\ﬂat to talk with, anyhow, drunk as

THE SEMI-WEEKLY TRIBUNE, NORTH PLATTE, NEBRASKA,

S8YNOPSIS, .
s

defenled for polltical of-
deciden to ventury New

Pater Tnlght,
oA A his town,

drk o order that thea family fortunes |
might benefit by the expoctad rine of hltiur
well- |

sharming daughter, JTarelel A
known coritie interviews Lorelel Knight
naw stage beautly with Pergman's tevue,
for o special artiole,  Her ceoln-hunting
mother outlines oralel’'s ambltions
Hlosson, the press agent, later adda lln
information. Lorelel attends Milltnmme
Hammon's gorgeous entertalnment, 8he
moets Merkle, a wenlthy dyspeptio, Bob
Wharton comea uninvited. Laorelel dis-
povers a blackmall plot agninst Hammon,
In which her brothar Is Involved, Merkie
nd Lorelel have an auto wreck. The
fnckmallers bsamirch her good name,
Lovelel learns her mother in an unmsera-
pulaus plotter. She finds In Adores Dem-
nrost & renl friend, and finds tobh Whar-
ton Is llkable, Lorelel leaves hor family
and goes (o live nione, Lorelel and drun-
ken h Wharten are tricked into mar-
risge.

Wondering how she can pos-
sibly escape the drunken ca-
resses of her new husband th:
first night of their marriags,
Lorelel finds the prekism eud-
denly solved for her—but In a
ghastly manner.

The demons of
blackmall and intrigue which
have followed her glve way to
devils of bloodshed and murder,
How she acts in a tragic crisis
is told in Rex Beach's best
style In this Instaliment.

Bob Wharton and his bride and
Lilas and Jimmy Knight are in Lilas’
apartment celebrating the wedding
when Hammon enters. He and Lilas
are quarreling.

CHAPTER XiIV—Continued.

During this angry scene Lilas had
not risen nor spoken. Her eyes were
very black and very brilllant against
her pallor, and she was smlling de-
clalvely,

“Walt!" she [nterposed. “I'm unot
golug to stay here with this old—fool."

Hammon grew purple; he ground his
teoth,

“You shall stny. We're going to
have a talk and settle things once for
.".'l

Idlas rose swiftly with a complete
change of manner; she was smiling no
lomger; her face was sinlster.

“Very well,” sbe agreed. "Tonlght.
Why not? But I want Lorelel to stay
and—hear. Yes

“No, I don’t want her.”

“I do.”” Lilas' bad temper flared up
promptly from the hot coals of spite-
ful, drunken stubbornness, “She'll
stay till you go, or else I'll put you out

top, I don't trust you," S8he laughed
disagreeably.
“Then have your wny. It's you 1

you are. Now, Bob--wlill you say
geodnight? He waved the two men
frem the room, and the outer door
closed behind them,

Lorelel had little desire to remain
a8 the withess to n distressing scene,
but she wmelzed upon the delay, for
even a sordid lovers' quuarrel was pref-
emuble to the caresses of a sodden
bridegroom. But daylight seomed n
feng way off—she foared Bob would
oot fall asleep during this brief res-
plte.

“Now coms with me, If you pleane.”
Hammon turned in the direction of the
Ubrary, and Lilas followed, pausing
to light a clgarette with a studied in-
difference that ndded fuel to his rage.
Lorelal seated herself at the disordered
dining table and stared miserably at
the wall.

“Well? gald Hammon, when he and
fdlas were alone. “Is this how you

Mve up to your promises?”

“How dld you know I went out to-
night? she Inquired In her turn.

“f had you watched, After what
bappened last night I was suspiclous.

but |

' | Wl

you're not yourself, Lilaa™ TIle ran
his eyes over the Juxurious little room; !

that {t wns bhe who had Jost
HBTIRON “The wine Is nlking.
| When I asked you to marry me [ néver
' droamed

She eyed him allently with
presaglon e could not fathom, then
asked, “Tell me, do you really care
for me?"

Jarvis Hammon wias a virlle,
'arr-mg man; hiy world bhad come sud
denly, Inexplleably to an end His
volee wias hoarse, as he answered:

“Do you think I'd have made a fool
of myself if I hadn't? Do you think
I'd have ralned myself?"

“Have you ruined yourself?”
Interrupted, gulckly.

“Not quite, perhaps: but what Ifve
lost, what I've sacrificed, would have
mined most men, My lome is gone
and my family—ag you know-—yes, |
and a good
don't know about,
done for—"

“That's too bnd™

“Eh? 1 don't enderstand.
are yon getting at?"

“I'l tell you. I never intended to
marry you, Jarvia™

He etarted as If ghe had struck him.

“That's what 1 sald,” she reafMrmed,
“and I'll tell you why. Look at me—
cloge,"

He did as sbe directed, but saw
nothing, his mind belng In chaos, It
had been her intentlon to call Lorelel
to witness this dramatic disclosure
nnd ibus enhance |ty effect, but in the
excltement of the moment she forgot.
“ook at me,” she repeated. “I'm Llly
Levinskl"

“Lovinskl. A Jew?' he exclalmed,
In nalve surprise,

“Yes. I'm Joe Levinskl’'s girl.
you remember?"

“A Jew!" It was plaln that the
name mennt nothing,

She slid down from her perch and
approached him, erylng roughly,
"Don't you remember Joe Levinski?'
Hammon shook his head, “He worked
for you In the Bessemer plant of the
old Kingman mill. Don't you remem-
ber 7"

“There were four thousand men—"

“He was kllled when the converter
dumped. You were rushing the work.
Do you remember now?" Her words
came swift and shriil,

Hammon started; a frown drew his
hrows together. His mind groped back
throngh the years, and memory faintly
stlrred, but she gave him no leisure
to spenk.

“1 was walting outside with his din-
ner bucket, along with the other wom-
en. [ saw hlm go. 1 saw you kil
him—""

“Lilas! Good God, nre you crazy ?"'
he burst forth.

“It was murder.”

feallng

hoend-

whe

Floancially 'm not |

What

Do

“Murder?"
“It wns. You did it. You killed
him" She had dropped her clgarette,

and it burned a binck sear Into the
rug at their feet, Hammon retreated
a step, the girvl followed with bhinging
eyes and words that were hot with
hate. “"You spilled that melted steel
on him, and I aaw 1t nll. When I grew
up I prayed for a chanee to get even,
for his sake and for the sake of the
other hunkles you killed, You killed
my mother, too, Jarvis Hammon, and
mnile me n—a—"

“Ite quiet!” he commanded, roughly,
“The thing's Ineredible—absurd. You—
the doughter of one of my workmen—
and a Jew!"

“Yes, Levinskl—Lily Levinskl. And
yon wanted to marry me,” she gibed.
“But 1 fooled you."

“l guess T—must he—out of my
head, | never knew the man—thera
wore thousanda of them; accidents
were commaon. Dut—yon say—" He
gathered his whirling thoughts, and,
strangely enongh, grew eahm, “You
fny you prayed for a chance to get
oven— 8o, then, you've been bumbng-
ging— By God, T don't belleve 111"

“It's true, It's true.  It's troe”
shrilled the girl so hysterleally that her
volee roused Lorelel, sitting vacant-
eyed In the room down the hall, and
hronght her to her feot with ears sud-
denly  stralped.,  Lorelel could hear

“Are You Just Drunk?” He Said.

*yve been walting fer bours—whlle you
were out with that grafter, drinking.
carousing—"

He bent toward her, white with
fury, but she blew the smoke from her
pigarette into his face, and he checked
Simuelf, staring at ber strangely. She

only a part of the words that followed,
but the tones of the two volees drew
her from her retreat and townrd the
front of the apartinent.

“1 knew you," Lilas wos saying. "I
voured it all out, and-—you woere ensy.
Fou were n blgger fool than 1
drenmed,”

“You took my money—youn let me
support yon!"™ erled Mammon, In bitter
necusition,

“Oh, I dld more than that, 1 planned
everything that has happened to you,
even that blackmall”

“Blackmall!” he shouted. Dy you-—
wus that your—7" He grew suddenly
apoplectie; his eyes distended and red-
dened with ruge.

pad seated bherself upon the edge of the
sending table, one fool swinging dly.
#pe watched him with & brooding, In.
wlest amusement.”

“Are you just drunk.” he sald, un-
sertalnly, “or—have gou completely
Jont yoar senses P

“Yeu, I'm dronk. What are you go-

3 bgtodonmutf‘

Hht. ~ou mustn't ik lke that;

A "'i 1*‘ -.-::"m_

Mis dismay delighted her.

“Certalnly,"” she smiled. “Half the
money s In my bank at this minute—
besldes all the rest you've glven me.
Oh, I've got enough to live on with
oul marrying you. Who do you think
put your wife wise and gave her the
evidence for ber divoree, eh? Think
it over. Do you remember those let-

ters? You were very indiscreet—and—

he wiped his face with a shaky hand, |

an ex- |

many other things you !

| e gl
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will

Your wife
dnughters-

Jorvis Mummon roused himself at
Inst. Surprise, Ineredulity, ®dismay
gnve place to fury, and, a8 In all primi-
| tive natures, his weath took shiape as
an impulse to destroy

“You'll—do that—eh?"  His tone,
his bearing wers threatening. He ad-
vibeed as If to #elze her In his great
Lhnnds, and only her quickness saved
her

“IDon’t touch me!"
in a Httle shiviek

resd them and your

Her volee ended
ng she evaded a sec-

ond effort to gringp her, and placed l]l"]""l‘i*l’ from you, Merkle—

tnble between them.
mean?"
‘ But it seamed that abe had done her
work too well, for his annswer was ke

“What do you-—

|

Its Report Echoed Loudly.

the grow! of a hungry benst, Iis eyes
roved over the table for a weapon, and,
reading his insane purpose, she cried
again:

“Don't do that. I warn you—"

The nearest object chanced to be
a erystal globe in which was set n tiny
Fronch clock—one 4of those lHbrary or-
nnments serving ne timeplece and pn-
perwelght—over this his hand closed;
he moved townrd her.

“Put that down,” she cried. He did
not pause. “Put it—" She wrenched
at the table drawer and fumbled for
something. Hammon uttered a bellow
and leaped at her,

It was a tiny revolver, small enough
to fit Into a man's vest pocket or n
woman's purse, but its report echoed
loudly, The nolse came Mke a cannon
shot to the girl in the hall ontside, and
brought a ery to her lips. Lorelel flung
herself agninst the library door.

What she saw reassured her momen-
tarily, for, although Lilas was at bay
agninst a bookense, Hammon was
rooted fn his tracks. A strange, almost
ladicroua expression of surprise was
on hils face; he was staring down at
lils breast: the revolver lay on the Aoor
between him und Lilas,

Lorelel guspod an Incoherent ques-
tion, but velther of the two who faced
each other appeared to hear It or to
notice her presence in the room.

“1 told you to keep off,” Lilns chat-
teredd, Her eyes were fixed upon Ham-
mon, but her outflung arms were
pressed againgt the support at her back
as If she felt herself growing wenk.
“You did it—yourself. I warned you."

The man merely remalned motlon-
legs, sturing. But there woas something
shocking Iu the paralysls that held him
and Nxed bis face in thnt distorted
wold of speechless amazement. Finally
he stierred; one hand erept inside his
walsteoat, then came away red; he
turned, walked to a chalr, and half
fell upon it. Then he saw Lorelel's
fuce, and ber agonized guestion took
shape out of the whirling chinos of his
wlnd,

“Where's Nob?' be sald, Calntly
“Call him, please.”
“You're——hurt, TI'll telephone for o

doctor; there's one o the house, aml
and the police, Lotelel volesd
her first Impulse, then shrilly appealed
to Lilas to do something. But Lilas re
mained petrified In her attitude of re-
treat: from the pallor thut was whiten
Ing her cheeks now It might have been
she who was In danger of death,

“Don't telephone,” sald Hammon,
huskily. “You must do just as 1 say,
understand? ‘This musin’t get out, do
you hear? U'm not—hurt. I'm all
right, but—fetch Bob. Don't let him
call n doctor, either, untll I-—get home.
Now hurry—please.”

Lorelel rushed to the outside door,
restralning with difficulty a wild im-
pulse to run screaming through the
hall. With skirts gathered high and
breath sobbing In ber throat, the girl
fled up the stair to her own door, where
she clung, ringing the bell frantieally,

She could hear Bob's—bher busband'y

o '_ ‘_'

o
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volce Inside, ralsed In the pest of hu-  perh, something terrible about his un
mor. Evidently he wus teiephoning. | changing grimness

“Yes, Two hours ago, 1 tell you.| "“Is your car outside, John?®' he
Wil book, bell and eandle." nsked.

Jin's footsteps sounded, bis hand |  Afarkle shook his head. e was
opened the door, then his arm flew out | thinking swiftly. “I wouldn't dare risk
to his sister's support aa she staggered | (hat, anghow, The driver Is a new

in,

“Rig!
her,

“Something—drendful.'

Bob continued his cheerful eolloquy
aover the wire, “Say! Here she (8 now.
We'll expeet n marble clock with glit
Waunt to
say hello? He lurched aslde from the
telephone as Lorelel snantched the re-
celver from his hand,

“Mr. Merkle,” she erled.

“Hello! Yes. Is that you?' came
Merkle's stendy volee.

“Come quick—quick.”

“What's wrong?' he demanded, with
a sharp change of tone. “Hns Bob—7"

“No, no. It's Mr. Hammon, He's
downstalrs with—Lilas, and he's hurt—
shat, I—1'm frightened."

She turned to find Bob and Jim star-
ing at her.

“C‘ome,"
dying.”

She led the way swiftly, and they
followed.,

she gasped. “I think he's—

CHAPTER XV.

Merkle found his chauffeur just clos-
Ing the garage door, and three minutes
Iater his car was sweeping westward
through the park like the shadow of
some fiying bird. The vagueness, the
brevity of the message that had come
to him out of the night made it terribly
alnrming. Jarvis Hammon's financial
intercsts were In no conditlon to with-
stund a shock; for a long time many
of them had been under fire. He had
committed his nssocintes to a program
of commercial expnnsion, never too se-
cure even under favorable conditions,
and one, moreover, which had pro-
volked a tremendous assault from rival
steel manufacturers. Now, with Ham-
mon himself stricken at the crisis of
the struggle, there was no telling what
results might follow.

But Merkle's apprehensions were by
no means purely selfish. Hammon and
he had been friends for many years;
they shared a mvfunl respect and af-
fectlon, and, although Merkle wns eml-
nently practical and nnemotionnl, he
prayed mow ns best he could that
Hammon might not be grievously in-
Jured.

As the machine drew up to the Ele-
gancla, Jimmy Kulght leaped to the
running board and sald hurriedly:

“Send your driver away."

Merkle did as he was directed, renliz-
ing his worst fears. When Le and Jim
stood alone on the walk he inquired
weakly, "Is he—dead?”

Jim shook his head, and Merkle saw
that he was deeply agitated. *“No.
But he's got a ballet in his chest.,”

Together the men entered the bulld-
ing and at the first ring were admitted
to Apartment No, 1 by Lorelei herself.
She led them stralght Into the library.

Perhaps a quarter of an hour had |
elapsed slnce the shooting, but Jarvis
Hammon gtill sat in the big chalr. e
was breathing quietly. Bob Wharton
stood beside him.

“John!" The ironmaster amlled pai-
Udly as his friend came and knelt be-
glde him. *“You got here gquickly.”

“Are you badly hurt, Jarvis?"

“The thing |s In here somewhere.”
Hammon took his hand away from his
breast, and Merkle enw that the fingers
were bloody. “Can you get me out of
here quletly ¥

Joha Merkle rose to his full helight,
his lips writhed back from his teeth.
Harshly he inguired: “Where is that
womnn ¥’

“She's back yonder in her room,"”
Bob told him. *“She's {IL"

Merkle turned, but, reading his in-
tent, Hoummon checked him, erying In
a strong volee: “None of that, John. I
dld it myself. It was an—acelident,”

“I don’'t belleve it."”

Hammon's eves met those of his ae-
cuser: the two stared at ench tl|ilt‘l'
steemdlly for a moment,

The other occupants of the room had
lstened  bieathlessly, now  Loveled
stirred and Merkle read more than
mere bewllderment in her face. He
opened bls lips, but the wounded man
ilid not walt for him to speak.

“You must belleve me!"™ he sald, ear

negtly.  “It's the trath, and 1 won't
have Lllas involved—we've been a
great deal to each other, Tonlght—I

wecused her wrongfully,
fault—I'm to blame for everything.”
There was a panse, “Now get me out
of here as quietly and quickly as you
can, 'm really not hurt much, Come,
come! There's nobody hotne except
Orson and sowme of the kitchen help,
and Orson is all right—the women are
gone, you know, He'll get a dovior,
It's a—bad business, of course, but ['ve

It was all my

thought 1t all out, and you mtst do ex-

{actly us 1 say.”

The effort of this long speech told on
the sufferer,

Sweut beaded his face: nevertheless,
hie Jaws remained firmly set: his

What—* he eried at sight of |

man.'

“Got o cnh”™ Jim affered, in a pante.

“The cab driver would be sure to—*'

“T'1l dArive,” Bob volunteered. *“I'm
drunk, but I've done [t before when
I was drunker, It's an ol trick of
mine—sort of n joke, see? Give me
some money—ia cubby'll do anything
for money at this time o' night.”

Merkle eyed the spenker In momen-
taury doubt, then handed him a roll of
hunlk-notes.  “It's a serious business,
Bob, but Jarvis ean't stay here. There's
somebody else to conslder besides us
and—Miss Lynn, I'm thinking about
Mre. Hammon and the girle,” He fol-
lowed Bob to the door and let him out,
stepped swiftly down the hall, then,
without knocking, opened the door to
Lilas Lynu's bedroom and entered,

Lllos was busied at her dressing, At
bis entrance she uttered a frightened
cry and a silver spoon slipped from her
nerveless fingers. Merkle saw a llttle
open box, a glass of water, the eap of
a pearl-and-gold fountain pen, but took
scant notice of them, belng too deeply
stirred and too much surprised at her
appearance. She was no longer the vi-
tal, dashing girl he had known, but a
pallid, eringing wreck of a woman.
She shrank back at sight of him, bab-
bling unintelligible words and cower-
Ing a3 if expecting a blow.

‘Did yon shoot him?' he
grimly.

Shivering, choking, speechiess, Lilas
stared at him, A repetition of his gques-
tlon brought no reply.

Sefzing her roughly, he shook her,
mutiering savagely:

“If T were sure, by God, 1'd strangle
youl”

She remained limp; her expression-
less stare did not change,

Merkle heard a stir behind him and
found Jimmy Knight's blanched face
peering in at him. Bven fright could
not entirely rob the younger man’s fea-
tures of thelr sly inquisitiveness.

“Mr. Hammon's calling you,” sald
Jim, then Dblinked at the wretchedly
disheveled woman,

“Here!"™ Merkle beckoned him with
a Jerk of his head., This girl must get
away from here. She'll ruin everything
In her condition, Try to put her in some
kind of shupe while Lorelel packs her
bag. We had better get her out of the
country if we can.”

Jim's quick eyes took in the articles
on the dressing table. “Ha! Dope,"
he exclalmed. “She’s a coker—she's
filled herself up. But, sny—you don't
really think she—did it, do you?"

“l don't know what to think. It's
Just as bad, elther way. Hammon's
wife and daughters must never Know.
Now, quick., See what you can do with
| her.”
| Merkle returned to the llbrary, sent

i Lorelel in to her brother's assistance,
then scanned his friend’s face anx-
[{uusly. But Hammon had not moved;
| the sweat still stood upon his lips and
forehead,
srone,

Beveral months before, Bob Whar-
ton, during one of his hilarious mo-
ments, had congelved the brilliant no-
tion of hiring a four-wheeler and driv-
Ing a convivial party of friends from
place to place, The success of hls ex-
ploit bhad been so gratifying that he
had repeated the performance, but he
wins in a fur diferent mood now sas
he left the Eleguncia. The shock of
Lorelel’'s announcemoent,
his stricken friend, had sobered him
considerably, yet he was not himself
by any means, At one moment be sqaw
and reasoned clearly, at the next hls
intoxieantion benumbed Nis senses aud
distorted his mental vision. PFor once
in his life he wished hlmself sober.

Broadway, that pulsating amsery of
New York life,
[ Stream of traffic desplte the lateness
of the hour, and Bol's mind had be
| come clearer by the time he reached 1t
Several taxieabs whirled past, both
|nur1h nnd gouth bound. but be knew
better than to hire them, so he walted
ns patiently as he could while those
billows of Intoxleation coutinued to ebb
and dow through his bLrain, robbing
Il of that earefunl fadgment which
he fought to retain

At laut the clop.clop-clop of a horse's
hoofs sounded close by, and an un-

nzked,

shaven mnan in an anclent high lhat
steeved a four-wheeler to the curb,
barking, “Keb, keb!"

Bob lurched forward and Jald a hand
upon the driver's knee. “Very man
I'm lookin' for." ‘The hiecup that fol-
lowed was by no means intentional.

“Yes, slr. Where to, sir?™

But Bob shook |!s head vigorously
und waved a comprehensive gesture
toward the west. “Got a party of my
own back yonder—everybody soused
but me—understand? 1'm the only
sober one, so I'm goln' to drive ‘em
home, see? How much?”

“How much for what?' demanded

wance was purposeful, his blg hands | the enbman.

were gripped tightly over the arwms of |

the chalr, 'I‘lmre was something su- 11: back™
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“For the =xb—one boar. I'll bring

his jows were still set like

the sight of |
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Nothing except Noh’s personnl ap:
pearance prevented the driver from
whipping up without more ado, The
night was old—and these jokers sotde
times pay well, the man reflected.

“How'd 1 know you'd bring it back "
| he inguired

“Matter of honor with me. 1'll be
back Iin vo time, WIll ten dollara be
right? I'll make it fifteen, and youo

enn lend me your coat and hat. We'll
| exchange—huave to, or no joke, Is it
n go?"

The offer was tempting, but the

driver cannlly demanded Wharton's
name and address before committing
himself. The card that Bob handed
him put an end to the parley; he
wheeled Into the side street and re-
moved his long, nlckel-buttoned coat
and his battered tlle, taking Bob's
broadecloth and well-blocked hat In re
turn,

“Iirst one o' these I ever had on.'
he chuckled, *“I17 you ain't back I'k
tnke these glad rags to Charley Yolce's
liotel, eh "

“Right! The Charlevoix. But I'll be
back.," Bob drove away with a parting
| flourish of his whip,

The elevntor was In itz place, the
hall-man dozing, when Wharton en-
tered the Eleganecla and rang the bel
of Lilng Lynn's apartment. Onece he
had galned admittance little time was
wasted. He and Merkle helped Ham-
mon to his feet, then each took an arm;
hut the exertion told, and Jarvis hung
between them llke a drunken man, a
gray look of death nupon his face.

“Watch ont for the door-man,” Jim-
my Knight cautioned for the twentleth
time, *“Make him think you've got a
souse,"

“Aren't you coming along?" asked
Bob,

But Jim recolled. *“Me? No. I'll
stay und help Lilas make her get-
away."

Merkle nodded agreement. *“Don't
let her get out of your sight, either, un-
derstand? There's a ship salllng n
the morning. See that she's aboard.”™

Jarvis Hammon spoke. “I want you
all to know that I'm entirely to blame
and that I did this myself., Lilas Is
n—good girl The words came labori-
ously, but his heavy brows were drawn
down, hls jaw was square. *“1 was
clumsy. [ might have killed her. But
she's all right, and I'll be all right, too,
when I get n doctor. Now put that
pistol In my pocket, John. Do as I say.
There! Now 1'm ready.”

Bob Wharton mounted the box and
drove to Central Park West. At Sixty-
seventh street he wheeled into the
gsunken caugeway that links the Bast
nnd West sldes,

Onece in the shadows, Merkle leaned
from the door, erying softly, “Faster!
Faster!"

Bob whipped up, the horse cantered,
the eab reeled and bounced over the
cobblestones, rocking the wounded man
pitifully.

o John Merkle the ride was terrible,
with a drunkard at the reins and in
his arms a perhaps fatally injured
mnan, who, despite the tortures pof that
bumping carriage, interspersed his
groans with cries of “Hurry, huorry!"
When he felt the grateful smoothness
of Fifth avenue beneath the wheels he

|
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|
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“Did You Shoot Him™
Grimly.

was still flowing a thiy |

He

Asked

leaned forth a second time and warned
Bob, "“Be careful of the watchman in
the block.”
The llquor In Bob was dying: he bent
downward to inquire, “Is he all right?"
Merkle nodded, then withdrew his
head,

The Hammon resldence has changed
owners of late, but many people recall
its tragle associations and continue to
polnt It out with interest. It {s a mas-
slve plle of gray stone, standing just
east of Fifth avenue, and Its bronze
doors apen upon an exclusive, well-
kept side street, At the farther corner,
dimly digcernible beneath the radlance

of a street light, Bob made out the
| watchman, now at the end of his pa-
{trol. The moment was propitions:

there could be no further delay.

Do you believe Lilas is really
uilty-—~was she justified? And

do you think that Jimmy Knight
will use this occasion to collest
blackmail maoney?

l (1C B CONTINUKD,) "
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