
THE WRONG DOOR
By Frank H. Williams.

As the door ominously closed
behind him and he heard the lock
click, Harry Askew realised, with
something approaching a feeling
of fear, that he had entered the
wrong door. The spot where he
stood was in total darkness, but
he had the feeling of something
alive and deadly near him, in a
little panic, which he could not
control he turned frantically to
the door and fumbled over it, en-

deavoring to find and unfasten
the lock. The lock he found in a
moment, but his efforts to unlock
it were in vain.

At length, after he had assured
himself" beyond any doubt that
exit through this way was im-

possible, Harry took a fresh hold
of his courage and crept forward
cautiously. Again he had the
feeling of someone, or something,
alive and deadly, near him,
watching him and ready at any
moment to, pounce upon his fear-strick- en

body.
Presently Harry felt the wall

which he was following come to
an end, and further investigation
showed that he had come to a cor-
ner in the passageway Further-
more at the end of the hall he per-
ceived a pencil of light lining the
bottom of a door. Even as he
looked he saw the door open and
a gigantic negro entered the
lighted room. The negro then
was the person whose presence
Harry had felt. The mere knowl-
edge that human beings were m.
the room ahead of him, gave Har
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ry renewed 'courage and he
bounded intovthe room.

The scene which met his glance
was odd in the"" extreme. Seated
before an open fire as an ex-

tremely pretty young woman
attired in overalls. Near her
stood the negro whom Harry had
seen, and the big black was slow-

ly waving a peacock fan over the
woman's head. For a moment
Harry stood amazed, and then all
the stories he had ever, read

to people who inadvertently
entered the wrong house flashed
into his head. - -

"Madam," he sajd, politely. "I
presume, basing my assumption
upon what I have read in stories,
that it is now up to me to marry
you, to' rescue the family jewels,
pose as your husband, or do
something of that nature."

The girl turned her face toward
Harry again, and. he was struck
by her unusual beauty.

"Why.do you think so?" she
asked.

"Because," Harry replied, "that
seems to be the obvious, the nat-
ural,1 the inevitable end to such-- a

meeting as this.7
t

The girl nodded understan-
ding.

"I'll acknowledge," the girl re-

plied, "that'there is something I
would like to have you do."

"I knew it," Harry cried.
"What is it? Is there someone
you want me t out yof the
way? Am I to pose as a brother,
or what?"

"I'll tell you," the girl answer-
ed "I rather like the 'way you
have taken, this affair, and I rqally


