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CHAPTER VIII.
i

' To rescue tho girl who called hersnll
Celestla from Professor Stllllter had
boon the work of instants and impulse.
Hut whut to do next was not to bo do-- .

elded without plenty of reduction. Re-

flection did not como ouslly to Tommy,
however, especially In the prcsont

He could not make hnr out at nil to
bin satisfaction. At one moment she
Boomed perfectly suiio, at the next
completely mad.

"How long have you known that
man?" he askpd, referring, of courHO,
to Professor Stllllter.

"Not bo long as I have known you,
but some! lines I feel as If I had seen
you both before. Hut I can't ever
have a oc a you, can IT You can't ever
have boon In heuven and I've never
been on earth."

"If you were seeing him for tho first
time why wero you afraid of hlinT"

"For the name reason thut I'm not
afraid of you."

"And you're not not a bit?"
"Ho," Buld she, rlmply, "Is bud and

ugly. You are good and beautiful."
As Tommy guided hr through the

woodH toward IiIh camping ground of
the preceding night, ho kept saying to
himself: "Hut there's got to bo a show-
down soon. What urn I to do about
her?"

They camo to a black pool of rain
water. Heforo Tommy could prevent
Celcstla hud Mopped upon the surf nee,
as If upon a solid pavement, and gone
In above tho knee.

She gave a llttlo cry of amused as-

tonishment.
"Why lf It's" she crlod.
"Yes," said Tommy, "It's wet wa-

ter. You appeared to think It was a
board walk. Hut never mind, you'll
soon dry out. Don't they have water
In heavenT"

"Of course, but not black and still
like that In heaven It's all alive with
rainbows in It."

"They speak English In heaven?"
"Ob, yes, and French and Italian

and Spanish and German and Ameri-
can and all the others."

"Can you apeak them all?"
"Of course. What good could I do

on earth If I couldn't talk to people?"
"Just what good are you going to

do?"
"I'm going to tell people to be better

and not so foolish, and they are to do
as I tell them."

"That's a splendid Idea," said Tom-
my, feeling that It was best to humor
her, "and then what?"

"Then? Why, wlua I've made every-
body rich and happy I'll go back to
heaven, of course, and be happy, too."

"Are you unhappy now?"
"No; not unhappy, but If I were

bark In heaven I wouldn't be all wet
and muddy and hungry and thirsty,
would 1?"

"Of course you wouldn't, you poor
child," said Tommy, "but soon we'll
be at my camp, and then I'll hustle

round and make you comfortable."
"And I feel as If my fuee were on

Are, too." she complained.
"Feverish," thought Tommy with

dlBinay. And then he said:
"Stand Btlll a moment and let me

.look."
He noticed for the first time the t- -

traordlnary whiteness and delicacy of
ber skin. It wus as It she bad always
been veiled from the sun.

"You'ro getting sunburned." be said
with concern. "That' what's the mat-

ter."
She touched her face with her fin-

gers and then looked at their tips as
If expecting that the burn had come
off on them.

"I've got some stuff at my camp that
will take tho burn out," said Tommy.
"Look out for thut green stuff. It's
got thorns, and you can't afford to tear
that dress."

They had begun to climb tho emi-

nence on which Tommy's camp wns
perched, and with every step Celestia
showed Increasing fatigue.

"Of course I'm not used to walk-
ing." sho s: Id: "I'm sorry. I suppose
1 11 get used to it."

"If you are determined to push on
to New York you will." said Tommy.

His quick er.rs caught the sudden
appetizing cluck of a partridge.

"Lefa see If we can get that fel-- !

low!" he exclaimed. "You sit down1
and rest yourself, Celestla. Nobody

hunts much In these woods, and the'
birds are tame as chickens."

She sat down and leaned against j

the stem of a birch, her breath coming
Knd going quickly, her great eyes fol- - j

lowing every movement that Tommy,

made. I
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Having located the partridge Tom.

my "assembled" his trout rod and,
with the end of the line, made a run-

ning noosH. Then he began very qui-

etly lo poke the rod up among the
branches of the spruce tree. An In-

terested clucking attested to the fact
that more eyes than Cclestla's were
on Tommy.

Tommy, his right hand clasping
the butt of the rod, bis thumb brak-
ing the reel, reached gradually higher
and higher until his arm was extended
to Its full length. He added a few
IncheB to his reach by standing on tip-- 1

toe. Hut even this was not enough. Bo

Tommy bent Ma knees a little and
then Jumped.

He fore bis foot regained the earth
a frightful squawking and flapping
arose In the spruce tree, and then
there was dragged from It what
looked like a plnwheel going at top
speed.

"It has wings like an angel," she
said, "only darker."

Tommy was Just going to say: "It's
got whiter meat than an angol," but
stoppod himself In time, and changed
to:

"Kven people who come here to
make the world better, Culostia, have
to eat."

And be slipped the dilapidated bird
Into hla pocket.

A few minutes later they reached
Tommy'a camp, and after he had
given CelflHtia a cupful of spring wa-

ter he cut fresh balsam boughs and
made a thick mat for her to rest
on, and rolled bis coat and some other
odds and ends Into a pillow, bo that
she could watch him make the Ore

and do the cooking.
For lunch they had ton, biscuits (one

of Tommy's most lamentable culinary
failures) and the partridge. Cooked,
tin rn it trnp Innkml tlkrt thA vlrtilU nf
murder, but very beautiful and appe-
tizing.

Celestla ate her full share and then
lay back on her balsam boughs and
watched Tommy fill and light a pipe.

"Why do you do that?" Bbe asked.
"Wasn't the partridge cooked
enough?"

Tommy narrowed his eyes at her
and for some moments did not an-

swer. Then he said: "I don't know
what to make of you at all. First you
Bay you come from heaven and act
us If you did, thou you pretend that
you nevor saw a man smoke before.
And then what are you trying to
do to me, anyway? Is that really the
only dress you've got lu the world?
IX) you always wear a golden band
around your hair with Btage Jewels In

It?"
And then suddenly a light dawned

on Tommy, and ho smote his thigh in
applause of his own cleverness.

"I know what you are," be said.
"You're the queen of the movies.
You're up here staging a show, and
you got bored and let me run off with
you for a lurk. Professor Stillitor has
had something to do with the sce-

nario. The heroine Is supposed to be
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He Heard Her Calling to Him.

a llttlo looney. That's you. Celes-

tla and you're proctlclng all the time
on mo. Well, thank heaven, It's only
acting. Why. I really thought you
were mud as a halter?"

"No," paid Celestla. "I'm not In

the least angry. But I don't know
what you mean, but I like you when

.. . . . , ..jyou gel excuea ana laia iusi auu
your eyes smile. It rcts me."

Tommy shook his head at her and
smiled reprovingly.

"You can't keep on fooling me." he
said. "Come now, what's your real
name?"

"Celestla," she said.
"All right. If you don't want to tell

me jet; it will keep. It's bound to.
Hut tell me, then, are you" he hesi-

tated aud blushed. "I'd really like to
know. You see, I'm rather craryabciut

you. You're not Mrs. Somebody or
other, are you?"

The embarrassed smile froze on
his Hps. lie loapod to bis feet and
stood listening. Faint and clear, sound-
ing cheerful rather than ominous,
there rose to them from the valleys
below a baying of dogs.

He climbed swiftly to the top of tho
Hub, and stood llstenlo-f- c fcls field
glasses glued to bis eyeC

A glimpse of two bloocSfMls and
four men, one of whom wag Stllliter
and another a Indian,
crossing an open space, recently
crossed by Celestla and himself dur-
ing their unhurried escape In the
same direction, brought Tommy down
from the Hub In great htirry.

"We've got to beat It, Celestla," be
said. "I'm sorry, because you are
tired, but that man" here by encir-
cling bis eyes with his bands, he In-

dicated rrofessor StUUter's eye-
glasses "Is after us."

She rose obediently to ber feet. "I
don't know why be wants to catch
you," Bald Tommy, "and, either you
don't know, or you won't tell. Hut you
dislike him, and you're afraid of him,
and that'a enough."

They were soon under way, follow-
ing the higher ground, where the gran-

ite outcropplngs neither received aay
Impress from their feet, nor long held
the scent of the leather soles. Hut
the crests of the ridges were not all
granite, and Tommy knew very well
that In places they were making what
woodmen call a broad trail. A trail
of footprints and bent and broken
branches which an Indian will read
as casually as a commuter reads hla
newspaper; and whiten, aided by blood-bound- s,

he will follow as easily as
small boys follow a procession through
a city street.

That broad reaches of unbroken
granite would occasionally baffle their
pursuers was all that Tommy could
hope for.

He bad at first only a vague Idea
as to Just what part of the wilderness
be would take her, but gradually his
mind became occupied with the prob-

lem of getting to that place by a
route which their pursuers would find

the most difficult possible in follow-
ing. He had hopes indeed of throw-

ing them completely off the trail.
They turned a little more to the

westward, and began to descend from
the high ground. Tho bnying of the
hounds at this time Boomed if any-

thing a llttlo closer.
"Where are we going?" she asked

suddenly.
"We're going to hide on a little is-

land in a deep lake, Celestla. Kven
if they find out thut we are on it.
they'll have troublo getting to ub. Vory
few sailors and fewer woodsmen know
how to swim. I used to fish in that
lake a lot, and I've an old dugout hid-

den on tho shore, and there's the re-

mains of a but on the island. And I

loft an old moth-eate- n buffalo robe
and a blanket there only last fall.
If there's anything loft of them they'll
come In mighty handy, I can toll you."

They came to a broad, shallow
atreum that flowed brightly under an
arch of durk foliage. "Here's where
we begin to make trouble for them,"
said Tommy. Holding ber elbow with
bis free hand, he kept her from stum-

bling and fulling. Tommy led Celestla
to the middle of the brook, and then
they waded down It for upward of a
mile, as If It had been a w inding road,
and only left it when the rocky na-

ture of the country through which it
was passing offered them an opportu-
nity of so doing and leaving a mini-

mum trail.
Ail at once Tommy realized tlyit a

great silence had fallen in the forest.
And he knew that at last the blood-

hounds were In difficulties, for they
bad ceased to bay.

CHAPTER IX.

The oftener Tommy helped Celes-

tla through, over or under some diff-

iculty of the wilderness, saved her
from being torn by brambles, or en-

couraged her with his voice, the more
infatuated be became with her.

Mary Hluckstone's image could be
recalled ouly by an effort of memory.

And yet It was only a few days since
he bad fancied himself in love with
her. He confessed this to himself
more than once, and could but feel
ashamed and sheepish. How long
would it be before be fancied himself
In love with Celestla. after how long

a separation would he discover that
he did not love her in the least? He

bad no stubllity. Was he never to
have a serious purpose In life? Love?
Kven hate?

All of a sudden they caught glimpses
of blue water between the tree stems,
and in a few moments they saw
before them and below them a
lovely lake with densely wooded
shores aud In its midst a dense'y
wooded island.

"Oh!" exclaimed Celestla. "But this
earth is beautiful."

"Remind you at all of heaven?"
asked Tommy, a little mischievously.

"Not In the least!" said Celestla,

and as if she did not wish to discuss
the comparative beauties of the two
places. "is that our island?" she
asked.

"We'll be hard to find." said Tom-

my, "and now the work is almost all
over."

They descended the narrow strip of

land which divided the lake from the
forest, and here Tommy told Celestla
to sit down and rest while he hunted
for the dugout and got it Into the
water.

He returned in ten minutes, pad-

dling quietly, and found Celestla play-

ing with the sand as if she had been
a little child. Her eyes were bright
with animation, and she had got
sand on her forehead and In her hair.
Perceiving Tommy, she tossed a

double handful of sand Into the air, !

- 4stM

and as the sunlight c ght the myri-

ads of bright surfaces, Bbe cried
"What is It? Oh, what Is It?"

"Band," said Tommy.
"Sand!" cried Celestla.
"Didn't you ever play In the and

when vmi a era little?"
"I used to play with diamonds and

rubles." said CeleBtla. ' on, oui mis
wonderful. Bee, you can write In It
and draw pictures. Look, I am mak-

ing the man Stllllter."
And, indeed, with her forefinger for j

pencil, she made an excellent carica-
ture of blm.

"Who taught you to do that, Ce-

lestla?"
"An angel," she Bald simply.
"Well," said Tommy, "I've heard of

iieonle who could draw like angels
but oh, Celestla, aren't you a little j

tired of playing this heavenly origin
business on me? I don't take any
stock in It."

She looked at him with a sudden
grave wonder.

"When I tell you that I come from
heaven, you don't believe me?"

"Why, Celestla," he said, meeting
her gaze with equal gravity, "you're
Just a regular girl. Wby there's blood
on your cheek, where a deer fly has
bitten you "

"You've got to believe me," she
said, and It seemed to Tommy she
was trying to master him with her
eyes.

"What are you trying Jo do to me?"
he said. "Hypnotize me?"

And then he laughed, and looked
so brown and handsome and good
natured that Celestla had to smile at
him. '

"Now, Celestla," he said, "I'm golnc

kuh :

Laughing and Scolding,

to take you for a boat ride. But
you've got to sit still mighty still.
You pretend that you're back in heav-

en listening to Urafel accompanied by
tho Spheres."

But she spoke with a sudden stern-
ness that made him very uncom-

fortable.
"Is there no reverence loft on earth?

No faith? It's high time that I
came,"

lie helped her into the dugout, his
eyes on the back of ber bead, enam-

ored with the way her dark, strong
hair met her straight white neck and as
be paddled be kept saying: "Who

the deuce Is she, and what the deuce
is she?"

And to these questions he could not
find any answers that were altogether
satisfactory.

Just as they were landing on the Is-

land there came to them once more,
faintly, and from far-of- f the baying of
the bloodhounds. Celestla gave Tommy
a look full of anxious appeal.

"Don't be afraid," he said. "They
are miles and miles from us."

So they were. All of them. Stllll-

ter, the guides, the hounds, and the
Indian who rejoiced In the name of
Old Man Smells good, which If It re-

ferred to anything about him except
his ability to follow a trail was an
inappropriate name. They were all

there, several miles aray; but Old

ilan Smells-goo- was in the head of

an exceedingly tall pine, which over-

topped the rest of the forest, and from
which the view was exceedingly fine
nnd expunslve. Old Man Smells good

had a pair of eyes that resembled a
pair of telescopes. He could see any-

thing that was in Bight.
"See anything?" Stilllter called up

to the Indian.
"No see a d thing," answered the

Indian without changing his expres-

sion. As a matter of fact, by mir-

acle of optics, he had Just discovered
Tommy helping Celestla ashore on the
Island.

Smells good dismounted the tree and
stood shaking his head.

"No see any d thing," he said,
"Dog no good. Smells good he think a
little. Think up where um mos" likely
to go."

The old faker. He seated himself
upon his heels, filled and lighted his
pipe, and closed his eyes as if in
deep thought

Stillitor began to show signs of
impatience, but one of the guides
said: "Hotter leave him alone; he's
got a hunch, like as not"

Not until he bad finished his pipe
did Old Man Smellsgood give any
sign of what had been going on in
his head. When be rose to his feet,
he said simply: "Me find um soon."
and he started oS in the direction of
the Like.

Fifteen minutes later he knelt sud-
denly and appeared to bury his long,
hooked nose In tho ground. He rose

after a moment's sniffing and said

"Me got um, Bure." Then he ordered
one of the guides to remain behind
with the dogs.

And then he went forward, pretend-
ing to follow a trail, pointing to
marks, which the other couldn't see,

for the simple fact that they didn't
eilBt, listening, pretending to hear
sounds that couldn't be heard, sniffing,
kneeling and poking his long nose Into
the ground. Once he poked It Into a
ground hornets' nest and had a narrow
and undignified escape from being
badly stung.

He led them to the shores of the
lake and pointed quietly across at the
Island. Even Stllllter could see a pale
column of bluish smoke coming from
among the trees.

"Bimeby, swim over," said Old Man
Smells-good- , "for two dollars. Fetch
dugout. Better wait till dark."

And tbey waited till dark. Then
Old Man Smells-good- , having been def-

initely promised an extra two dollars
for the wetting, Btepped forth stark
naked, except for a newly filled pipe,
and slipped quietly into the lake.

Meanwhile, with Tommy and Celes-

tla all had gone well. Tommy's old
camp was less dilapidated than he ex-

pected. A few balsam boughs bad made
the rotten roof sound above and sweet
beneath. Celestla had had a long rest
and then she had followed Tommy
along the shores of the island, while
he fished. Finally Tommy's long casts
were rewarded. He hooked a fine
trout and began to draw him strongly
toward the beach. In her excitement
and eagerness to help, Celestla ran into
the shallow water, stepped in a deep
hole and, falling forward, was for the
moment completely submerged.

Tommy Pulled Her Out.

Laughing and scolding. Tommy
pulled ber out and literally ran ber
back to the fire. Steam was soon ris-

ing from her wet, clinging robe, but
since the fire could only warm one side
of ber at a time, and since the chill
of evening had begun to set in, she
shivered, and now and then her teeth
knocked together.

"Celestla," Bald Tommy, "you better
take that dress oft and let me dry it"

To the young man's horror, be bad
hardly finished speaking before Celes-

tla' had slipped the robe from her
shoulders and was on the point of let-

ting It drop to the ground.
"Hold on! Don't!" he cried. For

be had seen quite enough to realize
that underneath that robe there was
nothing whatever but Celestla. She
looked at him, puzzled and wonder-
ing.

"Don't be In such a rush," he said.
"You wait."

He went Into the little hut and
brought out the buffalo robe, which he
had left there. It was very much the
worse for wear, but huge and warm.

"Now," he said, "you take that off
and put this on."

Then he turned his back and walked
swiftly awayT

"You sing out," he called back to
her, "when you've changed." And he
walked at a distance, frowning and
laughing, until he heard her calling to
him.

"Are you angry?" she said. "What
did I do?"

"Nothing." said Tommy, "but you
see, on earth young ladies don't take
off their clothes when young gentle-
men are looking at them. It's Just the
custom, that's all. It's considered
very bad luck. Of course, I've never
been In heaven "

But Celestla did not encourage him
to speak lightly of heaven. And be
dried her theatrical white dress and
made shift to iron it with a smooth
hot stone, and watched her from the
corner of his eye, and thought how
charmlrg she looked even in that
bulky, clumsy buffalo robe.

After supper they sat for a long time
by the shore and watched the stars
grow brighter and brighter, and as the
moon began to rise, dimmer and dim-

mer. They were happy at being to-

gether, spoke in low tones and Tom-

my answered many questions about
the affairs of this earth.

"Hut, Celestia," said Tommy; "i?
you Insist that this world is so unhap-
py, tell me this: Why am I perfectly
happy? I'm not good. I'm not ten
sible. Tve never done anything no'jl;
or And yet beho!
me: happy as the day is lor."

"And I'm hapry. too." te'd Ccles'.'.
smiling.

"You're harpy," te sa!J, "tccmi
you feel perfectly sure that you r

going to make everybody else lnr:
Hat that'a not why I'm hSVT 5

harpy because I'd rather be rij,- --
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'here than anywhere else; because I've
jbad a good supper, after plenty of ex-

ercise; because the night smells of
balsam; because the moon is shining,
and because I've got a delightful com-

panion."
"All these things make me happy,

too," said Celestla, "but they couldn't
keep me happy for long." .

"No?" saliL Tommy, somewhat
"If These things art enough,

why want more?"
"Why," said Celestia, "after a while

I'd get thinking about people who
haven't delightful companions, and for
whom the moon isn't shining; I
couldn't rest then until I d gone to
them and tried to make their Uvea
easier and their hearts stronger and"

here she laughed softly "their
beads fuller of sense."

"It would be the opposite with me,"
said Tommy; "the longer we stayed
here, the less I'd get thinking about
other people and the more I'd get
thinking about us. Every mortal man,
I suppose, has his conception of
heaven" he pulled luxuriously at his
pipe "and this is mine."

After that they were silent for a
little.

Then Tommy said: "Are you warm?
Are you comfortable?"

She nodded.
Then very softly:
"Celestla," he said. "Are you hap-

py?"
"I don't know," she said. "Can you

be happy when It Isn't right for you
to be happy? It Isn't right for one to
be happy, because other people aren't."

"I am." said Tommy. "At this mo-

ment tho sufferings of others don't
get me. You see, I have to be shown.
Suppose at this momvnt the entire
population of China, having eaten Im-

moderately of contaminated rice, was
dying of fits. I wouldn't care. I
wouldn't even know. Celestla, if you
stayed long enough in the woods, don't
you think maybe ycu'd forget all about
heaven and your mission to earth, and
be content to be happy? Listen. Once
In my life I was really happy. I was
a little boy; she was a little girl. If
she'd grown up she would have looked
like you. Perhaps that's why I'm so
happy to be with you. She and I were
always happy when we were together
or looking forward to being together.
Then one day she went away, Celestla.
She went to heaven, they told me. And
for a long time I was terribly un-

happy."
Celestia sighed.
"But I'm bappy with you," said

Tommy, "because I can almost im-

agine that you are she grown up. I'm
going to pretend that you are she.
That she is the angel they've sent
back to earth to make us all better."
And he smiled very tenderly upon
her.

After awhile Celestla became sleepy,
and then she slipped ber hand Into
one of Tommy's, and leaned against
him and laid her head on his shoulder.
It was as if she bad been a little
child. Tommy was deeply moved and
touched, and at the same time the
close physical contact began to trou-

ble him, to frighten him. He spoke
and it seemed as if with his voice he
was trying to lift a weight.

"You poor baby," he said, "you're
dead tired. It's bedtime."

lie rose, a little roughly, and helped
her to her feet.

When they reached the little hut.
Tommy said:

"Now, you turn in there and make
yourself comfy. Good-night- "

"Good-night,- " she said, and went into
the hut

Tommy stood looking at the le.
He stood for quite a long time, in a
deep reverie. Celestla's voice brought
him out of it.

"Aren't you coming?" she said.
He turned and looked her In the

eyes. What was she? Was she the
most Innocent and guileless creature

7 i Jawaaii. 5
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No Word or Motion Was Lost on Pro-

fessor Stllllter.

In the world, or was she something
quite different? Was he a chivalrous
young man In her eyes, or simply an
Idiot? His heart suddenly began to
beat hard and fast

And toward that theatrical, beauti-
ful, and entrancing figure In the door
of the hut, all silver in the moonlight,
be began to walk slowly.

In his hiding place close at hand,
no word or motion had been lost on
Protessor Stillitor. White wilh reluc-
tance and antipathy, but strongly re-
solved, he rose cn one knee, cocked
his Winchester and aimed at the small
of Tommy's back.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)


