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CHAPTER XII.

HE mother caught the child

closa in her arma. They
wera In her room.

“Oh, my baby! my
bahy!"

He did not llke
t be called & baby, And hes could
not understand his mother's wild
outburst of tears. Hadn't she just
told Jackson that her hand felt all
right now that it was bandaged?

Vance wriggled.

P “Doea It hurt so very bad, mamma?"
The mother kissed him distract-
edly

oy me hold you so, againat my
heart! Mamma needs you. I meant to
save my boy—— Aund—and my boy
| must—eave—me' ' —-

“Save you! How, mammal What
are you afrald of 1"

“Myself,” uttered Gall wildly. “Day
arter day-—-seeing blm— And my
life was so bare—— And to be loved
tenderiy—like this"——

“Him! Do you mean papa? Why,
papa wouldn't burt you now, mamma!
Papa's good now—isn't he?" Vance's
eyes were suddenly troubled, A long
while ago his mamma's shoulder had
been bruised where papa had thrown
something agalnst it—a funny, reeling

' pa who had wanted to take Vance

§ and bis mamma wouldn't let

bim. “My—my papa didn't hurt your
bhand—did he?"

“No!" she anawersd farcely. *1

Vburt my own hand—wiltaliy—as 1
bave done all the—-other things."

“But why don't you let papa help
you? Papa's strong enough for any-
“lll'." .

“Strong!" Se caught ber breath.
“It's his strength that—draws me—

1 1 am so—*ired—— And a protecting
t love—— No! No! No!™

The boy squared his shoulders,

“Tell me, mamma. 1'll belp you
the best | can”

“You have helped me,"” she whis-
pered. “You can go now and tele-
phone Aunt Kate Lorme. Tell her
that I want her to come here right

| AWay-—to leave anything she's doing
1 and come."”

Vance went, delightedly. 1t was
only recently that he had lcarned to
use the telephone by himself,

Gall beat her hands together,

“Oh! Oh'" she uttered frenasiedly

Her plight bad been awful enough
before. Waking or slesping she wus
never fully at ease: her nerves were
always Reyed to a stralned expect-
ancy. The clang of the doorbell; the
telaphone; the approash of a mes-
senger boy; a policeman at her gatea:
all these brought a suffocating ap-
prehension.

. Bhe had wondered if & woman could
be in a more perilous position—
Any moment some one might cross
her path who knew this man-—— Hin
memory might return, bringing with
It attendant obligations thar would
necessitate his declaring himself—
George Orcutt, always under the in-
| fluence of liquor, was not & sufe
person to hold a secret—and the other

dread thing—when he should refuse
to remalu quiescent an a friend—
Whal was she to do now?
“Mamma, 1 telephoned Aunt Kate,"
piped Yance, “She sads alie'll be here
in ten munules. She was jJust golng
out and the car was at the door, And
papa’'s going riding, and I'm golng
with hun.” He held up his Tace 1o be
kisased. “Papa's nleer now  than
Charlie Snow's papa, or Clyde 1¥m-

mon's, or any boy's—isn't he?" He
broke away from her, "Piapus whis-
tiing for me!"

Gall stood at the window and

watched the two ride down the drive,
The man's erect, muscular tgure wan
well suited to riding clothem Vance,
on his pony, emulated his father's
manner as nearly as possible, Gall
watched them—and pianned, planned
desperately, all the while feeling her-
self in an eddy that was whirling her
to the bottom and destruction.

“He I8 a father that will not shama
Mm,"” she uttered feverishly. “"Vance
|dolizes him. And It |s a chance™

*“What Is a chance?’

It was Mra, Lorme,

Gall turned, held out
with impassioned gesture.

“After Vance'as aperation T want
vou to ask Cieorge and Vance to go
with you to Florida. Miss Lauder
will take care of Vance, He wants
to work out-of-doors-—thers (s your
orange grove—get him Interestad in
that—~ Got him to buy one! Hae
can keep Vance—half the time."

“Gall! What Is thia? Keep Vanes!"

“Plenss! Please!" sobbed the plte.
ous volee, “No matter about my rea-
sons, Take him away!" Her fever-
ish handa clasped Mrs. Lorme's neck.

“Gall, what Is the matter? Why,
yutlmz when you and George were
at our house you and he were as
chummy"' ——

her hands

“Yesterday?' (inll shivered. Tt
peems Ilil.o a. lifetime sinca  ves-
rday""

u“myr. I want to sea you happy.

And that's the reason that | want
you and George''—-

“No—no—no!'" cama frantieally.

---------- BOOOOOODDDDE

“And hs must not kiss me again,
l(_lto. Heé must not!*

‘my—whr- ou met as though
you're afrald of yourself!"

Mrs. Lorme contamplated with star-
Ing eyes Gall's crimsoning face.

“You are! Well, of all"—

-rany old Kates, you'rs the crasi-

aat.” came In A shaky volce, The
siander fingers dug Into the woman's

. Arm. “Promise me to do what I ask,”

Promise!"
It—I

she implored. "Promiss!
“Child, It's all wrong.
know It! But—I promise."
CHAPTER XIII.
Ny LUTCHING wildly at her
open kimono of white and

(’ gold, Gail closed it over the

fiimsy, beribboned night-

dress beneath, shrank into
& friendly shadow, cast a hapless look
about the room.

“You!-—Here!" ahe panted.

"Why not?" answered Orcutt.

He stood a few feet from her, ar-
rayed in a long velvet dressing gown

“Co!" she commanded. “Go, of' ==

“What?' asked he.

Bhe gazed at him In a sort of frozen
terror.

“Come, Gall, there |s nothing (o be
frightened about. To see your face
one might think I waa & lawless In-
truder criminally invading a strangoe
mald's sanctuary. Sit down, pleass,
I want to talk to you" MHe smiled,
“Don't blush so, dear.”

“Please go!—please—please!"™
sho whispered,

“Go where? Away from you for-
ever? 1Is that what you are asking?
1 told you that first day at the sana-
torium that I should either be your
husband or not be. Don't you ses,
beloved, that you and 1 must live our
lives wholly together — or wholly
apart? There cun be no middle
courss for me, loving you as 1 do,
And not after to-day. You have kissud
me; nothing you may say can ever
undo that"”

Gall gripped tne siilken drapery of
the window and drew It before her.

"I don’t want you here,” she cried,
“and you know I don't It §s cruel
for you—to—19"—-

“What, dear” To want to have my
wife for my own?! My God! sweet-
heart, If you knew how my arms have
ached to hold you! Not a day but 1
feel 1 must draw you close against my
heart. You are my world. And I
want to take you away somewhere
with me. 1 want you to leave this
burdensome house with its wretched
memories, and go with me to find
happiness, What is a man's strength
for It it cannot protect the woman
God gave him!"

“Frotect! Do you call B protecting
to—to—try—to—for¢e' ' —

“Yen," he sald gravely. “You have
dwelt on the injuries that I did you—
the I that my pr Lc i
knows nothing «bout—till ysu have
lost the power to judge rightly. There
can be no true harmony in our home,
no right atmospkers fo: Vance, till
Sou und 1 are leading normal lives
together.”

He reached his arms toward her.

“My own darling! Whers do you
belong, where Is your safety, your
happiness, if not here? Forget every-
thing but that 1 love you with my
whole heart. * * & And that I
need you! Dear, tender littls wife,
don't you ses w badly I need your
love? W & strange world this s
that | am now gropimg in! * * *
And when my own wife treats me
like a stranger! What have | to turn
t0? 1 um a man adrift, with no an-
LJdorage but you. And you! you are
love, life, everything to me, Oh, my
dear wife, don't you see that your
place Is here, in my arms?’

Her eyes dropped —-so that he should
not see their pity. An snveloping
tendarneas assalled her, His eyes
were . frank and boylsh. And he
hud been so generous, so conslderate
of her, had accepted so uncomplain-
ingly ber mandate of friendship. Her
tongue stuck to her throat,

“Dear!” he whispered.

ooyl whe weeayed weakly,

Then - her own desperate vase
clutched hor., Bomehow she must get

him out of her room. He was a
husband, with righta.

“You must go, gc now!" she com-
manded passionutely. “You shall not
stay here. 1 will call the servants,
the police, any one!”

“You will not,” he returned, aternly,
“This Is my house and you are my
wife: no one shall Interfere with my
conduct with either. And I ask you
now, in simple justice, never to re-
peat your performance of this morn-
ing. | ran into Gregory and Bryan
Just as they were agreeing that ‘the
old Urcutt had broken out again,' as
they had predicted.  They believed
that | had injured your hand!"

His armn fell to his side, and a
clammy fear looked out from his
eyes.

*(hood God! Did I ever—abuse you,
Ciall

This was her opportuplty to prove
his unworthiness, Her head rainsed
in scorn. But she did not apeak.

He had never Injured her—and ha
loved her—she was his wife—he was
in her room--yet there wos a chival-
rous gentieneas In his seeking.

“No,” she whispered. “You never
dald.”

He laughed, a rapturous utteranca.
And quickly his hands came out and
cawght her. his arms wrapping hor
closely to him,

"My blersed wife!
don't you?"

"No—no—no!" Bhe svaded his i
her face burying (tself against the
velvet shoulder.

You do care,
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He laughed again, and kissed ‘ier
halr, her reck, the soft bare armas,

“Come,” he whispered, “let me look
nto your eyea’” and put a nand on
aliher cheek to raise her face.

A awift move and she had reached
the opponmite mide of tha room. Hha
stood behind a table and fumbled
with the drawer. Thein he saw the
Eleam of a pistol, and pointing teward
her heart, A fraction of a second and
he had taken it away from her and
was gazing Into the magazine, It was
emplty,

“So It's not loaded. That's good, 1
shouldn't want a loaded gun around
where Vance might get hold of it," he
said quietly.

“Vance! You didn't think then that
I—was—going to shoot—myself?" ahe
naked faintly.

“Yes; I think I did,” he returned,
"But I'm glad to ace that you're still
In possession of your senses. And an
empty guUa serves your purpose just

an well” He seated himself. “Hit
down, Gall. You can keep the table
between us. 1'in going to try to mee

things from your point of view, Now,
tell me what the trouble Is—the real
trouble.”

s "The—real trouble? she mumbled,
crouching to a chalr behind the table,

He waited impassively.

“"Come,” he urged ut length, “There's
# dampable mystery somewhere, And
1 Intend to get at the bottom of it,
and soon. When 1 ®o away, out to
the Open that's callict me, you're go-
Ing with me. Yes: you are. Without
you life would be—hell. Just that"

"I can't go. But you can stay
here— [ want you if"——

He ahook his head impatiently.

“There would always be “if,' Gall,
You might as well well me not to
breathe as not to make love to you.
1 ean't help It. To kiss you and nave
you ip my arms seeins the most na.
tural thing in the world, And to save
me, 1 can’'t see why [ shouldn't.”

“I've told you"'——

“I know. And your lips on mine this
morning told me that all the rest wos
n lle. Gall, there's something under-
neath all this, You're sick with fear
~but not of my love,” He drew up
to the table, laid his arms upon it
“Dearest, | want yop to tell me what
thia is, | am the beat friend you have
in the worid. Let us fuce our trouble
together. * * * (Come, dear, tall me!
1 shall find out by myseif otherwine,
*® * ¢ Come, trust me! No mat-
ter what It is, I should share your
burdens.”

Her eyen searched his plteounly,

“Your friend and lover,” he an-
sawered. “Dear, tell me! Don't you
see that In the end this Is what it
must come to, that there Is no other
way

Her eyes turned from his, and a
burning blush spread from her throat
up over her face, Ha  would
know—sgome doy. Rhe saw that the
guma was ending—the hand against
her was too sure and strong. And
perhaps, could she tell him now, his
love might make him pitiful. But-—-—

Here Alone with him in her bed
chamber at two in the morning-—ar-
rayed In a fMimsy negligee—a fow
minutes before clasped in his arms—
his mind mill nwake to her passion-
ate kisses of the morning—and to tell
him that he wams & siranger, A man
whose name she did not know!

She cowered In her chalr, the red
blood rioting In her face,

He watched her curlously, His
hands reached over the narrow table
and took hold of hers,

“Your frisnd,"” he whisparad,

Bhe met his eyes despairingly,

“l can never tell you"

"Then thera is something'*

“Yes"” she returned, the word drawn

from her

“Whnt ™

Tha crimson of her cherka gava
place o A pinched grayness, Her

eves ware stupid with anguish. Why
had she sald this? She was alone
with him. He had locked the door
and the key wan In his pockat. Tha
call bell was at the far end of tha
roonm. His hands were on her impsl-
lingly. She must te!l him or—

But he was speaking

“Thix something Daoes It mean
that 1 should net be hars with vou?™

Bha nodded her heaad

"My wife!" Ha  spoka  softly,
"Thera is nothing that could separnta
you from me, dear. o Iitle girl
with your feverad fanci It's this

oppresalve house. Ot
open, wheta vou and | are golng, “the
dear wife will gt well.”
“Walt!”
Her wvoice
shouldear
“Yea?' he whispered.

cama faintly from his
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“I-—-l—-am-—-am-not—not"'—

“Not- what, dear®

Her tongus would not go on. Her
lipsa =hut and drove the words back.
Yot —she must speak—she must—she
must !

“I—I'm—not*'—

Her chattering teeth closed.

h He took a few steps, still holding

r,

“No wonder your teeth are chatter-
Ing. This window ia open, and an lcy
blast that would freeze an Esquimau
coming In."

He loosed A hand to close the win-
dow, There was an iron balcony be-
vo 1. Thea window waa little more
than a foot from the floor. There was
# catch on the outer side as well as
the inner. Her mind grasped all this
in a blinding flash. Frenszledly she
tore herself from him and leaped
through tha open space. Her con-
vulsive fingers clutched the and
drew |t down and locked It, and kil so
quickly that the man was staring at
her through the closed window befors
he had grasped her Intent.

Ho looked at her bare arms and

nack and the thin gown that sheathed™

about her in the wind.
weather, “Mania?"
~—nothing less,

Gall did not feel the cold,
window barred him from her! And
she had not told her secret! She
witched him leave the room. ‘Then
she bowed her head to her hands,
nervously sick. A little while and she
heard the door open. But she dld
not look up, Safety lay here, outside,

"Mammua!"™

Vancs shook the window violantly.

“Papn sent me to bring you In.
Coms on, quick! Quick!"

Ho watehed her hreathlessly as the
window ralsed. Then his little warm
body launched itself upon her.

“My baby! My baby!™

She wuas kissing him and erying
wildly. Dut YVance did not mind now.
Hiw papn had come and wakened him
and had carrled him to his mother's
¢oor. And he had told him “to be
very good to mamma,”

Vance told her this. Also:

“Papn says for vou to get Into a
kot bath right away. Thera were
tears in papa's eyes. He sald they
were for you., Are things golng—
bad again?"

Bad? Mha caught her hbreath mso
aharply that the child was & littls
frightened, There was something so
sirange abdut his mamma to-night.

“Yes, things are going very bad.
® * * Oh, my baby! I have done all
T can for you. * * * Anpd I am so
afrald-—so dreadfully afraid of the—
end."

"“The end? Do you mean the end
of the world, mamma, that Jackson
tulks about?’ he asked, half In tears,

“No,” she comforted, Her wvolce
eank to her throat: “The end of the
world for—me."

CHAPTER XIV.
OCTOR UNDERWOOD, 1ook-
ed at his visitor eritically.
The puzzled frown on Or-
cutt's face was deoper than
ordinary. And his usual
bunyancy was lucking. They were In
the doctor's study, an enormous high-
celled room that persisted In looking
big and gaunt despite the combined
efforts of the occupant and A compe-
tent decorator to maks it look low-
callinged and cosy. It faced the east;
this particular morning it was flooded
with sunshine, n welcome visitor after

a woek of dull gray days.

“I'ne sun hasn't been out llke this

It was biting
Yea, it was that

The

since I was at your houss,” remarked
the doctor. “'You wers golng to ait
for your ploture, Did you bring the
proofa?”

“Yes," returdaed Orcutt, agd laid an
envelops on the fiat-top dfsk beside
Blm. The dootor reached for It eager-
ly. He opened the envelops and ran
bis eyes over the proofs In swift ap-
prafsal.

“How ls life golng now?" he ques-
tioned. “Satisfled *—Happy?

“Underwood,” sald the othar, “It
It's & mania that makes my wifs
afrald of me, It's & mania founded on
something that's beyond my abllity
to overcome, Bhe's slck.”

“You"—

“l was brutal. But God knowas my
intentions weren't. | want her hap-
pineas. I want to get the slck terror
out of her eyes. It wrings my heart.
I had a talk with Mrs. Lorme beforn
coming here. 8he nent for me. |
shall take Vance to the Lormes
Florida home after his operation,
Mre. Oroutt Intends to rqmalin in New
York. Underwood, I want you to
treat her, I have consented to this
arfangement almost wholly ao that
she may have tlrp to get over h'r
fright and be under your care with.
out my disturbing presence around.”

“l mever treat & woman,” ansawered
the alleniat.

“1 know. But you will treat Mpa,
Oroutt, No other physician could un-

. derstand the case as you do.”

The alienist remained sllent for
some wkhile, his gase on the proofs in
his hands. When he spoke 1L was
abruptly,

“Oreutt, I'm golng to give jou a
blow. It has to do with Mra, Oroutt,
I wanted her and you to have it out
alone, 1 advised you as [ did pur-
posely to try to force her hand. 1 was
in hopes that you had come to tell me
tuat she bad told you her trouble.
But It's left to me. And the ouly way
to give a blow between the eyes 14 to
hit out squarely.”

Deftly extracting one of the pioofs
and taking a photograph from tha
table where It lay face downward,
Morris Underwood handed the two
to the waiting man.

Oreutt looked at them, drew them
nearer to his eyes, looked a:t them
again, atared at the two preasntmenia
with & dull comprahension that some-
how saw, yet could not bellove. He
gazed from them to the alieniat, his
healthy face pallid and covered with
cold molisture,

“These are the pictures of"'——
“Yournelf and the ‘other (eo
Orcutt,” " completed the alienist, In

significant tones,

‘ascinated, Orcutt’s eyea returned
to the pictures, both left fauce pro-
fAlew, both singularly alike, yet In two
reapscte—contour of the backs of the
heads and the bridge outlines of the
noses—ao strikingly  unlike that a
Elance su to reveal that they
were the likeneases of two individusis,
not two likenosses of one, Hix nerve-
lena hands relaxed, and, without nls
knowledge, the objects he had been
holding fell to the flour, the cardboard
with a slight thud, the paper Autter-
Ing nolsily minst & table-leg. Hia
face grow atlll more ashen,

“Ciall!™ he gried, boarssly, “Bhe s
not my'' ——

*“("ome, let me give you a stlinu-
lant,” sald the physician, fussing
over & medical case on the desk.

“Sit down, Underwood.”” The vulce
was shaky but peremptory. “How
long have you known this?"

“Bince the day you first came
here,”” was the terse reply.

*You mean that ‘g)ou suspected that
I wan not George Oroutt?*

“1 knew you were not, L&t me ex-
piain. About four days before the
murder, Orcutt and the artist dined

at Sherry's. 1 had a table fucing
them. | was with . Adding-
ton. He knew the two by repu-
tatlon and regaled me with beir

histuries, particularly Emmet s, whose
paintings he pralsed extravagantly--
the doctor goes iy for art and likes
to think himaelf a ®hnnolsssur. I was
mentally fagged and enjoyed the
moselp as 1 do & novel when tired. 1
sat whera | had a perfect left face
view of Orcutt,

“1 mtudied his head carefully, an
Instinctive hablt; and would have
known It in forty years and when and
where 1 saw |t I studied Em-
met's nlso —a much better head
than Orcutt’'s. 1 was Interested In
reading about the murder and rather
amused over the plea of Insanity.
My opinion of Orcutt excluded a sen-
sibllity that would suceumb to &
shock. Any head troubls be would
havae would ba pareais.

“But Allen Scott, one of the ajlen-
ests who sxamined him, Is a wonder
in his lina and tm{nnd any bribery.
I wan really disturbed over the mat-
ter. On top of this I was asked 1o
recelve the patient In my hospital
I wan full, but s great was my In-
tereat that 1 gave ug my bedroom to
you and stacked up hers In the study
till 1T had & vacant room."”

Are You GoingL Away for the Summer?

When you
difficult an
maiter.

reading for six cents a week,

by the foremost living authors.

‘o out of town for the summer you may find It Is
costly to provide yourself with the right sort of reading

Why send to the city for novels at $1,25 or $1.50 each or buy
them at a fancy price in some country store?
You can supply yourself with the best, most delightful summer

Erf subscribing to The Evening World for the summer months
you will secure a complete novel each week. Not some old book a
country dealer has not been able to sell, br't the finest up-to-date fiction

Bear this in mind, not only for yourself but for any of your friends
who expect to spend the summer In the country.

The narrator stopped to draw a
chair forward for his feet, then tilt.
od himself back comfortably.

"My brother alisnists, the Biate,
his wife, sald that you were George
Oroutt. 1 received you as Ueorge
Oreutt, doctored you as Qeorgs Or-
on::.“dllnlmd you as—George Or-
cutt,

“Why?* -

The doctor amiled and Alrected his
Fnze a few moments to the window
opponite and the view of anow cov.
ered Nelds beyond.

“Lucas Emmet was dsad—justice
thwarted or righted could not help
him; a little less wrangling than
more would not wreck the Htate. It
resolved itself into A queation of
whether | should accept or challenge
A Indy's word.”

Hin listener shrank as ons who s
expecting n blow,

“Underwond,” sald he, A tense
volee, “wa will leave Mra, Orcutt out
of the discussion.”

“You are willlng, then, that the
whole  muatter should drop  right
here?™ quentioned his friend, hin volce
hardening perceptibly, “For that is
how [t miands, We nust sither face
things as they are or close the cane
without further discusaion, Mrs, Or-
cutt knows you are not her hushand;
she I8 purposcly using you ns a taol
to muve the real Orcutt, and slie I8
nat playing her same aquarely. She
forced George Orcult’s name and vile
reputation on you. All right, hers
was a desperate situntion; we'll not
criticise her on that acore. Rut when
she wantonly nrouses In you a pas-
sion destructive of your peace and
happiness she s golng beyond the
rules of even & game like hers ™

“The horror of thess months for

1o

“Har? Think of voursalf! Who
are you?! Who hesides yourssif s
being sacrificed for her bensfit?

The alisnist smiled ironieally at
Orentt's bewilderad look. Tha be-
wilderment changed slowly to blank
horror,

“Thera is moma ana walting— 1
have always somehow known''——
He shiversd slightly. “"Who Is It,
Undarwopd

“iod knowa was tha grava ra.
sponse. 1 know only thet you are
not George Orcutt, T have endeav-
nred wltnul betraying the macret
to find out who you may be, No In-
atitutlon In the clity or sanvirons, pub-
lic or privats, has record of such as
vou on its books, My advartisemants,
carafully worded so as not to tell
anything to thoss who did not know
you, would surely have brought an-
awer from onsa who dld I have
Ienrned nothing excapt tha mare fact
that you ars not tha man you are
clnimed to be, Nor have 1 formed
an hypothesis. Mre. Orcutt knows
and Mra. Orcutt must tell"” .

Orcutt did not answer directly, fe
sat 4 long while in stony silence.
Then he laughad a jarring, hideoualy
mirthful outburst.

“1 accept the rols of George Orcutt.
T shall go away nlons and Isava her
in peace. And you shall leave her In
peacs!™

His face flushnd, He sald qulckly:

“I'm an ingrate, Underwood. And
a fool. 1 know 1t. Only—I'm willing
to be hoth ingrate and fool to help
her."”

“But not a acoundrel”
other, quickly.

Pallor settind on Orcutt’s forahsad
and cheeks agnin.

“You think there

valesd the

In—-soms one?

® & * A-n- wife, parhapa? ¢ * o
But no! fiall would never have can-
sented" e

“Hah!" grunted the alienint. "A fe-
male will sacrifice any one lo save
her young. It wan for the boy's sake,
not the hushband's, she consented to
play such a hasardous game. Yoo
say you feel that thers la some one
walting for you. Ame you wlilling to

o on in ignorance of whom It s~
otling the some one walt?—Wife? -
Chila?™

CHAPTER XV.

HERE s no wife,” pro-
nounced Oreutt positive-

There was a afony allenca,
Ily. at length. “When
you Arst tald me about

Gall  and  Vanea It'

brought no fesling of my being buns-
band and father. The thought was
new, allen, and it took me weeks
after [ knew them to feel that they
wera really mins. With love ecama
tha natural fes'ing of posssasion. Hut
-~ thers I8 soms one. From the bas-
ginning T havae had a senmse of heing
warntnd somewhera else, that some
ons was walting for me, I'm In-
cllned to giva full credence to my
forlings—they ars memory's expres-
slons, shadowy, bhut real'

“Right,” sald the allenist “I have
kept & record of them and hava
found In every Instance that your
'fenlinEa’ arn nccurate barometers.
You ‘feit’ that Orcult's posssssions,
his manner of living, his friends and
servants and paramours—all his past

hind mever belonged to you. Not
once have you *felt’ an Intimacy with
ihings and people In your new lifs,
The xreatest joke of all to you at
first was the thought of & wife and
child.

“l think wa mayv safely trust the
muta expressions of your subcons
sclous memory 1o guide us 1 be-
lieve, therefors, that you have no
wife or child,.and hava believed |t
from the time 1 Arst tnld yYou of
Mra. Oroutt and Vance. You are an
outdonrs man, hava ilved an active
lifa, and It Is not unlikely that It
1s your work that Is calling tn you,
the ‘aoms one’ a possible partner or
employer, I hava eliminated the
Idsn of & mother—for mother love
would have found sou If you came
from tha aother end of tha sarth
I was trying to bluf® sau intoe dolng
for & wifa what 1 now fear you will
not unwillingly 4o for yourself-a
contingency | had not counted on.

1] »-

You ses,"” with quist scorn, “I forgot
that you might belong to the bray-
ing clans.”

Orcutt ross, hia hands elasped
loossly bahind him. He walked to the
firaplace, turnsd his back on the sput-
taring logn. Hes measured glances
with his friend In & deliberats, un-
compromising way.

“1 shali protect her, And the boy.
They are mine in spirit.”

“You are mins In spirit; 1 shall
protect you," muttered the doctor un-
der his breath. Aloud he questioned,
“How long will you be conteni to go
on not knowing who you are?”

Oreutt walked to a window, stood &
few minutes, walked to another, atill
in meditation, turned abruptly, his
face distorted with misery.

“I tmste the hell of It already. 1
must know who [ am, who I8 walting.
It Is not an employer, nuot & partner:
it is a—woman.”

"Sister, swectheart, friend, who?
plied the alienist, stopping after cach
wotrd, watching intently the haggard
face,

"I don't know,"” waas the dismal an-
awer. "l only know that there is a
woman who needs me. Her name In
Victoria. Last Wednesday [ heard a
woman in the park call ‘Vietoria' to
u chld, and 1 hud something of the
mame sensation as when I utterad the
word ‘gorilla’  That is, it seemed an
though | wns about to remsmber, that
something inside my braln was loos-
ening, HBut there was no lerror
aroused by the name; only—lender-

ness.” The parspiration ran from his
face, “My God! Who Is that wom-
an?™

“Pray your good angel it in a aweet-
heart and that she is still walting for
you, ready to heal your wounds,'” ut-
tered the doctor fervently, YAl
though,” he added, “there nfy be no
wounds to heal, When memory of
your past returns your consclousness
may revert to the point where mems
ory was lost, and atart from thers as
though thers hud been no lapse of
time between. The experiencea of the
intervening months may be complete-
Iy lomt; you may wake lo find Mra.
Oreutt, Vance, myself, all those you
now know, utter strangers.’”

Orcutt clutched the table for sup-

port.

“Not that!" he eried.

‘Why not? growled the doctor.
“Hetter lone all memory of the woman
than wreck your life with an unsatis-
fNed passion. Mrs. Orcutt is not for

u.

“Underwood!"™ Orecutt was at his
slde, a compelling hand on his arm.
“No malter what happens, save to me
my consclousnens of the life [ hava
lived an George Orcutt. [ want it all,
even its torment. Don't rob me of her
and Vance: don't rob me of yourself;
don't—don't! If I should awaken only
to tha past you can synthesize my
present experiences with my past
Yea, you can. Hy some artifice of the
nlienist you can connect the alde
ntream  of consclousness with  the
maln siream. It has heen done, It
ean be done by you for me, Promise
me, my friend."”

“The other woman whao s walting 7"
mnld the doctor, “If It s A sweet-
heart?—I1f you are dbound?-f your
lite would be worth more to—not
yvourseif—~but to soclety, by losing the
slde stream, what then?"

“Promise me."” relterated Oreutt,

1 ean't. As your physiclan, 1 ques-
tlon any externnl power over you, As
your friend, 1 would wish vou to for-
ket Mrs. Orcutt at any cost to my-
self, 1 have seen ton many wracks
caused by the machinatlons of soul-
less women to ald voluntarily in your
damnation. Instead of assisting, 1
ahould rather”—

“Not mo fast.” cama Imperiously
“The whole matter rests with me,
is for me to determine my own course
~—If T choose damnation, 1t Is not for
you to gainsay me. And as for
another woman —1f thera in one I am
hound to, God help me' Tl do my
duty toward her afterwam —If T know.
But Mra. Oreutt shall not ba sad®inced
to her or to you or to any one in this
world; do you understand me™

“Get Mre. Oreutt to o nl har
pecret; ahe shall not keep (1" pro-
nounced 'nderwond in a tona of fin-
ality.

“Do you mean that you would pub-
lely hetray her!™

“If neceamary It In one thing for
her to save her hushand and shield
her son from shame- I can and did
admire her fortitude, her brigand
bravery. 1t In another thing for her
to Injure an Innocent man, to wreck
the happiness of nnother human
ereature. It was not In omy mental
eontract for her ta make a sacrifice
of you*

“Why d4i4 you not keep ma hers
and sava these complleations, know-
Ing T was not Cleorgas Orcutt® asked
the othar, with sssming abruptness

“A pertinent guestion, The anawer
nimple, though. T knew Mra, Orcutt's
hand and ‘callsd,” not knowing her
ahility to hiuff. You wara a sound
man, rsady to takes your plaes In the
world: to keop you hers Inonger wonld
have hean an Injustios, As you know,
I had tried tn hypnotiza you, hoping
hy that method to hring about disin-
tegration and learn your past. 1 ex-
pialned this to you st the baginning
and you gald you wanted ta ha hyp-
nntized to that end and would help
me

“Fut mibesnselously you willed not
tn  hae vour  miture  rehelled e
strongly ngainst surrendering (tealf
to the will of ancther that it encom
passed my defout and vour own—for
I give vou eradit for trving to help as

far na Iay In vour consdlous power
The myatarious underiving self, the
masked performor who kKeeps un
alleniste alwave gusssing, tonk n
hoand-—and won " He chuckled neain

n il gurgle of amusamaent over his
cwn diseomfture, and addend;

“And Mpes Orcutt ‘ralsed” ma and
‘called | had expected to forea her
Into A confeastaon. T was magnani-
mously prepared tn make terms with
her, giving her time. (f his place of
resbdence requirad it to get her hns
band bevond the arm of the law. He
waa then, and s now, In Paris,. Walt:
we'll dlscuss that later. T had not then
Incatad him or T might have called her
hiuff -1 say might, for I'm not sura
T shouldn’t have Aona just as T 414
T llks gamaness. Frightenoed stiff, sha

yaot naver batted an oyes. Not
Ing whers the real Orecutt w:nm
having nothig but my bare word
:'.:";“l hers, 1 decided on
Iting gam faell

would soon rlnd.'ﬂ:. :o% 2:&‘:
handls and would voluntarily con-
l'a.-_u. making what terms she could.

You, of e, will think it
strange, but I dida'y apprshend your
losing your heart to her. 1 overlooked
the obvious; | forgot that it was
youth and youth, and the danger of
such propinquity to a boy's inflam-
mabla mind. And you yers so close-
lipped | didn't know o your passion
Ll 1t was beyond my power o save
::un ‘U It aver was within it. When a

an wanta Lo
i be wrecked be usual-

Orcutt's lips sat do Ly,

"It you call It bem"::::{od to love
& woman, all right. An bour ago I
belleved that Gail Orcutt was my
Wifa. I shall defend her as t
:::: lhsdl should have defended

| n ¥ou or any one »
lr'!;nhptml to harm her.” -

# man measursd can. The
physiclan amiled pityingly aven while
I:|n"n>u remalned cold.

“Mra. Oreutt must sell w
knows,” he asssverated, "‘h:. l‘en.n-.
quences of her confession depend on
herself. I shall not go out of my way
to harm her—nor to help her. As [
told you once bafors, I do not care
sbout Mra. Orcutt. | am lnterested
now in but one thing—to get her to

;-n?‘r::r the truth and the whole
r "

Orcutt rose, to depart.
ure, and amod’w th ulm

lil.

i

Rl

heads of moisture breaking from
riornhq‘-::. ;liolnu uadu-m‘ A t',..h..
erwood, that [ have lost wile—
m'slr_hwua!" -
® allenist sat with head bemt
:l”::ud thought long after the hwh
osnd, :

“If he only has lost her,” he muts

tered. "It he only has!"
CHAPTER XVI.
ASTENING Georgs Orcutts
bly mink lined overcoat
about him, the man whe
had learned he was not
George Orcutt stepped ingo the walt-
ing llmousine,

In & daze he returned to the Oroutt
home,

He found Gall in the lbrary, a
book In her hand that he divined she
had snatched up as she recognised his
step approaching; he had heard her
restlessly pacing the floor as he had
gone to his room. She was dressed In
black, a color she seldom wore: her
facd was pale, a translucent pallor
that, combined with the black of her
long lnshea and the bronze mass of
her hair, gave to her lovelmess the
charm of mystical poetry. Her ayen
wistfully questioned, sending a quick
look into his, and as quickly turn-
Ing away again,

“"How is Dr, Underwood ™

“Gall” msald he, huskily, “you say
there Is something between us that
you cannot tell me. Listen! Thare Is
nothing that you cannot tell me. Not
George Orcutt, your husband, but the
man befors you—your friend. You
are in grave trouble. [ ses 1t 1
know it. This cannot go on. Give
ms your confilence now: perhaps
later | may not have the same power
to help you, Whatever It ts 1 shall
tunderstand, If you have Injured me
In some way, In any way; if it were
a crime am black as hell—] shall for-
Kive you'

He walted for a little, then
forward and reached out his
his face intenmely eager.

“Soul to soul, GalL* he
“You may trust me, on my honor."

Her eyes looked Into his, thea
turned to the sputtering flame of the
Kas logs. Nhe drew nearer te
fire. Bhe felt cold. Her body was
numb with emptiness. * To ory out
her trouble to him-—It was & tempta-
tion almost beyond her resistance. In
this moment she felt that esuld
emply her tired braln of T
content, Only-~there was content
there—for him. Hhe was
his name; of his home: of his
Bhe should only take away from
what ha had, Unworthy as &
the name George Oroutt was
his, and George Orcutt's bome
income, He had Vance, who
now as truly his own son ae
he had helped oreats him. And
hud & wife. And little as he had hes
now, that littls would sesm satisfas.
tlon against his desolation without
her,

Her Hps could not opem ovesr
recitul. Bhe was sorry for i
shoe was sorrier yet for the man beside
her. In apirit she gathered him to
her breast and cried over him. But
her own aufferfng and her sympathy
for him had no power to the
courss she had taken. Bhe felt her.
self In a closad chute hurtling forward
tn—auccess or black disaster? Bhe
could not know which, Bhe could
nnly go on, The same necessity
drove her now as had driven her the
day of the murder—to save Vance
from knowing that his father was &
nmwirderer,

The man spoke again.

“Tell me, Gall!

Sha mistook the breaking tender-
ness of hin voies, He was her hus-
banid, seeking to beat down the bar-
rior that kept her from his embrace.
This offer to forgive her was a plea
for forglvenesa for himself, for the
wrongs that ha helieved ha had com-
mitted against her, Bhe was afrald,
ns always, of the future, but shs had
not the faintest Ink'ing of the truth
that ha was trying to convey. She
had heen planning all the morning.
Mrs. Lorna had telaphonsd her that
ha had agreed to go Bouth with Vance
and leave her behind. Her spiritas
had risen, Sha should have a breath-
ing spars. And somehow she would
deviae new ways and means to pro-
tect har secrat and harself from him.

Hut—there were several weeka yot
hefore he left—weoks that must hold
no recurrence of last night, or—the
blnod  surged her cheeks—of the
morning that preceded it. Bhe ralsed
her eyes calmly to his, '

(To Ba Continued.)
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