, and | have on a

shocking frock!” cried Daphne.

“You look charming—as always,”
whispered Lauriston. There could be
no doubt about his genuine admiration
for her. It amounted to an absurd
worship.

“ You must come!” he cried. “ My
sister, Lady Farjeohn, is so anxious to
meet you, and | am so anxious to show
you to her.” He spoke lower. “ I
am so proud of you, Daphne. Please!”

She could not refuse.

“Very well, give me ten minutes to
be vain in, and 1 will come.”

“ Good!” he cried. “ But, mind,
not a minute more. It is a quarter to
two now.”

She rushed up-stairs. There was no
help for it; she had to stifle her ter-
rors and go, for above all she feared
betraying her anxieties to Lauriston.

“ Quick, Walters!” she cried to her
maid. “ | have to go to a luncheon-
party, something very smart, in five
minutes.”
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Even in the face of her greatest
anxieties, even in the face of danger,
some one has said that woman’s first,
instinct is vanity. Even now in her
fearful position Daphne felt that in-
nate desire to look as beautiful in her
lover's eyes and to do him as great a
credit as possible.

The changing of her gown was
very expeditiously accomplished, almost
miraculously, in fact, for Walters was
a very excellent maid, and by five min-
utes .to two Daphne was in the hall
again, swathed in a perfectly new Paris
confection of peach-colored silk.

“ It is a miracle,” he cried—“ a de-
licious transformation. Daphne, you
look perfect.” And they hurried out
to the cab which she had come in and
which had been kept waiting.

‘Al hope your sister will like me,”
she said as they sped along toward the
Strand and she buttoned her long
gloves.

“ Of course,” he said, with just a
trifle of hesitation. “ Why shouldn’t
she?”

“ Relations have a knack of disli-
king the people one likes generally,”
observed Daphne. “ And you worship
me so ridiculously, Laurence.”

“ Not ridiculously,” he said.
only give you your due.”

“You mean that if | ceased to be
deserving in your eyes you would hate
me,” said Daphne, quickly thinking of
what might happen perhaps in a few
days.

“ 1 should never hate you,” he said
slowly. “ Whatever you did, nothing
could ever kill my love for you.”

And something in his vibrating tones
told her that this was the truth.

”
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DISCOMFITING DIANA*

A SERIAL IN Il PARTS —PART I

BY ROTHVIN WALLACE

Author of “ The Peril/' “ The Elopers/’ etc.

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS

DIANA DARLING, a perfectly charming young woman, reared in luxury, finds that
her father's death has left her just about penniless. Instead of accepting tiie offer
of marriage that has been made her by the tremendously wealthy Jack Sherbrook, who
loves her, and whom she loves, she decides to take a job. An opportunity presents
itself in a certain “ want ad” calling for the services of just such a girl as she is, even
to the size of the shoes she wears, and with the sole distinction that she must have a
" small mole on her left cheek.” She quickly paints the necessary mole on her cheek,
applies for and secures the position offered. To her surprise, she finds that her new
employer, John Sartelle, requires that she impersonate herself, Diana Darling. The
man appears to be as honest as he is bluff, so Diana accepts the offer. She is to receive
ten thousand dollars a year and expenses. The principal duty, as outlined to her thus
far, is to wear good clothes and travel in Europe. She is required, however, to carry
with her the petrified hand of a South Sea queen, which has been in her family for
years and has come to be regarded as a sort of talisman for the daughters of the house
when they marry. Diana goes to England, in her strange role, and is miIdI% worried
to find that she is being followed by an attractive young Englishman whom she doesn't
know, and by a Spanish woman, Dona lIsabel, with whom she became acquainted on
shipboard.

CHAPTER IX. do some shopping. Do you mind if I

desert you for an hour or two? ”
“ Of course not,” replied Diana,
1"1*v IANA'S evening was with a barely successful effort to con-
fraught with suppressed ceal her elation at being so deserted.

Diana Discerns.

@lp yil excitement and an ap- “ | should hate to feel that | was a
prehensive dread of fu- charge.”
tttre potentialities. EX- “Then I'll be off. Shall we have
hausted nature, however, blessed her luncheon at one?”
with sound and refreshing sleep on her “ That will suit me,” said Diana.
first night in London; but in the morn- The senora, who was attired becom-

ing a new problem presented itself. ingly in a smart tailored suit, departed,
How was she to elude Dona lIsabel and Diana lost no time in preparing
long enough to call on Mr. William herself for the street. The hotel clerk
Higgleston in Regent Street? She re- gave her Mr. Higgleston's office num-
volved the matter in her mind until ten ber, after seeming surprised that she
o’clock, and then, to her surprised de- should not know exactly where to find
light, Dona Isabel played into her so important a man.

hands. Diana’s first impression on entering
“ My dear,” said the senora, enter- the Higgleston office was one of dis-
ing Diana’s room, “ | am compelled to appointment. The furnishings looked

* ThU story began in The Cavalier for February 22.
G8
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as if they had descended from the
Middle Ages, and in an outer room a
dozen anemic clerks were at work over
a row of high, worm-eaten desks. She
lingered there only a moment, how-
ever, before being conducted into the
august presence of Mr. Higgleston—a
stolid, bull-necked, red-faced, beef-fed
Englishman, who was typical of his
race and station. Diana handed him
the letter that she had been directed to
deliver, and he waved her toward a
nonagenarian chair that groaned its
distress as she ventured to sit on it

“ 1 say, Miss Darling,” remarked
Mr. Higgleston heavily, after having
read the letter, “ it 'pears to me like a
dashed silly question, but may | ask the
size of your shoe?”

“ No. 4,” answered Diana sweetly.

She was becoming so used to this
absurd interrogation that it had ceased
to offend her; but why so many men,
on both sides of the Atlantic, should be
interested in the size of her shoe still
puzzled her sorely. It seemed ridicu-
lous, and yet it must be of vast impor-
tance, to come from the lips of solid
bankers like Mr. Higgleston, of Lon-
don, and Mr. Matthews, of New York.

“ And | say,” continued Mr. Hig-
gleston, “ I must ask for your signa-
ture, Miss Darling— here, please.”

Mr. Higgleston produced a familiar
blank visiting-card, and Diana obedi-
ently wrote her name on it. Mr. Hig-
gleston then left the room for a few
minutes, during which time Diana
watched him delving into a large, old-
fashioned safe in the outer office.
When he returned he handed to her a
long, bulky envelope.

“ 1 have been instructed to ask you
to open this when you return to your
hotel, and to follow the directions that
you will find wilhin,” said Mr. Hig-
gleston.

Diana thanked the banker and de-
parted, eager to examine this new link
in the chain of amazing circumstances.
As she descended the steps into Re-
gent Street she was chagrined to find
the Englishman whose espionage had

so annoyed her lounging nonchalantly
at the corner. She was impelled to
stop and ask him what his purpose was
in following her; but, instead, she sig-
naled a passing taxicab and hurried
away.

On her return to the Carlton, Diana
was subjected to still another shock.
She entered her room, to find every-
thing topsyturvy. The contents of
bureau, dressing - table, trunks, and
hand-bags had been turned out on the
floor in a heterogeneous heap. A
glance at Dona lIsabel’s room showed
that her belongings had shared a simi-
lar fate.

The suite was deserted, even Marie
having disappeared. And Diana, in
view of her suspicions regarding the
maid, was inclined to fix the blame of
this robbery on her. But was it a rob-
bery? Diana took her things up one
by one. Nothing was missing, so far
as she could discbver. What, then,
had been the object of the untidy in-
truder? Ah! Perhaps he—or she—
had sought to purloin the hand of the
Polynesian queen. Diana was glad
that she had taken it out with her.

Scarcely had Diana reached her con-
clusions, when the door opened and
Marie entered.

“ Mon Dieu!” exclaimed the girl, as
she noted the condition of the rooms.
“ Is it that we have been robbed, made-
moiselle? ” wThe girl’s surprise and
alarm seemed genuine.

“ 1t appears that an attempt has

been made in that direction. Do you
know anything about it? ”
“ Oh, non, mademoiselle!” Marie

crossed herself religiously as her
frightened eyes swept the apartment.
“ How should 1 know when | am in ze
laundry, pressing one suit for made-
moiselle? When 1 leave, mademoiselle’s
friend ees here, and—”

“You left Dona lIsabel here when
you went out?”

“Qui. She say she forgot her
bourse.”

* Forgot her purse, did she?” mused
Diana. “ Well— but straighten things



70 THE CAVALIER.

up, Marie; that is, in my room. Let
her belongings remain as they are until
she sees them.”

<A new light had dawned on Diana.
Perhaps, after all, the senora herself
had committed the depredation, and
had treated her own room similarly in
an effort to avert suspicion.

Diana dismissed the subject from
her mind long enough to open the en-
velope that had been given to her by
Mr. Higgleston. As she had suspect-
ed, it contained money— two hundred
pounds in Bank of England notes. The
communication that accompanied them
was almost a counterpart of the one
she had received in New York just be-
fore sailing. It was couched bluntly,
as follows:

The enclosed two hundred pounds are for
the further expenses of your trip. Please
remember that there shall be no stint of
money, and that you are to purchase what-
ever you desire. On the fourth day of
your stay in London, at two o'clock in the
afternoon, you are to go into the ladies'
reception-room at the Carlton and play
on the piano the first eight bars of the
“Bridal Chorus” from “ Lohengrin.” If
a person approach you and ask the size of
your foot, you are to deliver the queen’'s
hand and be guided by the directions that
vou shall receive from this person. .Other-
wise, you will go at once to Paris. Register
as Diana Darling, at the Hotel Rilz, in the
Place Vcndome, and there await further
instructions. Be ever on the alert.

“ Be ever on the alert,” repeated
Diana musingly. “ Why, 1 wonder?
Oh, if I only could gain a faint inkling
of the meaning of all this mystery! It
would help me if I could but see Mr.
Sartelle.”

But Sartelle remained hidden, and
the mystery, as revolved in Diana's
imaginative mind, took many sinister
shapes. She thought at one time that
perhaps fate had called on her to pay
the price for some error of her father’s.
Again, she was the pawn in a great
international game of chess, in which
the intricate moves were being made
by the masters of intrigue. Then her
thoughts reverted to Jack Sherbrook—
always to Jack — and she saw him
facing dire, intangible peril in the

midst of enemies. And finally she beat
her fair head in anguish, and did not
know what to think.

It was while Diana was in this mood
that Dona lIsabel burst into the apart-
ment.

“ Oh, Miss Darling,” she cried viva-
ciously. “ I have the most delightful
luncheon invitation for you! 1 met
two old friends while 1 was out—
Viscount Ozaki, a charming member
of the Japanese nobility, and Marchese
Rosseto, an equally interesting Italian.
| told them that you were with me,
and they insisted on taking us to lunch-
eon. You'll come, won't vou? They
are waiting for us in the parlor."

Diana hesitated before answering.
Were these titled foreigners, she won-
dered, other pawns or Kknights or
bishops in the great game? Was this
proposed luncheon but another inci-
dent in -the inscrutable plot? In any
event, it could not harm her to go to
luncheon with them; and maybe the
fast - moving wheel of fortune might
pause long enough in its mad (light for
her to glimpse a ray of light between
its spinning spokes.

“ It's very good of you to invite me,”

said Diana, “ and I'll go. with pleasure.
And, by the way,” she added indiffer-
ently, “ 1 went out for a stroll shortly

after you departed. While we were
absent an attempt was made at rob-
bery.”

“ Is it possible? ” cried Dona Isabel.
ller surprise either was genuine or
she was an exceedingly clever actress.
“ But you say an attempt. Was noth-
ing stolen? ”

“ Not from my room. The would-
be thief evidently was looking for
something that he—or she— could not
find. Perhaps you'd better look over
your effects.”

“ No. nothing has been taken.” said
Dona Isabel a few minutes later.
“ Why, this is most amazing! Have
you reported it to the manager? "

“ Not yet. | was waiting to see

”

“ Perhaps your maid—"
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“ My maid said that you returned
after you left, and 1 thought you might
have seen some one acting suspiciously
about the halls.”

“ No, | did not.” The seiiora bit
her lip™ “ Yes,” she added slowly, “ I
did return— for my purse. Your maid
was just leaving the apartment.”

“ And she returned from the serv-
ant’'s quarters after | got back,” said
Diana.

" “ Had her long?” insinuated Dona
Isabel.

“ Madame, 1—”

“ Be quiet, Marie,” reproved Djana,
and the girl retreated to the corner
where she had stood throughout the
colloquy. “ Yes,” she replied to Dona
Isabel, “ quite long enough to know
that she is reliable.”

Why she should come to the defense
of the maid, against whom her suspi-
cions already had been directed, puz-
zled Diana. She knew only that she
had obeyed a sudden impulse, and she
felt repaid when she saw a look of
gratitude flash in the girl's eyes.

“ Oh, well, no matter!” shrugged
Dona lIsabel. “ Let us prepare for
luncheon.”

" Merci, mademoiselle” curtsied

Marie, when Dona lIsabel had entered
her own room.

“You are quite welcome,”
Diana.

“ Mademoiselle ees too generous—
to others.”

“What do you mean?”

“ Rien— nossing.”

said

“Well, don’'t express your suspi-
cions to any one else. Now help me to
dress."

Diana found her hosts at luncheon
quite up to the standards of Dona Isa-
bel’'s description, but, having an in-
herent prejudice against foreigners, it
became more of an exertion than a
pleasure for her to be agreeable. Mar-
chese Rosseto annoyed her particular-
ly, because, while his lips were engaged
with society small talk, his eyes con-
stantly were making love to her, and
his very manner was a subtle caress.

Viscount Ozaki, on the other hand,
devoted most of his attention to Dona
Isabel, and, during the occasional mo-
ments when Rosseto was silent, she
caught snatches of a conversation that
was of infinitely greater interest to her.
Once she heard the name of the Czar
mentioned, and again reference was
made to the German Emperor.

But invariably, before Diana could
catch the import of the words that the
viscount was addressing to' Dona Isa-
bel, the Italian would resume his ani-
mated chatter.-

Another disturbing element, that
served to intensify Diana’s discomfort,
was the guest at an adjoining table.

She turned her head -casually, and
there, to her dismay, she saw her
shadow— the Englishman. His very

presence was disconcerting, although
he appeared to be devoting his un-
divided attention to a dainty salad be-
fore him. Diana felt relieved when,
a few minutes later, he arose and left
the room.

“ Do you know that man who has
just gone out?” she asked indiffer-
ently of Rosseto.

“ Never saw him before,”
the Italian promptly.

“ 1 had no particular reason for ask-
ing,” explained Diana, “ except that
I noticed him on the steamer on which
I came over.”

The incident, however, assured
Diana of one thing. The Englishman
was not in league— or did not appear
to be—with Dona Isabel and her
friends. Of course, the lack of recog-
nition between them might be a pose,
but she did not believe so. Yes, she
was convinced that he had an inde-
pendent interest in watching her as he
did.

An hour later, after her hosts had
departed, Diana went to the desk and
inquired for mail. She had a lingering
hope that there might be some word
from Sartelle., There was only one
communication, however, and that had
been written on hotel stationery. She
tore it open wonderingly, and read this

replied
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single line, scrawled with a lead
pencil:
“ Beware of your companion and

her friends."

CHAPTER X.

Diana Disconcerted.

PHAN A crumpled the note of warn-
ing in her hand and stared for a
moment into vacancy.

“ Beware of your companion and
her friends,” she repeated.

“ Who, she wondered, had penciled
the brief admonition? Sartelle? The
Englishman ? Perhaps it had been the
Englishman, and perhaps, after all, he
was not a foe. But who was he?
Why did he pursue her? What was
his object? And why should she be-
ware of Doha Isabel and her friends? ”

As Diana turned into the hallway
that led to her apartment, she came
face to face with the Englishman. At
the same moment, she caught a fleeting
glimpse of her maid, as the latter dis-
appeared through the door to her
rooms. Diana waived another im-
pulse to accost the Englishman and de-
mand an explanation of his actions.
When she entered her chamber she
found Marie making a confused ef-
fort to appear busy. She ruthlessly
interrupted a lilting French melody
that was issuing from the maid's
rosy lips.

“ Were you talking to that English-
man again?” Diana demanded an-
grily.

Marie was
sought the floor.

"Were you?” insisted Diana.

" Old\ mademoiselle.”

“ About the weather, | suppose?”
Zat, too,” confessed the maid.

“ What else? ”

“ Oh, please, mademoiselle, but I—
I cannot tell.”

“ Was he making love to you?”

“ Oh, 11011, non!B

“ Well,” said Diana firmly, “I
warned you twice before. Now | am

silent and her eyes

going to dismiss you. You shall have
your wages and transportation back to
New York."

Marie was visibly alarmed.

“ But maybe— maybe ML Sartelle
would not like,” site ventured.

So that was it. Diana, by a su-
preme effort, checked a flood of anger
and remained silent. Sartelle, then, as
she suspected, had engaged Marie as
a spy, rather than as a maid. The
only answer was that he did not trust
her— Diana.

“ For whom are you working, me
or Mr. Sartelle? ” she asked calmly.

“ You, but I—1—oh, | can't say it
mademoiselle.”

“Y'ou must say
once to New York.”

“ Please, 1—"

“ Say it.” Diana’s determination
was unmistakable.

“ M. Sartelle will be so angry, but |
—he engage me to look after
mademoiselle.”

“ To watch me, you mean? "

“ Oh, non—not to watch; to—to be
ime protcctrice. Zat ees it—to see zat
no harm come to mademoiselle.”

“ But what has that to do with this
Englishman ?”

Marie flushed, but remained silent.

“ Answer me.”

“ Vanglais ees a—a friend to me—
to mademoiselle.  Voild! 1 can sav no
more. M. Sartelle would be ver’ an-
gry. Please pardon, but I—1 Ilove
mademoiselle; an’ | do nossing but to
help her. Will mademoiselle not be-
lieve ? "

Diana searched the girl's eyes, and
found therein only truth and faithful-
ness. She was impelled to question
further—to force Marie to make a full
confession; but that, she argued, would
be unwomanly, since the maid was
struggling to remain loyal to whatever
trust bad been imposed in her. No;
she would refrain from further in-
quisition. Now, she thought, she was
beginning to classify the factions for
her and against her, and she must work
out her problems bit by bit.

it—or return at
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“ You may go,” she said to the maid.

“And zis is my— my conge?”
Marie's eyes grew big with fright.

“ No, you are not dismissed,” said
Diana. “ | am inclined to believe what
you have said; but | want to think—
to think.”

Diana, however, gleaned little solace
from all her thinking, although she
came to two definite conclusions— that
Dona lIsabel was not to be trusted, and
that Marie was faithful to her interests
in so far ,as those interests related to
John Sartelle. The maid, of course,
did not know that she was the real
Diana Darling, and she must be care-
ful to conceal that fact from her. Oth-
erwise she might report the fact to
John Sartelle, and spoil all her chances
of learning this great secret that had
come into her life.

And, too, Sartelle had told her not
to allow even her maid to know that
she was the custodian of the object
with which she had been sent to Eu-
rope. The Englishman still was a
puzzle, though Marie had admitted re-
luctantly that he was her friend. But
why was he her friend? Was he, also,
an agent for John Sartelle? If so, why
did he elect to act so mysteriously?
Ferhaps, she reasoned, he had been
sent merely to maintain a protectorate
over her. That, though, did not seem
to be within the bonds of probability.
So far,-she had needed no protector;
and unless Dona Isabel were hatching
some sinister counterplot against her,
she felt capable of taking care of her-
self. At the moment, Diana’s fighting
blood was boiling, and her large blue
eyes, usually aflame with love and ten-
derness, flashed ominously.

As usual, Dona Isabel intruded on
her thoughts— this time with a sugges-
tion that they take a sightseeing trip
about the city. And having nothing
else to occupy her time, and feeling
that, by remaining close to the Spanish
lady, she might learn something to her
advantage, Diana consented.

“ By the way,” remarked Dona
Isabel, as they were spinning through

Hyde Park in a motor-cab, “ the clerk
told, me, just before we left the hotel,
that a thief had visited another apart-
ment on our floor to-day. So | guess
that exculpates your maid from sus-
picion.”

“1 bhadn't suspected her,” said
Diana. “ It's strange,” she added sen-
tentiously, “ that this thief did not
take your string of pearls.”

“Isn’'t it?” returned Dona Isabel
lightly, and the subject was dropped.

Once again the uncomfortable prox-
imity of the Englishman was forced on
Diana. The car in which she was
riding, at a direction from Dona
Isabel, turned suddenly and doubled
on its course. It was then that Diana
saw him— pursuing her placidly in an-
other taxicab." When she returned to
the hotel she found him lounging lazily
in the lobby. Diana determined to
seize the bull by the horns, and have it
out with him. Dona lIsabel had gone
on to their apartment, so that she was
free to follow her inclination without
feeling that she must account for it to
her companion.

“ 1 demand to know why you have
been following me,” she said impulsive-
ly, suddenly facing the startled young
Englishman.

A moment later Diana was sorry
that she had spoken; but now that she
had recklessly cast the die, she must
brave the situation to the finish.

“ 1— 1 beg your pardon!” The man
scrambled to his feet, -doffed his hat,
and stood at polite, though amazed,
attention.

“1 asked why you have been
f-following me,” repeated Diana, in a
voice that wavered ever so slightly.

“ 1— following you! Why, by Jove!
There must be some beastly mistake,
don't you know.”

“ Do you deny that you have been
watching me— that you followed me
to-day in a'taxicab? Do you deny
that you have held clandestine meet-
ings with my maid?”

“1 repeat, madam, that you have
made a mistake. I'm not quite such
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a rotter, you know, as you seem to

suspect.”
The man's eyes were bent on her in
reproachful wonderment, and Diana

felt herself growing weak. She knew
that she had stultified herself, and that
the hot blood of humiliation had left
its stamp on. her cheeks. She stood—
oh, an interminably long time, it
seemed, until her head began to reel
dizzily.

“ Please — please pardon me,” she
murmured.

Then she turned and fled, as though
pursued by an avenging ogre. Nor did
she pause until she had reached her
own room. There she slammed the
door, locked it, and, throwing herself
on the bed, gave way to tears.

After a time Diana’s paroxysm was
superseded by a feeling of resentment
—resentment at this imperturbable
Englishman who had humiliated her;
resentment at herself for her lack of
courage, and for her failure to give
this exasperating person the condign
reprimand that she had intended.

“ Mistake, indeed!” she cried, with
all the bitterness of self-condemnation.
“ No, there was no mistake. And |
stood there and let him lie—but did he
lie? No, he didn't; he didn't deny a
single charge | made; he just stood
there and evaded, and made me look
ridiculous.” Diana arose and sur-
veyed her tear-stained face in the glass.
“ Diana Darling,” she said aloud to the
attractive reflection, “ you are a fool;
yes, just a plain little fool! And you
deserve all that has happened to you.”

Having thus delivered herself, Diana
began to see the humorous side of the
situation; and presently she was laugh-
ing at the Englishman— and at herself.
Then she called Marie and dressed for
dinner.

The next day passed uneventfully,
in desultory sightseeing with Dona
Isabel. And that night Diana’s rest
was broken with direful dreams of the
morrow—the fourth day of her stay
in London. What would happen? she
wondered.

The morning dawned all too soon,
and then time sped toward the event-
ful hour of two o'clock. Diana was
glad that Dona lIsabel had been called
out on a shopping expedition, and she
was swept by another wave of grati-
tude when she saw that the ladies' re-
ception - room was unoccupied. The
piano, however, was closed. It stood
at the far side of the room, and Diana
approached it nervously. What should
she do if it were locked? To ask for
the key would direct attention to her-
self; and that it was two o’clock, as
she informed herself by the little watch
in her bracelet.

But her fears were groundless. The
cover of the piano responded easily to
her touch, and, as she had done on the
steamer, she passed her trembling fin-
gers carelessly over the keys. Then,
with sudden determination, she played
the first eight bars of the “ Bridal
Chorus ” from “ Lohengrin.” Her
heart seemed to cease beating as she
waited breathlessly for something to
happen. She was almost afraid to
turn lest she should come face to face
with something dreadful—she knew
not what. She closed the piano. Then :

“ Amusing yourself, dear? ”

The voice seemed to crack like a
pistol-shot on a frosty night, and its
effect on Diana was electrical.

“ Trying to, Doha lIsabel,” she said
with creditable calmness. “ How do
you do. Viscount Ozaki — and Mar-
chese Rosseto? | am glad to see you
again.”

She shook hands with the men who
had accompanied Doha lIsabel into the
room. Rosseto bowed low and
brushed her fingers with his lips.

“ And will you not be kind — and
amuse us?” said the Italian.

“ That's not a bit complimentary to
Doha Isabel,” smiled Diana.

“ But it is at least generous,” he re-
turned. “ | want her to he spared
further boredom on our account.”

“ And then we should like to place
ourselves further in your debt,” inter-
posed the viscount.
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“How?”

For the moment Diana was startled.
Her mind still was on the queen’s hand.
Was the viscount about to give the
password and lay claim to it?

“ By giving us the pleasure of your
company at dinner this evening.” The
viscount smiled complacently— perhaps
at his neat way of extending the in-
vitation.

“ Of course you'll come, dear,” sup-
plemented Dona Isabel.

There seemed no way out of it, and
Diana was forced to accept.

“ But first the music!” cried the
Italian. “ Will not Miss Darling play
for us?”

Miss Darling, however, begged to
be excuse/! She had some important
letters to write, she told them. In
reality, she wanted only to_get away—
to be alone.

“ Until to-night, then,” sighed Mar-
chese Rosseto, again kissing her hand.

“ Until to-night,” repeated Diana,
as with a feeling of revulsion she with-
drew her fingers from the Italian’s too
fervent clasp.

And then Diana sped from the pres-
ence of these people whom she both
disliked and distrusted, Just outside
the door she met the Englishman,
sauntering indifferently along the cor-
ridor. Diana flushed as she passed
him, and in his eyes she thought she
caught a gleam of kindly warning.

The next moment she entered the
lift and was' whisked upward to her
own chamber.

CHAPTER XI.
Diana Discouraged.

7YLONE again in her room, Diana
** was seized with a wild, unreason-
ing panic of fear. All her fine courage
vanished; all her determination to
combat and surmount the evjl influ-
ences that hovered about her was
blasted. She became, once more, just
a woman, with all a woman’s dread of
the unknown and impalpable, and with

an infinite longing for some strong
arm to lean on, some broad shoulder
on which to lay her weary head and
shed her tears. Surrounded, as she be-
lieved, by inexorable enemies, she sur-
rendered to this overpowering attack
of nerves, and wept bitterly.

“Why,” she cried in her anguish,
“did | ever attempt this mad exploit
alone? Why did I not tell Jack? ”

Jack! Why, it was not too late yet
to tell Jack. He would help her, she
knew. Ah! But would he— now? The
scene of her parting with Jack, there
in the parlor of the Plaza, came back
to haunt her. She remembered the
cruel words he had spoken as he bade
her a curt good-by; she visualized the
look of scorn on his clean-cut, hand-
some face, as he turned away and
strode from the room. Oh, but she
could explain. He must understand;
she would make him understand. And
if he really loved her, as he had said,
nothing could make any difference.

The mere thought of Jack turned
the trend of Diana’s mind into other,
pleasanter channels, and when Dona
Isabel came up to dress for dinner she
had regained much of her accustomed
poise. But her cogitations had left her
with no taste for dinner with these
men. whom she detested.

“You will-have to convey my com-
pliments and regrets to the gentle-
men,” she said to Dona lIsabel. “ I'm
down with another sick headache.”

Protests were vain. Diana remained
firm, and, with grudging sympathy,
Dona lIsabel went alone to rejoin her
friends.

Once more left to herself, Diana lay
back on her pillows in luxurious ease.
Presently she dozed and dreamed.
From the nebulous reaches of no-
where there stretched forth a great,
dark, bony hand, with fingers like
talons, long, sharp, and curling. She
saw, in the dim distance, a row of sinis-
ter faces, of both men and women,
whose half-closed eyes gleamed and
glittered malevolently.

Sartelle was there; also Dona Isabel
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and the Italian marquis. She recog-
nized them all. They were watching
the movements of that hideous, sinu-
ous hand, that was drawing nearer,
ever nearer. Somewhere a bell sound-
ed a doleful knell. A choir chanted
sweetly, dismally. Was this death?
she wondered.

And then, with sudden demoniac
fury, that awful hand darted forth and
seized her by the throat. She
screamed. Then into the vivid pic-
ture there sprang another shape— that
of a man, strong, masterful and com-
pelling. He grasped the murderous
hand, tore its claws from her neck, and,
snapping its terrible fingers, one by
one, cast it from him. The other faces
faded and vanished, and there re-
mained before her only that of her
savior. He stood there silently, smi-
ling at her.

“ Jack!” she cried aloud.

The dream presence roused her, and
she sprang upright, into a sitting
posture.

“ Jack!”
softly.

Then the flow of consciousness dis-
pelled the imagery of her sleep-world.
She laughed nervously and looked at
the clock. Her slumber had occupied
only fifteen minutes. She pondered
her dream and wondered if it could
have contained some portent of actual-
ity. The more she thought about it
the more convinced she became that it
did. Was it really a warning? Should
she abandon her lonely travail and
write to Jack? Yes, she would.

Diana felt almost happy, as, with
silken negligee aflutter, she flew to
the desk with which her room was
provided and took up pen and paper.
She wrote:

she called again more

+ you love me as you did, please, please
come to me at once. | want you, dear; |
need you. Oh, Jack, | know It is awfully
selfish of me to ask you to come all the
way across the ocean, and perhaps you will
feel'that 1 am vacillating and do not know
my own mind. But | do, Jack clearest;
have known all the time that | love you,

and want—oh, so much—to be your wife.
I have done with the foolisli pride that
made me reject your love when it was of-
fered; have done with the silly regard for
what | thought to be my duty that night at
the Piaza, when you so gro'sslv misjudged
me. | thought | was strong, Jack, but I
am weak —wofully weak. | need wvour
strong arms around me, and the counsel
of your wise head. | want you to take hold
of me and shake me, as | deserve, and
make me behave—oh, not that | have done
anything wrong. Don’t think that. It is
ongl that | have tried to be independent
and self-supporting, and have failed—m
miserably. 1 have succeeded only in en-
meshing myself in a maze of mystery, and
surrounding myself with secret enemies,
who are trying to do—I know not what.
But there Is a great plot afoot, Jack—a
plot that concerns me vitally, and seems to
involve you. What it is | have no idea.
But come to me, dearest Jack—please. If
this letter seems incoherent, it is because
I am so troubled that 1 can scarcely think.
Help me, my own, only darling Jack—at
once. !
Yours,
Diana.

Diana threw down her pen and read
her letter. Somehow, the mere read-
ing of it—the satisfaction of having
poured forth all the trouble of her
woman’s heart—made her stronger.
Should she post the letter? What
would Jack think? she wondered. And
suppose he was angry and would not
respond? Well, she could not blame
him. But, then, she should have stul-
tified herself, indeed. The thought of
that was like a knife-thrust to her
vanity and she felt a wave of that
foolish pride she had foresworn.

Diana sat for ten minutes, staring
blankly at the wall. Then, with one of
the mutable decisions of capricious
womankind, she heaved a deep sigh,
tore her letter into a thousand tiny
pieces, and threw the scraps into the
waste-paper basket. She felt better
now and stronger; and since Jack
Sherbrook had misjudged her, and had
not been so determined to win her as
he might, she would show him that she
could do things without his assistance.
Yes, she was brave again now, and
would fight her own fight—for a
while, at least.
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Ah! Another thought. She must
go to Paris at once. Her instructions
had said that, if the first eight bars of
the “ Bridal Chorus” from *“ Lohen-
grin ” should fail to bring the expected
response, she was to leave London im-
mediately. And here it was night.
Should she go to-night? Why not?
The time was quite propitious, as, with
Dona lIsabel absent at dinner, she could
slip away without having to make ex-
tended explanations. Of course, she
would-leave behind her a brief note of
excuse. .

Diana summoned her maid and des-
patched her at once for time-tables.
The first one that she took up dis-
couraged her, as the last train, which
would have taken her to Paris by way
of Southampton and Havre, had gone.
That, though, was the longest route,
and there still were three others from
which to choose. Finally, she discov-
ered that a train would leave Charing
Cross Station for Dover at nine
o'clock. Then she must go by boat to
Calais. She would arrive in Paris
within eight hours from the time of
departure.

Diana glanced at thedock, saw that
she had an hour and a half in which
to prepare, and decided to act imme-
diately. She dressed herself while
Marie packed the trunks, and, while
the maid was arranging for their con-
veyance to the station, she penned
the following note to Senora Dona
Isabel de Albomoz:

My dear Dorna Isabel:

Much as | regret to desert you in this
precipitous fashion, I am compelled to de-
part for Paris at once, on an urgent mat-
ter of business. | hope you will forgive
me. | retain many happy memories of our
brief, though pleasant, sojourn together.

Sincerely yours,
Diana Darling.

Diana left this note at the desk,
paid her hotel bill, and hurried to a
waiting taxicab. The click of the
meter was sweet music to Diana's
ears, and she was swept with a great
joy. She was going away — away
from the grim shadow'of trouble, to

Paris— Paris, the bright, the gay, the
evanescent.

But was she leaving trouble behind
her, or was the unrelenting specter of
Nemesis still stalking at her heels?
At that moment, however, she gave
such a prospect no thought.

Marie, turning to look behind, saw
a dapper young Englishman, bag in
hand, rush from the Carlton and
spring into a taxicab. But even if she
thought the incident worthy of men-
tion, she said nothing of it to her
mistress.

CHAPTER XII.
Diana Dumfounded.

DARIS at last— Paris the beautiful!

How good it was to be in Paris,
Diana told herself. The skies were
blue, the sun shone brightly, and all
the world seemed to radiate the joy
of living; a cheerful contrast, indeed,
to the dull, drab, murky atmosphere
of phlegmatic London. And Diana
at once was infected with that glad-
some germ that is indigenous to Paris
— the insidious microbe that generates
a feverish love of Life, with a cap-
ital L.

Diana established herself in lux-
urious quarters at the/'Ritz, had a
bath, breakfast, and ,-a few hours’
sleep. Then, on the afternoon of her
first day, she gave herself the enjoy-
ment of a long motor-trip about the
city. Never did the Bois de Boulogne
appear more attractive; never did the
Avenue des Champs Elysees possess™a
greater charm. The Place de I'Etoile,
with its myriad avenues radiating in
all directions, seemed to be the hub of
joy eternal. Her troubles fell from
her as easily as one drops a discarded
mantle.

Yes, Diana was happy— almost.
She felt just a little apprehension be-
cause of her folly in writing Dona
Isabel that she was coming to Paris,
and thus giving a clue to follow her,
if the senora should be so disposed.
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She was glad, on the other hand, that
she had not mailed her letter to Jack.
Now she could meet him without the
shame of failure to force her into un-
willing contrition. And of course she
should meet him— some day.

The first partial eclipse of her new
happiness came when Diana returned
to her hotel. She glided divinely
through the palatial lobby, the cyno-
sure of all the idlers—and almost
walked over the Englishman! Yes,
there he was, strolling toward the
door with his usual languid grace.
He gave her no more attention than
a passing glance, but the shock of
meeting him again, in Paris, brought
Diana back to the realization that she
still was the storm-center of fate’s
mysterious weavings. Of one thing
she now felt absolutely sure. It was
indubitable that the Englishman was
following her.

The next dark spot on the roseate
nebula appeared when Diana went to
the desk for her key.

“ Une lettre pour
said the clerk.

“ A letter? ” repeated Diana.
yes. Thank you.”

Diana had grown familiar with the
style of envelope and the typewritten
address. She noted that it bore a
Paris postmark, then turned toward
her apartment with a sigh of regret.
Her care-free enjoyment of the glit-
tering world in which she found her-
self had been all too brief. She had
forgotten, momentarily, that she was
not traveling for pleasure, as of old.
She remembered now that she had
duties to perform. The letter in her
hand recalled all that had happened
within the last two. weeks, and awoke
within her a new dread of the un-
fathomable future.

Arrived in her room, Diana cut the
envelope and found the usual note:

mademoiselle,”

“ Oh,

Promptly at noon, on the day following
your receipt of this, you will “deliver the
enclosed letter to the address given there-
on. Go in person, and be careful not to

conceal the mole on your left cheek. An-
swer any questions that are asked of you,

and obey any instructions that you may re-
ceive.

Jo h n Sartelle

The letter which Diana was to de-
liver was addressed to M. Henri d'Or-
say, D'Orsay Freres, Rue Vivienne.
From his location near the Bourse,
and from her past experiences. Diana
judged that M. d’'Orsay was a banker
or broker—probably both.

Promptly at noon the next day
Diana presented herself at the hand-
some offices of D’'Orsay Freres, in the
Rue Vivienne. M. Henri—an immac-
ulately clad, shrewd - looking French-
man, with sharp eyes and pointed
beard— received her courteously.

“May | ask the size of the shoe
worn by Mile. Darling?” he inquired
deferentially in most excellent Eng-
lish, after having read the letter that
she had given him.

“ No. 4,” responded Diana wearily.
She had grown used to the formula
and somewhat bored with it.

“ Then 1 shall ask mademoiselle to
sign her name— here.”

M. d'Orsay produced one of the
familiar visiting cards, handed her a
pen, and Diana hastily scratched her
signature.

“ Thank you,” said the Frenchman.

Then, like the bankers whom she
had met previously, he left the room
for a few moments. When he re-
turned he handed her a long envelope.

“ To be opened when mademoiselle
reaches her hotel,” he said. “ Bon
jour, mademoiselle.” ,

" Bon jour, monsieur,” said Diana.
“ And thank you.”

As she gained the street Diana
paused and took an expectant survey
of the Rue Vivienne. She was not
disappointed, for, on the opposite
pavement, she saw her Englishman
loitering aimlessly. Somehow his
presence annoyed her more than ever,
and she flew back to her hotel in a
towering rage. The whole thing was
getting dreadfully on her nerves.
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“ 1 suppose you know your English
friend has followed us to Paris,” she
flung at Marie on entering her apart-
ment.

“ Has he, mademoiselle?
know.”

Marie stared at her with ' large,
guileless eyes, and Diana, too angry to
trust herself to speak further, flounced
into her boudoir and closed the door.
Then she did something that was not
her habit to do. She ordered a cock-
tail. It was an atrocious concoction,
such as one can get only in Paris;
but, after making a wry"face and gag-
ging several times, she managed to
swallow it

Presently Diana began to feel a
comforting warmth through her body.
Her nerves became calmer, and she
cherished less resentment toward
things in general. Even the English-
man did not seem quite so bad as she
had thought In this mood she opened
her.letter, and out dropped a bundle
of notes that represented five thou-
sand francs. Truly, her mysterious
employer was keeping her well sup-
plied with funds. Then, too, there
was a typewritten communication,
again without superscription or signa-
ture. She unfolded it and read:

I did not

On the fourth day of your stay in Paris,
at two o'clock in the afternoon, you will
go into the ladies’ reception-room at the
Ritz, and play, on the piano, the first eight
bars of. the “ Bridal Chorus” from “ Lo-
hengrin.” If a person approach you and
ask the size of your foot, you are to deliver
the queen’s hand. Then you will follow
any instructions that this person may give
you. If again nothing should happen, you
will -go immediately to Berlin. Take a
conveyance at the station and drive to the
Hotel Bismarck—a small, though fashion-
able hostelry near Charlottenburg, over-
looking the River Spree. Remember to
keep your own counsel, and to guard the
queen’s hand carefully:

“ Might have had his letters mimeo-
graphed and spared the trouble of
typewriting,” sniffed Diana.

Well, there were forty-eight hours
—two whole days—in which she
might enjoy life before she should be

required to move the next piece on the
chessboard. Perhaps in the mean
time Sartelle might look her up. The
postmark on his first letter indicated
that he now was in Paris. But in any
event it was of no use to sit in her
hotel and nurse morbid thoughts. She
was in the city of life, and, while she
could, she would live.

For the succeeding two days, there-
fore, Diana gave herself over to the
delights that abounded. She browsed
around the Printemps, the Louvre,
the Magasin du Bon Marche and other
fashionable shops; she enjoyed light
opera from a box at the Bouffes Pa-
risiens; she dined at Voisin's; she
visited the Ecole des Beaux Arts, the
galleries of the Louvre and the Lux-
embourg, and took a boat ride to Au-
teuil. And in the end— at two o’clock
on the afternoon of her fourth day—
she brought herself up with a sudden
halt. She was too tired to care what
happened-—only she hoped that what-
ever should occur would not be too
disagreeable.

It had afforded’ her some pleasure,
in the last mad two days to keep the
Englishman guessing as to her move-
ments. Several times she had eluded
him, but usually he was close on her
trail. When she went to her room
after luncheon she had left him sit-
ting in the lobby. And somehow she
conceived'the suspicion that he was
to- play a part in the ladies’ reception-
room at two o’clock.

As the hour of her ordeal drew
near, Diana’'s old nervousness re-
turned fullfold. She approached the
reception-room weak-kneed and trem-
bling. Nor was fortune so gopd to
her as on other similar occasions.! A
man and a woman were sitting in the
room, not far from the piano. They
glanced at her sharply as she passed,
and the thought entered her mind
that perhaps they would come forward
to claim the queen’s hand.

Only one small factor militated in
Diana’s favor. The piano stood open,
and she was spared the conspicuity of
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throwing up the lid. She approached
the instrument casually, and in an
abstracted manner ventured to run a
scale. Then she closed her eyes and
shut her teeth hard—and the silence
was shattered by the first eight bars
of the “ Bridal Chorus” from “ Lo-
hengrin.”

Diana lifted her fingers from the
keys and caught her breath sharply.
She felt the glances of the man and
woman sitting behind her burning
into the back of her head. She knew
that something was about to happen
—knew it! On the steamer she had
turned from her absurd performance
to face the Englishman. In London
it had been Dona Isabel and her
friends. Who now? she wondered.
A mist seemed to rise before her eyes,
and the weight of portentous calamity
pressed heavily upon her brain.

“ Diana!”

The voice had a familiar ring,
though it was as unreal and far-away
as the wavering lines of a chimera.

“ Diana dear.”

Again the voice, now' soft and closer
to her. She turned.

“ Jack!”

Diana almost shrieked the name.
Ah, indeed the world— her world— was
upside down. Had she gone mad?
No. It zvas Jack— Jack Sherbrook.
The man and woman who had been
sitting in the room but a moment be-
fore were gone and Jack was coming
toward her.

CHAPTER XIlIlI.
Diana Delighted.

THERE was an awkward pause,
then the usual banalities of greet-
ing. Diana, in a swift, maddening
moment, took a firm grip on her stag-
gering thoughts, and gained control
of her voice. She asked casually:
“How are you. Jack? What are
you doing here—in Paris?”
“ 1 am quite well, thank you.
I am here on—on business.”

And

“ Business? ”

“ Yes. | came to the Ritz only half
an hour ago, saw your name on the
register, and began looking for you.
What are yott doing here? ”

“ 1, too, am on business.”

“ Scrtelle’s? 7,

“ Yes.” Diana averted her eyes.
She wondered if he wEre thinking—
what he had implied during their last
previous meeting at the Plaza.

“Won't you sit dowm—and let me
talk to you?” he asked irrelevantly.

She allowed him to lead her to a
divan, in a secluded corner of the
room. Another silence intervened,
then he said:

“ 1 want to apologize to you for—e
for the mean inference 1 made that
night in New York.”

“ What inference?”
maliciously.

It occurred to her suddenly to
punish him for the suffering that he
had caused her,

“ What inference! Don’'t you
know' ?” He gave her an alarmed
glance, and she exulted, inwardly, at
the stupidity of man. How pliable
even the strongest of the sex is, in the
hands of a clever woman. The beauty
of the apple still blinds his eyes to the
artifices of Eve.

asked Diana,

“You left me rather rudely, of
course. Are you apologizing for
that?”

“ No—yes.” His face flamed. “ I

— | thought | had offended you."

“ Not at all.” She dismissed the
matter lightly, now that she was filled
with the consciousness that she had
him again at her feet.

“ What arc you doing in Paris?”
he repeated.

“ Business, | told you.”

You won't tell what?”

| can’t.”

That is what you said in New
York.”

“ | must repeat it here.
tions have not changed.”

“ 1 wish you would confide in me—
and let me help you.”

The condi-



DISCOMFITING DIANA. 81

“ 1 wish I could. Some day I shall,
perhaps.”

“ Perhaps? ”

“Lwill"

Diana suddenly grew brave and
strong. The mere presence of Jack
Sherbrook gave her a feeling of con-
fidence and security. It was good to
have him near—in case she should
need him; But it was better to keep
him on the qui vive. Maybe she could
work out her problems without assist-
ance, and then she would enjoy the
satisfaction, of having been loyal to
her trust—and game. And he would
love her all the more for it, she
thought.

“ How long shall you be in Paris?”
she asked.

“ As long as you are here,” he an-
swered sententiously.

“1 may leave, this afternoon,” she
replied.

“ This afternoon? Where are you
going?”

“ Probably to Berlin.”

“Why?”

“ Oh, I can't tell you, Jack.”

“ Pardon me.”

The old hardness came into his
voice, and he sat, for a time, in gloomy
silence. And as she watched him
askance, Diana was obsessed with a
feeling of capricious resentment. Why
did he not renew his offer of mar-
riage? Was he so blind that he could
not see her love for him?

Oh, why-did he not seize her vio-
lently in his strong arms, smother her
with kisses, and just make her tell him
all? That was what she should have
liked; gnd had he done so, she realized
that she would have capitulated; she
could not have found the strength to
resist such an attack as she visualized.
And then, lest he should do so,
through some telepathic commuitrica-
tion of her own wild thoughts, she
shrank a little farther from him. Such
is the delightful inconsistency of the
eternal feminine.

But Jack made no overt move in
her direction, and again she cherished

the belief that he was lacking in man-
ly- aggressiveness. Perhaps, though,
he had ceased to love her as he once

did! The thought filled her with
alarm.

“ Jack,” she murmured softly.

“Well?”

“ Are—are you angry?”

“ 1 feel,” he said ambiguously, “ like
the ass that made love to the butter-
flyr

“ Jack!”

“ Yes, that's just the way | feel
You know the fable, of course. The

foolish ass loved the beautiful butter-
fly that flitted before the window of
his stable. So one day he eluded his
master and pursued her through the
garden and across the clover-fidd for
a long distance.

“ There was work, real work, to be
done, but in his desire for the-fickle
butterfly he heeded it not. And as she
flitted gaily from flower to flower he
followed her clumsily, conscious only
that she was beautiful and that he loved
her.

“ But she mocked him, laughed at his
love, and led him a hopeless chase into
a dense wood. Then night came on,
and he was lost, far from home.”

He paused and sighed deeply.

“ And what happened to the butter-
fly? ” asked Diana.

“ Thinking of the butterfly, eh?”
He turned'on her with a half-con-
temptuous tone. “ Well, the butter-
fly, 1 suppose, curled up snugly under
a protecting leaf, and the next day
came forth into the glittering sunlight
to command further adoration. But
the poor ass lost his supper, spent a
lonesome night in the dark forest, and,
when he finally found his way home,
received a severe beating from his
master.”

Another tense silence. Then she
asked:
“ And you think I—1 am like the

butterfly, Jack? ”
“ 1 did not say so.”
“ But you think so?”
“ 1 would not be so unchivalrous.”
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He laughed mirthlessly. “ 1 have no
scruples, however, in comparing my-
self to the ass.”

Then he did love her after all. His
recital of the fable, with its unmista-
kable inference, should have made
Diana very angry. She realized that
she should have rebelled and given him
the condign rebuke that his veiled in-
sult called for. But the joyous con-
sciousness that he still loved her over-
shadowed all else—even counterbal-
anced the invidious sting of his false
opinion. Therefore, the words of re-
prisal that surged within her remained
unuttered.

“You are not—not like the ass,
Jack,” she faltered finally.

“ Yes, | am,” he said doggedly, with
a boyish nod of the head.

“ No; not any more than I am like
the butterfly.”

She smiled at him archly, invitingly,
but still he did not seem to see the
great love that beckoned him to its
fond embrace. He retained a tan-
talizing silence.

“You are still thinking of — Sar-
telle?” Diana, too late, attempted to
check herself. Then, knowing that she
had made an opening in her armor, she

added, with naive abandon: “ Don't
think that, Jack—please. Mr. Sartelle
is only my employer.”

“ 1 believe you, dear,” he sighed.
“ But—"

“What?”

“ Why must you leave Paris to-day?
Can’'t you give me one evening— just
one before you go?”

Temptation is the final test of cour-
age. It is so easy to do one's duty,
when fate does not strew one’s path
with interesting and seductive diver-
tissements. Diana was human—and
she loved.

“ What would you have me do?”
she asked. She still was battling with
her conscience— still was not decided.
Jack brightened.

“ Dinner—theater, if you like. Will
you? ”

“Yes.”

The lure was too great,

even for one of Diana's constancy to
the demands of duty.

They sat and looked at each other
without speaking; and Diana saw the
love-light creep into his eyes, and suf-
fuse his face with tenderness. Her
own eyes drooped, and her voice be-
came choked with the depth of her
feeling.

“ He loves me—he loves me,”
repeated to herself.

And then, as if echoing her own

she

thoughts, Jack’s voice came in a
choking whisper.
“1 love you—oh, | love you, dear-

est!” he cried passionately.

She found herself crushed suddenly
to his breast, with his warm lips
showering kisses on her mouth, her
eyes, her throat, her hair. She made
a brief, half-hearted, ineffectual show
of resistance; then, while her senses
reeled and her breath came gaspingly,
she lay inert and satisfied in his strong
arms.

When he released her- Diana was
covered with confusion. What if
somebody had seen? She Hashed a
guilty look around. She and Jack still
were the only occupants of the room.

“My!” she exclaimed irrelevantly :
“ we have been sitting here for three
hours.”

“ It seemed scarcely more than that
many minutes,” he said.

“ And | must dress for dinner,” she
added.

“ How long shall you be? ”

m “ Perhaps an hour."

“So long?” He made a grimace

of disapproval.

“ Will it seem long?” she smiled
coquettishlv.

“ Terribly.  Well, if you'll let me
kiss—"

“ No, no! Not any more— now.”

Diana turned and fled. In the hall
outside she met her Englishman, and
she imagined that, in passing, lie gave
her a patronizing smile. She hurried
to her room, happy at the denouement,
glad that she was to spend the evening
with Jack, and all unconscious of the
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trouble that *was destined to result
from her careless disregard of duty’s
mandate.

CHAPTER XIV.
Diana Dines.

VEVER was awvoman lovelier than

Diana Darling that night in Paris,
when she came down-stairs at the
Hotel RitzAo join Jack Sherbrook for
dinner. Her beauty was set off at-
tractively by a stunning evening gown;
nature had dyed her cheeks with a be-
coming hue of carmine, and the in-
tangible light of love had made her
blue eyes soft and luminous. Diana
was sparkling with brilliance, radiant
with the sheer joy of living, and happy
beyond her fondest dreams.

Four hours before she could not
have conceived that she would be so
transmogrified in so short a time. And
Jack, too, seemed translated by the new
pleasure that had come to him. He
had improved the interval of separa-
tion by attiring himself in evening
clothes, and now appeared at his best.
He and Diana indeed were a handsome
couple, and many admiring glances
were turned upon them.

“ Where shall we go?” he asked.

“ | have no preference.”

“ Then we shall go to the Cafe de
Paris.”

Arrived at the restaurant, Jack con-
ferred with the maitre d’hotel, handed
him a liberal tip, and succeeded in ob-
taining a choice table, with a super-
latively delectable dinner evetually
spread upon it.

“ They used to serve an excellent
Burgundy,” said Jack. “ Have some?
Or do you prefer champagne?”

“ Oh, please, don't make me think,”
she protested; “ I'm too happy. You
order.’» /

So Jack ordered the Burgundy.

“ A toast,” he cried gaily, lifting his
bubbling glass; “ to love and laughter
and happiness— and may the joys of
to-day displace all the cares of yester-

day, and give us good cheer for the
to-morrow.”

“1 don't like that,” she pouted.
“ You said there was to be no yesterday
and no to-morrow— just to-day.”

“ Then I'll modify my toast. We'll
drink, then, to the delights of the
glorious present; may they always
last.”

“ May they always last,” she re-
peated gravely, touching her glass to
his.

“Yes,” he added, after they had
sipped their wine, “ | should like the
present to be the to-morrow— always.”

For a moment there flashed into
Diana’s mind the grim unhappiness of
yesterday and the dread specter of to-
MOorrow.

“ 1 wonder if you really would,” she

said. “ | .wonder if you would be
happy.”

“ Tremendously happy,” he mur-
mured.

“ And yet,” she mused, “ one must
suffer to enjoy. We must pay the price
for everything we have. Even this
might grow monotonous— to you.”

“ Would it to you?”

“Women,” she answered ambigu-
ously, “ are satisfied with less. Given
the man she loves, a woman knows joy
supernal. A flower, a caress, a little
sympathy — and she can endure any-
thing. It is the man who tires, who
wanders, who must be amused.
N’est-ce pas?”

“ Perhaps. But, my dear, there are
some men like the woman of your
picture®~some men,who are steadfast;
and there are some women who grow
weary. The polarities of human nature
are as diversified as were the tongues
of Babel. You can't judge one by the
other.”

“ Are you— steadfast?”

" You shall know that I am— some
day.”

“ Just what do you mean by that? ”

Jack sipped his wine reflectively,
while she waited for an answer.

“1 met a very good friend of. yours
the other day,” he said irrelevantly.
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"W ho?”
“ Mabel Randolph — and her hus-
band. They had been detained in

Liverpool longer than they expected,
and | ran into them on the street. She
told me that you were headed for Lon-
don, in company with Doha lIsabel de
Albornoz. When | arrived in London,
| found that you had left for Paris.”

“ How did you learn that?”

“ Looked about the hotels and made
inquiries.”

“ Were— were you following me?”

“ | am traveling on business, | told
you; but | confess that | did want to
see you. By the way, what did you
do with Doha Isabel ?”

“ Ran away from her—while she
was at dinner. But, oh, Jack! You
said there was to be no yesterday. Let
us try to forget—"

Diana paused, with mouth open and
eyes staring. Could she believe the
evidence of her senses, or had a wild
fantasy of her brain conjured the
vision that was approaching her in a
silken evening gown?

“ What's the matter? ” cried Jack.

“ Why,” gasped Diana, “ speaking
of that woman—Doha Isabel de Al-
bornoz — she’'s coming coming

toward us at this moment! ”

Jack scarcely had time to turn in his
chair before Doha Isabel was beside
their table. He arose hastily.

“Why, you little runaway.” she
greeted gaily; “ and Jack—Jack Slier-
brook! It is so good to meet one’s old
friends in this fashion.”

Diana took the proffered hand me-
chanically. She felt her own cheeks
burning, and she saw that Jack’s face,
too, was flushed. And she had called
him Jack! They must, then, be old
friends. Yes, Dona lIsabel had just
said that they were. What could it
mean? And, ah, the yesterday had
thrust its hated presence into the idyl
of to-day, and the sinister forces of
destiny seemed to be brewing another
nightmare for the to-morrow. She
regained her equipoise as Jack bowed
the intruder into a chair at their table.

“And now,” Doha Isabel said
sweetly, “ | insist on knowing why you
deserted me so suddenly in London.
And | thought we were getting to be
such good friends, too.” she added re-
proachfully.

“You received my note?”
Diana, a trifle stiffly.

“ Yes; but it was so unsatisfactory.”

“1 am sorry that | can make no
other explanation. | was forced to
hurry to Paris—on business.”

“ And is Jack— Mr. Sherbrook—
here—on business?” She glanced
from one to the other, with a senten-
tious smile of veiled understanding.

“ You have guessed correctly,” he
answered shortly, but with an attempt

asked

to be polite.
“ Well, Miss Darling,” went on
Doha Isabel, “ I'll forgive you— if you

will come out to St. Germain-en-Laye
and pay me a visit.”

“ 1 should like to,” said Diana, “ but
I must leave Paris to-morrow.”

“To-morrow!” exclaimed
Isabel, elevating her eyebrows. “ Why
so hasty, my dear? Oh, come now; I
shall ask Jack, too, and—"

Doha

“ Jack, too, must decline; thank
you,” he interrupted.

“ More business?” she laughed
mockingly.

“Yes.”

“ Well, then, I have one more pro-
posal for Miss Darling. You must let
me come for you to-morrow morning
and take you to luncheon. Now, you
can't erefuse me that pleasure, my
dear.”

No, Diana could not combat the
woman'’s insistence any longer. She
felt that the easiest way to be rid of
her was to accept. Jack sat in glum
silence while the arrangements lor the
luncheon were being made, then got
on his feet as Dona lIsabel arose to
depart.

“ 1 wish both of you would come
with me,” she said. “ I am dining with
Marchese Rosseto and Viscount Ozaki,
and we could have such a jolly party.
Won't you join us?”
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But both Diana and Jack begged to
be excused, and Dona lIsabel returned
to her table alone. She left behind
her, however, the pall of gloom that
her appearance had caused.

“ You and she seem to be rather well
acquainted,” observed Diana, with a
trace of jealous suspicion that she tried
hard to conceal.

“Yes, l've known her for five
years,” replied Jack. “ | met her first
here in Paris.”

“ Do you like her?”

“ No; she's a dangerous woman.”

L} (13 HOW?"
“ Oh, in many ways. Do you like
her*n

“ 1 loathe her,” said Diana fiercely.
“ Her presence always makes me
creepy and uncomfortable. When she
is about | feel much as | should if a
snake were in the room.”

“ Same here,” murmured Jack.

“ And she came and spilled the dregs
of yesterday into the sparkling wine of
to-day,” added Diana ruefully. “ But
come, my friend. Let us not be mo-
rose, just as our evening is beginning.
I want to be gay to-night— and a little
wicked. 1 want to see life and to hear
laughter. So let us go to the— what
do you call it—the Bal Tabarin?”

"Dianal”

“Yes, | mean it, Jack. | want to
look on at the fun and forget-—
things. And then | want you to take
me to other places where we can find
music and noise and frivolity.”

It was very late when they returned
to the Place Vendome. As Jack hand-
ed her from the taxicab at the door of
the Ritz, he said:

" | don't want you to go to luncheon
-with Dona Isabel de Albornoz.”

“Why?” she asked.

“ It might be— dangerous.”

That was all he would say, and she
promised only to try to break the en-
gagement. But the reference to Dona
Isabel reminded her again that there
had been a yesterday, and that there
would be a to-morrow.

As she hurried through the lobby,
Diana looked instinctively for her
Englishman, and was surprised to find
that he was nowhere in sight. Nor
had he followed her at all during the
evening, she now remembered.

CHAPTER XV.

Diana Dazed.

QIAN A was awakened at ten o’clock
in the morning by the ringing of
her telephone-bell. She arose, start-
led, with the vague realization that
the to-morrow had dawned.
“Yes?” she said sleepily, into the
transmitter.
“ This is Jack,” came the answer.
Her eyes brightened, and she became
wide awake at once. “ How do you

feel?”

“ Fine,” she prevaricated. *“ And
you?”

“ The same. | want to take you to

luncheon— or breakfast, if you prefer
to call it that.”

“ Dejeuner—in Paris,” she laughed.
“But | have an engagement with
Dona lIsabel.”

“ 1 advised you last night to call
that off.”

“ But you wouldn’t tell me why.”

He was silent fo'r a moment. When
he spoke again his voice had a tone of
deep earnestness.

“ 1 think, Diana, that you can trust
me to be fair; and you know that I
have only your best interests at heart.
Now, let me urge you, for your own
sake and mine, to have dejeuner with
me. Dona lIsabel was to come for
you at one o'clock, | believe. Let me
call for you at noon, and leave word
for her that you have departed from
Paris.”

“ But why—"~

“1I'll tell you later. It is rude, I
know, dear, but in certain cases the
means always justifies the end. Please
take my advice.”

“1'll do it,” said Diana suddenly.
It was what she had wanted to do all
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the time, but it required persuasion
to bring her to a decision and make
her feel at ease.

“ At noon, then?” he asked elated-

Vou At noon,” she agreed.

An hour later Diana went down-
stairs, intending to motor in the boule-
vards until the time for Jack to ar-
rive. She was radiant as she stepped
from the lift, but a shadow crossed
her face when she beheld her English-
man again sitting in the lobby. She
asked one of the clerks to get a taxi-
cab for her, but as she was about to
enter it she heard her name called
from a limousine that was just draw-
ing up at the door.

“ Running away again?” inquired
a cheery voice. And to Diana’s cha-
grin, Doha Isabel stepped lightly from
the limousine and came toward her.

“ Only for an hour’s drive,” replied
Diana as graciously as she could.

“ Then 1 find you in exactly the
right mood,” beamed Doha Isabel.
“ That was my object in coming for
you so early. | thought you might
like a breath of fresh air.”

“ But I—1 have engaged a motor
cab,” protested Diana wcaklv.

“ | feel fortunate that you did not
get away in it before my arrival. And
I assure you that you will find my car
infinitely more comfortable.”

So there was nothing for poor Diana
to do but hand the chauffeur a gra-
tuity for his trouble and dismiss him.
She murmured a few perfunctory
words of thanks to Doha Isabel, and
the next moment she was whirled
away in the big limousine, an unwill-
ing and unhappy guest.

Diana felt grateful for at least one

thing—that Dona Isabel was in a
mood to do most of the talking. And
while the brilliant and loquacious

sefwra was pointing out and discuss-
ing the places of interest that lined
their route, Diana’'s thoughts were
busy with the fears and misgivings
that filled her heart. Why, she won-
dered, did she have such a deep dis-

trust of Doha Isabel? What was
Doha Isabel’'s object in being so un-
failingly nice to her, unless Doha Isa-
bel knew what -had brought her to
Europe, and, for some ulterior reason,
was scheming to gain possession of
the queen's hand?

The queen’'s hand! Diana gasped
inwardly. She had left it at the hotel,
hidden insecurely at the bottom of one
of her trunks. Would it be safe
there? she wondered. Then Diana's
mind reverted to the woman by her
side, and she tried to reason whv Jack
had warned her to be on her guard.
And what are the relations between
Jack and Dona lIsabel? she asked her-
self. Did Jack have an inkling of
why she had come to Europe, and did
he know that Dona lIsabel had designs
against her?

“Why, we are in the suburbs!”
cried Diana suddenly, as, with a start
of frightened comprehension, she took
account of their environment.

“ Of course.” smiled Dona Isabel
blandly. “ Where did you think we
were ?”

“ |—1 didn't know. Where are we
going?”

“To St. Germain-en-Laye — the

home of the kings of France.”

“ But | don't—don’t want to go,”
protested Diana.

“Why, you made a luncheon en-
gagement with me last night. Have
you forgotten?” Dona Isabel ele-
vated her eyebrows with polite incre-
dulity.

“ No, but that was for one o’clock,
wasn't it?” Doha Isabel nodded. “ I
was to have seen Jack—Mr. Sher-
brook—at noon, and it is that hour

now. What am | to do? ” Diana
turned an appealing glance toward her
companion.

“ If that is alj that is troubling you,
matters will be easily arranged," said

the latter. “ W§ are nearly home
now. When we arrive | shall
telephone to Mr. Sherbrook. to re-

lieve his anxiety, and then 1 shall send
the car for him and fetch him out for
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luncheon. | couldn’t, think of letting
you go back— now.”

The last sentence was spoken with
just a little hardening of tone, and,
somehow, Diana conceived the idea
that she would not have been per-
mitted to return to Paris, even though
she had pressed the point. She shrank
intuitively from her companion and
sank into the cushions with a sigh of
resignation. Anyway, Jack soon
would be with her. The thought of
his coming appeased her nascent fore-
bodings.

They had passed the quaint old
town now, and, emerging from a strip
of woodland, came suddenly upon a
stately edifice, one of the few remain-
ing links between modern progress
and medievalism.

“ Here we are at last!” cried Dona
Isabel, as the limousine whirred
through a massive gateway and came
to a halt in an ancient courtyard.

As Diana’s feet pressed the time-
worn stones she thought how incon-
gruous was a motor-car in this place.
She gave a half-expectant glance
around as she took in the surround-
ings, and would not have been sur-
prised to see a cavalcade of armored
knights march from the donjon.

“ This way,” she heard Dona Isa-
bel say.

A heavy door swung open, and she
followed her hostess into—a prison,
was it? Diana shuddered. The
frowning walls, covered with armor
and ancient implements of war, gave
her a queer creepy sensation and filled
her with apprehension. Dona Isabel
led the way to a luxurious boudoir,
modern in every detail, and overlook-
ing the famous seventeenth-century
terrace.

“ Please don’'t be formal,” she said.
“ Throw your hat and coat off and be
comfortable, while | telephone to Mr.
Sherbrook. Ah!” She paused at the
door, as a step sounded outside. She
spoke a few words in Spanish, and
then a man, tall, lithe, dark and hand-
some, stood at the threshold, smiling.

“ Miss Darling,” she added, *“ pray
allow me to present my brother, Senor
Don Joaquin Camano.”

Diana, though nonplused for a
moment, extended her hand, over
which Don Joaquin bowed with the
grandiose manner of a courtier.

“ Now, if | may be excused, | shall
go to the telephone,” said Dona lIsa-
bel.’ '

“ Think of atelephone in this
grand, old medieval castle!” ex-
claimed Diana. “ | wonder what the
original tenant would say?”

“ Probably would have had us
burned for witchcraft,” Don Joaquin
replied, smiling.

His wvoice was mellifluous and his
English excellent. In a snap esti-
mate, Diana rather liked the man, al-
though there was an intangible some-
thing about him that did not exactly
inspire confidence. They chatted pleas-
antly on trivial subjects until his sister
returned, fifteen minutes later.

“Well,” she announced cheerily,
“we shall have Mr. Sherbrook with
us in less than two hours. He agreed
to come, and | have sent the car for
him.”

“Thank you very much,” said
Diana. She was more thankful than
mere words implied, because she did
not particularly like the atmosphere of
this grim, thick-walled castle.

Presently Don Joaquin excused
himself, with the promise to join his
sister and her guest at luncheon.

“You look fatigued,” remarked
Dona lIsabel, surveying Diana critical-
ly. “May 1| offer you a glass of
wine?”

“ Thank you, no.”

“A. cup of tea, then? We shall
not have luncheon for some time, and
it would refresh you.”

“ 1 believe it would,” agreed Diana
gratefully. " “ 1 will have a cup.”

Dona lIsabel gave the order to a
servant, and in a few minutes the
steaming beverage was before them.
Diana tasted hers and set the cup
down. It had a peculiar flavor.
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“ Perhaps you don't like the exotic
flavor? ” observed Dona Isabel.

“ It is rather— unusual.”

“ 1 consider it quite piquant,” said
the scfiora. “ It's a private brand.”

She finished her own cup, and
Diana, not washing to seem impolite,
followed her example. The conversa-
tion continued in a desultory fashion.
Presently Diana began to feel drowsy.
She stifled a yawn with her hand-
kerchief. The room became warm
and the atmosphere oppressive. Fi-
nally the walls seemed to quiver and
the furniture to race around, as if in
a drunken revel.

“l1—1 believe I'm sleepy,” mur-
mured Diana. She tried to rise, and
fell back in her chair. “ Why, I'm

dizzy. | don’t know what's the mat-
ter with me. J—Jack—come—"

That was all. Diana’s head rolled
backward, her arms hung limply at
her sides, her eyes closed heavily, her
breath came in stertorous gasps. She
was unconscious.

“ No, my beauty,” said Dona Isa-

bel ; “ Jack won't come. And your
tea zvas peculiar, but you did not guess
why.  Little fool! Thought you

could cope with me, did you?” She
gave a hard, triumphant laugh, then
went to the door. “ Joaquin! Pietro! ”
she called.

Her brother reentered the room,
accompanied by a large, muscular man
servant.

“1 don’t like this business,” said

Don Joaquin, with a deprecatory
shake of the head.

“ Oh, go to the devil with your
croaking!” retorted Dona Isabel
harshly. “ Carry the little fool to the
tow'er room, and be sure that she does
not escape.”

As Diana’s inert form was borne

away, Dona Isabel nonchalantly light-
ed a gold-tippecl Russian cigarette.
She had shown her claws at last.

Outside a dapper young English-
man was reentering a taxicab in which
he had followed a big limousine from
Paris.

“ Return to the Hotel
said to the chauffeur,

Ritz,” he

CHAPTER XVI.
Diana Detained

ANA, bound hand and foot, with
thongs that cut cruelly into her
tender flesh, lay on the brink of a fear-
some precipice. It was flight, but
looking down into the dark depths she
could sense the vague outline of jagged
rocks that lined the black infinitude
below. She shuddered and tried to
draw away ; but she was helpless. For
a long time she struggled to break her
bonds. It was useless. And then she
heard footsteps approaching her. Was
it friend or foe? She tried to cry out,
but her voice was hoarse and inarticu-
late. She managed to turn her head—
and looked up into the unrelenting face

of Dona lIsabel.

Other heavier footsteps came toward
her, and again, through great effort,
she turned her eyes in their direction.
One glance sufficed to fill her with un-

bounded- joy. It was Jack—Jack
coming to her rescue. And then she
heard Dona Isabel speaking. She

could not distinguish her words, they
were so faint and far away. But she
saw the schora fling one arm out with
a commanding gesture, and— horrors!
Jack wheeled about obediently and re-
turned into the murky haze whence he
had come! Ide was deserting her! She
tried to call after him, but in vain.
Her voice gave only a choking rattle.

Then Dona Isabel bent over her.
searing her with a look of malevolent
hatred. She felt the senora's hands on
her shoulders, and they seemed to burn
like white-hot irons. She was being
thrust-—oh. God! Dona Isabel in-
tended to hurl her into that awful,
black abyss! She fought madly for
life, but she was slipping surely, re-
morselessly, irrevocably toward th-
brink of death. And then she fell—
down, down, down! through the im-
measurable reaches of appalling space.
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Diana opened her eyes'with a start.
She found-herself in a lying posture—
but where? The golden sunlight of
noonlwas streaming through a window
near by. She arose and hastened to-
ward it, to look out over a romantic
valley, with the tortuous lines of a
river stringing a silver thrgad between
undulating banks of emerald green.
She turned, and took a swift survey
of her surroundings.

She was in a large, square room,
handsomely furnished, with the mass-
ive pieces of a bygone century. And
she had just arisen from the huge,
canopied: bed. After all, there were no
precipice, no murderous hands that
had sent her to her doom. She had
been dreaming. But where was she?
She had been in Paris, she remem-
bered. This, though, was not the
Ritz. Nor could she have gone— ah!

In a flash, Diana correlated the hap-
penings of the past with the hazy sub-
stance of the present. She recalled the
ride to St. Germain with Dona lIsabel,
and Jack Sherbrook’s reputed promise
to follow her there for luncheon. But
what had occurred since?, What had
given her such a dull, heavy ache in
her head? She had drunk a cup of tea
in Dona lIsabel’s boudoir, and— why,
she remembered nothing since!

She must have become ill and was
still in the castle. But she could have
been asleep only a few minutes, she
reasoned, because the sun still hung
high in the heavens. She thought it
strange, though, that her clothing had
been removed and that she found her-
self alone, attired only in a nightgown
that did not belong to her. Well, she
must dress herself and hurry to meet
Jack, for, surely, he would be due in a
few minutes.

Diana looked in vain for her clothes,
and finally was forced to the puzzled
realization that they were not in the
room. However, she would summon
a servant. There appeared to be no
call-bell, so she-went to open the door.
To her amazement, it was locked.

Diana sat down on the edge of the

bed to ponder the curious situation,
but understanding refused to master
the chaos of her mind. Presently she
heard a key scrape in a rusty lock. The
door of her room was opened uncere-
moniously and a large, middle-aged,
stern-visaged duenna entered.

“Ah!” she exclaimed, with a
strong Spanish accent. “ The seno-
rita is awake. Will she have break-
fast now? "

“ Breakfast?” said Diana. “ Why,
we are to have luncheon soon—are we
not? But of course we are. Mr.
Sherbrook will be here in a few min-
utes. Come, bring my clothes.”

“ The senorita is mistaken,” rasped
the woman.

“ Mistaken? How ?”

“ No Senor Sherbrook is coming
and there is to be no luncheon. The
senorita has been asleep since this time
yesterday.”

“ Asleep since yesterday!” gasped
Diana. “ Why, that seems impossible.
What has been the matter with me? ”

“1 guess— sick,” shrugged the
duenna.

“Why, then, | must return to Paris
without delay. Bring my clothes at

once.”

“ The senorita cannot return to
Paris.”

“ Cannot? Why?”

“ It is the order of my mistress—
Dona lIsabel. The senorita must know
that she is a— prisoner.”

For a moment Diana sat as if
stunned.

“1 demand to see Dona Isabel at
once,” she burst forth angrily.

“ Dona lIsabel is not at home.”

“Then | want my release— now!
This is outrageous. 1—"”

“Will the senorita have break-
fast?” interrupted the servitor.

Diana looked at her, comprehended
her meaning, and controlled her indig-
nation.

“Very well,” she said evenly; “ you
may bring my breakfast.”

The duenna bowed and turned to-
ward the door.
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“1 am Pepita,” she said, pausing.
“ 1 will serve the senorita while she is
here.”

“ Which 1 trust shall
long,” murmured Diana.

Pepita carefully locked the door
after she had passed out and Diana fell
back on her bed with a heavy heart.
Presently she arose and went to the
window, arguing her chances of es-
cape. There was none, however, in
that quarter. She guessed that she
was in the tower of the castle, and the
distance to the ground was a sheer
drop of at least seventy-five feet. An
open door, leading into an adjoining
chamber, attracted her attention, and
she went thither to investigate.

She found herself in a bath-room—
another anomaly of this strange,
feudal house. The room was of un-
usual size for the purpose to which it
had been adapted. There was only
one small window, however, and this
also overlooked the sloping garden
that surrounded the castle. The
thought entered Diana’s mind that she
might overcome Pepita and effect her
escape by the door; but the remem-
brance of Pepita’s dour countenance
and brawny arms dispelled the idea as
quickly as it had come. Even though
she were successful, she still would be
in the castle, and without proper cloth-
ing for her body. No, she had been
effectually imprisoned and was at the
mercy of her captors.

Diana’s dolorous cogitations were
interrupted by the return of Pepita,
who bore a dainty breakfast on a
silver tray. It was a welcome sight,
as she was beginning to feel keenly
the pangs of hunger.

The servitor, after arranging
Diana’s repast on a table, left the room
without a word. She was gone only
a few 'minutes, however, when she
came back with a handsome silken
negligee, evidently the property of
Dona lIsabel, and a pair of slippers.
She helped Diana into these, dressed
her hair becomingly, then retired to
the bath-room. After fifteen minutes

not be for

Diana stepped lightly to the door to
see what the wrinkled duenna could .be
doing. She found her sitting idly in a
chair, staring into vacancy.

“ Are you my jailer, too— staying to
see that 1 do not leap from the win-
dow nor break the door down?”

” 1 anio here only to serve the
senorita,"” crooned the woman.

“ Then you may go. | shall call
you when | need you.”
“ My place is here,” said the old

servant doggedly.

“ 1 thought so. Perhaps you will
tell me why | am being held a pris-
oner?”

Pepita shrugged her bent shoulders.

“ 1 know not, senorita,” she said.

Satisfied that there was nothing to
be learned from Pepita, Diana re-
turned to the window of her sleeping-
room. Maybe she could see some one
to whom she could signal and who
would comprehend her situation. But
she scanned the rolling acres of park-
land in vain. Far off, on the terrace,
she saw several human forms, but they
were too far away even to hear her if
she should call.

Diana swept the picturesque vista
that lay before her with eyes that
failed to appreciate its charms. Her
alarmed thoughts were revolving this
new and unexpected development in
the chain of mystery that was winding
itself inexorably around her. Why
had she been imprisoned ? was the per-
sistent question—and one that defied
a satisfactory answer.

Was it Dona Isabel’s desire to pos-
sess the queen’'s hand—that barbaric
relic that had cost her so much appre-
hension and wonderment and misery?
If so, she was comforted by the
thought that Dona Isabel might be
foiled. She was glad now that she
had forgotten to bring it with her—
had left it at the bottom of one of her
trunks in her room at the Hotel Ritz.

Jack's presence in Paris on some
secret business, his acquaintance with
Dona Isabel, his reserved warning
against this sinister woman, his prob-
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able connection with the very plot in
which she herself was involved so dis-
astrously— these things troubled Diana
egregiously and served further to en-
tangle the complexities that were
racking her distressed mind.

And for all her frenzied reasoning
she could arrive at no sane conclusion.
At every step of the way the mystery
seemed to deepen, and instead of solv-
ing her problems she found herself
only drifting farther out on the turgid
8ea of trouble.

Diana raised her weary eyes, and,
with perfunctory hopelessness, again
scanned the flower-decked garden and
the open country; beyond. And at last
beneficent fate had rewarded her vigil.

Two persons were approaching—a
man and a woman. They were walk-
ing close together and seemed to be
engaged in earnest conversation. As
they drew nearer, Diana strained her
eyes to see their features. Soon they
would be close enough to hear a call
for help. Her heart beat faster as she
gathered force for the appeal. Sud-
denly, however, her’face blanched and
she shrank backward, with an inarticu-

“My God!” she sobbed. “ It's
Jack—Jack and that woman— Dona
Isabel! ”

And then, with the lightninglike re-
sourcefulness of desperation, Diana
rallied. She was glad that it was Jack.
He would help her, of course. Per-
haps, even now, he was looking for her,
trying to discover her whereabouts,
and her momentary pang of jealousy
might cost her her release from her
luxurious prison. She rushed again to
the windowv.

“Jack! Jack!” she shrieked. But
he did not seem to hear, as at that
moment he and his companion were
entering a copse of trees, following a
path that made a wide detour of the
house. She tried again, more loudly.
“Jack! Ja—"

Diana’s voice expired in a choking
gurgle, as a coarse hand was clapped
firmly over her mouth. The next mo-
ment she was hurled violently on the
bed, with the muscular fingers of
Pepita gripping like talons into her
tender shoulders.

“ The senorita must not make so
much of the noise,” said Pepita
calmly.

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK. Don't forget this magazine is issued weekly, and that you
> will get the conclusion of this story without waiting a month.

LEST YOU FORGET
By Gladys Hall

|EST you forget—some time a day will come

L  With kiss of sun and song of summer sea

To waken memory from her long, deep sleep,
Then, sweetheart mine, you will remember me.

Lest you forget— midsummer moon will rise
And bathe the world in tender, shrouding light,
While trooping back those bygone hours will come—
Love’s golden day and silver, moonlit night.

Forget me not—for memory’s ghost will cause
Unbidden tears to flow and head to bow

In sudden pain—because in years gone by
We loved, sweetheart, and vowed a faithless vow.
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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS

JOHN DELANCY CURTIS, a young American engineer, just back in New York after

a long absence in the Far East, sees two assassins murder a young man who had
been stoppin?1 in the same hostelry. In the melee, Curtis, in his attempt to succor the
victim, loses his own overcoat and has thrust upon him that of the victim, the assassins
betimes escaping in an automobile. Shortly afterward Curtis discovers in the pocket of
the strange overcoat a marriage certificate, made out in the names of Jean de Courtois,
of France, and Hermione Beauregard Grandison, of England. Filled with sympathy for
the unknown bride, Curtis obeys that impulse and goes to her address. There he dis-
covers that the lady is exceedingly beautiful, young, and aristocratic; daughter of the
Earl of Valletort. She tells Curtis everything—how her father had attempted to coerce
her into marrying Count Ladislas Vassilan, a villainous Hungarian of noble lineage,
and how, as a means of escape, she had arranged a platonic wedding with her French
music-master, the recent victim of the assassins. Curtis offers to take the dead man's
place, and Lady Hermione becomes Mrs. John D. Curtis, under promise, of course, that
Curtis is to demand none of the marital privileges.

In the mean time the police have begun work on the murder mystery at the Central
Hotel. Curtis is implicated by the fact that hisNbvercoat is discovered at the murdered
man's side. Then the earl and the count arrive at the Central to further accuse him of
being a dangerous adventurer. On the other hand, at the same instant arrive Curtis's
friend Devar, and his uncle and aunt, Mr. and Mrs. Horace P. Curtis, who stoutly
assert the alleged assassin's character. In the mean time Detective Steingall has dis-
covered that the victim was not Jean de Courtois at all, but an American journalist
named Hunter. And just as the principal actors iu the tragedy are all assembling at
the Central Hotel, thither returns John D. Curtis himself—having left his wife In a
Fifth Avenue hotel—in quest of clothing, and wholly in love with the woman fate has
delivered into his hands.

CHAP ILK VIII. “ Do you happen to know anything
- about a Frenchman, name of Jean de

Ten-Thirty. Courtois? ”

SHE Earl of Valletort And the clerk replied :
turned on his heel and “ Why, yes. He’s in his room now,
went out abruptly. | believe.”
Therefore, he missed “ In his room— where?”
Steingall's first words “ Here, of course. Fie came in about

to the hotel clerk, which would have six-thirty, took his key and a mar-
given him furiously to think, while it conigram, and has not showed up
is reasonable to suppose that he would since.”

have, paid quite a large sum of money Uncle Horace could withstand the
to have heard the clerk's answer. strain no longer.
For the detective said: “ Would you mind sending the

* This story began in The Cavalier for February 15.
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waiter again?” he gasped. “ If |
don't get a pick-me-up of some sort
quickly I'll collapse.”

Aunt Louisa would dearly have
loved to put in a word, but she knew
not what to say." Life at Bloomington
supplied no parallel to the rapidity of
existence in New York that evening.
She was aware of statements being
made in language which rang familiar-
ly in her ears, but they had no more
coherence in her clogged understand-
ing than the gabble of dementia.

Steingall was the least surprised of
the five people who listened to the
clerks words. The notion that De
Courtois might be close at hand had
dawned on him already; still, he was
not prepared to hear that the man was
actually a resident in the hotel.

“Has M. de Gourtois lived here
sore time?” he asked, not without a
sharp glance at Curtis to see how the
suspect was taking this new phase in
his adventure.

“ About a month,” said the clerk.

“ Has he received many visitors?”

“A few, mostly foreigners. A Mr.
Hunter called here occasionally, and
they dined together last evening. | be-
lis’e Mr. Hunter is connected with the
press.”

The clerk wondered why he was
being catechized about the Frenchman.
He had- no more notion that De Cour-
tois and Hunter were connected, with
the tragedy than the man in the moon.

“Take me to M. de Courtois’s
room,” said Steingall, after a momen-
tary pause.

“May | come with you? ” inquired,
Curtis.

“Why?”

“ 1 am deeply interested iq De Cour-
tois, and | may be able to help you in
questioning him. I-speak. French
well.”

“So do I,” said Steingall.
cone if you like.”

“ For the love of Heaven, don’t
leave me out of this, Steingall,”
pleaded Devar.

The detective was blessed with a

“ But
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sense of humor; he realized that the
inquiry had long since passed the
bounds of official decorum, and its ir-
regularities had proved so illuminative
that he was not anxious to check them
yet a while.

“Yes,” he said, “ you'll do no harm
if you keep a still tongue in your head.”

“You'll come back to us, John,
won't you?” broke in Mrs. Curtis,
desperately contributing the first com-
monplace remark that occurred to her
bemused brain.

“Yes, aunt. I'll rejoin you here.
Shall | have some supper sent in for
both of you?”

“ No, my boy,” said Uncle Horace,
who had revived under the prospect of
a long drihk. “ If any feasting is to
be done later it is up to me to arrange
it The night is young. | hope to have
the honor of toasting your wife before
I go to bed.”

Curtis smiled at that, but made no
reply, the moment being inopportune
for explanations, but Devar mur-
mured, as they crossed the lobby with
Steingall and the clerks

“ That uncle of yours is a peach,
John D. He points the moral like a
Greek chorus.”

“ 1 fear he will regard me as a hare-
brained nephew,” said Curtis. “ As
for my aunt, poor lady, she must think
me the most extraordinary human
being she has ever set eyes on. What
puzzles me most is—"”

“Wow! | know what aunts are
capable of,” broke in Devar rapidly,
for. he was doubtful now how his
friend would regard the publicity he
had not desired. “ Mrs. Curtis, Sr.,
is thanking her stars at this minute
that she will have a chance of paralyz-
ing Bloomington with full details of
her nephew's marriage into the ranks
of the British aristocracy. The odd
thing is that I'm tickled to death by the
notion that I, little Howard, put you
in for this night's gorgeous doings. .

“ Didn't you wonder why | passed
up an introduction to my aunt and my
cousins in the Customs shed? Man
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alive, if Mrs. Morgan Apjohn had
made your acquaintance to-day she
would have insisted on your dining
with the family to-night, and at 7.30
p.m . your feet would have been safely
tucked under the mahogany in her
home on Riverside Drive instead of
leading you into the maze you seem to
have found so readily. All | wanted
was an excuse to get away soon. Gee
whiz!  What a fireworks display
you’'ve put up in the meantime!”

“ Fifth,” said the clerk to the ele-
vator attendant, and the four men shot
skyward.

As each floor above the street level
was a replica of the next higher one,
Curtis happened to note that the route
followed to the Frenchman’s room was
similar to that leading to No. 605.

“ What number does M. de Courtois
occupy? ” he inquired.

“ Np. 505,” said the clerk.

“ Then it is directly beneath mine?”

“Yes, sir. He must have heard us
breaking open your door.”

“ | beg your pardon. Heard what?”

“We committed some minor of-
fenses with regard to your property
during your absence,” said Steingall,
“ but ,they were of slight account as
compared with your own extrava-
gances. Let me warn you not to say
too much before De Courtois. Even
taking your version of events, Mr.
Curtis, Lord Valletort will probably
raise a wasp’s nest about your ears in
the morning.”

“But why break open the door?
Surely there was a pass-ke ?

“ Sh-s-sh!. Here we are!”

Steingall tapped lightly on a panel of
No. 505, and the four listened silently
for any response. None came— that
is, there was nothing which could be
recognized as the sound of a voice or
of human movement inside the room.
Nevertheless, they fancied they heard
something, and the detective knocked
again, somewhat more insistently.
Now they were intent for the slightest
noise behind that closed door, and they
caught a subdued groan or whine, fol-

lowed by the metallic creak of a bed-
frame.

At that
hurried up.

“1 was just going' to phone the
office,” she said to the clerk. “ A little
while ago | tried to enter that room,
but my key would not turn in the lock.”

“Did you hear any one stirring
within?” asked the clerk.

“ No, sir. | knocked, and there was
no answer.”

“ Listen now, then.”

A third time did Steingall rap on the
door, and the strange whine was re-
peated, while there could be no ques-
tion that a bed was being dragged or
shoved to and fro on a carpeted floor.

“My land!” whispered the girl in
an awed tone. “ There's something
wrong in there!”

“ Let me try your 'key,” said the
clerk. He rattled the master-key in the
keyhole, but with no avail.

“ 1 suppose it acts all right in every
other lock?” he growled.

“ Oh, yes, sir. 1've been using it all
the evening.”

“ Some one has tampered with the
lock from the outside,” he said savage-
ly. “ There is nothing for it but to
sent for the engineer. Before we're
through with this business we'll pull
the d— d hotel to pieces. A nice repu-
tation the place will get if all this door-
forcing appears in the papers to-mor-
row.”

Certainly the clerk was to be pitied.
Never before had the decorum of the
Central Hotel been so outraged. Its
air of smug respectability seemed to
have vanished. Even to the clerk’s
own disturbed imagination the estab-
lishment had suddenly grown raffish,
and its dingy paint and drab upholstery
resembled the make-up and cloak of a
scowling tragedian. \Y;

A strong-armed workman came joy-
ously. He had already figured as a
personage below stairs, because of his
earlier experiences, and it was a cheer-
ing thing to be called on twice in one
night to participate in a mystery which

instant a chambermaid
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was undoubtedly connected with the
murder in the street.

Before adopting more strenuous
methods he inserted a piece of strong
wire into the keyhole, thinking to pick
the lock by that means; but he soon de-
sisted.

“ Some joker has been at that game
before me,” he announced. “ A chunk
of wire has been forced in there after
the door was locked.”

“From the outside?” inquired
Steingall.
“ Yes, sir. These locks work by a

key only from without. There is a
handle inside. Well, here goes!”

A few blows with a sharp chisel
soon cut away sufficient of the frame
to allow the door to be forced open.
On this occasion, there being no wedge
in the center, it was not necessary to
attack the hinges, and, once the lock
was freed, the door swung back readily
into'the interior darkness.

The engineer, remembering his
needless alarm at falling head fore-
most into Curtis’'s room, went for-
ward boldly enough now, and paid for
his temerity. He was so anxious to be
the first to discover whatever horror
existed there that he ,made for the cen-
ter of the apartment without waiting
to turn on the light, and, as a conse-
quence, when he stumbled over some-
thing which he knew was a human
body, and was greeted with a subdued
though savage whine, he was even
more frightened than before.

But no one was concerned about him
or his feelings when Steingall touched
an electric switch and revealed a bound
and gagged man fastened to a leg of
the bed. At first, owing to the -ex-
traordinary posture of the body, it was
feared that another tragedy had been
enacted. The victim of an uncanny
outrage was lying on his side, and his
-arms and legs were roughly but skil-
fully tied with a stout rope in such
wise that he resembled a fowl trussed
for the oven.

After securing him in this fashion,
his assailants had fastened the ends of

the rope to the iron frame of the bed*
and his only possible movement was
an ignominious half roll, back and
forth, in a space of less than eight
inches. This maneuver he had evi-
dently been engaged in as soon as he
heard voices and knocking outside, but
he had been gagged with such brutal
efficacy that his sole effort at Speech
was a species of whinny through his
nose.

The detective’s knife speedily liber-
ated him; when he was lifted from the
floor and laid gently on the bed, he
remained there, quite speechless and
overcome.

Steingall turned to the agitated
chambermaid, whose eyes were round
with terror, and who would certainly
have alarmed the hotel with her
screams had she come upon the occu-
pant of the room in the course of her
rounds.

“ Bring a glass of hot milk, as quick-
ly as you can,” he said, and the girl
sped away to the service telephone.

“ Wouldn't brandy be bettef?” in-
quired Devar.

“No. Milk is the most soothing
liquid in a case like this. The man’s
jaws are sore and aching. Probably,
too, he is faint from fright and want of
food. If we can get him to sip some
milk he will be able to tell us, perhaps,
just what has happened.”

While they awaited the return of the
chambermaid, the party of rescuers
gazed curiously at the prostrate figure
on the bed. They saw a small, slight,
neatly built man, attired in evening
dress, whose sallow face was in har-
mony with a shock of black hair. A
large and somewhat vicious mouth was
partly concealed by a heavy black mus-
tache, and the long-fingered, nervous
hands were sure tokens of the artistic
temperament. There could be no man-
ner of doubt that this hapless indivi-
dual was Jean de Courtois. He looked
exactly what he was, a French musi-
cian, while initials on his boxes, and a
number of letters on the dressing-table,
all testified to his identity.
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Curtis, Devar, and the hotel clerk
seemed to be more interested in the
appearance of the half-insensible De
Courtois than Steingall. He gave him
one penetrating, glance, and would
have known the man again after ten
years had they been parted that in-
stant; but, if he favored the French-
man with scant attention, he made no
scruples about examining the docu-
ments on the table, though his first
care was to thank the workman, and
send him from the room.

“ Now,” he muttered to the others
in a low tone, “ leave the questioning
to me, and mention no names.”

He picked up a marconigram -lying
among the letters and read it. With-
out a word, but smiling slightly, he
handed it unobtrusively to Curtis. It
bore that day’s date, and the decoded
time of delivery was 4 p.m.

“ Arriving to-night,” it ran. “ Com-
ing direct Fifty-Ninth Street. Ex-
pect us there about eight-thirty.”

Curtis smiled, too. He grasped the
detective’s unspoken thought. Stein-
gall had as good as said that the mes-
sage bore out Curtis’'s counter charge
against Count Vassilan and the Earl
of Valletort of conspiring with De
Courtois himself to defeat Lady Her-
mione’s marriage project. Indeed, be-
fore replacing the slip of paper on the
table, the detective produced a note-
book, and entered therein particulars
which would secure proof of the mar-
conigram’s origin if necessary.

The maid hurried in with the milk
and Steingall, who had covered more
ground among the Frenchman's cor-
respondence than the others gave him
credit for, now acted as nurse. With
some difficulty he succeeded in per-
suading the stricken man on the bed to
relax his firmly closed jaws and en-
deavor to swallow the fluid. It was a
tedious business, but progress became
more rapid when De Courtois realized
that he was in the hands of those who
meant well by him.

It was noticeable, too, as his senses
returned and the panic glare left his

eyes, that his expression changed from
one of abject fear to a lowering look
of suspicious uncertainty. He peered
at Steingall and the hotel clerk many
times, but gave Curtis and Devar only
a perfunctory glance. 0Oddly enough,
the fact that these two latter were in
evening dress seemed to reassure him,
and it became evident later that the
presence of the clerk led him to re-
gard these strangers as guests in the
hotel, who had been attracted to his
room by the mere accident of propin-
quity.

His first intelligible words, uttered
in broken English, were:

“Vat time ees eet? ”

“ Ten-thirty,” said Steingall.

“ Ah, sacre nom dun nom! 1
to go, queek!”

haf

“ Where to?”
“ No mattaire. | tank you all to-
morrow. I explain eferyting den.

Now, | go.”

“You had better stay where you
are, M. de Courtois,” said Steingall
in French. “ Milord Valletort and
Count Vassilan have arrived. 1| have
seen them and nothing more can be
done with respect to their affair to-
night. 1 am the chief of the New
York Detective Bureau, and | want
you to tell me how you came to be in
the state in which you were found.”

But De Courtois was regaining his
wits rapidly, and the clarifying of his
senses rendered him obviously unwill-
ing to give any information as to the
cause of his own plight. Nor would
he speak French. For some reason,
probably because of a permissible
vagueness in statements couched in a
foreign tongue, he insisted on using
English.

“ Eef you haf seen my frien’'s you
tell me vare | fin' dem. | come your
office to-morrow an’ make ze complete
explanation,” he said.

“1 must trouble you to-night,
please,” insisted Steingall. “You
don’t understand what has occurred
while you were fastened up here. You
know Mr. Henry R. Hunter?”
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“ Yes, yes. | know heem.”

“Well, he was stabbed while alight-
ing from an automobile outside this
hotel shortly before eight o’clock, and
I inlagine he was jcoming to see you.”

“ Stabbed! Did zey keel heem?”

“Yes. Now, tell me who °‘they’
were.”

M. Jean de Courtois was taken in-
stantly and violently ill. He dropped
back on the bed, from which he had
risen valiantly in his eagernessito be
stirring, and faintly proclaimed liis in-
ability to grasp what the detective was
saying.

'*“ Ah, Grand Dien!” he murmured.
“ 1 am eel; fetch a doctaire. My brain,
eet ees, vat you say, etourdi.”

“You will soon recover from your
illness. Come', now, pull yourself to-
gether, and tell me who the men were
who tied you up, and why, if you can
give a reason.”

The Frenchman shut his eyes and

groaned.
\ “ 1 am stranjare here, Monsieur le
Commissaire,” he said brokenly. “ 1
know no ones, nodings. Milor’ Valle-
tort, he ees acquaint. Send for heem,
and bring ze doctaire.”

“Don’'t you understand that your
friend, Mr. Hunter, the journalist,,
who was helping you in the matter of
Lady Hermione Grandison’s marriage,
has been murdered ?”

The other men in the room caught a
new quality in Steingall's voice. Con-
tempt, disgust, utter disdain of a type
of rascal whom he would prefer to deal
with most fittingly by kicking him,
were revealed in each syllable; but
Jean de"Courtois was apparently deaf
to the mean opinion his conduct was
inducing among those who had extri-
cated him from a disagreeable if not
actually dangerous predicament. He
squirmed convulsively, and half sobbed
his inability to realize the true nature
of anything that had happened.

“ Very well,” said the detective, “ if
you are so thoroughly knocked out I'll
see that you are kept quiet for the rest
of the evening.”

c7

He turned to the clerk.

“ Kindly arrange that two trust-
worthy men shall undress this ill-used
gentleman. He may be given anything
to eat or drink that he requires, but if
he shows signs of delirium, such as a
desire to go out, or write letters, or use
the telephone, he must be stopped,
forcibly if necessary. Should he be-
come violent, ring up the nearest police
station-house. I'll send a doctor to
him in a few minutes.”

De Courtois revived slightly under
the stimulus of these emphatic di-
rections.

“1 haf not done ze wrong,” he pro-
tested. “ Eet ees me who suffare, and
I do not permeet dis interference wid
my leebairty.”

“You see” said Steingall coolly.
“ His mind is wandering already. Just
phone for a couple of attendants, will
you, and I'll give them instructions. |
take full responsibility, of course.”

“ But monsieur—” protested the
Frenchman.

“ Would you mind getting a move
on? | am losing time here,” said
Steingall quietly to the clerk. -

“1 claim ze protection of my con-
sul,” sputtered. De Courtois.

“ Poor fellow! He is quite light-
headed,” said the detective sympa-
thetically, addressing the company at
large but speaking in French. “ 1 do
hope most sincerely that 1 may arrest
those infernal Hungarians to-night.
Not only did they kill Hunter, but they
have brought this little man to death’s
door.”

The effect of these few harmless
sounding words was electrical. M. de
Courtois’s angry demeanor suddenly
changed to that of a sufferer almost as
seriously injured as Steingall made
out. He collapsed utterly, and never
lifted his head even when most drastic
measures were enjoined on a couple of
sturdy negroes as to the care that must
be devoted to the invalid.

Steingall was astonishingly out-
spoken to Curtis and Devar while they
were walking to the elevator.
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“ 1 am surprised that that miserable
whelp escaped with his life,” he said.
“ Usually, in cases of this sort, the
rascal who betrays his friends receives
short shrift from those who make use
of him. He knows too much for their
safety, and gets a knife between his
ribs as soon as his services cease to be
valuable.”

“1 must confess that | don't begin
to grasp the bearings of this affair,”
admitted Curtis. “ It is almost gro-
tesque to imagine that a number of
men could be found in New York who
would stop short of no crime, however
daring, simply to prevent a young lady
from marrying in despite of her
father’s wishes.”

“ Of course, the young lady figures
largely in your eyes,” said Steingall
with a dry laugh. “ You haven't
thought this matter out, Mr. Curtis.
When the fact dawns upon you that
there are other people in the world
than Lady Hermione you will realize
that she is a mere pawn around whom
a number of persons are contending.

“1 don't wish to say a word to de-
preciate her as a star of the first mag-
nitude, but 1 am greatly mistaken if
there is not another woman, either
here or in Europe, whose personality,
if known, would attract far more at-
tention from the police. By the way,
has it occurred to you that Providence
has certainly befriended you to-night?
The daredevils who murdered Hun-
ter were inclined to kill you in error.
Now, | want you to concentrate your
mind on the face and expression of
that chauffeur, Anatole. Keep him
constantly in your thoughts. If you
can swear to him when we parade him
before you with half a dozen other
men, | shall soon strip the inquiry of
its mystery.”

In the hall they were surrounded by
a squad of reporters, and three photog-
raphers took flashlight pictures.

“ Hello!” muttered the detective to
Curtis, “ they've found you! Now we
must use our brains to get you out of
this.”

They escaped the journalists by
closing the door of the office on them.
Then the clerk was summoned, and
solved the first difficulty by revealing
a back-stairs exit by way of the base-
ment. An attendant was sent to Cur-
tis's room to pack a grip with some
clothes and linen, and, by adroit ma-
neuvering, the whole party got away
from the hotel.

Steingall insisted on interviewing
Lady Hermione that night. He point-
ed out, reasonably enough, that she
might possess a good deal of valuable
information concerning Count Ladis-
las Vassilan; if, as Curtis believed
was the case, she had already retired
to rest, she must be aroused. The
hour was not so late, and Vassilan’'s
movements in New York might be
elucidated by knowledge of his pre-
vious career.

So Curtis announced that his bride
was installed in the Plaza Hotel, and,
while Devar and he escaped through
the cellars, Steingall took Uncle
Horace and Aunt Louisa boldly
through the lobby. A taxi was wait-
ing there, and he gave the driver the
address of the police headquarters
down-town, but redirected him when
they were safe from pursuit, and the
three, so oddly assorted as companions,
arrived at the Plaza within a. minute
of the two young men.

Steingall went straight to the tele-
phone-room, and Curtis ascended to
his suite of apartments. He knocked
at Hermione’s door and her “ Yes,
who is there?” came with disconcert-
ing speed.

“1t is l—dear,” said Curtis, in
whom the mere sense of being near
his “ wife ” induced a species of ver-
tigo. Indeed, he was horribly nervous,
since he could not form the slightest
notion as to the manner in which she
would receive the latest news of De
Courtois.

The door was opened without delay,
and Hermione appeared, dressed ex-
actly as she was when he bade her fare-
well.
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“1 am sorry to disturb you,” he
said, “ butJt cannot be helped. Things
have been happeninglsince | left you.”

Her face blanched, but she tried to
smile, though the corners of her mouth
drooped piteously.

“ They are not here already?” she
cried, and he had no occasion to ask
who “ they ” were.

“ No-/" he said, with a cheerfulness
he was far from feeling. “ The fact
is I— I— have brought some friends to
see you. That is, some of them will, |
hope, be your very good friends— my
uncle and aunt, and young Howard
Devar, whom | spoke about earlier.
There is a detective, too—a very de-
cent fellow named Steingall. Shall I
bring them here? It will be pleasanter
than being stared at in a crowded sup-
per-room.”

She was surprised, but the relief in
her tone was unmistakable.

“1 don't want any supper,” she

said. “ I shall be .glad to meet your
relatives, of course, though—"”
/ “ Though you think I might have
mentioned them sooner? Well, the
strangest part of the business is that
they should be in New York at all. 1
haven't the remotest idea as to why
they are here, or how they dropped
across me. But isn't it a rather fortu-
nate thing? They may prove useful in
a hundred ways.”

“ Please don't keep them waiting.
What does the detective want? ”

“ Every syllable you can tell
about Count Vassilan.”

“1 hardly know the man at all. |
always avoided him in Paris.”

“You may be astonished by the
number of facts you will produce when
Steingall questions you. And 1 had
better warn you that my uncle is even
now consulting the head-waiter about
a wedding-feast. He has adopted you
without reservation on my poor de-
scription.”

, His frankly admiring look brought
a blush to her cheeks; but she only
laughed a little constrainedly, and mur-
mured that she would try to be as com-

him
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placent as the occasion demanded.
Events were certainly in league to lend
her wedding night a remarkably close
semblance to- the real thing. And as
Curtis descended to the foyer to sum-
mon their waiting guests, he decided
then and there not to mar the festivities
by any explanations concerning Jean de
Courtois’s second time on earth. Stein-
gall had practically settled the question
by confining the Frenchman to his room
for the remainder of the night. Why
interfere with an admirable arrange-
ment? Let the wretched intriguer be
forgotten till the morrow, at any rate.

CHAPTER IX.
Eleven O'Clock.

“IN multitude of counselors there is

safety,” says the book of Prov-
erbs. Usually, the philosophy attrib-
uted to Solomon exhibits a soundness
of judgment which is unrivaled; so it
is reasonable to assume that in Hebrew
gnomic thought four do not constitute
a multitude, because four people agreed
with Curtis that there was not the
slightest need to mention Jean de Cour-
tois to Hennoine that evening, and five
people were wrong, though in ninety-
nine cases out of a hundred they might
have been right.

Hennoine herself admitted after-
ward that she would have believed
Curtis implicitly had he explained the
circumstances which-accounted for his
undoubted conviction that De Courtois
was dead; indeed, she went so far as
to say that, as a matter of choice, she
infinitely preferred the American to
the Frenchman in the role of a hus-
band pro fem. She had never regard-
ed De Courtois from any other point
of view than as her paid ally, and she
was beginning to share Curtis’s belief
that the man was a double-dealer, a
fact which helped to modify her natu-
ral regret at the report of his death in
her behallf.

In a calmer mood, too, Curtis would
have been quick to realize that a girl
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who had reposed such supreme confi-
dence in his probity was entitled to
share his fullest knowledge of the
extraordinary bond which united them;
but for one half-hour he was swayed
by expediency, and expediency often
exercises a disrupting influence on a
friendship founded on faith. He only
meant to spare her the dismay which
could hardly fail to manifest itself
when she heard that De Courtois was
alive, and that additional complications
must now arise with reference to the
wrongful use of the marriage license;
in reality, he was doing himself a bitter
injustice.

But, having elected for a definite
course, he was not a man who would
deviate from it by a hair's breadth.
When the junta in the vestibule of the
Plaza Hotel had promised to remain
mute on the topic of De Courtois, he
dismissed the matter from his mind as
having no further influence on the
night's doing's.

“ Is there any means of recovering
my overcoat?” he asked Steingall, re-
membering the change of garments
when a waiter asked if the gentlemen
cared to deposit their hats and coats in
the cloak-room.

“Yes,” said the detective. “ Just-
empty the pockets of the coat you are
wearing, and I'll send a messenger to
the police station - house with a note.
You won't mind if | retain your docu-
ments till after the inquest? One
never knows what questions”™will be
asked, and you must remember that an
attempt may be made to fasten the
crime upon you.”

Curtis laughed at the absurdity of
any such notion; but, for the first time,
he examined the contents of the dead
man’s coat pockets methodically. The
pocket in which the license had reposed
was empty. Its fellow contained a
note-book and pencil. There were also
some newspaper cuttings — items of
current interest in New York, but de-
void of bearing on the crime or its
cognate developments.

An elastic band caused the book to
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open at a definite page, and Steingall,
who knew a little of everything, and a
great deal of all matters appertaining
to his profession, deciphered some
shorthand characters which, promised
enlightenment. He passed no com-
ment, however; but pocketed the book,
scribbled a few lines on a sheet of
paper bearing the name of the hotel,
and entrusted coat and letter to an
attendant.

Uncle Horace, after a momentary
qgualm, gave instructions to the head-
waiter in the approved manner of a
trust magnate.

“ We're up against it now, Louisa,”
he whispered confidentially to his wife,
“ so let's have one wonderful night if
me never have another.”

Mrs. Curtis nodded her complete
agreement. She would have sanc-
tioned a mortgage on her home rather
than forego any material part of an
experience which would command the
breathless attention of many a future
gathering of matrons and maids in
far-away Bloomington.

Lady Hermione received her visitors
with a shy cordiality which won their
prompt approval. Aunt Louisa had
been perplexed by indecision as to
what she was to say or how she was to
act when she met the bride, but one
glance of her keen, motherly eyes at
the blushing and timid girl resolved
any doubts on both scores.

“ God bless you, my dear!” she said,
throwing her arms around Hermione’s
neck and kissing her heartily. “ Per-
haps everything is for the best, and.
anyway, you've married into a family
of honest men and true women.”

“ Ma'am,” said Uncle Horace, when
his turn came to be introduced,
“ strange as it may sound, I know less
about my nephew than you yourself;
but if he resembles his father in char-
acter as he does in appearance, you've
chosen well; and let me add, ma’am,
that he seems to have made a first-rate
selection at sight.”

Of course, such congratulations were
wofully misplaced; but Hermione was
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too well-bred to reveal any cause for
disquietude other than the normal em-
barrassment any young’ woman would
display in like conditions.

Curtis, too, put in a quiet word
which threw light on the situation.

“ As | told you a few minutes shfce,
I was not aware, that my uncle and
aunt were in New York,” he said. “ |
cannot even guess how they came to
find me so opportunely, and we have
hardly”’been able to say a word to each
other yet, because they were in the
thick of the police inquiry when | met
them in my hotel.”

“Why, that's the easiest thing,” de-
clared Aunt Louisa, rejoicing in a long
looked - for opportunity to hear her
own voice in full volume. “This young
gentleman here ”—and she nodded at
the dismayed Devar— “ told us that he
cottoned on to your husband, my dear,
something remarkable on board the
steamer, so he sent a message by wire-
less to the editor of a New York paper,
asking him to let America know that
one of her citizens who had won dis-
tinction in-China was homeward bound,
and the editor circulated a real nice
paragraph about it. It quite took my
breath away when Mrs. Harvey, our
mayor's wife— such a charming wom-
an, my dear, and | do hope | may have
the"pleasure of bringing you to one of
her delightful tea-and-bridge after-
noons— said to me on Monday:

“ 1Surely, Mrs. Curtis,1this John
Delaney Curtis who is on board the
Lusitania must be a son of that brother
of your husband who died in China
some years ago?’ and | said: *What
in the world are you talking about,
Mrs. Harvey?' so she showed me the
newspaper, and | was that taken aback
that | revoked in the next hand, and
the only mean player we have in the
club claimed three tricks 1without’
and went game, being a woman herself
who hasn't a chick nor child, but de-
votes far too much time and money to
toy dogs; anyhow, | couldn’t give my
mind to cards any more that day, so
off | rushed home and phoned Horace,
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and here we are, after such a flurry
as you never would imagine, what be-
tween packing in a hurry for the trip
East and missing the steamer’s arrival
by nearly an hour and turning up in
the Central .Hotel just in time to
hear—”

Then Aunt Louisa, assuredly at no
loss for words, but remembering in a
hazy way the compact made in the
vestibule, found.it incumbent on her
to break anmay from the main trend of
the narrative, so she concluded:

“ Just in time to hear things being
said about our nephew which we felt
bound to deny, both for his sake and
our own.”

Curtis had favored Devar' with a
questioning scowl when he learned
how his advent had been heralded in
the press, but Devar merely vouchsafed
a brazen wink, and in the next breath
Hermione herself became his uncon-
scious and most persuasive advocate.

“ 1 have been bothering my brains
to discover when or where | had seen
Mr. Curtis's name before— before we
met to-night,” she said, smiling at the
ridiculous vagueness of her own
phrase. “ Now | remember. | used
to read the newspaper reports about
every ship that arrived, and | noticed
that identical paragraph.”

“ Thank you, Lady Hermione,”
cried Devar, crowing inwardly over
his friend's discomfiture. “ John D.
will begin to believe soon what | have
been telling him during the last half-
hour—that I am the real Dens ex
machina of the whole business. Why,
if it hadn't been for me you two would
never have got married and this merry
party couldn’t have happened!”

A knock at the door caused Her-
mione to turn with a startled look.
Try as she might, she dreaded every
such incident as the preliminary to a
stormy interview with her father.

“Unless I am greatly mistaken,
ma’am,” interposed Uncle Horace
blandly, “ this will be a waiter coming
to tell us that supper is ready.”

As usual, he said the correct thing,
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and Stcingall drew Hermione aside
while the table was being spread for
the feast. He lost no time in coming
to the point. His first demand showed
that he took nothing for granted.

“ 1 am bound to speak plainly, your
ladyship,” he said. “ Is the story told
by Mr. John D. Curtis true?”

“ Regarding the marriage?”
Hermione promptly.

“Yes.”

“Well, as I do not know what he
may have said, you can decide that mat-
ter for yourself after you have heard
my version. | am a fugitive from Paris,
where my father was endeavoring to
force me.into a detestable union; | am
practically a complete stranger in New
York; | had arranged with M. de
Courtois to become my husband, under
a clear agreement for money paid that
the marriage should serve only as a
shield against my pursuers; he was pre-
vented by some dreadful men from
keeping to-night's appointment, and
Mr. Curtis came to me, intending to
break the news somewhat more gently
than one might look for otherwise.

“ He heard my sad little explana-
tion, and was sorry for me. As it hap-
pened, he appreciated the real nature
of my predicament, and having no
ties to prevent such a daring step,
offered me the protection of his name
until such time as | become my own
mistress and am free to secure a dis-
solution of the marriage.”

“ Will you tell me exactly what you
mean?” said the detective. His voice
was kindly, and his expression gravely
sympathetic, and Hermione could not
read the amused tolerance lurking be-
hind the mask of those keen eyes.

“1 mean that | am yet what law-
yers call an infant. In six months I
shall be twenty-one, and the coercion
which has been used to force me into
marrying Count Ladislas Vassilan will
be no longer possible.”

“ Do you forfeit an inheritance by
refusing to obey Lord Valletort's
wishes? ”

“ No,

said

unless with respect to my
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father’'s estate. My mother was very
wealthy, and her money is settled on
me most securely.”

“In trust? ”

“Yes, | have trustees—an English
banker and a clergyman.”

“ But if they are men of good stand-
ing they ought to have protected you
from undue interference.” _

“ An earl is of good standing, too,
in my country, and Count Vassilan
claims royal rank in Hungary. |
loathe the man, yet every one of my
friends and relatives urge me to accept
him.”

“Why?”

“ Because he has a chance of ob-
taining a throne when the Austro-
Hungarian empire breaks up, and my
wealth will help his cause materially.”

Steingall allowed himself to appear
surprised.

“Is your income so large, then?”
he said.

“Yes, | suppose so. My trustees
tell me that I am worth nearly a hun-
dred thousand a year.”

“ Dollars?”

“ No— pounds sterling.”

They were conversing in subdued
tones, yet the detective behaved like
a commonplace mortal in giving a rab-
bit - peep sidewise to ascertain if the
girl’s astounding statement had been
overheard by the others. But the
members of the Curtis family of horN
est men and true women had with-
drawn purposely to the far side of the
room, and Devar was laboring to con-
vince his friend that he had acted
wisely in placarding his name and
fame throughout the United States.

“To your knowledge, Lady Her-
mione, is any other person in New
York aware thatyou are several times
a millionaire? ”

“ 1 think not. Poor Jean de Cour-
tois may have had some notion of the
fact, but | lived so unostentatiously in
Paris that he would necessarily be in-
clined to minimize the amount of my
fortune. Tell me, Mr. Steingall, do
you really think he—"
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The detective shook his head, and
laughed with official dryness.

" Forgive me, Lady Hermione,” he
said, “ but | must not advance any
theories at present. Now, as to Count
Vassilan— how long, have you known
him?”

“ About a year.”

“Has he been your suitor prac-
tically all that time?”

“Yes. The first day we met | was
told by my father that I ought to be
proud if he chose me as his wife. So
I hated him from the very beginning.”

" You took a dislike to him, 1 sup-
pose? ”

“Yes, an instant and violent dis-
like. But that is not all. There are
things | cannot mention, though they
are the common property of any one
who has mixed in Parisian society
during the past twelve months. Sure-

ty you will be able to find men and
women in this great city who can sup-
ply enough of Paris gossip to show
you clearly what manner of man this
Hungarian prince really is!”

Hermione’'s face showed the dis-
tress she felt, and Steingall’s disposi-
tion was far too generous to permit
of any further probing in this direc-
tion when the inquiry gave pain to a
young and innocent-minded girl.

"To-morrow,” he said grimly, "I
may read several chapters, of Count
Vassilan’s life. But so much depends
on this night's work. At any minute
— certainly within an hour— 1 shall
have news which may be affected most
markedly by some chance hint sup-
plied by you. |’want you to under-
stand, Lady Hermione, that Mr. Cur-
tis's share in the queer tangle of the
past few hours is not so simple or un-
important as you seem to imagine, |
believe he has been actuated by the
best of motives—”

“Oh, yes, I am sure of it,” she
broke in eagerly. “If | am fated
never to see him again after to-night
I shall always remember him as a true
friend and gallant gentleman.”

Steingall bit back the words which
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rose unbidden to his lips. He had
certainly been wallowing in romance
since the telephone called him to the
Central Hotel, but even in the pages
of fiction he had never found a more
wildly improbable theory than the
likelihood of John Delaney Curtis al-
lowing any consideration short of
death to separate him from such a
bride as Lady Hermione within the
short space of time she apparently
regarded as the possible span of her
married life.

“ Ah,” he murmured, “ if he is wise
he will call you to give evidence in
his behalf. Judges exercise a good
deal of latitude in these'matters.”

“ But will he be arrested for marry-
ing me? If any wrong has been done
with respect to the marriage license,
I am equally to blame,” she said
loyally.

Steingall frowned judicially. Their
conversation was approaching peril-
ously near the forbidden topic of De
Courtois.

“In law, as in most affairs of life,
it does no good to meet trouble half-
way, your ladyship,” he said. “ Now,
reverting to the Hungarian prince—
do you remember the names of any
persons, of either sex, whom he asso-
ciated with in Paris? Of course, such
a man would be widely known in what
is called society, but I want you to
try and recall some of his intimate
friends.”

“ 1 believe you would find his boon
companions in certain cafes on the
Grand Boulevard and in the vaudeville
theaters on M<?ntmartre; but would it
not help you a little if | told you of his
enemies?”

“ Most certainly.”

" Well, 1 do happen to know that he
is hated most cordially by the Countess
Marie Zapolya, who lives in the Hotel
Ritz.”

“In Paris?”

“ Yes. She advised me to shun him
as | would the plague.”

“ Did she give any reason?”

“ It may sound strange, but | really
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believe she wants him to marry her
daughter.”

“ Ah, that is interesting!
on.”

“ 1 never understood the thing right-
ly, but | heard once, through a servant,
that Count Vassilan was expected to
wed Elizabetta Zapolya— the succession
to the Hungarian monarchy if ever it
were revived was involved— but Count
Vassilan spurned the lady. The count-
ess is furious because her daughter was
slighted, yet wishes to compel him to
fulfil his obligations.”

“ In that event she would be anxious
to see you safely married to some other
person?”

“ Oh, she was! She visited me sev-
eral times, and advised me not to risk
a life-long unhappiness by becoming
mixed up in the maze of mid-Europe
politics. And— there is something else.
Poor Elizabetta Zapolya, who is some-
what older than me, is in love with an
attache at the Austro-Hungarian Em-
bassy in Paris.”

“ Have you his name? ”

“ Yes.. Captain Eugene de Karely.”

“ How does he stand with regard to
.Count Vassilan? ”

“ 1 was told that he has challenged
him repeatedly to a duel, but Count
Vassilan cannot meet him because they
are not equals in the grades of Hun-
garian aristocracy. | am glad that
Mr. Curtis did not wait to consult the
Almanach de Gotha when he encoun-
tered the wretch. Has he told you that
he hit him?”

“ 1 have seen the count,” said Stein-
gall.

“Where?”

The detective was not deaf to the
note of alarm in her voice,-but the mat-:
ter must be broached some time, and
why not now?

“ At the Central
hour ago,” he said.

“Was my father with him?”

“Yes. The earl has also had the
pleasure of a few minutes talk with
Mr. Curtis.”

Hermione was surprised.

Pray go

Hotel, about an

THE CAVALIER.

“ Mr. Curtis has not said a word of
this to me! ” she cried, and her louder
tone traveled across the room.

“ Said a word about what?” in-
quired Curtis, being not unwilling to
break in on the conversation, which he
thought had lasted quite long enough,

“ That my father and Count Vas-
silan had met you at your hotel.”

“No, not Co.unt Vassilan,” -ex-
plained the detective. “ He had gone
before Mr. Curtis came, but Lord

Valletort returned.”

“ Did he ask you where | was?”
demanded the girl, addressing Curtis.

“ No. He tried to have me arrested,
and failed. | think he looked on me
as an unlikely subject to yield unneces-
sary information.”

“ Supper is served, sir,” said a maitre
d'liotel to Uncle Horace, and further
discussion of Count Vassilan’'s tangled
matrimonial schemes became difficult
for the moment.

Steingall was pressed to join the
party— without prejudice to any official
duties he might be called on £o perform
next day, as Curtis put it pleasantly—
and consented. Once again had his in-
stinct been justified, for he was sure
that Lady Hermoine’s Parisian remi-
niscences would prove important in
some way not yet determinable. More-
over, his colleagues knew he was at the
Plaza Hotel, and he was content to re-
main there while his trusted aid, Clan-
cy, was acting as chauffeur during
Count Vassilan's belated excursion.

The police captain was keeping an
eye on the Waldorf-Astoria, a detect-
ive was searching the apartment rent-
ed by the murdered journalist, and
other men of the bureau were hunting
the record of the automobile, though
Steingall was convinced that this
branch of the inquiry would end in a
blind alley, because the car had un-
doubtedly been stolen, and its lawful
owner would only be able to identify
it, and declare that, to the best of his
belief, it was locked in a garage at the
time it was being used for the commis-
sion of a crime.
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Steingall assumed that the unfor-
tunate Hunter— or it might have been
De Courtois— was/led to hire this par-
ticular vehicle by adroit misrepresenta-
tion on the part of some unknown
scoundrels who were aware of the con-
templated marriage. The shorthand
notes in Hunter’'s book bore out this
theory, because they were obviously
data supplied by De Courtois which
would have enabled the journalist to
write a thoroughly sensational story
next day. He was convinced, when
the truth was known, it would be dis-
covered that Hunter made the French-
man’s acquaintance owing to his habit
of mixing with the strange underworld
from the continent of Europe which
has its lost legion in New York. De
Courtois was just the sort of vain-
glorious little man who would welcome
the notoriety of such an adventure as
the prevented marriage ceremony,
wherein his name would figure with
those of distinguished people, and the
last thing he counted on was the mur-
der of the scribe who had promised
him columns of descriptive matter in
the press.

The pert musician was not the first,
nor would he be the last, to find that
the role of cat's-paw is apt to prove
more exacting than was anticipated.
To his chagrin he saw himself
changed suddenly from a trusted
agent into a dupe, and his utter col-
lapse on bearing of the murder fitted
in exactly with the theory taking
shape in the detective’s mind— that
there were two implacable forces at
war in New York that night, that
Lady Hermione's marriage to Count
Vassilan or the Frenchman provided
the immediate bone of contention, and
that the struggle had been compli-
cated by a too literal interpretation of
instructions carried out by bitter par-
tizans.

In the midst of a lively conversa-
tion the telephone jangled its impera-
tive message from a wall bracket in
the room. Devar was nearest the in-
strument, and he answered the call.
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“It's for you, Mr.
said.

The detective would have preferred
greater privacy, but he rose at once
and answered.

“ And who is Mr. Krantz?” he de-
manded. Then, after a pause: " Oh,
yes. Is he? You needn't trouble at
all about that. The police surgeon,
at my.request, has dosed him with
sufficient bromid to keep him quiet
till to-morrow morning. Yes, | un-
derstand. Tell them it can't be done,
and refer them to the Centre Street
Bureau. What? No, so far as | can
guess, the engineer won't be wanted
again to-night.”

He hung up the receiver and re-
turned to his seat, though he had just
been informed that the Earl of Valle-
tort and another person, having ascer-
tained by some means that De Cour-
tois still lived, were raising a commo-
tion at the Central Hotel and demand-
ing access to the Frenchman’s room.

“ Please, am | mixed up with Mr.
Krantz?” inquired Hermione, smi-
ling, for it was a bizarre experience to
find herself interested in all sorts and
conditions of people whom she had
never heard of. '

“ Mr. Krantz is the reception clerk
at the Central Hotel,” was the answer,
which conveyed fuller information to
other ears than the girl’'s. Then Stein-
gall glanced at his watch.

“ 1 think some of you people must
be tired after a strenuous day,” he
said. “ 1 expect to be called away
soon, and it is possible that 1 may
want to disturb you, Mr. Curtis, be-
fore you retire for the night. Do you
intend to remain here?”

“Yes.” " e

For an instant, an appreciable con-
straint manifested its presence, and
Uncle Horace did not display his
wonted tact when he accentuated it by
a dry chuckle; apropos of nothing in
particular. Curtis relieved the situa-
tion after a slight hesitation.

“ Lady Hermione, | take it, will
now go to bed.” he said coolly. “ and,

Steingall,” he
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if she is wise, will refuse to unlock her
door again till her maid comes in the
morning. I purpose changing my
clothes, in case I may have to accom-
pany you on some midnight expedi-
tion. My uncle and aunt will tell us
where they are staying, and arrange
to meet us here at lunch to-morrow.
You, Devar, being an approved night-
hawk, will join me in a cigar. How
is that for a reasonable disposal of
the company, Mr. Steingall ?”

As though in reply, the telephone
rang again, and the detective lifted
the receiver from its hook.

“ Hello! That you, Clancy?” he
said. “ Right. [I'll come along by the
subway from Fifty-Ninth Street
that will be quicker than a taxi. Yes.”

He turned, and the five people in
the room saw that his face was glow-
ing with the fire of action.

“You can defer that change of
suits, Mr. Curtis. We must be off at
once. Mr. Devar, have you an auto-
mobile? Can you get hold of it now?
Well, phone your chauffeur to be at
Centre Street headquarters in as much
under half an hour as he can manage.
Taxi-drivers gossip among them-
selves, so a private car is better. EXx-
cuse the rush, Lady Hermione, and
you, too, Mrs. Curtis. | haven't an-
other minute to spare.”

Luckily, Curtis found his overcoat
awaiting him in the cloak-room, or he
might have been in a difficulty, for
New York in November is not a city
which encourages midnight journeys
in evening dress.

Uncle Horace and Aunt Louisa
were hurried into a taxi, and as they
were being whisked off to the quiet
hotel to which their baggage had been
consigned, the stout man began polish-
ing his domed forehead once more.

“Lou,” he said, “ 1 can't make
head nor tail of this business. Can
you?11 "

“ Not yet, Horace,” was the hope-
ful response.

“ But—what sort of marriage is
this, anyway ? ”
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“ Oh, that's all right. Those two
haven't begun courting yet. But it
won’'t be long before they start. Did
you notice—”

And details observed by Aunt Louisa
endured till the taxi stopped.

CHAPTER X.
Midnight.

7YFTER a quick journey by New

York’s unrivaled system of rapid
transit, the three men alighted at
Spring Street, and a couple of minutes’
brisk walk brought them to a large,
white-fronted building of severe archi-
tecture. Above the main entrance two
green lamps stared solemnly into the
night, and their monitory gleam
seemed to bid evil-doers “ Beware!”
nor was there aught far-fetched in the
notion, because from this imposing
center New York’s guardians kept
watch and ward over the city.

“ Clancy still waiting? ” demanded
Steingall' of a policeman in uniform
who was on duty in an inquiry office.

“Yes, sirr He asked me to be on
the lookout in case you turned up un-
expectedly, as he didn't want to miss
you.”

The chief inspector led his compan-
ions straight to the detective bureau,
taking good care to avoid the room in-
which the “ covering ” reporters were
gathered, because the police headquar-
ters of New York, unlike any similar
department outside the bounds of the
United States, makes the press wel-
come, and gives details of all arrests,
fires, accidents, and other occurrences
of a noteworthy nature as soon as the
facts are telegraphed or telephoned
from outlying districts.

Passing through the general office,
Steingall entered his own sanctum. A
small, slightly built man was bent over
a table and scrutinizing a rogues’ gal-
lery of photographs in a large album.
He turned as the door opened, straight-
ened himself, and revealed a wizened
face, somewhat of the actor type, its
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prominent features being an expressive
mouth, a thin, hooked nose, and a pair
of piercing and deeply sunken eyes.

“ Hello, Bob!” he said to Steingall.
Then, without a moment’s hesitation,
he added: “ Good evening, Mr. Curtis
—glad to see you, Mr. Devar.”

“ Good evening, Mr. Clancy,” said
Curtis, not to be outdone in this ex-
change of compliments, though he
could not imagine how a person who
had never seen him should not only
know his name but apply it so confi-
dently.

“ May we smoke here?” asked De-
var, who had lighted a cigar on
emerging from the subway station.

“ Oh, yes,” said Steingall. “ Make
yourselves at home in that respect. |
am a hard smoker. Let' me offer you
a good American cigar, Mr. Curtis.”

“ Thank you. Perhaps you will try
one of mine. 1 bought them in Lon-
don, but they are of a fair brand. You,
too, Mr. Clancy?”

“ 1I'll take one with pleasure, though
I don’t smoke,” said the little man.
Seeing the question on the faces of
both visitors, he cackled in a queer,
high-pitched voice:

“ | refuse to poison my gastric juices
with nicotin, but 1 like the smell of
tobacco. Poor old Steingall there has
pretty fair eyesight, but his nose
wouldn’'t sniff brimstone in a volcano,
all because he insists on smoking.”

“ Gastric juice!” laughed Stein-
gall. “ You don't possess the article.
Skin, bones, and tongue are your chief
constituents. I'm not surprised you
make an occasional hit as a detective,
because the average cro£>k would never
suspect a funny little gazook like you
of being that celebrated sleuth, Eugene
Clancy.”

Clancy’s long, nervous fingers had
cracked the wrapper of the cigar given
him by Curtis, and he was now passing
it to and fro beneath his nostrils.

“You will observe the difference,
gentlemen, between beef and brains,”
he said, nodding derisively at the bulky
chief inspector. “ He rubbers along
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because he looks like a prizefighter
and can drive his fist through a three-
quarter-inch pine plank. But we hunt
well together, being a unique combina-
tion of science and brute force. By
the way, that reminds me. If | have
got the story right, Count Ladislas
Vassilan only, landed in New York to-
night. Did he drive straight to a box-
ing contest, or what? ”

“ Wait a second, Clancy,” interrupt-
ed Steingall. “ Is there anything do-
ing? How much time have we?”

“ Exactly twenty minutes. At
twelve-thirty | must be in East Broad-
way.”

“ Good! Now, Mr. Curtis, tell
Clancy exactly what happened since
you put on poor Hunter’s overcoat at
the corner of Broadway and Twenty-
Seventh Street.”

Curtis obeyed, though he fancied he
had never encountered a more unoffi-
cial official than Clancy. Shrewd judge
of character as he was, he could hardly
be expected to guess, after such a mo-
mentary glimpse of a man of extraor-
dinary genius in unraveling crime, that
Clancy was never more discursive,
never more prone to chaff and sneer at
his special friend, Steingall, than when
hot on the trail of some particularly
acute and daring malefactor. The
chief of the bureau, of course, knew
by these signs that his trusted aide
had obtained information of a really
startling nature, but neither Curtis nor
Devar was aware of Clancy’s idiosyn-
crasies, and some few minutes elapsed
before they began to suspect that he
had a good deal more up his sleeve
than they gave him credit for at first.

From the outset he took an original
view of Curtis’s marriage.

“ The girl is young and good-look-
ing, you say? ” was his opening ques-
tion. \

“ Not yet twenty-one, and remark-
ably attractive,” said Curtis, though
hardly prepared for the detective's
interest in this direction.

“ Well-educated and ladylike, | sup-
pose? ”
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“ Yes, as befits her position.”

“ Cut out her position, which doesn’t
amount to a row of beans where in-
tellect is concerned. Well, a man
never knows much about a woman,
anyway, and what little he learns is
acquired by a process of rejection
after marriage.”

“ May | ask what you mean?”

“ Judging from your history and
apparent age, Mr. Curtis, 1 take it you
have not had time to go fooling about
after girls?”

“You are certainly right
respect.”

“ Naturally, or you wouldn't be so
ignorant Concerning the dear crea-
tures. You are to be congratulated,
‘pon my soul. You will have the rare
experience of constructing a divinity
out of a wife, whereas the average
man begins by choosing a divinity and
finds he has only secured a wife.”

Curtis laughed, but met the detect-
ive’s penetrating gaze frankly.

“Your bitter philosophy may be
sound, Mr. Clancy,” he said; “ but it
is built on a false premise. My mar-
riage is only a matter of form. It
may be legal— indeed, | believe it is—
but there can be no dispute as to the
nature of the bond between Lady Her-
mione and myself. She regards me as
a husband in name only, and will dis-
solve the tie at her own convenience.”

“You'll place no obstacles in her
way?”

“ None.”

“ Quite sure?”

“ Absolutely.”

Clancy giggled, as though he were
a comedian who had scored a point
with his audience.

“ Then you're 'married for keeps,”
he announced, with the grin of a man
who has solved a humorous riddle.
“ By refusing to thwart the lady you
throw away your last slender chance
of freedom, and you will find her wait-
ing at the gate of the State peniten-
tiary when you come out. By Jove,
you've been pretty rapid, though. No
wonder people say the East is waking

in that
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up. Are there many more like you
in China? ”

Curtis was not altogether pleased
by this banter, nor did he trouble to
conceal his opinion that the New York
detective bureau was treating a grave
crime with scandalous levity.

“ Whether Lady Hermione married
me or Jean de Courtois is a rather
immaterial side issue,” he said, some-
what emphatically. “From what
little 1 can grasp of a curiously in
volved affair it seems to me that there
are weightier interests than ours at
stake. And, if I may venture to dif-
fer from you, a lot of things may
happen before | see the inside of a
prison.”

“ After your meteoric career during
the past few hours I am inclined to
agree with that last remark,” and
Clancy's tone became so serious that
Devar laughed outright. “ Don’t mis-
understand me, Mr. Curtis. | am lost
in admiration of your nerve, but you
have told me just what 1 wanted to
make sure of.”

“ 1 have expressed no opinions. |
confined myself to actual facts.”

“ And isn't it a highly significant
fact that you are over head and ears
in love with your wife? Nom dun
pipe! Doesn't that complicate the
thing worse than a Chinese puzzle? ”

“ 1 really don't see— ” began Curtis,
yielding to a feeling of annoyance
which was not altogether unwarrant-
able, but Clancy jerked out his hands
as though they were attached to arms
moved by the strings of a marionette.

“ Of course you don't!” he cried.

“You're in love! You're gorged
with the amococcus microbe! It's the
worst case I've ever heard of. | once

knew a man who met a girl for the
first time at the Park Row end of
Brooklyn Bridge and proposed to her
before they had crossed the East
River, but you've set up a record that
will never be beaten.

“You find a marriage license in the
pocket of a murdered man, rush off
in a taxi to the address of the lady
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named therein, marry her, punch a
frantic rival on the nose, take the fait
one to a hotel, flout her father, a Brit-
ish peer, and hold a banquet at which
the chief of the New York detective
bureau is an honored guest; and then
you have the hardihood to tell me that
your actions constitute an immaterial
side issue, in the biggest sensation New
York has produced this year. Young
man, wait till the interviewers get hold
of you to-morrow! Wait till the sob
sisters begin gushing over your bride—
a pretty one—with a title! Name of
good little gray man! They’ll whoop
your side issues into a scare-head front
page!

“ Before you know where you are,
they’ll have you bleating about the color
of her eyes, the exquisite curve of her
Cupid’s bow lips, and the way her hair
shone when the electric light fell on it,
while she, on her part, will be confiding,
with a suspicious break in her voice,
what a perfectly darling specimen of
the American man at his best you are.
Mr. Curtis, you're married good and
hard, and if you want to. cinch the job
you ought to go to jail for a while.”

Unquestionably," the two civilians
present thought that Clancy was
slightly mad, so Steingall intervened.

“ Hop off your perch, Eugene,” he
said, “ and tell us how you came to
drive Count Vassilan’s taxi, and where
you took him.”

“ It was a case of intelligent antici-
pation of forthcoming events,” said
Clancy, whose excitability disappeared
instantly, leaving him calm..

“When Evans (the police captain)
gave me the bearings of the affair—
though, of course, being a creature of
handcuffsmand bludgeons, he thought
our friend Curtis was the real scoun-
drel— I realized at once that Vassilan’s
indisposition was a bad attack of blue
funk. Such a man could no more re-
main quietly in his room at the hotel
than a fox-terrier could pass a dog-
fight without taking hold.

“ As soon as | saw the earl go out
alone, and heard him direct the taxi

109

to the Central Hotel, in Twenty-Sev-
enth Street, | decided that my best
place was at the driving-wheel of an-
other taxi. | picked out a man on the
rank who was about my size, and might
be mistaken for me in a half-light, and
got him to lend me his coat and cap.
He took mine, and a word to the door
porter fixed things so that | was whis-
tled up quite naturally when his count-
ship appeared.

“ He had changed his clothes and
linen, but one glance at his nose showed
that 1 had marked my bird, even if the
porter hadn't given me the mystic sign
at the right moment. | received my
orders, and off we went, a second cab
following, with the driver of my taxi
as a fare. Evidently, the count was
not well posted in New York distances,
because he grew restive, and wondered
where | was taking him. He tried to
be artful, too, and when we reached
East Broadway he pulled me up at the
corner of Market Street, told me to
wait, and lodged a five-dollar bill as
security, saying | would have °‘an-
nozzaire’ when we got back to the
hotel.

“ Didn’t that make things easy? He
plunged into the crowd—you know
what a bunch of Russians, Hungarians,
and Polish Jews get together in East
Broadway about ten-thirty — so |
rushed to the second cab, swapped
coats and hats again, gave the taxi-
man the five-spot, and put him in
charge of his own cab. In less than a
minute | overtook the count, just as he
was crossing the street, and saw him
enter a house, after saying something
to a second-hand clothes man who was
bawling out his goods from the open
store on the ground floor.

“ By the time | had bought two silk
handkerchiefs and a pair of boots, and
was haggling like mad over a collection
of linen collars, size sixteen— a present
for you, Steingall— his nobility came
down-stairs, but not alone; there was
a girl with him. Luckily, she was no
Hungarian, but Italian, and they talked
in broken English.
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“‘They no come-a here-a now-a-
time, excellensd/ she said; ‘ but yo-a
fin’ dem at Morris Siegelman’s restau-
rant at ’'alf-a-pass twelve. He said
something choice— in pure Magyar, |
guess— and headed for the taxi. That
is all, or practically all. 1 tried to go
back on my bargains with the Israelite
in the store, but he made such a row
that | paid him, and when | reached
the second cab the driver told me that
my man nodded as he passed, showing
that Vassilan was returning to the
hotel. So | came here and phoned
you.”

Steingall glanced at a clock on the
mantelpiece. He rose,- threw open a
door, and switched on a light.

“ Mr. Curtis,” he said, “ we must
risk something, but | think I can make
you up sufficiently to escape recog-
nition, not so much by the count as by
others who may attend that supper-
party. You come, too, Mr. Devar.
There is safety in numbers.”

With a deftness that was worthy of
a theatrical costumier, the detectives
converted themselves and the two
young men into ship’s firemen. No
more effective or simpler disguise
could have been devised on the spur of
the moment, nor one that might be as-
sumed more readily. Boots offered the
main difficulty, but Clancy’s purchase
fitted Devar, and Curtis made the best
of a pair of canvas shoes, while a mix-
ture of grease and coffee extract ap-
plied to face and hands changed four
respectable-looking persons into a gang
which would certainly attract the at-
tention of the police anywhere outside
the bounds of just such a locality as
they were bound for.

In case the exigencies of the chase
separated them, Steingall gave some
instructions to the man in the inquiry
office, and Devar tested the realism of
his appearance by disregarding the
chauffeur of the splendidly appointed
automobile waiting at the exit. Walk-
ing up to the, car, he opened the door
and said gruffly:

“ Jump in, boys! ”
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The chauffeur wriggled™out of his
seat instantly, and leaped to the pave-
ment.

“ Here, what the—"
whereupon Devar laughed.
“ It’s all right, Arthur,” he said.

“What's all right? This car is here
for Mr. Howard Devar!” cried the
man angrily.

“ Well, you cuckoo, and who am | ?”
he queried.

Something familiar in the voice
caused the chauffeur to look closely at
the speaker, whom he had not seen for
a considerable time except for a fleet-
ing glimpse on the arrival of the Lusi-
tania at New York that afternoon. He
was perplexed, but was evidently not
devoid of humor.

“ It's either you or your ghost, sir,”
he said, “ and if it's your ghost you
must have been badly treated in the
next world.”

A roundsman was entering head-
quarters at the moment, and gave the
guartet a sharp glance.

“ Here, Parker,” said Steingall,
“ tell this man my name.”

The policeman came up, looked at
the detective, and laughed.

“ This is Mr. Steingall, chief of the
detective bureau,” he said to the be-
wildered driver, who resumed charge
of the car without further ado, but
nevertheless remained uneasy in "his
mind. And not without cause. He,
-poor fellow, all unconsciously, was
now gathered into the net which had
spread its meshes so wide in New York
that night. He could not understand
why his employer’s son should be gal-
livanting around the city in company
with such questionable looking charac-
ters, even though one of them might
be the famous “ man withYhe micro-
scopic eye,” but he was far from real-
izing that he and his car would help to
make history before morning.

In obedience to orders, he ran along
Grand Street, and halted the car on
the south side of W. H. Seward Park.

“ Remain here, if we do not return
earlier, till one o’clock,” Steingall told

he began,
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him, “ and then run slowly along East
Broadway to the corner of Montgom-
ery Street. We are going to Morris
Siegelman’s restaurant, which is a few
doors higher up, on the north side. If
we stroll past you, pay no heed, but
follow at a little distance. Have you
got that right? ”

. “Yes, sir.”

Devar was hugely delighted by the
man’s discomfited tone.

“ Cheer wup, Arthur,” he said.
“You’'ll be tickled to death to-morrow
when you read the newspapers and dis-
cover the part you played in a big news
item.”

“ Now, don't forget to lurch about
the sidewalk,” was Steingall’s next in-
junction to the amateurs. “ Think of
all the bad language you ever heard,
and use it. We're toughs, and must
behave as such. Can either of <you
sing?”

“ 1 can,” admitted Curtis.

“ That will help some. Strike up
any sort of sailors chantey when we're
in the restaurant.”

Late as the hour, East Broadway
was full to repletion with a cosmopoli-
tan crowd. It was a Thursday eve-
ning, and the Hebrew Sabbath began
at sunset on the following day, so the
poor JewS of the quarter were out in
their thousands, either buying provi-
sions for the coming holiday or at-
tracted by the light and bustle.

Heavy - looking Russians, olive-
skinned Italians, placid Germans, wild-
eyed and pallid Czechs, lounged along
the thoroughfare, chatting with com-
patriots, or gathering in amused groups
to hear the strange patter of some vol-
uble. merchant retailing goods from a
barrow.

From the interiors of tiny shops and
cellars came eldritch voices, crying the
nature and remarkable qualities of the
wares within.

Every hand - cart carried a flaring
naphtha-lamp, and the glare of these
innumerable torches created strong
lights and flickering shadows which
would have gladdened the heart of

Rembrandt were his artistic wraith
permitted to roam the byways of a city
which, perhaps, he never heard of,
even in its early Dutch guise as New
Amsterdam.

The lofty tenement - houses seemed
to be crowded as the streets. Within
a square mile of that section of New
York a quarter of a million people find
habitation, food, and employment.
They supply each other’s needs, speak
their own weird tongues, and by slow
degrees become absorbed by the great
continent which harbors them, and
then only when a second or third gen-
eration becomes Americanized.

In such a motley throng four prowl-
ing stokers, ashore for a night's spree,
attracted scant attention, and Morris
Siegelman’s  hospitable door was
reached without incident.

A taxicab was standing by the curb,
and the driver, gazing at the living
panorama of the street, little guessed
that he had changed garments with one
of the half-drunken firemen two hours
earlier.

“ Here y’are, maties!” cried Stein-
gall, joyously surveying a printed
legend displayed among the bottles of
a dingy bar running along the side of
an apartment which had once been the
parlor of a pretentious house, “ this is
the right sort o’ dope— vodka— same
as is supplied to the Czar of all the
Roossias. Get a pint of vodka into
yer- gizzards an’ you'll think you've
swallowed a lump of red-hot clinker.”

Clancy hopped on to a high stool, and
curled himself up on the rounded seat
in the accepted posture of Buddha,
while Devar, who was by way of being
a gymnast, stood on his hands and
beat a tattoo with his feet against the
edge of the counter. Not to be out-
done,. Curtis began to sing. He had a
good barytone voice, and entered with
zest into the mad spirit of the frolic.
The song he chose was redolent of the
sea. It related a tar’s escapades among
witches, cruisers, and girls. Three of
the latter claimed him at one and the
same time—so “ What was a sailor-
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boy to do? Yeo-ho, yeo-ho, yeo-ho! ”
The chorus decided the point:

Why, we went strolling down by the roll-
ing,
Down by the rolling sea.
If you can’t be true to one or two,
You're much better off with three.

Evidently, the roisterers’ antics
commanded the general approval of
Morris Siegelman’s patrons, and loud
cries of “ Brava!” “ Encore!”
“Bis! 7  “ Herrlich! ” rewarded Cur-
tis’s lyrical effort. Some thirty people
or more were scattered about the room,
mostly in small parties seated around
marble-topped tables. Beer was the
favorite beverage; a minority was eat-
ing, the menu being strange and won-
drous, and every one was smoking
cigarettes.

When Curtis received his share of
the poisonous decoction so vaunted by
Steingall, he faced the company, glass
in hand, and saw Count Vassilan seat-
ed in a corner close to a window.
With him were a good-looking Italiai
girl and a youth, and the three were
deep in eager converse, giving no heed
to the other revelers, but rather taking
advantage of the prevalent clatter of
talk and drinking utensils to discuss
whatever topic it was which proved so
interesting.

Steingall’s eyes carried a question,
and Curtis shook his head. Vassilan’s
male companion bore only the slight
resemblance of a kindred nationality
to the men whv> committed the mur-
der, while he differed essentially from
the treacherous “ Anatole.”

“ 1 wish your best girl could See you
now, John D.,” whispered Devar, who
had just recovered from a violent fit of
coughing induced by the raw whisky
which Siegelman dispensed under the
seal of vodka. Curtis laughed at the
Conceit, which was grotesque in its
very essence. Wild and bizarre as his
experiences had been that night, none
was more whimsical than this bawling
of a ballad in an East Broadway sa-
loon while posing as a sailor with three
sheets in the wind.
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“ Mostly Hungarians here,” mut-
tered Steingall. “ We seem to be in
the right place, anyhow.”

“ Let's eat,” said Clancy suddenly.

Reflected in a cracked mirror he
had seen a man and two women rise
and leave a table in the comer occu-
pied by the count. He skipped off the
stool, and made for the vacant place;
the others followed, and Curtis had
several glasses raised to his honor as
he passed through the merry-makers.

Clancy noisily summoned a waitress,
and ordered four plates of spaghetti
with tomatoes. He sat with his back
to the absorbed party beneath the win-
dow, and apologized with exaggerated
politeness when his chair touched that
of the Italian girl, though his accent,
needless to say, was redolent of the
East Side.

“They do not come, then?” he
heard Vassilan say impatiently.

“ P'raps notta to-night,” said the
girl, “ but you sure meet-a dem here,
mebbe to-morrow, mebbe de nex’ day.”

The count tore a leaf from a note-
book and scribbled something rapidly.
When he spoke it was to the Hun-
garian, and in Magyar, but it was easy
to guess that he was giving earnest di-
rections as to the delivery of the note.

“ Now would be a good time to raise
a row if we could manage it,” growled
Steingall.

Curtis was toying with his fourth
meal since sunset, and admitted that he
was ready for anything rather than
spaghetti a la tomato.

“ If there’s enough varieties of Hun-
garians and Slavs in the street 1 can
start a riot in less than no time,” con-
fided Devar.

“ How ?” asked the detective.

“ This way,” and Devar began to
sing. He owned a light tenor, clear
and melodious, and the air had a curi-
ously barbaric lilt which, musically
considered, was reminiscent of the
gipsies’ chorus in “ The Bohemian
Girl.” But the words were couched in
a strange tongue, sonorous and full
voweled, and the Hungarians in the
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room became greatly stirred when it

.dawned on them that a semi-intoxi-
cated American stoker was chanting a
forbidden' national melody.

Far better than he knew, he sound-
ed uncharted deeps in human nature.
Andrew Fletcher of Saltown stated an
eternal truth when he wrote to the
Marquis of Montrose: “ | know a very
wise man that believed that if a man
were permitted to make all the ballads
he need not care who should make the
laws of- a nation.” Before Devar had
finished the first verse people from the
street were crowding in through the
open door, and flashing eyes and
strange ejaculations showed that the
Czechs thought they were witnessing
a miracle. As the second verse rang
out, vibrant and challenging, the mob,
eager to share in the interior excite-
ment, rushed the entrance. Many could
hear, but few could see, and all were
roused to exaltation by a melody the
public singing of which would have
brought imprisonment or death in their
own land.

“ Now for it!” roared Steingall,
and over went table and crockery with
a crash. Of course, this added to the
turmoil, and some women in the cafe
began to shriek. Not knowing in the
least what was causing the commotion,
the crowd surged into that particular
corner, and Steingall, apparently fren-
zied, sprang to the window, opened it,
and said to' Count Vassilan:

“ Get out, quickl They'll be knifing
you in a minute! ”

The Italian screamed at that, so she
was lifted into the safety of the street.
Vassilan . followed, or rather was
practically thrown out, and the young
Hungarian could have climbed after
him nimbly enough had not Curtis in-
sisted on helping him, and, pinioning
his arms, forced him head foremost
over the sill, but not so rapidly that

Steingall should be unable to “ go
through him” scientifically for the
note. &

“ Be off, you two! Take the car
and go home!”

8 C
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It was no time for argument. Both
Curtis and Devar read into Steingall’s
muttered injunction the belief that the
hunt had ended for the night. They
knew that the detectives could take
care of themselves, and they had scram-
bled through the window and made off
swiftly in the direction of the waiting
automobile before the despoiled Hun-
garian regained his feet. The hour
yet wanted nearly ten minutes of being-
one o'clock, so the chauffeur had not
budged from his post in the park.
Devar told him to start the engine
and be ready to jump off without delay.

Then they waited *and watched the
corner of the square intersected by
East Broadway, but neither Steingall
nor Clancy appeared, so they judged
it best to obey orders and make for
the police headquarters. There they
washed and resumed their own clothes,
an operation which consumed another
quarter of an hour. Still there was
no sign of the detectives, and they de-
cided, somewhat reluctantly, to do as
they had been bidden and go' home.

“ What sort of witches’ shibboleth
was that which you brought off in
Siegelman’s?” asked Curtis, while the
car was humming placidly up Broad-
way.

“ Oh, that was an .inspiration!”
chuckled Devar.

“ An inspiration founded on a solid
basis of fact. Now, out with it!”

“Well, 1 was a year at Heidelberg,
you know, and a fellow there told me
that one evening, in a cafe at Temes-
var, a student kicked up a shindy by
singing that song. In less than a min-
ute an officer had been stabbed with his
<own sword, and a policeman shot, and
it took a squadron of cavalry to clear
the street. He learned the blessed
ditty, out of sheer curiosity, and I
picked it up from him.”

“What is it all about?”

Nl don't know. I believe it tells
the Austrians their real name, but I
couldn’'t translate a line of it to save
my life.”

Curtis leaned back and laughed.
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“ You are by way of being a genius,”
he said. “ |1 have seen a crowd go stark,
staring mad because some idiot waved
a black flag, but that was a symbol of
the Boxer rebellion, and it meant
something. In this instance, among
people so far away from their own
country, one would hardly expect— ”

He broke off suddenly, and leaned
forward.

The car had just entered Madison
Square, at the junction of Broadway
and Fifth Avenue, south of Twenty-
Third Street. A Columbus Avenue
street-car had halted to allow traffic to
pass, and a gray automobile which was
coming out of Fifth Avenue had been
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held up by a policeman stationed there.
Curtis’s attention was caught by the
color and shape of the vehicle, and in
the flood of light cast by the powerful
lamps and brilliant electric devices con-
centrated on that important crossing,
he obtained a vivid glimpse of the
chauffeur’s face.

“ Devar,” he said, and some electri-
cal quality in his voice startled his mer-
curial companion into instant atten-
tion, “ tell your man to overtake that
car and run it into the sidewalk. The
driver is ‘ Anatole,” and it is our duty
to stop him!”

At that moment the policeman sig-
naled the up-town traffic to move on.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK. Don't forgot this magazine b liaued weekly, and that you
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CHAPTER XXIII.

Bearing the Truce.

letter was written in
the cramped hand of
Brother Spicer. Through
its faulty diction ran a
plainly discernible un-
dernote of disapproval for Samson,
though there was no word of reproof
or criticism. It was plain that it was
sent, as a matter of courtesy, to one
who, having proven an apostate,
scarcely merited such consideration.
It informed him that old"Spicer South
had been “ mighty porely,” but was
now better, barring the breaking of
age. Every one was “ tolerable.”

HE

1 W

Then came the announcement which-
the letter had been written to convey.
The term of the South-Hollman truce
had ended, and it had been renewed
for an indefinite period.

“ Some of your folks thought they
ought to let you know because they
promised to give you a say,” wrote the
informant. “ But they decided that it
couldn’t hardly make no difference to
you, since you have left the mountains,
and, if you cared anything about it,
you knew the time and could of been
here. Hoping this finds you Well.”

Samson’s face clouded. He., threw
the soiled and scribbled missive down
on the table and sat with unseeing eyes
fixed on the studio wall. So they had

* Thb story began in The Cavalier for February 8.
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cast him out of their councils! They
already thought of him as one who had
been!

He rose and paced the floor, with
teeth and hands clenched, and the
sweat standing out on his forehead.
His advisers had of late been urging
him to go to Paris. He had refused,
and his unconfessed reason had been
that in Paris he could not answer a
sudden call. He would go back to
them now and compel them to admit
his leadership. *

Then his eyes fell on the unfinished
portrait of Adrienne. The face gazed
at him with its grave sweetness, its
fragrant subtlety, and its fine-grained
delicacy. Her pictured lips were si-
lently arguing for the life he had found
among strangers, and her victory
would have been an easy one but for
the fact that just now his conscience
seemed to be on the other side. Sam-
son’s civilization was two years old—*
a thin veneer over a century of feudal-
ism— and now the century was thun-
dering its call of blood.

But as the man struggled over the
dilemma the pendulum swung back.
The hundred years had left also a
heritage of quickness and bitterness to
resent injury and injustice. His own
people had cast him out. They had
branded him as the deserter; they felt
no need of him or his counsel. Very
well, let them have it so. His problem,
had been settled for him. His Gordion
knot was cut.

Sally and his uncle alone had his ad-
dress. This letter casting him out must
have been authorized by them, Brother
Spicer acting merely as amanuensis.
They, too, had repudiated him— and if
that were true, except for the graves
of his parents, the hills had no tie to
hold him.

“ Sally, Sally!” he groaned, drop-
ping his face on his crossed arms while
his'shoulders heaved in an agony of
heart-break, and his words came in the
old, crude syllables: " I ’lowed you'd
believe in me ef hell froze!” He rose
after that and made a fierce gesture
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with his clenched fists. " All right,”
he said bitterly, “ I'm shet of the lot of
ye. I'm done.”

But it is easier to say the words of
repudiation than to cut the ties that
were knotted about his heart. Again
he saw Sally standing by the old stile
in the starlight with sweet, loyal eyes
lifted to his own, and again he heard
her vow that if he came back she would
be waiting. Now that picture lay
across a sea over which-he could not
return. Sally and his uncle had au-
thorized his excommunication.

There was, after all, in the entire
world no faith which would stand un-
altered, and there was in all the world
no reward that could be a better thing
than Dead Sea fruit without the love
of that barefooted girl back there in
the log cabin, whose sweet tongue could
not fashion phrases except in illiteracy.

He would have gambled his soul on
her steadfastness without fear— and he
bitterly told himself he would have
lost. And yet— some voice sounded to
him as he stood there alone in the
studio with the arteries knotted on his
temples and the blood running cold and
bitter in his veins— and yet what right
had he, the deserter, to demand faith?

One hand went up and clasped his
forehead — and the hand fell on the
head that had been shorn because a
foreign woman had asked it. What
tradition had he kept inviolate? And
in his bitter mood that small matter of
shortened hair meant as great and bit-
ter surrender as it had meant to the
Samson before him, whose mighty
strength had gone out with the snip-
ping of shears. What course was open
to him now, except that of following
the precedent of the other Samson, of
pulling .down the whole temple of his
past? He was disowned and could not
return. He would go ahead with the
other life, though at-the moment he
hated it. ,

With a rankling soul the moun-
taineer left New York. He wrote Sally
a brief note, telling her that he was
going to cross the ocean; but his hurt
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pride forbade his pleading for her con-
fidence or adding, “ | love you.” He
plunged into the art-life of the “ other
side of the Seine,” and worked vora-
ciously. He was trying to learn much
—and to forget much.

Adrienne had not yet seen her por-
trait. Samson had needed a few hours
of finishing when he left New York,
though it was work which could be
done away from the model. So it was
natural that when Adrienne with a
party reached Paris, some months
later, she should soon insist on cross-
ing the river to Samson’s studio for an
inspection of her commissioned can-
vas. For a while she wandered about
the businesslike place, littered with the
gear of the painter’s craft. It was in
a way a form of mind - reading, for
Samson’s brush was the tongue of his
soul.

The girl’'s eyes grew thoughtful as
she saw that he still drew the leering,
saturnine face of Jim Asberry. He
had not outgrown hate, then? But
she said nothing until he brought out
and set on an easel her own portrait.

For a moment she gasped with sheer
delight, and she would have been hard
to please had she not. It was a face
through which the soul showed, and
the soul was strong and flawless. The
girl’'s personality radiated from the
canvas— and yet— a disappointed little
look crossed and clouded her eyes. She
was conscious of an indefinable catch
of pain at her heart. Samson stepped
forward, and his waiting eyes were
disappointed.

“You don't like it,. Drennie?” he
anxiously questioned. But she smiled
in answer and declared: “ I love it.”

He went out a few minutes later to
telephone for her to Mrs. Lescott, and
gave Adrienne carte blanche to browse
among his portfolios and stacked can-
vases until his return. In a few min-
utes she discovered one of those ef-
forts which she called his “ rebellious
pictures.”

These were such things as he paint-
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ed, using no model except memory per-
haps, not for the making of finished
pictures, or even for the value of the
work, but merely to give outlet to his
feelings— an outlet which some men
might have found in talk.

This particular canvas was roughly
blocked in, and it was elementally sim-
ple; but each brush - stroke had been
thrown against the surface with the
concentrated fire and energy of a blow,
except the strokes that had painted the
face, and there the brush had seemed
to kiss the canvas.

The picture showed a barefooted
girl standing in barbaric simplicity of
dress in the glare of the arena, while
a gaunt lion crouched eying her. Her
head was lifted as though she were
listening to far - away music. In the
eyes was indomitable courage. That
canvas was at once a declaration of
love and a miserere. Adrienne set it
up beside her own portrait, and as she
studied the two, with her chin resting
on her gloved hand; her eyes cleared of
guestioning.

Now she knew what she missed in
her own more beautiful likeness. It
had been painted with all the admira-
tion of the mind. This other had been
dashed off straight from the heart—
and this other was Sally. She replaced
the sketch where she had found it, and
Samson, returning, found her busy
with little sketches of the Seine.

Tamarack Spicer sat on the top of
a box car, swinging his legs over the
side. He was clad in overalls, and in
the pockets of his breeches reposed a
bulging flask of red liquor and an un-
bulging pay-envelope. Tamarack had
been “ railroading ” for several months
this time. He had made a new record
for sustained effort and industry, but
now June was beckoning him- to the
mountains with vagabond yearnings
for freedom, and leisure. Many things
invited his soul.

Almost four years had passed since
Samson had left the mountains, and in
four years a woman can change her
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mind. Sally might, when they met on
the road, greet him once more as a
kinsman and agree to forget his faulty
method of courtship. This time he
would be more diplomatic. Yesterday
he had gone to the boss and “ called
for his time.” To-day he was paid off
and a free lance.

As he reflected on these matters a
fellow trainman came along the top of
the car and sat down at Tamarack’s
side. This brakeman had also been re-
cruited from the mountains, though
from another section— over toward the
Virginia line.

“ So yer quittin’?”
newcomer.

Spicer nodded:

“ Goin’ back thar on Misery?”

Again Tamarack answered with a
jerk of his head.

“ 1've been layin’ off ter tell ye some-
thin’, Tam’rack.”

“ Cut her loose.”

“ 1 laid over in Hixon last week, an’
some fellers that used ter know my
mother’'s folks took me down in the
cellar of Hollman’s store, an’ give me
some licker.”

“ What of hit?”

“ They was talkin’ 'bout you.”

“ What did they say?”

“1 seen that they was enemies of
yours, an’ they wasn't in no good
humor, so when they axed me ef |
knowed ye, | ’lowed | didn't know
nothin’ good about ye. 1 had ter cuss
ye out or git in trouble myself.”

Tamarack cursed the whole Hollman
tribe, and his companion went on:

“ Jim Asberry was thar. H e’lowed
they'd found out thet you'd done shot
Purvy thet time, an’ he said ” — the
brakeman paused to add emphasis to
his conclusion — “ thet the next time
you come home he ’'lowed ter git you
plumb shore.”

Tamarack scowled. “ Much obleeged,”
he replied.

At Hixon, Tamarack Spicer strolled
along the street toward the court-
house. He wished to be seen. So long
as it was broad daylight and he dis-
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played no hostility he knew he was safe
—and he had plans.

Standing before the Hollman store
were Jim Asberry and several compan-
ions. They greeted Tamarack affably.

“ Ridin’ over ter Misery? ” inquired
Asberry.

“’Lowed | mout es well.”

“ Mind ef | rides with ye es fur es
Jesse’s place? ”

“ Plumb glad ter have company,”
drawled Tamarack.

They chatted of many things and
traveled slowly, but when they came to
those narrows where they could not
ride stirrup to stirrup, each jockeyed
for the rear position, and the man who
found himself forced into the lead
turned in his saddle and talked back
over his shoulder, with wary though
seemingly careless eyes. Each knew
the other was bent on murder.

At Purvy's gate Asberry waved
farewell and turned in. Tamarack
rode on, but shortly he hitched his
horse in the concealment of a hollow,
walled with huge rocks, and disap-
peared into the laurel.

He began climbing, in a crouched
position, bringing each foot down
noiselessly, and pausing often to listen.

Jim Asberry had not been outwardly
armed when he left Spicer. But soon
the brakeman’s delicately attuned ears
caught a sound which made him lie flat
in the lee of a great log, where he was
masked in clumps of flowering rhodo-
dendron. Soon Asberry passed him,
also walking cautiously, but hurriedly,
and cradling a rifle in the hollow of his
arm. Then Tamarack knew that he
was taking a short cut to head him off
and “ layway ” him in the gorge a mile
away by road, but a short distance only
over the hill.

Tamarack Spicer held his heavy re-
volver cocked in his hand, but it was
too near the Purvy house to risk a shot.
He waited a moment, and then, rising,
went on noiselessly with a snarling
grin, stalking the man who was stalk-
ing him.

Asberry found a place at the foot of
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a Huge pine where the undergrowth
would cloak him. Twenty yards be-
low ran the creek-bed road, returning
from its long horseshoe deviation.

When he had taken his position his
faded butternut clothing matched the
earth as inconspicuously as a quail
matches dead leaves, and he settled
himself to wait. Slowly and with in-
finite caution his intended victim stole
down, guarding each step, until he was
in short and certain range. He also lay
flat on his stomach, and raised the
already cocked pistol. He steadied it
in a two-handed grip against a tree-
trunk and trained it with deliberate
care on' a point to the left of the other
man’s spine just below the shoulder-
blades.

Then he pulled the trigger. He did
not go down to inspect his work. It
was not necessary. The instantaneous
fashion with which the head of the
ambuscader settled forward on its face
told him all he wanted to know. He
slipped back to his horse, mounted, and
rode fast to the house of Spicer South,
demanding asylum.

The next day came word that if
Tamarack Spicer would surrender and
stand trial in a court dominated by the
Hollmans, the truce would continue.
Otherwise, the “ war was on.” The
Souths flung back the message:
“ Come and git him.”

But Hollman and Purvy, hypocrit-
ically clamoring for the sanctity of the
law, made no effort to come and “ git
him.” They knew that Spicer South’s
house was now a fortress prepared for
siege. They knew that every trail
hither was picketed. Also, they knew
a better way. This time they had the
color of the law on their side.

The circuit judge, through the sher-
iff, asked for troops, and troops came.
Their tents dotted the river-bank below
the Hixon Bridge. A detail under a
white flag went out after Tamarack
Spicer. The militia captain, in com-
mand, who feared neither feudist nor
death, was courteously received. He
had brains, and he assured them that
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he acted under orders which could not
be disobeyed.

Unless they surrendered the prisoner.,
Gatling guns would follow. If neces-
sary they would be dragged behind ox-
teams. Many militiamen might be
killed, but for each of them the State
had another. If Tamarack would sur-
render, the officer would guarantee him
personal protection; and, if it seemed
necessary, a change of venue would
secure him trial in another circuit.

For hours the clan deliberated. For
the soldiers they felt no enmity. For
the young captain they felt an in-
stinctive liking. He was a man.

Old Spicer South, restored to an
echo of his former robustness by the
call of action, gave the clan’s verdict:

“ Hit hain't the co’'t we're sceered
of. Ef this boy goes ter town,, he
won’t never git inter no co't. He'll
be murdered.”

The officer'held out his hand.

“As man to man,” he said, “ | pledge
you my word, that no one shall take
him except by process of law. 1'm not
working for the Hollmans or the Pur-
vys. | know their breed.”

For a space old South looked into
the soldier's eyes, and the soldier
looked back.

“1'll take yore handshake on thet
bargain,” said the mountaineer grave-
ly. “ Tam’rack,” he added, in a voice
of finality, “ ye've got ter go.”

The officer had meant what he said.
He marched his prisoner into Hixon
at the center of a hollow square, with
muskets at the ready. And yet, as the
boy passed into the court-house yard,
with a soldier rubbing elbows on each
side, a cleanly aimed shot sounded from
somewhere. The smokeless powder
told no tale, and with blue shirts and
army hats circling him, Tamarack fell
and died.

That afternoon one of Hollman’s
henchmen was found lying in the road,
with his lifeless face in the water of
the creek. The next day, as old Spicer
South stood 'at the door of his cabin,
a rifle barked from the hillside, and he
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fell, shot through the left shoulder by
a bullet intended for his heart. All
this while the troops were helplessly
camped at Hixon.

They had power and inclination to
go out and get men, but there was no
man to get.

The Hollmans had used the soldiers
as far as they wished; they had made
then/ pull the chestnuts out of the fire
and Tamarack Spicer out of his strong-
hold. They now refused to swear out
additional warrants.

A detail had rushed into Hollman’s
store an instant after the shot which
killed Tamarack was fired. Except
for a woman buying a card of buttons,
and a fair-haired clerk waiting on her,
they found the house empty.

Back beyond, the hills were impene-
trable, and answered no questions.

CHAPTER XXI1V.
The Call of the Hills.

OLD Spicer South would ten years
n ago have put a bandage on his
wound and gone about his business,
but now he tossed under his patchwork
quilt, and Brother Spicer expressed
grave doubts for his recovery. With
his counsel unavailable, Wile McCager,
by common consent, assumed some-
thing like the powers of a regent, and
took upon himself the duties to which
Samson should have succeeded.

That a Hollman should have been
able to elude the pickets, and penetrate
the heart of South territory to Spicer
South's cabin, was both astounding and
alarming. The war was on without
question now, and there must be coun-
cil. Wile McCager had sent out a
summons for the family heads to meet
that afternoon at his mill. It was Sat-
urday— " mill day "—and, in accord-
ance with ancient custom, the lanes
would be more traveled than usual.

Those men who came by the wagon-
road afforded no unusual spectacle, for
behind each saddle sagged a sack of
grist. Their faces bore no stamp of
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unwonted excitement, but every man
balanced a rifle across his pommel.
None the less, their purpose was grim,
and their talk, when they had gathered,
was to the point.

Old McCager, himself sorely per-
plexed, voiced the sentiment that the
others had been too courteous to ex-
press. With Spicer South bedridden
,and Samson a renegade, they had no
adequate leader. McCager was a solid
man of intrepid courage and honesty,
but grinding grist was his avocation,
not strategy and tactics. The enemy
had such masters of intrigue as Purvy
and Judge Hollman.

Then a lean sorrel mare came jog-
ging into view, switching her fly-bitten
tail; and on the mare’s back, urging
him with a long, leafy switch, sat a
woman. Behind her sagged the two
loaded -ends of a corn-sack. She rode
like the mountain-women, facing much
to the side, yet unlike them. Her arms
did not flap. She did not bump gawk-
ily up and down in her saddle, tier
blue calico dress caught the sun at a
distance, but her blue sunbonnet shaded
and masked her face. She was lithe
and slim, and her violet eyes were pro-
foundly serious, and her lips were as
resdlutely set as Joan of Arc’s might
have been; for Sally Miller had come
only ostensibly to have her corn ground
to meal.

She had really come to speak for the
absent chief, and she knew that she
would be met with derision. The years
had sobered the girl, but her beauty
had increased, though it was now of
a chastened type, which gave her a
strange and rather exalted refinement
of expression.

Wile McCager came to the mill door
as she rode up and lifted the sack from
her horse.

“ Howdy, Sally? ” he greeted.

“ Tol'able, thank ye,” said Sally;
“1I'm goin’ ter get off.”

As she entered the great, half-light-
ed room, where the millstones creaked,
on their cumbersome shafts, the hum
of discussion sank to silence. The
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place was brown with age and dirt, and
powdered with a coarse dusting of
meal. The girl nodded to the dozen
mountaineers gathered in conclave;
then, turning to the miller, she an-
nounced : “ I’'m going to send for Sam-
son.”

The statement was at first met with
dead silence, then came a rumble of
indignant dissent; but for that she was
prepared, as she was prepared for the
scornful laughter which followed.

“ 1 reckon if Samson was here,” she
said dryly, “ you all wouldn’'t think it
was quite so funny.”

Old Caleb Wiley spat through his
bristling- beard, and his voice was a
quavering rumble.

“What we wants is a man. We
hain't got no use fer no Jraitors thet's
too almighty damn busy doin’ fancy
work ter stand by their kith an’ kin.”

“ That's a lie! ” said the girl scorn-
fully. “ There’'s just one man living
that's smart enough to match Jesse
Purvy—an’ that one man is Samson.
Samson’s got the right to lead the
Souths, and he's going to do it—ef he
wants to.”

“ Sally,” Wile McCager spoke sooth-
ingly, “ don't go gittin’ mad. Caleb
talks hasty. We knows ye used ter be
Samson’s gal, an’ we hain’t aimin’ ter
hurt yore feelin’'s. But Samson’s done
left the mountings. | reckon ef he
wanted ter come back, he'd ’'a’ come
afore now. Let him stay whar he’s at.”

“Whar is he at?” demanded old
Caleb Wiley in a truculent voice.

“ That's his business,” Sally flashed
back; “ but I know. All | want to tell
you is this: don’'t you make a move
till 1 have time to get word to him. 1
tell you, he’s got to have his say.”

“1 reckon we hain't a.goin’ ter
wait,” sneered Caleb, “ fer a feller thet
won't let hit be known whar he’'s a so-
journin’ at. ET ye air so shore of him,
why won't ye tell us whar he is now?”

“ That's my business, too.” Sally’s
voice was resolute. “ I've got a letter
here— it'U take two days to get to
Samson. It'll take him two or three
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days more to get hefe. You’'ve got to
wait a week.”

“ Sally ” — the temporary chieftain
spoke, still in a patient, humoring sort
of voice, as to a tempestuous child—
“ thar hain’'t no place ter mail a litter
nigher then Hixon. No South can’t
ride inter Hixon, an’ rifle out again.
The mail-carrier won’t be down this
way fer two days yit.”

“I'm not askin’ any South to ride
into Hixon. 1 recollect another time
when Samson was the only one that
would do that,” she answered, still
scornfully. “ I didn't come here to ask
favors. | came to give orders— for
him A train leaves soon in the morn-
ing. My letter's goin’ on that train.”

“ Who's goin’ ter take hit ter town
fer ye? ”

“1I'm goin’ to take it for myself.”
Her reply was given as a matter of
course.

“ That wouldn’'t hardly be safe,
Sally,” the miller demurred. “ This
hain't no time fer a gal ter be gali-
vantin’ around by herself in the night-
time. Hit's a cornin’ up ter storm, an’
ye've got thirty miles ter ride an’
thirty-five back ter yore house.”

“ 1I'm not scared,” she replied. “ I'm
goin’; an’ I'm warnin’ you now, if you
do anything that Samson don't'like
you'll have to answer to him when he
comes.”

She turned, walking very erect and
dauntless to her sorrel mare, and dis-
appeared at a gallop.

“1 reckon,” said Wile McCager,
breaking the silence at last, “ hit don't
make no great dif'rence. He won't
hardly come nohow.” Then he added:
“ But thet boy is smart.”

Samson’s return from Europe, after
a year’s study, was in the nature of a
moderate triumph. With the art spon-
sorship of George Lescott and the so-
cial sponsorship of Adrienne, he found
that orders for portraits from those
who could pay munificently seemed to
seek him. He was tasting the novelty
of being lionized. X
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That summer Mrs. Lescott opened
her house on Long lIsland early, and
the life there was full of the sort of
gaiety that comes to pleasant places
when young men in flannels and girls
in soft, summery gowns and tanned
cheeks are playing wholesomely and
singing tunefully and making love—
not too seriously.

Samson, tremendously busy these
days in a new studio of his own, had
run over for a week. Horton was, of
course, of the party; and George Les-
cott was doing the honors as host. Be-
sides these,.all of whom regarded them-
selves as members of the family, there
was a group of even younger folk, and
the broad halls and terraces and tennis-
courts rang all day long with their
laughter, and the floors trembled at
night under the rhythmical tread of
their dancing.

Off across the lawns and woodlands
stretched the blue, sail-flecked waters
of the Sound, and on the next hill rose
the tile roofs and cream-white walls of
the country club.

One evening when Adrienne drifted
to the pergola, where she took refuge
under a mass of honeysuckle, Samson
South followed her. She saw him
coming, and smiled.- She was contrast-
ing this Samson, loosely clad in flan-
nels, with the Samson she had first
seen rising awkwardly to greet her in
the studio.

“ You should have stayed inside and
made yourself agreeable to the girls,”
Adrienne reproved him as he came up.
“What's the use of making a lion of
you if you won’'t roar for the visit-
ors?”

“1've been roaring!” laughed the
man. “ I've just been explaining to
Miss Willoughby that we only eat the
people we kill in Kentucky on certain
days of solemn\ observance and sacri-
fice. 1 wanted to be agreeable to you,
Drennie, for a while.”

The girl shook her head sternly, but
she smiled and made a place for him
at her side. She wondered what form
his being agreeable to her would take.
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“1 wonder if the man or woman
lives,” mused Samson, “ to whom the
fragrance of honeysuckle doesn’'t bring
back some old memory that is as strong
—and sweet— as itself.”

The girl did not at once answer him.
The breeze was stirring the hair on her
temples and neck. The moon was
weaving a lace pattern on the ground,
and filtering its silver light through the
vines. At last she asked:

“ Do you ever find yourself home-
sick, Samson, these days?”

The man answered with a short
laugh. Then his words came softly—
and not his own words, but those of
one more eloquent:

Who hath desired the sea?
loneliness rather

Than the forecourts of kings, and her ut-
termost pits than the streets where
men gather . . .

His sea that his being fulfils?

So and no otherwise—so and no otherwise
hillmen desire their hills.

Her excellent

“ And yet "—she said, and a trace
of the argumentative stole into her
voice— “ you haven't gone back.”

“No.” There was a note of self-
reproach in his voice. “ But soon I
shall go. At least for atime. I'm just
beginning to understand my relation to
them and my duty.”

“Your duty is no more to go back
there and throw away your life,” she
found herself instantly contending,
“ than it is the duty of the young eagle
who has learned to fly to go back to the
nest where he was hatched.”

“ But, Drennie,” he said gently,
“ suppose the young eagle is the only
one that knows how to fly—and sup-
pose he could teach the others? Don’'t
you see? -l1've only seen it myself for
a little while.”

“ What is it that you see now? ”

“ 1 must go back, not to relapse, but
to become a constructive force. | must
carry some of the outside world to
Misery, gifts that they would reject
from other hands.”

“ Will they accept them even from
you?”
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“ Drennie, you once said that if 1
grew ashamed of my people, ashamed
even of their boorish manners, their
ignorance, their crudity, you would
have no use for me."

“ 1 still say that," she answered.

“ Well, I'm not ashamed of them. |
went through that, but it's over."”

She sat silent for a while, then cried

suddenly: “ 1 don’'t want you to go,
Samson!”

The moment she had said it ~she
caught herself with a nervous little

laugh and added a postscript of whim-
sical nonsense to disarm her utterance
of its telltale feeling. “ Why, I'm
just getting you civilized yourself. It
took two years to get your hair cut."

He ran his palm over his smoothly
trimmed head and laughed.

“ Delilah—oh, Delilah!” he said.

“Don’'t!” she exclaimed. *“ Don’'t
call me that.”

“ Then, Drennie dear,” he an-
swered lightly, “ don’'t dissuade me

from the most decent resolve |
lately made.”

From the house came the strains of
an alluring waltz. For a little time
they listened without speech, then the
girl said very gravely:

“You won't—you won't still feel
bound to Kkill your enemies, will you
Samson?”

The man’s face hardened.

“ 1 believe 1I'd rather not talk about
that. | shall have to win back the con-
fidence | have lost. | shall have to take
a place at the head of my clan, by prov-
ing myself a man—and a man by their
own standards. It is only at their head
that | can lead them. If the lives of
a few assassins have to be forfeited. |
sha'n’t hesitate at that. | shall stake
my own against them fairly. The end
is worth it.”

The girl breathed deepfy, then she
heard Samson’s voice again. “ Dren-
nie, I want you to understand that
if 1 succeed it is your success. You
took me raw and unfashioned and you
have made me. There is no way of
thanking you.”

have
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“ There is a way,” she contradicted;
“ you can thank me by feeling just that
way about it.”

“ Then | do thank you.”

She sat looking up at him, her eyes
wide and questioning. “ Exactly what
do you feel, Samson,” she asked—“ |
mean about me ?”

He leaned a little toward he, and the
fragrance and subtle beauty of her
stole into his veins and brain in a
sudden intoxication. His hand went
out to seize hers. This beauty which
would last and not wither into a hag's
ugliness with the first breath of age—
as mountain beauty does— was hypno-
tizing him. Then he straightened and
stood looking down.

“ Don’'t ask me that, please,” he said
in a carefully controlled voice. “1
don’'t even want to ask myself. My
God, Drennie, don't you see that I'm
afraid to answer that? ”

The next afternoon Adrienne and
Samson were sitting with a gaily chat-
tering- group at the side-lines of the
tennis courts.

“ When you go back to the moun-
tains, Samson,” Wilfred was suggest-
ing, “ we might form a partnership—
‘ South, Horton & Co."; development
of coal and timber. There are millions
in it.”

“1'lll go with you, Horton, and
make a sketch or two,” volunteered
George Lescott, who just then arrived
from town. “ And by the way, Sam-
son, here's a letter that came for you
just as | left the studio.”

The mountaineer took the envelope
with a Hixon postmark and for an in-
stant gazed at it with a puzzled ex-
pression. It was addressed in a femi-
nine hand, which he did not recognize.
It was careful but perfect writing, such
as one sees in a school copy-book.
With an apology he tore open the
covering and read the letter. Adrienne,
glancing at his face, saw it turn sudden-
ly pale and grow as set and hard as
marble.

Samson’s eyes were dwelling with
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only partial comprehension on the

script. This is what he read :

.mson: The war is on again.
Tamarack Spicer has killed Jim Asberry,
and the Hollmans have killed Tamarack.
Uncle Spicer is shot, but he may get well.
There is nobody to lead the Souths. | am
trying to hold them down until | hear from
you. Don't come if you don't want to—but
tite gun is ready. With love,

Slowly Samson South came to his
feet. His voice was in the dead level
pitch which Wilfred had once before
heard. His eyes were as clear and
hard as transparent flint.

“I'm sorry to be of trouble,
George,” he said quietly. *“ But you
must get me to New York at once—

hy motor. | must take a train South
to-night.”

“ No Itad news, | hope,” suggested
Lescott.

For an instant Samson forgot his

four years of veneer. The century
broke out fiercely. He was seeing
things far away—and forgetting
things near by. His eyes blazed and
his fingers twitched.

“ Hell, no!” he exclaimed. *“ The
war’s on, and my hands are freed!”

CHAPTER XXV.

“ Vengeance Is Mine.”

CAMSON, throwing things hurried-
n ly into his bag, heard a knock on
his door. He opened it, and outside
in the hall stood Adrienne. Her face
was pale, and she leaned a little on the
hand which rested against the white
jamb.

“ What does it mean?” she asked.,

He came over. “ It means, Dren-
nie,” he said, “ that you may make a
pet of a leopard-cub, but there will
come a day when something of the
jungle -comes out in him—and he

must go. My uncle has been shot,
and the feud is on—I've been sent
for.”

He paused, and she half whispered
in an appealing voice: “ Don’t go.”
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“You don't mean that,” he said
quietly. “ If it were you, you would
go. Whether | get back here or not”
— he hesitated—“ my gratitude will be
with you—always.” He broke off,

and said suddenly: “ Drennie, | don't
want to say good-by to you. | can't.”
“ It’'s not necessary yet,” she an-

swered. - I'm going to drive you to
New York.”

“No!” he exclaimed; - it's too far,
and I've got to go fast—"

“ That's why I'm going,” she
promptly assured him. “1I'm the

only fool on these premises that can
get all the speed out of a car that's in
her engine—and the constables are
good to me. | just came up here
to—" She hesitated, then added:
“ And to say God keep you, boy.” '

He seized her hand in both his own
and gripped it hard. He tried to
speak, but only shook his head with a
rueful smile.

“ I'll be waiting at the door with the

car,” she told him as she left.
Horton, too, came in to volunteer
assistance.

“ Wilfred,” said Samson feelingly,
- there isn't any man I'd rather have
at my back in a stand-up fight. But
this isn't exactly that sort. Where
I'm going a fellow has got to be in-

visible. No, you can't help now.
Come down later. We'll organize
Horton, South & Co.”

“ South, Horton & Co.,” corrected

Wilfred. *“ Native sons first.”

At that moment Adrienne believed
she had decided the long-mooted ques-
tion. Of course she had not. It was
merely the stress of the moment, ex-
aggerating the importance of one she
was losing at the expense of the one
who was left. Still, as she sat in the
car waiting, her world seemed slipping
into chaos under her feet, and when
Samson had taken his place at her side
the machine leaped forward into a
reckless plunge of speed.

Samson stopped at hjs studio and
threw open an old closet, where, from
a littered pile of discarded back-
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ground  draperies, canvases, and
stretchers, he fished out a buried and
dust-covered pair of saddle - bags.
They had long lain there forgotten,
but they held the rusty clothes in
which he had left Misery. He
dropped them at Adrienne’s feet as he
handed her the studio keys.

. “ Will you please have George look
after things and make the necessary
excuses to my sitters? He'll find a
list of appointments in the desk.”

The girl nodded.. “ What are
those? ” she asked, gazing at the great
leather pockets as at some relic un-
earthed from Pompeian excavations.

“ Saddle-bags, Drennie,” he said;
“ and in them are homespun and jeans.
One can't lead his * fluttered folk and
wild ' in a cutaway coat.”

Shortly they were at the station,
and the man. standing at the side of
the machine took her hand.

“ It’'s not good-by, you know,” he
said, smiling. “ Just auf wicdersc-
hen.”

She nodded and smiled, too, but as
she smiled she shivered and turned the

car slowly. There was no need to
hurry now.
Samson had caught the fastest

west-bound express on the schedule.
In thirty-six hours he would be at
Hixon. There were many things
which his brain must attack and di-
gest in these hours. He must arrange
his plan of action to its minutest de-
tail, because he would have as little
time for reflection, once he had
reached his own country, as a wild-
cat flung into a pack of hounds.

He took out Sally’s letter and read
it once more. He read it mechan-
ically and as a piece of news that had
brought evil tidings. Then suddenly
another aspect of it struck him—an
aspect to which the shock of its recep-
tion had, until this tardy moment,
blinded him. The letter was perfectly
grammatical and penned in a hand of
copy-book roundness and evenness.
The address, the body of the missive,,
and the signature were all in one chi-
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rography. She would not have en-
trusted the writing of this letter to any
one else.

Sally had learned to write!

Moreover, at the end were the
words “ with love.” It was all plain
now. Sally had never repudiated
him. She was declaring herself true
to her mission and her love. All that
heart-break through which he had
gone had been due to his own miscon-
ception, and in that misconception he
had drawn into himself and had
stopped writing to her.

Even his occasional letters had for
two years ceased to brighten her
heart - strangling isolation — and she
was still waiting! She had sent no
word of appeal until the moment had
come of which she had promised to
inform him. Sally, abandoned and
alone, had been fighting her way up—
that she might stand on his level!

“ Good God!” groaned the man in
abjectly bitter self- contempt. His
hand went involuntarily to his cropped
head,- and dropped with a gesture of
self-doubting. He looked down at his
tan shoes and silk socks. He rolled
back his shirt-sleeve and contemplated
the forearm that had once been as
brown and tough as leather. It was
now the arm of a city man, except for
the burning of one outdoor week.

He was returning at the eleventh
hour—stripped of the faith of his
kinsmen; half-stripped of his faith in
himself! If he were to realize the
constructive dreams of which he had
last night so confidently prattled to
Adrienne, he must lead his people
from under the blighting shadow of
the feud.

Yet if he was to lead them at all he
must first regain their shaken confi-
dence, and to do that he must go, at
their head, through this mire of war
to vindication. Only a fighting South
could hope to be heard in behalf of
peace. He must reappear before his
kinsmen as much as possible the boy
who had left them— not the fop with.
“ new-fangled ” affectations.
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His eyes fell upon the saddle-bags
on the floor of the Pullman, and he
smiled satirically. He would like to
step from the train at Hixon and
walk brazenly through the town in
those old clothes, challenging every
hostile glance. If they shot him down
on the streets, as they certainly would
do, it would end his questioning and
his anguish of dilemma. He could
welcome that, but it would, after all,
be shirking the issue.

He must get out of Hixon and into
his own country unrecognized. The
lean boy of four years ago was the
somewhat filled out man now. The
one concession that he had made to
Paris life was the wearing of a closely
cropped mustache. That he still wore
— had worn it chiefly because he liked
to hear Adrienne’s humorous denun-
ciation of it. He knew that, in his
present guise and dress, he had an ex-
cellent chance of walking through the
streets of Hixon as a stranger. And,
after leaving Hixon, there was a mis-
sion to be performed at Jesse Purvy’s
store. As he thought of that mission
a grim glint came to his pupils.

As Samson passed through the
tawdry cars of the local train near
Hixon he saw several faces which he
recognized, but they either eyed him
in inexpressive silence or gave him the
greeting of the “ furriner.”

Then the whistle shrieked for the
trestle over the Middle Fork, and at
only a short distance rose the cupola
of the brick court-house and the scat-
tered rpofs of the town. Scattered
over the green slopes by the river-
bank lay the white spread of a tented
company street, and as he looked out
he saw uniformed figures moving to
and fro arid caught the ring of the
bugle-call.

So the militia was on deck. Things
must be bad, he reflected.

He stood on the platform and
looked down as the engine roared
along the trestle. There were two
quick-fire guns. One pointed its muz-
zle toward the town and the other
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scowled up at the face of the moun-
tain. Sentries paced their beats.
Men in undershirts lay dozing outside
tent-flaps. It was all a picture of dis-
ciplined readiness, and yet Samson
knew that soldiers made of painted
tin would be equally effective. These
military forces must remain subserv-
ient to local civil authorities, and the
local civil authorities obeyed the nod
of Judge Hollman and Jesse Purvy.

As Samson crossed the toll-bridge
to the town proper he passed two
brown-shirted militiamen, lounging
on the rail of the middle span. They
grinned at him, and, recognizing the
outsider from his clothes, one of them
commented: “ Ain’t this the hell of a
town?”

“ It’s going to be,” replied Samson
enigmatically as he went on.

Still unrecognized, he hired a horse
at the livery stable, and for two hours
rode in silence, save for the easy
creaking of his stirrup-leathers and
the soft thud of hoofs.

The silence soothed him. The brood-
ing hills lulled his spirit as a crooning
song lulls a fretful child. Mile after
mile unrolled forgotten vistas. Some-
thing deep in himself murmured
“ Home.”

It was late afternoon when he saw
ahead of him the orchard of Purvy’s
place and read on the store wall, a
little more weather-stained but other-
wise unchanged, “ Jesse Purvy, Gen-
eral Merchandise.”

The porch of the store was empty,
and as Samson flung himself from his
saddle there was no one to greet him.
This was surprising, since ordinarily
two or three of Purvy's personal
guardsmen loafed at the front to
watch the road. Just now the guard
should logically be doubled. Samson
still wore his Eastern clothes— for he
wanted to go through that door un-
known. .As Samson South he could
not cross its threshold either way.

But when he stepped up onto the
rough porch flooring no one chal-
lenged his advance. The yard and



126

orchard were quiet from their front
fence to the grisly stockade at the
rear, and wondering at these things,
the young man stood for a moment
looking about at the afternoon peace
before he announced himself.

Yet Samson had not come to the
stronghold of his enemy for the pur-
pose of assassination. There had
been another object in his mind—an
absurdly mad idea, it is true, yet so
bold of conception that it held a ghost
of promise.

He had meant to go into Jesse
Purvy’s store and chat artlessly; like
some inquisitive “ furriner.” Pie
would ask questions which, by their
very impertinence, might be forgiven
on the score of a stranger's folly.
But most of all he wanted to drop the
casual information, which he should
assume to have heard on the train,
that Samson South was returning,
and to mark, on the assassin leader,
the effect of the news.

In his new code it was necessary to
give at least the rattler's warning be-
fore he struck, and he meant to strike.
If he were recognized — well — he
shrugged his shoulders.

But as he stood on the outside
wiping the perspiration from his fore-
head, for the ride had been warm, he
heard voices within. They were such
loud and angry voices that it occurred
to him that, by remaining where he
was, he might gain more information
than by hurrying in.

“ I've done been your executioner
fer twenty years,” complained a voice
which Samson at once recognized as
that of Aaron Hollis, the most trusted
of Purvy’s personal guards. “ | hain't
never layed down on ye yet. Me an’
Jim Asberry killed old Henry South.
We laid fer his boy, an’ would a got
him ef ye'd only said ther word. 1
went inter Hixon and killed Tam’rack
Spicer, with soldiers all 'round me.

“ There hain't no other damn fool
in these mountings would ’'a’ took such
a long chanct es thet. 1I'm tired of hit.
They're a goin’ ter git me, an’ | wants
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ter leave, an’ you won’'t come clean
with the price of a railroad ticket to
Oklahoma. Now, damn yore stingy
soul, | gits that ticket or | gits you.”

“ Aaron, ye can't scare me into
doin’ nothin’ |1 ain't aimin’ to do.”
The old baron of the vendetta spoke
in a cold, stoical voice. “ I tell ye I
ain't quite through with ye yet. In
due an’ proper time I'll see that ye
get yer ticket.” Then he added with
conciliating -.softness: “ We’'ve been
friends a long while. Let's talk this
thing over before we fall out.”

“ Thar hain't nothin’ ter talk over,”
stormed Aaron. “Ye're jest tryin’
ter kill time till the boys gits hyar,
and then 1 reckon ye ’lows ter have
me Kilt like yer've had me Kkill them
others. Hit hain't no use. I've done
sent 'em away. When they gits back
hyar either you'll be in hell or I'll be
on my way outen the mountings.”

Samson stood rigid. Here was the
confession of one murderer, with no
denial from the other. The truce was
off. Why should he wart? Cataracts
seemed to thunder in his brain, and
yet he stood there, his hand in his
coat-pocket clutching the grip of a
magazine pistol.

Samson South, the old, and Sam-
son South, the new, were writhing in

the life-and-death grapple of two
codes.
Then, before decision came, he

heard a sharp report inside, and the
heavy fall of a body to the floor. A
wildly excited figure came plunging
through the door, and Samson’s left
hand swept out and seized Aaron Hol-
lis's shoulder in a sudden, viselike
grip-

“ Do you know me?” he inquired,
as the mountaineer crouched back.

“ No, damn ye; git outen my road.”
Aaron thrust his cocked rifle close
against the stranger’s face. From its
muzzle came the acrid stench of fresh-
ly burned powder.

“ My name is Samson South.”

Before the astounded finger on the
rifle-trigger could be crooked Sam-
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son’s pistol spoke from the pocket,
and as though in echo the rifle blazed,
a little too late and a shade too high,
as the dead man’s arms went up.

CHAPTER XXVI.
“ Wildcat Samson’s Home.”

PXCEPT -for those two reports
L there was no sound. Samson
stood still anticipating an uproar of
alarm. Now he should doubtless have
to pay with his life for both the
Heaths which would inevitably and
logically be attributed to him. But
strangely enough no clamor arose.

The shot inside had been muffled,
and those outside broken by the inter-
vening store did not arouse the house.
Purvy’'s body-guard had been sent
away by Hollis on a false alarm. Only
the “ wimmen folks ” and children re-
mained indoors, and they were drown-
ing with a piano any sounds that, might
have come from without.

That piano was the chief emblem of
Purvy’'s wealth. It represented the
acme of “ having things hung up ”;
that, ancient and expressive phrase
which had come down from days
when the pioneer’'s worldly condition
was gaged by the hams hanging in
the smoke-house and the peppers, to-
bacco, and herbs strung high against
the rafters.

Now Samson South stood looking
down uninterrupted on the body of
Aaron Hollis as it lay motionless at
his feet.

The breeze was harping sleepily
among the branches, and several
geese stalked pompously along the
creek’s edge. On the top of the stock-
ade a gray squirrel, sole witness to the
tragedy, rose on his haunches, flirted
his brush, and then, in a sudden leap of
alarm, disappeared.

Samson turned to the darkened
doorway. Inside was emptiness ex-
cept for the other body, which had
crumpled forward and face down
across the counter. A glance showed
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that Jesse Purvy would no more fight
back the coming of death. He was
quite unarmed. Behind his spent body
ranged shelves of general merchan-
dise. Boxes of sardines and cans of
peaches were lined in homely array
above him. His lifeless hand rested
as though flung out in an oratorical
gesture, on a bolt of blue calico.

Samson paused only for a momen-
tary survey. His score was clean. He
would not again have to agonize over
the dilemma of old ethics and new.
To-morrow the word would spread
like wild-fire along Misery and Cripple-
shin, that Samson South was back,
and that his coming had been signal-
ized by these two deaths.

The fact that he was responsible for
only one—and that in self-defense—
would not matter. They would pre-
fer to believe that he had invaded the
store and killed Purvy, and that Hollis
had fallen in his master's defense at
the threshold. Samson went out, still
meeting no one, and continued his
journey.

Dusk was falling when he hitched
his horse in a clump of timber, and,
lifting his saddle-bags, began climb-
ing to a cabin set far back in a thicket-
ed cove. He was now well within
South territory and the need of mas-
guerade had ended.

-The cabin had not, for years, been
occupied. Its roof-tree was leaning
askew under rotting shingles. The
doorstep was ivy-covered and the
stones of the hearth were broken. But
it lay well hidden, and would serve his
purpose.

Shortly a candle flickered inside,
before a small hand-mirror. Scissors
and safety razor were for a while
busy. The man who entered in impec-
cable clothes emerged fifteen minutes
later— transformed. There appeared
under the rising June crescent, a
smooth-faced native, clad in stained
store clothes, with rough woolen socks
showing at his brogan tops, and a bat-
tered felt hat drawn over his face. No
one who had known the Samson
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South of four years ago would fail
to recognize him now. And the
strangest part, he told, himself, was
that he felt the old Samson.

He no longer doubted his courage.
He had come home, and his conscience
was once more clear.

The mountain-roads and the moun-
tainsides themselves were sweetly si-
lent. Moon-mist engulfed the flats in
a lake of dreams, and as the livery-
stable horse halted to pant at the top
of the final ridge, he could see below
him his destination.

The smaller knobs rose like little
islands out of the vapor, and yonder,
catching the moonlight, like scraps of
gray paper, were two roofs— those of
h$ uncle’'s house and that of the
widow Miller.

At a point where a hand-bridge
crossed the skirting creek, the boy dis-
mounted. Ahead of him lay the stile
where he had said good-by to Sally.
The place was dark and the chimney
smokeless; but as he came nearer, hold-
ing the shadows of the trees, he saw
one sliver of light at the bottom of a
solid shutter; the shutter of Sally’s
room. Yet for a while Samson
stopped there, looking and making no
sound.

He stood at his Rubicon—and be-
hind him lay all the glitter and culture
of that other world, a world that had
been good to him.

And Sally—would she be changed?
His heart was hammering wildly now.
Sally had remained loyal. It was a
miracle, but it was the one thing that
counted. He was going to her and
nothing else mattered. All the ques-
tions of dilemma were answered. He
was Samson South come back to his
own— to Sally and the rifle.

He lifted his head and sent out a
long clear whippoorwill call which
quavered on the night much like the
other calls in the black hills around
him. After a moment he went nearer,
in the shadow of a poplar, and repeat-
ed the call.

Then the cabin-door opened. Its
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jamb framed a patch of yellow candle-
light, and at the center a slender sil-
houetted figure in a fluttering eager at-
titude of uncertainty. The figure
turned slightly to one side, and as it
did so, the man saw clasped in her right
hand the rifle, which had been his mis-
sion, bequeathed to her in trust.

He saw, too, the delicate outline of
her profile, with anxiously parted lips
and a red halo about her soft hair. He
watched the eager heave of her breast,
and the spasmodic clutching of the gun
to her heart. For four years he had
not given that familiar signal. Pos-
sibly it had, lost some of its character-
istic quality, for she still seemed in
doubt.

She hesitated, and the man invisible
in the shadow once more imitated the
bird-note, but this time it was so low
and~"Q.ft that it seemed the voice of a
whispering whippoorwill.

Then, with a sudden glad little cry,
she came running with her old fleet
grace down to the road.

Samson had.vaulted the stile, and
stood in the full moonlight. As he
saw her coming he stretched out his
arms, and his voice broke from his
throat in a half hoarse, passionate cry:
“ Sally!”

It was the only word he could have
spoken just then, but it was all that
was necessary. It told her everything.
It was an outburst from a heart too
full of emotion to grope after speech,
the cry of a man for the one woman
who alone can call forth an inflection
more eloquent than phrases and poetry.
And as she came into his outstretched
arms as straight and direct as a ho-
ming pigeon, they closed about her in a
convulsive grip that held her straining
to him, almost crushing her in the tem-
pest of his emotiom-

For a time there was no speech, but
to each of them it seemed that their
tumultuous heart-beating must sound
above the night music, and the teleg-
raphy of heart-beats tells enough.

Later they would talk; but now,
with a gloriously wild sense of being
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together, with a mutual intoxication of
joy because all that they had dreamed
was true, and all that they had feared
was untrue, they stood there under the
skies clasping each other — with the
rifle between their breasts. Then, as
he held her close, he wondered that a
shadow of doubt could ever have ex-
isted. He wondered if, except in some
nightmare of hallucination, it had ever
existed. (

He felt the nutter of her heart, like
that of a rapturous bird, and the play
of her breath on his face, like the fra-
grance of elder-blossoms.

These were their stars twinkling
overhead. ' These were their hills, and
their moon was smiling on their tryst.

He had gone and seen the world that
lured him; he had met its difficulties
and faced its puzzles. He had even
felt his feet wandering at the last from
the path that led back to her, and now,
with her lithe figure close held in his
embrace, and her red-brown hair
brushing his temples, he marveled how
such an instant of doubt could have
existed. He knew only that the silver
of the moon and the kiss of the "breeze
and the clasp of her soft arms about his
neck were all parts of one great
miracle.

And she, who had waited and al-
most despaired, not taking count of
what she had suffered, felt her knees
grow weak and her head' grow dizzy
with sheer happiness, and wondered if
it were not too marvelous to be true.
And looking very steadfastly into his
eyes, she saw there the gleam which
once had frightened her — the gleam
that spoke of something stronger and
more compelling than his love.

"It no longer frightened her, but

made her soul sing, though it was more
intense than it had ever been before,
for now she knew that it was she her-
self who brought it to his pupils, and
that nothing would ever be stronger.

aDid ye think I wasn’'t a cornin’
back, Sally ?” Samson questioned soft-
ly. At that moment he had no realiza-
tion that his tongue had ever fashioned
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smoother phrases. And she, who had
also been making war on crude idioms,
forgot, too, as she answered:

“Ye done said ye was a cornin’.”
Then she added a happy lie: “ I
knowed plumb shore ye'd do hit.”

After a long while she drew away
and said slowly: “ Samson, I've done
kept the old rifle-gun ready fer ye. Ye
said ye'd need it bad when ye came
back, an’ I've took care of it/’

She stood there holding it, and her
voice dropped almost to a whisper as
she added: “ It's been a lot of com-
fort to me sometimes, because it was
youm. | knew if ye stopped keerin'l
fer me, ye wouldn’t let me keep it—
an’ as long as | had it—ii she broke off,
and the fingers of one hand touched
the weapon caressingly.

The man knew many things now
that he had not known when he said
good-by. He recognized in the very
gesture with which she stroked the old
walnut stock the pathetic heart-hunger
of a nature which had been denied the
fulfilment of its strength and which
had been bestowing on an inanimate
object something that might almost
have been the stirring of the mother
instinct for a child. Now, thank God,
her life should never lack anything
that a flood-tide of love could bring to
it. He bent his head in a mute sort of
reverence.

After a long while they found time
for the less wonderful things.

“ 1 got your letter,” he said serious-
ly, “and | came at once.” As he be-
gan to speak of concrete facts he
dropped again into ordinary English
and did not know that he had changed
his manner of speech.

For an instant Sally looked up into
his face, then, with, a sudden laugh, she
informed him: “ 1 can say ‘isn't’ in-
stead of ‘ hain’'t/ too. How did you
like my writing?”

He held her off at arm’s length and
looked at her pridefully; but under his
gaze her eyes fell, and her face flushed
with a sudden diffidence and a new shy-
ness of realization.
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She -wore a calico dress, but at her
throat was a soft little bow of ribbon.
She was no longer the totally unself-
conscious wood-nymph, though as
natural and instinctive as in the other
days. Suddenly she drew away from
him a little, and her hands went slow-
ly to her breast and rested there. She
was fronting a great crisis, but in the
first flush of joy she had forgotten it

She had spent lonely nights strug-
gling for rudiments; she had sought
and fought to refashion herself, so that
if he came he need not be ashamed of
her. And now he had come, and, with
a terrible clarity and distinctness, she
realized how pitifully little she had
been able to accomplish. Would she
pass muster? She stood there before
him, frightened, self-conscious, palpi-
tating, then her voice came in a whis-
per:

“ Samson dear, I'm not holdin’ you
to any promise. Those things we said
were a long time back. Maybe we'd
better forget 'em now and begin all
over again.”

But again he crushed her in his
arms, and his voice rose triumphantly:
“ Sally, I have no promises to take
back, and you have made none that
I'm ever going to let you take back.
Not while life lasts.”

Her laugh was the delicious music
of happiness.

As they talked, sitting on the stile,
Sally held the rifie across her knees.
Except for their own voices and the
soft chorus of night sounds, the hills
were wrapped in silence— a silence as
soft, as velvet.

Suddenly in a pause there came to
the girl's ears the cracking of a twig
in the woods. With the old instinctive
training of the mountains she leaped
noiselessly down, and for an instant
stood listening with intent ears. Then,
in a low tense whisper as she thrust the
gun into the man’'s hands, she cau-
tioned :

“ Git out of sight. Maybe they've
done found out ye've come back; may-
be they're trailin’ ye!”
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With an instant shock she realized
what mission had brought him back,
and what was his peril, and he, too, for
whom the happiness of the moment
had swallowed up other things, came
back to a recognition of facts.

Dropping into the old woodcraft, he
melted out of sight into the shadow,
thrusting the girl behind him, and
crouched against the fence, throwing
the rifle forward and peering into the
shadows. As he stood there, balancing
the gun once more in his hands, old in
stincts began to stir, old battle-hunger
to rise, and old realizations of primi-
tive things to assault him.

Then, when they had waited with
bated breath until they were both re-
assured, he rose'and swung the stock
to his shoulder several times. With
something like a sigh of contentment,
he said half to himself: “ Hit feels
mighty natural ter throw this old rifle-
gun up. | reckon maybe 1 kin still
shoot hit.”

“ 1 learned some things down there
at school, Samson,” said the girl with
painful hesitation, “ and | wish—I
wish you didn’t have to use it.”

“ Jim Asberry is dead,” said the man
gravely.

“ Yes,” she echoed. “ Jim Asberry’s
'dead.” She stopped there, but her
sigh completed the sentence as though
she had added, “ but he was only one
of several. Your vow went further.”

After a moment's pause, Samson
added: “ Jesse Purvy is dead and
Aaron Hollis is dead.”

The girl drew back with a fright-
ened gasp. She knew what that
meant, or thought she did.

“ Jesse Purvy,” she repeated. “ Oh,
Samson, did ye—” She broke off.
and covered her face with her hands.

“ No, Sally,” he told her. “ I didn't
have to.” He recited the day’'s occur-
rence, and they sat together on the
stile until the moon had sunk to the
ridge-top.

Captain Sidney Callomb, who had
been despatched in command of a mi-
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litia company to “ quell ” the trouble
m the mountains, should have been a
soldier by profession. All his enthusi-
asms were martial. His precision was
military. His cool eye held a note of
command. He had a rare gift of
handling men, which made them ready
to execute the impossible.

But the elder Callomb had trained
his son to succeed him near the head of
a railroad-system, and the young man
had philosophically undertaken to sat-
isfy himself with State Guard shoul-
der-straps.

The deepest sorrow and mortifica-
tion he had ever known was that which
came to him when Tamarack Spicer,
his prisoner of war, and a man who
had been surrendered on the strength
of his personal guarantee, had been
assassinated before his eyes.

Besides being on duty as an officer of
militia, Callomb was a Kentuckian, in-
terested in the problems of his com-
monwealth, and when he went back
he knew that his cousin who occupied
the executive mansion at Frankfort
would be interested in his suggestions.
The Governor had asked him to report
his impressions, and he meant to form
them after analysis.

So, smarting under his impotency,
Captain Callomb came out of his tent
one morning and strolled across the
curved bridge to the town proper. He
knew that the grand jury was con-
vening, and he meant to sit as a spec-

tator in the court-house and study
proceedings when they were in-
structed.

Callomb saw without being told
that over the town lay a sense of por-
tentous tidings. Faces were more
sullen than usual. Men fell into scowl-
ing knots and groups. A clerk at a
store where he stopped for tobacco,

inquired as he made change: Heerd
the news, stranger?"

“What news?”

“ This here ‘Wildcat Samson’
South come back vyistiddy, an’ last

evenin’ tor'ds sundown, Jesse Purvy
an’ Aaron Hollis was shot dead.”

131

For an instant the soldier stood look-
ing at the young clerk, his eyes kindling
into a wrathful blaze. Then he cursed
under his breath. At the door he turned
on his heel. “ Where can Judge Smith-
ers be found at this time of day?” be
demanded.

CHAPTER XXVII.

The Whole Truth.

THE HON. ASA SMITHERS was

not the regular judge of the cir-
cuit which numbered Hixon among its
county seats. The duly elected incum-
bent was ill, and Smithers had been
named as his pro tem, successor. Cal-
lomb climbed to the second story of the
frame bank-building and pounded loud-
ly on a door which bore the boldly
typed shingle, <fAsa Smithers, Attor-
ney at Law.”

The judge was placid and smiling.
The lawyer who was for the time being
exalted to the bench hoped to ascend it
more permanently by the votes of the
Hollman faction, -since only Hollman
votes were counted. He was a young
man of powerful physique, with a face
ruggedly strong and honest.

It was such an honest and fearless
face that it was extremely valuable to
its owner in concealing a crookedness
as resourceful as that of a fox and a
moral cowardice which made him a
spineless tool in evil hands. A shock
of tumbled red hair over a fighting face
added to the appearance of combative
strength.

The Honorable Asa was convention-
ally dressed and his linen was white,
but his collar was innocent of a necktie.
Callomb stood for a moment inside the
door, and when he spoke it was to de-
mand crisply:

" Well, what are you going to do
about it? ”

“ About what, captain?”
the other mildly.

“ Is it possible you haven't heard?
Since yesterday noon two more mur-
ders have been added to the holocaust.

inquired
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You represent the courts of law. | rep-
resent the military arm of the State.
Are we going to stand by and see this
go on?”

The judge shook his head, and his
visage was sternly thoughtful and hypo-
critical. He did not mention that he had
just come from conference with the
Hollman leaders. He did not explain
that the venire he had drawn from the
jury-drum had borne a singularly solid
Hollman complexion,

“ Until the grand jury acts | don't
see that we can take any steps.”

“ And,” stormed Captain Callomb,
“ the grand jury will, like former grand
juries, lie down in terror and inactivity.
Either there are no courageous men in
your county or these panels are select-
ed to avoid including them.”

Judge Smithers’s face darkened. If
he was a moral coward, he was at least
a coward crouching behind a seeming
of fearlessness.

“ Captain,” he said coolly but with a
dangerous hint of warning, “ 1 don’t
see that your duties include contempt
of court.”

“No!” Callomb was now thorough-
ly angered, and his voice rose. “ | am
sent down here subject to your orders,-
and it seems you are also subject to or-
ders. Here are two murders in a day,
capping a climax of twenty years of
bloodshed. You have information as
to the arrival of a man known as a
desperado with a grudge against the
two dead men, yet you know of no steps
to take.

“ Give me the word, and I'll go out
and bring that man and any others you
name to your bar of justice— if it is
a bar of justice. For God’s sake, give
me something else to do than to bring
in prisoners to be shot down in cold
blood!”

The judge sat balancing a pencil on
his extended forefinger as though it
were a scale of justice.

“ You have been heated in your lan-
guage, sir,” he said sternly, “ but it is
a heat rising from an indignation which
I share. Consequently | pass it over.
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I cannot instruct you to arrest Samson
South before the grand jury has ac-
cused him. The law does not contem-
plate hasty or unadvised action. All
men are innocent until proven guilty.
If the grand jury wants South I'll in-
struct you to go and get him. Until
then you may leave my part of the
work to me.”

The next day the mail - carrier
brought in a note for the temporary
judge. His honor read it at recess, and
hastened across to Hollman’s Mam-
moth Department Store. There, in
council with his masters, he asked in-
structions.

This was the note:

The Hon. Asa Smithers.

s | arrived in this county yesterday,
and am prepared, if called as a witness, to
give to the grand,jury full and true partic-
ulars of the murder of Jesse Purvy and the
killing of Aaron Hollis. | am willing to
come under escort of my own kinsmen, or
of the militiamen, as the court may advise.

The requirement of any bodyguard, | de-
plore, but in meeting my legal obligations
I do not regard it as necessary or proper
to walk into a trap.

Respectfully,

Samson South.

Smithers looked perplexedly at Judge
Hollman.

“ Shall 1
quired.

Hollman threw the letter down on
his desk with a burst of blasphemy.

“Have him come?” he echoed.
“ Hell and damnation, no! What do

have him come?” he in-

.we want him to come here and spill the

milk for? When we get ready we’ll in-
dict him.

“ Then let your damned soldiers go
after him— as a criminal, not a witness.
After that we’ll continue this case until
these outsiders go away and we can op-

erate to suit ourselves. We don't fall
for Samson South’s tricks. No, sir;
you never got that letter. It miscar-

ried. Do, you hear? You never got it.”

Smithers nodded grudging acquies-
cence. Most men would much rather
be independent officials than collar-
wearers.
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Out on Misery, Samson South had
gladdened the soul of his uncle with
his return. The old man was mending,
and, for a long time, the two had talked.
The failing head of the clan looked
vainly for signs of degeneration in his
nephew, and, failing to find them, was
happy.

Sally went to mill that Saturday, and
with her rode Samson. There, besides
Wile McCager, he met Caleb Wiley
and several'others. At first they re-
ceived him skeptically; but they knew
of the visit to Purvy’s store, and they
were willing to admit that in part at
least he had erased the blot from his
escutcheon. Then, too, except for
cropped hair and a white skin, he had
come back as he had gone, in homespun
and hickory. There was nothing high-
falutin in his manners. In short, the
impression was good.

“ 1 reckon now that ye’'re back, Sam-
son,” suggested McCager, “ an’ seein’
how yore Uncle Spicer .is gettin’ along
all right, I'll jest let the two of ye run
things. 1’'ve done had enough.”

It was a simple fashion of resigning
a regency, but effectual. OIld Caleb,
however, still insurgent and uncon-
vinced, brought in a minority report.

“ We wants fighting men,” he grum-
bled, with the senile reiteration of his
age, as he spat tobacco and beat a rat-
tat on the mill floor with his long hick-
ory staff. “ We don't want no de-
serters.”

“ Samson ain't a deserter,” defend-
ed Sally. “ There isn't one of you fit
to tie his shoes.”

, Sally and old Spicer South alone
knew of her lover’s letter to the circuit
judge, and they were pledged to se-
crecy.

“ Never mind, Sally.”- It was Sam-
son himself who answered her. “ The
proof of a fighting man is his fighting,
I reckon. 1I'm willing to let 'em judge
me by what I'm going to do.”

So Samson slipped back, tentatively
at least, into his place as clan head,
though for a time he found it a post
without action. After the fierce out-
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burst of bloodshed quiet had settled,
and it was tacitly understood that un-
less the Hollman forces had some coup
in mind which they were secreting, this
peace would last until the soldiers
were withdrawn.

“When the world's a lookin’,”
commented Judge Hollman, “ hit's a
right good idea to crawl under a log
—an’ lay still.”

Purvy had been too famous a
feudist to pass unsung. Reporters
came as far as Hixon, gathered there
such news as the Hollmans chose to
give them, and went back to write
lurid stories and description, from
hearsay, of the stockaded seat of
tragedy.

Nor did they overlook the dramat-
ic coincidence of the return of " Wild-
cat” Samson South from civilization
to savagery. They made no accusa-
tion, but they pointed an inference and
a moral— as they thought. It was a
sermon on the triumph of heredity
over the advantages of environment.

Meanwhile, it came insistently to the
ears of Captain Callomb that some plan
was on foot, the intricacies of which
he could not fathom, to manufacture a
case against a number of the Souths,
quite apart from their actual guilt or
likelihood of guilt.

Once more he would be called upon
to go out and drag in men too well
fortified to be taken by the posses and
deputies of the Hollman civil ma-
chinery. At this news he chafed bit-
terly, and, still rankling with a sense
of shame at the loss of his first pris-
oner, he formed a plan of his own.

“ I'm going to ride over on Misery,”
he said, “ and hear what the other side
has to say.”

And next day Captain Callomb
rode out of Hixon unaccompanied.
Curious stares followed him, and
Judge Smithers turned narrowing
and unpleasant eyes after him. And
at the point where the ridge separated
the territory of the Hollmans from
that of the Souths, Captain Callomb
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saw waiting in the road a mounted
figure sitting his horse straight and
clad in the rough habilaments of the
mountaineer.

As Callomb rode up he saluted, and
the mounted.figure with perfect grav-

ity and correctness returned that
salute as one officer to another. The
captain was surprised. Where had

this mountaineer, with the steady eyes
and the clean-cut jaw, learned the
niceties of military etiquette?

“ 1 am Captain Callomb of F Com-
pany,” said the officer. “ I'm riding
over to Spicer South’s house. Did
you come to meet me?”

“To meet and guide you,” replied
a pleasant voice. “ My name is Sam-
son South.”

The militiaman stared. This man,
whose countenance was calmly
thoughtful scarcely comported with
the descriptions he had heard of the
“ wildcat of the mountains  the man
who had come home at the first note
of trouble and marked his coming
with double murder. He had not read
newspapers of late. He had heard
only that Samson had “ been away.”

While he wondered, Samson went
on: “I'm glad you came. If it had
been possible I-would have come to
you.” As he told of the letter he had
written the judge, volunteering to
present himself as a witness, the offi-
cer's wonder grew.

“They said that you had been
away,” suggested Callomb. “ If it's
not an impertinent question, what
part of the mountains have you been
visiting? ”

Samson laughed. “ Not any part of
the mountains,” he said. “ I've been
living chiefly in New York—and for
a time in Paris.”

Callomb drew his horse to a dead
halt. “ In the name of God, what
manner of man are you?”

“1 hope,” came the instant reply,
“ it may be summed up by saying that
I'm exactly the opposite of the man
you've had described for you back
there at Hixonr”
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“ 1 suspected it,” exclaimed the
soldier; “ | knew that | was being fed
on lies. That's why | came. | wanted
to get the straight of it, and | felt that
the solution lay over here.”

They rode the rest of the way in
deep conversation. Samson outlined
his ambitions for his people. He told,
too, of the scene that had been enacted
at Purvy’'s store. Callomb listened
with absorption, feeling that the nar-
rative bore axiomatic truth on its face.

At last he inquired: “ Did you suc-
ceed up there— as a painter?”

“ That's a long road,” Samson told
him; “ but | think 1 had a fair start.
I was getting commissions when |
left.”

“Then | am to understand ”— the
officer met the steady gray eyes and
put the question like a cross-examiner
bullying a witness—*“ I am to under-
stand that you deliberately put behind
you a career to come down here and
herd these fence-jumping sheep?”

“Hardly that,” deprecated the head
of the Souths. “ They sent for me—
that's all. Of course | had to come.”

“Why?”

“ Because they had sent.
were my people.”

The officer leaned in his saddle.

“ South,” he said, “ would you
mind shaking hands with me? Some
day | want to brag about it to my
grandchildren.”

They

CHAPTER XXVIII.
On Business of State.

r’rALLOMB spent the night at the

house of Spicer South. He met
and talked with a number of the kins-
men, and if he read in the eyes of some
of them a smoldering and unforgiving
remembrance of his unkept pledge, at
least they repressed all other expres-
sion of censure.

Tamarack Spicer had been a con-
stant menace. His people had stood
by him, because their code was rigidly
clannish, but there was more than one
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lief that he would no more be a thorn
in their flesh and a trouble-maker.

With Spicer South and Samson, the
captain talked long into the night. He
made many jottings in a note-book.
He, with Samson abetting him, pointed
out to the older and more stubborn
men the necessity of a new regime in
the mountains, under which the in-
dividual could walk in greater person-
al safety. As for the younger South,
the officer felt when he rode away the
next morning that he had discovered
the one man who combined with the
courage and honesty that many of his
clansmen shared the mental equipment
and local influence to prove a con-
structive leader.

When he returned to the Bluegrass
he meant to have a long and unofficial
talk with his relative, the Governor.

He rode back to the ridge with a
strong body-guard. Upon this Sam-,
son had insisted. He had learned of
Callomb’s hasty and unwise denuncia-
tion of Smithers, and he knew that
Smithers had lost no time in relating
it to his masters. Callomb would be
safe enough in Hollman country, be-
cause the faction which had called for
troops could not afford to let him be
killed within their own precincts.

But if Callomb could be shot down
in his uniform, under circumstances
which seemed to bear the earmarks of
South authorship, it would arouse in
the State at large a tidal wave of re-
sentment against the Souths, which
they could never hope to stem.

On reaching Hixon, Callomb apolo-
gized to Judge Smithers for his recent
outburst of temper. Now that he un-
derstood the hand that gentleman was
playing, he wished to be strategic and
in a position of seeming accord. He
must match craft against craft. He
did not intimate that he knew of Sam-
son’s letter, and rather encouraged the
idea that he had been received on
Misery with surly and grudging hospi-
tality.

Smithers, presuming that the Souths
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still burned with anger over the shoot-
ing of Tamarack, swallowed that bait
and was beguiled.

The grand jury trooped each day to
the court-house and transacted its
business. The petty juries went and
came, occupied with several minor
homicide cases. The captain, from a
chair which Judge Smithers had or-
dered placed beside him on the bench,
was looking on and intently studying.
One morning Smithers confided to him
that in a day or two more the grand
jury would bring in a true bill against
Samson South, charging him with
murder. The officer did not show sur-
prise. He merely nodded.

“1 suppose I'll be called on to go
and get him?”

“I'm afraid we’ll have to ask you
to do that.”

“ What caused the change of heart?
I thought Purvy’s people didn't want
it done.” It was Callomb’s first allu-
sion, except for his apology, to their
former altercation. For an instant
only Smithers was a little confused.

“To be quite frank with you, Cal-
lomb,”'he said, “ |1 got to thinking over
the matter in the light of your own
view-point, and after due deliberation
I came to see that to the State at large
it might bear the same appearance. So
I had the grand jury take the matter
up. We must stamp out such lawless-
ness as Samson South stands for. He
is the more dangerous because he has
brains.”

Callomb nodded, but at noon he
slipped out on a pretense of sight-see-
ing and rode by a somewhat circuitous
route to the ridge. At night-fall he
came to the house of the clan head.

“ South,” he said to Samson, when
he had led him aside, “ they didn't
want to hear what you had to tell the
grand jury, but they are going ahead
to indict you on manufactured evi-
dence.” Samson was for a moment
thoughtful, then he nodded.

“1 suppose,” he said, “ you know
that while | am entirely willing to face
any fair court of justice, | don’t pro-
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pose to walk into a packed jury, whose
only object is to get me where | can
be made way with. What do you sug-
gest?”

“If the court orders the militia to
make an arrest, the militia has no op-
tion. In the long run resistance would
only alienate the sympathy of the
world at large. There is just one thing
to be done, South. It's a thing | don’t
like to suggest, and a thing which, if
we were not fighting the devil with
fire, it would be traitorous for me to
suggest.” He paused, then added em-
phatically: “ When my detail arrives
here, which will probably be in three
or four days, you must not be here.
You must not be in any place where
we can find you.”

For a little while Samson looked at
the other man with a slow smile of
amusement, but soon it died and his
face grew hard and determined.

“1'm obliged to you, Callomb,” he
said seriously. “ It was more than 1
had the right to expect— this warning.
I understand the cost of giving it. But
its no use. | can't cut and run. No,
you wouldn’'t do it. You can't ask ;ne
to do it.”

“You can and will,” Callomb spoke
mith determination. “ This isn't a
time for quibbling. You’'ve got work
to do. We both have work to do. We
can’'t stand on a matter of vainglori-
ous pride, and- let big issues of human-
ity go to pot. We haven't the right
to spend useless lives in fighting each
other, when we are the only two men
in this entanglement who are in per-
fect accord— and honest.”

The mountaineer spent some min-
utes in silent self-debate. The work-
ing of his face, under the play of alter-
nating doubt, resolution, hatred and
insurgency, told the militia-man what
a struggle was progressing. At last
Samson’s eyes cleared with an expres-
sion of discovered solution.

“ All right, Callomb,” he said brief-
ly, “ you won't find me.” He smiled,
as he added: “ Make as thorough a
search as your duty demands. It

THE CAVALIER.

needn't be perfunctory or superficial.
Every South cabin will stand open to
you. . | shall be extremely busy, to
ends which you will approve. | can't
tell you what | shall be doing, because
to do that | should have to tell where
I mean to be.”

In two days the grand jury, with
much secrecy, returned a true bill, and
a day later a considerable detachment
of infantry started on a dusty hike up
Misery. Furtive and inscrutable, Holl-
man eyes along the way watched them
from cabin-doors and counted them.
They meant also to count them com-
ing back, and they did not expect the
totals to tally.

Back of an iron-spiked fence, and a
dusty, sunburned lawn, the barrack-
like facades of the old administration
building and Kentucky State capitol
frowned on the street and railroad
track. About it, on two sides of the
Kentucky River, sprawled the town of
Frankfort; sleepy, more or less di-
sheviled at the center, and stretching to
shaded environs of colonial houses set
in lawns of rich bluegrass, amid the
shade of forest trees. Circling the
town in an embrace of quiet beauty,
rose the Kentucky River hills.

Turning in to the gate of the State-
house enclosure, a man, who seemed
to be an Easterner by the cut of his
clothes, walked slowly up the brick
walk and passed around the fountain
at the front of the capitol. He smiled
to himself as his wandering eyes
caught the distant walls and roofs of
the State prison on the hillside.

His steps carried him direct to the
main entrance of the administration
building, and having paused a moment
in the rotunda he entered the secre-
tary’s office of the executive suite, and
asked for an interview with the Gov-
ernor. The secretary, whose duties
were in part playing Cerberus at that
threshold, made his customary swift
though unobtrusive survey of the ap-
plicant for audience, and saw nothing
to excite suspicion.
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Have you an appointment?” he
asked.'

The visitor shook his head. Scrib-
bling' a brief note on a slip of paper,
he enclosed it in an envelope and hand-
.ed it to his questioner.

“You must pardon my seeming
mysteriousness,” he said, “ but if you
will let me send in that note, | think
the Governor will see me.”

Once more the secretary studied his
man with a slightly puzzled air, then
nodded and went through the door
that gave admission to the executive’'s
private office.

His excellency opened the envelope
and his face showed an expression of
surprise. He raised his brows ques-
tioningly.

“ Rough-looking sort?” he in-
quired. “ Mountaineer?”

“ No, sir. New Yorker would be
my guess. Is there anything sus-
picious ? ”

“1 guess not,” the Governor
laughed. “ Rather extraordinary note,
but send him in.”

Through his eastern window the
Governor gazed off across the hills of
South Frankfort, to the ribbon of
river that came down from the trouble-
some hills. Then, hearing a movement
at his back, he turned, and his eyes
took in a well-dressed figure with con-
fidence-inspiring features.

He picked up the slip from his desk
and for a moment stood comparing
the name and the message with the
man who had sent them in. There
seemed to be in his mind some irre-
concilable contradiction between the
two. With a slightly frowning seri-
ousness the executive suggested:
“ This note says that you are Samson
Southland that you want to see me

with reference to a pardon. Whose
pardon is it, Mr. South?”

“ My own, sir.”

The Governor raised his brows
slightly.

“Your pardon for what? The

newspapers do not even report that
you have yet been indicted.” He
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shaded the word “ yet ” with a slight
emphasis.

“ 1 think 1 have been indicted with-
in the past day or two. I'm not sure
myself.”

The Governor continued to stare.
The impression he had formed of the
“ Wildcat ” "from press despatches was
warring with the pleasing personal
presence of this visitor. Then his fore-
head wrinkled under his black hair,
and his lips drew themselves sternly.

“You have come to me too soon,
sir,” he said curtly; “ the pardoning
power is a thing to be most cautiously
used at all times, and certainly never
until the courts have acted. A case
not yet adjudicated cannot .address it-
self to executive clemency.”

Samson nodded. “ Quite true,” he
admitted. “ If |1 announced that | had
come on the matter of a pardon, it.was
largely that | had to state some busi-
ness and that seemed the briefest way
of putting it.”

“ Then there is something else?” =

“Yes. If it were only a plea for
clemency, | should expect the matter
to be chiefly important to myself. In
point of fact, | hope to make it equal-
ly interesting to you. Whether you
give me a pardon in a fashion which
violates all precedent, or whether | sur-
render myself and go back to a trial,
which will be merely a form of assas-
sination, rests entirely with you, sir.
You will not find, me insistent.”

“If,” said the Governor, with a
trace of warning in his voice, “ your
preamble is simply a device to pique
my interest with .its unheard-of novel-
ty, I may as well confess that so far
it has succeeded.”

“ In that case, sir,” responded Sam-
son gravely, “ |1 have scored a point.
If, when | am through, you find that
I have been employing a subterfuge, 1|
fancy a touch of that bell under your
finger will give you the means of sum-
moning an officer. 1 am ready to turn
myself over.”

Then .Samson launched into the
story of his desires and the details of
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conditions which -outside influences
had been powerless to remedy— be-
cause they were outside influences.
Some man of sufficient vigor and com-
prehension, acting from the center of
disturbance, must be armed with the
power to undertake the house-cleaning
and for a while must do work which
would not be pretty. So far as he were
personally concerned, a pardon after
trial would be a matter of purely aca-
demic interest. He could not expect
to survive a trial.

He was at present able to hold the
Souths in leash. If the Governor was
not of that mind, he was now ready
to surrender himself, and permit mat-
ters to take their course.

“ And now, Mr. South,” suggested
the Governor, after a half hour of ab-
sorbed listening, “ there is one point
you have overlooked. Since, in the
end, the whole thing comes back to
the exercise of the pardoning power,
that is the crux-of the situation. You
may be able to render such services as
those for which you volunteer. Let
us for the moment assume that to be
true. You have not yet told me a very
important thing. Did you or did you
not kill Purvy and Hollis? ”

"1 killed Hollis,” said Samson, as
though he were answering a question
as to the time of day; “ and | did not
kill Purvy.”

“ Kindly,” suggested the Governor,
“ give me the full particulars of that
affair.”

The two were still closeted when a
second visitor called and was told that
his excellency could not be disturbed.
The second visitor, however, was so
insistent that the secretary finally con-
sented to take in the card, and after a
glance at it his chief ordered his ad-
mission. The door opened and Cap-
tain Callomb entered.

He was now in civilian clothes, and
with portentous news written on his
face. He paused in annoyance at the
sight of a second figure standing with
back turned at the window. As he
stood, Samson turned and the two
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men recognized each other. They had
met before only when one was in olive
drab; the other in jeans and butternut.
At recognition, Callomb’s face fell
and grew troubled.

"You here, South!” he exclaimed.
“1 thought you promised me that I
shouldn’'t find you. God knows I
didn’'t want to meet you.”

The officer took a step toward the
center of the room. His face was
weary and his eyes wore the deep dis-
gust and fatigue which comes from
the necessity of performing a hard
duty.

" You are under arrest,” he added,
quietly; but his composure broke and
he stormed. “ Now I've got to take
you back and let them murder you—
you the one man who might have been
useful to the State.”

CHAPTER XXIX.
War to the End.

"|~HE Governor had been more in-

fluenced by watching the two as
they talked than by what he had
heard.

“ It seems to me, gentlemen,” he
suggested quietly, “ that you are both
overlooking my presence.” He turned
to Callomb. *“ Your coming, Sid, un-
less it was prearranged between the
two of you— which, since 1 know you,
I know was not the case— has shed
more light on this matter than the
testimony of a dozen witnesses. After
all, I'm still the Governor.”

The militiaman seemed to have for-
gotten the existence of his distin-
guished kinsman, and at the voice his
eyes came away from the face of the
man he had not wanted to capture,
and he shook his head.

" You are merely the head of the
executive branch,” he said. “ You
are as helpless here as | am. <Neither
of us can interfere with the judicial
gentry, though we may know that they
stink to high heaven with the stench
of blood. After a conviction you can
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pardon, but a pardon won't help the
dead. | don't see that you can do
much of anything, Crit.”

“ 1 don’'t know yet what | can do,
but I can tell you I'm going to do
something/ said the Governor. “ 1
believe 1 am commander-in-chief of
the State troops.”

“And | am a captain of F Com-
pany, but all 1 can do is to obey the
orders of a bunch of Borgias.”

“ As your superior officer,” smiled
the Governor, “ | can give you orders.
I'm going to give you one now. Mr.
South has applied to me for a pardon
in advance of trial. Technically, | have
the power to grant that request.
Morally, | doubt my right. Certainly
I shall not do it without a very thor-
ough sifting of evidence and a very
grave consideration of the necessities
of the case—and the danger of the
precedent. However, | am consider-
ing it; and for the present you will
parole your prisoner in my custody.
Mr. South, you will not leave Frank-
fort without my permission. You will
take every precaution to conceal your
actual identity. You will treat as
utterly confidential, all that has trans-
pired here—and, above all, you will
not let any newspapermen discover
you. Those are my orders. Report
here to-morrow afternoon, and remem-
ber that you are my prisoner.”

Samson bowed, and left the two
cousins together, where shortly they
were joined by the Attorney-General.
That evening the three dined at the
executive mansion, and sat until mid-
night in the Governor’s private office
still deep in discussion.

During the long session Callomb
opened the bulky volume of the Ken-
tucky Statutes and laid his finger on
Section 2673. “ There’'s the rub,”
he protested, reading aloud: “ ‘ The
military shall be at all times, and in all
cases in strict subordination to the
civil power.” ”

The Governor glanced down to the
next paragraph, and read in part:
“ *The Governor may direct the com-
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manding officer of the military force
to report to any one of the following
named officers of the district in which
the said force is employed: mayor of
a city, sheriff, jailer or marshal.’ ”

“Which list,” stormed Callomb,
“ is the honor-roll of the assassins.”

“ At all events,” the Governor had
derived from Callomb much informa-
tion as to Samson South which the
mountaineer himself had modestly
withheld — “ South gets his pardon.
That is only a step. | wish | could
make him satrap over his province,
and provide him with troops to rule it
Unfortunately, our form of govern-
ment has its drawbacks.”

“ 1t might be possible,” ventured the
attorney-general, “ to impeach the
sheriff and appoint this, or some other
suitable man to fill the vacancy until
the next election.”

“ The Legislature doesn't meet un-

til next winter,” objected Callomb.
“ There is one bare chance. The
sheriff down there is a sick man. Let

us hope he may die.”

One day the Hixon conclave met in
the room over Hollman’s Mammoth
Department Store, and with much
profanity read a communication from
Frankfort announcing the pardon of
Samson South. In that episode they
foresaw the beginning of the end for
their dynasty. The outside world was
looking on and their regime could not
survive the spotlight of outside scru-
tiny.

“ The fust thing,” declared Judge
Hollman curtly, “ is to get rid of these
damned soldiers. We’ll attend to our
own business later, and we don’t want
them watchin’ us. Just now we want
to lie mighty quiet for a spell— tee-
totally quiet until | pass the word.”

Samson had won back the confi-
dence of his tribe and enlisted the faith
of the State administration. He had
been authorized to organize a local
militia company, and to drill them,
provided he could stand answerable
for their conduct. The younger
Souths took gleefully to that idea. The
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mountain-boy makes a good soldier,
once he has grasped the idea of disci-
pline.

For ten weeks they drilled daily in
squads and weekly in platoons. Then
the fortuitous came to pass. Sheriff
Forbin died, leaving behind him an
unexpired term of two years, and Sam-
son was summoned hastily to Frank-
fortt He returned bearing his com-
mission as high sheriff, though when
that news reached Hixon there were
few men who envied him his post, and
none who cared to bet that he would
live to take his oath of office.

That August court day was a
memorable one in Hixon. Samson
South was coming to town to take up
his duties. Every one recognized it as
the day of final issue and one that could
hardly pass without bloodshed. The
Hollmans, standing in their last trench
saw only the blunt question of Holl-
man-South supremacy. For years the
feud had flared and slept and broken
again into eruption, but never before
had a South sought to throw his out-
posts of power across the waters of
Crippleshin, and into the county seat.
That the present South came bearing
commission as an officer of the law
only made his effrontery the more un-
endurable.

Samson had not called for outside
troops. The drilling and disciplining
of his own company had progressed in
silence along the waters of Misery.
They were a slouching, unmilitary
band of uniformed vagabonds, but
they were longing to fight, and Cal-
lomb had been with ithem tirelessly
whipping them into rudimentary
shape.

After all, they were as much parti-
zans as they had been before they were -
issued State rifles. The battle, if it
came, would be as factional as the fight
of twenty-five years ago when the
Hollmans held the store and the Souths
the court-house. But back of all that
lay one essential difference, and it was
this difference which had urged the
Governor to stretch the forms of law
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and put such dangerous power into the
hands of one man.

That difference was the man him-
self. He was to take drastic steps,
but he was to take them under the
forms of law, and the State Executive
believed that, having gone through
worse to better, he would maintain the
improved condition.

Early that morning men began to
assemble along the-streets of Hixon,
and to congregate into sullen clumps
with set faces that denoted a grim, un-
smiling determination. Not only the
Hollmans from the town and imme-
diate neighborhod were there, but their
shaggier, fiercer brethren frdm remote
creeks and “ coves,” who came only
at urgent call, and did not come with-
out intent to vindicating their presence;

Old Jake Hollman from *“ over
yon ” on the headwaters of Dryhole
Creek, brought his son and fourteen-
year-old grandson, and all of them
carried rifles.

Long before the hour for the court-
house bell to sound the call which
would bring matters to a crisis, women
disappeared from the streets and
front shutters and doors closed them-
selves. »

At last the Souths began to ride in
by half-dozens and to hitch their horses
at the racks. They also fell into
groups well apart. The two factions
eyed each other somberly, sometimes
nodding or exchanging greetings for
the time had not yet come to fight
Slowly, however, the Hollmans began
centering about the court-house. They
swarmed in the yard and entered the
jail, and overran the halls and offices of
the building itself. They took their
places massed at the windows.

The Souths, now coming in a solid
stream, flowed with equal unanimity
to McEwer’s Hotel, near the square,
and disappeared inside. Besides their
rifles, they carried saddle-bags, but not
one of the uniforms which some of
these bags contained, nor one of the
cartridge-belts, had yet been exposed
to view.
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Stores opened, but only for a desul-
tory pretense of business. Horsemen
led their mounts away from the more
public racks and tethered them to back
fences and willow-branches in the shel-
ter of the river banks, where stray
bullets would not find them.

The dawn that morning had still
been gray when Samson South and
Captain Callomb had passed the Miller
cabin. Callomb had ridden slowly on
around the turn of the road and waited
about a quarter of a mile away. He
was to command the militia that day,
if the high sheriff should call upon
him.

Samson went in and knocked, and
instantly to the cabin door came Sally’s
slender, fluttering figure. She put both
arms about him, and her eyes, as she
looked into his face, were terrified but

tearless.
“I'm frightened, Samson,” she
whispered. “ God knows I'm going

to be praying all this day.”

“ Sally,” he said softly, “ I'm com-
ing back to you— but if 1 don't”— he
held her very close— “ Uncle Spicer
has my will. The farm is full of coal,
and days are coming when roads will
take it out, and every ridge will glow
with coke-furnaces. That farm will
make you rich, if we win to-day’s

fight.”
“ Don’t!” she cried with a sudden
gasp® “ Don't talk like that.”

“ 1 must,” he said gently. “ I want
you to make me a promise, Sally.”

" It's made,” she declared.
- “If, by any chance | should not
come back, I want you to hold Uncle
Spicer and old Wile McCager to their

pledge. They must not privately
avenge me. They must still stand for
the law. | want you, and this is most

important of all, to leave these moun-
tains—"

Her hands tightened on his shoul-
ders.

“ Not that, Samson,” she pleaded—
“ not these mountains where we’'ve
been together.”

“You promised. | want you to go
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to the Lescotts in New York. In a
year you can come back— if you want
to, but you must promise that.”

“ |1 promise,” she repeated.

It was half past nine o’clock when
Samson South and Sidney Callomb
rode, side by side, into Hixon from
the east. A dozen of the older Souths
who had not become soldiers met them
there and with no word separated to
close about them in a circle of protec-
tion. As Callomb’s eyes swept the al-
most deserted streets, so silent that the
trident switching of a freight-train
could be heard down at the edge of
town, he shook his head. As he met
the sullen glances of the gathering in
the court-house yard he turned to Sam-
son.

“ They'll fight,” he said briefly.

Samson nodded.

“ 1 don't understand the method,”
demurred the officer with perplexity.
“Why don't they shoot you at once?
What are they waiting for? ”

“ They want to see,” Samson as-
sured him, “ what tack | mean to take.
They want to let the thing play itself
out. They’re inquisitive—and they're
cautious, because now they are buck-
ing the State and theworld.”

Samson with his escort rode up to
the court-house door and dismounted.
He was for the moment unarmed, and
his men walked on each side of him,
while the onlooking Hollmans stood
back in surly silence to let him pass.
In the office of the county judge, Sam-
son said briefly, “ 1 want to get my
deputies sworn in.”

“ We’.wve got plenty deputy sheriffs,”
was the quietly insolent rejoinder.

“ Not now— we haven’t any.” Sam-
son’s voice was sharply incisive. “I'll
name my own deputies.”

“ What's the matter with these
boys? ” The county judge waved his
hand toward two holdover deputies.

“ They're fired.”

The county judge laughed. “ Well,
I reckon | can't attend to that right
now.”
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“ Then you refuse? ”

“ Mebby you might call it that.”

Samson leaned on the judge’s table
and rapped sharply with his knuckles.
His handful of men stood close and
Callomb caught liis breath, in the heavy
air of storm-freighted suspense. The
Hollman partizans filled the room and
others were crowding to the doors.

“1I'm high sheriff of this county
now,” said Samson sharply. “ You
are county judge. Do we cooperate—
or fight?”

“1 reckon,” drawled the other,
“ that's a matter we’ll work out as we
goes along. Depends on how obedient
ye air.”

“ I'm responsible for the peace and
quiet of this county,” continued Sam-
son. “ We’'re going to have peace and
quiet.”

The judge looked about him. The
indications did not appear to him in-
dicative of peace and quiet.

“ Air we? ” he inquired.

“1I'm coming back here in a half-
hour,” said the new sheriff. *“ This
is an unlawful and armed assembly.
When | get back I want to find the
court-house occupied only by unarmed
citizens who have business to transact
here.”

“ When ye comes back,” suggested
the county judge, “ I'd advise that ye
resigns yore job. A half-hour is
about as long as ye ought ter try ter
hold hit.”

Samson turned and walked through
the scowling crowd to the court-house
steps.

“ Gentlemen,” he said, in a clear,
far-carrying voice, “ there is no need
of an armed congregation at this court-
house. | call on you in the name of
the law to lay aside your arms or scat-
ter.”

There was a murmur which for an
instant threatened to become a roar,
but trailed into a chorus of derisive
laughter.

Samson went to the hotel accom>
panied by Callomb. A half-hour later
the two were back at the court-house,
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with a half-dozen companions. The
yard was empty, Samson carried his
father's rifle. In that half-hour a
telegram, prepared in advance, had
flashed to Frankfort: “ Mob holds
court-house— need troops ”; and a re-
ply had flashed back: “ Use local com-
pany— Callomb commanding.” So
that form of law was met

The court-house doors were closed
and its windows barricaded. The
place was no longer a judicial building.
It was a fortress.. As Samson’s party
paused at the gate, a warning voice
called ;

“ Don’t come no nigher!”

The body-guard began dropping-
back to shelter.

“ 1 demand admission to the court-
house to make arrests,” shouted the
new sheriff. In answer a spattering
of reports came from the jail and two
of the Souths fell.

At a nod from Samson, Callomb left
on a run for the hotel. The sheriff
himself took his position in a small
store across the street, which '’ he
miraculously reached unhurt under a
desultory fire.

Then again silence settled on the
town, to remain for five minutes un-
broken. The sun glared mercilessly
on clay streets, now as empty as a
cemetery. A single horse, incautious-
ly hitched at the side of the court-
house, switched its tail against the as-
saults of the flies. Otherwise, there
was no outward sign of life.

Then Callomb’s newly organized
force of ragamuffin soldiers clattered
down the street at double-time. For a
moment or two after they came into
sight, only the massed uniforms caught
the eyes of the entrenched Hollmans,
and an alarmed murmur broke from
the court-house. They had seen no
troops detrain or pitch camp. These
men had sprung from the earth as
startlingly as Jason’s crop of dragon’s
teeth.

But when the command rounded
the shoulder of a protecting wall to
await further orders, the ragged stride
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of their marching, and the all too ob-
vious bearing of the mountaineer, pro-
claimed them native amateurs. The
murmur turned to a howl of derision
and challenge. They were nothing
more or less than Souths masquerad-
ing in the uniforms of soldiers.

“What orders?” inquired Callomb
briefly, joining Samson in the store.

“ Demand surrender once more—
then take the court-house and jail,”
'‘was the short reply.

There was little conversation in the
ranks of the new company, but their
faces grew black as they listened to
the jeers and insults across the way,
and they fingered their new rifle?
greedily. They would be ready when
the command of execution 'fcame.

Callomb himself went forward with
the flag of truce. He shouted his
message, and a bearded man came to
the court-house door.

“ Tell ’em,” he said without redun-
dency, “ that we're all here. Come an’
git us.”

The officer went back and dis-
tributed his forces under such cover as
offered itself, about tlie four walls.
Then a volley was fired over the roof,
and instantly the two buildings in the
.puhlic square awoke to a volcanic re-
sponse of rifle-fire.

All day the duel between the streets
and county buildings went on with
desultory intervals, of quiet and wild
outbursts of musketry. The troops
were firing as sharpshooters, and the
court-house had its sharpshooters, too.
When a head showed itself at a bar-
ricaded window a report from the out-
side greeted it. Samson was every-
where, his rifle smoking and hot-bar-
reled.

His life seemed protected by a talis-
man. Yet most of the firing, after
the first hour, was from within. The
troops were, except for occasional pot-
shots, holding their fire. There was
neither provisions nor water inside the
building, and, at last, night closed and
the cordon drew tighter to prevent
escape.
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The Hollmans, like rats in a trap,
grimly held on, realizing that it was
to be a siege.

On the following morning a de-
tatchment of F Company arrived,
dragging two quick-fire guns. The
Hollmans saw them detraining from
their lookout in the court-house cupola
and, realizing that the end of the strug-
gle had come, resolved upon a desper-
ate sortie.

Simultaneously every door and
lower window of the court-house burst
open to discharge a frenzied rush of
men, firing as they came. They meant
fo eat their way out and leave as many
hostile dead as possible in their wake.
Their one chance now was to scatter
before the machine-guns came into ac-
tion. They came like'human lava of
fire, and their guns were never silent
as they bore down on the barricades
where the single, outnumbered com-
pany seemed insufficient to hold them.
But the new militiamen, looking for
reassurance not so much to Callomb
as to the grim, granitelike face of
Samson South, rallied, and rose with a
yell to meet them on bayonet and
smoking muzzle. The rush wavered,
fell back, came desperately on again,
then broke in scattered remnants for
the shelter of the building.

Old Jake Hollman fell near the door,
and his grandson, rushing out, picked
up his fallen rifle and sent farewell de-
fiance from it, as he, too, threw up
both arms and dropped.

Then a white flag wavered at a
window, and, as the newly arrived
troops halted in the street, the noise
died suddenly to quiet. Samson, went
out to meet a man who opened the door
and said shortly: “ We lays down.”

Judge Hollman, who had not par-
ticipated, turned from the slit in his
shuttered window, through which he
had since the beginning been watch-
ing the conflict.

“ That ends it,” he said with a de-
spairing shrug of his shoulders.

He picked up a magazine-pistol
which lay on his table, and, carefully
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counting down his chest to the fifth
rib, placed the muzzle against his
breast.

CHAPTER XXX.

Love and Moonlight.

REFORE the mountain-roads were

. mired with the coming of the
rains, and while the air held its sparkle
of autumnal zestfulness, Samson
South wrote to Wilfred Horton that
if he still meant to come to the hills for
his inspection of coal and timber, the
time was ripe. Soon men.would ap-
pear bearing transit and chain, draw-
ing a line which a railroad was to fol-
low to Misery and across it to the heart
of untouched forests and coal-fields.
With that wave of innovation would
come the speculators.

Besides, Samson'’s fingers were itch-
ing to be out in the hills with a palette
and a sheaf of brushes in the society
of George Lescott.

For a while, after the battle at
Hixon, the country had lain in a tor-
pid paralysis of dread. Many illiter-
ate feudists on each side remembered
the directing and exposed figure of
Samson South seen through eddies of
gun-smoke and believed him immune
from death. With Purvy dead, and
Hollman the victim of his own hand,
the backbone of the murder-syndicate
was broken. Its heart had ceased to
beat.

Those Hollman survivors who bore
the potentialities for leadership had
only signed pledges of peace, but were
afraid to break them; and the triumph-
ant Souths, instead of vaunting their
victory, had subscribed to the doctrine
of order and declared the war over.
Souths who broke the law were as
speedily arrested as Hollmaps. Their
boys were drilling as militia-men and
—wonder of wonders— inviting the
sons of the enemy to join them. Of
course, these things changed gradual-
ly, but the beginnings of them were
most noticeable in the first few months,
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just as a newly painted and renovated
house is more conspicuous than one
that has beep long respectable.

Hollman’s Mammoth Department
Store passed into new hands and traf-
ficked only in merchandise, and the
town was open to the men and wome
of Misery, as well as those of Cripple-
shin.

These things Samson had explained
in his letters to the Lescotts and Hor-
ton. Men from down below could still
find trouble in the wink of an eye by
seeking it, for under all the transfor-
mation the nature of the individual re-
mained much the same; but without
seeking to give offense they could ride
as securely through the hills as
through the streets of a policed city
—and meet a readier hospitality.

And when these things were dis-
cussed, and the two men prepared to
cross the Mason and JDixon Line and
visit the Cumberlands, Adrienne
promptly and definitely announced
that she would accompany her brother.
No argument was effective to dissuade
her, and, after all, Lescott, who had
been there, saw no good reason why
she should not go with him.

He had said little but watched much,
and he had known that after receiving
a certain letter from Samson South,
his sister had seemed strangely quiet
and distressed. These young people
had snarled their lives in perplexity.
They could definitely find themselves
and permanently adjust themselves,
only by meeting on common ground.

Perhaps Samson had shonesjn an ex-
aggerated high-light of fascination by
the strong contrast into which New
York had thrown him. Wilfred Hor-
ton had the right to be seen also in
contrast with mountain-life, and then
only could the girl decide for all time
and irrevocably. The painter learns
something of confused values.

Horton himself had seen small rea-
son for a growth of hope in these
months; but he, like Lescott, felt that
the matter must come to issue, and he
was not of that type which shrinks
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from putting to the touch a question
of vital Consequence. He knew that
her happiness as well as his own was
in the balance. He was not embittered
or deluded, as a narrower man might
have been, into the fallacy that her
treatment of him denoted fickleness.

Adrienne was merely running the
boundary line that separates deep
friendship from Ilove— a boundary
which is often confusing. When she
had finally staked out the disputed
frontier it would never again be ques-
tioned. But on which side he would
find himself lie did not know.

At Hixon they found that decep-
tive air of serenity, which made the
history of less than three months ago
seem paradoxical and fantastically un-
real. Only about the court-house
square, where numerous small holes in
frame walls told of fusillades, and in
the interior of the building itself,
where the woodwork was scarred and
torn and the plaster freshly patched,
did they find grimly reminiscent evi-
dence.

Samson had not met them at the
town because he wished their first im-
pressions of his people to reach them
uninfluenced by his escort. It was a
form of >he mountain pride— an hon-
est resolve to soften nothing and make
no apologies. But they found ar-
rangements made for horses and sad-
dle-bags, and the girl discovered that
for her especially had been provided a
mount as evenly gaited as any in her
own stables.

When she and her two companions
came out to the hotel-porch to start,
they found a guide waiting who said
he was instructed to take them as far
as the ridge, where the sheriff himself
would b6 waiting, and the cavalcade
struck into the hills.

Men at whose houses they paused to
ask a dipper of water or to make an
inquiry, gravely advised that they
“ had better light and stay all night.”
In the coloring forests squirrels scam-
pered and scurried out of sight, and
here and there on the tall slopes they

ioC
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saw shy-looking children
them with inquisitive eyes.

The guide led them silently, gazing
in frank amazement though deferen-
tial politeness at this girl in corduroys,
who rode cross saddle, and rode so
well. Yet it was evident that he would
have preferred talking had not diffi-
dence restrained him.

He was a young man and rather
handsome in a shaggy, unkempt way.
Across one cheek ran a long scar still
red; and the girl, looking into his clear,
intelligent eyes, wondered what that
scar stood for. Adrienne had the
power of melting masculine diffidence,
and her smile as she rode at his side
and asked, “ What is your name?”
brought an answering smile to his
grim lips.

“Joe Hollman, maam,” he an-
swered, and the girl gave an involun-
tary start. The. two men who caught
the name closed up the gap between
the horses with suddenly piqued in-
terest.

regarding

“ Hollman!” exclaimed the girl;
“then you—” She stopped and
flushed. “ 1 beg your pardon,” she
said quickly.

“ That's all. right,” reassured the
man; “ 1 know what yer a thinkin,
but | hain't takin’ no offense. The
high sheriff sent me over. 1'm one of
his deputies.”

“Were you” — she paused and
added rather timidly— “ were you in
the court-house ? ”

He nodded, and with a brown fore-
finger traced the scar on his cheek.
“ Samson South done that thar with
his rifle-gun,” he enlightened. “ He’s
a funny sort of feller, is Samson
South.”

“ How ?” she asked.

“ Wall, he licked us; an’ he licked us
so plumb damn hard we was sceered
ter fighf agin, an’ then ’'stid of tramp-
lin" on us, he turned right round and
made me a deputy. My brother's a
corporal in this hyar new-fangled mil-
ishy. | reckon this time the peace is a
goin’ ter last. Hit's a mighty funny
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way ter act, but 'pears like it works all
right.”

Then, at the ridge, the girl’'s heart
gave a sudden bound, for there, at the
highest point where the road went up
and dipped again, waited the mounted
figure of Samson South; and as they
came into sight he waved his felt hat
and 'rode down to meet them.

“ Greetings! ” he shouted; then as
he leaned over and took Adrienne’s
hand, he added: “ The Goops send
you their welcome.” His smile was
unchanged, but the girl noted that his
hair had again grown long.

Finally, as the sun was setting, they
reached a roadside-cabin and the
mountaineer said briefly to the other
men: “ You fellows ride on'; | want
Drennie to stop with me a moment.
We'll join you later.”

Lescott nodded. He remembered
the cabin of the Widow Miller, and
Horton rode on with him, albeit grud-
gingly.

Adrienne sprang lightly to the
ground, laughingly rejecting Samson’s
assistance, and came with him to the
top of a stile, from which he pointed
to the log-cabin set back in its small
yard wherein geese and chickens
picked industriously about in the sandy
earth.

A huge poplar and a great oak nod-
ded to each other at either side of the
door, and over the walls a clambering
profusion of honeysuckle-vine con-
tended with a mass of wild grape, in
joint effort to hide the white chinking
between the dark logs. From the
crude milk-benches to the sweep of the
well, every note was one of neatness
and rustic charm. Slowly he said,
looking straight into her eyes:

“ This is Sally’s cabin, Drennie.”

He watched her expression and her
lips curved up in the same sweetness of
smile that had first captivated and
helped to mold him.

“It's lovely,” she cried, with frank
delight. “ It's a picture.”

“Wait,” he commanded. Then
turning toward the house he sent out
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the long, peculiarly mournful call of
the whippoorwill, and at the signal
the door opened and on the threshold
Adrienne saw a slender figure. She
had called the cabin with its shaded
dooryard a picture, but now she knew
she had been wrong. It was only a
background. It was the girl herself,
who made and completed the picture.
She stood there in the wild simplicity
that artists seek vainly to reproduce in
posed, figures. Her red calico dress
was patched, but fell in graceful lines
to her slim, bare ankles, though the
first faint frosts had already fallen.

Her red-brown hair hung loose and
in masses about the oval of a face in
which the half-parted lips were dashes
of scarlet and the eyes large violet
pools. She stood with her little chin
tilted in a half-wild attitude of recon-
noiter, as a fawn might .have stood.
One brown arm and hand rested on the
door-frame, and as she saw the other
woman she colored adorably.

Adrienne thought she had never
seen so instinctively and unaffectedly
lovely a face or figure; then the girl
came down the steps and ran toward
them.

“ Drennie,” said the man, “ this is
Sally. 1 want you two to love each
other.” For an instant Adrienne Les"
cott stood looking at the mountain-
girl and then she opened both her
arms.

“ Sally,” she cried, “ you adorable
child, 1 do love you.”

The girl in the calico dress raised
her face and her eyes were glistening.

“ 1'm obleeged ter ye,” she faltered.
Then with open and wondering acj-
miration she stood gazing at the first
“fine lady ” upon whom her glance
had ever fallen.

Samson went over and took Sally’s
hand.

“ Drennie,” he said softly, “ is thfere
anything the matter with her?”

Adrienne Lescott shook her head.

“ | understand,” she said.

“1 sent the others on,” he went on
quietly. “ because | wanted that first
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we three should meet alone. George
and Wilfred are going to stop at my
uncle’s house, but unless you'd rather
have it otherwise, Sally wants you
here.”

There were transformations, too, in
the house of Spicer South. Windows
had been cut and lamps adopted. It
was no longer so nearly a pioneer
abode.

While they waited for dinner a girl
lightly crossed the stile and came up to
the house. Adrienne met her at the
door, while Samson and Horton stood
back waiting. Suddenly, Miss Les-
c«tt halted and regarded the newcomer
in surprise. It was the same girl she
had seen, yet a different girl. Her hair
no longer fell in tangled masses. Her
feet were no longer bare. Her dress,
though simple, was charming; arid
when she spoke her English had
dropped its half-illiterate peculiarities,
though the voice still held its birdlike
melody.

“ Oh, Samson,” cried Adrienne,
“you two have been deceiving me.
Sally, you were making up, dressing
the part back there, and letting me pat-
ronize you.

Sally’s laughter broke from her
throat in a musical peal, but it still held
the note of shyness, and it was Sam-
son who spoke.

That evening the four of them
walked together over to the cabin of
the Widow Miller. At the stile
Adrienne Lescott turned to the girl
and said, “ | suppose this place is pre-
empted. I'm going to take Wilfred
down there by the creek, and leave you
two alone.”

Sally protested with mountain hos-
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pitality, but even under the moon she
once more colored adorably,

Adrienne turned up the collar of her
sweater, and when she and the man
who had waited stood leaning on the
rail of the foot-bridge she laid a hand
on his arm.

“ Has the water flowed by my mill,
Wilfred?” she asked

“What do you mean?” His voice
trembled.

“Will you have anything to ask me
when Christmas comes? ”

“If | can wait that long, Drennie,”

' he told her.

“ Don’t wait, dear,” she suddenly
exclaimed, turning toward him and
raising eyes that held his answer,
“ Ask~me now.”

But the question which he asked was
one that his lips smothered as he
pressed them against her own.'

And back where the poplar threw its
sooty shadow on the. road, two figures
sat close together on the top of a stile,
talking* happily in whispers. A qgirl
raised her face and the moon shone on
the deepness of her eyes, as her lips
curved in a trembling smile,

“ You come back, Samson,” she said
in a low voice; “ but if I'd known how
lovely she was, I'd have given up
hoping. 1 don’t see what/made you
come.” (

Her voice dropped again into the
tender cadence of dialect,

“ 1 couldn't live withouten ye, Sam-

son. | jest couldn't do hit.”

Would he. remember when she had
said that before ?

“ 1 reckon, Sally,” he promptly told
her, “ 1 couldn’t live withouten you,
neither.” Then he added fervently:
“ 1I'm plumb dead shore | couldn’t.”

end.)
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ASHOR.T STORY

BY JULIAN JOHNSON

\HREE, years ago — it was
in the last month of
1913— 1 saw a police-
man of the Dominion
0f Canada split a mur-
derer’s skull with his club.

I was ill a week. When | would
eat or sleep or work or walk abroad I
had the visual obsession of black
blood freezing in clotted hair.

Had one told me then that in thirty
months |, rifle in hand, should Kkill,
and smile, and kill again, and laugh
aloud— well, 1 should have thought
him mad. But, you see, the red eagle
of war, hovering then as always, had
not yet alighted on troubled Europe.

There were no Prussian sentries on
the docks of Liverpool; the Pilsener
battery captains were not stabling
their Schleswig mares in Windsor;
the pale cliffs of Dover still looked
upon an empty, tossing sea, and not,
as to-day, upon the fire-warped hulls
of fifteen British battle-ships and
cruisers at their base, a Teuton-piled
junk-heap for the gods.

War’s simply assassination glori-
fied and transfigured— conscience and
mercy together drowning in a prime-
val deluge of “ holy” frenzy.

Yet deeper than love of country,
wider than the instinctive cult of pa-
triotism, louder than the ear-split of
steel shell, quicker than the leap of
fulminate flame through the cotton
bag of satanite comes— but wait!

1 79?

Last night I shot three battle-drunk
Germans who swaggered forth with
red swords from burning Ipswich.

To-night every man with a weapon
in East Suffolk knows that if he Kills
me on sight his majesty — | still say
God bless him! for kings cannot un-
derstand— will probably give him
thanks and a medal to boot.

Barrows, my sergeant, is in quick-
lime. It was my lead which laid him
there, and if that isn’'t treason, there
isn't treason any more. War spins
heads and tails at speed, and yester-
day’s glory is all reddened by what
they are pleased to call my shame.
But the big War Lord up above knows
that Barrows was not fit to be called
a dog, and there are men in our Ca-
nadian reserves who know it, too.

Dunn and his New York yacht are
non-combatants at Lowestoft, and if
I make Lowestoft by dawn, with her
— well, when they’ve bottled Bill's tin
ships in Kiel again, as they will, I'm
coming back and tell George Rex just
how it was.

They say he’s a real man; I'll wait
on what he says, and if he tells me |

' must stretch after all— why, good-by,

sweet sunshine, but | drop smiling!

Under the stars at two this morn-
ing we stumbled back from Wood-
bridge and Orford, lame, but happy,
for with six thousand we had beaten
fifteen, and we trailed as iron captives
twenty wonderful pieces of artillery
the Krupps have just wrought for
Wilhelm

Volunteers, too, we are— some of
us from the Canadian woods; some
from the wheat-ocean of the West,
and some— like me— were peaceful
clerks or white-handed office-men,
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from the towns of Montreal, Quebec,
Toronto; while the big pretzel-eaters,
I know, had never done anything else
but soldier.

Martindale, my colonel — the same
that has decreed my death— clapped
me on the shoulder and called me the
bravest man out of the Dominion.
That wasn't twenty-four hours ago,
understand!

Barrows, whom | have killed, and
whom | am glad that | killed, dropped
prone on the turf, and slept. 1, too,
threw myself down alongside him,
but my gun-barrel was still hot; 1
couldn’'t sleep.

Above me the warm night looked
down like the first of all the sweet
spring nights of the world. 1 knew
that in the fresh grass wee blue and
yellow flowers would open like the
eyes of little children at the first flash
of dawn; that the plain and the hills
always were covered with tender
growing things, and flowers yellow
and blue— but that to the south and
west, where the pyres of Ipswich still
put hell’'s aurora on the sleeping sky,
many flowers, and many tender blades
of grass were crushed flat by dead,
writhed bodies — bodies blood-black-
ened, but perhaps hidden in fragrant
bloom.

Once upon a time men killed and
ate and slept and made love all in a
place and at a time. They don't do
that any more. Fifty warless years
have invited sickness, when one slays
a fellow creature.

| sat up, deathly ill, till nearly day-
light; thinking, thinking of those three
stark Dutchmen | had ended. But by
and by, through sheer physical weari-
ness, | fell over on my face.

“ Blime me, sir, Hi wants to see me
mother in London!”

It was Connie the Kid blubbering
to Barrows.

“You'll do damned well to stay
Avhere you are, with the iVToltke and
ten destroyers in the Naze!” snorted
Barrows, hardly awake in a dawn that
was thick with fog.
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“ Hi wants to see me old woman— "

“ Shut up, you laughing jackass!”

It was the flat of Barrows's saber
on Connie’'s shoulders that really
made me open my eyes. It was a
nasty blow, and it broke the lad’s
heart, along with the welt it raised.
He’d never shaved; he’d gone to Que-
bec an Allan line stowaway; he'd
come back to be one of last night's
unsung heroes; and, like the rest of
us, he was sick on his new diet of
cardinal corpuscles.

He showed it, in his green inno-
cence, while we swallowed the thing
in our throats and whistled. He blub-
bered and dug his jowl into the turf.
Barrows swore at being awakened,
and presently, with quiet deliberation,
came over and planted three tremen-
dous kicks under Connie’s ribs.

I jumped to my legs, and old Par-
tington, who had faced the Sepoys,
cleared his /throat and, for no reason
at all, called out loudly that I was
a dirty liar. Amazed, | put my hand
to my belt. Barrows, turning from
Connie, stalked menacingly toward
us. When he turned away Parting-
ton winked and lay down again. |
followed suit.

But there was no more sleep. Al
frightened farmer, who had a daugh-
ter that he feared might fall into Ger-
man hands, came through the lines
with cakes and home-brewed ale, and
begged the colonel to take the girl with
the regiment.

But the colonel assured him that the
Prussian eagle had flown its farthest
at Ipswich; that its pinions were
bruised, if not broken, and that the
legions under young Lord Chatham in
Middlesex were even now striking
steel and lead through the helmets of
Von Reyer's hundred' thousand—
that hundred thousand which, coming
up the Thames like a cavalry squad-
ron, had turned the capital into a be-
leagured town of the Middle Ages,
with no railroads or telephones or
telegraph — save wireless — with no
food save that within the hasty ram-
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parts, but with five million unwarlike
souls— and the Kking!

“ Southwold is on fire— they are
behind us!”

An orderly, clattering through the
roused but still recumbent line, could

not restrain his excitement and
shouted his private news to the
colonel.

“ Oh, Gawd— oh, Gawd!”

The farmer dropped his cakes and
ale to the ground and, upon his knees,
began to pray. Barrows passed a
sign, and his man appropriated all the
provender quietly. But the yokel
wouldn’'t have known had he been de-
spoiled by a battery of Maxims. War
hits common folk strangely nowa-
days. He was frightened almost out
of his reason. Barrows laughed at his
prayer and cursed him for a fool.

A man might be a fool, but | could
not curse even a fool’s. prayer!

There came a thunder of hoofs out
of the wet mist. Bright in their scar-
let and azure, the Fifth of the Do-
minion cavalry flung by us. How-
many would come back from South-
wold? | felt that we were in a hole,
and already 1 seemed to shiver in the
chill of the new-made war-jails on the
Frisian Islands.

We were all white about the
mouths, and, with the exception of
still-sobbing Connie, we were all loud-
ly cheerful— all save Partington, who
smiled, and lit his cigarette, amusedly,
philosophically content at prospect of
peace or doom. Had we known that
there had been but one German at
Southwold, or rather, above South-
wold—

Barrows was a coward at heart.
His lip-noise was always a roar to
hide the rattle of his quaking bowels.
Connie was unnerving him. With
another kick he ordered the lad to
stand up. The boy rose, his arm
across his eyes.

“Get out of my sight,_ you
whiner!” howled the sergeant in his
ear. “ Go over on top of that mound
and cry your silly eyes out, you puppy,
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but don't come near me!”
tuation was his toe.

Connie moved off slowly, and I
shall never forget the childish pathos
in his weary voice as he murmured,
over and over again, until we could no
longer hear him:

His punc-

“ Hi wants to go 'ome! Hi wants
to go 'ome!”
I watched him idly, pitying him

from the bottom of my heart. The
fog had lifted just a bit, and as he
climbed the little rise he stood out-
lined against the white sky.

With no quicker throb of my pulses
I saw a small, black thing drop down
out of the fog and to the ground just
beside Connie. The sight had not
sensibly impressed me before Connie,
and the white sky, and even the
hillock, disappeared in a splash of
black earth, topped and edged with
creamy smoke, and shot through with,
blinding reds and yellows. 1 thought
my ears had burst inward, and when
the smoke rose there was no more
Connie, nor any more hillock, but a
holel— and beside me and all around
dirt-covered men and conflagrant con-
sternation.

The colonel dashed by me on foot,
shouting:

“ The aeroplane gun! The aero-
plane gun!” to everybody and no-
body.

Barrows, who had cursed prayer,
dropped to his knees and yelled to the
God he had adjured. The rank and
file cowered and chattered as though
they were a brood of chicks peeping at
the shadow of a hawk. Only Par-
tington, the ash on his cigarette not
even jarred away, smiled and said:

“ Steady, boy! Under that thing
you know you're as safe here as
yonder!”

“ And as good as dead anywhere! ”
I almost screamed at him; but his
poise steadied me wonderfully, and in
a moment | was gazing coolly, though
yet breathing hard, at the unmilitary
pandemonium around us.

Suddenly Partington caught my
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arm in his steel hand, quickly, but not

nervously. | had -scarce time to fol-

low his eyes when the ground to our -
left—the colonel’'s tent and his culi-

nary Frenchman had been there—

hurled itself into the air in a hideous

paroxysm of writhing earthy death.

“ Every man fall back and re-
form!”

The captain’s voice, singing out be-
hind our shoulders, was insistently
cheerful. Other captains took up the
cry.

As yet not a man had been knocked
out of the line by the monstrous comet
—save poor obliterated Connie—and
it was good to see their instant, even
orderly, response to his summons.
His voice alone had brought disci-
pline back upon a rout that in a mo-
ment more had been chaos.

A gleam of sunshine fell palely on
the turf." The fog was turning to
cloud and the clouds were breaking.
Soon we should see our destroyer.
Partington slouched away, but | saw
that Barrows was still supplicating his
Maker. | touched the sergeant on the
shoulder.

“ Go to helll” he muttered.

Rising, he swaggered boldly after
Partington. But at every little sound
his bullet head shot like a turtle’'s
down into his wide shoulders.

The gun came up, and with it the
colonel, hatless. But only the hostlers
had brought it. The batterymen,
somewhere, were sleeping.

" For God’s sake,” shouted the reg-

imental commander, “ get the gun--
ners!”

No one seemed to hear. | touched
my cap.

“ If necessary, colonel, | know

something of—"

I paused and looked up, for they
were all looking up, even the colonel,
and Barrows had stopped in the mid-
dle of the field to stare.

The wind had beaten clean a great
patch of blue, and poised in its middle,
but so.far above us that we could not,
against the adverse breeze, discern the
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noise of its motor, hung a Deper-
dussin.

Its shovel-nose pointed down. It
came, in eagle-circles, straight toward
us. One and everybody, the Canadian
defenders of mother England were
motionless, eye-paralyzed. The hum
of its engine presently smote our eyes
with opiate drone. It was Partington

who broke the spell. He dropped a

box at our feet, and, saluting, said
simply:

“ Ammunition!”

Then he stood at attention. I-

nodded to him, and between us we
forced up the muzzle of the long rifle
—U. S. A, for it came from Water-
vliet.

I jammed steel-tipped shells into
the automatic feed, closed the breech,
set the recoil mechanism, guessed at
the force of the wind when | adjusted
the range-finder— waited.

The colonel, open-mouthed, had
never removed his eyes from the
brown blood-bird above him. He
murmured something to me, and

raised his hand. As well as | could I
swept the rifle’s muzzle after our prey,
but I knew it was not yet time to fire.

Down, as if heading for the sea be-
yond the cliffs, came the nitro-laden
monoplane. In front of us she did
that horror of aviators, a left turn,
perfectly executed.

The rider for a moment hung al-
most at a right angle, his tonneau
tilted toward us. He was a very little
man. With her motor fairly snarling,
the Deperdussin leaped up the steepest
of aerial hills, shooting at terrific
speed over the line the captain had
formed. The Germans themselves
have manufactured no such craft.
The plane turned above that line and
came our way, on its final rush toward
Ipswich.

But on the turn it vomited not one,
but two black pills!

“Oh, God!” murmured the colo-
nel, burying his face in his hands.

The explosions were simultaneous.
I knew that the line of transfixed-
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soldiers became a wet squirm of spurt-
ing trunks, jetting limbs and death-
squeaking heads, but | had neither in-
clination nor time to look, for Part-
ington, hurling his body full across
the tilting lever, swung her muzzle to
the zenith and cried:

“Your eye to the finder, boy, and
when she’s in the middle of the cob-
web— yell for Canada! ”

I jammed my right eye so close into
the brass that the sharp edge clipped
my brow and cut my lid. | saw noth-
ing but quiet, vacant blue. Then I
beheld blurred darkness such as a fish
must sense when a liner passes above.
It almost shut out my light— a second
more and it did so, quite; | could see
nothing. 1 formed no especial word,
but 1 made a mighty sound!

Partington’s arm struck my cheek
a savage blow as he tore at the lanyard
spring. The recoil knocked me to my
back, and even as | lay, | was con-
scious that the engine in the air had
ceased its terrible purring.

The destroyer, its motor dead, its
driver panic-stricken, was not even
volplaning to earth. Though his
planes were unharmed, he was allow-
ing himself to fall!

Barrows, ever brave before a van-
quished foe, came up, again cursing at
the top of his voice. The rent-ling,
half in red meat and my captain in
atoms, was so demoralized that |1
doubt if it even knew the destroyer
had been hit. The colonel was laugh-
ing hysterically.

The falling monoplane struck a tree
in the dense growth at the edge of the
gully, scarce a quarter-mile beyond. 1
saw the driver go bouncing through
limbs and foliage to the earth.

Like a torn kite, the broken tree-top
thrusting through its right wing, the
monster hung suspended forty feet
from the ground, only its heavy
engine, tearing out, crashing to the
sod below.

I am the fastest runner in the regir
ment, but Barrows arrived not much
behind me. The rest were far dis-
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tanced. Before me was a thick copse
of young willow. Broken shoots
showed where the body of the aviator
had plunged. | leaped into the thicket,
parting the saplings and the under-
growth.

On her back, her arms helplessly
above her head, her little gauntleted
hands uselessly open, in the fatigue
uniform of the Potsdammer Guards,
lay a young girl, dainty as Sevres
china! She was so very young! And
helpless, and | knew by the flax of her
hair that she had blue eyes. | stood,
staring, not daring to touch her. |
was roused by the guttural chuckle of
Barrows. | turned toward him.

He had his revolver in his hand,
and he was taking deliberate aim at
the prostrate small body.

“Wait!” | cried. “ Are you a
soldier and a man— you're not going
to shoot— "

“ Shut up!” he gurgled, and, blub-
bering and sobbing in his cowardly
orgy, he pulled the trigger.

But the God of battles had un-
steadied the craven’s hand; the bullet
just pinked the tip of her right ear.
She opened her eyes—yes, they were
bluel— and gave a pathetic, weak- little
cry, like a baby.

“ Har! Har! Hart” Barrows
laughed insanely, and, calling her the
foulest of names, again raised his gun.
I threw up my own automatic and
shot him through the heart!

So help mel— | only meant to break
his wrist, but I was on a line with
him, you see, and when | missed his
gun-hand— why, of course, the bullet
just went through his breast.

He neither fell forward nor back-
ward ; he crumpled like a snow man in
August sunshine, and, with his body
at my feet, 1 heard the colonel calling
my name and ordering Partington to
shoot me. Partington drew his re-
volver— I knew he was only pretend-
ing that the hammer was broken.

Another man, in the group around
the colonel, threw his rifle to his shoul-
der, and the bullet clipped a twig just
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above my head. Weakly the girl tried
to rise, but fell back.

Bending forward, | seized her in my
arms, and, plunging and sliding, came
to the bottom of the ravine. There was
shouting and uproar above, but | con-
cealed myself as best | could beneath a
shelf of rock.

“ Get him this time, Partington—
take my gun!” | heard the colonel’'s
voice above me, and | heard Parting-
ton slide and scramble, as | had done,
to the floor of the big earthen bowl.

The copse waved away in front of
me; | raised my gun; Partington stood
before me; we covered each other. A
moment, but a moment only, did he
look into my eyes. Then he turned
his back upon me and made a mega-
phone of his hands.

He is not here, colonel! ” he shout-
ed. “ The broken undergrowth shows
that' he is running out of the gully
under its cover. He has gone toward
the seal”

Partington did not wait for the
command which came. He was al-
ready “ searching,” and each instant
moving farther away. | listened until
not only Partington’s footsteps in the
gravel, but the sound of their myriad
voices and all their clatter, had quite
sunk into silence. There remained in
that warm spring air only a fugitive
and peace—and she!

She lay warm and still in my arms.
Again she had fainted. The small cut
on her ear had ceased to bleed. | took
out my handkerchief, and, as best I
could, wiped the blood away from the
softest, whitest neck | had ever touched
—from the nape of which her blond
hair curled quaintly.

Her buff coat, its big silver buttons
starting militarily at her shoulders and
almost meeting at her half-armful
waist, was smart as the cloak of a
prince. | drew off her right gauntlet.
Four pink fingers and a thumb, mani-
cured exquisitely, flopped limp in my
palm.

Callouses at the base of her fingers
told of multitudinous grips upon a
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steering-wheel she would grip no
more. Her shapely, slender thighs
were incased in the tightest of riding-
breeches. Her calves were wound in
tan riding-thongs. And | wondered
how | should get rid of her!

Tenderly | laid her in the smooth
sand, and noted for the first time how
aristocratic was her face. Undenia-
bly Teutonic, but straight from Sans
Souci, | should wager. She was quite
still.

| parted the willows in front and
stepped out cautiously. For several
minutes, perhaps, | stood listening in-
tently. There came no sound from
above, but a noise of tearing cloth, be-
hind, caused me to turn abruptly.

My captive had risen, and, as |
wheeled, was yanking from her hip a
blue service gun whose barrel, to my
distended eyes, seemed half as long as
her leg. The speed of her impatient
hand had caught the breech in the li-
ning of her coat— fate had set nine
stitches of ripping silk between me and
death.

When you're at the brink of the
great jump-off, sex and chivalry—in
reality—dare not stand defiantly be-
tween you and life. What did | do?
Why, | caught her in the jaw, as hard
as | could and as neatly as | knew, with
my right, just as | would have rammed
a barroom loafer who annoyed me;
and with my left, simultaneously, I
knocked that cannon from her hand.

But even as | leaned forward to help
the blow, | tripped in a root; her chin
took only a glancing stroke after all;
| fell against her, and as the breath
blew out of her lungs like air from a
bursting bellows, we both went sprawl-
ing to the sand. Up, like a rubber ball,
she reached for her artillery. With
an arm-twist |1 bore her back.

Then 1 caught her other arm and
pinioned her. Like a wrestler, she did
a writhing somersault from her shoul-
ders. | don't know how she went over,
but as she fell across me, with her face
upon my hands, she bit my right wrist
so sharply that involuntarily | squealed
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and released my one remaining clutch
upon her.

To the primitive, for both of us! |
know she swore at me, but to me Ger-
man is Greek, and |1 could make only
the word “ Teufel!” oft-repeated.

When the gun seemed within her
fingers | could reach her with but one
hand. Hurling myself forward |
grabbed, and caught only her coat and
the shirt beneath, which | tore from
her shoulder, and her very femininity
saved me. She vyielded a little— just
a little in unconscious modesty— to
prevent complete exposure. Instantly
my hand fell to her wrist, and, whirl-
ing her about, | dropped her flat to
the sand, back toward me. In a mo-
ment my right forearm was locked un-
der hers.

She did the very thing | wished her
to: Her left hand flashed around,
and with her nails she tried to tear my
restraining fingers; but the arm-lock
had left that hand free, and in a sec-
ond her wee
crushed in my pght. Now, with both
her arms bent back and useless, |
dragged her to me.

She came, sliding over the gravel in
a sitting posture— slowly, hissing,
snarling, swearing, writhing, furious
as a beautiful tormented Kkitten. |
drew her up until her blond head was
under my chin; until her white, blue-
veined shoulder, creamy as warm Hol-
stein milk could have been, scratched
by my three-day beard.

Suddenly she ceased straining and
hurling her little oaths; her muscles
relaxed; her curved, red mouth began
to tremble in defeat; in a moment she
was sobbing. My grip on her hands
slackened unconsciously. Yet she did
not try to regain her feet or her
weapon. She only put her hands over
her eyes, and cried, forlornly and piti-
fully.

Something like a flash of spiritual
lightning shot through me. 1 knelt,
blasted inwardly, behind her. The per-
-fume from her awry hair climbed into
my nostrils. | stretched out my arms.

left hand was being'
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but not as a foe. | thought her the
most beautiful thing in the world. My
left hand fell softly, but quite uncon-
sciously, upon her bared shoulder.
Trembling, she leaped away. Again
she murmured:

" Teufell ”

Her face was a deep red; with quick
fingers she began to fasten the rent in
her shirt with a woman’s miraculous-
ly ever-ready pins.

Rising, | stepped into the open. 1
spoke to her in English; she shook her
head, and wept again. In pantomime
I showed her what had happened; how
she had fallen, how the sergeant had
shot her—once; how | had killed the
sergeant. | think she comprehended
my outlawry in her service then, for
she laid her tiny hand in mine and
smiled.

Then presently she began to cry
again and clung .to me. | stroked her
hair; the white of her neck was close
to my mouth. | could not resist that
vital marble— I pressed my rough lips
into its soft warmth. She struggled in
my embrace; | kissed her again, and |
grew mad as | kissed her.

It was the stone age all over again.
We were cave-folk, hunted and hunt-
ing. Our lives were worth nothing.
We hated each other and we loved each
other—at least, | loved her as the
hairy Adam loved his carnivorous
Eve. She beat my breast, she kicked
me, she screamed, and at that | put
my hand over her lips. With that
hand | forced her head back until 1
gazed straight into her terrorized blue
eyes.

I was the terror in them, and | was
wildly, primitively glad. She had no
breath left to cry, so tightly was 1
crushing her against my heart. | put
my' hand upon her brow and turned
her face up to mine. She closed her
eyes. | pressed my mouth upon hers
— again— and again— and again.

But something, in these thousand
centuries, has done for the cave-man
after all. Suddenly 1 felt wretchedly
ashamed of myself. A horror of rav-



LITTLE HQHENZOLLERN.

ishing this tender girl of her Kisses,
so brutally and shamefully, came over
me as quickly and as completely as my
furious love.

Releasing her, | stepped back,
dropped to my knee, and caught her
hand. This | kissed, and, rising,
turned away. She stood motionless,
surprised out of speech and action. |
walked out of the copse determined to
give myself up, but only after making
an inflexible condition that she should
be exchanged. 1 had not set my foot
into the embankment before she caught
my hand.

Surprised, | looked down at her.
Another fear stood in her eyes: a fear
not of, but for me. Again in panto-
mime, | explained what | was about to
do. She seized both my hands.

“ Nein! Nein! ” she cried in a sweet,
low voice.

I shrugged my shoulders. Remem-
ber—we had no words for each other.
Rather wearily | thrust her aside, and
once more | began to climb. This time,
with  powerful determination, she
seized the skirt of my coat and dragged
me back so speedily that | tumbled in
a heap at her feet.

With an unconscious sort of oath I
scrambled up, and, as | tried to brush
the soil from my coat, | ceased— be-
cause my hands were held. She was
staring at the ground, but | saw that
a flush was even mounting into her
forehead.
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“Well?” 1 asked. Once more |
drew her toward me.

She understood not the word, but
the rising inflection. She looked up
into my face, her eyes stormy with
tears, her mouth sunshiny in a fitful

timid smile. Confused, she looked
away as she spoke.

“ What is your name, dear?” |
asked presently.

“ Namen? Namen?” she repeated,
venturing.

“Ja,” | affirmed, like a good
burgher.

“ Wilhelmine,” =she answered, smi-
ling.

* Wilhelmine,” | said, “ | thought

I should have to call you just ‘ Little
Hohenzollern.””

At the expression a look of alarm
chased the brightness out of her face.
She gazed long and earnestly into my
eyes, and then, the sweet, womanly
smile again setting itself upon her
mouth, she lifted toward my glance the
tiny tonneau-cased watch strapped
upon her wrist.

It bears the arms of Prussia's reign-
ing house. By the Lord, the girl is
royal!

Midnight, you say? Thanks! Both
our watches have gone to the bad now.

With two horses we’ll make Lowe-

stoft, and Dunn, by dawn. Then to
New York and a clergyman—
Yes, I'll find the horses! | found

my princess, didn't 1?

FOR YOUR THREE BEST FRIENDS

HERE

IS AN

IDEA

Send me the names and addresses of three of your friends who
you think will be interested in the stories in The Cavalier, and | will

send them sample copies direct from this office.

You might, if you wish,

to prepare them for the coming of the magazine, write to them as well,
and say that sample copies of The Cavalier are being sent them at

your request.
This is just a suggestion.

If it is too much trouble, don’t do it, but

I will appreciate it if you do, and you will have the satisfaction of know-
ing that you have let your friends in on a good thing.

EDITOR, THE CAVALIER, Flatiron Balding, 175 Fifth Avenue, New York



KILLING MOREHEAD PRIDE

A SHORT STORY

BY J. BRANT

HEN there are three hun-

tadred and fifty in the

S freshman class you can’t

P expect them all to be
dime-novel college he-

roes— big, brave, generous and modest.
It's even possible that a few seniors
don’'t come quite up to this standard.

Four years at college is a sure cure
for a good many faults, but some are
bound to get by and be carried out
into the world beyond.

But if you ever meet a Bohunk man
you don’t like, don’t blame Bohunk;
think what a mess he must have been,
when he entered, and be grateful to the
college for doing what it did!

There’s one course in which Bohunk
seldom fails to do a good job. That's
the course in modesty. By this | mean
personal modesty, which is quite dif-
ferent from college pride. Every Bo-
hunk man is conceited about Bohunk,
and proud that he is a Bohunk man,
which is perfectly right and proper
and as it should be.

It's the other kind of conceit— the
kind that makes a Bohunk man show
that he thinks'he is better than other
Bohunk men— that I'm talking about.

The word “ freshman ” is derived
from the Anglo-Saxon, *“ fresh”
meaning fresh, and “ man” meaning
man. This ought to be plain enough
for anybody. All freshmen are fresh
in some respects, and take a year’'s
training to get over it

Then they become sophomores,
which is a suggestive word, but its de-
rivation is too deep for me. | never
took Greek, so perhaps it's Greek.

Every now and then a freshman
comes along who is too blooming fresh.
This is a serious matter, and it is up
to the whole college to see that his spe-
cial fault is corrected as-soon as pos-
sible The species of too-fresh fresh-
man has been known ever since colleges
were invented, and the ancient and
honorable science of hazing was de-
voloped for his express benefit.

Hazing proved tremendously effect-
ive, and for generations the too-fresh
freshman was kept under control.

As beheadings and guillotines and
racks and thumb-screws became un-
popular in the outside world, so meth-
ods of hazing became milder in the
colleges. Which is civilization, and a
good thing unless it is carried' too far.

When crime was first discovered
punishment was a thing that nobody
knew much about. The ancient judges,
wishing to be on the safe side, inflicted
the full penalty each time regardless
of the offense, wisely leaving to pos-
terity the task of grading down the
sentences from the electric chair to
five dollars’ fine for the second offense.

Opinions differ as to the effective-
ness of this grading at the present day.
But nearly everybody admits that some
system of punishment in this world is
a mighty good thing.

Colleges have been said to be “ small
worlds unto themselves,” a good say-
ing and true. The inference is that if
left alone the system of hazing, which
may have been extreme in its early
stages, would be graded down to fit
each case as perfectly as the outside
system of punishment.
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It was an effective device for meet-
ing an existing evil, and as worthy as
the world’'s mthod of treating crime.
Of course there were some mistakes
where innocent men were made to
suffer; but no system is perfect, and a
few sacrifices are necessary for the
public good.

And now comes the blundering,
sympathetic, shocked, and ignorant
outside world and butts into the col-
lege world where it has no business or
jurisdiction, and stops hazing!

The reason it gives is that every now
and then a man dies from eating ta-
basco sauce or from blood-poisoning
by burns or from frightening a weak
heart. The world hears these things,
and says it knows, and passes sentence
on hazing. The college is not given a
hearing.

No allowance is made for the benefit
that the college or the world derives
from hazing, or for the comparative
newness of the system with that of
other curative methods, or for mis-
takes, and no credit is given the col-

lege for brains to take care of its own.

affairs. And we submit like a slapped
child. Which is disgraceful!

At the beginning of our sophomore
year, Thomas Morehead Morehead,
2nd, entered as a freshman. That
same year hazing was abolished at
Bohunk, and we were helpless.

Thomas M. was the freshest of
fresh freshmen. Conceit stuck out all
over him like the quills on a h'edgehog.
His family was the whole thing where
he came from, and he'd been raised on
the principle that ordinary people were
made for the purpose of falling down
and asking the wonderful Moreheads
to walk over them.

He entered with the idea that he
was going to do just what he liked, and
if that interfered with any of the old
ways of running the college, why,
they'd have to be changed, that was
all.

We have a few simple little rules for
freshmen at Bohunk that are tradi-
tions. We all respected them when
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we were freshmen, as has every grad-
uate since | don’'t know when, and
while they don’'t mean much, it is
pleasant to see a freshman refrain
< from doing what we didn’'t dare do at
his stage of the game. Tight skull-
caps are prescribed.

Plug hats, pipes on the street, and
taking pippins to the games are pro-
hibited. He should keep close to the
wall in going up-stairs to recitations,
and his loud talking should not disturb
the dignity of upper-classmen. Board-
walks are not to be used in passing.
Seniors are to be addressed as “ Sir,”
and sweaters are not to be worn to
morning chapel.

Thomas Morehead Morehead, 2nd,
wasn’'t an anarchist. Quite the oppo-
site. He believed in the general rule
of the humbleness of freshmen. But
he claimed he was the exception that
made it a good rule. The idea of
anybody trying to regulate the habits
of a Morehead Morehead!

So he wore pipes and sweaters and
walked on boardwalks until he got
himself notorious.

If he noticed the antagonism he was
creating it didn't worry him any. He
had an unhealthy amount of money,
and could always find plenty of his
classmates to play with, of the type
that say nice things to spenders for the
fun of riding in their automobiles.
And while he was giving parties and
dinners to his loud-mouthed admirers
the rest of the college was getting sore.

With such a case on our hands it's
likely that the rule against hazing
would have been suddenly violated.
But we realized the necessity of in-
venting some other method that could
be used openly.

Breaking the rules once might have
helped Thomas M., but it wouldn’t help
much as a precedent for future cases.
Our job was to find a substitute for
hazing, if such a thing was possible.
We could fall back on breaking the
rules as a last resort.

Ridicule was the thing. If we could
make a Morehead Morehead the laugh-
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ing stock of the college, we figured it
would have as much effect as violence.
So the question narrowed down to
“how?”

Thomas M. imagined that he was
some artist with the boxing-gloves.
Lefty Murphy, who gave instruction
in that art, encouraged this belief for
reasons of his own; Thomas M. paid
big priges for private lessons, with ex-
tra bonuses for the divulging of se-
crets of the professional ring, and all
Murphy had to do was to shake the
plum-tree.

We got Burns, the football coach,
to look him over at one of his lessons.
This was easy, for Thomas M. was
willing to show off before any one he
thought knew. Burns praised him to
the sky, and then came back and told
us that, with the exception of a tricky
uppercut, he was a cinch, and any man
on the team could knock him out in
two rounds. Which was what we
wanted to hear.

The way was now clear to a series
of challenges from the most unlikely
looking boxers on the team, which
would mean a series of lickings for
Thomas M., and the instilling of a
healthy spirit of respect in his soul.

But our plan was deeper than this.
This would hurt his pride, but not
bring upon him a-sufficient amount of
ridicule to be lasting. And we wanted
complete humiliation.

We -got the idea out of a sporting
paper, under the heading, “ Battling
Burke to Box Bohunk Man.” It said
there that overtures had been made to
Burke’'s manager for a match with a
Bohunk amateur, to be pulled off be-
fore the Longmeadow A. A.

Battling Burke was at one time the
middle-weight champion of England,
Scotland, and Wales, and had a list of
victories following his name as long as
your arm. The,name of the Bohunk
athlete was not given.

Of course there wasn’'t any truth in
this article. The reporter had been
hard up for material, and had weaved
this fairy-tale to fill up space. Papers
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are full of them all the time. It helps
the reporter, and is a little advertising
for Battling Burke, and the thing
drops.

But this time we fooled them. We
wrote to Burke's manager, and got a
letter stating that the match could be
arranged, and kept strictly quiet, if.we
would furnish the hall and one thou-
sand dollars.

We wrote back that we would give
five hundred dollars. In about three
weeks we got a reply that that amount
would do if we could set the match for
the fifteenth. Then we approached
Thomas M.

It took a good deal of tact to man-
age it, but at last he consented, for the
good of the college. That sounded
pretty gritty of him, but it wasn't. We
put it up to him in such a way that he
didn’'t dare refuse.

He’'d talked too much about his abil-
ity to back down on the first oppor-
tunity to show what was in him that
we gave him. The prospect of an ex-
champion frightened him, but he was
too proud to say no.

We figured that after Battling
Burke had started the reform we’d ar-
range a match with some little fellow
on the team and fix Morehead pride
for good.

There was a big sheet-iron hay barn
about two miles from the college that
happened to be empty, just the place
for the bout. We made arrangements
with the farmer that owned it, and sold
five hundred and ten tickets at the col-
lege for a dollar a ticket, and paid all
expenses. The first thing we knew
everything was ready, and the night
had arrived.

It was some splendid sight. The
ring was roped off in the middle of
that big, bare barn. There was a
sputtering light hanging over it, and,
it was made as light as day by the sub-
dued search-lights from four automo-
biles, one on each side.

All around the ring was the crowd
— in the automobiles and standing and
sitting on the floor. In the little shed
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back of the barn Battling Burke and
Gunboat Jones (which was the name
Thomas M. was appearing under)
were dressing for the fight.

M,addon, Burke's manager, came in
with a long cigar in his mouth, nodded
with approval at the arrangements,
and took a big roll of bills out of his
pocket.

“ Anybody want to bet on Jones?”
he asked easily.

Nobody seemed to. We were all in
on tiie deal, and were ready to see
Jones get the licking of his life.

Then a sportily dressed old gentle-
man appeared in a corner. Nobody
seemed to. know who he was, or how
he had got in, but there he was. He
stood up.

“ Bet?” says he. <« Of course I'll
bet on Jones. You didn't think I'd
come way from New York to see my
nephew fight and be willing to leave
any of this Burke money uncovered?
That's not the way the Moreheads

play! [I've a thousand here that says
Jones will win, and if that's not
enough I've got checks. I'm his Uncle
Bill.”

And he pulled out a roll of yellow-
backs that would choke a camel.

We all gasped. Thomas M.’s uncle
here? But Thomas M. had probably
notified him so that he could come up
and witness the glory of the family.
And a sport, with a thousand in cash!
It was too good to be true. Alas for
Morehead pride that night!

Maddon made a modest bet of twen-
ty-five dollars, and then we rushed the
old man. In ten minutes that thou-
sand was covered, and he was writing
checks. Each bet was put in an en-
velope marked with the name of the
betters, and stuck in an old gunny-sack.

When Battling Burke and Gunboat
Jones came in, wearing tights below
and nothing above, there was over four
thousand dollars in that sack, and half
of it belonged to five hundred and ten
college men.

Jimmy, the janitor of Storrow Hall,
was referee. Jimmy had been in the
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ring in the days of his balmy youth,
and knew Maddon, and could be relied
on for a square deal. The fight was
to run fifteen rounds. Lefty Murphy
acted for Jones, and Maddon for
Burke. Tom Burns, the football
coach, was timekeeper.

Jimmy announced that there was
but two pounds difference in the con-
testants’ weights, and introduced them
by their stage names. Furious ap-

plause. Then the gloves were tied on
under Jimmy'’s inspection. More ap-
plause.

They met with a four-handed hand-
shake in the middle of the ring. Then
Jones swung with the right, and missed
Burke’'s nose by half an inch. The
fight was on!

The first round was a dazzle of
blows, each working hard. Burke
used straight rights and lefts, and we
couldn’t help feeling a glow of pride
for the college the way Jones handled
them. He came back, too, with short
uppercuts and hooks, but they were
not effective. Still, we decided he
wasn’t the cinch we had expected.

In the next round, and the next,
Jones seemed to have lost his hitting
ability. He covered, and let Burke do
the forcing, only giving a few short
punches when Burke got too aggres-
sive. He blocked so well that he had
Burke puzzled. Every now and then
Burke would rush and crowd Jones to
the ropes.

Burke danced around and wasted
enough energy to lick a heavy-weight,
but could not seem to land a blow
Where it would do any real damage.
We forgot we hated Thomas M., for-
got which side we were betting on,
and cheered as one man for the col-
lege.

Burke opened the fourth with an-
other of his straight lefts. Jones cov-
ered again, and the round progressed
like the two preceding. Then Jones
dodged a hard right, and landed a
sound hook on the jaw. Burke stag-
gered, and Jones followed up with an
uppercut and a couple of jolts on the
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ribs before Burns called time. The
applause was tremendous!

Jones forced the attack in the fifth.
Burke tried to cover, but Jones beat
his guard away with uppercuts and a
mixture of overswings and under-
swings. Burke began hitting again in
desperation and caught Jones a good
one on the nose, he bumping a right
by accident. Burke followed this up
with a series of hot lefts and got in
two rib smashes. It looked bad for
Jones.

Then it happened!

Burke missed another straight left.
Jones came back with a sort of loop-
the-loop blow that completely fooled
Burke's guard. On it went, gaining
force all the time, and landed square
on the point of the jaw. Burke's
hands fell to his side, his knees gave
way under him, and dowm he went.

« —eight — nine — ten!”  finished
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Jimmy. Burke did not get up, and we
made a dash for Thomas M .!

Sometime later a sportily dressed
old gentleman left the barn with a
heavy gunny-sack, and we realized we
had lost two thousand dollars. But
we were too drunk with a college vic-
tory to worry about that just then.

Served us right for not backing the
college!

We gave up the idea of reforming
Thomas M. right there. He had the
goods, and if a fellow has the goods
he has a right to be proud. And he
turned out to be a good fellow after
all, when you got to know him.

But it's a funny thing that in the
next fight he had a little fellow half
his size licked him to a red pulp.

And he swears that no member of
his family knew about, the Burke-
Jones fight, and— he
Uncle Bill! -

never had an

ESCAPE

A SHORT STORY

«

BY PAUL WEST

T was characteristic of the
man that, when he dis-
covered a way out of the
prison through that win-
dow in the kitchen pan-

try, he should keep it all to himself.

His taciturnity had long since earned
for him the sobriquet of *“ The
Grouch,” and in his nine years behind
the high stone walls he had shared
few secrets with his fellow convicts,
who knew little of his history beyond
the fact that his name was Carnivan,
that he was paying the penalty for
killing a man, and that he was appa-
rently resigned to his fate.

He had never, so far as recent rec-
ords shown, received a visitor.

But there are many men like him
in those great, pitiful tombs that we
call reforny institutions, men forgot-
ten by the world, yet who have not
forgotten the world themselves, hating
it more and more bitterly as the end-
less years drag by. Carnivan was not

> a curiosity.

It was not that he did not trust his
fellows, and feared that to take any
one into his confidence would result-
in an exposure of his plans, that made
Carnivan hug his secret silently to his
bosom. It was only that, having made
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the discovery by himself, he saw only
himself concerned in the matter.

He would have taken advantage pf
his suddenly found opportunity for
freedom on the instant it was present-
ed to him only that his naturally sus-
pecting nature scented a trap; and he
decided to make sure that the thing
was as easy as it looked before taking
the chance.

Carnivan had been assigned to work
in the kitchen over two years when he
made his discovery. It was while he
was in the pantry after some oatmeal
to be cooked for the hospital that he
accidentally found the open way, and
for a moment he was doubtful if he
really saw correctly. The pantry was
at the extreme end of the new one-
story wing which contained the kitch-
ens, joined to the cooking-room by a
passageway where were hung and
piled the copper kettles, pans, and pots.
It was lighted by a small window
eight feet from the floor, and, of
course, barred.

Now, a barred window naturally
suggests escape to a prisoner; but at
the same time it brings a realization
of the necessity for saws; so, though
Carnivan had many times glanced at
this little aperture **nd unconsciously
compared its square dimensions with
the girth of his thin body, he had never
given- it careful thought as a door to
freedom. It was by the merest acci-
dent, therefore, that he now found out
something almost incredible.

The oatmeal was on a high shelf, to
reach which he was obliged to use
some portable steps provided for the
purpose. He lost his balance slightly
as he mounted these steps, and put his
hand- on the sill of the window to
steady himself. His fingers touched
the bars, and, with a suddenness that
made his heart stop beating, he realized
that these bars were loose. A quick
sidewise glance showed that they had
always been loose.

There were many little windows of
the size of this one in the new part of
the prison, and the bars were all alike.
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There were three bars, fastened to-
gether to a solid steel rod at top and
bottom, these rods being erhbedded in
the concrete. But in this particular
window Carnivan found that the lower
bar fell short at either end of reaching
the sides of the opening, so that, while
the upper bar projected into the con-
crete walls and held fast, the grating
could be swung inward like a gate
hinged at the top.

Doubtless it was an accident; the de-
fect had been overlooked. The unlike-
lihood of any prisoner selecting this
part of the prison as the point of es-
cape had resulted in slack inspections.
Perhaps— but why speculate? The
defective bars were there, a man of
the size of Carnivan could easily
squeeze through, and freedom lay be-
yond.

But the caution of an experienced
.nature held him from seizing the im-
mediate opportunity which presented
itself. Did freedom lie beyond? As
he remembered that remote part of the
prison yard, there was nothing beyond
the kitchen walls but a space of per-
haps twenty feet of yard, and then the
high prison wall.

If the wall could be scaled the rest
was easy— and the scaling of a twenty-
foot wall is a minor feat when it means
liberty. It seemed too easy— it might
be a trap. Carnivan did not put it past
the prison authorities to lead a man
into making a dash for* freedom mere-
ly that they might have the pleasure
of shooting him down, thus keeping in
practise with their rifles! He would
investigate before he took the chance.

This he did next day, during the
afternoon hour of exercise, and, while
he did not dare go too near the spot,
he discovered enough to make him
wish that he had taken his chance on
the previous evening. At all events,
he would take it to-night. The kitchen
walls, in which the little pantry win-
dow seemed to stare at him like a
winking eye, were even nearer than
he had recollected to the large wall
surrounding the yard. But the height
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of that wall appalled the man, and he
could figure no way of getting over it
without a ladder, until he noted the
gutter and leader pipe at the eaves of
the kitchen.

If this pipe, which was certainly
strong enough to support a man, could
be detached, it could be placed against
the prison wall, and would reach pretty
nearly to the top. Carnivan could not
go near enough to this pipe now to
examine, its attachment, but there was
a similar pipe at a near corner of
the building, and he decided, after
glancing at it once or twice, that it
would be a matter of very few min-
utes’ work to detach it, if a fellow had
a knife. And there were plenty of
knives in the kitchen!

Carnivan was unusually nervous
during the day after his discovery
that the outside elements in his Provi-
dence-sent plan of escape were as
feasible as those on the inner side of
the unbarred window. This nervous-
ness was not allayed by the fact that
on several occasions he fancied he
caught the glances of the keepers on
him.

It could not be possible that they
had discovered anything. He had
been overcareful, in his inspection of
the premises, not to do anything that
might arouse suspicion. No, he finally
put it down to the condition of his
mind under the circumstances, and
took a firmer hold on himself.

The prison Kkitchen squad was
marched to its supper work at four
o’clock in the afternoon, and Carnivan
fell into the long line of forty odd
men with feelings that all but over-
came him. As he answered the roll-
call he realized that, if all went well,
this would be the last time his voice
would be raised to the echoes of those
walls.

When the line turned, and Carnivan
placed his hand on the shoulder of the
man ahead of him, there was a queer
lump in his throat, for never again
would he keep step with this man, nor
look at the back of that close-cropped,
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bullet-shaped head with the livid knife-
scar behind the left ear. And this he
had been doing for two years now,
ever since he had been put to work in
the kitchen.

He felt the heavy touch of the hand
on his own shoulder, the touch of an-
other killer's hand; only this hand had
taken a woman’s life— strangled her.
Carnivan, strange anomaly, had some-
times shuddered at feeling this hand
so near his throat, knowing its history.
Well, if the man did not strangle him
now, between the corridor and the
kitchen, he would never have another
chance!

There were no ufiiformed keepers
in the kitchen to watch over the cook-
ing squad, but there were none needed.
The five head cooks and their assist-
ants were, without exception, outside
men, not convicts, and each was well
armed. An under-cook, a French-
man, had once forgotten that and at-
tacked one of the chefs. Four bullet-
holes in the fool’s carcass had testified
to the fact that these men, feeding
the State’s unwilling guests tor high
wages, knew the crowd they were
dealing with.

Carnivan reported for work to an-
other convict, wh”~had once been un-
der-steward in a five-hundred-room
hotel. The grafting had not been
heavy enough to meet his demands, so
he had stolen, with the result that the
State now allowed him to supervise its
pantry. Carnivan put on his apron,
received a short, sharp knife, and was:
put to paring potatoes.

He welcomed the knife (which, this
time, he would not surrender after
working hours), but he resented the
fact that his potatoes were already
piled on the long table before which
he and six others stood paring them.
He must find some way of getting into
the pantry. For half an hour he
peeled potatoes, cudgeling his not
overbright mind for an excuse for
going into the pantry.

Other helpers were sent in by the
cooks; but even if he had been among
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them it would-have done him no good,
because his boss, the ex-under steward,
was in the doorway of that important
little room most of the time, keeping
an eye on the supplies, and checking
them off as they were called for. No;
Carnivan must get in there with a min-
ute to himself, as he had done more
than once.

The tramp, tramp, scuffle, scuffle, of
nine hundred pairs of feet sounded
from the big dining-room beyond the
swinging doors as the convicts were
herded in for supper. A throng of
their fellows assigned to do waiter
duty hurried back and forth with big,
nozled kettles filled with soup to pour
into the tin cups awaiting them.

Steaming pots of coffee were filled,
emptied, and refilled from the steam-
ing tubs on the stoves; potatoes and
bread were shot out of the kitchen. The
hustle was on. Carnivan was already
washing dishes, with his eyes on the
pantry. He sighed hopelessly.

Suddenly a cook raised a big ladle
commandingly. Carnivan hurried to
him.

“ Oatmeal! ” said the cook, and Car-
nivan rushed to fill the order, saying to
the ex-under steward, as he passed
him: “ Oatmeal 1”

« Well, you know where it is,” was
the careless reply, spoken with more
than necessary prison gruffness. Even
the ex-under-steward did not like Car-
nivan. much.

Carnivan scuttled toward the pan-
try. As he went something occurred to
show him that another moment would
have ruined his plans. The knives were
being collected, and he had his tucked
in the front of his striped jacket. He
hurried. It was as the ex-under-stew-
ard had said — Carnivan knew where
the oatmeal was. But he did not look
toward the shelf on which the box re-
posed.

Pushing the portable steps to that
side of the room, against the wall un-
der the little window, he raised the
grating inward. Then he caught the
outer sill firmly, and raised himself up.
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He gasped as his head went through
from the steamy brightness of the
prison into the crisp, cold darkness of
the winter night.

It was a feeling he had not expe-
rienced— this exhilaration of the out-
door night— for many years, and he
dived'into it, filling his lungs with the
grateful coolness. His coat caught
momentarily on the grating, and he
groaned at this suggestion of a power
forbidding him to go on. But he
wrenched free, and, in another mo-
ment, was sprawling on hands and
knees in the yard below the window.

He wanted to spring to his feet and
shout aloud; but there was much to
do before that privilege would be his,
and he hastened to his task. Whipping
the potato-knife from his jacket, he
applied it to the hasps holding the rain-
water leader to the prison building.
They were of lead, and gave easily.
The pipe was free but for the joint at
the top, and With a tug he tore this
loose, heedless of the slight noise it
made.

He flew to the prison wall and placed
the"pipe against it, and, almost before
the top of it had touched the stones,
he was clambering up, his hands hold-
ing the corrugated surface of the pipe
with a strength born of the circum-
stances, his toes finding and resting for
support on almost non-existent projec-
tions.

Twice he fell, but alighted softly,
before he was able to reach the top of
the wall with one hand. He drew him-
self quietly and carefully up, taking
care not to disturh the pipe so that it
would fall with a clatter, and at last
he sprawled, breathless and frightened,
fiat on the ample top of the wall. It
was then for the first time that he
thought of the guards.

He had not taken the trouble to
locate the sentry stations precisel)r,
though he knew that there was none
within a hundred feet of where he lay.
But the guards patroled, or were sup-
posed to patrol, the walls, and at any
moment he might be discovered.
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He felt of the potato-knife, which
he had tucked into his coat, and cast a
glance in either direction. But it was
dark. There was no star .or moon; no
light except from behind him, through
the window from which he had es-
caped.

Beyond, down below, on the side
where there was freedom, it was quite
as dark; for over there was a country
road, lighted at rare intervals until a
mile or so farther along, where the
trolley-cars came to the end of their
suburban runs, four or five miles to
the city.

A thousand thoughts ran pell-mell
through his mind for the brief space
he rested on top of the wall, but fore-
most among them was the idea that
he must waste no time. Already he
seemed to hear in his head that hor-
rible warning of the prison siren
which they blew when a convict es-
caped.

He had heard it five or six times
during his nine years there, and twice
out of the six there had been a fu-
neral from, the prison chapel a day or
so later. Always there had been a man,
dead or alive, brought back. This time
there should be no man returned in
shackles. He dropped from the wall.

He was free!

In the shadow of the wall he brought
himself to his full stature, and filled
his lungs with the cold air of one of
God’s perfect winter nights. Perfect
for him, at all events, for, while some
would have considered it lacking be-
cause the skies were overcast, hiding
the stars, and there was no moon.at
all, its very blackness cheered him to
think that at least the elements were
on his side.

As the air filled him he wanted to
shriek for joy. If you have ever gone
for any length of time without letting
your voice out to its fullest, you may
appreciate his feelings. There was lit-
tle surplus energy in the man, usually
—in fact, the sickness which had been
thinning him down, and bringing to his
cheeks a pallor even noticeable where
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all the faces were pale, had been one
of their reasons for taking him out of
the shoe-shop and putting him into the
kitchen, where the hours were shorter
and the work easier.

But now he was all energy, all life—
all from that one lungful of air. He
wanted to voice his happiness, as a
small boy hallooes as he dashes out of
the house in the morning and meets
the world for another day. But time
for that later.

Carnivan knew of the trolley-line
only vaguely, for it had not been there
when they brought him out to the
prison, nine years earlier. They had
driven out in a springless wagon, he
and some other unfortunates, with the
guards, miles from the city, where he
had been taken in a railroad train.

He did not remember passing many
houses, but now, he supposed, there
would be changes, and he would be on
the lookout. It might be safer to travel
for a while on the side of the road
where the prison lay, and he did this,
going along as fast as he dared, with
his body scraping the wall.

For leagues, it seemed to him, the
wall extended, but finally the end came
in view; and, with his eyes somewhat
accustomed to the darkness, he could
see the sentry-box looming at the van-
ishing-point of the high barrier.

He shuddered; for up there, he
knew, sat a man with a loaded rifle
across his knees!

Carnivan darted across the silent
road, not knowing what he would find
over there. There were woods, and it
was very dark. He rested among the
outer, brushlike trees for a while, not
daring to push his way farther along
the road for fear of being seen from
the sentry - box, nor daring enter the
thicker woods lest he crack the twigs
and raise an-alarm. But he knew that
he could not stay where he was .much
longer. Soon they would discover that
he was gone, and the siren would shriek
the tidings.

He parted the leafless bushes and
made his path silently into the woods.
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For a mile he went quietly, and then
broke into a run, for there was now
nothing to be gained by stealthiness.
The siren must scream before long,
and when it did he must be as far away
as possible. So on he floundered. Why
did not the whistle sound? What was
the matter? Why was his disappear-
ance not discovered? He felt almost
slighted as the minutes passed and no
alarm to tell that they missed him.

Suddenly he stopped; for in his wan-
derings he had again come out upon
the road, and this time he saw a light.
It was far away; how far he could not
tell; but it marked the presence of hu-
man beings, and they were all his ene-
mies, at least for a while, for he wore
still his stripes, and until he could get
rid of them he would be a hunted being.
But how he longed to go forward to-
ward that light!

How he longed to mingle with the
men who had,placed the light there!
To feel the shoulders of free human
beings rubbing his; to look— if askance
and in fear— into honest, or at least
free, eyes; to hear voices that did not
tremble or growl! He could scarcely
control the desire.

Now, for the first time, the realiza-
tion that he must find some way of
obtaining other clothing struck him
with its full importance. Why had he
not waited until he could have arranged
for a change of clothing to be left some-
where for him? He remembered how
one man had done it.

This fellow’s wife had brought a
bundle into the woods, somewhere near
the prison, by night. The next night
the convict 'had escaped, and made for
the hidden bundle. They did not catch
him for some days after that, since,
having walked several miles to a car-
line, he had ridden, unsuspected, into
the city. He wouldn’t have been caught
at all if he had not gone to his wife.
Carnivan had no wife. He was rather
glad of that.

But, he reflected, he had nobody.
There was not a soul to whom he could
go now—not a soul who would be glad
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to see him. Oh, well, what of that?
He could make friends in his new life,
whatever that might be! If only he
could get rid of these stripes!

Carnivan had not once, be it said to
his credit, contemplated going back to
that drunken, slum existence which had
made him a murderer in a fit of in-
toxicated rage. But all at once, as he
heard a sound in the road, an idea—
excusable, it may be—came over him.

There was a human being coming
along the road!

That human being must be a man,
to be there alone and at that time of
night, for now it was close to nine
o’clock. He was not a guard from
the prison, for he was coming toward
the prison. Carnivan clutched his
potato-knife, not with the idea of mur-
der, but merely intending to use it as
a means of intimidation.

The steps were brisk—hurried, in
fact — and the lone wayfarer rapidly
approached the place where Carnivan
crouched. It was a man, no doubt of
that. Carnivan made ready to spring.

Out of the darkness a figure loomed,
and, like a tiger, the desperate creature
leaped upon it. There was a cry of
frightened astonishment from the man,
who staggered back under the force of
Carnivan’s impact with him, and he
would have run, but Carnivan held
him. He tugged at the man’s over-
coat, and cried:

“ Hold still, damn you, and give me
them clothes! Quick!”

“ Let me go!” came the reply.

“Your clothes!” repeated Carni-
van, as they struggled in the dark road.
“ Your clothes, or I'll—1'll kill you!”

The man made no reply. But now
he had ceased to try to escape from his
adversary. Instead, he was fighting to
overcome him, and with a strength that
Ckrnivan did not likeC

His right hand had the convict’s lean
throat, and with the other he was
striking savage, trip-hammer blows
that brought grunts of pain and splut-
tering oaths when they landed.

The convict pulled and tore at the
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man’s clothing, its possession first in
his desperate mind; but his purpose of
fighting changed likewise, and he found
himself now protecting his own life
and seeking to destroy the other, who
was rapidly wearing him down. He
could not cry out, or he would have
called for help, even if he had been
heard at the prison. Then he remem-
berd the potato-knife.

The man had bent him back, his fin-
gers digging into Carnivan’'s wind-
pipe. Carnivan knew that he was
going. His eyes seemed to be burst-
ing from his head; there was a ringing
in his ears; his lips were bleeding from
more than one well-directed blow.

He drew back his knife-holding hand
and brought it forward!

Once, twice, it sank into something
that yielded, and there was a shudder-
ing cry from the other man. A third
time the blade was withdrawn and shot
forward, and this time the clutch on
Carnivan’s throat relaxed, and some-
thing collapsed upon him, with a shud-
dering, ghastly sound!

Carnivan, for the moment, lay upon
his back, the man’s limp body lying
across his, and he was nearly as help-
less as his victim. But he struggled to
his feet, pushing the load from his
breast, and stood, staggering, panting,
looking down at what he had done.

“Oh, God!” he cried. “ 1 didn't
want to! | didn't want to! Why
didn't he gimme the clothes.without a
fight?”

But the sense of his situation over-
came his horror for the moment, and,
stooping, he began divesting the dead
man of his garments. If it had been a
little lighter, so that Carnivan had seen
the staring face, perhaps he would
have turned away and run.

The darkness gave him courage,
and, though he shook with a palsy as
he felt the wetness on the breast of the
man’s coat, he tore it off the helpless
arms and thrust his own into it. Then
the trousers and finally the overcoat,
which he had flung upon the ground.
He did not take the trouble to reclothe
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the dead man in his stripes, though
some such idea had happened into his
head for a moment.

He flung the striped bundle far
away into the woods, and listened as
it fell with a thud. But as that sound
came, another came with it, and this
sound brought him no gladness, for it
was the scream of the prison’s siren
whistle.

The man stood frozen, with his arm
still raised from the motion of throw-
ing his clothes into the woods, his feet
far apart. He could not move under
the fascination of that sound.

“ You-00-00-00-00! YOU-00-00-00-
oo!” It seemed to scream, in ever
increasing volume and rising pitch!

It echoed in the woods at his side, it
resounded along the road. He could
see the picture in the prison, too, the
guards running back and forth with
their rifles and pistols ready for action,
searching dark corners, rounding up
the grinning, frightened prisoners and
counting them.

He could fancy the little body of
armed hunters setting forth by foot
and in the prison motor cars to scour
the country for him. He could pic-
ture himself, the hunted thing, with
them coming nearer and nearer.

It broke the spell, and, clapping the
hat of the man who lay dead at his
feet tightly on his cropped head, he
sped through the woods. As he ran
he heard another sound, and, looking
back, saw an automobile’s light as the
machine flew along the road which he
had just left.

He could not see who was in it, but
he knew, and he knew that their rifles
were cocked, and that they were ready
for him.

There was a shout, and the machine
stopped. Carnivan knew why. They
had found the body! He ran faster
than before.

By and by he came to a field, and,
as the going became easier, his weak-
ness seemed to assert itself. He had
overdone himself in his frenzy to es-
cape, his little strength was gone, and
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he could scarcely pull one foot in front
of the other.

Many times he stumbled, but when
he fell he dragged himself along on
his hands and knees by the stubble, un-
til he could get to his feet and keep his
balance again. But the time at last
came when he could go no further, and
he lay where .he fell.

It was swampy, but he cared not.
His body was half in the freezing
water of a marshy depression, and the
edges of the ice cut his hands as he
tottered, but he lay there, and must
have slept, for he dreamed.

They were wild, insane dreams, of
course, but they were interspersed with
pleasant visions.

'He seemed to be lying on a soft,
comfortable bed, during these pleas-
anter fantasies, and he was free to rise
or stay there, to come and go. But it
would get cold, and he could not draw
sufficient covering over him.

Finally it grew very cozy and warm!

Suddenly he awoke. He did not
know that it was morning. He only
knew tftathe was choking, that hideous
pains clutched him by the throat.

“ The clothes! Gimme them clothes 1
I gotter have them, | tell you!” he
gasped, in a queer, hoarse voice so un-
like his own that it brought him partly
to his senses.

He was burning up with a shaking
fever, his lungs were on fire— where
was he? Ah! He remembered it!
He must go on and on!

He staggered to his feet, and as he
did so tfie edge of his overcoat pulled
him back to his knees, being held in
the ice of the swamp, where it had
frozen. He tore it loose with an oath
anti once more pulled himself up to
his tottering feet.

He stumbled on, his head reeling,
pounding, the fever eating him alive,
but with a definite, crazed idea in his
mind, which was to reach that big,
golden ball which was just coming over
the hills ahead—Ao0 reach it and Kkiss it,
for it was the rising sun, and it was
shining on him, a free man!
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Suddenly the heat which had been
consuming him gave way to a killing
cold. He could not move his arms and
legs, his teeth chattered, and he hud-
dled to the ground in a quivering, gib-
bering bundle.

As he drew
something in the pocket crinkled.
was a paper and he drew it out!

It occurred to him that if he had
matches he could make a fire and warm
himself. Feeling in the pockets of the
clothes his fingers found a box, but he
could scarcely light one, so numb were
his hands.

At length, after many efforts, he
struck a light, and held the paper to
the flame. It caught badly, because it
was thick paper, so he opened the fold-
ed sheet to make the ignition easier.
As he did this he wished it was money
instead of merely a useless paper.

Well, he would get some money
later, when he reached— the sun, and
got warmer. Perhaps there was money
in these pockets, anyway. He would
see when his hands were thawed out
and he got rid of this horrible chill.

His fingers pulled the folded paper
apart, and he shuddered even a little
more, because now he noted that the
paper was blood soaked.

| What of it? It had to be some one’s
blood! Good— it wasn’t his own!

The nlan shouldn't have got in his
way. What was he doing there, going
in the direction of the prison at that
time of night! God!

They did not hear the shriek, nor
did they see what he did, which was
merely to stagger backward, fall,
struggle feebly to his feet and fall
again, this time not to get up any more.
But between running and falling and
going on until the last time he man-
aged to cover perhaps a hundred feet
before he went down for good.

And that was just the distance from
his body, when they did find him, later,
that they picked up a blood-soaked,
charred bit of paper— THE STATE'’S
PARDON OF EDWARD CARNI-
VAN!

the coat about him
It



You can join THE CAVALIER LEGION and
receive the red button with the green star free
of charge by sending your name and address to
theeditor of THE CAVALIER, 175 Fifth Avenue,
New York, N.Y. Everybody's reading it now.

HEART TO HEART TALKS

BY THE

W N these days of reform, when

B®! | ¢SSt bright and shining lights
JsP 1 “S1 are receiving the harpoon
kIt I  Jp atthe hands of the popu-

lace, it seems more or less

reasonable that The Cav-
atier should take advantage of the op-
portunity and join the cavalcade with a
piece of fiction dealing with these con-
ditions. You can look for it in the issue
of March 8 under the title of

THE PURCHASE

BY E. J. RATH

It is the story of a young architect
who has been elected mayor of a subur-
ban town, and at the same time is forced
to earn his living in New York. He is
poor; he is honest; he is the kind of man
that powerful criminals like to tickle un-
der the chin while kicking him in the
pit of the stomach.

The surest plan they have for unseat-
ing his reason is to make him a million-
aire and then catch him with some real
money on his person. This whole plan
works out perfectly in theory, but in this
instance a little rich girl got tangled up
in a heart affair with the mayor, and to-
gether they made the strongest com-
bination ever bucked by the villains.

The story is as alluring as spring water
and as intoxicating as wine.

E. J. Rath is the author of “ TWO
WOMEN, OR ONE?” which ran seri-
ally in Tiie Cavalier last September.
Few stories printed in this magazine
made such a tremendous impression as
this latter novel, and “ THE PUR-
CHASE ” is even better.

EDITOR

Owing to the fact that | have a great
deal of correspondence to deal with this
week, | trust you will pardon me if I
hurry through the list of other good
things and give you an abbreviated
menu.

Albert M. Treynor, a writer new to
Cavalier readers, appears with a nov-
elette entitled™ “ A FOREST FREE
LANCE.” It isa romance of the South-
ern pine-woods, with the scent of fresh
sawdust and pine-trees in every chap-
ter. There is the charm of the distant
song of woodmen, the sound of the ax
in the tall forest, the complications of a
big love-story, the adventure and ro-
mance that hold one’'s interest. And,
to cap the climax, it has the punch.

If you like Treynor’s work, you shall
have more of it

& & ~ &

Edwin Carlile Litsey crosses the line
again with a story born in the Cumber-
land Mountains, the title of which is
« MELINDY,” Small wonder those

mountaineers fight to the death for their
sweethearts.

Litsey has a way of painting a woman
that makes her worth dying for, even if
her best garment is gingham and her
threshold is pressed only by bare feet.

5 5

Frank Condon wins laughter with
“CUPID ALWAYS CASHES.” In
fact, Condon always attacks one’s sense
of humor. If Condon cannot make you
laugh, you might just as well go on read-
ing Fox’s “Book of Martyrs” the rest
of your life.
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Read “ THE CALL OF HpME,” by
Mary Rider Mechtold. There is so much
truth in it, so much humanity, so much
real life, that you may catch a glimpse of
yourself somewhere in its pages.

Mary Rider Mechtold is the author of
“THE WOMAN WHO PAID,” which
made such a sensation in T he Cavalier
for April 20, 1912.

Pl X

Friends of Ruby M. Ayres will read
with infinite pleasure “A YOUNG
BLOOD.”

This is a story for gentlemen, because
if you are not a gentleman in every.sense
of the word you won't appreciate it.
Any coarse lowbrow bereft of the finer
instincts cannot possibly see the beauty

& &
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of this yarn. The more class and quality
you have, the more sympathy it will
awaken.

The Cavalier is always grateful for
an opportunity to print a story of this
sort, and its subscribers share this grati-
tude.

jt

J. N. Cole, Jr., has a very funny story
entitled “ JEWELRY FOR A GEN-
TLEMAN ” in the next issue. It is
about a bunch of college athletes and a
skinny string-bean who answered to the
name of Skeeter. He wasn't much of a
heavyweight, but he certainly had the
kind of sand in his spinal column that
makes men do the big thing at the right
time.

je &

MAKE WAY FOR THE LADIES!

Tally one for Los Angeles, where the people
live in eternal sunshine and pick flowers all
the year round. | lived there myself in 1887-
1883, when Pico Street was the scene of some
very wonderful electric railway experiments.
It was the only railroad line in the world
where the cars got in ahead of the schedule,
mainly due to the fact that when one of these
electrics got started the combined mechanical
department and all the engineers to boot could
not stop her. | used to stand under the euca-
Imtus—trees along the route in the hope that
there would be a bust-up near enough for me
to get aboard and sit there as though | had
paid my fare.

But nothing is like it used to be in Los
Angeles. To-day it is indeed the city of the

Is, eminent among whom reigns the
writer of the following letter:

Editor, Cavalier:

| have very often wondered if you have
any girl readers, for when | read your “ Heart
to Heart Talks ” | find only men’s names men-
tioned. Therefore | want to tell you that
“the female of the species" are as enthusi-
astic as the male over your d azine
—at least / am, which s not exaggerafing a
bit, for it's great from cover to cover. | con-
fess to being the worst bookworm that ever
wes. | verily believe | can say with truth
e very st oL bt row, it 1 oy Pope

very first issue 0 Now, on

that ﬂ?el book m.iylaprow larger. . Y

I am sincere in my praise for this clever
magazine and recommend it to all book-lovers.

(Miss) Ellen Anderson.
1248 Elden Avenue,
Los Angeles, Cal.

I am going to prove to Miss Anderson that
there are plenty of ladies reading The Cava-
tier. Just run through the batch of cor-
respondence which follows;

Editor, Cavalier:

_I am president of a CAVALIER Club con-

sisting of ten members. Will you please send
me ten CAVALIER buttons? “We think it is
the best magazine ever.

Mrs. H. F. Bacon.
37 Jenness Street,
East Lynn, Meass.

Editor, Cavalier:

I want to tell é%u how glad | was when |
to read “ Beyond the Great Oblivion."
| read “ Darkness and Dawn,” had
forgotten the names. When | began reading
the setiuel to-day | was delighted.
I tell everybody about The Cavalier.
Mrs. Hellen Robbins.

Hannibal, Mo.

Editor, Cavalier:

“The Law of Love” was a dandy. O
course, there are some who would hold up
their hands in holy horror at the ending and
expect the heroineto commit_suicide so as not
to be found alone on an island without a

ron.
In “The Undertow” 1 recognized many
things in “_show life,” as | have had quite a
little experience there myself.  Why is It that
people who love the theater will when an
actor or actress is mentioned? )
We live eight miles from Detroit, but my
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husband's business is in Detroit and on Thurs-
day evenings he brings me your magazine.
So you see one cavalier bringS the other.
Another story like * Ice-Bound Hearts"
from James Oliver Curwood would surely be

reciated.
ap Mrs. B. W. Allen.
Greenfield Hotel,
Highland Park,
Detroit, Michigan.

THE WAY TO REAR A CHILD

Editor, Cavalier:

Won't you be so kind as to send me four
CAVALIER buttons? One is for my baby to
wear. | am going to bring her up in the

riglht way. .
cannot tell you how much | appreciate
T he Cavalier. 1 wouldn't miss a copy of it
for a hundred dollars. .

“ Ice-Bound Hearts” gripped right hold of
me. There is something so big, clean, and
noble about it, not to say pathetic, and | am
not ashamed to admit that it made me shed
a few tears. .

Fred Jackson is great
Allan England’'s work. . .

I think the stories that deal with science are
particularly interesting. o

Wishing T he Cavalier success in its second
and every other year of its existence and the
editor every good fortune,

Mrs. E. F. Platt.

P. S. | forgot the most important praise
of all—your “ Heart to Heart Talks.” | do
enjoy them and read them first of all.

E. F. P.
Creston, B. C.

I also enjoy George

Editor, Cavalier:

We are organizin% a CAVALIER Club in
this vicinity. "1 am having several stories out
of last ¥_ear’s magazine bound in book form
for my Tlibrary.

It iS impossible for me to offer any sug-
gestions for an improvement in The Cavalier,
so | remain,

A constant reader,
Mrs. A. C. Aiken.

Charleston, W. Va.

Editor, Cavalier:

The perfect local coloring and atmosphere
of that delightful little pen sketch, “ That
Throb Feeling,” has excited in me a throb
feeling for more of that kind of sentiment—
that sentiment peculiar to the Middle West.
| have seen several of Mr. Sweet's stories
along this vein, and have often wondered why
this field has been overlooked.

Mrs. P. Haymond.
451 Almond Avenue,
Long Beach, .

THE CAVALIER.

ALWAYS ROOM FOR A ROCHESTERGIRL

Editor, Cavalier:

Have you room for a Rochester girl ?

Last August | stepped into an t Avenue
drug-store and came across. The Cavalier.
The cover attracted my attention. | have been
a reader ever since, and | think it is fine. All
the stories are good. )

Do not change the covers, as | think they
are splendid for mounting.

Come on, Fred Jackson, with some more of
your novelettes.

Alice M. Hartz.

P. S. Please send me one of your CAVA-
LIER LEGION buttons, as | want to become
a member for life.

A M H.

.Rochester, N. Y.

STILL AFTER FRED’S PHOTO
Editor, Cavalier:

I would like to shake Fred Jackson’s hand.
SS{iy, Fred, “ The Serpent” was sure some
0

ry.

As to Mary Germaine, | am in love with
her. She is there with the goods, believe e,
in “ The Red Dawn.”

Mr. Editor, | agree with John Collins
Tague, of New York. | would like Mr. Fred
Jackson’s photo. | am a most devoted reader

of The Cavalier, and | think his pieture on
The Cavalier cover would be a good draw-
ing card.

Miss Mary Quite Contrary.

Editor, Cavalier:'

My mother and father have read The
Cavalier since its first issue and | am inter-
ested in lots of the stories, especially Frank
Condon'’s contributions. 1 have formed a club
of twelve of classmates. We call it the
CAVALIER LEGION and read a story from
The Cavalier once a week.

Please send us twelve buttons.

Dorothy Rowley,
1518 lowa Street, President.
Davenport, lowa.

Editor, Cavalier:

My husband always wondered why | read
The cavarier. He read “ Shifting Sands”
and “ The Master Mind,” and says he wants
more.

I would be gllad to wear one of your but-
ton% to let people know that | know Something
good.

Do not let Giesy and Smith stop writing.
Just keep them at it. .

I should like to know just what “ The Lure
of the Lavender Trees” was. | am rather
inquisitive. .

hope you will send me my button soon.
With three cheers for The Cavalier.

(Mrs.) Freda Kraft
737 S. Broadway,
Baltimore, Maryland.



HEART TO HEART TALKS.

Note— never attermpt to explain mysteries
in literature. Maryland Allen evidently at-
tempted to impress her readers with a sense
of dread mingled with fear, and she did it
very effectively in “THE LURE OF THE
LAVENDER TREES.” It would be quite as
difficult to explain any of the terror stories of
Poe or Buhver-Lytton or Bierce.

Editor, Cavalier:

If anybody were to ask me the name of the
best magazine published 1 should at once
respond, “ The Cavalier, of course.”

| think Frank L Packards “ GREATER
LOVE HATH NO MAN" is fine. He is a
ver}/fbrllllant writer, and |1 cannot say enough
of his good qualities.

STEP THIS WAY,

Having convinced Miss Anderson that the
ladies know a good Cavatier When they see
one, | beg to quote from a batch of corre-
spondence from my gentlemen friends.
Editor, Cavalier:

Well, Mr. James French Dorrance, to in
with, you are some writer. Your story, “ The
Honor of the Mounted,” has got them all
skinned a city block. 1 do not like to dictate
to any one, but | think you would undoubtedly
make a success if you went in for book wri-
ting, When you ?(et agood one on the market
you will make a killing worth making. How-
ever, as long as you write for magazines |

will surely read them
Put this in the waste-paper basket, don't
think of it for aweek, and then start to work
on book.
G W. Terry.

Centerville, Wayne County,
Indiana.

Editor, Cavalier:

I have read your magazine ever since the
weekly issue began, and, in my opinion, it

is Ai.

hoot us some more of Fred Jackson's
stories like “ The Masked Bride.” Wasn't she
a peach? Now, since you have got Fred Jack-
son going, keep him going. 1f 'you don't, you
will "see “a little blond party, about five feet
nine, walk into your office some time soon and
start something;

246 Lansing Street,
Utica, New York.

Edward B. Millard.
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I sincerely hope The Cavalier will live
forever and” the editor also.
Babe Fitzsimmons.
(* The Hills of Tennessee” Company.)
San Francisco, California.

Editor, Cavalier:

Whoop-e-e! Hurrah for E M. Jameson!
That is just the way | felt when | had finished
his story, “ Kenl s Marriage.” .

Now, "Mr. Editor,” I don't want you to think
I am a turn-coat, and | love Mr. Fred Jack-
son—er—er—his stories, just as well as ever,
and, believe e, he's some writer.  But what's
theimatter with E. M. Jameson? That is posi-
tively one of the very best stories_ ever pub-
lished in The Cavalier, and that is saying a
lot. Miss J. Macumber.

Omaha, Nebraska.

GENTS, PLEASE!

Editor, Cavalier:

Since you have made The Cavalier a Week-
I¥],_ its last objectionable feature has become a
thing of the past.

1 have noticed that very few of the con-
tributors to the “ Heart to Heart Talks” men-
tion the poetry found in your . This is
deplorable. 1 wish to state that T should not
be nearly so well satisfied with The Cavalier
if it did not contain at least one contribution
from the pen of Paul West. | am not a
direct subscriber, but order T he Cavalier per-
manently from the Gibson Drug Store here,
aryv%et it a day earlier that way. .

ith best wishes for your continued
success

Ray Schuchert, D. V. M
Marengo, lowa.

HOOKS 'EM ALL
Editor, Cavalier:

For_a long time | passed your azine
as being to% cheap, ' but fir¥ally gi?l%ed qua)l
back number with which to idle anay a little
time and_becanme interested in one of the
stories. That first copy was sure some eye-

opener to me and converted me into a regular
reade

r. ...
_Provided “ The Cradle of the Deep” is not
finished in the number | have asked for, will
you kindly include such other numbers as |
will require to finish the story?
' M. J. Earley.
Box No. 4, o
Bloomington, Illinois.

CAVALIER dabs already formed will receive
buttons for their entire membership upon applica-
tion to the editor of THE CAVALIER, 175 Fifth
Avenue, New York, N. Y. Join the procession.



A DOG

DECIDES

A SHORT STORY

BY KATHARINE EGGLESTON

A FTER all, aman’sa man even

/ S g ki f heisinlove.
>->/ So is a dog a dog, even
if he is in bad.
J And a real man and a

good.dog must find each other out,
sooner or later.

Mason Armstrong and Snip, a small
black-and-tan, were in these two ex-
tremities. Perhaps, rather, Snip’'s ex-
tremity was inand Mason’s whole being
was involved.

Just as, in the Garden days, a woman
was to blame for the vicissitudes of
man and beast, so was Olive Brice the
Eve of this Adam and the dog.

Mason thought he knew her, but she
never ceased to surprise him. Snip
knew her better; but even he could
never guess that she would put a panful
of molasses candy on the window-seat.

So he got in bad— which, geograph-
ically speaking, was in the candy. Nat-
urally, he sat down on his tail. Nature
put it at the sitting end of him with a
kind intention to soften the hard spots;
but she never meant to substitute pans
of candy for said spots.

“ Oh, you Snip!” Olive cried, losing
the irritating composure which had
aggravated Mason, holding him off
from a subject toward which he had
been edging for months.

“You've spoiled the candy!” she
cried, thoughtless of the probable in-
jury to his tail.

With a yelp he bounded off the win-
dow-seat. Wildly snapping at the of-
fending sweet, he converted himself
into a canine gyroscope. Olive tried to
catch him, but he whirled away.

The performance struck the man’'s
funny spot. With blissful, boyish
abandon he laughed.

“Don’'t be silly!”
“ It’s not funny at all!”

“Isn’t it?” the man cried, as if he
condemned a sense of humor that slept
at its post under such circumstances.

For one ecstatic instant Snip caught
up with his tail. He licked it. Then
he knew why the big man laughed. He
knew how sweet was the sticky stuff;
he was enjoying in anticipation the joy
that was to come to the little dog when
he sampled it.

Snip had always thought his tail
good enough to sit on; but now it
seemed good enough to eat!

In those ecstatic moments Snip knew
that he had found the way to express
his feelings. To him, from that aus-
picious time, any unusual occurrence
was celebrated by wildly pursuing his
tail.

Olive saw only a mad little dog, ut-
terly losing his head in the chasing of
his tail and narrowly missing death at
rapidly revolving intervals when the
davenport and the table-legs loomed up
in his route.

“ Mercy! Mercy! Stop him! He’ll
hurt himself!” she wailed, expecting
to see him reduced to pulp if he actual-
ly met the table-legs, coming or going
in his convolutions.

Armstrong watched with the joy he
had known as he egged on many a dog-
fight in his boyhood days. He flung
himself on the couch and howled with
appreciation while he -urged on the
chase.

Olive advised.

12
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Go it! You'll get
Easy there by the
Tail!” he

“ Go it, doggie!
it on the next turn!
table-leg! Tail! Tail!
cheered.

Snip’s heart thrilled. He had not
known there existed in the six-foot
anatomy of the man such love of sport,
such sympathetic appreciation of the
delights of"the appetite.l

Neither man nor dog took the
slightest note of the girl. And if ever
a man or a dog lived who did not
regret forgetfulness of a girl who con-
trols the menu of the one and the
heart-strings of the other, neither has
left record of himself.

Suddenly Mason Armstrong felt
two small hands close securely on an

ear each. He was literally jerked to
attention.

“ Listen to me! You're a big, cruel
thing! 1 knew it! If you don’t stop

that dog before he breaks his head, I'll
think it's true! ”

Armstrong saw a face that needed
no interpretation.

It was perfectly clear he must make
amends for his uproarious conduct and
anchor the dog till he could untwist
himself from his spiral springing and
take intelligent interest in the location
of the table-legs.

He leaped up. He plunged ~fter
Snip. One small dog going in a com-
paratively straight and narrow path is
hard enough to catch; but the same
small dog describing an erratic and cir-
cular course about a room, with no in-
tention of getting anywhere but suc-
ceeding in being everywhere, is a canine
impossibility.

Just as Armstrong had urged Snip
on, Olive urged him. Only more so!
In her voice there was the steadily
accumulating force of disapproval.
Her comments made Armstrong des-
perate.

“ You're so big that you never really
live up to a situation. And you're
thoughtless! Little Mr. Purch has
more consideration, more courage,
more real manhood in his five feet five
than you—"~
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“ Nell told me Pinky Purch was—"”
Armstrong paused to remark.

“ Tell Nell to mind her own affairs.
You chase the dog! ” Olive snapped as
Snip swung dangerously near a mar-
ble pedestal.

Armstrong chased. Snip gathered
new energy. He thought Armstrong
was just in the game for the love of
sport:

“ Jove! | wish he had salt on his tail,
instead of candy,” Mason panted as
Snip eluded him.

“He likes salt, too,”
nounced discouragingly.

Suddenly Mason stopped.

“ Let’'s phone for all the Hedley kids.
They’d catch the dog!” he suggested,
a firm intention to make no further
efforts himself written large on his
strong face.

“ Wouldn't that be nice! ” Olive ex-
claimed, with suspicious enthusiasm.
“ While they were catching the dog,
their papa could be trying to catch the
mistress.”

“ Great guns! You don’'t mean that
Arthur Hedley, with that houseful 6(
youngsters, has the nerve to try—"”

“ You never can tell what a man will
do! ” Olive observed irritatingly.

She might have added the same
about a dog. Snip circled toward the
door into the hall. Another revolution
would bring him, spattering probably,
at the rate he was going, against the
frame. Olive darted toward him. Snip
escaped the frame by an inch and
waltzed into the hall. Olive started
after; but suddenly the unexpectedness
of man was demonstrated. Mason
Armstrong secured her firmly in the
circle of his arms.

“ Olive! 1 want to say something!”
he announced, dazed, as he realized that
he actually held her in his arms.

“ Let me go!”

“ No.”

She glanced up at him, then stopped
struggling. With a self-repression
which she did not appreciate, he made
his Hasp merely one of retention, keep-
ing himself from presuming upon the

Olive an-
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circumstance which was so fraught
with possibilities.

“1 love you, Olive. |
loved— "

“ Oh, they all say that!” the girl
exclaimed with that exasperating levity
by which a girl cheapens a moment
which, to the -man, is sacredly serious
and important.

A girl never knows why she inter-
polates some superficial observation at
the moment of a man’s highest exalta-
tion; but Nature, forever shaping
means to her own end, knows. The
irritant invariably joggles the man
down from inactive and devotional as-
piration to practical acquisition.

Armstrong closed his deferential
clasp. It became the possessive pres-
sure of the physically dominant man.
He pressed his lips against the waves
of her hair, bending her head back till
her startled eyes and trembling mouth
were open to the resistless approach of
his craving lips.

Then Olive’'s deaf Aunt Millie
walked into the interesting group.
Snip had “ tailed '’ gaily into her room,
gripped her skirt with his small white
teeth, and dragged her cheerfully to
where she was neither needed nor
desired.

The interesting group dissolved. It
fell into its component parts before the
old lady’s astonished gaze, the feminine
element displaying an inexcusable ten-
dency to laugh at the awkward and
embarrassed masculine element.

“ Olive, I'll see you again— later!”
Mason growled, with the normal man’s
hatred of being caught in a romantic
situation he loves if undetected.

“ When do you go back to the city?”
Olive asked, with an irrepressible smile.

“Monday morning, unless something
happens to take me sooner,” Mason re-
plied grimly and suggestively, wonder-
ing, as every man living has at one time
or another, how a woman can have the
face to act comfortable when circum-
stances are so purgatorial.

“1Ill see you at church,”
said.

have never

Olive
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“ When ?” he asked eagerly.
“We're still having it on Sunday

here,” Olive replied, with her eyes
sparkling. “ Have they changed it in
the city ?”

Crimson with impatience and embar-
rassment, Armstrong scuffled by Aunt
Millie with a half-hearted handshake
that had a queer effect on Olive.

“ He is a kind of a coward!” she
thought. “ Big men just assume that
they produce the impression of courage,
and then fail to actually make good at
meeting and mastering small occasions.
They are always letting awkward
pauses happen in the talk. They never
know how to smooth over things. They-
embarrass a girl, and then leave her to
wriggle out alone.”

Armstrong called twice in the inter-
val between Wednesday and Sunday.
Olive was engaged once and out once.
At the engaged time he heard gales of
laughter coming from the living-room.

Snip, excited by a sudden move on
the part of Mr. Purch, began to “ tail.”
No wonder! Any small dog might get
excited when a swift hand swept him
from his mistress’'s lap and deposited
him gently but positively out of the
way on the floor. Mr. Purch acted
excited, too.

“Why — how — how extraordi-
nary! Is he having a fit? ” Mr. Purch
asked fearfully.

Olive laughed—at Snip. She no
longer feared battered brains; and she
laughed with her ripe young lips and
her bright, clear eyes, while deep gasps
for breath made her round breast rise.
and fall.

But Purch was uneasy. Nothing
could spring about like that and not
develop hydrophobia. He looked his
anxiety; and Olive looked at him.

“ He hasn't any sense of humor!”
she said to- herself, forgetting the atten-
tion with which she had justlistened to
his well-selected words descriptive of
her perfect equipment for the lofty
calling of a minister’'s wife.

Snip had merely interrupted the-
minister’s proposal. Then four Hed-
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ley children, followed by their well-
groomed, well-set-up and sell-off father
burst into the room.

Tots, the little one, flew to Olive.

“We wants to take Snip fuh a
wide! ” he announced.

“ An’ father wants you to go, too!”
Dimples added.

Olive looked quickly at the widower
to see if the frankness of his offspring
disconcerted him. But he smiled at her
as if he silently seconded the invitation.

Mr. Purch was uncomfortable, and
showed it. Olive made a quick, wom-
anish comparison of the two men; and
the big, calm, self-possessed, if some-
what self-satisfied banker, reached that
chord in her which vibrates to the ap-
peal of power in men.

Olive remembered Armstrong’s awk-
ward discomfort when her aunt caught
him making love. She approved of the
adequacy to dominate any occasion
which she thought she read in the bank-
er's manner.

“ I'll be glad to go,” she said, smiling
down into Tot’'s upturned face.

“ Snip?” the four chorused as if
their lives depended upon the presence
of the black-and-tan.

“ Yes, Snip, too,” Olive consented.

A whoop burst forth.

Snip began to celebrate the joyful
occasion that the Hedley throats pro-
claimed by tailing all around the room.
The minister stumbled over him, then
found him right under his feet at every
step he took trying wildly to recover
his balance. Hedley and his tribe
laughed uproariously.

Olive came back just in time to see
the minister grasp the front door-knob
desperately, while the whole crowd of
children, with one little dog so mixed
among them that he looked like a half-

dozen, yelled wildly at Mr. Purch’s
discomfiture.
Olive’'s blue eyes flashed. She

looked to see if Mr. Hedley was allow-
ing the persecution of the minister by
his small vandals.

He was standing before the fireplace,
Intent upon lighting a cigar, apparently
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entirely unmoved by the misbehavior
of his offspring.

He looked up as she entered. A
long fur coat, new and luxurious, cov-
ered her completely, and a veil the blue
of her eyes was wrapped about her fur
hat. The banker’'s eyes lit with ap-
proval.

“You are ready? ” he asked.

The question had a peculiar signifi-
cance. It was the first time that the
quiet attentions of the banker had taken
visible form. Her going out in his car
had a little the nature of a declaration
of intentions.

Olive nodded.

Seated in the tonneau with the chil-
dren and Snip, she enjoyed the cu-
riosity she was exciting. Not knowing
that she had pulled the heavy blue veil
over her face, nor guessing that she
wore a cloak new to the eyes that gazed,
Hedley was bowing with gracious ur-
banity to acquaintances, confidently
believing that the lovely face of the
girl on whom his choice rested was
plainly visible to the passers-by.

Olive understood his maneuver when
he emptied his family out at his own
imposing house and climbed into the
tonneau with her.

“ Miss Olive,” he said, as the car
sped on again, “ I'm not going to beat
about the bush. 1'm going to ask you
to marry me. And I'm going to take
advantage of the appeal that my moth-
erless children make to a woman like
you to help me win you.”

His frankness had something en-
gaging about it. His eyes burned as
they sought hers. The beauty of her
face, the fresh, fine vigor of her mind
and body, fired his desire and satisfied
his pride.

“What do you say?” he urged.

“1 don't—1 can’'t say anything—
yet,” she answered.

The car rolled up to her door.

“ Of course. It's a serious matter;
but will you let me know the moment
you have decided ?” the banker asked.

Olive nodded as she took Snip under
her arm and entered the house.
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Sunday morning, Olive, wearing the
new fur coat, entered the small but
stately edifice in which the Episcopal
congregation did its dignified devo-
tions, with Mr. Purch as shepherd of
the fold. Mr. Hedley was just before
her at the head of his flock.

She never entered the church un-
noted; but this morning several who
had seen the new fur coat in Mr. lled-
ley’s machine thrilled with interest as
they recognized her as its wearer.

Hedley's seat was in front of hers.
She fell to studying the back of his
neck. Many men have asked women
for which of their charms they have
loved them; but probably no woman
has been honest enough to acknowl-
edge the attraction of a clean-shaven,
healthily colored, strongly set neck.

It is an index to masculine character
which tells them more than an imagina-*
tive fortune-teller could. Perhaps
Pledley’'s was too heavy a trifle. It
might have bulging fat beneath the ears
some day; but it was strong in its lines
now.

Then the rector, Purch, with his in-
spired eyes and somewhat insignificant
physique, interrupted her meditations.
In the black and white of his robes, he
was such a figure of a man as might
lure the dreams of a girl as romantic
at least as she tvas red-blooded into a
vision of usefulness in association de-
votion to the church he served. Mason
Armstrong had taken an unnoticed
place in the rear pew.

Then the service began; and Snip
entered the church—Ilate. Armstrong
grinned appreciatively as he trotted by
in a businesslike search for the young-
mistress who had carefully shut him in
the house when she left. He and the
dog had apparently come for the same
reason.

Snip missed seeing his mistress and
trotted up by the llcdley pew. Olive
missed seeing him.

But the Pledleys saw and welcomed.
Silently the older ones looked at him;
but Tots, undeterred by conventions,
shouted “ Snip!”
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The unmistakable welcome went to
Snip's legs. He began to tail. The
liedleys — the little ones — with one
wild accord leaped up in the seat. Olive
leaned forward and beheld her dog.

She saw the smiles that rippled over
the faces of the congregation at the
familiarity Mr. Hedley’'s children
showed with his name. Snip was no
trapesing cur. Naturally, the Hedley
youngsters could only have met him at
home, where their widowed father
must have taken them to visit, with a
view to insinuating them into the good
graces of the dog's charming mistress.

It was an illuminating situation.
Snip seemed bent upon giving new side-
lights.

Pie tailed toward the chancel. Mr.
Purch saw him coming. He was keen-
13 sensitive to anything that detracted
from the solemnity of his service. His
inspired eyes fixed in unmitigated ter-
ror on the revolving dog. He knew
that nothing short of seizure by force
stopped the circuitous performance. He
heard the Hedleys giggling. His momj-
ing service would be turned into a farce
if he did not rise to the occasion—or,
rather, descend to the dog.

“ Snip! Snip!” called the minister
softly.

A smile suffused the congregation.
The widower and the pale young priest
were both on speaking terms with Miss
Brice’'s dog. Glances of understand-
ing flashed from face to face.

Olive caught some of them as they
passed. She turned rosy all over.

Pier eyes suddenly fixed on Mr.
Hedley’'s back. He was laughing,
literally shaking with laughter, instead
of curbing his children. Her lips drew
together.

If Snip labored under the delusion
that he had lost his tail, and had gone
chasing it, Mr. Purch should have been
perfectly certain that he had lost his
head. - No one in the congregation
doubted it. He stepped out in the en-
cumbering dignity of his robes and
made a grab at the dog. Snip slid un-
der his hand with the ease of a practised
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Purch flushed redder,
His reason

acrobat. Mr.
and then turned white.
departed utterly.

" Will the owner of this dog please
remove it? ” he said tensely. <

If Mr. Hedley's laughter had vexed
Olive, Mr. Furch’s order enraged her.
She turned as white as he.

But the young minister had gone too
far to recede. The memory of him-
self stumbling over the front of his
gown, grabbing at the dog and miss-
ing, forced him to redeem his dignity
by an uncompromising front.

Meanwhile, the proverbial mule'iiad
an able imitator in Olive. She sat as
still as stone.

It was a crucial moment. Pledley,
not unwilling to let the preacher meet
his “Waterloo, remained, ' complacent
and enjoying, in his seat. Snip waltzed
till he was dizzy in front of the font,
then reversed and gamboled around the
leetorn.

Purch was adamant. If Snip had
revolved on his boot-tips, he would not
have moved.

The situation assumed the impor-
tance of a deadlock. The girl in the
seat and the man in the chancel were
lighting it out.

Mason Armstrong was silently ap-
plauding Olive’s attitude. The preach-
er should have pickfcd up the dog,
emptied him into the vestry-room, and
resumed his ordained activities. His
making so much of the ludicrous situa-
tion and trying to force the girl to
help him out of the dilemma enraged
Mason.

Then he saw Olive rise as if she
meant to yield. He sprang up and ran
out of the church.

Olive, with contempt curling her red
lips, had made up her mind that it was
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her dog, and the easiest way to end the
absurd scene was to catch him.

The congregation had entered one of
those hysterical hiatuses which are most
virulent in their effect when the odor of
sanctity permeates the atmosphere and
they all know they ought to behave bet-
ter—so they act worse!

Some were aghast. Some were hor-
rified; but the majority—just normal
Episcopalians— took the situation with
relish and a broad gleam of humor cut-
ting through their cloak of propriety.

Olive stepped forward slowly.

Suddenly the side door was flung
open. Mason Armstrong, large, self-
contained in the unusual role of dog-
catcher, walked toward the chancel and
picked up Snip, who submitted because
of that mystic bond between them.

Olive paused. She began to see the
humor in the episode; but the look in
her eyes as she gazed at Armstrong
shone with a luster brighter than laugh-
ter. It was acheap little scene perhaps,
but it took a big man to act largely un-
der trivial circumstances. Armstrong
was doing it!

Armstrong offered his arm to Olive.
She took it; and they walked out of
church together.

Curiously enough, the banker no
longer laughed; and the rector ceased
to care what a mess he made of the
service.

Armstrong and Olive met again in
the church—Ilater. But not Snip! He
was shut in a shirt-waist box at home.
A man may be equal to every other
situation in the world and yet fail to
grasp the wedding-ring firmly in his
trembling fingers if something distracts
his already distracted wits. And a
whirling dervish of a dog is distracting
when the wedding is your own!

Wear the button of THE CAVALIER LEGION
when you visit your newsdealer and he will give
you a twenty-five cent weekly for ten cents.

Everybody’s reading it.
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WATER

A SHORT STORY

BY JENNIE HARRIS OLIVER

“] SUPPOSED you had too

aga | gag® much pride,” protested
I Hi Eastman cleverly, “to

~ b TR be jealous of one of your-
n pupils. It's as | tell you,

Lois— that country is a regular hades,
and will be until the drought is broken.
Frail as you are, the heat would wilt
you down inside of aweek. I'm trying
to get loose for that reason, as well as
others that | haven't said anything
about. We've been engaged three
years, and this is the first time you
have questioned my honesty. Try and
be sensible, girl, and next spring when
I ship my cattle—”

“I'm not hearing a word you say,
Jim!”

The speaker’s thin little hand, clutch-
ing the door behind her, tightened to
steady her trembling body, and her
dark eyes, bright with unshed tears,
turned to the catalpa grove beyond the
schoolhouse, where a tall, handsome
girl saddled her pony with a slap and
creak of leather.

“1 gave you the benefit of the
doubt,” she went on hotly, “ until this
morning when Rella herself told me
the truth. -You and she have corre-
sponded ever since you were here in
the winter. You have exchanged
photographs and presents— ”

“1 only sent her postcards,” con-
tended Eastman, “ and souvenirs—
beadwork, and the like.”

“ But you have held me to a stricter
conception of what was honorable. To
please you | gave up my last boy cor-

respondent— a classmate who was like
a brother. No, Jim, you just can't be
honest with either of us; but | know it
is Rella Darst you want. Now take
your ring and ride on with her. You
should have saddled her pony, only it
seems you have forgotten how to be
straightforward about anything. Go,
now— | mean it!”

The girl removed a band ring from
her left hand and held it.out. “ Here
it is,” she urged. v‘ Don’t be a cow-
ard!”

“ But | don’t want it, Lois. You're
so hot-headed you won't let me—”

“ Waste any more words—no. |If
you haven’'t the strength to break a
snarled thread, | have. There!”

She leaned to the well near the door
and dropped the ring down the curb-
ing.

It fell with a loud tinkle that caught
the listening ear of dark, red-lipped
Rella as she circled her pony close to
the step and leaned for her strap of
books.

Seventeen was Rella— vain, coquet-
tish, and— there was no question in her
mind— now that the ring had left Lois
Hernden’s hand—she had captured
teacher’'s handsome “ beau.”

Her full lips curved into an amiable
smile as she drawled good-by and left
the pair facing their wrecked engage-
ment. Of course Eastman would join
her before she had reached the osage
hedges, where they could loiter in the
shadow and come to a better under-
standing. There had not been much
satisfaction in letters.

Rella bit her lips into a more subtle
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crimson anth-rode slowly on. listening
for the clap'of hoofs behind her; but
Eastman did not hurry—he had for-
gotten her for the time, so uncomfort-
able had Lois Hemden’s candor made
him. It was his way to blend out of a
difficulty— not to snap the thread short
like this.

“ Ypu hate me, don’t you, girl?” he
asked miserably after the lithe form
had swayed out between the catalpa
branches. “ You think I'm a cur?”

At his weak appeal Lois’s lips curved
into a marring smile. “ Life is too
short to hate—anybody,” she told him
\vearily. “ Jim, | wish you'd go
away!”

Eastman leaned down, quite white.

“You don’t mind—this once?”

The girl lifted shrinking lips.

"Not particularly; but I'm very
tired. Last days leave me limp and
dead. ‘Good”™by.”

For a time the girl stood where
Eastman left her—leaning back heavi-
ly—a little thing very forlorn in her
abandonment.

Her black skirt smudged by the
clutch of small hands sagged from her
slender hips; her white shirt-waist,
pulled awry by the abandon of last em-
braces, emphasized her frailness.

All color had ebbed from her, save
in her hair — soft, .fine, abundant —
glinting brown meshes, now blowsed
about her delicate temples and cheeks.

As she lifted a cold hand to push
back the wayward locks, she thought of
Rella’s hair—vigorous, waving, black
as a rook’s wing above the richness of
burning cheek and lip.

" Rellal” — the name made her
wince. This girl—the pupil with
whom she had been the most painsta-
king—had started a flirtation with
Eastman the winter before when he had
come up for the holidays.

She had scarcely noticed at first, so
full were her days and so thoroughly
did she trust the man she loved; but
all through the tedium of a summer
term she had been tortured by pinpricks
of warning.
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Well, the uncertainty was over.
Everything was over, even her youth;
for in that humdrum corner of the
earth a girl early won the title of “ old
maid.” She was adrift. Twenty-four,
and nothing to look forward to'!

She flushed miserably, remembering
with what satisfaction she had smug-
gled to school, piece by piece, her wed-
ding finery. That morning she had
brought the last thing, not expecting to
return to her grudging shelter. By
this time she was to have been Mrs.
James Eastman.

Shaken into activity by a vivid re-
currence of it all—of the humiliating
moment when Eastman had suggested
postponing the ceremony— Lois-drew
back from the door and opened the
stove.

A few coals from the morning fire
smoldered there, and gathering an
armload of letters from her desk, she
crammed them in upon the embers and
watched the ragged edge of an envelope
kindle into flame.

Her wedding garments followed,
and her “ keepsakes "— last the locket
that hung by its slender chain in the
hollow of her delicate neck; and while
the flames leaped hungrily, shaking the
stove with fierce gusts, she walked
away and turned her back, clenching
her hands tight.

Before her, between two of the shut-
tered windows, was a big United States
map now emblazoned by the low, red
sdn. When the roaring had quite
ceased, the girl’'s hands relaxed, and
one of them sought the sun-reddened
surface, tracing slowly down the flat-
ness of the sunflower country, south-
west across desert wastes to Arizona
and the plateau with the bungalow that
was to have been her home, nestled on
its emerald bosom.

She knew from Eastman every kink
of the favored place of the gods. He
had been fortunate in striking at once
an abundant vein of water—a moun-
tain current, never-failing. It was, so
he said, the shadiest and greenest spot
in Arizona; so it had been a pretext—
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his concern about her health—a plan
to bring about their final estrangement.

And how she had come to love the
country that was to have been hers!
How familiar was the gorgeous going
and coming of the sun; the glory of the
low-hung stars; the clear, dry, sun-en-
raptured distances; the mountains,
holding purple shadows in their
bosoms!

Could she not live there? She would
like to show him how well she could
live. And why not? She had, in-her
five years’ service, saved as many hun-
dred dollars. Thfere' would be other
schools to teach. Girls may homestead
as well as men. Why not?

The sun dropped to the edge of the

map, and Lois, following her new
thread of hope, turned to her desk and
gave the messenger time to unfold. It
was quite dusk before she knew what
she would do.
- She had been very still, one hand
cupping her pretty chin, the other ex-
pressing the new chapter of her life in
a rude diagram — a picture absurdly
out of proportion, but eloquent in its
simple details.

After she had closed the door be-
hind her and turned into the path lead-
ing across-field to the station, the early
moon, poking a silver finger between
the shutters, examined quite brazenly
outlines like these:

It was old Juana’s belief that the
drillers were hoaxing the homesteader
girl. Not that it was to be wondered
at—they had known in the beginning
exactly how many dollars’ worth they
might drill.
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Of course they would drill and drill
until the three hundred dollars was
gone, and fall back until they had re-
ceived a new offer. Already they had
started the third probing finger down-
ward. It would be like the other two.
Old Juana knew!

Juana was a delightful mystery to
Lois Hernden. On returning from a
day’s teaching up Box Canon, she had
Jfound the old woman hunched on a
bench by the door, calmly stringing
beads.

“ Ah, Chiquita, you come,” she had
greeted the tired girl, in dialect as dis-
tinctive as her looks. “ I have put on
the bean-pot.”

By “ Chiquita ” Lois understood her
to refer to her diminutive size. The
beans— there was a bag of frijoles be-
hind the door, thrust upon the new
homesteader girl by a rancher who was
sure she could cook them, if she tried.

Lois looked at old Juana with her
darkness of Indian, Spanish, or some
strange blood, picturesque in clay-
brown garments and black rebosa; then
she tasted the contents of the bean-pot
and rejoiced.

To ride in at the end of a hot, tire-
some day and find a caldron of such
sweetness simmering on the hearth; to
eat and eat—a big spoon in one hand
and a lump of brown bread in the other
—was indeed a comfort. The girl

knew no one else could cook such
beans!

Later she closely questioned Juana,
and could see her browning the lump
of juicy beef in crispy fat with little
onions, red and white peppers, and a
sprinkle of strange herbs: could see
her dump in the parboiled beans, and
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smell them simmer into the clear, de-
lectable richness that nothing else
could equal.

In the following months she wit-
nessed the adding of bushels of beans,
gallons of water, pounds of beef, and
dozens of peppers; but it was the same
pot of beans, grown more delectable
with time.

After the girl could eat no more,
she sat on the bench outside, watching
Juana work beads into purses. This
bench was by the door of her tempo-
rary hut, on the mountain-side of her
valley.

Here one could look across at the
blossomy splendor of Hay Camp, as
Eastman practically dubbed his oasis,
and catch the outline of the big reser-
voir spilling water over its mossy side
—a limpid lake guarded by three gray
windmills.

One could feel the shadow of the
plumy trees and the swish of the vel-
vet turf. One could, in that clear air,
almost count the occupants of the pas-
ture nosing knee-deep in clover.

Eastman had made many attempts
to see his new neighbor, but she had
desperately avoided him. Losing hope,
he crossed the valley on a legitimate
errand, and came face to face with her*
homing at the close of the day.

After the first swift survey, the man
had whitened and drawn rein, but Lois
rode on in apparent serenity, brown
hair glinting under her turned-up som-
brero—a galljurt little defender of the
desert. -As a matter of fact, she was
trembling and seeing strange hazes
against the shimmer of the sun-kissed
valley.

It was in her to ask him to observe
how well the climate became her, how
firm and lithe she had become; if even
Rella, whom she doubted not was wait-
ing for him back at the bungalow
among the trees, bore better the fur-
nace-heat; but coming eye to eye the
impulse skulked away, and she rode
dumbly on.

Old Juana noted her pallor as she
came in from staking Pinto by the
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spring, and as she uncovered the bean-
pot and got out a big spoon, she opened
conversation on the one never-failing
subject—the well-driller men. All the
murderous threats that the old woman
knew she poured forth upon the lag-
ging heads of the workmen and the
, monotonous, hum of their engine as it
vibrated across the flatness of the
desert.

Lois tried to smile as she removed
her gauntlets and began a languid at-
tack on the beans.

“And | thought before this the
morning-glories would be blossoming
over a brand-new porch,” she finally
said. “ If this keeps up we’ll not have
-much left to put in our ditches, | had
no idea the water would be such a
proposition.”

Juana frowned until her eyes looked
like two little black pools in a walnut
meat. “ You listen to old Juana,” she
wheedled, “ and to the voice of the
water-witch. Fool hombre—they try
not to find it!”

She rummaged under the pillow of
her cot and brought out a dingy bundle
which she unwrapped, disclosing a
forked stick of greasewood, dark with
handling; sleek with the clutch of
water-seeker and miner. She thrust
it into the girl’s hand lying by the idle
spoon.

“ Take it, Chiquita. It hears the
voice of the underground river, crying
out in the darkness. Trust it and it
will give you the message!”

The appeal was well-timed. Drought
still burned upon the land. Every day
Lois considered more hopelessly the
sacks of grain that awaited the surety
of water.

Without water there is little for
the desert homesteader—even an am-
bitious young person, with an old
brown guardian who can curtail ex-
penses by cooking delectable beans.
But her sudden meeting with Eastman
marked her first surrender to the blues.

It was the eternal feminine going
out to rest on the judgment of the
master man. So long as she did not
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see him she was strong. Now she
was conscious of her unwisdom in
pitching her camp where their paths
were likely at any time to cross.

Old Juana, being wise, understood.
Closing the girl’s yielding fingers over
the greasewood stick, she led the way
out into the desert; and Lois followed
mechanically, holding the wand by its
two prongs, the handle pointing up.

The handle, Juana assured her,
would flip down the minute it heard
the voice of the water. And Juana
knew— for half-way across the sun-
baked homestead the water-witch shifts
ed forcibly in the small hands that
gripped it. Then the old woman stood
still and cackled quaintly. “ How you
like it, Chiquita miaf”

Lois sank the wand into the earth
and straightened, looking curiously
about her. It was like the diagram she
had made back in the dusk of the
school-room. To eastward lay Hay
Camp, plainly defined beneath the
whiteness of the risen moon. To
westward were the black heads of the
Dos Cabeses, circling around to meet
the snow-crowned Grahams on the
north, and melting into the arid
reaches southward.

“ It is very good,” she smiled indul-
gently. “ Let us go now and have it
out with the well-driller men.”

To influence the drillers was not
easy, but Lois had her way. For an
extra consideration the engine chuffed
its way up the valley till it met the
greasewood stick.

Down, down went the probing finger
one hundred feet, two hundred; and
then one night, working in the cool-
ness, a crack like that of doom shook
the desert, and a world-old flood came
up to meet the light.

Listening on the bench by the door,
Lois and old Juana witnessed it—a
column of spurting water like smoke,
wavering skyward against the full sil-
ver moon.
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“Ah, ha!” exulted Juana, “ did 1
not tell you we would be big water
people! Chiquita mia, for what you
cry?”

The valley smiled! Millions upon
millions of seeds from the four winds
swelled to bursting wherever Lois’s
ditches, criss-crossing it, sent out sub-
moisture or distilled mist; and in pro-
portion as the valley luxuriated Hay
Camp grew sickly and brown.

Every one else knew what had hap-
pened before it came to the girl's un-
derstanding.

Pondering over the gradual searing
of the plateau paradise, Lois went as
close as the line fence that divided it
from her hundred and sixty, and there
found that even the moss on the big
reservoir and the many troughs at the
ends of the rust-red pipes was crisped
as by fire; that a white-faced calf, lank
and wabbly, nosed between the wires
of the fence and eyed a lush bunch of
grass just beyond its reach.

It was as if a magic door had opened
to receive the glory of the once-lovely
oasis, and closed, leaving behind it an
old dry husk.

Lois spoke of it to Juana, and the
old woman wagged her head.

, “ Water,” she said, “ is sensible; it
takes the shortest way -home. Did |
not tell you the water-witch knew? ”

“Do you mean,” Lois demanded,
“ that we have stolen the water supply
of Hay Camp?”

Again Juana wagged her head.

“ Jim Eastman is driving his cattle
over to Deep Fork twice a day,” she
told Lois. “ It is his month of ship-
ment, and now he must spend the time
in keeping them alive. By and by he
will be hauling them off to the canons.
The sun grows hotter and hotter. The
medicine men no longer make medicine.
Hay Camp only was! ”

What Juana said was true. Such a
thing as the cutting off of Eastman’s
water-supply had been prophesied by
lesser men to whom he had dictated
terms.

“ Just let some fellow with a barrel
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of money to experiment camp in the
valley!” they threatened. “ The wa-
ter's under there, and when it is located
Jim Eastman’s a gone gosling!”

The remarkable thing was that the
phenomenon should come by way of a
homesteader girl and a water-witch!

After this conversation Lois crossed
the valley and looked thoughtfully over
the high wire fence. The ground was
crisped, smiting cruelly the noses of the
animals browsing over its barrens.

Hides that had once been glossy
were now lumped and shrunken. The
white-faced calf still eyed lush bunches
of grass with a strained brightness of
its beautiful eyes. The girl pulled arm-
loads of green and poked them between
the wires; then she leaned her face on
Iter folded arms and the present fled
away. She was back between the
Osage hedges, smuggling her wedding-
dress to school.

It had been a foolish gown, sheer
white embroidered with graceful, deli-
cate tracery. It had cost a summer's
eye-strain and all her solitary hours.
That very morning the woman to
whom her brother, now dead, surren-
dered the peace of ten long years had
complained of Eastman’s slowness.

“You'll be an old maid yet,” she-
prophesied, with a knowing, toss of her
liead. “ 1 was married and had two
children before | was your age! ”

Lois had smiled to herself, comfort-
ingly. After the long day was over
she and Jim would go over to the par-
sonage in the village, then she would
write a line of good-by, signed “ Lois
Eastman.” She could afford to smile
over the insult.

When the girl's musings reached
this point she lifted her white face from
her arms, and, without looking behind,
went straight back across the valley.

Old Juana, stringing beads by the
door, looked up slyly, but only asked
Lois whether in her opinion red or
orange looked the better next to black.
For some reason the girl’s depression
was not displeasing to the old brown
keeper of the bean-pot.
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But that night Lois did not sit with
Juana on the bench by the door. She
was stretched rigid on her cot in the
stifling heat of the low 'dobe room, her
palms held to her ears, muffling the
dismal low of Eastman's suffering
herds.

Now and then a sob shook her throat
—when she remembered the plucky
face of the coveter of lush bunches be-
tween the wires of the fence. How
wide he was between his bright eyes;
how perkily he held his ears. Not a
discouraged line in his tottering body,
and— he was starving!

The girl finally sat up, clenching her
hands tight, as was her way of bearing
misery. So had she shut her fingers
upon the audible destruction of her
wedding finery.

Five minutes later old Juana, dozing
on the bench, lifted one corner of the
rebosa that shut in the dreams of the
old. '

Lois had come out of the door with
the heavy wire-cutters they had used
in fencing the new vegetable and
flower garden. When she had blended
into the mystery of the cloud-ridden
night, old Juana slipped back her scarf
and studied the heavens.

“ One week of clouds,” she muttered,
“and the snakes will go back to the
mountains.”

Then she straightened her active old
body and followed the rapid footsteps
of the girl.

On her knees Lois tugged at the
wires of Eastman’s fence, bruising her-
self cruelly each time a barrier fell
apart. If she realized her danger at
that moment she did not care, so in-
tent was she upon the thing she should
have, in mercy, done before.

“You poor -things!” she sobbed,
watching the first staggering entrance
into her paradise. And when she found
the plucky, white-faced calf, lifted it
through, and started its plunging jour-
ney clown the slope.

Nosing along the fence night after
night; smelling water and lush vegeta-
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tion, the cattle realized—as mortals
sometimes feel good news—what had
happened; and from the stampede that
followed the girl fled for her life, run-
ning along the fence toward a front
exit.

Her dress was torn from contact
with the barbed, wire; her hair came
loose and swept, a confusing web,
across her face.

It was Eastman himself who found
her and swung her bodily over the
fence into his grounds. Before he had
spoken, Lois knew.

She freed herself, staggering, and
put out a hand to keep him back.

“ Don’'t touch me again! ” she cried,
very low. “ 1 didn't do it for you.
It was for a poor little wabbly calf!l ”

She paused, choking, and into the
silence thrilled the contented low of
cattle browsing in the valley. The man
spoke huskily.

“ One thing I must tell you, Lois. |
didn’t mean you to know; but since you
have done—this thing—” He hesi-
tated, choosing his words. “ Of course
it was for the little animal you did it;
but, Lois, | sent old Juana to you. |
sent you the greasewood stick.”

“ And ruined yourself!” gasped the
girl. “Why?”'

“ One thing—1 knew this would
happen some time. It has been threat-
ened me often. That is why | spoke of
getting loose from this country. But
you came and— 1 just couldn’t go.”

“ And you deliberately put into my
hands the key to your destruction!”
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“ Yes, since it had to be, I wanted
the one benefited to be you. | just
hadn’'t counted on it so soon, that is

Lall.”

“ 1 should think you would have con-
sidered what was best for—her—
Rella!”

“Why should 1 consider another
man’s wife? Rella is married to a
rich fellow over in Texas Canon. He
took the correspondence off my hands
as soon as | got back. You see, dear,
I never really made love to her, and
that's a fact. | don’t know what did
make me act the.fool that way; but I'm
certainly punished for it. Practically
ruined. Despised by the only girl in
the world—who would do more for a
starving animal—"

“ 1 don't despise you. 1—"

Eastman groped and gently cap-
tured a little scratched hand.

“ You—whai? "

“If I had pride—" The tired girl
swayed forward, and her free hand
crept up to Eastman’s neck. “ I can’t
have proper pride,” she sighed bro-
kenly.

Old Juana, who, despite her terror
of cattle, had in some way managed to
get across the valley, peered across in
the dimness to where two dark shadows
blended into one, then she wagged her
head and stole quietly away.

“ There’ll be another mouth to feed
now,” she muttered, with a puckery
grin.  “ Juana must get home and put
over some more beans!”

REALITY

By Wanda May

HROUGH misty eyes | view the long dead years,

And was it I, beyond that veil of tears,

Who walked serene or wept in throbbing pain,
Who knew the depths and yet the heights attained?
Nay, ’'tis some romance from fantastic pen
That wakens mem’'ry’s echoes now and then;

So dim the past—it all seems vague, untrue,
The only real thing in life’s dream is you.
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A SHORT STORY

BY HELEN A. SPAFFORD

J I;HE boy’s name was David
mvIl Pennock, and there was
~ N1/ nothing noticeable about
his appearance except
his sturdy, country-bred
frame and the fidelity to be seen in
his wide, soft, brown eyes, with a
broad sweep of forehead above them.
As he was a quiet, reticent boy, and
few are close observers, even these
characteristic marks were never men-
tioned. Indeed, those who carelessly
alluded to him usually commented on
the unruly thickness of his nondescript
hair— which he despised in youth and
would be grateful for in age— and on
his freckles, with which he was well
supplied.

David sat at the far side of the
boarding-house table when the land-
lady ushered the girl in to take a hur-
riedly indicated place. Mrs. Rolfs
muttered her name to some one as she
passed to the regions in the back where
no boarder ever penetrated.

“ Royce,” the boy said softly. Later,
he learned' her name was Lois Hep-
burn' Royce; now she seated herself
opposite David’'s place in a pretty
flurry of interest.

Her place was beside Oliver Ken-
nedy, and from the first the boy hated
to have her near Kennedy.

Nearly everybody at the table
stopped eating long enough to take a
prolonged stare at Lois Royce’s pretty
face; Kennedy’s stare was the longest
and most impudent of any. But, if all
stared, none but the country boy across
the table analyzed the atmosphere the
girl brought with her.

It was as if the windows of the
dingy dining-room were opened on a
clear, spring day to let in golden sun-
shine and show a sward of pure white
blossoms without.

Even the women admitted the girl
was absolutely fresh and unjaded.
Her big, blue eyes took an eager in-
terest in her surroundings, and noth-
ing but unsophistication could have
put the friendly regard in the glance
she bestowed on all the diners at the
table. When the boy caught a smile
from her he answered it-shyly.

Kennedy, with his black, oily hair
brushed in a rounded sleek across his
forehead, his full face massaged to a
chalky whiteness that showed all the
broken veins under his skin, dropped
the puffy lids over his bold eyes to
hide his relish in his proximity to Lois.

He addressed a few remarks to a
neighbor before he casually passed
her the salt. She smiled so gratefully
as she accepted it, he was encouraged
to continue.

“ Your first visit to Mrs. Rolfs’s? ”
Oliver Kennedy inquired cordially.

“ Yes,” she answered, very pleased
to talk. “ But I am to stay,” she con-
fided to Kennedy, whose eyes drank
in every line of her young freshness.

“ Going to stay,” he repeated.
“ With mother, | suppose, to do the
theaters and so forth.” He was plain-
ly curious.

“With mother,” she echoed in
amusement and entire candor. “ Why,
mother has never been beyond the
county town in all her life. Mother
just revolves around Hillbro. Hill-
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bro’'s where I come from. | am a
stenographer, and | have a new place
to go to in the morning. Judge Stokes
got it for me.”

She beamed the
Oliver Kennedy, who
avid interest.

“ There will be some theaters, too,
I hope,” she said wistfully, and gave
a little sigh. That’s the advantage
of a big city, is it not? So many
places to go. [I'll tell you a-secret,”
she said, “ and you may tell any one
you want.”.! She lowered her voice to
a whisper. “ Hillboro was dull,” and
she laughed a gay, girlish laugh that
made all around her smile in sym-
pathy.

Oliver Kennedy was now on famil-
iar ground, and grew eloquent. He
absorbed the girl’'s attention with
tales of theaters and amusements,
while David Pennock watched mood-
ily and longed to think of some appro-
priate remark to address to her across
the table.

Soon every one in the boarding-
house knew all there was to know of
pretty Lois Royce, and she frankly
told it all. The faces of the workers
and the derelicts the cheap boarding-
house sheltered brightened when she
entered the dining-room, and uncon-
sciously they absorbed some of her
innocent delight -in everything that
was new to her. Even crabbed, old
Mr. Peters, who worked behind the
blanket-counter at White's, began to
inquire for her father and mother
when the pretty country girl received
a letter.

Every one wanted to know about
the various cakes and pickles her
mother made, and she promised to
bring jam and preserves to all when
she returned from a visit to her home.

David Pennock always listened
eagerly to her. From a town some
miles west of Hillbro, he knew just
the atmosphere of the latter. When
she described Judge Stokes's law-
office, where she had worked as stenog-
rapher, and had so much spare time

information on
listened with
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to read the Sunday papers with their
gay descriptions of city life, the boy
could see the big, sunny room that was
over the drug-store opposite the com-
-men. No, mother did not mind her
coming to the city. She wanted more
money, and she wanted a change; and
she wanted to see things in a big city.
Mother said the city was only a big
Hillbro, after all. She gave a perfect
description of the usual parental un-
comprehension of anything beyond its
own environment.

When smooth-faced Oliver Kenner-
ly, glove-buyer at Phipp’s emporium,
and with better clothes and more
money than any other man in the
boarding - house, first asked her to
what he called “ a show,” she bubbled
with delight.

The women looked enviously at
Lois, and the men looked at Kennerly
for his motive. On his suavf features
there was no other expression than a
genial good - will. No one searched
further; in a big city one’s business is
one’s own until the denouement.

The news made David Pennock
grow red with jealousy and indigna-
tion. He had not forgotten a night
when he had seen Kennerly swagger
from his office-door. Behind a. side
wall a woman had waited, and David
saw her hurry to Kennedy’s side. He
saw the map’s start of recognition and
annoyance, and the woman's face,
with big, despairing eyes. She plead-
ed and clutched Kennedy’'s arm. He
shook her off as he would a fawning
dog and rushed to leap on a moving
car. The boy choked over a glass of-
water as Lois exulted in the pleasure
of seeing a noted actress.

It took David two weeks to gain
courage to speak to her. Lois’s room
was across the hall from his, and he
waited at the top of the stair for her
one night.

“ Say,”
come from near
know.”

“ From where?”
around delighted.

“
you

David began boyishly,
your place,

She wheeled
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“ From Redmond.” He was as
happy as she to have found a common
interestt. And he knew the Crocketts
and the Reads. The Reads, it tran-
spired, were his cousins.

“What do you do down here?” she
asked of David.

A relative had a shoe-factory, and
he was learning. the business. The
possibilities of the shoe business grew
enormous, as he told her all about it,
and they said good night quite like old
friends.

After her first outing with Ken-
nedy his invitations were frequent,
and Lois made no secret of them, nor
of'where she was'going, nor of where
she had been. Once, sometimes twice
a week, she went to theaters or con-
certs with Oliver Kennedy. He be-
gan to assume ah air of proprietorship
over the girl that was galling to David.

Then David Pennock began to do
a singular thing; he began to sit up
at night until Lois returned from these
excursions with Oliver'Kennedy. He
would read until weary, and then .sit
in the darkness with his door ajar
until he heard the opening click of the
front door and the girl's light step
down the hall. When she softly closed
her door he closed his more softly still,
and gave a sigh of relief.

Each time Lois returned from these
outings a little later and, half-asleep
with boyish exhaustion, David always
awaited her return. He saw the wom-
en look queerly at her when she men-
tioned her trips as volubly as ever; the
men, he saw, fixed their gaze on their
plates.

David chafed at his inability to
change the situation. His meager
salary only sufficed for his board and
a few extras. He knew things would
be better for him soon; that his relative
was only trying his mettle. However,
the uncomfortable condition existed;
he could not afford to provide amuse-
ment for Lois. But it was the late part
of June and the boarders sat out of
doors, and this gave him an oppor-
tunity to see Lois more frequently.
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Once, he walked with her to a gilded
palace, where, with other couples, they
ate ice-cream and looked in each
other's eyes. Not much to offer
against the other man’s entertaining;
yet she was pleased and grateful. The
boy was too young to reason that all
the pretty, young thing needed was a
healthy, youthful society with all its
varied interests.

One night the clock in the hall struck
three and Lois had not returned with
Kennerly. The boy had begun to pace
his room when he heard her slip down
the hall. In a fury he tore his necktie
and collar from his neck and threw
them on the floor. He made up his
mind to warn her.

There was no one else to take an in-
terest in her, he told himself as*he drew
her toward the cheerless parlor in the
morning. There he found himself smi-
ling into her happy face and looking
at the brown curls that tumbled on her
forehead. She did not wait for him
to begin.

“ Such a delightful time as | had
last night.” Her eyes were reminis-
cent. “ Mr. Kennerly had me meet
some friends of his and we went to
supper. | am going to write mother
a long letter about it. Mother loves
me to have a good time.” Her honest,
blue eyes met his fearlessly.

“ That was nice.” He actually com-
mended her. He felt baffled and de-
spised his doubtingNbefore her inno-
cence.

For the next two days David saw
that Lois was very busy planning for
some event. In the evenings she flew
back and forth from Miss Engel's
room on the top floor- with ribbons and
lace and spools of thread, and the boy
found no opportunity to speak to her
in the midst of this preparing.

It was evident to all in the house—
for now it was time for their neigh-
bor’'s business to be their own— that
Oliver Kennerly was obsessed by the
young girl’s beauty. He watched her
incessantly" at the table, and fairly
gloated over each fresh appearance she



188

made, prettier than ever with a piece
of lace or a new bow at her neck.

The excitement put a brighter light
in her eyes, a deeper color in her
cheeks; but she talked less. Evidently
Kennerly had given her some hint as
to the inadvisability of telling all their
plans. However, she was too frank
and unconscious of evil to keep alto-
gether still.

Some one heard she was going to a
picnic; and then David heard it. She
hurried from the supper-table to pre-
pare for this excursion. From his
room David saw Lois go out to meet
the waiting man in a flower-sprigged
muslin,_looking like a flower herself.
The boy peered jealously, through his
door and saw each detail of her appear-
ance. Without premeditation David
jumped from his door to the dresser
to grab his hat and jam it on his head
and to start after Lois.

Afterward, when he thought over
his amazing conduct, he knew he
obeyed an indefinable impulse. Only
one thought was in his mind—what
and where was this picnic that Kenner-
ly told her not to talk about. David
got out of the door as Lois and Oliver
Kennerly passed up the street.

The man hailed a car on the corner
and with Lois boarded it. David
dashed madly down the street, caught
the car with a flying leap, and took a
seat in the rear. They had not seen
him.

Where were they going? David
asked himself. The car went through
the city's streets, more and more'

couples entered, and then it slid out in.

the suburbs. Through the suburbs in
the growing dark; that was left be-
hind in the open country, and David
knew where they were going—* Bel-
ton’s Park”!

A surge of indignation made him
furious. Belton's Park—that rowdy
place for her!

It was easy for David to avoid Lois
and Kennerly among the crowds in the
cheap, sordid surroundings of Belton's
Park. From the trolley landing the
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road wound up a hill to a plateau,
where there was a wide dance hall.
One side had a wing for refreshments,
one side the entrance, the other two
sides all grove, with twinkling lights
among the trees.

Through the trees at one end of the
grove could be seen low-roofed build-
ings with varied amusements to catch
the pennies. In the pavilion a good
orchestra played swinging two-steps
and languorous waltzes, and outside
David kept watch over Lois as she
danced.

It was an interminable evening to
David. He had made up his mind to
go home, but when he lost sight of-
Lois for a few moments the keenness
of his anxiety made him know he could
not leave. He must see the girl safe on
a car for home.

When some performers danced on a
stage at the end, and others sang,
David watched them in boyish amuse-

ment. They finished, and without
warning the band played “ Home,
Sweet Home.” The merrymakers
thronged to the entrance. David

hurried down the hill, looking for Lois
and Kennerly as he walked.

The boy pushed in and out in the
groups on the car platform, and could
not see Lois. Pie craned his neck to
scan the women's hats; hers had a pink
flower. He went close to the crowded
cars, peering in, reckless of being seen
by Kennerly. The girl was not in the
mwaiting row of cars. A few couples
came hurrying down the hill and his
heart lightened with hope; they ap-
proached the waiting cars and entered.
Lois and Oliver Kennerly were not
with them.

The cars moved slowly from the
platform; one more slowly that halted.

“Last car!” shouted the deep-
voiced conductor.

The' car filled and went out on the
rail that shone a silver streak in the
darkness. David remained on the
empty platform, regardless of the cu-
rious glances cast on him.

David looked blankly up the hill to
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the grove where the twinkling lights
still burned; across the dark road was
a tavern, down the shadowy road a
few houses. He turned quickly to race
up the hill to the pavilion.

He stared in the grove; over from a
corner a couple moved leisurely toward
him, and he stepped behind a tree
where they must pass. If she needed
him, he was there to aid her; if not,
she need never know he had seen her.

As they came nearer, Oliver Ken-
nedy was pointing to the stars and
heavens in admiration. A sickening
conviction came to David that the man
was deliberately loitering.

“Why!” he heard Lois ejaculate in
astonishtnent, “ every one has gone.
They are putting out the lights.”

Oliver Kennedy stopped in surprise.
David saw them look toward the
empty station in amazement. A sleepy
boy neared them who was putting out
the lights.

“Where are the cars?”
asked the boy.

“ All gone,” said the boy. “ Last
one just left—no more to-night.”

“ Are you sure?” Kennerly again
questioned the boy and turned to Lois
as if perplexed.

“You can't get no car here after
two o’clock,” the boy repeated in de-
light at their plight.

Kennerly fumbled at a pocket, and
anxiously scanned a time-table.

Kennerly

“ The boy’'s right,” he said; “ we
have missed the last car.” . His tone
was smoothly regretful.

“ Don’'t get nervous over it,” he

said to Lois. “ Make the best of it
We can find some place to stay,” and
he pointed vaguely in the direction of
the road.

“ 1 will walk home,” said Lois with
a little catch in her voice.

“ It is twenty miles,” laughed Ken-
nerly. “ That is a hopeless idea. We
will find some place to stay,” he re-
peated.

“We must get home,” the girl said
again.with a horrified stare in her

pretty eyes.
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The last light was out in the pavil-
ion, and, grinning at their mishap, the
sleepy boy took himself off. Then, in
concert, the twinkling lights in the
grove went out and left the place dark,
dim, and lonely.

“ We cannot get home,” said Ken-
nerly in a rough tone to Lois, “ and we
cannot stay here all night.”

“You made me linger,” Lois ac-
cused him suddenly. “ 1 wanted to
hurry, and you would not.”

“ Well, the thing’s done, is it not? ”
asked the man. “ You won't get home
to-night, so let us find some shelter,”
and he took a forcible hold of Lois’s
arm.

“ She will get home! ” said David,
and stepped from behind the tree. “ I'll
take her home, Kennerly, if you find
it so difficult! ”

“Oh, is it you?” Lois turned in
quick relief to David. She did not
seem surprised to have David come
from behind a tree to aid her. The
start was all Kennedy’s; the look of
ugly annoyance was all Kennedy’s. It
was reward enough for David to see
relief on Lois’s features when he came.

“We’'ll find a way home,” said Da-
vid, and stepped to the girl’s side.

Kennerly recovered his suavity. He
moved nearer to Lois. “ We’ll all find
a way home,” he said.

“ Get out of this Kennerly,” said the
boy bluntly. “ I— 1 happened to hear
you a moment ago.”

With one frightened look at Oliver
Kennerly, Lois put her arm in David'’s.
When they walked down the hill, Ken-
nedy kept in the rear. On the way a
straggler was making for the tavern,
and David hailed him to find the next
car was at half past four o’clock.

“ We’'ll wait for it,” David said gen-
tly to Lois. He took out his watch.
“ It's past two o’clock, and we've two
hours to wait.”

They waited on the gloomy station
platform where there was one light in
the center and the ends were caves of
darkness. There was a dawning com-
prehension and fear in the girl's eyes
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as she stared across the car rail, and
David hated to see it there. Sudden-
ly Lois turned to the boy and said what
he had been thinking:

“ 1 cannot go back to the boarding-
house. It will be six o’clock when we
reach there, and every ong will be up.
What will they think of me?”

“ No, you cannot go back,” he
agreed with her. Gad! he would not
let her go back to face that gamut of
suspicious faces at the boarding-house.
She watclred him eagerly for a sugges-
tion, and he looked at the floor to find
it. When he raised his face he was ex-
ultant.

“ I've got it! You must go back to
your home in Hillbro. There is a
morning train up our way at five®
thirty, and the station is near the end
of this car’'s route. You can easily
make the train. [I'll stay at the house
until you will come back for your
things. But don’t you ever come back,”
begged the boy. *“ Your kind don't be-
long down here.”

“1I'lll go,” she agreed. “ I'll go
home,” she repeated, and her face lost
its strained look of fear.

“ Don’t you ever try it here again,”
he commanded her. “ Haven't you
had enough ?” he asked her angrily.

“ 1 have had enough. | will stay
home,” she promised him.

When the whistle of the car sound-
ed in the distance, and Oliver Kennerly
lounged over from the tavern, David
took Lois’'s arm in his and advanced
to meet him.

“ Kennerly,” said the boy with a lit-
tle quaver in his voice, “ Miss Royce
is going to her home in Hillbro this
morning. But—you tell them at the
house she went there last night. She
received a telegram as she left the
house with you and had to leave at
once. I—1 saw her get the telegram.
If you should meet any-one as you
enter the boarding-house — why, you
went out early to get a newspaper.

“ It's one story, Kennerly,” added
the boy quickly. “ You tell that or I'll
tell the other.” Kennerly turned sur-
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lily away, but his curt nod meant ac-
guiescence.

They took the long ride to the sta-
tion in silence, and there David found
time to buy her ticket and to badger a
drowsy girl at the lunch-counter to
wrap some doughnuts and a sandwich
in a package for Lois. Always,' he
watched the girl with adoring eyes.

A Kindly guard let him through the
gate to see her depart, and they passed
through the long lines of empty cars
together. It was a dreary, desolate
exit for the girl who had entered the
city so blithely.

She went slowly up the train steps
and turned. The boy had nothing to
hand her but the package with "the
sandwich and the doughnuts; he bared
his head as he did so, and stood like a
courtier before a queen.

“ Say,” he asked her diffidently,
“ when | come up home for my vaca-
tion I'd like to come over to see you.
It is not far; may | come? ”

“ Yes,” she said in a still, soft voice;
“ that is—if you care to see me.”

“ Care to,” he laughed happily.
“ Didn’'t you know that all | cared for
was just to speak to you sometimes? ”

The train groaned, and jerked, and
moved slowly on; David had to move
to keep up with it. Lois held to the
railing with one hand and lowered the
other.

“ Oh, you are good—good!” she
whispered, turned swiftly, and went in
the car.

David stumbled away in a dream of
happiness and hastened on; he was ob-
livious that he knocked over a valise
and blocked a rush of incoming pas-
sengers.

His thick hair was disheveled, and
his thin suit was creased in multiple
places from the damp, night air. His
steady, faithful eyes were alight over
his wealth of tawny freckles as he hur-
ried and hurried on to be with Oliver
Kennerly at the early breakfast at the
boarding-house.

Blaze a motto on his escutcheon —
for he was a gallant knight!



THE

STORY

A SHORT STORY

BY FRANK CONDON

\ Kk 7E were sitting around the
] I\ / 85 big, shining table in the
'Y v JJ famous billiard-room off
Broadway. Scores of
were clicking ivory
balls within hearing, and Lyon, the
man who writes, was talking about
something or other. There sat at the
table, beside Lyon, Chick Miller, the
general advertising man; Bill Miller,
file street-car advertising man; Frank
Walton, the composer, and the trans-
mitter of this mystery.

“1I'll tell you a story,” said Lyon,
without preface. “ You can write it
or not. It comes straight from a
diamond salesman.”

“ Go ahead,” rejoined the crowd in a
critical tone.

“This diamond salesman,” Lyon con-
tinued, “ was brought up with Gibbo-
ney’'s. You know Gibboney’'s. Every
diamond ring in the world tries to pre-
tend that it once came from Gibboney’s.

“ Well, this boy— mind you, his
name is Ellis, told me the story him-
self, having witnessed it with his own
eyes. On a sunny afternoon a motor-
car-drives up to the front door and out
steps- a dignified woman of great
wealth, judgipg from her appearance.
She was perhaps fifty, faultlessly
gowned in black silk, and looked like
thirty thousand dollars in yellow
money. Young Ellis adjusted his silk
cravat and prepared to wait upon her.

“ Her demands were simple. She
wanted to select a diamond or two,
and Ellis brought forth a tray of velvet
containing a dozen or more sparklers.
Not a stone in the tray was worth less
than a thousand, but the dowager
duchess looked them over somewhat

haughtily and pronounced it as her
opinion that they were a somewhat in-
ferior cluster of gems. Young Ellis
explained to the empress that one
would have to walk a long walk before
coming,upon better gems; but there
was nothing doing.

“ With a sigh of disappointment he
prepared to put the tray back in the
case, and, in doing so, he noticed that
one of the diamonds was missing. Be-
lieving that his eyes had deceived him,
he gave the gem-tray a quick recount
and proved it. He looked at the dow-
ager, who was calmly putting on her
gloves.

“ Ellis wriggled his left ear, which
is the house signal summoning the head
detective, and in a few moments a con-
ference began which included young
Ellis, the detective, and the strange lady
in black silk.

“ Ellis explained the circumstances
briefly, being withered meanwhile by
the glances of the outraged queen.
There were eighteen expensive and un-
set diamonds in the tray before the lady
flawed them over, and at the conclusion
of her examination there were seven-
teen.

“ Therefore, it followed that she
must have been perniciously active.
The strange lady called young Ellis a
low person and froze him into a state
of speechlessness; but it is somewhat
difficult to freeze a head detective at
Gibboney’s. This latter person, who
was of Irish descent, and whose jaw
protruded some distance, decided that
the society leader must be searched,
and, without further formalities, she
was led away to the ladies’ searchihg
department, where a couple of expert
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female feelers went through her from
Alpha to Zed, exploring herself and
her garments to such a fulsome extent
that one blushes to write it down.

“In an hour the lady searchers
opened the door and announced to the
officials that if the lady had a diamond
about her it must be buried in her
heart. Three or four head bookkeep-
ers had spent the searching hour look-
ing over Gibboney’s books, and had
found out that the missing diamond
was No. 66789, valued at fourteen
hundred dollars, and resembling in size
a small chestnut.

“ There was nothing to do but re-
lease the strange lady in black silk.
Gibboney Company sent down - town
to a detective agency for a man. De-
tective Ratty listened gravely, and
finally gave orders.

“ He explained that no person should
be permitted to enter the aisle upon
which the case of jewels was located.
He ordered that scrubwomen, floor-
walkers, customers, and salesmen be
kept away from the particular section
of the store from which the fourteen
hundred dollars’ worth of unset dia-
mond had disappeared, and the Gibbo-
ney Company gladly followed his in-
struction, feeling mightily unhappy,
but seeing a ray of hope in the mysteri-
ous air of the detective and his strange
commands.

“ For three days nothing happened,
Detective Ratty stood guard, in com-
pany with the head store - detective.
On the third day a dapper young man
in a light-blue suit, wearing gray spats
and carrying a white cane, pushed
open the swinging door and entered.
He walked straight down the forbid-
den aisle and paused to converse with
young Ellis.

“ Five minutes later Detective Ratty
walked up to the newcomer, placed his
hand on his shoulder, and arrested
him. The stranger was instantly
searched, and immediately the expen-
sive diamond was found!

“ Now,” said Lyon, pausing and
casting a triumphant glance upon the

*
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group of cynical listeners, “ how did
the detective know that this strange
young man had the diamond? Of
course, the detective knew where the
diamond was; but, in order to make the
arrest legally and to get the thief with
the diamond on his person, the arrest-
had to’be made just that way. But
how did he know ?”

All of the crowd, except Chick Mil-

ler, looked mystified and inquiring.
During the latter part of Lyon's
sketchy recital Chick Miller had

picked up an evening newspaper and
had scribbled upon the margin two
words in pencil writing. He tore off
the bit of margin and handed it to
Frank Walton, who read it uncompre-
hendingly.

“ You don’t know, so it's a story,”
Lyon went on, after a slight pause.
“ The woman in the black silk lifted
the diamond, rolled it up in a piece of
gum she had been chewing, and stuck
it under the jewelry-case. The young
man had come to retrieve the piece of
gum and its valuable kernel. Is that
a story or not?”

Frank Walton held up the piece of

paper on which Chick Miller had
scribbled.

“ Chewing-gum,” he read.

“ Certainly,” Chick Miller said. “ 1

knew the answer when you got half-
way through the story. The point is,
I read that same thing a long time ago,
and to prove it I wrote down the an-
swer and handed it to Frank Walton.”

“ But this man Ellis told me that it
happened to him,” Lyon argued.

“And | tell you | read it some-
where,” Chick Miller answered.
“ There was an article somewhere tell-
ing about the various smooth tricks
swindlers use to cop the coin. That
was one of them.”

“ Well,” Lyon replied, “ if you read
it somewhere, | suppose it isn't a
story.”

“ No,” | put in, studying the whole
thing out carefully. “ it isn't a story if
I don’t write it. If | do write it—
well, you never can tell.”



