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T he Escape

By Henry C. Rowland
Author of ‘‘The Arbiters,”’ ‘‘The Rubber Man,’’ FElc.

“Escape”

all is hope and faith and beauty.

the spell of drugs and alcohol.
it is one that none should miss.

in more senses than one:
 the part of the heroine; from conscious drink addiction on the part of the
| hero; from the world of everyday for the both of them to that region where

Incidentally, Doctor Rowland, the author,
gives us a memorable and authoritative picture of the inside workings of one
] of the best modern sanitariums for the cure of those who have fallen under

The story is a “plain, unvarnished” tale, but

From unconscious drug addiction on

(A Complete Novel)

CHAPTER 1.

THE GIRL,

HE case is unfortunately a fairly
frequent one,” said the dis-
tinguished specialist.  “Your

daughter 1s an unconsclous vic-
tim of the opium habit. This drug
has probably been administered peri-
odically and without her knowledge
during a term of several years.”

Mr. Castellane, a millionaire manu-
facturer of whisky, received this 1n-
formation with a gesture of protest.

“But how can that be possible:” he
demanded. “She has always been di-
rectly under the eye of Miss More-
house.”

“Precisely,” answered the physician.
“And Miss Morehouse 1s herself a drug
habituée. Have you never noticed her
peculiar complexion and the pupils of
her eyes?”

Castellane nodded.
speak of 1t,”

iBp

“Now that you
he assented.

“It 1s probable,” contined the spe-
cialist, “that the governess first began
her criminal practice when she found
her charge becoming a little difficult to
restrain from the activities and amuse-
ments naturally desired by a girl of
such splendid vitality. Being lazy and
disinclined to exert herself in helping
to gratify these cravings, she proceeded
to dull them with the drug. She has
now , become alarmed at the amount
requued and 1s tI'}fll’lﬂ' to lessen it.
Hence® these tantrums.’

Castellane looked very much dis-
turbed. The love which he really felt
tor his motherless daughter had shown
itself always in material ways rather
than permnal mterest

“Well,” said he, “we don’t want any
scandal. T’ll get rid of the woman,
and you do what you can to correct
the damage.”

“That may be a matter of months,”
satd the doctor. “So far as your
daughter 1s concerned it i1s going to
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take, in my professional opinion, at
least a year to free her system of 1ts
craving for the drug. 1 should there-
fore recommend that she be committed
for this length of time to a sanittarium
which makes a specialty of such cases.
She need never know the real facts ot
her treatment. In fact, 1t 13 highly
necessary that she should not.  We will
tell her that the condition of her nerv-
ous system absolutely demands a rest
cure. I find her to be a sensible voung
woman and of a naturally strong and
robust constitution. She ought to be
a perfect Diana, what with her splen-
did physique and a mind which 1: alert
and 1ntelligent despite a hifelong course
of more or less periodic poisoning. It
1s probable that at the end of three
months in such an institution as I have
in mind she will begin to feel the first
real joie de 7rvre which she has ever
experienced, poor girl, but in order to
make sure I advise that she be com-
mitted for an entire year.”

And so 1t happened that Helen Cas-
tellane, through no fault of hers, found
herself an inmate of Doctor Moritz
Brinker’s excellent institution on the
shore of Long Island Sound. She had
made no objection at being there in-
stalled. Doctor Bright had first taken
her with her father in his car to visit
the place, and Helen had roused sufhi-
ciently from her recent apathetic state
to display a pleased interest in the
charming grounds which were not -
closed and held nothing oif the prison
or asylum atmosphere. The golf hnks,
tennis courts, bowling allevs, bathing
beach, and stables suggested rather the
country place of some multinnllionaire
than a sanitarium, and the bungalows
occupied by patients and attendants
were delightfully homelike. Many of
the 1nmates were strolling about,
dressed as though for an afternoon at
a country club, and taking tea n the
little kiosks, chatting happily.

One failed to notice that the windows
were all furnished with artistic 1ron
grilles and that a patient or group of
patients was never without vigilant
attendant or attendants, the latter =so
closely resembling the patients in cloth-
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ing and deportment as to be indistin-
guishable from their charges. Neither,
in passing the men’s department of the
big establishment which was perhaps a
quarter of a mile distant, would one
ever have suspected the idle gentlemen
loitering here and there 1n its environs,
smoking and reading, of being in the
nature ot pickets carefully selected for
their powers of persuasion, morcal first
and shot with infinite tact and patience,
and, failing that, sufficient muscular
torce to make actual restraint uninjuri-
ous to the refractory inmate. They
passed a number of men coming from
the tennis courts to their bath, and they
looked so rugged and healthy and
cheerful that Helen could not belicve
that they were patients when so as-
sured by Doctor Bright. He did not
see fit to mention that the bulk of them
would shortly be under lock and key
for the night, after their simple supper
and game of pool or bilhards.

It all looked wvery nice to Helen,
though her interest was blurred by the
disagreeable sensation of unrest which
had possessed her since a few days be-
fore Miss Morehouse had been sud-
denly called away to see a dying friend
or relative or something, and one of
the maids served her needs. Helen
could not always remember the maid’s
name nor what she looked hke. She
was not conscious of any particular
affection for Miss Morehouse, but felt
that she needed her in some vague way.
Then, learning that Miss Morehouse
might not return for several weeks, she
had indifferently consented to go to the
sanitarium.

But now, as she sat looking about
her with listless eyes, she tound herseif
orowing rapidly more and more tor-
mented with some mmperative though
indescribable craving. She was neither
hungry nor thirsty nor sleepy nor ener-
oetic, nor did she feel particularly nerv-

~ous.  She was merely conscious in a

vague way of some violent unfilled
want, though what 1t was that she
wanted she, could not possibly have
<aid.  Yet 1t threatened to grow mtol-
erable, and she felt that if anybody
were to come up and speak to her she
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would scream. The sight of the people
moving about was repugnant to her, es-
pecially the sight of the men 1n their
flannels and <hirts. Doctor Bright
glanced keenly at her strained face and
tortured e¢yes, and told the chaufteur
to drive up to the admimistration build-
11]g

“You arc a hittle tlred
lane,” said he gently.
get vou a demi-tasse of coffee.
that we will start back.”

“I don’t want any coffce, thanks,”
Helen answered, “and I'd rather not
stop, 1f you don’'t mind. 1 would rather
keep on going, now that we’ve seen the
place. Let’s go fast.”

“In a minute,” he answered, and
stepped out and entered the building to
return a moment later with the bever-
age suggested.

“Drink this)” he said pleasantly.
“Doctor’s orders, you know.”

“Oh, well, 1f T must ” she an-
swered sulkily, and drained the cup.
She handed 1t to him with an expres-
sion of faint pleasure.

“Thank you, doctor. That’s the first
decent cup of coffee I've had since Miss
Morehouse went away. It tastes like
what she used to make me. Perhaps
I did need 1t, after all.”

“T think so,” he answered quietly,
and told the chauffeur to return to the
Castellane place, somc twenty miles
away.

Miss Castel-
“T am coing to

After

CHAPTILR 1L
THE BOY.

His twin sister’s lawn party was at
its height when Jack O’Connor arrived
modestly at his father’s palatial sum-
mer estate on the Hudson. The fete
was 1n honor of Jeannc’s recent gradu-
ation from Vassar, and was a very
claborate affair. Her tather, Judge
O’Connor, a jurist of great renown, and
at that moment very prominent politi-

cally, had promised to run out on an

carly train to assist.

Jack also had promised to assist, and
was now faithiully observing that
promise, though with considerable dif-
ficulty and great sacrifice to his own
personal affairs. As they entered the

imposing gates of the estate, he swayed
forward in his seat, and said to the
driver of the station taxi:

“Gesh you besser let me out at the
back door, Bill. Do’ wanner run into
the judge 'til I freshen up a bit. He
might think I'd been drinkin® again.”

“He sure might, sir,” the driver an-
swered, and took the trail of the de-
livery vehicles.

“Sa}fsw’ic—’f I got drunk again he’d
: ' nincty days,” mumbled
]ack confidentially.  “But Tl be all
ri’.. All T nced is a-—'ic—bath and
about forty winks.”

“If T was you I'd take about forty
thousand, sir,” said the driver. “Ill
get ahold o’ James, the butler, and he’ll
fix vou up.”

He stopped the car at the back door,
quite unnoticed, as everybody was tly-
ing about full of the business of the
party, then i full swing. From the
lawns and groves at the front ot the
house overlooking the majestic river
caimme a babel of voices and the ripple
of girlish laughter. It was the first of
July, and the day, though fair, was
muggy and intensely hot, and thunder-
heads were beginning to form behind
the Jersey hills.

- “Just wait a minute and I'll get James
to lend a hand,” said the sympathetic
driver, and slipped out of his seat.

“Oh, thash a’ right 7 said Jack,
and, leaning against the door, unlocked
1t. He came out headfirst, and, be-
fore the driver could catch him, landed
on the gravel, shightly scratching his
forehead ; then, with the driver’s assist-
ance, struggled to his feet.

“Damn—caught my —’1c—eel
he mumbled. ‘“Here you are, Bill—
b-b-blow vyourself, o’ boy "’ And
he shoved a five-dollar bill into the
driver’s hand.

A footman had observed the accident
from the pantry window, and he now
came hurrying out and oftered his arm.

“Very good,” said he to the dmver.
“I'll look arfter 'im. ’E must ’a’ ’ad
a 'eat stroke.” And he grinned.

“Thash 1t,” ]ack replied. “A bloom-

’ Can you

in’ bally—'tc—’eat stroke.
wonder, me lad? Jush gimme a ’and

»
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to me room, 1f you’ll be so—"ic—werry
kind. I'm a bit blurred in the ’ead.”

The tootman steered him into the
house, and passed some giggling maids,
then up the back stairs to his room,
where he flung himself onto the bed.
Had the man been less busy or pos-
sessed of a lhittle sense, one glance at
the boy’s purple and congested face
would have started him for the tele-
phone to send in a hurry call for the
doctor. But his own responsibilities
pressing, he merely unfastened his col-
lar, and then, seceing that he had appar-
ently fallen asleep, hurried back to the
pantry, intending to report the matter
to James as soon as he happened to
run across him. In the meantime, it
seemed to him that the crown prince
of the O’Connor dynasty was quite out
of mischief and harm’s way and would
so remain for some hours, so with a
silly chuckle he hastened back to his
cduties.

For about an hour Jack lay comatose,
his black, curly head pillowed on one
shirt-sleeved arm. Then suddenly he
awoke, sat up, and looked about him
wildly. The congestion had faded and
he was rather pale. Through the
screened window came the refreshing
sound of splashing water from the big
fountain on the terrace, mingled with
the laughter of young men and maidens.

“All hands 1n swimmin’,” he mut-
ered. ‘“That for mine!”

Whether it had entered his distorted
mentality that a bathing party was 1n
progress, or merely because to his
fevered brain and body the desire to re-
fresh himself 1n the cool water of the
fountain became an imperative impulse,
must be left to the alienist to decide.
At any rate, he rosc with a fair amount
of stability, ripped off his clothes, and
then 1n his hot impatience apparently
forgetting the necessity of a bathing
suit, he went to the closet, slipped into
an embroidered silk  kimono, and
stepped out into the hall.

The house was deserted, except for
the commissary department, and no-
body observed him as he went down
the broad main stairway, passed
through the hall and reception room,

and ontg the terrace. That also was
deserted, owing to the heat, but the
fountain was splashing most retfresh-
mmgly. Iifty or sixty yards beyond,
and on two of 1ts sides, were clusters
of ornamental trees, and in the shade
of these many brightly clad figures were
standing or sitting or moving about,
and as Jack in his flowered kimono de-
scended the broad stone steps with a
determined tread these paused in their
conversation and looked curiously 1n
his direction. No doubt they thought
1t some sort of joke or prank for their
amusement.

But when he stepped upon the
rounded coping and the kimono slipped
from his shoulders and fell to the
sward, there was a sudden shriek of
dismay. The next instant there was
the flash of a white body, a splash,
and a general stampede on the part of
the guests, the ladies away from and
the men toward the fountain. And
foremost among these latter was the
lean, wiry figure of Judge O’Connor,
who had been the first to recognize his
only son and herr.

And none too soon did they arrive,
for Jack had dived too straight, strik-
ing his forehead on the cemented bot-
tom, and his father, standing waist-
deep in the water, handed him up to
the others, who bore him, stunned and
senseless, to the house. -

Jack’s next clear consciousress was
that of awakening to find himself lying
upon a bed 1n a cool, spacious room,
simply furnished and with white-enam-
eled walls and ceiling, Sitting by the
window reading a newspaper was a
squarely built, neatly dressed young
man with a pleasant Irish face.

“Hello!” said Jack, raising himself
unsteadily on his elbow. “Where the
deuce am I atr”

The young man laid down his news-
paper, and rose with a smile.

‘ ‘are awake, sor.” said he.
S0y , SOT,
how are ye feelin’!”

“Rotten, thanks,” Jack answered.
“"What place 1s this, anyhow ?”

“’Tis Doctor Brinker’s santtarium,
sor. Ye was brought here last evemn’

“And
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sufferin’ from sunshtroke and a crack
in the head.”

“Oh, T see!” said Jack, and fell back
on his pillow. “Doctor Brinker’s booz-
ortum, e¢h? Well, I guess I'm in the
right place.”

“T'rue for you, sor. "T1s a foine place
entirely.  All the gintlemen like 1it.
Maybe I might get you a drink:”

“I'd give a month’s allowance for
a drink of whisky,” said Jack, “but I
suppose there’s no chance of that.”
~ “Av coorse there 1s, sor. ’Tis that I
mane. Wan minute, sor ”

He went out, to return an instant
later with a tumbler containing a lib-
eral drink of whisky, a siphon, and a
bowl of cracked ice. Mixing the bev-
erage, he oftered it to Jack.

“Lap that up, sor,” said he. “’Twill
give ye stren’th. I am your attendant,
sor, and me name 1s Mike.”

Jack’s hand shook so that he threat-
ened to spill the precious contents of
the glass. Mike took it gently from
him. |

“L’ave me, sor,” said he. “There’s
dom few can manage 1t when they first
come 1m.” He held the glass to Jack's
eager lips. “Aisy, sor—aisy does 1t.”

Jack sank back with a sigh which
was partly shudder. *“Well,” said he,
“I must say, Mike, that for a boozorium
they're tender-hearted here. A drink
was the very last thing I'd expected.”

Mike smiled. “Sure a drink 1s aister
on the patient than a strait-jacket,” said
he cheerfully. “You will be gettin’ a
slug like that every three hours for
the mixt tew days. Then when y’are
feelin’ better they will taper ye down,
like. ’'Tis dangerous to stop too sud-
den. 1 \1111 oo now and tell Doctor
Lawley y'are feelin’ betther.”

He went out, and Jack lay retlect-
ing on his situation. He had a foggy
recollection of his arrival at home and
being helped to his room, but there-
after all was blank. “The judge prob-
ably learned that I was there drunk
when I ought to have been helping Jill
entertain,” he said to himselif; “so he
loaded me into the car and spun me
over here to do my ninety days, as he
threatened to the last time I got on the

loose. Well, no doubt 1t’s the best thing
that could have happened me. By that
time the damned stuff will all be
sweated out of my system and 1 can
stick to beer or go on the cart alto-
gether, No more hard stuff for mine.
This seems to be a decent sort of place,
and all 1ts tank alumni that I've met
seem to have enjoyed their Alma
Mater. Some even take postgraduate
courses here,” _

Wherefore, Doctor Lawley, who €n-
tered presently, found his patient in as
cheerful a frame of mind as badly
jangled nerves and a sorely inflamed
stomach would permit. Jack conceived
an immediate liking for and confi-
dence in this big, fine-looking voung
doctor with his strong, kindly face and
1&661’1 gray eyes.

“You turned a close corner, my boy,
said Doctor Lawley. “I was really
worried about you last nmight. If it
hadn’t been for the blood let out of
you itrom that crack on the head you
might have slipped your cable. But
you're ,safe in port now.” He went
over Jack’s heart with his stethoscope,
then took his blood pressure. “All
right,” he said. “Sound as a dollar,
but too thin. You've bcen getting too
much booze and not enough food and
exercise. We'll fix that here. You
ought to weigh one hundred and sixty
stripped, and I don’t believe you could
tip the beam at one hundred and forty.
Well, 1f you want anything just tell
Mike, and 1f you find it too long be-
tween drinks we’ll shove the clock
ahead a little. So long!”

And the strong support of the weak
and willful continued on his rounds.

CHAPTER III.
TIIE GIRL AWAKES.

“She ban vary pretty when she
come,” observed Madam ILarsen, the
chief masseuse, to Nurse Cassel, “but
now she 1s vonderful. And so much
strength! Yust look at her arms and
legs.  She remind me ohf our yoong
Swedish gerls, with her eyes so bright
and blue, and her golden hair and
strrong, qlender body. And her color
1s so goot.”

L
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The pair were watching Helen Cas-
tellane, who was being given swimming
instruction by an athletic young Ling-
lishwoman on the sheltered bathing
beach. It was late in August, and the
girl had been nearly six months an
inmate ot the institution, having entered
early in March. Splashing about in the
warm water, with the sun flashing on
her bright hair and from her creamy
limbs, slightly tanned from these ex-
ercises, Helen was indeed a delight to
the eye of the beauty lover or eugenic
apostle.  Although just eighteen, her
splendid figure had still about 1t a sug-
gestion of boyishness, 1ts feminine
crrves as yet unaccentuated. A sculp-
tor would have loved to depict her as
one of Artemis’ youthful nymphs. .

“Has she still those nairvous spells
asked Madam Larsen.

“No,” Miss Cassel answered, “though
sometimes she is very restless and
wakeful. That creature must have
given her quantities of the hithy stuftf.
Such a woman ought to be flogged and
sentenced to ten years’ hard labor 1n a
coal pit.”

“Tt vould sairve her ride,”
masseuse.

“Helen is so strong,” said Miss Cas-
sel, “that there is no doubt of her mak-
ing a complete recovery, but 1t 1s going
to take some time still. The trouble
now is that she is beginning to get res-
tive, and wants to know why she 1s
bemg kept here when she feels per-
fectly well. I’'m afraid that in another
month she is going to be hard to hold.
She 1s like a person who has been un-
der a great physical strain just awak-
ening from a long, refreshing sleep.
She has been only about half awake
the most of her life, poor dear, and
has no more 1dea of people and things
and life in general than a child of ten.
But now she 1s begmning to take an
interest in the world around her, and

reads and asks odd questions, and very
cften I find her apparently deep 1n
thought., She réminds me of a httle
bird that commences to find the nest
too cramped and wants to try its
wings.” "

agreed the

“Ven

marry,”
tiously.

L8

Cure.

she leafs- here she should
saidd Madam Larsen senten-
““I'nat vould complete her
The masseuse had distinctly

.European 1ideas in regard to certain

vital principles.

“I don’t agree with you,” replied
Miss Cassel rather sharply. “She 1is
far too young. Besides, she has abso-
lutely no experience of life, and has
never had the least bit of fun or gay-
ety, as other girls have.”

“Once she ban married, she vould
get it altogether,” observed the mas-
seuse. ‘I ban married at seventeen,
and 1t don’t take long '’

“Her bath finished, Helen was given
her rub and bouillon and sun bath.
Then came luncheon, to which she now
looked forward with eager appetite, and
after that an hour or two in the shade
of the tall veranda, reading or chatting
with her fellow patients, none of whom
had the slightest inkling of the actual
facts of her case, but considered it
merely as the nervous breakdown ot a
growing girl. She was now permitted
to play tennis, a game which she had
never learned. She had never cared to
learn. She had never greatly cared for
anything or anybody, and her days had
been spent principally in apathetic idle-
ness, with few social diversions and
little exercise.

But the strength inherited from a
race of sturdy ancestors had supported
the conditions of this unwholesome life,
and aside from the toxic influence of
the drug, which was not constant, but
only at certain nervous periods, her
atmosphere had been sufficiently whole-
some. She had grown up, as 1t were,
in a latent condition with faculties less
injured than restrained. Now that the
subduing poison had been gradually re-
moved, these long-restrained potential-
ities were beginning to move and stir
and burgeon with a velocity which was
inversely proportional to the long term
of their imprisonment. Physically and
mentally, she was without a blemish.
The sap was beginning to mount, and,
like a young birch which has been held
mnanimate throughout the long winter
frost, she could feel the life beginning
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to stir and quicken in heart and branch
and twig.

It amazed her to discover that the
world was vastly and vitally interesting,
even as viewed from the confines of a
sanittartum. And so rapidly did her
mterest 1n 1t increase that each day
brought a keener desire to get out of
her narrow limits and look about with
bright, awakened eyes.

Previously she had never cared for
reading, and she had never cared for
the society of men, but now she found
herselt possessed of a curious craving
for both. There was a full list of mag-
azines on the library table, and she de-
voured their contents with the eager-
ness of a vigorous intelligence hitherto
deprived of such a recreation through
blindness or lack of the ability to read.
Stories of adventure and romance
stirred depths formerly untroubled.
They colored her dreams, and in her
waking hours plunged her into reveries
which were rather exciting than pas-
sive, and without the shghtest tinge of
melancholy.  She found herself grow-
ing daily more impatient with the tic-
tac—tic-tac smooth clockwork machi-
nery of the institution, and eager to
break bounds on a voyage of discovery.
But this augmenting impulse did not
affect her nerves unfavorably. She
was happy enough in her growing
health and strength, kindly and care-
fully tended, and she liked the people
about her, but nevertheless she did not
wish to remain longer.

Her tather came out to see her every
Sunday, and on his last visit Helen
“stated her case.

“PPapa, I'm qmte well now, and I
want to leave,” she said positively. She
had always felt rather shy of her father,
but this diffidence seemed to have de-
parted.

“Oi I think you’d better stay on a
couple of months longer, Helen,” he
answered. “You are domg SO mighty
well that 1t seems a pity to run the risk
of spoiling 1t ail.”

“There’s no danger of that,” said
Helen in a positive tone that made her
father raise his eyebrows. “I was never
really ill to beghh with, and 1f I were

to stay here another six months 1
couldn’t possibly feel any better than
I do now. I want to get out and do
something. I want to manage our house
and meet people and do things. This
place is very nice, and the people are
most kind and I'm very fond of them,
but I've been cooped up here long
enough. 1 want to leave, and there 1s
absolutely no reason why I shouldn’t.”

“But the doctor says ”

“I don’t care what the doctor says,”
Helen interrupted hotly. “I know how
I feel better than the doctor. I’ve been
babied long enough. T1've been babied
all my life. I don’t want to say any-
thing against Miss Morehouse, but
somehow I feel that 1f she hadn’t been
torever cuddling and coaxing me and
telling me I looked tired and must rest
and all that sort of thing, I'd never
had ,to come here at all. However,
that’s passed. I’'m all right now, and
I want to®*go home. If I break down
or anything, you can pack me out here
again.”

Castellane looked disturbed and a
trifle embarrassed. Here was presented
a phase of his daughter such as he had
never made acquaintance with., It was
evident enough to him that Helen was
fairly brlmmmg with health and vital-
ity, but Doctor DBright had advised a
year’s treatment, and of this but little
over four months had passed. So he
temporized. *

“Well, my dear,” said he, “I'll speak
to Doctor Bright about 1t and see what
he says. It's a Iittle awkward just at
this moment, as the chances are that k
may have to run out to the Pacific slope
next week, posubly to be gonz two or
thlte months.”

“I can go to Aunt Helen S.”

“She’s off on a cruise with the Mait-
lands. However, we’ll see. Mean-
whil e, just be pat1ent and keep on as
}ou re going and we’ll soon have you
out.” He glanced at his watch, and
with a rather hurried farewell went out
and jumped into his car. |

Three days later Helen received the
following note:

Dear Davcuter: I have talked with Doc-
tor Bright and explained to him  your wish
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to leave the sanitartum and your assurance
of fecling entirely well, which fact I was
able to demonstrate myself so far as 1t 1s
possible to do so with one’'s own eyes. He
was very glad to hear ol your great improve-
ment, but would not listen to the idea of
vour leaving 1{for at least another three
months. Hc tells me that the nature of the
nervous disorder from which you suffered

1s such as takes some years to develop, and -

for the radical cure ot which at least nine
months ot treatment are posttively required.

“Bosh!”

I am very sorry, my dear, but I am afraid
that we shall have to abide by the doctor’s
dcciston.  You must remember that you
have never been in thoroughly good health
since childhood, and compare your present
condition with that of past vears. You are
still very young, and a few months’ patience
now will fully repay you for the blessing of
future well-being. Health, after all, 1s every-
thing. Once you make up your mind to see
the cure through, 1 am sure that you will
find yourself as happy and contented for the
next few months as you have been since
your entrance to the sanitarium.

Untortunately, the pressure of business be-
fore I leave will make it impossible for me
to get out to sce you before starting West,
but perhaps 1t 1s just as well, as 1 fear I
might be persuaded to histen to your en-
treaties -and act contrary to Doctor Bright's
positive advice. Try to be patient and cheer-
ful, and remember that there are some good
times in store once yvou come out into the
world again a strong and healthy girl. With
much love, FATHER,

muttered Helen angrily.

Helen flung the letter aside, and,
resting her elbows on the table, dropped
her tace in her hands and burst into
tears. Three months more! Three
months of gilded prison when she was
fairly brimming with cagerness to get
out mto the great world of which she
knew so httle and yearned to know so
much. Three months more of smooth,
snmuling nurses and attendants and gar-
rulous old cats with real or imaginary
ills ; usually the latter.

But she was a brave girl, and the
paroxysm of despair- quickly was un-
der control. \What most helped her 1n
ber disappomtment was the note of ten-
der affection in her father’s letter. She
had never realized that he really cared
for her or that his invariable kindness
to her was more than perfunctory, and
the knowledge suffused her with a glow
of warmth about the heart. So she
dried her eyes and set her firm little

chin, and, picking up her pen, wrote him
an affectionate and obedient letter,
promising to do her best to be cheerful
and happy and to gain all the health and
strength she could, hinting rather shyly
that perhaps once this was accom-
rlished they might yet have some good
times together. This she posted, and
then went into the library, which was
deserted.

There were some voluminous Sunday
newspapers scattered on the table, and
to distract her mind from her disap-
pointment Helen picked up a part of
one of them, and, seating herself in one
of the big wicker chairs, started to
glance through 1t. She was scarcely
thinking of the text, and almost startled
when a name directly in the focus ot
her wvision struck her retina, as 1t
seemed, with physical force. That
name was “‘Bright.”

Then, dazed and scarcely compre-
hending, she read as follows:

Lafavette due to-morrow. Many distin-
guished passengers. Among other well-
known Americans, Doctor Willard Bright.

Helen laid down the newspaper, and
sat for a moment staring out across the
lawn at a group ot harmless neuras-
thenics, who were drinking tea in the
shade of a copper beech.

“So papa hled to me,”
to herselt.

said she softly

CHAPTLER 1V.

THE BOY AWAKES.
The faithful Mike listened to what

Doctor Lawley had to say, and his

good-natured Irish face was puckered
and troubled.

“It you was to ask me, docthor,”
said he, “’tis not a square deal to my
way o thinkin’, and I am surprised
that a mon like Judge O’Connor should
be afther puttin’ the lhike across on his
own flesh and blood, and the lad with
no rale harrm i him at all. ’"Tis not
like he had done some dirthy trick like
forgin’ or st’alin’ or desayvin’ some in-
nocent gurrul. All he done was to take
a d1p in the fountain, and him crazed
wit’ booze.”

“I must say I think 1t’s a pretty raw
deal myself, Mike,” Doctor Lawley an-
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swered. “If there was time, I'd run
down and see the judge and file an ap-
peal. But he’s sailing on the Lafayetie
at three this afternoon, and here are
his orders. He’s got Jack legally com-
mitted for six months, so what are we
going to do about 1t "

“Search me, sor!” Mike answered,
scratching his thick scrub and crinkling
his forchead. “When the bye kem 1in
I says to mesili: ‘’Tis the best thing
ever happened you, me lad,” but now
I am not so sure. “Tis not like he
had the booze habit, for he has not.
He 1s too voung, and has not been at
it long enough. But he might have
gone down ould beer alley and gin lane
the rest of his life but for this expay-
riunce. He has been takin’ stock o’
the bunch here, and they do be givin’
him the hump. ‘My Lawd, Mike, says
he the other night, 1f ivir I thought
I'd get to be like this dead-alive outfit
I'd blow me brains out,” says he. ‘’Tis
betther to I’ave thim where they are and
cut the booze out, sor,” says I. He gives
a little laugh. ‘No fear, Mike,’ says
he. ‘My throuble kem from suckin’
up drinks I did not want. The mxt
time a man tries to crowd a drink into
my face against me will he gets 1t in
his’n, glass and all,” says he, ‘and,’ says
he, ‘I’'m done with the hard stuff. Here-
after, nothin’ stronger than beer, if
that,” says he.”

Doctor Lawley nodded. “He’s been
here long enough,” said he. “Up to
this time it’s done him a lot of good.
He’s gained ffteen pounds, and he’s
in the pink of condition. But pretty
soon he’s going to begin to fret, and
then all the good will be undone.”

*“N’are right, docthor,” said Mike.
“Only last might he says: ‘Mike,” says

he, ‘how the divil am I 1vir goin’ to

stick 1t out another month:’ savs he.
‘But T was warned,” says he, ‘and ‘twas
me own dam fault,” says he, ‘so I'll have
to take me medecine 1f I choke,” says
he. Now when he l'arns that he’s com-
mitted for another four months there
will be ructions, sor. Sure, is he not
Irish stock ™ |

“Well,” said Doctor Lawley, “I'm go-
ing to tell him this afternoon, and the

judge can go to the devil. TI've got
troubles of my own, and I’'m hanged 1
I'm going to have this business hanging
over me for another month., He’s been
committed here 1n all due legal form,
and we’re responsible for him until we
get our writ of habeas corpus served
on us. If he tries to do a get-away,
it’s up to us to put him under restraint.
But in my opinion 1t’s a damned shame
and I'm not going to be any party to
keeping him in the dark about how he
stands. It ain’t as 1f he was a chronic
couse or balmy and irresponsible.”

“’Tis amazin’ his father has not
more sinse,”’ Mike observed, “and him
a judge.”

Doctor Lawley shrugged. “0O’Con-
nor’s a hard man,” said he, “and he’s a
proud man. He’s made his own way
and his own social position, and now he
feels that Jack’s disgraced him and
his sister, and he intends to have the
lesson well rubbed in. That story in
the Sunday papers, with the cartoon of
Jack diving into the fountain and the
women beating 1t in all directions, must
have nearly killed him. Of course there
was a lot of political animus 1n that
stuff, but the write-up alone was enough
to drive a man like the judge darn near
crazy. Well, we’ll hope for the best
and prepare for th: worst.” And the
doctor proceeded on his rounds.

Meanwhile, the object of these fore-
bodings was cheerfully engaged in a
lively mill with the athletic tramner, a
square-jawed, square-shouldered voung
man known as Danny. The last round
had been a warm one, and Danny,
though a retired niddleweight of some
constderable local renown, had been
compelled to exert himself rather more
than was agreeable to maintain his pres-
tige. A vicious left hook in the jaw had
all but sent him to the mat, and reahz-
ing that it was no part of his duties
to knock out a “rummy’”—as the alco-
holic patients were referred to by the
attendants—he stepped back and pulled
off his gloves.

“Geeze, this ain’t no finmish fight,” he
panted. “Say, Jack, I ¢’'u’d ha’ put you
out twict 1f 1t was. You got some
punch all right, but you’re careless~1n
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blockin’ them cross counters. Say, in
another month o’ good hard work you
could stand up to Jimmy Flynn or Kid
Allen or Black Joe 'r any o’ them guys
in your class. If you cut out the cig-
aroots and don’t contribute to no
liquor tax, you ¢’n hand his sleepin’
powder to most any boob that don’t lhike
your face.”

“No fear, Danny,” Jack answered,
and reached for his towel. “I'm off
1t for keeps. I've learned my lesson.”

“Then mind you don’t meet up with
some of the old bunch and get a fit o’
lost memory,” said Danny earnestly.

“'F T had my way, I'd put the whole

country bone dry, even 1f 1t did cost me
my job and put this here souse garage
out o’ business. It nearly got me onct,
but I took my cure on the Island.
"Tain’t just like this place, but it done
the business. I got ninety days, just
like you.” He laughed. “That was
four years ago, and I ain’t tasted a
teaspoonful since, and ain’t a-goin’ to.”
He examined his pup:l with a critical 1f
somewhat puffed eye. “Where d’ye
keep 1t, Jack?” he asked curiously.
“You ain’t muscled up none to speak
of.”

“In my head, I guess,” Jack an-
swered. “Me for a swim. So long,
Danny!”’

The trainer looked after him thought-
fully as he trotted down to the bath-
houses. “Geeze, 1 guess he’s right!”
he said to himself. “Arms and legs
onto him as smooth and round as a
show girl, with them little hands and
feet tacked to the ends of ’em, and a
punch like a steam riveter. That lad
'u’'d go far i the ring, he's so jeesly
deceptivelike.  Sorta soft and mild
lookin’ in the mug, too, until ‘he gets
on the job. You can't never tell about
them swell guys. Dut this one’s sure
got pep!” And he massaged the region
of his cye.

Jack’s reflections, as he went down
for his swim, were not pleasant. The
place was beginning to irk him, and
1t was only by the hardest sort ot train-
ing that he managed to keep his natural
buoyancy of spirits when he thought
of the long month’s mcarceration still

ahead. The worst of it was that the
summer would then be over, and that
meant the sacrifice of the cruise to Bar
Harbor 1n the new thirty-five-foot yawl
which his father had given him as a
graduation present, and which was
probably lying at that moment, pro-
visioned and ready for sea, at her moor-
ings off the Yale Yacht Club in New
Haven harbor, where Jack had left
her to run home for his sister’s lawn
party. Unfortunately he had gone
home via New York, and had there
encountered some classmates and taken
in a ball game and divers other relaxa-
tions with tragic result., He had since
written to the club requesting that the
boat be kept there and looked after
until further orders, and he did not
believe that his father had so much as
given her a thought.

But as the case now stood he would
be obliged to exchange the confines of
the sanitarium for those of the. law
school, and his joyous summer holiday
had been dissolved in alcohol. Because
he had been fool enough to overstep
the bounds of decency and go home
drunk, with the added indiscretion of
permitting himself to be discovered 1n
such a condition by a stern, uncom-
promising parent, many months must

‘pass before he might hope to exult in

the rush of free air and the swash of
brine. Yachting was the only sport
for which Jack really cared, and he
was an efficient sailorman, and here
were the anticipations of the whole
winter ruined by one piece of stupidity.
It made him very sick.

Turning the business mn his mind,
Jack was of the opinion that the pun-
1shment was not commensurate to the
crime-—for he had not the slightest rec-
ollection of the fountamn episode or
anything which had occurred after the
footman had assisted him to his room.
He had even thought ot appealing to
his father for a commutation of sen-
tence for good behavior, which might
have given him at least a fortnight’s
crutse i which to try out the boat on
an offshore run. But pride—and the
knowledge that Judge O’Connor was
sirongly opposed to the commutation

W
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idea—{forbade, so he had doggedly
stuck to his determination to accept the
decision with as much cheerfulness as
he could muster. Bemg only twenty-
three, and as sound .as a government
hond m wind and lunb, and strong
mentally, the illness following his de-
bauch had lasted only two or three
days, and after that he had decided
philosophically that since he was “in”
he nught as well get as much good out
of the situation as was possible to
extract.

He had no fault whatever to find
with his treatment and surroundings.
He Iiked and admired the personnel ot
the mstitution, and liked—though he
did not admire—his fellow patients.
But these latter had now commenced to
get upon his nerves. The most of them
were older men, committed by their
families for terms of six months or
a year. Many were what might be
called “‘repeaters,” what the French
penal system designates as ‘‘recédi-
vistes.” They were unfortunate souls
who, so long as the temptation of alco-
hol or other drugs was removed, were
able to live and move and have their
beings in a calm and normal way, but
who, when at large and able to satisty
their 1nsidious cravings, lacked the
moral force to resist their indulgence.

At firste Jack wondered what they
were all doing there, or, rather, why
they were there at all. They seemed
so sane and intelligent and healthy,
showing no signs whatever of either
physical or moral degeneracy. They
were gentlemen and behaved as such,
giving no evidence whatever of nerv-
ousness or irritabihity or  discontent.
They ate and slept and read and con-
versed and played golf and Williards and
bridge and discussed current events
precisely as might the members of some
outing club who were spending a period
of rest and relaxation. Unlike certain
other 1institutions of similar objective,
this sanitarium imposed on patients no
apparent régime of habit or discipline.
They got out of bed in the morning
when 1t pleased them, took what exer-
cise ~they chose, ordered what they
wished to eat from the simple though

sufficient menu, and smoked when and
where they hked. To cach one was as-
signed his special attendant, or keeper,
to be more exact, and the duty of this
pleasant and tacttul young man ap-
peared to consist as much 1n the enter-
tainment ot his charge as the render-
ing ot the requisite bodily service.
lThe attendant was always ready for a
game of billhlards or checkers or golf
or tennis or handball or a walk or
merely 1dle conversation.

It was some days betore Jack began
to discriminate between patients and
attendants. His own, Mike, was rather
an exception, being a tramed hospital
orderly and usually detailed only for
acute cases which required skilled nurs-
ing. The others were 1n some respects
more accomplished, but far less imbued
with that subtle, sympathetic quality
which made Mike <0 excellent a pana-
cea for jangled nerves. Jack discov-
ered, also, that the personal liberty of
the patients was apparent rather than
real. To the casual eye they were un-
der no obvious restrictions, but he no-
ticed that each and every inmate of
the establishment was at all times under
the vigilant if unobtrusive eye of an
attendant, whether to play golf or ten-
nis or take a walk or merely to stroll
down to the end of the jetty for a quiet
smoke. The attendant was always
there.

Then, after a few days, he began to
discover a certain peculiar difference
between his companions in misfortune
and the men of their class he had been
accustomed to mingle with. Jack could
not possibly have described wherein the
difference lav, but he was disagreeably
conscious of 1t. He felt the laxity of
moral fiber; the impalpable dullness
and lack of wverve. It was not that
they seemcd emasculated, but rather
resigned to a pallid grayness of exist-
ence, as though they were the animated
shells of men reacting automatically to
past impulses and requiring the infu-
sion of some outside stimulus to make
them quicken into potent life. Among
their number was a talented musician,
who would seat himself at the piano,
play a few bars, then let his music ebb
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away 1nto nothingness and leave the
instrument with an abstracted air.
There was a noted painter, but he did
not pamnt. There was a distinguished
author who never took his pen in hand.
There was a young man who for two
years had held the amateur tennis
championship, and when, one day, Jack
coaxed him to the courts, he played a
random and erratic game with certain
flashes of his old form, which finally
dwindled into the net in a long series
of fiukes, leaving Jack an easy winner.
His opponent did not appear to care.

Jack’s tlesh began to crawl at the
contact with these unsouled entities.
He did not know what it was, but they
gave him the creeps. He found him-
self avoiding them and seeking more
and more the society of the attendants,
1f only for an after-supper chat.

“Good Lord, Mike,” he said at the
end of his first week, “what’s the mat-
ter with this bunch, anyhow? They
look husky enough, but they don’t seem
to have the amlush to bat a fly. What’s
the matter with ’em ?”

“Rum, sor,” Mike answered.
can do nothin’ without.”

“Then for Heaven’s sake let 'em have
it!” said Jack.”

“And 1f ye was to do that they could
do aven less,” Mike answered, “or at
layste not for very long. The poor
divils w’u’'d be afther flooding their
carburetors in no time. There do be
twelve av thim now undher lock and
key in the pavilion beyant, and sivin
av thim walked out of here as straight
as a shtring afther havin’ been com-
mitted for a year and not touchin’ a
drop for nine solid months, Four were
back a week later, sor.”

A shudder went through Jack, and
that nmight he told Doctor Lawley that
he was quite able to do without his
two ounces of whisky from then on.

CHAPTLER V.
TUE GIRL ESCAPES.

Fortunately for Helen, she had never
been on terms of intimate affection
with her father, so that she was spared
a disillusionment which might have
done her considerable harm. His let-

“They

ter had warmed her to the core, but
the proof of his deceit followed it so
quickly that the blow to her newly
roused sentiment for him was mini-
mized.

Fierce anger and resentment quickly
crowded out all other emotions. Helen
had no lack of temperament, though
hitherto i1t had always been smothered
or perverted by drugs when threaten-
ing to demonstrate itself, and thus re-
vealed as a short-lived nervous crisis

r “tantrum’ subsiding quickly into a
sullen apathy. But now, with her new-
found health and strength and her fac-
ulties clear and fresh and vigorous, her
anger was clean-cut and objective, as
righteous wrath 1s meant to be.

“So papa deliberately lled to me,’
saidd Helen to herself. “He never
thought of my seeing Doctor Bright’s
arrival from Europe in the paper. He
knows perfectly well that [ am entirely
cured and was never better in my life,
but he wants to keep me penned up
here so as not to be bothered with me.
He wants to take this jaunt out to
Calitornia, and he doesn’t care to have
me on his mind, so he lies to me about
Doctor Bright and leaves me here with
these wheezy old cats ”

Helen could hardly be blamed {for
this line of reasoning, which, however,
was not the truth. Castellane had lied
to her, but for what he considered to
be her own good. He knew that she
had been poisoned by opiates off and
on during her whole life, and Doctor
Bright had advised a year in the sani-
tarium to accomplish a radical cure.
Helen knew nothing of this, but thought

merely that she was there as the result

of a nervous breakdown from which
she had now completely recovered.
Castellane, realizing this, and Doctor
Brlght not bemg available, ‘had stretched

a point 1n veracity, conmdermg that the
end warranted the means.

Helen went to her room, where for
a while she sat by the open window,
looking out across the sparkling waters
of the Sound and turning the situation
in her mind. She was determined to
quit the place, but she could not see
precisely how she was going to man-
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age 1t. She was committed for a year
to the sanitarium with all due legal
form. LExcept when in her room, the
windows of which were furnished with
a light, decorative, but efhcient sfeel
grille, like all the windows of the insti-
tution, she was always under the eye
of an attendant. The grounds were
carefully guarded both night and day,
and at night there was always an at-
tendant in the corridor. Even if an
inmate were to escape the grounds, it
seemed doubtful that he or .she would
get very far, as an alarm would be
sent in immediately to the local con-
stabulary, for the samitarium had
among 1ts patients a number of mild
cases of mental disorders; “mild men-
tals,” as they were called, but which
might easily develop acute and danger-
ous symptoms.

For another thing she had no money;
not a penny. None of the patients,
male or female, had any money. She
had her rings, but these were scarcely
negotiable security for a runaway girl
patient of a sanitarium. Worse still,
even 1f she did manage to escape, where
was she to go? Neither friends nor
family could offer any sanctuary, nor
would they think of doing so. It was
really a very difficult proposition, and
for a few moments Helen was in de-
spair. The place which for the past
six months had been a pleasant re-
treat suddenly assumed the grim di-
mensions of a prison.

But her new-tound health and vital-
1ty had developed all of her latent cour-
age and determination, and Helen was
resolved to get out if her liberty lasted
only for a few hours. It would show
her father what she thought of his
perfidy and that she was being retained
there against her will by force majeur.
She realized that escape in the daytiume
was utterly impossible, and besides she
had no desire to cause the dismissal
of Miss Cassel, her day nurse, of whom
she was very fond. The night nurse,
Miss Illiot, was a taciturn and rather
unsympathetic person, for whom she
had no feeling of any kind, so Helen
decided that if she were to escape at
all 1t must be at night.

“w-w-want to

But howr There were the impassa-
ble windows, the night nurse, and the
attendant in the corridor, also the
locked front door. Helen could hit on
no solution ot the problem, and the
more she realized her helplessness the
more the enameled fireproofing of her
walls and ceiling seemed to close mn
upon and suffocate her. And yet the
situation was not without a certain ex-
hilaration. Like most girls, she had
her romantic streak, and the picture of
herself as a prisoner determined to es-
cape furnished a certain thrill of ex-
citement.,

For three days she taxed her brain
impotently over the riddle, and then
chance tavored her. Helen’s suite was
on the ground floor and the nearest to
the front door. It was about half past
eight of a hot, muggy night, and she
was in her room, reading a magazine,
when there came from outside the pur
of a big, high-powered motor car,
which drew up under the porte-cochere.
The next moment a woman’s voice was
raised in shrill and angry expostulation,
which carried a wild, hysterical note.
The other voices, a woman’s and a
man’s, sounded in persuasion, soothing
and remonstrative. ~

“I won’t do 1t—1I tell you I won’t—
I'm all right, I tell you! What license
you got to shove me into this bug-
house? No—you can’t fool me! 1
came here once to see lLizzie wher she
was takin® a poke (cocaine) cure.
Leggo me ”  And there was the
sound of a scuffle and a smothered
scream.

“Aw, come.now, Kitty, be reasona-
ble!” came the voice of the man.

“D vou, Billy, you said we was
gomn’ to the yacht club! Leggo, or ['ll
jab you!”

“Kitty, Kitty, hsten!” It was the
voice of a woman. “Kit, it’'s only for
two or three days ”?

“And I thought you was my irienas
—and—and 7 sobbingly, “now
you've gone and b-b-betrayed me and
lock me up 1n this

d-d-d ” Another muffled shriek.
“You ain’t g-g-got no night—let me
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o-00-0~0 7 Sounded shriek after
shrick and the noise of a struggle.

Flymmg steps came down the corridor,
and a crisp, authoritative voice said:
“Call Doctor ' John,
help restrain the lady, gently——careful
not to hurt her. This way, please.
Yes, we have her room all ready.”

Then pandemonium.  The drug-
maddened woman was shrieking, her
friends mploring, old John, the watch-
man, puthng and panting soothing ex-
hortations as he struggled with the un-
willing patient, and Miss Iclliot, the
night nurse, directing the proceedings
with curt, unruffled directions. Helen,
her heart beating wildly, opened her
door a crack and looked out. A big,
black-haired woman 1n evening dress
was lashing about like a captive tigress
in the grasp of the others, and, as Helen
watched, her heavy, luxuriant hair
tumbled down about her creamy shoul-
ders, and as with a sudden and violent
movement she nearly freed herself, her
corsage was torn loose to expose her
heaving, palpitating bosom.

She appeared to be tremendously
strong, and to Helen’s shocked eyes qhe
was like a great, splendid Fury or
La Tosca. Mer eyes were wild and
staring, and there was a froth on her
reddencd lips, and in her insane strength
she threatened to be more than the
others could manage, for Miss Elliot
merely stood by, calmly issuing her in-
structions, with no attempt to assist 1n
restrmmng the raging wvirago. The
woman’s unnatural strength appeared
to augment rather than diminish, and
she was flinging her captors this w ay
and that when big Doctor Lawley sud-
denly appeared on the scene and lent
his massive strength to her control. The
group surged down the corridor, the
wonian screanung and sobbing, the nu-
cleus of the whole turbulent group—
and the front door was lett wide open'!

“Herc’s my chance,” said Ielen to
herself. She stepped quickly to the
closet, got her hat and veil, and peered
out. The struggling party had turned
the corner of the corridor, and the
woman’s mufiled shrieks were growing
fainter, subsiding mto sobs and stran-

gling curses. Helen closed her door
and shipped out into the mnmight. The
pallid face of the chauffeur was turned
in her direction for a moment, but he
made no remark. She darted behind
the car, crossed the lawn swiftly, and
disappeared 1n a grove of trees, where
she knew that there was a path which
led to the golf course about a quarter
of a mile away.

It was very dark, but there was a
moon 1n its first quarter somewhere
behind the muggy heat haze, and Helen
was able to find her way without acci-
dent. Her heart was beating as though
to stifle her, and yet she was conscious
of a wild exhilaration. She was free!
Never mind for how long, she was
free!

She had been waiting for Miss Elliot
to come 1n betfore starting to prepare
for bed, but Miss Elliot had evidently
been waiting for this unfortunate
woman who had just arrived. It would
probably be some time, Helen thought,
before her absence was discovered, and
by that time she would be far away
and 1n the direction least expected.

Her plan was naturally vague, but yet
it had a certain coherence. She knew
that the golf course was cut by a road
which led down to a little port to which
she had often walked with her linglish
nurse, Miss Cassel. There were always
a number of skiffs tied up to the jetty,
and Helen decided to requisition one
of them and pull across for Fisher’s
Island, where one of her school friends
spent the summer with her family.
Helen thought i1t possible that she might
be able to persuade this girl to lend
her some money and clothes, and thus
enable her to find a retreat in some
decent boarding house, where she might
live under a fictitious name until her
tather’s return.

From which 1t may be seen that
Helen had not been taking a course in
current fiction with no result. She did
not know this girl particularly well.
In fact, Helen had no intimate friends,
and 1t was more than probable that her
appeal might be 1n vamn. DBut it ap-
peared to be the only hope available,
so she decided to take the chance. ‘At
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the worst, they could do no more than
have her returned to the sanitarium.

Oddly enough, she was not in the
least afraid at inding herself out there
alone 1n the dark, viscid might. Her
newly found wvitality rejoiced in the
wild adventure. The prospect ot bor-
rowing a skiff and rowing across the
two-mile stretch of water to Ifisher’s
Island thrilled her with a sort of ex-
ultation. She was a fairly good oars-
woman, as her father had a camp on
Moosehead Lake, where she had spent
many summers In the care of Miss
Morehouse, whom she had often rowed
about for brief excursions, the gov-
erness lounging on the cushions in the
stern, with her drug-ridden brain
soothed by the gentle motion. These
exercises had gone far to keep Helen
from becoming the utter nervous wreck
which many girls of less stamina would
have got to be under the same poison-
ous influence.

It 1s rather pitiful when one pauses
to reflect. This splendid girl, mother-
less from infancy, her adolescence,
which should in all right have been so
joyous, corroded by the evil influence
of a degenerate woman and self-indul-
gent father, now getting her first breath
of freedom and the lust of life in her
escape from a sanitary institution in
which in the square deal of human
events she justly merited no place at
all.  All alone, friendless, helpless,
rather bewildered, but happy. Really
happy for perhaps the first time in her
restricted life.

Mothers and fathers, please take no-
ticec.  You would not place your real
or personal property between the hands
of a hired servant, but many of you
do not hesitate to place your children
there.  What 1s the inference?’

Helen almost romped across the
links, for there the space was open
and with no danger of colliding with
trees and benches and things. She was
well costumed for her escapade, having
on a golf suit of gray linen, cool but
tough as to matenal, and resistant to
rough wear. Her low shoes were of
boys’ pattern and generous size, solid
buckskin. The sanitarium was not a

dressy place. Her hat was a panama,
with a veil wound about the crown.

Now, as she came out on the links
and felt the firm turf under her feet,
she was conscious of a sense of free-
dom such as she had never felt in all
her cramped and curtailed life. The
nlace was rather like a moor, and some-
thing in 1ts desolation mstead of appall-
g her infused a destre to leap and
dance. The murky air was thinning a
little as a faint, cool draft was stirring
from the west, bringing odors of dry,
sun-baked grass and salty sedge from
the meadows farther up the bight.
Helen yielded to the impulse, and as
she reached the crest, where a little
kiosk marked the first tee, she flung
her arms above her head and pirouetted
in the pale, elusive light of the masked
moon. Then, realizing the indiscretion
of such performances on that open
space, she was about to hurry on when
to her consternation a dark figure ap-
peared from the shadow of the small
structure.

“Oh, dear!” said she plaintively to
herselt. “Here’s one of the guards.
Now I'm caught, I suppose.”

For a moment she hesitated. Then
the mischievous impulse to give the-
watcher a run for his pains swept over
her. Turning suddenly, she sped like
a doe down the long slope beyond.

CHAPTER VI.
TIIE BOY ESCAPES.

Wondering what Doctor Lawley
might have to say to him, and in a joy-
ful hope that possibly his father might
have seen fit to commute his sentence
voluntarily, Jack hurried off to the ad-
ministration building. Doctor Lawley
had never sent for him during his two
months of incarceration, and as his be-
havior had been 1rreproachable Jack
became more convinced with every
stride that there must be some good
news m store for him.

“Come m!” growled Doctor Lawley,
who felt that he would have given a
month’s pay rather than make the an-
nouncement which his sense of fair
dealing had impelled him to do. As he
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looked up across his desk and caught
sight ot the boy’s glowing, expectant
face, his heart sank. He had- grown
to conceive a great liking for this
youngster who was paying for his fault
with such manly cheerfulness, and he
dreaded the approaching interview.
“Sit down, Jack,” said he grufily,
“and pull yowtself together for a jolt.”
“What’s the matter?”’ Jack asked;

scating himself in a straight-backed

chair at the corner of the desk.

“Well,” said Doctor Lawley, “your
father sailled this afternoon on the
Lafavyette, as you know. We have re-
ceived orders from him that you are
to stick on here for another three
months.”

Jack came out of his chair like his
jumping namesake. “What!” he cried,
aghast, disbelieving his ears.

“That’s the verdict,” said Doctor
Lawley. “We were not supposed to
tell yvou until the first of next month,
but that seemed to me a little too stiff,
<o I'm telling you now. Ilere’s a letter
to you from your father which may
explain the business.” And he handed
him one of Judge O’Connor’s official
envelopes.
read as tollows:

My DEeAR Jack: When some months ago
I warned you that another drunken debauch
of vours would mean a term of minety days
for vou 1n some cure house tor alcoholics, 1

had not counted on the results of such a de-
Iinquency ior vourseli and others. But as

the case stands 1t seems to me that, apart.

from the damage wrought to yourself by
vour last indulgence, the mortification and
disgrace which 1t has brought to vour sister
and myvsell quite warrants an extension of
this term to another three months, I have
therefore taken due legal measures to have
you committed to Doctor Moritz Brinker's
excellent establishment until the second day
of November,

In pursuing this step 1 have been actu-
atcd not by the desire to punish you for the
pain which vou have caused Jeanne and me
and vour manyv friends, but because I have
felt it to be a mecessary measure for your
own f{uture well-being.  Since leaving col-
lece and even wlile there, you have been
far too {requently subject to periodical
drunkenness. 1 believe that vou are still too
yvoung to have actually formed the alcoholic
hahit, and I do not intend that you shall do
so 1§ anv act of mine can prevent it. 1 have
in my life scen too many good men go to

Jack ripped 1t open, and

the scrap heap through drink to take any
chance where my own son 1s concerned.

The last time I visited vou at the sani-
tartum 1 was so mmpressed by the great
change in you as the result of cexcellent
hygicnie and the absence of stimulants that
I decided the treatment ought to be con-
tinued for the rest of the summer in order
to make assurance doubly sure. Thercaitcer,
no possible excuse for a relapse can possibly
offer 1tselt. I was further induced to take
this step by observing that you were happy,
highly regarded there, and rapidly became
such a son morally, physically, and mentally
as I had always desired you to be.

Doctor Lawley tells me that you have no
knowledge or recollection of the peculiar
manner 1n which you ruined your sister’s
lawn party and brought disgracce upon us all
not only through those present, but as the
result ot the venomous manner in which a
press hostile to myself and my political
party saw fit to cxploit the affair. I have
asked Doctor Lawley to instruct yvou as to
this and to show you some oi the scurrilous
accounts of the incident.

Do not think, however, that 1 am acting
vengetully or with the desire to make you
pay for your misconduct. My object 1is
merely to stamp on the head of that drink
viper which appecars to have got vou in 1its
totls until 1t shall ncver so much as wrigele
its tail again. Affectionately vour father,

Jouxn P. O'ConNNor.

Jack laid the letter on his knee, and

stared at Doctor Lawley with a white

tace and wild, startled eyes.
“Good Lord, doctor!

devil did T do?” he gasped.

“I wasn’t there, Jack,” said Doctor
Lawley, “but this may give you some
idea.” And he handed lhim a copy of
a New York Sunday newspaper, onec
full page of which had been given to
a description of the incident. A good
part of it was in cartoons of a burlesque
character. Jack’s horrified vision tell
on the blatant leader which was some-
thing like this:

HIGH JINKS AT BEACON RIDGE,
Jack O’Connor, Son and Heir of Judge John P,
O’Connor, Entertains Twin Sister’s Guests.

VWhat the

Does a Swallow Dive in the Fountain in the
Altogether.

- Panic Among the Lady Guests, Why the Panic?

Sute Jack’s a Dom Well-built Lad.

Lt cetera, et cetera, et cetera through-
out the whole of the inspired article,
with large pictures of Jack au naturel
taking the plunge; pictures of Judge
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O’Connor, of Jeanne, of the lady guests
flecing the spectacle with much display
of skirts and legs; of Jack being hauled
out by Judge 8} Cormor waist- deep 11
the fountain; a it of famlly biography
and the rise of this particular branch
of the O’Connors: some words anent
Jack’s college career and his barroom
and cabaret popularity.

The sweat burst out on Jack’s fore-
head as he perused this public record
of his shame. But beiore he had in-
ished 1t disappeared, and a dull red
olow spread itseli over las cheelks,
while his light-gray eves grew hard and
stony. He read it through, then handed
1hL paper to Doctor anley

“Why wasn’t T told about this” he
asked quietly.

“Your tather’s
lev answered.

Tack meditated for a moment or two,
then remarked in a voice which was
quite new to hmm and scemed to con-
tam a certain judicial calm:

“There’s no question about my hav-
ing disgraced us all, of course. But I
tail to see 1 that any excuse for my
father’s having extended my senience.
He admits that 1 did not have any dcea
ot what T was doing by*having given
orders that T was not to be told. Then
he goes and "f:‘afcﬂdﬁ 1y sentence wirh-
out & further trial. When a magistrate
01 _}115‘[1& o1 JW* senfences a man for
drunienness, }siu disorderly conduct,
he dees it all at once, and the guilty
person knows about it.  He does not
send him up for three months and then
tack on another three without the
knowledge of the culprit. Tt 1s unfair
and unconstitutional, and T won’t stand
tor at”

“But see here, Jack,” Doctor Lawley
protested, “this iz a hittle different.”

“Different nothing!” Jack rctorted.

“For how long was [ comnitted when
he brought me here?

“I"or three months.
SAW "

“When he saw that I was taking my
medicine litke a good sport and prohting
by 1t, he went and tacked on another
three. Do you call that a square deal,
doctor 7’ .

2B r -

orders,” Doctor Law-

Then when he

“No,” answered Doctor Lawley; °
tell the truth, T don’t.”

“Netther do 1, and T am not going to
stand for 1t. I'm gomg out, and I'm
gomg out the first chance I get, and 1if
I don't get a chance U'll make it!” The
boy’s handsome face had nothing girl-
ish 1n 1t now.

“Hold on, Jack!” f-:aid Doctor Lawley
soothingly. “You can’t do that. Right
or wrong, you are legally committed
for six months, and if you try to act
up or make a break we'll just have to

ut vou in restramt and curtail your
liberty.”

“Then put me in restraint and cur-
taill my Iiberty. Glad of it. That let's
me out 1f anything happens. Take old
Mike oft the job and detail one of your
strong arms. Detatl half a dozen of
‘em.  If vou can hold me, all right and
good; 1f vou can't, so much the worse
for the boozorium. HNo doubt Judge
O'Connor’s got drag enocugh to shove
me nto Mattecavwan 11 he wanted to,
and 1 wich he would. T bike yvou, doc-
tor, and | appreciate what you've done
tor me. 1 like the whole huncl' But
my tather’s action in sticking on an-
other three months 1s unfair and un-
constitutional, and P’m going to got out
of here if T have to set the damned
place on fire. Now you can go ahead

e

and do what you m’ abpout 1t. T've
got nothing more to say.”
“But ’}r)k here, L.Cl\ sawd Doctor

Lawley; “don’s you sec that we are re-
spoiisible tor you before the law 2"

“Of course. 1 see that perfectly.
P’'m not blaming you. But I'm respon-
stble to myselt, and 1f I were to sub-
mit to such damned tyranny I'd never
be able to look myself in the “face again.
So lock me up. Put me in irons. Do
any blooming thmﬂ you choose. 1
shan’t blame you.’

“But what 1f you should manage to
make a break and do a get-away? Your
father as good as told me that mn that
case he’d cut you adrift and let you
go to the devil in your own way.”

“Then T'll go to the devil in my own
way, and my father can go hkewise
in his! He can give his money to
Jeanne or spend it muzzling the press.
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I don’t want it. 1 played the game as
long as he did, and longer. All T want
now 1s to get out, and if vou want to
keep me youll have to detail some
guard.”
Jack leaned back, white and panting,
his eyes like points of white flame.
“Very well 7 sard Doctor Lawley
quietly, and leaned forward to touch
his bell. DBut at that moment there
came from the direction ot the temale
annex the sound of a scream, followed
by loud voices and excited expostila-
tions. Doctor ILawley paused, then
turned to the open window behind him.
“What the deuce is all that row:”
he asked, more of himsclf than of Jack.
The sounds ot the altercation n-
creased. The annex was some hun-
dred vards distant, but the night was
very still, and the sounds appeared to
be transmitted telephonicallv through
the oppressive atmosphere. The clamor
increased, and Doctor Lawley rose to
his feet. ,
“Got to look said  he.
“Wait a nmnute And he stepped
out through the long French window.
But Jack did not wait.  There
seemed to him no reason whatever why
he should watt. He had frankly de-
clared his mtention to qut the place
at the first opportunity which offered,
and here was the opportunity. He felt
himself to be under not the slightest
obligation, moral or otherwise, to wait.
H¢ much preferred to go in this way
than over the prostrate bodv of an
attendant, so he stepped out through
the window which Doctor Lawlev had
oblhigingly left open and struck across
the stretch of lawn for the path which
led to the golf hinks. He went fur-
tively, seeking the shelter of the rho-
dodendron clumps and glancing back
over his shoulder {or signs of pursut.
He was quite ready to hght his way
out with claw and fang should the
occaston arise. FHalt an hour earlier
he had felt Iike a tame rabbit on this
preserve, but now the stupidity ot those
in a posttion to control his immediate
actions made him feel like a wolf es-
caped irom a trap. It 1s doubtful 1if
at that moment even the faithful Mike

into that,”
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would have found much mercy at his
hands, should he have stood in the way.
Jack O'Connor was an outlaw.

But nobody interfered with his go-
ing, and presently he struck the p'lth
to the golf links, and followed 1t to the
httle 1(1051\ at the first tee. There he
stopped to rest and to reflect a httle
as to what he was gomg to do next.
He had not a cent in his pockets nor
a hat on his head, and he knew that
it would not be many nunutes before
attendants would be scouring the vicin-
ity, aided by a subsidized and discreet
local constabulary. Wheretore his
thoughts turned most naturally to es-
cape by water, and he remembered the
little port about two miles down the
road at the bottom of the hill.

And then hike an inspiration came
the thought of his boat lying in New
Haven harbor, with a week or ten days’
stores aboard and all rcady for sea.
He had left her, intending to return
the following day, and there were
aboard her clothes and toilet articles
and even his check book in his writing
desk. The two friends who were to
have accompanted him on the cruise
to the eastward had departed sadly on
'[”iCiI‘ different ways. ““What more siun-
ple,” thought Jack, “than to take the
boat and clear out for the hidden inlets
o the Maine coast, with later the des-
olate reaches and bayous of the south-
ern sounds?” He still had a httle bal-
ance at the bank, and there were quan-
tities of places where he could cash
a check without danger or difficulty.

With  this aplen(hd thought 1 his
brain, he was about to start off again
when his quick eve was caught by a
oray figurc moving up the slope in his
direction. Jack’s muscles tautened and
his jaw set.

“Somebody’s  spotted me,”  he
thought. “Well, he won’t get me with-
out a scrap, i1f it’s the boss himself.”

He did not try to shp away, because
he knew that he would be seen and a
general hue and cry promptly raised.
He was m the mood to preter an im-
mediate show-down, when he meant to
try for a knock-out which would keep
his pursuer quiet long enough to give
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him a decent start.- So he tightened his
belt and waited.

The gray figure was approaching
swiftly and stealthily, and then, as 1t
drew near, Jack discovered, to his as-
tontshment, that 1t was a woman. She
reached the top ot the platecau about
twenty or thirty yards from the shelter,
and then, to Jack’s horror and amaze-
ment, suddenly threw her arms above
her head and began to pirouctte about
in the vague, screened light of the
MOoH.

“Good Lord!” gasped
lady loco that’s donc a get-away.
1S11°t that just my rotten luck !

IFor 1t had flashed i his head that
he could not 1 all conscience permit
this poor, demented ecreature to roam
the country at night, even at the price
of his own liberty. There was the river
at the bottom of the Inll, and, a little
tarther down, the mll pond. There
were also a number of big land-im-
provenmient operations going on about
ilie neighborheod, and labor camps sit-
nated here and there. The following
day would be Sunday, and these for-
cign laborers reaming about.

No, his duty was very plamn. This
WONMAI Was nwbauh the one whom he
and Doctor Lavwiey had heard shriek-
mg, and m some way she had made
her escape, 1t was s moral obligation
(0 sce that she came to no harm. So
he stepped out of the kiosk and started
to um]k in her direction, framing some
sonthing speech.

She saw him the mstant he emerged
from the shadow.  THer dancing
stopped abruptly, and for an instant she
ctood  erect and motionless.  Then,
turning  suddenly, she sped oft down
the slope toward the river, with Jack
in hot pursuit.

CHAPTILR VII.
BOY AND GIRL. |
[Helen’s only object m flight was the
cxcitement of the chase. She reasoned
that her pursuer must be one of the
cuards and tihat he would naturally be
able to catch her on that open stretch
ot moor, but she meant to give him a
run for his trinmph. She had no idea

Jack., “It's
Now

whatever of resistance, which would
be futile and undignified. DBut she was
long of limb and flcet of foot, and for
the first two hundred yards held her
distance, thanks to her splendid condi-
tion from tennis and swimming ecxer-
C1Ses.

She re:ached the pottom of the slope,
and struck the road, but here her breath
began to fail, so she stepped suddenly
and faced about, panting. Within a
few yards of her the man stopped also,
and walked up, himmself rather blown.

“Don’t be afraid,” said he gently.
“I'm not going to hurt you.”

“I'm not afraid,” she answered. ”It’s
just my horrid luck to get caught.”

“You nmrly managed 1t,” he an-
swered. “I'm "ﬁUI}I'O::JEL to be some run-
ner, but I couldn’t have held that pace
much longer. How did yvou get out:”

“They were all busy with that crazy
woman who was ;mt brouﬂrnt in, and
left the front door open,’ ' she answered,
“I'd been waiting for a chance like that
tor several davs >

Jack regarded her curiously, and ob-
served tiat she was a very voung and
so tfar as he could ascertain 1 the
murk an uncomumonly prefty girl.  She
umpressed lum alzo as being entirely
sane and normai.

“Why did vou want to run awav”’
he asked.

“Because there is no longer any sense
in my being kept in the sanitarium,” she
answered. “I have been coone . up
there since early in March, and for the
last month 1 have been Lﬂlifel}f well.
Then T found out that my father had
been lymig to me. He wrote me that
the doctor’s orders were for me to stop
on another few months, and I discov-
ercd that he had not seen the doctor
at all, but was having me kept there
because he did not want to be bothered
with me. So I made up my mind to
run away the first chance I got. 1 sup-
pose that vyou are an attendant and
mean to take me back.”

“Why, no,” said Jack. “To tell the
truth, I'm a patient and I've just done
a get-away myselt.”

“What " cried Helen, and drew back
a little.
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“You needn’t be afraid,” said Jack.
“I'm not a ‘balm’ or anything like that.
My father had me committed herc two
months ago for getting drunk and dis-
gracing the family. He told me that 1
was only 1 for threc months, and now
he’s gone and got me recommitted for
another threec. Doctor Lawley just told
me about 1t a few minutes ago, and
while we were talking that woman be-
gan to scream, and he ran over to see
what was gomng on. 5So 1 saw my
chance and flew the coon. When I saw
you I thought you must be the crazy
woman and that you ought not be let
wander around hert alone at nmight, so
I ran after vou.”

“What? Are you Jack O’Connor,
that boy that dived into the fountain
at his sister’s lawn party?’ asked
Helen.

“I am ashamed to say that you have
guessed right. Sh-h-h!”

The caution for quiet was none too
soon as two figures had appeared, sil-
houetted agamst the dim sky at the top
of the slope, about three hundred vards
away. Jack seized Helen by the wrist.

“Here they come,” he whispered.
“Stip into the bushes across the road.”

Like a pair ot foxes, they crept into
the scrubby growth, which was barely
enough to conceal them when crouched
close to the ground. The two attend-
ants came straight in their direction,
striking the road a little higher up, and
passed their hiding place within two
paces. One was Alike, and the other
a tall, strapping fellow known as \Wil-
lham. Mike was talking volubly.

“Now therc will be the divil and all
to pay,” said he. “Two av thum the
same jump. The lad can take care ot
himself, but ’tis no place for a young
gurrul to be chasin’ around alone, and
all thim dagos and huns infestin’ the
aeighborhood.  The ould mon 1s crazy,
“and small blame to him. 1 do not think

she kem this wav. She would be
afeared, ’tis that lonesome.”
They stopped about twenty teet

away, and Jack thanked the lucky
chance which had led him to put on
a blue serge suit instead of remaining
in white flannels.

here ain’t anythmg to bring either
of ‘em this direction,” said William,
“but the shoffer says she lit out across
the luwn. They can’t get fur with no
money nor nawthin’,

“T'hank hivins, Jack was talkin’™ wat
Doctor Lawley at the time,” said Mike,
“or I see where I'd be after gettin’ me
walkin® papers. 1 do not blame the
lad. Sure the judge had played him a
dhirty trrick, double-crossin’ hint like
he done. Now what 1f we was to sen-
arate, vou goin’ straight on down ‘i“ne
road and me the opposite direction?’

This idea was carried out, and the
two soon faded into the gloom. Jacik
gave a lhittle chuckle.

“That was a close shave,” said he.
“What the deuce are we to do next:
You really ought to go back, Miss N

“Never!” said Helen emphatically.
“My name 1s Helen Castellane.”

“But what are you going to do:”
asked Jack.

Helen briefly told him of her plan.
Jack shook his head.

“That won’t do,” said he positively.
“In the first place, it would be danger-
cus for you te try to row across to
Fisher’s Island. The weather’s going

to change before mormng. It {fecls
thunderv now. Listen! What did [

tell vou?”

A low, growling rumble filled the air,
and a moment later there came a dia’l
flash from the west. The air was heavy
as a steam bath.

“What did I tell your” Jack repeatced.
“We'll get a thunderstorm within an
Lour. T'I tell you what. There's an
old hay barn about halt a mile across
the meadows. Wce'd better make for
that and stay there until 1t passes over.”

To this Helen agreed, so they set out,
keepmmg oft the high ground as much
as possible,  The storm was coming up
rapidly, and presently 1t grew so dark
that they stumbled along, holding ecach
other’s hands and unable to see ten fect
ahead of them. DBut Jack’s sense of
direction was well developed, and the
frequent lightning flashes aiding, they
soon came to the old barn, which was
stuffed almost to the top with fragrant
hay. Jack gave Helen a hand up, then
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scrambled after her, and they disposed
themsclves comfmtabl} on the sweet-
smelling stuit with the pleasing sense ot
having tound at lcast a temporary sanc-
tuary.

“Why did they send you to cid Pa
Brinker's boozarartum?” asked Jack,
stretching himscelf luxuriously, for he
was tired after Ius daily strenuotis ex-
Creise.

“Just to get nd of me, 1 guess,”
Ieclen answered, following his example
tor precisely the same resson. “I was
never really ill, but T was always tired
and nervous, pro! Lably from being al-
Wayvs so bored. You sc ¢, 1 never had
any of the fun that other girls have
because my governess got it into hu:
he::‘:.d that T was delicate and contrary.”

“Judging from the chase you led me
over the hinks, 1
were about as delic

(:Trl blue-grass

ate as a three-year
hilv,”  Jack answered,
‘and as for being contrary—well, that
(IC‘{}EI ds a good deal on the sort of
£amMe vou La[“ﬂ‘*“f*:_ o be up agamst. s
vour micther alive, if vou don’t mind my
?51\]11 ;‘!J

”NO," satd Flelen, caewing at the end
of a sweet stalk of meadow orass. 1
con't remember my mother.”

Jackk was conscious of a sudden,
strong cmotion of protectiveness. He
atso had suftered from that greatest of
all buman bereavements.

“Same here,” he answered. “After
all, when 1t comes right down to brass
tacks, T guess that most fathers are
natural-born fools where their children
are concerned.  Mine 18.”

“Mhhine 1s wor<e,” Ilelen
sitting up 1 the hay. “He’s a liar.”

“So s mune,”” sard Jack, “or at least
he acts the part, Well, most people arc.
I don't suppose we really ought to
blame our fathers. No doubt they
mean well—and that’s damning them
with mighty famt praise. They secem
to think that because—because we
wouldn’t be here except for them we
ought to be darn grateful.” He f{felt
Helen’'s arm brush against his as he
shifted his position shghtly. “Well,
mavybe we ought,” he amended. “Here
comes the storm. Lucky I happened to

answered,

should say that }ou_

- pered.

remember this place. T hope that bunch
that’s hunting for us gets good and
soaked.”

A sudden squall of wind struck the
}1d shack which sheltered them and
thrummed against 1ts dilapidated cor-

nices. Thcn canmic 2 vivid, instantane-
ous glare, which flared through the
doorless opening, picrced the many

crevices of roof and sides, and seemed
to prick out every nail and knot hole
in the flimsy structure.  Followed an
ear-splitting  report and a crash as
thf;ugn of univ er'ﬂ dissolution. Then
a b“‘:”lthl{i‘qH pausc foilowed a deluge
of wind-driven ram. For a moment
Jack thought that the old barn had
been struck and riven, and as I
reached out instinctively with a blinded
sense of protection for the girl, his
hand met Helen’s and held 1t firmly.
He threw his arm arcund her shoulder
and drew her closer.

“Don’t be scarcd,” said he scoth-
mgly.  “Ii’s all right—soon be ove
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Crash! B{'zﬁzg.'! And tins time the
thunderbolt could be heard to hiss and
sizzie as it rived to the heart a gaunt,

half-dead o2k iree on the lane just op-
posite them.  Helen screcamed and
crushed her face agamnst Jack’s chest.
Like most highly organized creatures,
both the boy and the girl had a con-
stitutional dread of thunderstorms, but

Jack had forgot his in the desire ‘o

comfort his companion.

“There!” said he. “It’s passed now.
Went smack over us. Hay 1s a non-
conductor, anyhow—just like feathers.
Can’t strike us here.”  All of which he
knew to be quite untrue, but served to
demonstrate his recently expressed con-
viction that all men are hars.  “Shift
over this way a little, Helen. This darn
roof leaks a little bit.” Bang! Boom!!
Another thunderclap. “There!” trium-
phantly. “You sec, T was right. That
one struck way beyond us. It's all over
now. Don’t be atraid.”

“I’'m not afraid, Jack,” Helen whis-
“But T have always hated thun-
derstorms. |

“So have I,” Jack answered. “They
don’t seem to give you any chance to
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hit back. There—Ilisten to that one!
Look, Helen, there’s a blaze! A barn
or haymow or something. Never mind.
Apres nous le déluge. And here comes
the deluge! Good Lord!” A savage
gust of wind threatened to hift the roof
off the barn a good deal as one might
remove the hid from a box of sweet-
meats, and following this futile attempt
of Boreas a cascade descended upon
the ancient shingles, happily somewhat
swelled to meet the strain. ” “There she
comes, Helen,” said Jack. ‘“Never
mind; 1t won’t last long!” And he
chanted an ancient ditty composed by
a famous British admiral for the pur-
pose of impressing certain meteorologi-
cal facts on the fallow minds of appren-
tices:
“When the rain’s before the wynd,
Then your tops’l halyards mind;

When the wynd’s before the rain,
Shake your topsails out again.”

The squall soon drove past, and was
followed by a cool dratt of air from
the north. Fortunately the roof of the
old barn had been recently patched, and
but little water leaked through. But
Jack had been doing some rapid think-
ing even while encouraging Helen, and
he had come to the conclusion that if
they were to make good their escape
daylight must find them well away from
the vicinity. He believed that Doctor
Brinker would be careful to keep the
aftair out of the papers, 1f only for the
credit of his establishment.

“If we don’t want to get hauled back
bv the scruff of the neck like a couple
of runaway pups, we've got to get
clear of this neighborhood before
morning,” he said. “That scheme of
vours for swiping a boat sounds all
right to me. There’s a fellow down
here at Deep Creek that has boats and
launches for hire. If we could manage
to grab a launch or a =ailboat with a
motor, we could beat it down to New
Haven before dayhight. T've got a
cruising yawl there, and once aboard
her we’'d be all right.”

“But what shall we do then?” Helen
asked.

“Run around into the Hudson and
up to our place. My sister Jeanne 1s

a good sport, and I'll get her to give
it out that you’ve come to visit. You'll
be all right there until your father
comes back, and then you can put it up
to him.”

“And what will

asked doubtfully.
there.”

“Of course not. T'll clear out on the
boat. Run down Itast or something, I
can get money enough to keep me going
until the business sort of blows over.
Father may be gone three or four
months, and by that time I'll have been
able to prove that I'd rather drink a
glass of prussic acid than a glass of
booze.”

Helen did not appear particularly en-
thusiastic over this arrangement. But
she made no demur, and, the rain hav-
ing stopped, they slipped down from
the hay and started across the meadows
for the road. The weather had cleared,
and the stars twinkled brightly in the
rush of the north wind, while the moon
was getting low, but stil] furnished light
enough for them to see their way. It
was then about half past eleven.

For about a mile they walked briskly
along i silence and watchiulness, busy
with their thoughts. Jack was by far
the more worried of the two. He re-
alized, of course, that he was doing
what would be reﬂ‘arded as a very
wrong thing, pm%ﬁ)ly a criminal act, mn
managing the escape of this young glrl
from a sanitarium, where she had been
placed by her father under the advice
of so famous a specialist as- Doctor
Bright, whose name was well known
to him. He had no idea of what her
malady might have been, nor appar-
ently had she, but he reasoned that it
must have been of a serious character
to have warranted so long an intern-
ment. To be sure, she now 1mpressed
him as 1n abqolutel} normal health and
strength both mentally and physically,
but for that matter so had his own
fellow captives, some of whom had been
recommitted several times. What 1f it
were to prove that she were subject to
attacks of periodical insanity or hys-
teria or epilepsy or catalepsy or some
other of the many ghastly abnormali-

you do?”’ Helen
“You couldn’t stay
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ties to which, in certain cases, the hu-
man economy falls heir? Cold chills
ran down his back at the mere thought
of such a possibilitv. A nice figure he
would cut 1f 1t came about that he had
run off with a young and beautiiul vie-
tim of some incipient mental disorder.

And yct he did not see just how he
could act otherwise with honor. The
oirl bad told him a perfectly straight
and rational story of having been in-
terned by her father to get her out of
the way, and explained to him how she
had accepted the situation with resig-
nation until, on seeing the announce-
ment of Doctor Bright’s expected re-
turn 1n the paper, she realized that her
father had lied to her and was keeping
her on 1n the sanitarium to save him-
scif the trouble of bothering about her
care. Jack could readily understand
that, while such an nstitution as Doc-
tor Brinker’s nught be a most excellent
place for an il person, it would become
absolutely wmsupportable for a strong
and healthy one. His own experience
quite demonstrated this.

Helen impressed him—and Jack was
not lacking mn a certain amount of ex-
pertence—as a very lovely and unso-
phisticated gul who was getting a very
raw and crooked deal. Moreover, they
were practically in the same boat, and
she had put herself under his protec-
tion with an absolute confidence which
aroused the very best mstincts in his
tempestuous nature, and that was say-
ing a good deal. To betray her now
and subject her to another period of
incarceration seemed to him to be the
very limit of unchivalry. So he de-
termined to see the thing through, come
what might of 1t.

Helen’s rveflections were far less
troubled. She knew as little about
young men as Jack was well informed
in the matter of girls both young and
old. She had never had a ycung man
friend, to say nothing of a beau, nor
desired one. She had never so much
as had her hand squeezed, nor a box
of flowers or bonbons sent her by an
admirer.
been five minutes, alone with a boy, and

while her attractiveness had awakened

It 1s doubtful i1f she had ever

strong sentiments in many a youth who
had covertly observed her at dancing
class or parties or in vacation time on
beach or lake, there had always been

the argus-eyed duenna not far distant

which, coupled with a sort of apathetic
aloofness on the part of the girl her-
self, had hecen discouraging to these
would-be swains.

But Helen was now a different girl
—strong, vital, and tingling with the
life desire. The sanitarium had done
this for her, and her act i running
away from it would have been one oi
rank mgratitude 1f she had understood
the situation. The action of many peco-
ple toward their benefactors would be
rank ingratitude 1f they understood.
Her new-found wvigor demanded life
and action and emotion and warmih,
and she turned to these qualities as
naturally as a flowering plant growing
in a dark, dank room turns its blos-

~soms to the sun, even though when

placed on a window sill the tendency
of their growth inclines the stems in
an opposiie direction.

Her feminine instinet drew her to
him at the first few words exchanged
between them. Thereafter she had con-
fided herself to his care with a happy
sense of security which was pathetic.
She had thrilled with some glorious
consciousness of safety when he had
taken her hand and guided her across
the moor to the old hay barn, and
when, during the storm, he had held
her in his arms and reassured her, the
terrors of thunder and lightning were
forgot in the stir of new emotions. No
paladin 1n plumes and armor ever
seemed greater to a lady tfair than did
Jack to Helen while the thunderbolts
of Jupiter Tonans were slamming about
the old shack and Boreas was threaten-
ing to unroof it. Ior the first time in
her life she felt unalone. The primor-
dial craving for duality was satished.

In a word, Helen had fallen in love
with Jack at first sight, at first touch,
and this age-old reaction was the
stronger because she did not realize it.

So they walked down the road in the
same old way, the girl confident and
happy becatise the boy was there, and
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everything had to work out all right.
And the boy, who had never in all his
life had anything to bother about except
himself, was happy, too, though wor-
ried. He had not fallen in love, pos-
sibly because he was burdened with the
weight of his responsibility, but he
would not have exchanged this for a
great deal. The boy had been m love
a good many times, but he had never
before been the arbiter of any girl’s
destiny, and he found the situation
fraught with exhilaration. He could
tecl Helen’s absolute faith in him, and
thts put him on his mettle and on his
honor. It .made him feel a man.

As they neared the Iittle port, Jack’s
vigilance increased. But the thunder
squall had driven everybody under
cover and drenched the place, and no-
body appeared to be moving about.
They turned a bend in the road, and
the Sound stretched out before them,
dark and glittering. At the same mo-
ment two figures stepped out from the
chadow of a low building and ap-
proached them. As they drew near
Jack saw that they were not of the
sanitarium personnel, but seemed to be
local persons. Directly in front of
Helen and himself they stopped =0 as
to block the way.

“Well, what is 1t Jack asked.

CHAPTLER VIIL.
THEY BOTII ESCAPE.

For a moment the pair appeared to
be embarrassed. They were young
men and decidedly hard looking, and
might have been boatmen or hands in
the little shipyard. Jack thought that
he had seen one of them before, and
then suddenly remembered him as an
expressman who sometimes brought
trunks or parcels to the sanitarium.

“Say, mister,” said this one, “I guess
you and the lady are wanted up to
Doctor Brinker’s place.”

“That’s right,” said the other. “They
want you mighty bad.”

“And suppose they do,” Jack an-
swered. ‘“What's that got to do with
you? Are you two on the sanitarium
pay roll ¢”

K

“Well, not exactly,” said the first
speaker, “but the doctor sends consid-
erable work our way, and we agreed
to keep a lookout for you two and
take you back there if we happened
to meet up with you. Now 1 got a
little car right here in the shed, so if
you and the lady will be so kind as
to get aboard everything will be all
right.”

“And what 1f w¢ won’t be so kind
as to get aboard 7”7 asked Jack. “lhen
I suppose everything will be all wrong,
what ?”’

“Look here, muster,” said the other
man; “‘you can’t put a raw deal hke
this across. We got our orders, so
the best thing you can do 1s to come
along quiet and peaceable. Where do
you think you’re goin’, anyhow ?”

“That’s my business,” Jack an-
swered, and drew shightly away from
Helen, his thumbs hooked lightly in
the side pockets of his coat. The two
men exchanged glances and edged
slightly in on him. The trim, boyish
hgure did not look formidable, and
either of the others could have given

Jack ten or fifteen pounds of weight.

They knew that their act would De sup-
ported by Doctor Brinker and the local
authorities and that the former would
make the job well worth their while.
But they had been instructed not to use
force 1f it could be avoided, so they
made another attempt at conciliation.
“Say, listen here!” said one of them.
“You could be jugged for this, do you
understand? You're in wrong now for
making a break yourseli, but takin’ the
lady with you 1s a whole lot worse, and
her a patient and a young girl. Now
listen to reason and save trouble for all
hands. You can’t put it across with
us here, so you might just as well make
the best of 1t and come along without
no trouble. Do you get me:”
“Yes,” said Jack, “I get you.
are you going to do about 1t?”
This time there was no mistaking the
look which passed between the pair.
If they had been attendants or persons
from the sanitarium, acting under due
authority, the chances are that Jack
would have made the best of it and

What
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returned without a struggle. But to
be held up by a pair of rank outsiders
was more than his pride could support,
so as the two sprang suddenly in to
grapple he went forward to meet them
with a perfectly good idea of what he
was about. His fierce hittle bouts with
Danny had fitted him perfectly for such
a scrimmage, while his unconmumon
quickness and high, muscular tonicity
made these thick, awkward fellows casy
marks for his skill.

>o, ducking under the grabbing arms
of the man on the right, he put a
straight jab with all of his weight be-
hind 1t qquarely on the solar plexus,
and then, without waiting to observe
its effect he swung a left hook for the
other man’s jaw, and planted it with
beautiful precision. It is doubtful if
two knock-out blows were ever deliv-
cred so nearly simultaneously., Of
course, 1f 1t had been an ordinary fight
and the pair trying for a similar re-
sult, the finish might have been differ-
ent, but as 1t was they were merely try-
ng to chnch with him, little suspect-
ting what he had tucked away under
his loose serge coat.

Some men are singularly deceptive in
this regard, and Jack was one ot them.
I“ven the experienced Danny had often
been startled and surprised at Jack's
vicious jabs, and had never been able
quite to study out where he kept his
punch. Ioverything hies in the quick-
ness with which a blow 1s delivered,
and 1ts precision. It 15 said that a pan-
ther can strike so sharply as to leave
the mmpression of 1its claws on a gun
harrel without knocking the weapon out
of the hunter’s hands, and Jack had
something ot this quality.

At any rate, there was no need to
continue the affair. IHis would-be cap-
tors were down and out, and Jack,
glancing at therr hmp hgure% decided
that they would take the count. In
fact, he did not believe that they would
be up and dommg tor several minutes,
s0 he seized Helen by the wrist and
rushed her down to the deserted boat-
house, not far distant. Two or three
skiffs were tied up to the float, and tar-
ther out a number of boats were

moored, among them a small, cabined
launch of which the lines suggested
possibilities of speed. There were no
oars in evidence, but Jack picked up a
small piece of plank, and, helping
Helen into a skift, cast off the painter
and proceeded to paddle vigorously for
the launch. He thought 1t probable
that there would be gasoline enough
in the tank, as the boats were in con-
stant use, and in this he was correct.
Snapping on the switch, he cranked up,
and the motor responded with a pleas-
ing whir. Scrambling {forward, he
made fast the skiff’s painter to the
mooring, then cast off that of the
launch, and threw 1n the clutch. A
moment later they were gliding rapidly
out into the Sound, and none too soon,
for somebody was shouting at them
from the shore, and a moment later a
light flashed out in the upper storv of
the boathouse.

*That was touch and go,” said Jack.
“We ought to make i1t now, though.
This thing seems to be able to plug
along. Unless they’'ve got a speed
launch or something and our gas
doesn’t give out, we 11 be all right,
He reached over the side, and di )ped
his bruised and bleeding knuckles into
the water. “Tt wouldn’t do to get col-
lared now that we've stolen a launch.
I’d probably get committed to a worse
place than old Pop Brinker’s rumar-
1.

“I'm afraid that yvou hurt those two
men quite badly,” said Helen.

Jack shrugged. “They started
he answered. “What business was 1t of
theirs, anvhow 7 Theyv had no right to
butt in, and they Onh ot uh'lt was
coming to them. Next time they'll
think twice hefore doing voluntary po-
lice duty. If we fetch New Haven
all right, I'll send back the launch with

a check. Hello! Here they come
after us " And he shoved up spark
and gas.

A motor was coughing and sputtering
off the boathouse, and a moment later
they saw another and larger launch
glide out in pursuit. Jack held straight
out until clear of the point, and then,
catching sight of a buoy, swung off
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down the coast. Looking back from
tinie to tine, he could not see that the
other boat was gaimng, while their own
motor was running cleanly and well and
the launch 11”1.Ll1~._111g excellent speed. Giv-
g the wheel for a moment to Helen,
he sounded the {fuel tank, and was
pieascd to find 1t nearly full. The boat

had, m fact, been hired for an evemng
spitl, but the storm had mteriered with

the party.

Dut despite this immediate respite
from trouble, Jack was not entirely
content with the situation, which shows
that he must have been hard to pl ease.
Although he did not always sce fit fo
avairl himeelf of 1t, he had a consider-
able amount of common scnse, and he
realized that he had put both Tlelen and
huvself 11 a very difficult position.

“Tt scems to be getting thicker and
thicker.,” he told himself. “Tirst I
jup jaily then T steal a girl, then I
knocl out a couple of deputies, and now
I've stolen a launch.  This beats any-
thimg I ever did when drunk, and that’s

going some.  But the worst of 1t s
that 1f  the bus=iness cver gets out
IHelen’s reputation 18 sure to suffer.

Dut what the dickens was T to do 7

There heing no apparent solution to
this problem, he put it from his mind
and devoted hig attenion to the present
and mmediate future. He had ob-
served by the buov that the tide was
at the first of the flood, and from the
speed of the Taunch he judged that they
ought to fetch New Ilaven by five
oclock 1 the morning at the outside.
>0 he sad to Helen:

“We've got a long trot ahead of us,
so you had better go into the cabin and
oct some rest, especially 18 to-morrow
1S apt to be our huw day.’

“Very well, Jack,” she answered obe-
diently, and crept into the cabin, which
was clean, though somewhat redolent
of the odor of gasoline and burned o1l.
But these aromas were disregarded 1n
her fatigue atfter the excitement of the
evening, <o, disposing herself comfort-
ably on the cushioned locker, she was
soon sleceping peacetully, while Jack,
who was entirely familiar with the nav-
igation of Long Island Sound, headed

tor Cornfield lightship, wondering
how the adventurc was going to end.

CHAPTER IX.
COXPLICATIONS,

Aiss Jeanne O’Connor had passed a
very tedions SUmer. To begin with,
che h: ul mi-xed her brother sorely, for
thc tWoO were (kn.r}u,d to each Uthe . as
twins usuallv are, and TGEI*?JE? wad auite
forgiven his indizeretion the day iter
his haviag heen immured in the sani-
tarium.  She had passed a number of
storrny interviews with the judge, in-
sisting that she be permitted (o visit
nin there, but her father had proved
mexorable.  To compensate he  had
made sporadic efforts to fill the void
left in the fanulv Ly the absence of the
son and heir, and had taken T(f'lﬂﬂe
and three of her friends on a cruise
to ‘T“”]mrt and Bar Harbor mn s
* mnt motor swiity, feanie.  This
Cﬂlif-:iz bad bored the vacht's name-
sake bevond all expression, first because
she thought the judge rather fatuous
in s atientions to her guests, two of
whﬁﬂ*} were very voung and very prefiy
ard the third no longer vouny, but even
pretis u——-ilom A pomt of v Tew wiich
disregards grace bLeiorve meat—and in-
fnitely minre engaging.

]ﬂm*‘]c hind reiu*ﬂed from t11~—~ O1t-
ing thoroughly dizousted. Siraws show
which way the wind blows, and thosc
sticking out of the tall glasses of the
mature guest and the host as they re-
freshed themselves under the quarter-
deck awnings, after the heat of the day
ashore, became ominous weathercocks
to Jenrme. The prospect of a step-
mother looked to her as might a lig
black cloud to a French wine grower,
or a funnel-shaped one to a Kansas
farmer. It made her want to shoot a
bomb into 1t to precipitate the trouble
before 1t had time to precipitate itself.

But this was not the greatest of her
ennuis. The party had been augmented
at Newport by a large and capable
young man who had been a classmate
of Jack and who desired very much
to marry Jeanne as soon as possible.
Jeanne herself was quite willing and
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prepared to marry him; the sooner the
better, >She desired exceedingly to get
narried, and he appeared to lbe in all
wavs the most desirable of her several
suttors. e was a highly cthcient en-
gincer, and Jcanne thought that it
would be fun to travel to all parts of
the globe with him, building dams and
bridges and things.

But, alas for these fond aspirations!
Ten days of his almdst constant society
had convinced Jeanne that they could
never possibly get on. The girl’s warm
Irish and French blood was first chilied
and then slowed 1n its rapid circula-
tion by the contact with a purely me-
chanical mind which was wholly utihi-
tartan.  When she admired a stormy
surf he saw 1n it only power going to
waste, and when she gloried 1 the
beauty ot a gorgeous sunset he would
ptroceed to lecture on the solar spectrum
until Jeanne wanted to vawn. When
the great, luscious midsummer moon
gave hf.r c:entlmental vearnimmgs he saw
in it merely a satellite of the earth {wo
hundred and thirtv-eight thousand cight
hundred miles distant and shiming with
the sun’s reflected Tlight. It was this
way about evervthing until finally
Temme became thoroughly bored 1in his
soctety, and when at the end of the
cruise he proposed matrimony, advanc-
g his claims and specifications as pre-
CI%CIX as though attempting to promote
a railroad or mining property, feanne
told hun flatly that she would as soon
think of marrving a theodolite or mul-
tiplving machine.

Two weeks later he departed for the
Andes, and Teanne rceturned home with
the resenttul consciousness of having
wasted the hest part of her summer and
the strong desire to compensate for 1t
by some wild and reck less adventure.
She had much of her brother’s lawless
nature, and her college experience had
mntfused hier 1 1ith a complete conviction
of her ability to take care ot herself
under anyv conditions whatever. She
and Jack were, 1in fact, ridiculously
alike both physically and temperamen-
tally. They were about of a size,
though Jeanne was shightly more full
of figure, of the same dark, clear com-
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plexion, with the identical gray eyes
heavily fringed with black lashes, and
distinctly Celtic features; the eyes well
spaced, short, straight noses, wide
mouths, and hrin, I}II’TI}HCiOUS chins,
Jack’s face was rather thunner than his
sister’s, and  his nose lacked the
retrousse tendency of hers, but this was
scarcely noticeable, and they had sev-
eral  times  decerved  their mtimate
friends by changing costumes.

At this time, that which lent itself
cven more to their perfect resemblance
was the fact that Jeanne's hair had not
vet grown very long after a typhoid
fecver of the previous winter, but clus-
tered 1in thick, black curls ahout her
ears. She was also well tanned from
her yachting cruise, while her discon-
tented state of mind had given her a
sort of abrupt mmpatience of speech
and manner which was rather that of
an tolerant vouth than a sweet girl
oraduate. Her voice also was of a
rather husky contralto, uncommonly
deep of pitch for a girl, and in 1ts 1n-
flection precisely that of Jack’s. She
had alwavs been the leader of the two
until they had gone to college.

Now, on Ler return to the parental
countrv house, she found that she
missed her brother very sorely. She

desired to sec him and find out how
he was getting along, and Judge ()’Con-
nor departing for liurope a few davs
later, Jeanne decided to run across to
the sanitarium and pay him a wvisit, and
the judge’s posttive instructions to the
contrarv be hanged. She appealed these
to a court of justice composed of her-
<elf and her most mntimate friend and
classnmiate, a Miss Christine van Vol-
kenen, who was visiting her at the time,
with the result that Judge (O'Connor’s
decision was promptly pronounced to
be without proper precedent and there-
tore null and void.

Miss Christine was a very pretty
blonde, with ruddy golden hair and an
exquisite complexion. Like Jeanne, she
was quite prepared for any sort of
lark which might be managed with a
reasonable anmount of discretion, so that
when Jeanne suggested that they take
the fortv-horse-power runabout and pay
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Jack a visit, she approved the idea with-
out the shghtest hesitation.  Christine
indeed entertamced a certain tender sen-
timent for Jack, and she was glad of
the opportunity to show herself his
sympathetic friend m his hour of need.

“It’'s only about a hundred nmles,”
sard Jeanne, “and the roads are pericct
all the way. It we leave at about seven,
we can get there easily by noon. T
have jmnea put us up some sandwiches
and things, and tell Mrs. Trippett that
we're going to run over to the Fairfield
(mmlry Golf Club to spend the day.
\We can have a couple of hours® with
jmk and get home before dark.”

“But don't vou think we'd better take
one of the chauffeur %n—-\htrp]w or Mec-
Call?” Christine asked. “It’s a pretty
long run, and we might get a tire down
or something.”

“That’s not apt to happen,”
answered, “but 1f 1t should we'd man-
age somchow. @ got stuck on the
road last summer, and before T had
chance to find out what was the matter
thiere were four cars parked beside me
and a dozen men at work on the job.
Illeven of them were talking to me,
and the twelfth was failling up the tank.
Murphy had been to a funeral, and
hadn’t got back when T <tarted out,
and  NMceCall was down by the river
practicing on the bagpipes, and 1 was
mn g hurry ’ml hndnl stopped to see 1f
I had gas enough. Of course, a motor

can't run without gas any more than
a politictan, but all these tanks that had
um]e to my rescue were full 1o bursting,
<0 I got started agamn before dark. Tt's
not as if we were crossing the staked
plams.”

“All the same,” Christine objected,
“vou’ll be all tired out.”

“I can’t be as tired as I've been for
the last two weeks, with about eight
hours a day of lectures on cantilever
hridges and deep alluvions and mason-
work cores and canal prisms and
things,” Jeannc retorted impatiently.
“After listening to all that stuff, a burst
tire or a plugged carburetor seems like
a spoke gone out of the hind .wheel
of a doll's baby carriage. . Besides,
Murphy or McCall would be sure to

Jeanne

biab and mught spoil our running over
to sce fack again.”

Christine offering no iurther objec-
tions, the expedition was promptly mo-
bilized. Jeanne was by nature an ex-
pert driver, 1f she did often ¢xceed the
speed hmuts, and her swilt runabout
was as foolproof as modern invention
can assure. So the two girls departed
at about halt past seven of a lovely
morning at the cnd of August. the tires
ot their car scratching the surface of
the turnpike 1n the same hour when
the object of their kind attentions was
lending his own to the matter of get-

ting in telephonic communication with

his sister with the object of preparing
i some measure for proaiding sanctu-
ary in behalt of a pair of runaways
from a sanitarium.

Both parties, bemg happtlv 1n 1gno-
ranice of the complications ahead, were
taking a great dcal ot pkuwmt mier-
est 1n the situation, particularly Jeanne.
For this scli-willed voung ladyv it
offercd possihilities of keen excitement

vequired by her nuture after a very
dull and disappointing scummier.  As the
exhilaration ];mmw:}d bv their ra aid
course increasced, she 1,-._,;{,1 to 1o

plans tor much more tmuh Tack, 1n
his three brief letters to her, had de-

voted most of the te: t to his admira-
tion for Doctor L[_Wle}f, and what a
strong and sympathetic personality he
was and how uncommonly good look-
ing, all of which was to a young lady
of Jeanne's past successes and desire
for conquest like describing to an en-
thusiastic angler a Ing trout 1 a deep
pool difficult and dangerous of approach
or to an ardent hunter the existence
of a record moose or grizzlv which had
defied the efforts of all local nimrods.
So, as Jeanne trundled along at about
forty miles an hour, her active bramn
was busy with a scheme for effecting
the subjugation of Doctor Lawley and
tying him to the wheels of her gasoline
chariot, then carrving Jack oft on a
writ of habeas corpus which should be
honored by her captive. She had, un-
derstood from Jack that Doctor Lawley
was practically at the head of the sani-
tarium, Doctor Brinker doing little
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more than to cash the large checks of
the 1nmates and potter about the
grounds. As Jeanne could not recall
of an instance where she had gone after
her prey without success she tfelt very
optimistic about her plan.

The road was excellent, and, soon
ctriking the New York-Boston turn-
sile, it did not take them long to spin
samford and South Norwalk and
Bridgeport behind tl.em. After New
tlaven was passed thev stopped at a
neat little inn for clam broth and his-
cuits, then sped wupon their course
aciun. It was not yet noon when they
avproached the sanitarium and observed
its spacious grounds with pleasurable
excitement. Rolling up to the main en-
trance, Jeanne parked the car where
1t would not be in the way when she
and Christine descended, and ap-
proached the door. But scarcely had
they taken halt a dozen steps when a
neatly dressed young man with a pleas-
ant Hibernian face came rushing out
to meet them with an expression of
mfinite rehef and gratification.

“So here y’are back, sor, and the
voung lady, too!” he cried. “Sure 'twas
dacint av ye to come av your own ac-
cord, and the whole place in such a
stew. Where the divil have ye been,
and where did ye git thim duds and
the big cyar: And what have ye done
wit’ the launch ye shtoler Nivir has
there been such a roompus in the his-
tory av the mstitution "And he
Jooked reproachfully at Jeanne, who,

short, loose riding coat, was staring at
him in astonishment. The first thought
which occurred to her was that this
must be one of the “mild mentals” or
shightly ‘deranged patients which Jack
had mentioned in a letter. But Mike's
next words gave her quick wit a clew
to the 51t1_1.11t10n.

“Sure, Doctor Lawley was fair crazy,
<or,” said he. *’Twas bad enough ye
sh’v’d have run away at all, and him
givin® ve the chance aither ver just
cayin’ ye w'u'd beat it the first chance

ye got, but to take the young lady with.

ye was the lmit. ‘If 1vir 1t gets out,
Mike,” says hLe, ‘’twill be the ruin av

in riding breeches and gaiters, with a

the sanitartum,” says he, ‘I w’u’d not
have had it lmppen for a year’s pay,’
says he. Come, sor, and you, miss.
The docthor is in his office now, tele-
phonin’ around the country. Ye will
be welcome as rrain atther a long
drought.” |

He motioned them to the door, and
Jeanne, who had recovered irom the
shock of this reception, took her aston-
ished guest by the elbow and passed
. As they entered, she whispered to
Christine:

“Jack must have bolted off with some
girl in the place. This man takes me
for Jack and vou for the girl.  What
fun! Tie up your veil and don’t give
the game away. We must give Jack
time to get out of the neighborhood.”

CHAPTER X.
THE BOY BECOMES A MAN.

The thirty-five-foot motor yawl
IFleetga was gliding out past the New
Haven breakwater under power. Jack
at the wheel was cheerfully drinking
coffee out of an agateware cup and
munching hard-tack, while Helen, n the
cabin, was experimenting in the thermic
action ot a gas flame on bacon and
eggs. She had never cooked anything
in her life, but under Jack’s experi-
enced directions was managing pretty
well.

The coagulation of albuminous mat-
ter resulting satistactorily, Helen
brought the appetizing mess out irto
the cockpit with an air of pride, and
the refugees proceeded to fortify therr
systems 1n great content. Now that the
die was cast and their bridges burned,
Jack had put aside his misgivings and
decided to make the best of the busi-
ness. Ile reflected that, after all, there
was not much danger of their escapade
leaking out, as the sanitaritum would
keep 1t quiet for 1ts own sake, and their
refatives for similar reasons. After all
there was no harm done, while there
were tar worse situations than to be
ghiding down the Sound in his roomy,
comiortable boat with the prettiest and

gamest girl he had ever met for a com-
panion.
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“Well,” said he, munching at a lib-
eral rasher of bacon, “we’re all right
now, shipmate. This beats that sultry
hole of a dope house, doesn’t 1t ;"

Helen agreed enthumastzcally that 1t
did. Refreshed by a good night’s rest
and a stroll ashore, she now felt hit for
any adventurc. The fact that her
father had dehiberately lied to her, and
the conviction that his object 1 keep-
ing her at the sanitarium was merely a
selfish one, made her conscience untrou-
bled at having run awav. Hcere was
such frecedom as she had never beforc
experienced, and which, with her return
“to perfect health, her soul was starving
for. Dest of all, she was enjoying 1t
with a man who attracted her m every
sense and to whom she had freely given
all lier trust and confidence—and a little
MOTC.

“Thev must be having more fits back
there than were ever thrown in the
blooming <hop since its mauguration,”
Jack ohserved. “T'm sorry for Doctor
Lawley, hut T warned him about two
minutes Lefore T did myv sprint. Tlow-
ver, Tsent him a note by the man that
toolk the Inunch back, saving not to
worry ahout us, as we were all right
and that T was taking you to h....,.lmmc
of o iriend.”

Thie buovant expression faded from
Helen's face. '

“T don’t think I want to go to vour
sister, Jack,” said she. “We're not ac-
auamted, and she would be sure to
think 1t an awful bore. Desides, it
would put her in a wrong posttion.”

“Nothing of the <ort,” Jack an-
qwcrcd “She’d he pleased as Punch.
Jitl’s the best sort m the world and
a dend ~game sport.  See the way [ put
her lawn party on the blink and dis-
graced the family, and she forgave me
smack off. Wrote and told me <o the
very next dav. You'll ind her just like
a sister, same as yvou can look on me
as yvour brother. DBesides, where can
vou go without being fired back to the
sanitariumr r’

“All the same, I don’t want to do 1t,”
Helen said. “lIt’s too cheeky, and 1
haven’t any clothes except what I've

got on. I'd much rather stay with you
on the boat.”

“But good Lord!” Jack protested.
“You can't do that. It ain’t proper.

You’ ve got to be chaperoned and all
that.”
“T'm

said

isn't

not chaperoned now,”
Helen, “and 1 don’t care if it
proper. If vou won’t let me stay with
vou on the boat, T think I'd better go
back to the sanitarium. At any rate, |
shall have had a Tittle fun for once in my
life.”

Jack set dotvyn his coffee cup, and
stared at her in dismay. Then, with
a gloomy face, he turned the spokes
slowly m his hands, and the Fleeiga,
describings a wide arc, turned and
headed for Faulkener Island.

‘Where are you gomg:’ Telen
acked, sctting down her cup also and
staring at him with a curious gleam
in her violet eyes.

“Dack to the sanitarium,” Jack an-
swered.  “You =say that you wouk
rather go back there than to my sister,
SO 1"1 Kk owe g0

“Dut how about » 111'

“T'm *’rmng 30, don’t tike to start
anvthing that 1 « 111 finich.  Well, we
started lhl% tlmw together, and we'll

jt
anish it together, T must sav, Td vl
be shot than stick it out for
three months 1in that dreary ranch with
that bunch ot dead-alives, but 1t doesn’t
work m with my scheme of things to
put you ‘'on the tram and ship vou back
alone after myv having run off with vou,
and then beat it mwelf [ took vou
way, and if vou must go back 1l
take you back and tell them why and
how. Then, 11 anvbodv o much as
thinks there’s heen anvtiung off color
in the busmess, T'l1l be there to Lknock
that think cut of his rotten block.”
Ifelen did not answer, but sat for
some moments staring fixedly at the
dimpling stretch of water ahead and
apparently turnimg this sudden and un-
expected wolte-face of their adventure
in her nmund.  Gradually her face soi-
tened, and, as 1f unconsciously, her
hand stole out and rested on the back
of Jack’s, which was gripping a spoke
of the toy wheel as though steering a
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five-master in a following gale instead
of a play boat in a calm, where the pres-
sure of a little finger would have sut-
ficed.

“1 hike you, Jack,” she said softly.

“I like you, Helen,” he answered,
without looking at her. “That's why
I'm taking you back.” |

“Are you sure, Jack, or 1s it just
because vou think you ought to—that
you owe 1t to yourself and the way vou
fecl about such things:”

“Both,” he answered, staring rigidly
ahead.

“But after we get back,” she per-
ststed, “and go on the same way that
we've been going on for weeks and
months with those tiresome people—
don't yvou think that you mght hate
me for having brought you hack?”

“No. I think that I'll be able to get
along all right, after this " He
glanced at her for an instant, then stood
up and took a deep breaih. Helen’'s
hand, which had been resting on his,
fell mply on her knee. Jack turned
suddenly and picked 1t up as though
it were something precious which he
had dropped in rising. He raised it
to lis lips, then put 1t back where he
had found it. ‘‘If they keep me there
for the rest of my life, I'd never hate
vou, Helen,” he said, “but there’s no
use talking that sort of nonsense now.
You steer the boat while I wash the
dishes and get some sail on her for
this hrecze that’s striking in from the
southwest.”

Ile started for the cabin, but Helen
caught him by the sleeve. "I don't
want you to go back to the sanitarium,
Jack. It's not necessary. You should
never have been sent there to begmn
with, and 1t’s too awful to think of
your having to spend anocther three
imonths in the deadly place. But with
me 1t’s different. I'm a girl, and have
nowhere to go. But you won't let me
stay with you on the boat, and 1T sum-
plv can’t make myself a burden to your
siater.”

“Then back we go,” said Jack dog-
gedly. “I'm not going to skip out and
leave vou mn the lurch.”

For a while they argued the matter,

but Ilelen’s new-found will was as
fixed as Jack’s. Meanwhile, the ['lectga
was  guding  swiftly eastward, and
IFaulkener Island was soon passed.
Then the breeze sprang up, and Jack,
not wishing to arrive until after dark
in order to avoird unnecessary publicity,
stopped the motor and made sail.

But all of the joy had been quenched,
and they drifted along in gloomv si-
lence. Helen sat with her elbow on
the washhoard of the cockpit, staring
2. the dimpling water with disregard-
ing cves, while Jack brooded morosely
at the wheel. It utterly devitalized him
to think of returning to the tiresome,
uninspiring routine and the gray, mo-
notonous society of men who had aban-
doned all hope of moral self-supremacy
and whose egos had struck their colors
and surrendered to the direction of
other and stronger minds. A sort of
horror seized him, and he began to won-
der if perhaps another three months of
mternment might not reduce him to the
same level. It seemed to him that
prison itself, with hard labor and the
companionship of fierce and savage or
stealthy  and cunning  crimunal  na-
tures, might be almost preferable. In
a penal mstitution one’s associates, for
all therr lawlessness, are at least men
i the majority of cases. Their moral
natures are oblique, but not vacuous;
positive, not negative ; unbalanced per-
naps trom the point of view of the
abierist; ruthless, savage, treacherous,
or uncertain i their erratic lack of
equthibrium  between weakness and
torce, but vet strongly vibrant. Those
of the santtartum mmmates, on the con-
rrary, were merely inert; flaccaid to the
pomnt of paralysis. Jack had long since
come to the conclusion that it would be
tar better for all concerned to let such
unfortunates work out the curse under
which they hived and moved and had
their being, that they might the sooner
return to the melting pot.

And now he was going back to them
ot lus own accord. He was going back
with every nerve and cell and fiber in
his vigorous young body tinghing from
high vitality and with a horror of the
potson which had brought him there
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to make him curse the mere thought of
the stutt. He did not quite realize what
the sanitartum had done for him in this
respect. Youth 1s never grateful for
its unpleasant lessons. But he quite
realized that he had learned his as thor-
oughly as 1t could be learned, and that
any more of the same course was bound
to have the same nauseating cftect as
too much of what had made it neces-
sary.

Then why go back? It was not on
his father’s account, as he entertained
for that autocratic parent a smoldering
resentment for what he considered to
be an act of injustice and stupidity and
lack of understanding. Moreover, he
was financially independent, having in-
herited a small income from the ma-
ternal side of his family. So far as the
sanitarium authorities were concerned
he had given due notice that he could
only be retained there by actual force
majcur and that, in his opinion, 1t was
only his father’s junstic prominence
which had made his further retention
legal, He was no longer 1in his minor-
lt}t nor was he an habitual drunkard.

But he looked at Helen, and knew

nute well why he was going back., It
was necessary to take Helen back, and
']'u., would not Tet her oo aloue. In therr
few hours together he had come to ap-
preciate the extreme defenselessness of
this utterly unsophisticated girl, whose
knowledge of the world and 1ts people

was senrcely greater than that of some

child of nature reared in a dream pﬂ]
ace on an enchanted 1sland.  She was
a Miranda who appeared to have heen
guarded throughout her hie by some
sort of a female Caliban, and utterly
unable to conccive of danger or pro-
tect herself from 1t.  As this appre-
ciation of her character gradually per-
meated Jack’s nund, he thought that he
could understand why her tather, who
appeared to be much occupied 1n his
affairs, had plaud 1er 1in the sanitarium
rather than risk her to the care of fam-

ily or servants. Ielen, he thought, was
actually too innocent to be allowed at
large, and the sanitarium served as a
<ort of convent without the rigors and
pltis the hvgienic conditions of the lat-

ter institution. It was owing to this
conviction that Jack had not insisted
greatly on her going to stop with
Jeanné. He was quitc aware of the
exuberance of his twin sister’s nature,
and decided that, after all, she might
be scarcely qualitied to fill the role of
duenna for such a girl as Helen. That
was the brother of it.

\Wherefore, he decided to take her
back to the sanitarium and to have a
man-to-man talk with Doctor ILawley
about the whole affair.  Jack’s brief
was thoroughly formulated in his mind.
He would say to Doctor Lawley some-
thing like this:

“I cleared out at the first chance,
as I told vou I intended to do. T met
Helen Castellane on the golf links, and
she told me that she had run away,
too, because her father had hied to her
about having her committed here for
her health, but just wanted to stick her
away somewhere and not be bothered
with her. So I took her in charge,
meaning to take her to my sister.  We
swiped a launch, and got down to New
Haven, where my boat was lying., My
plan was to run around to our place
near Tarrytown and turn her over (o
my sister Jeanne, but when I suggested
this she balked and snid that she'd
ather come back here, and T thougsht
that perhaps that would be best becanime
I talked to her and found out what a
child she was, and my sister-13 no sort
of a clmpcmr* for a oir! like that. S0
I brought her back, and here we are,
and now, if you want to keep me here,
vou had hetter put me i double 1rous,
because the first chance I get I'm gons
to make a break for 1t 1f T have to
strangle good old Mike.”

This 11*g11111611t was nilling mn Jack's
head as he gloomed at the wheel. Then,
having arrived at his decision and
pigeonholed it, he looked at Helen. She
looked back at him and smiled. Somie-
thing went wrong with the smile to
judge from its brave uncertainty. Her
eyes filled with tears, which were
promptlv winked away, leaving the
smile still intact,- though Shghtly dam-
aged around thL U’JG'QCA

“Don’t cry,” said Jack., “It’s

really
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not worth crying about. We'll be no
worse off than we were yesterday, and
think of the fun we’ve had.”

“That’s what makes me want to cry,”
Helen answered.
had any fun betore.”

“Well, you're bound fo have a lot
one of these days.”

“But I want to have 1t with you, Jack.
I wouldn’t mind 1t at the sanitarium if
they’d let us play golf or tennis to-
gether,”

“They won’t, though,” said Jack
gloomily. “It W ill probably be the
locl\ul) for mine.’

“But why not stay on the boat, Jack?
Nobody need ever know anythmg about
it.  You wrote to Doctor ILawley that
you were taking me to a place of safety,
and they’ll have to be satisfied with
that. The boat is a place of safety.
I'd be sate anywhere with you, just as
I would with a brother, if T had one.
What could be more -delicious than
this7” She reached out both arms as
though to embrace the fragrant, aro-
matic breeze waiting from the Long
Island shore charged with odors of
kelp and pine balsam distilled in the
sun.  “Think of the freedom of it,
Jack., Our fathers have not treated us
fairly, and besides they are not ‘here
to bother. l.et’'s not go back, Jack.
I don’t care 1f 1t is scandalous. I
haven't an intimate friend in the world,
and I've been kept in a glass case ever
since I was born. Now I want some
freedom and some life!”

She laid her hand on his arm plead-
ingly, and as Jack looked up into her
gltmmg face he discovered suddenly
and for the first time in his life what
it was to be really tempted. Here was
Romance in her mest gracious form
enticing him with open arms. It can-
not be said that he was 1n love with
Helen, though {fully conscious of her
unusual charms, and this very tact may
have made the temptation even
stronger, since love, as many a girl has

been fortunate to discover, can be a
very powertul protective force. It was
pure Romance which beckoned, and for

a moment Jack’s warm Celtic nature
)
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“I don’t think I ever '

was on the verge of responding to the
summons. It was not as though he had
sought the adventure or mieant in any
way to profit by the situation beyond
retaining his personal liberty. He had
tried his best to persuade Helen to go
to his sister, but she had preferred the
sanitarium rather than to risk 1nvolv-
ing a girl who was an entire stranger
in possible difficulty. And Jack, having
managed her escape, and had her in his
protection for nearly twenty-tour
hours, had no intention whatever of let-
ting her return to face the music alone.
He desired to make the explanations
himself, come what might of it.

Nevertheless, it was a wrench. He
thought of the pale atmosphere of the
santtartum and his dull existence there
as 1t stood in drab relief against the
brilliant picture of sky and water, and
the draft of the sweet air striking déwn
from the spill of the sails. Here was
tingling vitality in every strong and
vigorous sense. His stanch, comgorta-
ble boat was under him, and at his side
this lovely, eager girl begging to sail
away with him into the unknown, quite
content to give him a sisterly confidence
which he knew that he would never be-
tray. She had told him that she was
practically friendless, even homeless,
and a care to a selfish brute of a father
who had chosen to commit her to a
sanitarium rather than to take the trou-
ble to occupy himself with her wel-
fare. Jack did not believe that Helen
could ever have been really 1ill or in
need of the treatment. It seemed to
him a sheer case of tyranny.

Nevertheless, his own experience of
the world told him that it would not
do. Sooner or later the escapade might
be discovered and Helen’s good name
further imperiled. It was certainly no
part of a professed brother to take a

yvoung and innocent girl off cruising on
his little yacht for an indefinite period
of time. Better another term of 1m-
prisonment than that. So he shook his
head with a sigh, and answered in a
voice which admitted of no further ar-
gument:

“It can’t be done, Helen. It wouldn’t
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be fatr to you nor honorable of me.
Back to the coop for ours ”

And he laid his course for Fisher’s
Island Sound.

CHAPTLR XI.
JEANNE LOOKS IN.

Doctor Lawley had spent a very
strenuous might.  First there had been
the refractory lady with her system
overflowing a combination of cocaine
and alcohol, and he had scarcely got
lher, to some extent, soothed when
Helen’s absence was reported. Rush-
ing out in dire dismay to investigate
this catastrophe, the young doctor was
met by Mike, who imformed him that
Jack also had disappeared.

No such shocking scandal had ever

befallen the sanitarium. Men patients
had indeed been known to elude the
vigilance of an attendant and shp oft
1in quest of their alcoholic affinity, but
these had been quickly apprehended,
and 1n such a case the attendant was
promptly dismmssed, no chance being
given him to offer a word of excuse.
None of the patients were permitted
any pocket money, and the institution
had its confidential agents distributed
variously about the vicinity.

Bt here was a double escape, that
of Jack being due to the carelessness
of Doctor Lawley himself in bolting
off and leaving the long French window
open behind him immediately atter Jack
had warned him that he would make
the break at the fhirst opportunity which
offered itself and that only physical re-
straimnt would keep him any longer n-
terned. Mike was in no way to blame,
the custody of his charge having been
temporarily relieved. |

But Doctor Lawley did not worry
particularly about Jack. He was a
young man quite in possesston of his
normal faculties and thoroughly com-
petent to take care ot himselt. \What
struck horror to the directing physi-
cian’s soul was the thought of a young
and helpless girl like Helen roaming
about 1n the darkness, and a thunder
squall making up in the northwest. The
neighborhood was a rather desolate

one, and the doctor thought it probable
that she would get lost before going
very far. He was nearly beside himself
with anxiety.

The searching party was quickly and
quietly organized, Doctor Lawley him-
selt directing it. Neighboring villages
and houses were notified by tclephom
also the local garages, livery stables,
and ratlroad station. It did not seem
possible that the fugitives could gct
very far, with no money and all the
points oI egress from the vicinity
watched, and the young doctor was
convinced that dayhght would find
them both taken in charge again. But
meanwhile there were for Helen the
dangers of the night with the exposure
to the elements and the risk of encoun-
tering prowlers from the big labor
camps whicii were located here and
there at no great distance by the I.and
[mprovement Company.

Doctor Lawley did not think 1t prob-
able that Jack and Helen had met, a-
the Woman's Annex was several hun-
dred yards removed from the mam
hutlding occupied by the men, and be-
sides both v«.oul(l n.ﬂtumllv be trving
to  avord anv  person encountered.
Knowing Jack to be a yachtsman, he
wisely concluded that he would be very
apt to attempt escape by water, so he
telephoned to the store at the little port
to have soinebody on the lookout, and
dispatched an attendant in that durce-
tion. He himself ordered his car, and
procecded to scour the highways and
bywavs, stopping to question such ftew
people as he met. Then the thunder
squall broke 1n all 1ts fury, and he
found himself nearly distracted at the
thought of the girl confided to the in-
stitution’s care, which was to say /s

care, cowering under some tree,
drenched and terrified and lost. Had

he known that she was at that moment
comtortably tucked away in the hayloit
of an old barn on the moor, comparing
10tes with her tellow fugltwe, he might
have Dbeen partially reassured, but not
entirely.

At two o'clock 1n the morning he re-
turned to the sanitarium, hoping that
others of the searching party might
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have been more successful. The men
attempting to arrest the refugees at
Dcep Creek had joined the boatman
in the pursuit with another launch, not
stopping to telephone, and the three
were at that moment drifting about
with an empty fuel tank some five miles
oftshore.

So Doctor Lawley started out again,
and did not return until about eight
o’clock. On entering the grounds he
was met by Danny, the trainer, and
the hard face of that athlete wore an
expression of ill-concealed amusement.

“Jingo, doctor!” said he. *They
pulled 1t off all right. I knowed Jack
was some scrapper, but I’d never ha’
thought he could. of got away with two
big stiffs like them guys down to the
landing.” And he proceeded to detail
the escape with a gusto in which pro-
fesstonal pride in his pupil quite over-
bore his loyalty to the mterests of his
employers.

Doctor Lawley groaned in spirit.  So
the runaways had forgathered, after
all, stolen a launch, and made good
their escape. They might have gone
to any pomt on either side of the
Sound, and the chances of their re-
capture now seemed very slight. There
heing nothing to do about 1t, however,
he bathed and changed and went about
his routine work.

After luncheon, being thoroughly
jaded, he closed the shutters of his
roonmy office and flung himself down on
the divan for a short nap. He had
fallen into the sleep of exhaustion when
he was roused by the faithful Mike’s
rapping at the door.

“Well, what 1s 1t?” he growled, sit-
ting  up w1th tousled hair and the
clecves of his shirt rolled back from his
lnn‘, mtuscular arms.

“Sure they are back, docthor,”
Mike beamingly.

“What!” cried Doctor Lawley. “Mr.

"O'Connor and Miss Castellanex——"
- “True for vyou, sor. They kem
rowln’ up as fine as vye please in a
big cyar. Mr. O'Connor 1s rigged out
in a gurrul’s ridin’ suit and a new
panyma hat. They are here in the cor-
ridor beyant.”

said
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“Well, T'll be Send ‘'em in!”’

He flung his big frame into his ofh-
cial chair, mystiied beyond expression.
There was a rustle from without, then
Jeanne and Christine entered, Mike
closing the door discreetly behind them,

[For a brief 1nstant Doctor Lawley
thought 1t was indeed the runaways,
Jeanne’s hkeness to her brother being
so exact, while Christine’s features,
which somewhat resembled those of
Helen, were partially concealed by a
white tulle motor veill. But although
many would have remained deceived,
Doctor Lawley’s keen powers of ob-
servation, and perhaps also some mas-
culine instinct, told him almost imme-
diately that the trim figure in the rid-
ing suit was of the feminine sex. He
knew also that Jack had a twin sister,
and realized at once that this must be
she. It likewise flashed across his
mind that he had never seen a prettier,
saucter, and generally more fascinating
female face.

- As for Jeanne, she found this hig,
handsome physician, with his strong,
kindly face and keen, compelling eyes,
quite all that her brother had described
i the matter of physical attractiveness,

and she was very glad that she had

come. A sudden, mischievous impulse
urged her to have a little fun with him.
So she said in her throaty voice, which
was smoother but more deeply pitched
than Jack’s:

“Well, here we are again, doctor.”

“So 1t appears,” answered Doctor
Lawley, and Jeanne felt slightly un-
easy. There was something 1n the look
of his eves which disturbed her. “Why
did you come back, once you were
clear away

“\\ e came back to reheve your anxi-
ety,” Jeanne answered, “but we haven't
come to stay.”

“Oh, haven’t you?” murmured Doc-
tor Lawley. “Why not!”

“Because we don’t want to,” Jeanne
answered, and she felt rather foohsh.
She had wanted to say something clever
and sparkhng, but there was a certain
quahity about this young doctor which
took the effervescence out of her a good
deal as a swizzle stick relieves cham-
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pagne of its surplus gas. She discov-
ered suddenly that she was still ex-
tremely young in the presence of an
intelligence which was so thoroughly
trained to follow the vagaries of the
human nund.

“That seems to be a perfectly good
reason—irom your pomt of view,”
Doctor Lawley answered. “Well, what
then "’

He leaned back m his desk chair,
stretched his big arms, and clasped his
hands behind his head. He vawned,
and Jeanne received a shock. His teeth
were so very white and even and his
eyes had the sleepy look which one sees
m those of a caged hon when the ani-
mal 1s reflecting and its thoughts are
behind those passive disks. But Jeanne
was of Irish stock, which 1s to say com-
bative, and there was a certain quality
in this blg voung man which roused
her pugnacity even while it fascinated
ber. She had no doubt but that Doctor
Lawley took her for Jack and Christine
for whatever girl it was with whom
Tack appeared to have escaped from
the institution.  The room was dark-
encd agamst the glare from without,
and Teanne reasoned that if Jack’s spe-
cial attendant, Mike, had been fooled
im the full hight of day, there should
e slight chance of this sleepy voung
doctor, who appeared to have just
awakened from a nap, having any sus-
picton of the false identity.

“We came back here because we
thought 1t only decent to relieve your
anxiety, doctor,” said Jeanne, “but hav-
ing come of our own accord we felt
sure that you would not take advan-
tage of it and keep us here by force.
Now that vou know that we are all
right, we should like to leave.”

Doctor Lawley’s keen eves twinkled,
But he shook his head.

“I'm atraid that can’t be allowed,”
he answered. “So far as my own pro-
fessional opmion of your two cases 1s
concerned, there is no longer any neces-
sity ot-detaining either of you. But
vou have been comimitted to our care
with all due legal formality, and we
have no right to permit of your leaving
until so authorized.”

Christine looked rather scared at this
decision, but Jeanne threw her a warn-
ing glance. She was thoroughly enjoy-
ing her joke on this authoritative young
adoctor, and desired to carry it still
farther before declaring her identity
Besides, she found his permnahﬁ S0
decidedly attractive that she was loath
to bring the conversation to a close.

“Of course I understand your posi-
tion, doctor,” said she, “but neverthe-
less I must insist on leaving, if not with
your permission, then without 1t.”

Doctor lawley shrugged his big
shodlders. “Do you think it quite the
honorable thing to risk Miss Castel-
lane’s reputation by escorting her
around the country unchaperoned ?”” he
asked.

“Nobody need know anything about

Jeanne answered. “We are going
to motor straight back to my father’s
country place, and Miss—Castellane
will be my sister’s guest.”

Doctor Lawley rose. “If you will
step into the other room for a moment,
I will explain to you certamn reasons
why Miss  Castellane must remain
here,” =aid he.

Jeanne hecitated for an instant; then
curiosity to learn more about the girl
with whom Jack had escaped from the
sanitarium overcome her scruples.

“Very well,” she answered.

“Then come this way, please,” said
the doctor. He opened a door and led
the way through a short corridor, off
which was a simply, though comfort-
ably, furmished room.  Motioning
Jeanne to enter, he himself remained
standing on the threshold. “Sit down,
please,” said he pleasantly, and when
Jeanne had complied he said: “‘Miss
Castellane has been for a number of
vears the unconscious habituée of the
opium habit. She had an unscrupulous
governess, who was herself addicted to
the drug and who used to admunister
it at frequent intervals to her charge.
The habit 1s now quite broken, but the
specialist under whose advice she was
committed here advises that she remain
here two or three months longer, S0
you see we are bound to detain heér.”

“I see,” Jeanne answered, feeffhg
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that her joke had gone quite far enough.
She was on the point of proclaiming
their 1dentities when Doctor Lawley
interrupted.

“As for yourself,” said he, “we feel
that you. have done very wrong not
only in running away yourseclf, but in
assisting at the escape of this young
girl.  We {feel al<o that under the cir-
cumstances we are quite justified in
taking drastic measures. T would there-
fore advise that you accept the situa-
i[)ion with as much patience as possi-

fe.”

He stepped back quickly across the
threshold, swinging the heavy door shut
behind him before the astonished girl
could protest. The next instant she
heard his step going down the corridor
and the closing of the door at the other
end.

CHAPTLER XII.
SAUCE FOR THE GEESE.

Miss Christine van Volkenen waited
the return of Jeanne and Doctor Law-
ley, first with impatience and then with
a growing nervousness.  She could not
understand the protracted interview,
and was growing more and more fright-
ened and mystiied when a capable-
looking woman with a face which was
rather austere entered the offick.

*Wiall you come with me, please?”
she said, and the tane of her voice sug-
gested a command rather than a re-
quest.

“I am—am waiting for Doctor Law-

ley—and my friend,” stammered Chris-
tine.

“Yes, T know.
me for you. Come, please.

“But—Dbut I'm afraid there has been
a mustake 7 Christine faltered.

“Oh, no; 1t’s all right,” the nurse
answered briefly. “Doctor Lawley un-
derstands.”

“But—are you quite sure?
thinks that I am—that I am ”’

“Very well.  Just come with me,
please, and you can explain later. The
doctor has been called to see a patient.”

“But where 1s Jeanne—Miss O’Con-
nor ¢’ asked Christine desperately.

Doctor Lawley sent

)

He

“Doctor Lawley will explain every-
thing,” answered the nurse soothingly.
“But you can’t stay here, you know. 1
have my orders, so I think that you had
better come with me now.”

Thoroughly bewildered and fright-
ened, Christine obeyed. She did not
wish to upset Jeanne’s plans in regard
to Jack, but she decided that the affair
had gone quite far enough. The nurse,
however, was quite impervious to her
attempts at gaining information and led
her by a path through the gardens to a
large and comfortable-appearing build-
mmg some three or four hundred yards
away. Christine observed a good many
ladies strolling about with nurses and
reading or chatting or taking tea in the
high. shade of the trees. She felt very
dazed and upset, but decided that since
she could make no impression upon her
guide the only thing to do was to accept
the situation until it cleared. She re-
alized, of course, that she was being
taken for the girl with whom Jack had
run away, but since Jeanne was not
there and the nurse would not listen
to her there seemed nothing to do about
it but wait for the dénouement of the
aftair.

So she went along submissively, re-
senting Jeanne’s extravagant behavior
even while trying to make the best of
1t, and was conducted up the steps of
the broad veranda and into the build-
ing, where, just inside the front door,
the nurse showed her into a spacious
bedroom. Then, before Christine quite
realized what was happening, the nurse
said briefly:

“1 shall have to lock the door, Miss
Castellane, but that's your own fault
for running away, yvou know. Miss
Cassel will be m directly. Meantime
you’d better lie down and rest a bit.”
And then the door closed, and Chris-
tine found herscli a prisoncr.

Doctor Lawley was fond of his little
j0ke, too.

Meantime Jeanne, locked up in the
confinement room for violent patients,
was 1n far from an amiable mood.
Could she have seen Doctor Lawley
going about his routine work with a
grin lurking about the corners of his
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mouth she would have been even less
amiable.

As a matter of fact, she did not
blame him very much for having locked
her up. She blamed herself for hav-
img walked mto such a trap. Doctor
Lawley took Ler for Jack, of course,
and 1t Jack had been fool enough to
connive at the escape from the sani-
tartum of a young girl who was a vic-
tim of the opium habit, and then the
double fool to bring her back there
again, i1t seemed to Jeanne that he de-
served to be locked up there for the
rest of his silly life.

However, after the first shock of
finding herself a prisoner, she did not
take the situation very seriously, be-
cause she did not think that it could
possibly last more than a few minutes,
and Jeanne was a good enough sport
to accept the back fire of a bad joke.
She reasoned that Christine would
quickly explain the situation, when
there would be profuse apologies, with
immediate release. But when an hour
had passed with no attention having
been paid her, Jeanne began to feel
the desperation of the newly encaged.
Her first instinct was to shriek and
vell and draw the attention of some-
body to whom she could explain her
false position, but she was deterred
from doing this first because her pride
forbade, and secondly because her com-
mon sense told her that shrieks and
vells in such an institution would prob-
ably attract as much attention as they
might in thé infant ward of an orphan
aa}lum

There was a bell in her room, and
at the end of an hour and a quarter
of solitary confinement she began to
push it 1n staccato time, and could hear
it dinning somewhere not far away, but
presently the sound ceased, and she
knew that it had been suppressed and
that she might expect to receive atten-
tion at the time ordained and not be-
fore. The prison consciousness then
striking her with full force, she began
to examine her confines with impatient
curiosity. These consisted of two plain,
fair-sized rooms and a bathroom. 'lThe
windows were 1ron-grilled and looked

. comfortable

out over the edge of a terrace, which
dropped steeply into a ravine. There
was also a large closet, and in this she
discovered her brother’s extensive
wardrobe. Evidently these apartments
had been prepared for his reception.
The double doors were very solid,
while walls and ceiling were fire-
proofed, and Jeanne thought i1t probable
that they were soundproofed as well.
The place seemed a very practical and
young prison, but as
Jeanne thought of her brother’s intoler-
annce of any sort of restraint the idea

- of his being cooped up there struck

her with a sort of horror. Also it
filled her with a hot resentment against
her father for having subjected Jack
to such an ordeal. Yet she did not
blame Doctor Lawley. It was a very
serious offense to run off with a young
girl who was under treatment for a
drug habit, and she wondered that the
doctor had not censured her more
severely. She flung herself into a chair,

and was reflecting pensively on the at-

tractive personality of Doctor Lawley
when the door opened quietly and the
cbject of her consideration entered.
For an mstant he stood looking at
Jeanne with an expression of thought-
ful curiosity; then, closing the door, he
crossed the room and seated himself in
a wicker armchair by the window, fac-
ing her.

“Well,” said Jeanne, “I suppose you
have found out who I really amr”

“Yes,” Doctor Lawley answered.

“Then you’ve probably come to offer
your apologies?”

“No. On the contrary, I am waiting
for yvours.” ,

Jeanne stiffened up 1 her chair.
“What have I got to apologize ior?”’
she demanded.

“Deceitfulness,” answered Doctor
Lawley. “PPerhaps you may consider
it a very smart joke to come here and
palm yourself off as your twin brother
and Miss van Volkenen as Miss Cas-
tellane, but I should call it by another
name. You probably can’t realize the
anxiety that I have been under-—and
am still under. It may cheer you up
to know that this business i1s apt to cost
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me my professional reputation and very
possibly my position.”

He spoke quietly enough, but Jeanne
was conscious of a sinking sensation
under her costal arch, which 1s to say
under the ribs. For the first time she
observed the worn, tired, and worried
expression of his face, and a sense of
shame swept over her.

“I've been up all night scouring the
country for this pair,” said Doctor
Lawley, leaning forward, elbows on
knees, and hands clasped. “Your
brother Jack can run off, and be hanged
to him, but this girl, Helen Castellane,
1s quite another kettle of fish. 1
couldn’t have believed that Jack would
have played that sort of a game—nor
his sister, cither.” .

Jeanne’s self-abasement increased.
The whole aftair, as presented from
this point of view, suddenly took on
an entirely different aspect. Jack, in-
stead of being a dashing and debonair
hero of a romantic adventure and the
maltreated victim of a stern and un-
compromising parent, assumed imme-
diately the proportions of a silly young
rake, while she herself presented the
picture of a foolish and pampered
young person who had tried to play a
practical joke which had reacted
agamnst herself in most inconvenient
fashion and put her in the position of
some chicken-headed schoolgirl with no
sense of proporticn or the fitness of
things. It was most humiliating for a
recent graduate of Vassar.

But Jeanne, like Jack, was game, and
took her bad-tasting medicine without
oulping. She leaned back in her chair,
crossed her gaitered legs, and reflected
for an mstant before speaking. Doctor
Lawley, watching her keenly, without
appearing to do so, thought that he had
never seen a more fascinating sketch
of the typical American girl, who can
be light-headed at one moment and 1in-
tensely level-headed the next, accord-
ing to the turn of events.

Then her forensic mind, inherited
from a race of distinguished jurists, be-
gan to assert itself, and her quick Celtic
wit was put to the service of Doctor
Lawley, whom she felt to have been

grievously wronged. She’saw Jack and
herself entirely at fault, and her whole
energy was mmmediately requisitioned
to right the attair. It was a curious
fact that these twins, brother and sister,
should have been at the same identical
moment working out the same principle.
To do the honorable thing; to square
the deal. Here was Jack voluntarily
returning to his prison, and here was
Jeanne, who but a few moments before
had been filled with horror by her 1in-
spection of the bounds prepared for the
reception of the brother to whom she
was so devoted, now lending the {full
of her intelligence to fetch him back
to them. -

Wherefore, with her gray eyes fixed
on Doctor Lawley’s, she requested him
to give her the full particulars of Jack’s
escape and what part Miss Castellane
had played in it. Then, having heard
the terse description of the affair, she
thought it over for a moment and said:

“They couldn’t possibly have ar-
ranged i1t beforehand, could they »”

“Of course not,” Doctor Lawley an-
swered. “They had both made up their
minds to bolt at the first. chance, and
the same 1ncident gave them both their
chance. They must have met some-
where on the moor and made a com-
mon cause of it.”

“Then Jack didn’t run away with her
at all,” said Jeanne. “I don’t think
that the idea you gave me was fair
to Jack, do you?”

“Perhaps not,” Doctor Lawley ad-
mitted. ““All the same, when he met
up with her he ought to have brought
her back. He knows just as well as we
do what would be said about her if
the facts of the case were to be known
—and usually they are sooner or later.
She must have told him that she had
no place to go. What do you suppose
he intends to do with her? TI've made
quite a study of Jack, and 1 know that
she would be as safe with him as with
her own brother, 1f she had one. But
what the dickens could he do with a
oirl lilee that?”

Jeanne leaned back in her chair, and
looked at his puzzled face with a mock-
ing little smile pushing up the corners
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of her red lips. “Can’t you guess?” she
asked.
“I'll be darned if I can,” answered

Doctor Lawley.

“And you such a wise doctor man,”
sighed Jeanne, “and understanding
Jack’s character so well. What could
he possibly do with her but bring her
to our house and let me take care of
her? He knew that I was there.”

. “But how could he get her there?’”
Doctor Lawley protested.  “They
hadn’t any money or anything.”

“Jack doesn’t need any money,”
Jeanne retorted. ‘“He’s got plenty of
friends. Besides, that didn’t stop him
from getting a launch, did 1t ?”

“No,” Doctor Lawley admitted, “but
all the same 7

“All the same, he’s there by this
time,” said Jeanne. ‘“I’ll bet you an
Airedale pup that Jack and Miss Cas-
tellane are at our house this very min-
ute and that Jack is having fits because
I'm not there. It doesn’t matter much,
because Miss Tibbetts will be having
fits, too, but that won't prevent her
from lookmg after Miss Castellane.”

She leaned back in her chair and
looked like a character study of mali-
cious mischief, her pussy-willow—col-
ored eyes examining her jailer through
a double fringe of black lashes which
were almost together. “They are over
there now,” she said, “and I'll bet you
two Airedale pups, if you hke. Do
you take me?”

Doctor Lawley rose and stepped to

the window. He did not appear to have
been listening to this impasstoned out-
burst, nor to have any interest whatever
in Airedale pups. On the contrary, he
seemed to be turning something in his
mind. Jeanne was conscious of a
strong desire to throw something at
him, but there was nothing 1n the room
to throw except the chairs, and they
were rather unwieldy.

“Why don’t you say something ’ she
demanded. “Do you take me, or don't
you '

Doctor Lawley swung about sud-

denly. Jeanne, impatient at his delayed
answer, was startled at the abrupt
swing of his big, lithe body. She was

- and quite nerved to meet 1t.

expecting some sort of personal reply
Instead,
he answered very quietly:

“I think that yotuir car must be at
the door, Miss O’Connor. Please par-
don this mistake, which has not been
entirely our fault, as you must admit.
Miss van Volkenen 1s waiting for you
on the veranda. I am very sorry to
have delayed you, and I hope that if

you get any news of your brother and

our other patient you will be kind
enough to send me a wire or drop me
a line.” He reached in his pocket and
drew out a note. “I have just received
a note from your brother saying that
they have arrived safely in New Haven
and that he 1s taking Miss Castellane
to some friends, who will look after
her. This naturally relieves my mind
of cotisiderable anxiety, and from what
you have just told me 1 imagine that
yvour idea of their destination 1s quite
correct. They are probably at your
father’s house, so the sooner you get
back there the better.”

Jeanne leaped to her feet with a flam-
ing face., “Will you please be still 7”
she cried. “If they are there, T shall
send them both straight back to this
prison. I—I-—I don’t want you to
think ”

“I shall try not to,” Doctor Lawley
answered. “We tried to do our best
for them both, but apparently they
were not very appreciative.”

He unlocked the double doors and
threw them wide, then stepped aside
with a slight bow. Jeanne rose to her
feet, and was in the act of passing out,
chin 1n air, when she narrowly escaped
a violent collision with Mike. This
faithful attendant braked hard, stared
at her for an instant; then, seemng Doc-
tor Lawley on the threshold, threw up
his hands with a gesture of despair.

“Docthor Lawley,” cried he, “I have
not had a drrink for ten months ”?

“Well, what of i1t, Mike ?”” asked Doc-
tor Lawley in a calm voice.

“Thin why sh’u’d I be seein’ double,
sor? And here is Mr. O’Connor and
the young lady walkin’ up the rroad to
the house

“I’'m afraid that you’ve been drink-
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g some of the patients’ whisky,
Mike,” said Doctor Lawley, and the
gentle tone of his voice sent a shiver
through Jeanne.

“I have not, sor,” Mike protested,
“but here they do be comin’ all the
<aine.,”

CHAPTER XIII.
THE GIRL BECOMES A WOMAN.,

The southwest breeze {reshened
steadily, bringing with 1t a haze and
gradually assuming the character of
what 1s known to yachtsmen of the
region as a ‘“‘smoky sou’wester,” and
before long the Fleetga was shipping
through the water at a speed which
promised to fetch Deep Creek in the
middle of the afternoon.

Jack and Helen had fallen silent at
the prospect of returning to their
prison; the very exhilaration of their
surroundings resolved mto a mockery
rather than a joy. But it was impos-
sible for two young and vigorous per-
sons to remain long in a state of de-
pression under such highly wvitalized
conditions, no matter what might lie
ahead. The rush of the wind and dash
of spray made settled gloom impossible
tor the moment, and presently Helen
began to sing. She had a strong, pure,
mezzo-soprano voice, which had re-
ceived a certamn amount of random
training at odd intervals, and now, as
if inspired by the elemental forces
about her—and something else, perhaps
——she burst as 1f unconsciously into
some of the sweet old Scotch songs with
their hint of melancholy.

Jack listened, surprised at first by
this .unexpected accomplishment, then
fascinated. He was not musical him-
self, but he was a music lover, and it
seemed to him that he had never lheard
a more appealing voice or one that lent
itself more charmingly to the mise en
scene.  Also, aside from the plaintive
melody welling so casily from her
young throat, Helen, as she stood there
holding to a lee runner, and her lithe,
beautiful body swaying to the motion
of the boat, was a sight to fire a far
less ardent nature than Jack’s. Up to
this moment he had thought of Helen

merely as a very young and amazingly
unsophisticated girl whom circumstance
had thrown in his path as a responsi-
bility and a care and of whom the con-
sctentious discharge of his duty meant
the deprivation of his liberty for some
months to come.

But this viewpoint was now suddenly
changed, and as though she had sud-
denly stepped forward into a different
light he saw her for herself; for what
she really was and was destined to be-
come, with no reference to his own
selfish interests. Previously he had sur-
veyed her in the negative, and now, 1n
an instant, as though the sun’s bright
rays had printed her personality, he saw
the real, living, breathing, intensely liv-
ing Helen; the lovely maiden standing
on the threshold of an even lovelier
womanhood. It filled him with a curi-
ous sense of shame that he had been
so late 1n appreciating her. The return
to the sanitarium lost suddenly all of
its bitterness.

With this awakening came also the
realization of her sweet, strong nature.
He thought of her tearlessness in run-
ning out alone into the night to find her
freedom ; of the unshrinking courage 1n
facing him when he had overtaken her,
and of the pluck with which she had
controlled her terror of the thunder-
bolts crashin. about the old hay barn.
He remembered with a thrll, which
he had not felt at the time, of how he
had held her while she buried her face
against his shoulder. Then came rec-
ollection of the game spirit in which
she had gone aboard the launch and
out in the dark Sound, and later her
pride and savoir-faire in absolutely re-
fusing to involve his sister in the affair,
preferring rather to return to the sani-
tarium. And now here she was bravely
singing her swan song full-throatedly
into the stiff breeze before returning
to her prison.

Jack’s heart seemed to swell within
him. “Some girl!” said he to himsel{.
“I guess I'm just beginning to get her
number.”

“Then vou go the high road and

'l go the low road
And I'll be in Scotland before you——"
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sang Helen, and little shivers ran down
lack’s spine. His disease was over-
whelming his system with no prelimi-
nary malaise or period of mcubation.

“And me and my true love will never

meet again "’ Helen sang.
. “Oh, yes,. you willt” said Jack to
himself. “Only 1t won’t be on the
bonny, bonny braes of Loch Lomond.
It will be on the bonny, bonny braes
of Doctor Brinker’s boozarium, if 1
have to challenge good old Mike to a
hali-mile cross-country run.’

The gloomy anticipations of reincar-
nation were now shipping off Jack a
good deal as a cicada sheds its shell
and spreads its gauzy wings for flight
into a ncw and rosy world. It 1s one
thing to offer one’s person to peniten-
tial duress for honor or conscience sake
and another for the sake of love.

How long does it tgke to fall in love?
Authorities differ widely on this impor-
tant question, but the best of them ad-
mit that, given certain conditions, the
onset of the malady 1s almost instanta-
neous, taking no longer than is required
Ly the transfer of a stimulus from the
retina to the central nervous system—
as in the case of Dante and Beatrice.
Mr. William Shakespeare also offers an
cxpert opinion on -the matter of love
at first sight. DBut of course these re-
actions are generally acknowledged to
occur more rapidly in the case of poets,
whose receptivity to them 1s apt to be
in a ratio mverse to the square root
of their constancy.

Tack, not being a poet in the usual
<cnse, but, on the contrary, a rather

slangy young PPhilistine, whose amorous -

11fmm-~1t1u had hitherto been confined

- Ins senses rather than the seat of his
mul now discovered all at once a
hitherto unsuspected soul. Of course
the soul had always been there, but,
like an obscure and very reticent nezgh-—
hor, Jack had never made 1ts acquaint-
ance. It was Love which introduced
him to his soul.

Helen stopped singing as abruptly as
she had bhegun, stood for a moment
staring out across the white-capped
water, then turned and looked at Jack
with some of the mist in her blue eyes.

“I don’t think that I ever really
wanted to sing before,” she said.

“Well, you are going to feel like 1t
a lot from now on,” Jack answered.
“I guess that old Pa Brinker’s shop has
done you a lot of good, after all.”

“Of course it has,” she answered.
“Running away irom 1t has, too. DBut
I don’t much mind going back there,
Jack. I wouldn’t mind at all if 1t wasn’t
for you.” She scated herself at his
stde and dropped her hand on his as it
held a spoke of the wheel. “Do vou
feel cross with me, Jack, for wanting

to go back instead of going to your

sister 7"’

“How about your” said Jack. “Are
you sore with me for taking you back
instead of sailing around like this on

the boat?”’
Helen shook her head. ‘I think that

I love you for 1t, Jack. You are taking
care of me. I don’t think that anybody
ever bothered much about me until I
met you.”

“Then T’ll tell you this much,” said
Jack, “and you can tuck 1t away n
your forepeak under that bale of gold
straw on the top of your head. Some-
body’s going to bother about you a
whole lc that guy
1sn’t a thousand miles away. But you
shouldn’t say that you love me for tak-
ing you back. You like me for it, per-
haps—but a girl can't love a man as
quick as that.”

“Oh, can’t she?” Helen answered,
and stared pensively out across the
hazy, wind-swept stretch of water.
The southwest wind was raising 1ts
velocity notch by notch, and the Fleetga
was tearing her way to the eastward
as though 1n a hurry to hunt a shelter
and get rid of her responsibility before
things began to happen. Jack, easing
the sheet a little, began to feel the same
way about 1t all.

“Of course she can’t.” He steadied
the wheel with one hand, and caught
a turn of the main sheet with the other,
looking rather anxiously to windward.
“ILuspecially a girl like you.” |

“But why not, Jack:” Helen be-
stowed herself at his side, apparently
quite indifferent to the fact that the
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Fleetga’s lee deck was awash and the
hoist of the mainsail aback, as Jack
luffed her slightly when struck by a
putf of superheated air in a hurry to
fill the vacuum which nature abhors.
“"Do you mean that I am any different
from other girls?”

“Of course you are. You’re a baby
so tar as knowing anything about tak-
ing care of yourself 1s concerned. I've
met a good many girls, but I never met
one like you. I guess you're 1n a class
of your own, with no other entries.
It's a good thing for you that you met
up with a fool like me, instead ot some
beautiful skunk with high 1deals. Now
let’s forget all that and take the wagon
home. The way 1t’s starting in to blow
we're going to have our hands full to
get in there without scraping our pant
and knocking some dents in the local
scenery. Hang onto the wheel for a
few minutes while I gather in the laun-
dry off the line ”

He threw the yawl up into the wind,
and, giving the wheel to Helen, pro-
ceeded to take in sail. They were by
this time almost to the mouth ot Fish-
er’s Island Sound, and Jack decided not
to wait for mightfall, but to go straight
into Deep Creek under power, leave
the vawl in the care of the boatman
from whom he had “borrowed” the
launch, and walk back by the lane to
the sanitartum. The weather was
partly responsible for this decision, as
the entrance to the little port was nar-
row and rocky and the evening threat-
ened to be thick and with a fresh gale
which was trying to back into the south-
east. But the principal reason was that
the sudden change, or rather develop-
ment, of his feeling for Helen made
it infinitely distasteful for him to slip
in with her under cover of .the dark-
ness as though there were something to
be ashamed of. Jack, in all of his es-
capades, had never been furtive. He
was not a back-door person. When he
felt that the business was his own affair
he was a true disciple of Lycurgus, and
could lie with the brazen assurance of
a Spartan youth, and, like the Spartan
youth, get his tummy chewed to ribbons
“rather than ’fess up. But the same

spirit of noblesse oblige which had com-
pelled him to return Helen and serve
out his own sentence now prompted him
to do 1t openly, if only to invite and
challenge reproach, offering his cartel
and defiance to any or all who might
dare make any unworthy insinuations.

So he furled the sails and started
the motor, then wesumed his place at
the wheel, Helen shifting her position
for one not very far removed.

“I guess we’ll go straight n,” said
Jack. “It’s blowing up pretty hard, and
there’s no use taking a chance on knock-
ing the bottom out of the box. Be-
sides, 1f any of those mutts have got
anything to say about this picnic, they
can say 1t to me.”

Helen apparently caught his mean-
ing. She moved a little closer.

“I think that you do everything just
right, Jack,” she murmured.

“Well, 1t’s an easy bet that you're
the only living person who does,” Jack
answered. ‘‘All the same i1t cheers me
up a heap to have you feel that wayv
about 1it. I'm going to make 1t my par-
ticular business to see that you con-
tinue the movement for the rest of your
life. But there’s no good talking about
that now.”

“Why not”’ Helen asked. “lt seems
to me just the time to talk about 1t.”

“It 1sn’t, though,” Jack answered.
“You're my sister.”

“All the more reason,” Helen an-
swered. She turned and looked at him,
and a little smile twisted the middle of
her mouth. Jack, breathing rather hard,
stared straight ahead, looking for a cer-
tain red buoy. “Do you ever kiss your .
sister, Jack:”’ -

“Sometimes. She generally beats me
to 1t.  Jill 1s some kisser. She can kiss
the judge out of a new car or a pony
or a dress or something without turn-
ing a hair. He falls for it every time.”

Helen appeared to reflect.

“It must be rather nice to have a
father like that,” she said. “My father
kisses me good night, but it always
makes me feel as though he were
stamping a letter or signing a check or
something of that sort. When my aunt
kisses me 1 get a creepy feeling down
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my back—the sort you have when a
cat gets on your shoulder.”

“Stand up and look ahead and see it
you an see a red spar buoy,” said Jack.

[Helen rose and glanced ahead.
“There’s a red thing sticking up out of
the water just in front of us,” said she.
“lt's a long way off, though.”

Jack stood up and stared dhead then
sat down again. ‘“That’s 1t ' said he.
“You've got darn good eyes. Speak-
ing about this kissing stuff, didn’t your
father ever take you up in his arms
and kiss you as 1f he really loved you?”

“No ” Helen answered.

“Well, then, he must be a d a—
he must be a—a—well, T don’t know
what some men are made of. My

father’s stock 1sn’'t selling very high
with me just this moment, but when
Jill and T were kids we howled with
joy every time he hove in sight. He
used to grab us up and necarly eat us,
and he generally had something tucked
away in his pocket—a surprise—a little
doll for Jill—she was always strong for
dolls—and a toy pistel or something
like that for me. Mrs. Tibbetts, who
was mother’s nurse and afterward
housckeeper, was always giving father
the devil for sneaking us candy and
pe*muts and things. When I was ten
years old father was my dearest friend,
and now that I'm twenty-three he’s my
worst, Fle didn’t even comie up to the
boozarium to say good-by.”

“Netther did mine,” Helen answered.
““The chances are that it they had come
and kissed us good-by we wouldn’t
have run away.”

“T didn’t want to be kissed,” said
Jack. “I wanted my honorable dis-
charge. There’s that darn buoy. It
rides almost under with this strong ebb
tide. Well, we've got to duck in and
face the music, and 1f anybody gives
me iwo cents’ worth of =sass about this
expedition you’ll sce some fireworks.
I wish they would. It would cheer me
up a heap. In about an hour and a
half we have got to say au revorr,
Helen, for a few months. You've got
to serve out your sentence, and I've
got to serve out mine. And after that

7 He reached out to grasp her

hand, and his own came back without
touching 1t. He got up and inspected
the motor, which was running very
smoothly, then came back to the wheel
and sat down. “After that will you
marry me, Helen?” he asked very
quietly. “Because in all of your life
nobody can possibly love you so much
as I can, nor need vou so much. Will
you marry me, Helen, when we get out
of this mess?”

Helen sprang up, throwing out her
arms with a gesture which was alle-
goric. Her hands might have been
filled with fruts.

“Of course I will, Jack,” she cried.
“I have been loving you and knowing

.you while you have been trying to find

out what was happening. 1 knew long
before you did. You are mine and I
am yours, so now let's turn the boat
around and go away. Let’s go any-
where, Jack. What do we care? Let’s
just go. You love me and I love you,
and what does all the rest of it matter?
It’s our own lives, and they belong to
us. I don’t want to go back there,
Jack. I want you to turn your boat
around—and to keep on going and go-
ing and gomg. And I want you to kiss
me, Jack, and T want to have you keep
on kissing me until I tell you to stop
—but I never shall, Jack.”

CHAPTER XITV.
CHECK !

The faithful Mike, rushing out again
to verify the evidence of his stagger-
ing senses, met Jack and Helen at the
door.

“Holy saints, sor!” gasped Mike.
“And how manny of yez are there?”

“Why, there appear to be two of us,
Mike,” Jack answered. “What’s the
matter with you, anvhow? You look
rather wild. Has our loss impaired
your reason:’ '

“Traith, 1 think 1t has!’ said the be-~
wildered Mike. “There 1s yourself 1n-
side talkin’® wit’ Doctor Lawley, and
here are you standin’ here be the door
talkin’ to me. And there 1s the young
lady under lock and key beyant, and
here is her double wit’ you. Sure, am
I seein’ things or what”
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“Both, T guess,” Jack answered.
“I’'m afraid that you've been drinking
in your sleep.”

“Then I have not, sor,” Mike an-
- 4 .
swered, “because I have not shlept since
vou beat it from here. We have none
of us shlept, what wit’ beatin’ the coun-
try for miles around. DBut nivir mind.
Come 1in, sor.” |

They followed the dazed attendant
into Doctor Lawley’s office, where
Jack, to his surprise, discovered Jeanne
in consultation with that sorelv tried
physician. But his presence of mind
did not desert him.

“Hello, Jill " said he.
noon, doctor.
vour sister.
present you to my wife,”

“Your—what!” gasped Doctor Law-
ley.

“My wife, sir. We were married
about an hour ago in New London, and
started over in a taxi, but got a tire
down when almost here, so we took
the trolley. I am sorry to have given
you so much trouble, but it appeared
to be unavoidable.”

Doctor Lawley stared speechlessly at
the patr, but jeanne quickly recovered
her potse. Nothing that Jack nught
do could ever surprise her very much,
while her first glance at Helen’s lovely,
clowing face roused all ot her warm-
hearted sympathy. She stepped to the
bride, dropped her hands on her shoul-
ders, and kissed her on both cheeks.

“My love and congratulations, dear,”
said she, then turned to embrace her
brother. “We came to see you, Jack,
and Doctor Lawley held us as hostages.
Here comes Christine now.”

The dazed Miss van Volkenen, es-
corted by her prim duenna, was at that
moment ushered in and made ac-
quainted with the situation. Then Doc-
tor L.awley, who had in some measure
recovered from his shock, requested
them to sit down.

“Well, you're a wonder, Jack,” said
he. “We gct some surprises in this
institution, but I must say that seeing
it serve as a matrimonial bureau ex-

ceeds the wildest dreams of any dope

“Good after-
Helen, let me present—

Doctor Lawley, let me.

I've ever treated here.
good and married r”

“We are married and good,” Jack
rctorted, “and whom God hath joined
together let no man put asunder.”

“H'm!” mused Doctor Hawley.

“That rather complicates the situation,
doesn’t 1t 7"’
- “Of course not,” said Jack. “On the
contrary, it simplifies it and lets us all
out. We were coming back, anyhow,
to serve out our terms when we hap-
pened to hit on this scheme. So now
we’ve come to thank you for your kind-
ness and get our duds and say good-by.
We left our boat at New London, and
our plan is to start to-morrow for a
little cruise to the eastward.”
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