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CHAPTER XI1,
| Explore a Passage.
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A curréent of cool, fresh air, the
same that had surprised me m the

night, struck my face as | lay flat and
peered into the o ng The lower
passage was as hlack ns pltch, and I
lighted a lantern I had brought with

meo, found that wooden st
conduct bele

1 stood erect In the passage and had
several inches to spara It extended
both ways, running back under the
foundations of the house, and cut
squarely under the park before the
house and toward the school wall. The
alr grew steadily fresher, untll, after
I had gone about two hundred yards, I
reached a point where the wind seemed
to beat down on me from above. [ put
up my hands and found two openings
about three yards apart, through which
the alr sucked steadily. I moved out
of the current with a chuckle in my
throat and a grin on my face. 1 had
passed under the gate in the school
wall, and I knew now why the plers
that held it had been built so high —
they were hollow and were the means
of sending fresh alr into the tunnel.

When I had traveled ahout twenty
yards more 1 felt a slight vibration ac-
companled by a mufled roar, and al-
most Immediately came to a rough
wooden stalr that marked the end of
the passage. | had no means of judg-
ing directions, but I assumed that I
was woll withmn the school park.

I climbed the steps and in & moment
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stood blinking, my lantern In hand, in |

a small, Soored room. Overhead the
tumult and thunder of an organ ex-
plained the tremor znd roar I had
heard below. I was #n the crypt of St
Agatha's chapel. The iunside of the
door by which-I hxe entered was a
part of the walnscoting of the room,
and the opeaing waz wholly covered
with & map of the Holy Land.
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“Anything you say and any way you

say It satizfies me," I replied
“That's ever so nice
said, mockingly again.
I felt foolish and guilty
probably get roundly

of you™
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Erave slsters learned of her talks with
me, and very likely 1 should win thelr

hearty contempt.
back.

But I did not turn
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ous.™

“Where ls your home™ I demanded.
“Chicago, Louisville, Indianapolls, Cin-
elonati, perbaps ™

“Humph, you are dull! You ought
to know from my accent that I'm not
from Chicago. Aund I hope | haven't
& Kentucky girl's alr of waiting to be
flattered to death. And no Indianapo-

Ha girl would talk to a strange man at |

the edge of a deep wood In the gray
twilight of a wipter day,—that's from
a book; and the Cincinnati girl is with-
out wmy elan, esprit,—whatever you
please to call it. She has more Teu
tonie repose —more Gretchen of the
Rhine valley about her. Don't you
adore French, Squire Glenarm?’ she
conciuded, breathlessly, and with no
pause in her quick

e

“1 adore yours, Miss Armstrong.” I
asserted, yielding myself further to the
Joy of {d

ldlocy, and delighting ™ the
] | moods of her

gr out;

] Indeed,

I preferred not to! 1 was not then,—

upon A letter In Laarance Donovan's
| well-kpnown hand, bearing, to my sur-
prise, an American stamp and post-
{marked New Orleans. It was dated,
. however, at Vera Cruz, Mexico, De-
,cember 15, 1901, and gave a charac-
teristieally racy account of his efforts
to dodge the Britlsh detective who was
pursuing him. He hoped, he wrote, to
cross the borders into Texas, but de-

“I hope the reason you're leaving  clared that he should keep clear of In-

isn't—" I hesitated.
“Ill conduet?

They're

|diana, as he was unacquainted with

Oh, yes: I'm terribly  the Indian language.

Batea gave me my coffee in the
(Hbrary, as I wished to settle down to
'an evening of reflection without delny.
, Larry’s report of himself was not reas-
(#uring. despite its cheerful tone. I
. knew that if he had any {dea of trying
| to reach me he would not mention (t

in a letter which might fall into the
handas of the authorities, and the hope
jthat he might jorn me grew. I was

not, perhaps, entitled to a companion

iat Glenarm under the terms of my
exile, but as a matter of protection in
the existing condition of affairs there
could be no legal or moral reason why
I should not defend myself agalnst my
foes, and Larry was an ally worth
having.

My neighbor, the chaplain, had In-
advertently given me a bit of impor
tant news; and my mind kept revert-
g to the fact that Morgan was re
axecutor of
New York.

happened

]

'ulm and high ambitions had baeen
pralsed by my family until his very
name sickened meo: and yet my own
grandfather had thought it wise to In-
trust his fortune and my future to the
man of all men who was most repug-
nant to me. I rose and paced the floor
| In anger.

My rage must faston upon some one,

it. I went to the kitchen, where he

feelings upon him. only to find him
gone. 1 climbed to his room and found
it empty. Very likely he was off con-
doling with his friend and fellow con- :
spirator, the caretaker. and [ fumed |
with rage and disappointment. 1 was
thoroughly tired.—as tired as on days
when 1 had beaten my way through
tropical junglea without food or water:
but T wished, in my Impotent anger |
against I knew not what agenclas, to |
| punish mysolf,—to induce an utter I
wearioess that would send me ex |
hausted to bed. |

even altacked him a few days after
Glenarm came.”™
“Yes, und he hit me over the head

with a club, It was his indiscretion,
sir. He wanted to go through the Ui-
brary in broad daylight, and it wasn't
any use, anyhow. There's nothing
there ™

“But | don't ke the looks of this
shooting. Morgan's sick and out of
his head But a fellow lUke Morgan
lsn’t likely to shoot himself accldent
ally, and now that it's done the work's
stopped and the time is running on.
What you thick Glenarm sus
pects ™

“I can't tell, sir, but mighty HNttle,
I should say. The shot through the
window the first night he was here
seemed to shake him a trifle, but he's
Quite sottled down now, | should say,
sir. That shot of Morgan's was a
great mistake. The young geatlemaa
isn't to be frightened away as easily
as that"

“Morgan's a fool. But what 1s Glen-
arm doing? He probably doean't apend
much time on this side of the fence—
deesn’t haant the chapel, I fancy?”

“Lord, no! 1 hardly suspect the
young gentleman of being a praying

“You haven't seem him prowling
about the house analyzing the archi-

tacture—"
“Not a bit of It, sir! He hasn't. |

do

and HBatos was the nearest target for -

usualiy spent his evanings, to vent my |

i house. The chapal

“Now, Bates,” he sald with a ring
of authority and speaking in" a louder |
key than he had yet used, “it's !
duty under all circumstances to
discover the hidden assets of the
tate. We've got to pluck the mystery
from that architecteral monster over '
there, and the time for doing It is t:
short enough. Mr. Glenarm was &
rich man. To my own knowledge he
had a couple of millions, and he
couldn't have spent it all on that !
house. He reduced his bank account
to & few thousand dollars and swept
out his safety deposit boxes with a
broom before his last trip to Ver-
mont He didn’t die with the stuff in
his clothes, did he?™

"Lord bless me, no, sir! There was
lttie enough cash to bury him, with
you out of the country and me alone
with him.*™

“He was a crank and [ suppose he
got a lot of satisfaction out of burylng
his money. But this hunt for it lsa't

£

A

“Good-by!™
away in the mist toward St. Agatha's

I faltered, as she sped

CHAPTER XV,
The Girl In Gray.

My first thought was to find the
arypt door and return through the tun-
nel before BHates could reach the
Wis opan, and by.
lighting matches | found my way to
the map and panel. 1 slipped through
and ciosed the opening: then ran
through the passage with gratitude to
the generous builder who had given it
a clear floor and an ample roof. y
my haste | miscalculated its length,
pitching headlong Into the stens un-
der the trap bemeath Glenarm House !

I heard Bates entering at the rear

and knew that I bad won the race
by a scrateh. There was but a mo
ment In which to throw my coat and
cap under the divan in the Ubrary,
slap the dust from my clothes and
mwmummmhnm
fthe candles blared tranquilly,
' Bates’ step was as steady as ever—
‘there was not the slightest hint of
oxcitement In it—as he came and
‘wtood within the door.

“Beg pardon, Mr. Glenarm, d1d you

13
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|
:

J

i
£7

i
j
i

i

i

! doora,

grateful for yeur care of
I bhad expectsd to
dlacomfort out hese, but you

ARl e &

what | can, sir.,”
He brought fresh candles for the

passed behind me on these ordnuds.
Hiz transition from the role of con-
spirator to that of my flawless marr-
ant was almost too abrupt

I dismiesed him as quickly as poasi
bla, and Mstened to his step through
the halls as he went about locking the
The locking-up process had

and hurrled up with outstretched
hand.

“This is indeed good fortune! We
dropped off here last night rather un-
expectedly to rest & hot box and
should have boen picked up by the
early express for Chicago; but there
was a miscarriage of orders some-
where and we now have to walt for
the nine o'clock, and it's late. If I'q
known how much behind it was |
should have run out to see you How
are things golng™

“As smooth as a whistle! It really
fsn't o bad when you face It. And the
fact is I'm actually at work.™

“That's splend!d. The year will g0
fast enough, never fear. [ suppose
you pine for a little human society
now and then. A man can never strike
the right medlum In such things. In
New York we are all rushed to death.
I sometimes feal that I'd lke a Httle
rustication myself. I get nervous, and
working for corporations is wearing.
The old gentleman there 1 Tayler,
president of the Mid-Western and
Southern. The ladies are his wife and
a friend of hers.

| '5

see beyond me. ! bhad jumped
the conversation from Indiana farm

“That's she—the one In the ETAy
[mnt. talking to the clergyman. She
{came a moment ago in the carriage.”
"The ome with the umbreila? I
thought you sald—*
Mrs. Taylor glanced at her sister
warningly, and they both looked at
me. Then they detached themselves
and movec away. There was some one
on the farther platform whom they
wished to ses, and Taylor, not under
standing thelr maneuver—he was real-
{ Iy anxious, I think, not to be left alone
| with me—started down the platform
after them, I following. Mrs. Taylor
and her srster walked to the end of
the piatform and looked across, a bis
cuit toss away, to where Stoddard
stood talking to the girl I had already
heard described as wearing a gray
coat and carrying an umbrella.
The girl In gray crossed the track
quickly and addressed the two women
cordlally. Taylor's back was to her
| and he was growing eloguent In a mild
well-bred way over the dullnesas of our
: Statesmen In not seelng the sdyan
ftunu that wounld accrus to the United
States in fostering our shipprug Indus-
| try. His wife, her sister and the girl
| In gray were 80 near that | could hear
| plainly what they were saying. They
were referring apparently to the girl's
j refusal of an Invitation to accompany
them to Callfornia
“So you can't go—Iit's too bad! We
had hoped that when you really saw
}m on the way you would releat.,” sald
Mre. Taylor.
| “But there are many reasons: and
| above all Sister Thoresa nesls me.”
It was the voice of Ollvia, a Iittle
: lower, a little more restrained than I
had known it: but undeniably it was
she.
“But think of the rose gardens that
'are walting for us out there!™ gald the
In:hl-r lady. They were showing her
| the deference that elderly womaen al-
ways have for pretty girls.
' “Alas, and again alas!” execlalmed
| Olivia. “Please don't make it harder

for me than neceasary. But | Eave my
| promise & year ago to spend these
{ holldays in Clunempatl”

| She Ignored me wholly and after
| shaking hands with the ladies returned
(to the other platform I wondered

;whnhnr she waa overlooking Taylor
on purpose to cut me.

Taylor was stil]l at his lecture on the
needa of our American merchant ma-
rine when Pickering passed hurriedly,
crossed the track and began speaking
earnestly to the girl In gray.

“The American fag should command
the soas. What we need is not more
battleships but mors freight car
rlers—" Taylor was saying.

{ But I was watching Ollvia Gladys
Armstrong. In a loog skirt, with her
| halr eaught up under a gxray toque that
. matehed her coat perfectly, she was
net my Olivin of the tam-o'-shanter,
who had pursued the rabbit; nor yet
the unsophisticated school girl, who
'bad suffered my idiotle babble: nor,
! ngam, the dreamy rapt organist of the
| chapel. She was a Erown woman with
At least 20 summers to her credit. and
| there was about ber an alr of knowing
| the world, and of not belng at all a
person one would make foollsh speech-
ot to. She spoke to Plekering Eravely.,
| Once she smiled dolefully and shook
her head, and I vagusly strove to re-
member where I had seen that look
{In her eyes before. Her gold beads,
{ which I had once carrted in my pocket,
| were clasped tight about the close col-
lar of her dress; and I was glad, very
| glad, that | had ever touched anything
i that belonged Lo her.

Whe was Olivia Gladys Armstrong
and what was Arthur Plekering’s busl-
| ness with her? And what was It she
had sald to me that evening when I
hud found her playing on the chapel
‘nrgan.’ S0 much happened that day
| that T had almost forgotten, and, in-
| deed, I had tried to forget that 1 made
'a fool of myselt for the edification of
| an amusing little school girl, “Then
| you prefer to lgnore the first time I
| ever saw you," she had sald: but 1 I
' had thought of it at all it had been
;wlt.h righteous self-contempt. Or, [
may have flattered my vanity with the
| reflectfon that she had eved me—her
| hero, perhaps—with wistful admira-
tion across the wall

Meanwhile the Chicago express
roared into Annandale and the private
{car was attached. Taylor watched
the tralnmen with the cool interest of
{& man for whom the proceeding had
;no novsity, while he continued to di-
{Iate upon the nation’s commercial op-
| portunities. 1 turned perforce, and
 walked with hrm back toward the sta-
| ton, where Mre. Taylor and her sister
were talking to the conductor.

Plckering came running across the
platform with several telegrams in his
hand.

“I'm awfully sorry, Glenarm, that
,our stop's so short"—and Pickering's
, face wore a worried look as he ad-
dressed me, bis eyes on the conductor.

“How far do you go?™ I asked.

“California. We have large Interests
out there and [ have to attend some
stockholders’ meetings In Colorado in
Janunry.”

“Ah, you busmess men! You hysi.
ness men!™ I sald reproachfully,
to call him a biackguard then

and
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