JAFFREY—PART IL
CHAPTER V.

HERE are few things more palin-

ful than to pry Into the In-

timacies of those wa have loved;

and Jaffery and 1 had to pry

flons, because Dorla, who might have

saved our obligatory search from im-

foertinencs, lay, herself. on the Border-

., Bo, one dark morning, Jaffery and. I

u the study door and entered the
, barren room. 1 turned on
the elsctric light. With its white, dis-
tempered, piloturcless walls, and Its
scanty office furniture, the room looked
inexpresaibly dreary. We went to the
Ubrary table. A quill pen lay on the
blotting pad, its point in the midet of
& oouple of square Inches of Idle
arabasques. On three different parts
of the pad marked by singularly little
blotted matter the quill had scrawled
“God. A Novel. By Adrian Boldero.”
On & brass ash try | noticed three ciga-
reties, of each of which only about an
eighth of an inch had been smoked.
Jaffery, who had the key that used to
hang at the end of Adrian's wateh
chain, unlocked the iron safe. Its heavy
door swung back and revealed Ita conm-
tents. Thres shelves crammed from bot-
tom to top with a chaos of loose sheeats
of . Nowhere a wign of the trim
block of well-ordered manuser)

“Pretty kind of hay,"” growled Jaffery,
Purveying It with a perplexed look.
“We'll have our work cut out.”

“It'll be all right,”” sald 1. “Lift out
the top shelf as carefully as you can.
You may be sure Adrian had some sort
of mehtod,”

Onto the cleared library table Jafery
deposited three loose, ragged plles. We
looked through them in utter bewilder-
ment. Soms of the sheets unnumbered,
unconnected, one with the other, were
pages of definite manuseript ;| these we
put aside; others contalned joltings,
notes, fragments of dlalogue. a confused
gulutmh_ of names, Incomprehensible

mor of Incidents, Of the Iatter
one has stuck In my memory, “Lancelot
Binlow uguu- Guinevere, the false ‘Im-
maculata,’ and Jehovah steps In.”' Other
sheots were covered with meaningless
phrases, the crude drawing that the

man makes mechanically while
he Is thinking over his work, and arabes-
ques such as we found on the blotting

In a little while we tried to
ut the
e8ts together In their ord-r.’ golng
¥ _the grammatical sequence of the
c?d of one page with the heginning
of the next, but rarely could we ob-
taln more than three or four of much
;—onmullvo pages. We were confused,
t:’ 'lh'r at least a dozen headed “Chap-

are’'s another ashelf,
sald Jaffery, turning Away,

I nodded and went on with my pus-
gling task of collation. But the mors
I examined the more dld my brain
reel. I could not find the nucleus of
& coherent story, A great shout from
Jaffery made mas start In my chalr,
“"E?.?ny! At last! T've got It! Here

He came with three thick clumps of
manuscript neatly pinned together In
brown paper wrappers and dumped
lh.-.-m with a bang In front of me.
m:!‘h:::i“h hod eﬂ.ﬂ; hrlnllrn: down

and on the top o

"'l‘!ll‘tk God!" mald I Y SHEIPUAN

Ho removed his hand. Then, as he
told me afterward, I sprang to my
feet with a screech llke & woman's.
For there, staring me In the face, on
& white Iabel gummed onto the brown
a:?r. was the hand-written Inscrip-

“*The Diamond Gate. A Novel—b
Thomas Castleton.” ¥

“Look!" T erled, pointing: and Jaf-
fory looked, And for a second or two
we both atood stock atill,

The writing was Tom Castleton's;
and the writing of the script hastily
flung open by Jaffery was Tom Cas-
tleton's—Tom Castleton, the one Ke-

fus of our boylsh brotherhood, who

d died on his voyage to Australia.

ere was no mistake. The great,
square, virille hand was only ton fa-
millar—as different from Adrian's

reoise, saocademical writing as Tom
stleton from Adrian,
en our eyes met and we reailzed
@ sin that had been committed.
ere was the original manuscript
of “The Diamond Gate “The Dia-
mond Gate" was the work not of
Agrlun Boldero, but of Tom Cantleton,
Adrian  had wtolen “The Diamond
Gate” from a dead man. Not only
from a dead man, but from the dead
friend who had loved and trusted him.

The great epoch-making novel did

not exist.

anyhow,"

It had never existed. Even If Adriun
lived it would have had no possi-
bility of existing

rian was dead and could not speak.
What was it that in the first place made
m yleld to templation? What kink In
the brain warped his moral sense? God

ma judges, poor boy, net 1, Tom
tleton had put the manuseript of
‘*Phe Diamond Gate' Into his hands.

Undoubtedly he wuas to arrange for jts
publication. Caatleton’'s appointment to
the professorship In Auatralla had been
a sudden matler, an | well remember
necessitating a feverish mcramble to get
his affairs In order before he salled.
Why did not Adrian In the affectionate
glow of parting esend the manuscript
stralght off to a publisher? At firat it

was merely a question of dispatching |1y,

Hnrm-l and writing & covering letler.
y

were not parcel and letter sent? | the atrengt

gripped my knee In his mighty grasp, 8o

that winced n :
"Alrh Is dead. child is dead,
But the book lives, You un )

His great fist touched my face. "The
book lives. You have n-: "
“Very well,” sald 1, “I've seen it.”
“You swear you've seen It1"

“Very well,” sald 1. “if you insist, T
can wash my hands of tha whols mat-
ter. [ saw a completed manuscript. You
Are my co-executor and trustes, You
took It away. That's all 1 know, Wil
that do for you?'

“Yes. And I'll give you a recsipt.
Whatever happens, you're not

if 1 like.

able. I can burn the thing
anything | chooss. But you've sesn the
outside of It."

He went to the writing table by the
gloomy window and scribbled a memo-
randum and duplicate, which wa both
nigned. Each pocketed a copy. Then he
tu on me,

“I needn't mention that you'rs nol
moing to give a hint to & human soul of
what you have seen this day?"’

1 faced him and looked Into his eyes.
‘*What do you take me for? Bul you'rs
forgeiting. Thers In one human soul
who must know,"”

He was pllent for a minute or two.
Then wtih his great-hearted smile:

“You and Barbara are one,” sald he.

Pressantly, after a little desultory talk,
he took a folded paper from his pocket
and shook |t out before me. I recog-
nigad the top sheet of the blotting-pad
on which Adrian had written thrice:

“Good: A Novel. By Adrian Boldero.

“We had better burn this,” sald he,
and he threw it itno ths fire.

CHAPTER V1.

The flower beds shone gay with tullps
and byacinths; In the long grass beyond
the lawn and under the trees danced a
thousand daffodils; and by thelr side
warmly wrapped up ia furs lay Doria
on & long cane chair,

AN of a sudden, from nowhere In par-
ticular, there stapped into the landscaps
(framed, you must remember, by the
amba of my door) a huge and familinr

gure, carrying a great sultcase. He

ut this on the {m\mﬂ. ruashed up to
ria, shook her by both hands, sawun
Busan In the air and kissed her, an
was still Iaughing and making the
welkin ring—that is to say, making a
thunderous nolse—when I, having sped
across the lawn, {oln«i the group.

“Hello!" sald I, "how did you get
here?'’

“Walked from the station,’ sald Jaf-
fery. "Came down by an earller train.
No good staying In town on such a
morning. esides—"' He glanced at
Doria In significant apotheosis.

"And you lugged that Infernal thing a
mile and a half?" 1 naked, pointh to
the sultcase, which must have welghed
half & ton. “"Why didn't you leave It
to ba called for?"

“This? This little satchel?' He lifted
It up by one finger and inned,

Chairs were fetched from a far-off
summer house and we peitled down,
Jaffery lit his pipe, amiled at Do and
metl a very wietful look, He held her
eves for & aspace, and lald his great
hand very gently on hers.

1 know what you're thinking of."" he
sald, with an arreating tenderness in his
deap volece. “You won't have to walt
much longer."

“Is It mt the printer'sa?"

“It's printed.”

Earbara and [ gave esach a little atart
—we looked at Jaffery, who was taking
no notice of ua, and then queationingly

at each other. What on earth did the
man mean?
“From tomorrow onward, till publica-

tion, the preas will be fooded with para-
graphas about Adrium Boldero's new
book. 1 fixed It up with Wittekind, as
a nort of welcome home lo you,"

‘““That was very kind, Jaffery,” msald
Dorin: “but wans it necessary? 1 mean,
couldn't Wittekind,

‘It waggnecessary in & way.,' sald Jaf-
fery. ""We wanted you to pass the

proofs,"’

Dorvia smlled prouvdly, "Fasa Adrian‘s
proofa” 17 1 wouldn’t presume to do
such a thing."

"“Well, here they are, anyway,” sald
Jaffery.

And to the bawllderment of Barbara
and myself, he snapped open the hasps
of his sultcase and drew out & great
thick clump of galley proofs fastened
by = clip at the left-hand top corner,
which he deposited on Doria's lap.
fhe closed her evenm and her eyellds
futtered am she Angered the precloums
thing. For a moment we thought she
was golng to faint, Theres wans breath-
lean wilance.

Jaffery touched Dorin’s hand with
nia fNnger tipe. She opened her eyes
and smiled wanly, and looked at the
front slip of the long proofs. At once
she sat bolt upright,

“Phe Greater Qlory' But that
waan't Adrian's title. His 1itle was
‘God! Who has dared to change It™

Her eyes fiashed, her little body
quivered. She famed an incarnate
indignation. For some reason or other
she turned accusingly on me.

"1 knew nolhing of the change,
sald I, "but I'm gind to hear of it
ow."

:1 Many timen before had I been forced
to disclalm knowledge of what Jaf-
ferv had Leen doing with the book

“Wittekind wouldn't have the old
title,” eried Jaffery eagerly. “The
public are very narrow-minded, and
he felt that In certain quarters it
might be misunderstood.”

"f’t‘l!lnklml !nlu} drnlr“?drln_n that he

yought It n perfect e."

”"mfr dear Adrian’ snid I, pacifical-
“wan a man of enormous will

power, and gorhnpl Wittekind hadn't

Merely through the sheer Indolence that | him."

was charaoterlatic of Advian, Then
ecame the news of Castleton's desth.
From that moment the polson of temp-
tation must have begun to work. For
yvears, In hils eany way, he wruggled
agalnet 1t until, perhaps, desperute for
Dorla, he succumbed. What aseript,
typa, or hand-written, he sent to Kitte-
kind, the publisher of “The Diamond
Gate,”” T did not learn 111] later. RAut
why did he not destroy Tom Cawstleton's
original manuscript?

And when the book hlazed Into Instan-
taneous success, and he accepted it
gay and debonair, what could have been
the atate of that man's moul?

Well * * ¢ had been awept off
hle feet, If any man ever
woman passionately and devotedly, AA-
rian loved Dorla. For what It may be
worth, put that to his credii; he sinned
for love of & woman. And the reat?
The tragic rest? His undertakig to
write  another novel? TIndomitable
self-confidence waa the ke¥note of the
man., Careless, casual lover of eane
that he was, evervthing he had defl.
nitely set himself to do heretofore, he
had done.

No wonder he could not
wonder he drank In seoret,

Jaftery threw a couple of logs on the
fire—the ship logs that Adrian loved,
the sea-salts, bartum, strontium and
what-not, gave green and crimson and
lavender flames.

Then suddenly he shook himaelf llke a

sleep. No

great dog,
to save her.” he ocried with a startling
guaver in khla deap volee,

“T would glve the #oul out of my body

T know vou love her dearly, old
man,”' said 1, “but 18 life the best thing
you ran wish for hep?*

“"Why not T

“Isn't 1t obvious? Bhe recovers—she
will, most probably, recover: Jepson

snfd no this marning—she comes back o

fe to find what? The shattering of her

fdo). That will kill her. My dear old
Jaft, it's better that she ashould die
now."

Rugged lines that T had never seen be-
fora come Into his brow, and his eves
Dbinsed.
Whiat
1Anln ™
“Bhe I» hound ta learn the truth '
He darted forward in his chair and

do you mean—shattering of

loved u

to stand up agsinat
“O3f coursme he hadn't’ n_'clnlmm
lroria “Of course he hadn't when

Adriun was alive: now Adrian'y dead,
| olng to do jusi a8 he
he thinks he I8 K *lot willo 1 Jive

choosen, He lan't!
il
h?ll:f.fl:-ry looksd at me from beneath

bent browa and hiiu eyes were turnad
wold blue sleel
l'{'l‘i'ﬁun:" said he, “will you kindly
tell Dorla what we found on Adrian's
blotting pad-—the words he ever
wrote™*
What he desired me to say was ob-

snld

last

vious. "
“Written three or four times

e words:
I, “we found the e rian Boldero.

ilor vel by

h!f’\lﬁfyhul‘.‘ hp:(: become of the blotting
a7

m:"rhe ahaet seemed to be of no value,

destroyed It with & lot of other

oss further evi-

Ay Wa
unimportant papers
“Apnd 1 came Aor
dence,” ntdh.lnfhnl
« name the novel,
“l::lu'- anger dled away. Bhe looked
past us Into the vold, T should !!’Kc e
huve had Adrian's last  words, she
whispered, Then Uringing her‘ltlf back
to earth, she beggaed Jaffery’s pardon
very touchingly, Adrian’s fmplied In-
tention Wis & command. She, l?o, ap-
proved the change, “Hut I'm =0
jealous,” she said, with a catch in _her
votee, “of my dear husband's work, You
must forgive me. I'm sure you've done
everything that was right and good,

Iafrery.” She held out the great bundle
and smiled. 1 pass the proofs."

The aood-humored giant ‘umbered
away, and Busan, Anding herself In an-
Alaputed possession, fook him off to re-
mota recessen of the kitchen garden, far
from casual Intruders Meanwhile 1
went on reading, very much puzsled.

waturally the style was not that »f “The
Namond (inte,” which was the atyle of
Tam Castleton and not of Adrian
foldere, But was what T read the style
of Adrian Boldera® This vivid, wirlle
opening® The scene of the iwo dere-
llets who hatsd ane another, fortultously
meeting on the ald tramp steamer?® This
cunning evocation of smells, fute, Dilge

walnr‘ the warm »lla of the engine
After ‘ long apell, T cook out R
watch. Ii was twenly past sma

*The Oreater |

“of his intention |

- N e e S - Wy 3]
iy ol Rl (’,ﬂ 4

vﬁmtmm

Minched at halfpast. I rose,

w houss and upon J
And Bupan. The latter 1 &w
nblullo{u. mu

pority (o her
am to
Jaftery, "l challe him,

“You hulking ba r." sald 1 s
the good of onding with me?
didn’t you tell me at once that you
written It yourself?"

He looked at me anxiously, *What
makes you think sot
poarsased

""The simple Intell
r!t‘ 1 contin
but stood staring
fort

the average adult,
A& he made no reply,
at ma In Ingenuous discom “you
couldn't have got this out. of poor
Adrian's mush ; secondly, Adrian hadn’t
the experience of life to have written
it: thirdly, T have read mu; brilliant
- hyllnuutrltlei'n;lmm 'tt!u 'DII y Gasette
" ave litile cully In recognisl
the hand of Jaffery Cha »” b
“Good Tord!” sald he. "It fsn't e
obvious as all that?"

I laughed. "Then you MA write 1™
“Of eourse,” he growled. “RBut T didn't
want you to know. 1 tried to get as
near Tom Castleton as 1 tould, Look
here"—he gripped my shoulder—™f it's
such a transparent fraud, what the
blases fs going to P

My snthusiastic answer sxpressed the
sincerity of my & atlon. He posl-
tively bluahed and looked at me rathar
gulltily, like a schoolboy detectad In the

Both Jaffrey and Doria Felt a Thrill As They Were Introduced.

TIMES,

everything was typed now-

ing takes tifne,” replied Jaffery,
serenely. “And I'm not an advoonts of
mmbd. and walar bathas for
pri I:‘II wanted to rush the book
out as qu as possible, | didn't see
T pamper them with type.
ugl manusc of

“No,"" sald Doria.
“Well don't you ase” sald Jaffery.
with a smile.

For the firat time | Old Man
Jornlero He had brought up his
dlulh“'r’{cr m the msddln’ me-
chanles the Iterary life, o m

great relisf Doria swallowed the incredi-

o & they st togeth the
ne da [T] L1 ogeiher on
baloony Jaffery loet his head.

It waa allly, sentimental, sachooliboyish
~what you pleass; but every man's Arst
deciaration of love ls pathop--the senith
of lon econnoting rha the
nlllﬁ' o‘ Ein lmoﬁlnm:o. R'n,n.,’: the
declaration was made, without shadow
o!gllltﬂo.

“But I'm not
bound to Adrian.’

“"You oan't be bound to him forever
and ever,'

“1 am. That's why it's shameful and
dishonorable of you'—his blue syes
flashed dangerously and he clenched his

"~ free woman; I'm

i v’ e, ‘f.ﬂ‘ LT AR b ‘!‘.. '|
L1 S

L'

0 1

N
-
-

I'm not going to
rmlr on the sofa
¢ room.

volos, "
hm ,C:‘MM her
and strode out of t

CHAPTER VIIL

It was Baturday morning. 1 was
shaving peacefully In my dressing
room when Jaffery, after thunderous-
ly demanding admittance. rushad In,
clad in bath gown and slippersa, flour-
Ishing a latter,

“Read that." '

l:“ll'l.ﬂ Liosha's handwriting, I
rend:

“Dear Jaff Chayne:

“As you are my trustes, I guess I
ought to tell you what I'm golng te
do. I'm going to marry Ras Fendl-
hook—"

I looked up.
man was married alr

“He Is. Read on.”

“We are goin
once, We are goln

avre In Franoe. As sayr that be-
causs I am a wido * and an Albanian
it would be an awful trouble fofr me to

et married in England, and I would
ave to mive up half my money to
overnment. But in France, owing to
ifferent lawe, | can get married
without any fuss at all, I don't un-

“But you told me the
eady.”

to be married at
to be married at

act of helping &an old woman across the
road.

To Barbara and myself awalting our
gueats in the drawing room before din-
ner, the Airat to come was Doria, whom
we hadn't seen since Jlunch; an Interest-
Ing igure In her low evening dress; you
cean Imagine a Tanagre Ngure In bhlack
and while lvory. er faca however,
was a passion of excitement.

“It's wonderful,” she criesd. “More
than wonderful. Even | didn't know till
today what & great genlus Adrian was,
All these things he describes—he never
saw them, He Imagined, created.  Oh,
my God! If only he had lived to finlsh
it.'* 8he put her two hands befors her
eves and dashed them swift awnay—
“Jafrery has done his beat, poor fellow,
But, oh! the bridges he speaks of-
they're so crude, so erude! 1 can see
every one, The murder-you remen
ber?"

“"But apart from my amateur joining
of the flats, you think the book’'s worthy

of Adrian?"
“Oh, 1 do,” she oried passionately.
“I do. It'e the work of a geniua. 1It's

Adrian in all this maturity, In all hie
greatness!”

CHAAPTER VIIL.

Doria, steing Jaffery unressntful of
kicking, continued to kick (when Bar-
barn wasn't iooking—for Barbars: had
read her a lecture on the polite treat-
ment of trustees and executors) and |
made him more ber slave than ever. He
fetched wnd oarvied. Heo read poetry.
He was ustodian of the sacred rub- |
bars, when the grass was damp. He
shielded her from over-rough lnourstons
on the part of Litany of Btalnt Adrian.
He wacrificed his golf so that he could
#it near her and hold fgurative wool

for her to unwind, It waas ver protty |
to watoh them. The contrast tween
them made ‘ls unceasing s 1. 4
sldes, Doria did not kick all the time;

there were long apells during which,
touched by the glant's devollon, she re-
pald It In tokens of tender regard,

These Kiyllle relations eontinued an-
ruffied for some days, until 4 letter ar-
rived from the eminent aovelst to
whom, with Doria's Approval, Jaffersy
had sent the proofs

‘A marvelous ory.” was dhe great
man's  verdict; “singularly  different
from ‘The Diamond Gate,' only resem-
bling It In Ita largeness of conception
and the perfection of 1ts kind. The al-
teration of a single word would gpoill
{t. If an allen “and Is there, it s tm-
unlﬂtlblv."

At this splendld tribute Jaffary beamed
with happiness, He tossed the letter 4o
Barba¥a across the breakfast table.

L | .I’uit:!la ilke o f‘oimplll'q the proofs
with an's original wa
Whare s I1?" asked Dori .

Here was the question w

' Al
arggina. agery fad voranchdy !
and, of gourse, Lhey’'ve destrgped iv.'

LN

hands, but, heedless, she went on—""yes, Vd-uund It, but Ras has consulted a

mean and base and despicuble of you Lo
wish to betray him Adrian

"Oh, don'y talk drivel, It makes me
Ak Leave Adrian alone and listen to
& lIVving man,” he shouted, aTl the pent-
up Inteliectual disguste and sex jenlous-
leg bursting out In » mad gush. “A
real, live mun," who would walk through
Hades for you!' He caught her frail

body In his great grasp, and she vi-
bLiruled llke a bit of wire caught by a
dynamo. "My love for you has nothing
whatever to do with Adrian, I've been
as loyal to him as one man can be to
another, living and dead, Hy God, 1
have! Ask lilary and Barbare, Hut |
want you, I've wanted you since the
first moment | sel eyes on you, You've
got Inte my blood, You're golng to
marry me, Adrian or no Adrian,"”

He bent over her and she met the pas-
slon In his eyes bravely. Bhe did not
lack cournge. And her eyes wers hard
and her lips were white and her fmce
waus pinched into a marble statuette of
hate, And physical paln, he continued:

“I've walted for you, I've walted for
you from the moment I heard you were
engaged to the other man. And I'll ¥o
on walting, But, by God!"—and, not
knowing what he did, he shook her
backward and forward— "“I'll not go on
walting forever. You—You little bit of
mystery—you little bit of sternlly—you—
you—ah.

With a great gesturs he released her,
But the poor oﬁa had not counted on
his strength. s unwitting viclence
sent her spinning, and she fell, knock-
ing her head against a sofa. He uttered
a gasp of horror and In an Instant Mrt-

| #d her and laid her on the mofa, and on
| him kneea bealde her, With remorss over-

surging his passion, behaved llke a peni-
tent fool, accusing himself of all the
unforgivable savageries over practiced
by the barbaric male. Dorla, who was
not hurt In the least, sat up and pointed
to the door. X

“Go!" she oaid. "Go! You're nothing
but & brute’

Jatfery roee from his kneea and re-
garded her in the hebstude of reaction.

*1 suppose I am, Douria, but it's my
“‘ of loving you." “

Hhe atill pointed. G0, she sald tone-
leasly. "I can't turn yolu out, but It Ad-
rain waas slive—ha'! ha! bha!'-—" ashe
laughed, with a touch of hysteria, “How
do you dare, you barren rascal-how do
you dare think you can take *the vlace
of a man llke Adrian?®’

The whip of her tongue lashed him to
sudden fury. He picked her up bodlly
and held her in spite of strugglies, just
as you or I would hold.a oat or a rab-

t.

M“Yo Httle fool,'” sald he, “don’t you
know the difference between a man and
i &

Realizsation of the tragedy struck him

as & stray bullat might have struck him

on the sie of the head. He turned
"'Eﬁmu. said he In & changed

| when you know him better.

lawyer, mo It's all right. 1 suppose
when I am married you won't be my
trustes any more. Bo, dear Jaft
Chayne, 1 must say goodbv and thank
you for all your great kindnesas to
me, | am sorry you and Barbara lm!1
Hilary don't like Ras, which his real/
name really ls Erasmus but you will

“Yours affectionately
“LIOSHA PRESCOTT."
We dldn't llke the bounder; of all
the musle hall celebrities in Europe |
Has Fendihoock was the least likable
wnd the greatest villlan, ]

|
|
\
|

“Of all the Inferna) scoundrels!”™ 1
cried.
“There's going to be trouble' sald

Jaffery, ...3 his look signified that It|]
was he who Intended to cause (L.
“Hut why Havre of all places in the

world?' aaid 1

“l msuppone It's the only one he
knows,” replied Jaffery. ‘JHe must
have once gone to Parls by At route.

It's the cheapeat.”

“Procisely,” sald 1.

“Guod Lord!" cried Jaffery. “Do you
think she's gone off with the fellow
wiready?"”

“You had betler Fing up Queen's Gale
and find out."

He rushed from the room. 1 hastily
finished wshaving, while Barbara dis-
coursed to me on the neglect of our
duties with regard to Liosna,

Presently Jaffery burst In like a rhi-

noceros

“Bhe's gone! She went on Thursday.
And this is Baturday., Fwndihook left
last Sunday. Evidently she bas joined

m.

We regarded each other in dlamay.

“They're In Havre by now,"” sald Far- |
bara

Off we went,

We caught the Havre |

boat. | had an awful night. Jaftery
hunted me out of my herth (n the morn-
Ing, and we foined the landing humen

sardine pack. Jaffery wam behind me. |
1 !ll!‘l over my shoulder. |

““This is our so-called elvilisation,” 1
eaid bitrerly.

Al the sound of my voles a tall wom-
en in the rank five feet deep from uas
turned around, and ldosha snd I looked
into each other's evea,

Jnmu?' caught slght of her at the
same time and gripped my arm. Her
eyea, traveling from mine to his, flash- |
ed Indignant anger Jaffery grasped my |
arm."’

““There Is the brute waltl for her.'

And there on the quay, with a flower
in his buttonhole and & smile on his
fat face, at Mr Ras ndihook. He
moet her nt the foot of gangway,
and, obviously told &t once of our prea-
ence, sought us anxlously with his gase;
then with an air of bravado waved his
hat—a hard white faelt—and oried out:
“Cheer O'" We did not respond. He
rr‘lnnnd at us and Hnking his arm
hrough Tlosha's jolned the stream of

aspengers hurrving across the stones

They turned, as indesd Aild everybody
within sarshot. Fendlhook would have
gons on, Byt Liocsha very proudly drew
him out of the stream into clesr space
awalted us,
led our slow Aaa
he auay sha ad-

few steps looking very ler-
Lur wrath.

“How dare you follow me?"

""Come sc'rlhﬂ- away from the erowd."
sald Jaffery, and wit
ture he swepl the thres of us along the
quay to the stern of the boat, wherse
only a few idle sallor men were loung-
Ing, and a pergeant de ville was pacing
on his lelsurely beat.

“l sald you would make s fool of
yoursslf one of thess days If 1 didn't

rl:l{ “I've come to pla
& vengeance.'
hook. “Now you."

“How d';c do, old cock! Didn't ex-
pect you here' he sald Jnmul’r

“Don't be Insolent,” replied Jaffery
in & remarkably quiet tons. “You
know veary well why I'm here'

“Jaff Chayne—" Lioahn began.

He waved heor off. “Takes her away,
Hilary."

“‘Come,” sadd L *TIl tell you all
about t."

“He has got to tell me, not you"

“] ocertainly don't know why the
devil you're here” sald Fendihook,
with sudden nastiness.

“I've come to save this lady from O

dirty blackguard.”
“How are you .olnr to do It™
Jaffery .a.ﬁ-....a Liosha. “You sald

In your letter—"

“You wrote to him, you erasy fool
after all my Instructions?™ anarled
Fendlhook.

“You sald In your letter you were
going to marry this man*

“Sure,” sald Liosha.

“And are you going to marry this
lady ™ ;

“Certainly.”
“Why dld’n‘t you marry her in Eng-
landa™

“l told you In my letter,” sald Lio-
sha. “Bea here—wa don't want any of
our interference” And she planted
‘orult by the side of her abductor,
glaring defilance at JaWery.

Jaftery smil “You told her that
because she was & widow and an
Albanian she would find considerable
obstacles in her way and would for-
felt half her money to the govern-
ment. You lyi “.l"h. nlwn‘:'.’ -

The vibration In Jaffery's L] .
rosted Liosha. HBhe looked swiftly at
Fendihook, i

“Wasn't It trus what you told me*

“Of course not'' Interposed. You
were as free to marry in England as
Mrs, Consldine.”

Bhe pald no attention to me.

“Wasn't it trus?’ ahe r'm:‘h

Fendihook laughed In wu ueler.
“You didn't take all that rot ssriously,
you allly cuckoo?”’

L‘Mh.tsld M. ﬂ.pd:r::‘r“m;u rI:’I::
and re m won . Fo
first ul':n doubt as to his straight-deal-
ing rose in her candid mind.

“Bhe did.” sald Jaffery. “Bhe also

took seriously your promises to MarTy
her In France.' .
“Well, ain't I going to marry her

!\‘n sald Jl tn;.r “You can't.”
“Who says | can’t?”

“1 do. ou've got a wife aiready and
thres childrea.’’

“I've divorced her."”

“You haven't. You've dessrted her,
which jsn't the same thing. I've t.nund
out all about you. You shouldn't be
such a famous character."

Liosha stood speechless, Tor a moment,
guivering all over, her eyes burning.

“"He'n married already— ' ahe gas

“Certainly. He decoyed you hers
to seduce you."

Liosha made a suddden lprlas. ke a
tigress, and had It not been for Jaffery's
intervening boom of an arm, her armas
would have been around Fendihook's
throat.

Illi

“Sileady now,” growled Jaflery, con- |

trolling her with his iron strength.
Fendihook, who had started back with

an ulhﬁ grew as white & sa sheet,
tap Im on the arm.
“m had better hook It."” sald I. “And

keep out of her way If you don't want
A knife stuck Into you. “Yen' 1 added.
meeting a scared look. ''you've bheen
playing with the wrong kind of =&
woman You had better stick to the
sort you're accusiomed to.’

*“Thank you for those kind words.'
said bhe. "f will"”

“It would be wise also to heu’ out of
the way of Jaffery Chayne /ith my
own eyes I've seen him pick up & man
he didn’t llke and''—] make an axpres-
sive gesture—""throw him clean away.’

“Right O!"" sald he.

He nodded, winked impudently, and
wnlked IFI‘.

1 rejoined Jaffery and Liosha. He stlll
held her wrists; but she stood unresist-
ing, tense, and rigid, with averted head,
looking sidewise down. Her lip quiv-
ered, her bosom heaved. Jaffrey had
mastered her fury, but now we had to
deal with her shame and humiliation.

“Let her go!"' 1 whispered.

Jaftrey freed her. She rubbed her
wrista mechanically, without moving
her head. 1 wished Barbara had bean

there: ahe would have known exactly
what to do,

“What's the program now?' 1 anked
Jaflery.

‘Hotel,” sald he. **This poor girl will

an imperious ges-| W,

dragon,” he sald, at a sudden|p,
dragon with | ofy
Hes marched on Fendl- | mas

Read It Here
See It Later in
Motion Pictures

Bealdes, we'll

saved

but she
sented our

intervention.

you
na it Gttt 28
represent him in his affairs with d'?-
lization,

(To be continued mext Saturdayd

BIRNEY WILL LEAVES
ESTATE TO WIDOW

Lawyer Who Died on Golf Links
Makes Her Sole Beneficiary,

The entire sstate of Arthur A. Blrnay,
whose death oocurred while hs was
playing golf at the Washington Coun-
try Club. Labor Day, waa left to his
wife, Helen T. Birney.

The will, dated June 20, 1000, was filed
for probate yesterday aftermoon at the
office of the registrar of willa.

Mr. Blmey, In one paragraph of the
will, advised his wife to "maks provie-
fon for the children In such propertien

as she shall think right.”

The testator also declared that should
any of his children be indsbted to him,
th..n‘mnumtonuthnuh-

u
qIn. Bimey is made the axeoutor to
serve under a small bond.
Police Hold Man Who Was
“Pursued as German Spy”

A man who sald he was Willlam
Graoba, twenty-two years old, of Chicago,
appealsd to Crossing Polloaman O'Con-
nell, at North Capitol street and Maas-
sachusetits avenus northwest, yesterday
evening to protect him from l"x‘cﬂy of
colored men, who, he told the ceman
had taken him for a spy and
weres following him.

Groba was taken to the Bixth preaimct,
charged with insanity, and later pe-
moved to Washington Asylum Boaul.
The police say he had more than in
his pockets,

Waterways Delegates
To See Ships Maneuver

Beoretary of the Navy Daniels has

xiven orders for a program of nawal
y mansuvars In connection with
annual convention in “'.‘w .
September 15, of the Atlantie
W(;urv:nhm' c:-l!on. : -
{ n t an o

+pro‘='.& will ba u.r;l ¢:hlwvg‘
llllhm.fl’l%l by all the -ull?:rlno..:l
]:,_hto fou{_,l 'mllbm r:'n.hﬂvll B. - -

flar anjels L ] | i
,mlulzn for the use of tg- t.orudo
| boat Barney, to mive the m-mny
|delegates & Delaware river
r .

' America’s Oldest Co-ed
Will Enter California
COLUMBUS, Ohlo, Sept.).—Amaerica's
| oldest co-ed, formerly a student at Ohlo
| State University hera, will enter the

| University of California this fall. she

announced toﬂl.fy;.
[ Bhe iIs Amy D. Winship, eig

five.
| Mrs. Winship started her eductation in
a log school in Illinois in 1847. Bhe at-

| tracted much attention st Ohlo Btate
by attending classes with studenta six-
ty years her junior. Last year ahe at-
tended Wisconsin University.

Mrs. Young Is Awarded
$45 a Month Alimony

Eima C. Young was awarded 0§45 &
month temporary alimony from Rher
husband, King H. Young, chlef clark

in the Bureau of Mineo, today In an
order algned by Justice 8lddonas.
Mrs. Young seeks a limited divoree
on the grounds of alleged cruelty.
Sthe askas for the custody of their
child Attorney W. A, Coombe repre-
sents the plaintiff, while Toun{ (e
defended by Attorney P. H. Marshall

MICHELIN-

Univer

Tread

The New Tire Everyone

Is Talking About

the Raised Tread Types.

Prices Moderate an
Quality the Beat!

11th and G Sts. N.

o the customaheds
(!

‘Stap.” Jaffery Toared,

The Nen-Skid Tread cembines
in One Tire all the Advantages
of beth the Suction Tread and
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