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SYNOPSIS,

Professor #tilliter, paychologiat, Gordor
I M and  Blurtevant, mil

s, plun to presch to the world the
r I of efficienoy throlugh a young mnd
wuutitul woinen who shall belleve that
alia I w henven-sent  messengor. They
kidnap the Hitle Amasbury girl wrphined
oifspring of o cugonle marriaiges, sl oon
ceal ner, In vare of 4 woman, Ina gavern
o be nudded to thelr plan as shie grows
up,  Fiftesn yonrs elapue. Tommy Har
olay, adopted won of Milllonaire Bardlny,
davelopa radicid tendencles which threatan
the elder man's plans, loses Bis prospeo
tlve heleahip, nm‘ on & hunting trip dis.
covers oleatin, who thinks shs hans just
come from heaven to save the world

THIRD INSTALLMENT

CHAPTER VIIL.

To rescue the girl who ealled heranll
Colestia from Professor Stilliter had
been the work of lnstants and Lmpulse,
But what to do next was not to be de
clded without plenty of rofloction. Re-
flection did not come canlly to Tommy,
however, eapocinlly In the present eir
cumutancen

He could not make her out at all to
hia satlsfaction. At one moment she

pecmed perfectly siue, at the next
complotely mad
“How long have you known that

man?” he anked, referring, of course,
to Professor Stilliter

“Not so long as 1 have known you,
but sometiimes 1 feel as If | had seen
you both hefore But | can’'t ever
have sven you, ean 1?7 You can't ever
have been In heaven and I've pever
been on earth,"

“It you were seeing him for the first
time why were you afrald of him?"

“For the same reason that 1'm not
afrnld of you "

“And you're not not s bhie?"

“He," suld she, slmply, “Is bad and
ugly. You are good and beautiful”

An Tommy gulded her through the
woods toward hin campling ground nl‘l
the precoding night, he kept saying to
Wimself, “Hut there's got to be o phow-
down soon,  What am 1 to do about
her?"

They came to s black pool of rain
water. DBefore Tommy could prevent
Celontin had stepped upon the surface,
wn if upon a solld pavement, and gone
in abova the knee

She gave a little ery of amused ns-
tonlshment,

“Why (U's—1t"s"—ahe erlod.

“Yes," nald Tommy, “I's wot wa-
ter. You appesred to think It was a
bourd walk  Dut never mind, you'll
soon dry out. Don't they have water
In heaven?”

"Of cottrne, but not black and still
Iike that, In heaven IUs all allve with
ralubows In 1"

“They speak English In heaven?”

“Oh, yes, and French and Itallan
and Spanlsh and Gorman and Amerl-
can and all the others™

“Can you speak them all?

“Of courre, What good ecould 1 do
on earth If 1 couldn’t talk to people?”

“Just what good are you going to
do?"

“I'm golng to tell people to he better
and not w0 foolish, and they ara to do
an 1 tell them.”

“That's a splendtd fdea” sald Tom
my, fooling that it was best to humor
her, "and then what?

“Then? Why, whoea 've mada every-
body rich and happy I'll go back to
hoaven, of courss, and be happy, too”

"Are you unhappy now?”

“No; not unhappy, bult If I were
back In heaven 1 wouldn't be all wot
and muddy and hungry and thirety,
would I™

"Of course you wouldn't, you poor
ohlld,” sald Tommy, “but soon we'll
b at my camp, and then 't hustle
around and make you comfortable”

“And 1 feel as If my face were on

fire, t00,” ahe complained
“Faveriah,” thought Tommy with
dismay. And then he sald

“Stand sl 4 moment and let me
look.”

He notleed for the first time the oy
traordinary whiteneas and dellcacy of
her akin. It was as If she had alwayn |
been volled from the sun ;

“You'ro getting sunburned,” he sald |
with conceorn. “That's what's the mat- |
ter.” |

She touched her face with her fAn-
gers and then looked at thelr tips as
if oxpecting that the burn had come
off on them

“I've got some stuff at my eamp that
will take the burn out.,” said Tommy.
“Look out for thut green stuff,
Botl thorns, and you can't afford to tear
that dress '

Fhey had beguan to ellmb the eml
nence on which Tommy's oa
parched, and with every step Celostia
showed Inecransing fatigue.

“Of course¢ I'm net used to wilk
Ing.” she s:ld: "I'm sorry. 1 suppose
11 get used to L™

“If you are determined to push on
to New York you will,” sald Tommsy

His gquick ears caught the sudden
appetizing cluck of a partridge

“Let's see If wo can gel that fel-
fow!" he exclaimed. “You sit down
and rest voursel, Celesta Nobody
hunts much in these woods, nnd the
birds are tame as chickens.™

She sat down and leaned
the stem of a birch, her breath coming
snd going quickly, her great eys fol
lowing every movement that Tommy
wnde.

1t's

mjp wns

nEainst

Having located the partridge Tom.
my “amsembled” hls trout rod and,
with the end of the Hne, made a run-
ning noose, Then he began very qul
etly to poke the rod up among the
branches of the spruce tree.  An Ine
tereated clucking sttested to the fact
that more eyes than Celestin's were
an Tommy

Tommy, his right hand clasping
the butt of the rod, hia thumb brak-
Ing the roel, reached gradually higher
and higher until his arm was extended
to its full length He added o fow |
Inches to his reach by standiug on tip- |
too. But even this was not enough. So
Tommy bent his knees a lttle and
then Jumped ]

Nefore hin feet regulped the earth
& frightful squawking and flapping
arowe In the spruce tree, and then
there wap dragged from it what
looked like a plowheel going at top
spuoed, !

“It hins wings like an angel,” she
sald, “only darker.” |

Tommy was Just golng to say: “It's
kot whiter meat than an angel,” but
stopped himself in time, and changed
to:
“Even peopla who come here to
make the world better, Celestin, have
o eat”

And he slipped the dilapldated bird
Into his pocket, \

A few minutes later they reached
Tommy's camp, and after he had
glven Celostin a cupful of spring wa-
ter he cut fresh balsam boughs and
made a thick mat for heor to rost
on, and rolled his coat and some other
odds and ends Into s plllow, so that
sho could wateh him make the fire
and do the cooking,

For luneh they had tea, blscults (one
of Tommy's most lmmentable culinary
fallures) und the partridge, Cooked,
ho no longer looked Hhe the vietim of
murder, but very beautiful and appe-
tiging.

Celostin ate her full shars and then
Iny back on her balsam boughs and
witched Tommy fill and Hght n pipe.

“Why do you do that?" she asked
“Wasn't the partridge  cooked
enough ™

Tommy narrowed his eyes at her
and for some momenis did not an-
swer, Then he said: 1 don't know
what to make of you at all. First you
sny you come from heaven and act
na If you did, then you pretend that
you never saw A man smoke before,
And then—what are you trylng to
do to me, anyway? Is that really the
only dress you've got In the world?
Do you always wear a golden band |
aroind your hair with stage jowels in
it

And then suddenly s Hght dawned
on Tommy, and he smote his thigh in
applause of his own cleverness,

“I know what you are,” ho 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 lark
had something to do with
nurio.

Professor Stilliter has
the sce

The herolne Is supposed to be

He Heard Her Calling to Him.

v lttla looney. That’s you, Celes
tia—and you're practioing all the time
on me Well, thank heaven, it's only
acting Why, 1 really thought you
wore mad as a hatter™

No.” pald Celestia Tm not In
the loast angry. But 1 dow't know

what vou mean, but 1 like you when
get excited and talk fast and
your oves smile. It rosts me”™
Tommy shook his head st her and
BRI

you

led reprovingly
You can't keep on foolleg me" he
“Come now, what's your real

lestia,™ she sald

¢ht, if you don't want to tell
t keep, it's bound to.
ut tell me, then, are you he hest
tated apd blushed. “1'd really like to
know., You sce, I'm mather crazy abgut

ma vel wil

| we begin to make trouble for them,”

' tia through, over or under some diffi-

| you. You're not Mrs, Bomebody 1:;1-I double handful of sand into the alr,

The embarrassed smile froze on
{his lips, He leaped to his feet and
slood listenlng. Faint and clear, sound-
Ing cheerful ratbher than ominous,
there rose to them from the valleys
| below a bpying of dogs.

He climbed swiftly to the top of the

‘ other, are you?"

Hub, and stood listeming Ris fleld
glasses glued to his eye

A glimpse of two blooe! 1s and
| four men, one of whom wag Btllliter
'and another a full-blooded Indian,
crossing ean  open  epace, recently
crossed by Celestla and himself dur
Ing thelr unhburried escape in the
' same direction, brought Tommy down
from the Hub in a great hurry.

“"We've gol to beat It, Celestia,” he
#ald. “I'm sorry, becauss you are
tired, but that man"—here ly enclir-
cling his eyes with hig hands, he In-
dicated Professor  Stilliter’'s eye
glaspen—"ls after us"

She rowe olbedlently to her feot. "I
don’'t know why he wants to catch
you," sald Tommy, “and, either you
don’t know, or you won't tell. Hut you
dislike him, and you're afrald of him,
und that's enough.™

They were soon under way, follow-
fng the higher ground, whera the gran-
Ite outcroppings nelther recelved auy
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 & broad trall. A trall
of footprints and bent and broken
brunches which an Indlan will read
as cusually ns 4 commuter reads his
newspaper; and whidh, alded by blood-
hounds, he will follow as easlly as
small boys follow a procession through
n city street,

That broad reaches of unbroken
granite would occasionally baMe thelr
pursuers was &ll that Tommy could
hope for.

Heo had at first only a vague ldea
as Lo Just what part of the wilderneas
he would take her, but gradually his
mind became occupled with the prob-
lem of getting to that place by n
route which thelr pursuers would find
the most diffieult possible in follow-
ing. He bad 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, The baying of the
hounds at this time seemed If sny-
thing a little closer,

“Where are we going?” she asked
suddenly

“We're golng to hide on n little Is-
land in a deep lake, Celestia, Even
If they find out that we are on I,
they'll have trouble getting to us, Very
few sallors and fewer woodsmen know
how to swim. 1 used to fish In that
Inke wu lot, and I've an old dugout hid-
den on the shore, and there's the re-
touins of a but on the Island. And 1
left an old moth-caten buffalo robe
and & blanket there only last fall,
If thero's anything left of them they'll
come In mighty handy, 1 can tell you.”

They came to a broad, shallow
stream that flowed brightly under an
arch of dark follage. “Here's where

sald Tommy., Holding her ¢lbow with
his free hand, he kept her from stum-
bling and falling. 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 winding road,
and only left it when the rocky na-
turg of the country through which it
wiag passing offered them an opportu-
ity of so doing and leaving a mini-
mum trall,

All &t once Tommy reallzed that &
great silence had fallen in the forest.
And he knew that at last the ldood-
hotinds were In dificulties, for they
had cemsed to bay.

CHAPTER IX

The oftener Tommy helped Celes-

culty of the wilderness, saved her
from being torn by brambles, or en-
couraged her with his volce, the more

infatuated he became with her

Mary Dlackstone’s lmage could be
recalled only by an effort of memory, |
And yet it was ouly & few days since |
he had fancied bimself in love with
her He confessed this to himself |
more than once, and could but feel |
ashamed and sheepish. How long |
would 1t be before he fancled himselt
in love with Celestia, aftor how long
a separation would he discover that |
he did not love her In the least? He
had no stability. Was he never to
have a serious purpose in life? love?
Even hate? .

All of a sudden they caught glimpses |
of blue water between the Lree stems,
and {n a few moments they saw |
betore them and below them &'
lovely Ilske with densely  wooded
shores and In its midst a densely
wooded island,

“Oh!" exclaimed Celestin. “'But this
carth i{s beautiful”™ |
“Remind you at all of heayven?”

asked Tommy, a little mischiovously,

“Not In the least!" eald Ceolestia,
and as if she did not wigh to discuss
the comparative beauties of the Lwo
places, ]s that our island?" she
asked.

“Wo'll be hard to find,” sald Tom-
wy, “and now the work is almost all
over,”™

They descended the narrow sirip of
land which divided the lake from the
forest, and heére Tommy told Celestia
to sit down and rest while he hunted
for the dugout and got it into the
water

He retumed in ten minutes, ;‘ad-
dling quletly, and found Celestln play-
with the sund as if she had been
& Hitle child Her eves waore bright
with aunimation, and she had pgot
sand on her forehead and in her halr.
Percelving Tommy, she tossed &

and as the sunlight ¢ ght the myrik
sds of bright surfaces, she cried
“What |s it? Oh, what is 11"
"Sand,” sald Tommy.
“Sand!"™ cried Celestia

“Didn't you ever play in the sand

when you wers little?

“I used to play with diamonds and
rubles,” gald Celestia. “Oh, but this 18 '
wonderful. Bee, you can write in it
and draw plctures. Look, I am mak- |
ing the man Stililter.”

And, indeed, with her forefinger for
pencil, she made an excellent carlea-
ture of him. |

“Who taught you to do that, Ce
lestia®”

“An angel,” she sald simply,

“Well," sald Tomwmy, “I've heard of
people who could draw like angels— |
but—oh, Celestia, aren’t you a little
tired of playing this heavenly origin
business on me? [ don't take any
stock in 1L

8he looked at him with a sudden
grave wonder.

“When 1 tell you that I come from
heaven, you don't belleve me?”

“Why, Celestin,” he sald, meeting |
her gaze with equal gravity, “you're
just & regular girl, Why there's blood |
on your cheek, where a deer fly has
bitten you—"

“You've got to belleve me,” she
sald, and it seemed to Tommy she
wis trylng to master him with her
eyOs,

“What are you trying o do to me?”
he sald, “Hypnotlize me?”

And then he laughed, and looked
go brown and handsome and good
natured that Celestia had to smile at
him, L

“Now, Calestla,” he said, “I'm golng

| 1gland, Even Stilliter could see a pale
column of bluish smoke coming from

| the rotten roof sound above and sweet

| along the shores of the island, while

after & moment's snifing and sald:
“\e got um, sure.” Then he ordered
one of the guides to remaln behind
with the dogs,

And then he went forward, pretend.
ing to follow a trail, polnting to
marks, which the othar couldn't see,
for the simple fact that they dida't
oxlst, listening, pretending to hear
sounds that couldn’t be heard, snifiing,
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 belng
badly stung.

He led them to the shores of the
lake and pointed quietly acroes at the

among the trees.

“Bimeby, swim over,” sald Old Man
Bmells-good, “for two dollars. Fetch
dugout, Better walt till dark.”

And they walted ¢ill dark. Then
0Old Man Smells-good, having been def-
initely promised an extra two dollars
for the wetting, stepped forth stark
naked, except for a newly filled plpe,
and slipped quletly Into the lake.

Meanwhile, with Tommy and Celes-
tia all had gone well. Tommy's old
camp was less dilapidated than he ex-
pected. A few balsam boughs had made

beneath. Celestin had had a long rest
and then she had followed Tommy

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, Celestia ran into
the shallow water, stepped In a deep
hole and, falllng forward, was for the
moment completely submerged.

Laughing and Scolding,
]

to take you for & boat ride. But |
you've got to sit still—mighty still
You pretend that you're back in heav-
en Hstenlng to Israfel accompanied by
the Spheres.”

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

“1s there no reverence left on earth?
No faith? 1It's high time that 1
came,”

He helped her Into the dugout, his |
eyes on the back of her head, enam- |
ored with the way her dark, strong
hair met her straight white neck and as |
be paddied he kept saying: “Who |
the deuce Is she, and what the deuce |
fs she?"

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

Just as they were landing on the I8
land there came to them once mum,:
faintly, and from far-off the baying of |
the bloodhounds. Celestia gave Tommy |
a look full of anxious appeal.

“Don't be afrald,” he said.
aro milea and miles from us.”

So they were. All of them. Stilll-}
ter, the guldes, the bounds, 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 |
fnappropriate name, They were all |
there, several miles avay; but Old
AVan Smells-good 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
and expansive. Old Man Smells-good
had a pair of eyes that resembled &
pair of telescopes. He could see any-
thing that was in sight. |

“Spe anything?" Stilliter called up |
to the Indian,

“No see a d— thing,” answered the |
Indian without changing his expres-
glon. As a matter of fact, by mir |
acle of optics, he had just discovered
Tommy helping Celestia ashore on the
Island. |

Smells-good dismounted the tree and |
stood shaking his head.

“No see any d— thing” he said,
“Iwg 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 eves as if in

“They

deep thought.

s began to show slgns of
impatience, but one of the guides
waid r leave him alone; he's

got & h like as not.™

Not untii he had finished his pipe
did Old Man Smelisgood give any
sign of what had been going on in
his head When he rose to his feet,

he sald simply: “Me find um soom,”
and he started off in the directiom of
the lake

Fifteen minutes later he knelt sud-
denly and appeared to bury his long.

booked nose in the ground. He mei

| the affairs of this earth.

Tommy Pulled Her Out.

Laughing and scolding, Tommy
pulled her out and literally ran her
back to the fire, Steam was soon ris-
ing from her wet, clinging robe, but
since the fire could only warm one #lde
of her at a time, and since the chill
of evening had begun to set in, she
shivered, and now and then her teeth
knocked together,

"Celestia,” said Tommy, “you better
take that dress off and let me dry IL”

To the young man's horror, he had
hardly finighed speaking before Celes-
tie bad slipped the robe from her
shaulders and was on the point of let-
ting it drop to the ground.

“Hold on! Don't!" he cried. For
be had zeen quite enough to realize
that underneath that robe there was
nothing whatever—but Celestia. She
locked at him, puzzled and wonder-
ing.

“Don’t be in such a rush,” he sald.
“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 sald, “vou take that off
and put this on*™

Then he turned his back and walked
swiftly awny L

“You sing out,” he called back to
her, “when you've changed."” And ha{l
wnlked at a distance, frowning and |
laughing, until he heard her calling to|
him.

“Are you angry ™" she eaid.
did T do?”

“Nothing,” sald Tommy, “but 3’ou|
see, on earth yvoung ladies don't take
off thelr 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 Celestia did not encourage him
to speak lightly of heaven. And he
dried her theatrical white dress and |
made shift to iron it with a smooth |
hot stone, and watched her from the |
corner of his eve, and thought how |
charmire she looked evem In that!
bulky, clumsy buffalo robe.

After supper they sat for a long time |
by
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

"What

*RBut, Celestia,” sald Tommy; "“if

vou insist that this worid is so unhap
py, tell me this: Why am 1 perfectiy |
happy? I'm not good I'm not
sible. T've never done an ng no'

or self-sacrificing. And yot bet
me: happy as the day s long”
“And I'm happy, too.” ee'd Cel
smiling |
“You're happr.” he said. *‘I«
you feel perfectly sure that you |
going to make everybody clse b I
Bat that's pot why I'm haypo v |
happy because I'd rather be rigu

the shore and watched the stars

'here than anywhere else; because I'vg
bad a good supper, after plenty of ex-
ercise: becsuse the night smells of
balsam; because the moon is ehining,
and because I've got & delightful com.
panion.”

“All these things make me happy,
too,” sald Celestia, “but they coulds't
keep me happy for long."

“No?" sald Tommy, somewhat cha.
grined. “If these things are enough,
why want more?”

“Why." sald Celestia, “after a while
I'd get thinking about people who
haven't delightful companlons, and for
whom the moon {sn't shining; |
couldn’t rest then untll I'd gone to
them and tried to make their lives
casier and their hearts stronger and”
—here she laughed softly—"their
heads fuller of sense”

*“It would be the opposite with me™
paid Tommy; “the longer we stayed
here, the less 1'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 {8 mine.”

After that they were sllent for a
little,

Then Tommy said: “Are you warm?
Are you comfortable?”

She nodded.

Then very softly:

“Celestia,” he sald.
py?

“I don’t know," she sald. *“Can you
be happy when it isn't right for yon
to be happy? It isn’t right for one to
be happy, because other people aren't,”

“l am," sald Tommy. “At this mo-
ment the sufferings of others dou't
get me. You sea, 1 have to be shown.
Suppose at thls monrent the entire
population of China, having eaten Im-
moderately of contaminated rice, was
dying of fits, 1 wouldn't care. 1
wouldn’t even know, Celestia, if you
gtayed long enough in the woods, don't
you think maybe you'd forget all about
heaven and your mission to earth, and
be content to be happy? Listen. Once
in my lfe | was really happy. 1 was
u little boy; she was a little girl. It
she'd grown up she would have looked
like you. Perhaps that's why I'm so
happy to be with you. She and [ were
always happy when we wera together
or looking forward to being together.
Then one day she went away, Celestia,
She went to heaven, they told me, And
for a long time I was terribly un-
bappy.”

Celestia sighed.

“But I'm happy with you,” said
Tommy, “because I can almost Im-
agine that you are she—grown up, I'm
going to pretend that you are ghe.
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 Celestia became sleepy,
and then she slipped her hand Into
one of Tommy's, and leaned agalnst
him and laid her head on his shoulder.
It waa as {f she lLad been a little
child. Tommy was deeply moved and
touched, and at the same time the
close phyeical contact began to trou:
ble him, to frighten him. He spoke
and It seemed as if with his volce he
was trying to lift a weight,

“You poor baby,” he sald, "you're
dead tired. It's bedtime." i

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

When they reached the little hut,
Tommy sald:

“Now, you turn In there and make
yourself comfy. Good-night.”

“Good-night,” she sald, and went Into
the hut.

Tommy stood looking at the fike,
He stood for quite & long time, in a
deep reverie. Celestia’s volee brought
him out of It.

“Aren't you coming?" she sald.

He turned and looked her In the
eyes. What was she? Was she the
most innocent and gulleless croature

“Are you hap-

No Word or Motion Was Lost on Pro-
fessor Stilliter,

in the world, or was she something
quite different? Was he a chivalrous
voung man in her eves, or simply an
{diot? His heart suddenly began to

| beat hard and fast.

And toward that theatrical, beautl
ful, and entrancing figure in the door
of the hut, all silver in the moonlight,

| he bezan to walk slowly.

In his hiding place clore at hand,
no word or motion had been lost oa
Protessor Stilliter. White wilh reluc-

| tance and antipathy, but strongly re-

solved, ke rose cn one knee, cocked
his Winchester and almed at the small
of Tommy's back

(TO BE CONTINTED)
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