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Synopsis of Preceding Chapters

JOHN" SMITH was assistant paying teller of a bank
;n Passaic. New Jersey, who had arrived in Paris

«c*itfa one hundred ami seventy-three dollars in his
pocket. He was seeking W. Mandeville <"larke.
Others were also interested in Clarke's movements;
for ihe hotel clerk, who did not understand English.
ivhen ::-k<\u25a0«: if i larke was stopping there, thought that
Smith himself was Clarke, and told Remi. a Pari> de-
tective. Then Smith went on a tour of Pari< looking
for Clarke; and Paris detective followed Smith about.
The K»'ndarmes had n<> authority re arrest Clarke, but•

to keep him in view. A mysterious woman was
nquirinc for Clarke, anii also wondering why

Stnitfa was seeking him.

V. Maadeville Ciarke. Alias

John Smith. Alias Warts IttO">v

You Arc My Pn-.n^-r!"

A -.ROSS the Place de I'Opera from the Cafe de
"*-

la P-iix is a large sign in bold United States sort
:" letters, the sign of a great Chicago netrspajjer.

Mr. Smith discovered itnnw for the rirsr time, and
;he severe lines in his rugged face softened a little.
It looked so ii^my and comfortable and United
>Uitesy that itmade him feel hungrj- all over, a .....
•.

-
tliat took the form of an insane desire to see a

L'nited States flag, and to shake a United States
hand, and to eat a Un:Ted State- pie—all of it.from

r>er crust to indigestion. Pie! Paris vrnuldn't be
• had ifthere was j»ie to be had. Chestnut fed Jer-
;- jjork and pumpkin pie' And perhaps just a

mack of applejack, real, undiluted Jersey lightning'

IN FOUR PARTS— Part 11.
CHAPTER VI.

SIthat the corner table of the

Caf£ de la Paix. that table on the sidewalk, pre-

cisolv at the intersection of the Boulevard dcs
Capucincs with the Place de l'Opera. is the exact

center of the earth. *Vhen he dropped into a chair

at that particular spot, Mr. John Smith didn't hap-
:>cn to know that he occupied so important a geo-
•'-aphical position: he only knew that this famous

place, with its 'thin-legged tables and

unsubstantial chairs, was something like Terry
Maloaey's Winter Garden back in Passaic. and
that was enough. He was aweary of limb, bat-

ti-ed by disappointment, and there was creeping
Wer him resistlessly that longing for home which at
sometime is the heritage of every man who travels

For iust a week Mr.
Tnhn Smith had l**en
tramping up and down
Paris, cut of!as effectively
from home and country-
men as ifhe was ina dun-
geon, asking questions, al-
ways the same questions.
listening to the meaning-
less, volatile babblings
about him. and pondering
moodily upon the hun-
dreds "of unused hand-
shakes in Main-aye. "nack
home. Xot once had he

met an American, save the
clerk in the Hotel Conti-
nental. He had not seen
-he mysterious veiled
woman again. There came

a time at iast when he felt
he couldn't stand it any
kmger. and he dropped
;nto the Continental to
shake hand^ with Water-
bury. Connecticut. But
s-rne change had come
there. The clerk regarded

wWch^Ly r^shi&ow of

•You haven't come
across Clarke yet 1

'"
Mr.

Smith inquired.
""Don't know a thing
'

\u25a0:' him." replied the•lerk tersely. That was

And once, in his great
loneliness, he had paused- . watch a child at play in
:heGarden ofthe Tuileries.
;t rosy cheeked little chap
who was whipping a top.
And he had spoken to the
child. The answer was an
incomprehensible jumble
nf sounds

—just sounds.
Even the children in Paris
spoke French! He had
moved on wearily, and as
he went a shrewd-faced
man with beady black
eves

—M.Remi
—

had come

up and inquired of the
child what the strange
American had said and
what had been the answer.

By noon of the seventh
lay. Mt. Smith had ex
hausted those hotels where
he could make himself
understood, and now he had dropped d->wn into a
-eat in the Cafe de la Paix to plan a ...... of
his search, with the aid of an interpreter. Disap-

\u25a0 ointment had l>een added to ....... as he
ad gone on with not one clue: but the bulldog de-
termination was inno wav dulled, his purpose had

\u25a0 >t wavered: Ithad never occurred to him to give
vp

—
to quit. ...would occur to him while W:

Mandevilie Clarke remained to be found.

CLARKE! Vel it was to him, John Smith, thai
the words were addressed! He turned I

iad spoken, the man who clung to him
vv-ith a grip ' : iron. It was the inquisitive

He turned in the direction whence the voice luid
come, and. as yet unnoticed himself, stared, stared
with frank surprise in hi. face. It was Clarke, .ill

ght.
—

he knew the com-
manding, gleaming eyes

f him,—but a different
larke, a Clarke minus the
juure cut beard lit- had
[ways worn, a 'larke
hose head had been

tripped of its glory of
•hite hair, a Clarke who
i.id shrunk from the n>-
>ust. ruddy man he had
cnown to ;imere skeleton
f himself, a "Clarke with
inn. yellow face and C"l<>r-

esslips; but Clarke it was—
the man lie had been

eeking!
Mr.Smith strode straight

-ward him through the
reb <>f spidery tables and

cliairs. heedless of all else.
lthe world, heedless en
f the sudden appearance
t his side of a 5t r inge
lati who said something
i him in English. The

s ightcommotion attracted
larke s attention, and
lere, while still half a

< ozen feet separated them,
ie eyes of the two men
let. Clarke's thin face
rent whitebeneathi1-..;

i>wness and.leaning heavi-
v on the table in front of
lim. he struggled to rise.
t was an effort for him,
desperate effort;but he
nnc to his feet at la -iand
is burning tjaze fastened
self upon Mr. Smith.
Some one laid hands on

Mr.Smith's arm. He shook
t iem off and took another
t«-p forward. Then, and
ot until then, he became
tnscious of the fact that

larke was not alone'
"lu-re was a young woman
rith him, a crirl he knew,
le girl who had directed

lis cab to the Maison de'
re\ ille on his first day in
'aris, a yirl in poise and
n figure and in carriage
;rangely like the mysteri
u^

-
eiled woman inblack

''here was abject terror 11

ler 1'hie. wide opened eyes
blanching of the tos]

ice, an iir oluntarymove
ient of appeal in the slim

white hands appeal to him!
Kee] \u25a0\u25a0 ur >eat. Edna." Clarke commanded it

\u25a0 i thin, whining ' oice of a man who is ill, desper
ately ill. "There will be no scene."

For a second time Mr. Smith attempted to »1
off The restraining ,urnp on his right arm: but thi
time the encircling fingers closed like steel, and agaii
he was conscious of some one mumbling inhis ear

—
something thai seemed to be of no consequence ii

\u25a0

\u25a0 blinding anger that suddenly possessed him. Ht
wanted to sink his fingers into the throal of this man
he wanted to smash thai sickly.yellow face, he wante<

: tiit- bitter rag< that gripped his heart.
And yet, looking ii the 1 übled, pleading blue

\u25a0' eyes that commanded withunspoken
uence, h< ;toi>d silent, rigid.

Finally, after a greal rhile, it seemed, reason came
to "him. and vaguely he made out something

\u25a0

• aid in his ear
\u25a0 M Clarke, you are mv prisoner!"

A \D. as he considered it all with rising spirits,
\u25a0**\u25a0 there came to him indistinctly from a table a
dozen feet away a few word-- in English —

good
United States English. The sound of that voice
brought a quick, tense expression to his face and a
spasmodic gripping movement to his hands. H»-
knew it.knew it despite a certain whining quaver
that had never been there before. He brushed the
crumbs from his knees, folded his napkin carefully.
\u25a03 la Passaic, paid the waiter, and rose. He had
found Clarice!

and perhaps some "tic there
—

an American, oh, joy!—
could give him some information as to where he

might get an interpreter.

A waiter came and inquire-; what Monsieur would
pleased as to have, inquired in the lisping Eng-

bhat nearly every waiter in Paris speaks. IIiw

\u25a0'Ihe be so honored is 1 erve M msietir?
3av, son." queried Mr. Smith. I nder if

any char, c you \u25a0
' '

| plejack is? j \u25a0

lightning?
"

'Applejack?" the wil repeated painfully.
|airsey lightning?'"
"Applejack —it's a drink." Mr. Smil tcidated

\u25a0
- : me :: small glass

\u25a0. -• \u25a0 they terpoi :''-': ''-'
'

Zateesze pomnu .
[ack—zatees lv [a . i French, and Jacques ees

inEnglish. !>:<: ii
''

Zerefor
\u25a0 \u25a0 \u25a0•• James '\u25a0 i drink ? Ees it nol

Mr. Smith I t him in amazement.
•- • \u25a0 ]: •- that mud tr üble. bring eer," he

ted.
Perched there in the ntei f 1 \u25a0 I Mr.

\u25a0 iin many things ovei ncr,
oner back in Pas ai< n ° ding his I I

nIan*>n by ai I . glance at that i
\u25a0-.-•• . \u25a0 icago i

but he loved ii now.
rto that otrict \u25a0

• '
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THE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF
MR. JOHN SMITH IN PARIS


