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CHAPTER III Continued.

Mr, Bland: walked calmly to the
table, and picked up a populer novel
that lay thereon. On its cover was the
picture of a very beautiful maiden.

“See that dame?" he inquired of the
professor. ‘“Sort of makes a man sit
up and take notice, doesn't she? Even'
the frostbitten haberdasher here has
got to admit that in some ways she
has this Arabella person looking like a'
faded chromo in your grandmother's
parlor on a rainy afternoon. Ever
get any notion, Professor, the way a;
plcture like that boosts a novel in the
busy marts of trade? . No? Well—"

Mr. Bland continued. Mr.
leaned back, oveyjoyed, in his chair.!
Here wag a man not to be anunoyed by
the mere fliching of his story. Here
was a man with a sense of humor—an,
opponent worthy his toe’s best efforts. !
In his role of a haberdasher overcome
with woe, Mr. Magee listened.

“l used to paint dames like that,”
Bland was saying to the dazed profes-
sor. He explained how his pictures
had enabled many . a novelist to ‘“eat
up the highway in a buzz-wagon.” As
he approached the time when the
novelist besieged him, he gave full
play to his imagination. One, he said,
sought out his apartments in an aero-
plane.

“Say, Professor,” he finished, “we're
in the same boat. Both hiding from
writers. A fellow that's spent his life
gelling neckties—well, he can't ex-
actly appreciate our situation. There’s
what you might call a bond between
you and me. D'ye know, I felt drawn
to you, just after I fired that first shot.
That's why I didn't blaze away again.
We're going to be great friends—I can
read it in the stars.”

He took the older man's hand feel-
ingly, shook it, and walked away, cast-
ing a covert glance of triumph at Mr.

The face of the holder of the Cran-
dall Chair of Comparative Literature
was a study. He looked first at one
yvoung man, and then at the other.
Again he applied the handkerchief to
his shinning head.

“All this is very odd,” he =said
thoughtfully. “A man of sixtv-two-—
particularly one who has Jong lived in
the uninspired circle surrounding a
university—has not the quick wit of
youth. I'm afraid I don’t—but no mat-
ler. It's very odd, though.”

He permitted Mr.,Magee to escort
him into the hall, and to direct his
search for a bed that should serve him
through the scant remainder of the
night. Overcoats and rugs were pressed
Into service as cover. Mr., Bland
blithely assisted.

“I1f T see any newspaper reporters,”
he assured the professor on parting,
“1'1l damage more than their derbies.”

“Thank you,” replied the old man
heartily. “You are very kind. To-
morrow we shall become better ac-
quainted. Good night.”

The two young men came out and
stood in the hallway. Mr, Magee spoke
in a low tone.

“Forgive me.” he said. “for steal-
ing your Arabella.”

“Take her and welcome,” said Bland.
“She was beginning to bore me, any-
how. And I'm not in your class as an
actor.® He came close to Magee. In
the dixs light that streamed out from
number seven the latter saw the look
on his tace, and knew that, under-
neath all, this was a very much wor-
ried young man.

“For God's sake, cried Bland, “tell
me who you are and what you're doing
here. In three words—tell me."”

“If 1 did,” Mr. Magee replied, “you
wouldn't believe me. Let such minor
matters ag the truth wait over till to-
morrow.”

“Well, anyhow,” Bland said, his foot
on the top step, “We are sure of one

thing—we don’t trust each other. I've
got one ‘parting word® for you. Don't
try to come down-stairs tonight. ['ve

got a gun, and I ain't afraid to shoot.”

He paused. A look of fright passed
over his face. For on the floor above
they both heard sofl footsteps—then
a flaint click, as though a door had
been gently closed.

“This inn,” whispered Bland, “has
more keys than a literary club in a
prohibition town. ‘And every one's in
use, I guess. Remember. Don't try
to come down-stairs. I've warned
you. Or Arabella’s cast-off Romeo
may be found with a bullet in him
yet.”

“Y shan't forget what you say,” an-
swered Mr., Magee. Shall we look
about up-stairs?” "

Bland shook his head.

“:No,” he said. “Go in and go to
bed. It's the down-stairs that—that
concerns me. Good night.”

He went swiftly down the steps,
leaving Mr. Magee staring wondering-
ly after him. Like a wraith he merg-
ed with the shadows below. Magee
turned slowly, and entered number
seven. A fantastic film of frost was
on the windows; the inner room was
drear and chill. Partially undressing,
he lay down on the brass bed and
pulled the covers over him.

The events of the night danced in
giddy array before him as he closed
his eyes. With every groan Baldpate
Inn uttered in the wind he gtarted up,
keen for a new adventure. At length
his mind seemed to stand still, and
there remained of all that amazing
evening’s pictures but one—that of a
girl in a blue corduroy suit who wept
—wept only that her smile might be
the more dazzling when it flashed be-
hind the tears. “With yellow locks,
crisped like golden wire,” murmured
Mr. Magee. And so he fell asleep.

CHAPTER 1V.

A Professional Hermit Appears.

Tvery morning at eight. when slum-
ber’s chains had bound Mr, Magee in
his New York apartments, he was

awakened by a pompous valet named
Geoffrey whom he shared with the
other young men in the building. It
was Geoffrey’'s custom to enter, raise
the curtains, and speak of the weath-
er in a voice vibrant with feeling, as of
something he had prepared himself
and was anxifous to have Mr. Magee
try. So, when a rattling noise came to
his ear on his first morning at Bald-
pate Inn, Mr, Magee breathed sleepily
from the covers: “Good morning,
Geoffrey."”

But no cherry voice replied in terms |

of sun, wind, or rain. Surprised, Mr.

{Magee sat up in bed” About him, the

Magea ' maple-wood furniture of suite seven;mEm keep the illusion to the end of'

stood shivering in the chill of a De-
cember morning. Throuzh the door
at his left he.caughe sight of a white
tub into which, he recalled sadly, not
even a Geoffrey could coax a glittering
drop. ¥Yes—he was at Baldpate Inn.
He remembered—the climbh with the
dazed Quimby up the snowy road, the
plaint of the lovelorn haberdasher, the
vagaries of the professor with a pen-
chant for blondes, the mysterious
click of the door-latch on the floor
above. And last of all—strange that
it should have been last—a girl in blue
corduroy somewhat darker than her
eyes, who wept amid the station’s
gloom. :

“I wonder,” reflected Mr. Magee,
staring at the very brassy bars at the
foot of his bed, “what new variations
on seclusion the day.will bring forth?”

Agtin came the rattling noise that
had awakened him. He looked toward
the nearest window, and through an
unfrosted corner of the pane hc saw
the eyes of the newest variation star-
ing at- him in wonder. They were
dark eyes, and kindly; they spoke a
desire to enter.

Rising from his warm retreat, Mr.
Magee took his shivering way across
the uncarpeted floor and unfasiened
the window’s catch. From the bluster-
ing balcony a plump little man steppe:l
inside. He had a market basket on his
arm. His face was a stranger to
razors: his hair to shears. He remind-
ed Mr. Magee of the celebrated doctor
who came every yvear to the small
town of his boyhood, there to sell a
wonderful healing herb to the crowds
on the street corner.

Magee dived hastily back under the
covers. “Well?" hwe questioned.

“So you're the fellow.” remarked
the little man in awe
basket on the flcor: °
filled with bromidic
the most subdued hou
home,

“Which fellow?" asked Mr. Magee,

“The fellow Elijah Quimby told me
about,” exvlained he of the long brown
locks. “The fellow that's come up to
Baldpate Inn to be alone with his
thoughts.”

“You're one of the viliagers, | take
it," gressed Mr. Magee. “

“You're dead wrong. I'm no vil-
lager. = My instincts are all in the
other direction—away from the crowd.
1 live up near the top of Baldpate, in a
little shack T built myself. My name's
Peters—Jake Peters—in the winter.
But in the summer when the inn’s
open, and the red and white awnings
are out, and the band plays in the
casino every night—then I'm the Her-
mit of Baldpate Mountain, I come
down here and sell picture post-cards
of myself to the ladies.”

Mr. Magee appeared overcome with
mirth.

“A  professional hermit, by the
gods!” he cried. *“Say, I didn't know
Baldpate Mountain was fitted up with
all the modern improvements. This
ig great luck. I'm an amatear at the
hermit business, you’'ll have to teach
me the fine points. Sit dewn.”

“Just between ourselves, I'm not a
regular hermit,” said the plump be-
whiskered one, sitting gingerly on the
edge of a frail chair. “Not one of
these “all for love of a woman' hermits
you read about in books. Of course, I
have to pretend I am, in summer, in
order to sell the cards &and do my
whole duty by the inn management. A
lot of the women ask me in soft tones
about the great disappcintment that
dgova nie to old Baldpate and I give
'‘em /varlous answers, sccording to
how 1 feel. Speaking to you as a
friend, and considering the fact that
it’s the dead of winter, I reay say there
wag littie or no romance in my life.
I morried early, and staved married
a long time. I came un here for peice
and quiet. and becatse I felt a man
ourht to read some*h’iuy hesides time-
tables ond tradesmen’; bills, and have
someJung over his hza besides a first
and second mortgage.”

“Back to nature, in other words,” re-
marked Mr. Magee. A

“Yes, sir—back with a rush. 1 was
down to the village this morning for a
few groceries, and I stopped off at
Quimby’s, as I often do.~ He told me
about you. I help him a lot around the
inn, and we arranged I was to stop in
and start your fire, and do any other
little errands you might -want done. I
thought we ought to get acquainted,
you and me, being as we're both lit-
;z.mr,v men, after a manner of speak-
ng'n

“No?” cried Mr. Magee.

“Yes,” sald the Hermit of Baldpate.
“I dip into that work a little now and
then. Some of my verses on the joys
of solitude have appeared in print—
on the post-cards I sell to the guests
in the summer. But my life-work, as
you might call it, is a book I've had

evared to be
es, such as
.older carries

under way for ‘some time. It's called
simply Women. Just that one word—
but, oh, the meaning in it! That book

is going to prove that all the trouble
in the world, from the beginning of
time, was caused by females. Not just
say 8o, mind you. Prove it:!"

“A difficult task, I'm afraid,” smiled
Magee.

“Not difficult—long,” corrected the

.
-

e placed tho

hermit. “When | started out, foulj'
years ago, [ thought it would just be
a case of a chapter on Eve, and hon-
orable mention for Cleopatra and
Helen of Troy, and a few more like
that, and the thing would be done.
But as | got into the subject, I was
fairly buried under new evidence.
Then Mr, Carnegie came along and
gave Upper Asquewan Falls a library.
It's wonderful to think the great works
that man will be responsible for. I've
dedicated Women to him. Since the
new library, I've dug up information
about a thousand disasters 1 never
dreamed of before, and I eontend that
if you go back a ways in any one of
‘em, you'll find the fluffy little ,lady
that started the whole rumpus, So I
hunt the woman. T reckon the French
would call me the greatest cherchez
la femme in history.” y

“A fascinating pursunit,” laughed
Mr. Magee, “I'm glad you've told me
about it, and I shall watch the progress
of the work with interest, Although
I can't say that I entirely agree with
you. Here and there is a wogman
who more than makes amends for
whatever trouble her sisters have

caused. One, for instance, with gold-
en hair. and eyes that when they
weep—"

“You're vonng,” interrupted the lit-
tle man, risine, “There ain't no use
lto debate it with you. I might as well

try to argue with a storm at sea. Some

| thefr davs, and I hope vou're one. T
reckon T'll start your fire."” |

He went into the onter room. and;
Mr. Magee lay for a few moments list- |
ening to hic preparation~ ~hont the|

fireplace. This wops o= "ort,  hej|
thought. And v~t. something was|
wrong. Wag it the erowing feeling of

‘emptiness inside? Undoubtedly. He
gat up in bed and' leaning over, gazed
into the hermit's basket. The packages
he saw there made his feeling of
emptiness the more acute.

“1 say, Mr. Peters,” he cried, leap-
ing from the bed and running into the
other room, where the hermit was |
persuading a flaint blaze, “I've an idea.
You can cook. can't you?"

“Cook?” repeated the hermit. “Well,
ves, I've had to learn a few thines
about it, living far from the rathskel-
lars the way I do.”

“The very man,” rejoiced Mr. Ma-
gee. “You must stay here and cook
for me—for us.”

~#11?" asked the hermit, staring.

“Yes. | forgot to tell you. After
Mr. Quimby left me last night, two
other amateur hermits hove In view.
One is a haberdasher with a broken

heart—"
“Woman," cried - the triumphant
Peters.
“Name, Arahella” laughed Magee,

“The other's a college professor who
made an indiscreet remark about
blondes. You won't mind them, T'm
gure, and they may be #hle to help
yvou a‘lot with your great work."”

“1 don't *know what Quimby will
say.” studied the hermit. ‘I reckon
he'll run ‘em out. He's against this
thine—afraid of fire."

“Quimby will come later Mr. Ma-
gee assured him, drawing on a dress-
ing-gown. “Just now the idea is a lit-
tle water in yonder tub. and a nice
cheerful hreakfast after. It's going
to pay vou a lot bhetter than selling
post-cards to romatic ladies, I promise
you. T won’t take you away from a
work for which the world is panting
without more than making it up to
you financially. Where do you stand
as a coffee maker?"”

“Wait till yon taste it,” said Peters
reassuringly. “I'll bring you up some
water.,"”

He started for the door,
Magee preceded him.

“The haberdasher,”” he explained,
“sleeps below, and he's a nervous
man, He might commit the awfu] er-|
ror of shooting the only cook on
Baldpate Mountain.”

Mr. Magee went out into the hall|
and called from the depths the figure|
of Bland, fully attired in his flashy
garments, and looking tawdry and
tired in the morning light.

“I've been up hours,” he remarked.
“Heard somebody knocking round the
kitchen, but 1 ain’t seen any breakfast
brought in on a silver tray. My in-
gides feels like the Mammoth Cave.”

Mr. Magee introduced the Hermit of
Baldnate;

“pleased to meet vou,” said Bland.
“T guess it was you I heard in the
kitehen. So vou're going to cater to
this select few, are you? Believe me,
vou can't get on the job any too soon
to suit me."

Out of a near-by cdoor stepped the
black-garbed figure of Professor
Thaddeus Bolton, and him Mr, Magee
included in the precentation ceremon-
jes. After the hermit had disappeared
below. burdened with his market hask-
et and the supplies Mr. Magee had
brought the night before, the three
amateurs at the hermit game gathered
by the fire in number seven, and Mr,
Bland spoke feelingly:

“1 don't know where you picked
that. cook. but believe me, you get a
vote of thanks from yours truly. What
is he—an advertisement for a hair
restorer?”

“He's a hermit,” explained Magee,
“and lives in a shack near the moun-
tain-top. Hermits and barbers aren't
supposed to mix. He’s also an au-
thor, and is writing a book in which he
lays all the trouble of the ages at the
feet of woman. Please treat him with
the respect all these dignified activ-
ities demand.”

“A writer, you 'say,” commented
Professor Boltop., “Let us hope it will
not interfere with his cooking abilities.
Por even I, who am not much given to
thought about material things, must
admit the presence of a gnawing hun-
ger within.”

They talked little, being men un-i
fed, while Jake Peters started pro-
ceedings in the kitchen, and tramped
up-stairs with many pails of water.
Mr. Magee requested warm water for
shaving; whereupon he was regarded
with mingled emotiong by his com-
panions.

“You ain’t going to see any skirts
up here,” Mr. Bland promised him.
And Mr. Peters, bringing the water
from below, took occasion to point out
that shaving wes one of man's
troubleg directly attributable to wom-
an's presence in the world.

At length the hermit summoned
them to hreakfast, and as they de-

but Mr.

scended the broad stair the heavenly
odor of coffee sent a  glow to their|

hearts. Peters had built a rousing fire

9 -

in the hig fireplace opposite the
clerk's desk in the office, and in front
of this he had placed a table which
held promise of a satisfactory break-
fast. As the three sat down, Mr. Bland
spoke:

“I don't know about you, gentlemen,
but I could fall on Mr. Peters' neck
and call him blesed.”

The gentleman thus referred to
served them genially, He brought to
Mr, Magee, between whom and him-
self he recognized the tie of author-
ship, a copy of a New York paper that
he claimed to get each morning from
the station agent, and which helped
him greatly, he said, in his eternal
search for the woman. As the meal
passed, Mr. Magee glanced it through.
Twice he looked up from it to study
keenly his queer companions at Bald-
pate Inn. Finally he handed it across
the table to the haberdasher.

drifted in from the white outdoors; the
fire sputtered gaily in the grate. Also,
Mr, Peters’ failing for literature in-
terferred in no way with his talents
as cook. The three finished the re-
past in great good humor, and Mr. Ma-
gee handed round cigars.
“Gentlemen,” he remarked, pushing
back his chair, “we find ourselves in
a peculiar position. Three lene men,
knowing nothing of one another, we
have sought the solitude of Baldpate

Tun at almost the same moment. Why?,

Last night, before you came, Profes-
ser Bolton, Mr. Bland gave me as his
reason for being here the story of Ara-
bella, which I afterward approached
as a joke and gave as my own reason,
1 related to Mr, Bland the fiction about
the artist and the besiging novelists,
We swapped stories when you came—
it was our merry little method of
doubting each other’s word. Perhaps
it was bad taste. At any rate, looking
at it in the morning light, T am in-
clined to return Mr, Bland's Arabella,
and no questiong asked. He is again
the lovelorn haberdasher. 1 am in-

clined to Dbelieve, implicity, your
story. That is my proposition. No

doubts of one another, We are here
for whatever reasons we say we are.”

The professor nodded gravely.

“TLast night,” went on Mr. Magee,
“there was some talk between MNr.
Bland and myself about one of leav-
ing the inn. Mr, Bland demanded it.
T trust he sees the matter differently
this morning. 1 for one should be
sorry to see him go.”

“I've changed my mind,” said Mr.
Bland. The look on his thin face was
not a pleasant one,

“Very good,” went on Mr, Magee.
“I see no reason why we, should not
proceed on friendlv terms. Mr. Pelers
hag agreed to cook for us. He can no
doubt be persuaded to attend to our
other wants, For his services we
shall pay him generously, in view of
the circumstances. As for Quimby—I
leave you to make your peace with
him.”

“I have a letter to Mr, Quimby from
my old friend. John Bentley,” said the
professor. “which T am sure will win
me the caretaker's warm regard.”

Mr. Magee looked at Bland.

“I'll get Andy Rutter on the wire”
said that gentleman. “Quimby will
listen to him, T guess.”

“Maybe.,” remarkéd Magee
lessly. “Who is Rutter?”

“He's manager of the inn when it's
open,” answered Bland. He looker
suspiciouslv at Magee. “I .only know
him slightly.” he adde.

“Those matters you will arrange for
yourselves,” Mr. Magee went on, *“I
shall be very glad of vour company if
you can fix it to stay. Believe it or

care-

not-—I forgot, we agreed to believe,
didn't we?—I] am here to do some
writing. I'm going up to my room

now to do a little work. All [ ask of
vou gentlenfen ig that, as a favor to
me, vou refrain from sheoting at each
other while’l am gone. You see, [ am
trying to keep crude melodrama out of
my stuff.” )

“1 am sure,” remarked Professor
Rolton, “that the use of firearms as a
means of social diversion between Mr.
Bland and myself is unthought of.”

“I ~hope s0.,” responded Magee.
“There, 1hen, the matter rests. We
are here—that is all.” He hesitated,
as though in doubt. Then, with a de-
cisive motion, he drew toward him the
New York paper, With his eyes on the
head-lines of the first page, h2 con-
tinued: I shall demand no further ex-
planations. And except for this once,
I shall make no reference to this story
in the newspaper, to the effect that
early yesterday morning, in a labratory’
at one of our leading universities, a
young assistant instructor was found
dead under pecullar circumstances.”
He glanced keenly at the bald-headed
little man across from him. “Nor shall
I make conversation of the fact/
added, “that the professor of chemistry
at the university, a man past middle
age, respected highly in the university
cirele, ig missing.

An oppressive silence followed this
remark. Mr. Blands sly eyes sought
quickly the professors face. The older

‘man sat staring at his plate; then he

raised ,hig head and the round specta-
cles were turned full on Magee.

“You are very kind,” said Professor
Bolton evenly.

“There is another story in this
paper,” went on Mr. Magee, glancing
at the haberdasher, ‘that, it seems to
me, T ought to taboo as table talk at
Baldpate Inn. It relates that a few
days ago the youthful cashier of a
bank in a small Pennsylvania town dis-
appeared with thirty thousarnd dollars
of the bank's funds. No,” he con-
cluded, “we are simply here, gentle-
men, and I am very glad to let it go
at that.” :

Mr. Bland sneered knowingly.

“r should think you would be.” he
said, “If you’ll turn that paper over
vou'll read on the back page that day
before yesterday a lot of expensive
paintings in a New Yorfk millionaire's
house were cut from their frames, and
that the young artist who was doing
retouching in the house at the time has
been just careless enough not to send
his address to the police. It's a small
matter, of course, and the professor
and 1 will never mention it again.”

Mr. Magee threw back his head and
Jaughed heartily.

“We understand one another, it
gseems,” he said. “I look forward to
pleasant companionship where I had
expected solitude. You will excuse
me now-—there is the work to which I
referred. Ah, here’'s Peters,” he ad-
ded as the hermit entered through the
dining-room door at the side of the

The ;
dull yellow sun of a winter morning ! dining-room door, toward which

he |

stairs.

“All finished, gentlemen?" he asked,
coming forward. *“Now, thig is solid
comfort, ain't {t? I reckon when you
get a few days of this, you'll all be-
come hermits, and build yourselves
shacks on the mowatain, Solid com-
fort. No woman to make you put on
overshoeg when you go out, or lecture
you about the effects of alcohol on the
stomach, Heaven, [ call it.”

‘“Peters,” sald Mr. Magee, “we have
been wondering if you will stay on
here and cook for us. We need you.
How about it?"

“Well—I'll be glad to help youn out,”

the hermit replied.” “1 guess [ can
manage to give satisfaction, seeing
there ain’'t no women around. If there

was, 1 wouldn't think of it. Yes, I'll
stay and do what [ can fo boost the
hermit life in your estimation. I1—"

He stopped. His eyes were on the
Mr.
Magee's back was turned. 'The jaw ot
Peterg fell, and his mouth stood wide
open. Behind the underbrush of beard
a very surprised face was discernible.

Mr. Magee turned quickly. A few
feet inside the door stood the girl of
the station, weeping no more, but radi-
ant with smiles. Back of her was the
determined impossible companion of«
yesterday. /

“Oh, mamma,” laughed the girl,
we're too late for breakfast! Isn't it a
shame?"

Mr. Bland's lean hands went quick-
ly to adjust hig purple tie. Professor
Bolton looked every inch the owl as
he blinked in dazed fashion at the blue
corduroy vision. QGingerly Mr, Peters
set down the plates he had taken from
the table, still neglecting his open
mouth,/

Mr. Magee rose from the table, and
went forward with outstretched hand,
CHAPTER V.

The Mayor Casts a Shadow Before.

“From tears to smiles,” said Mr. Ma-
gee, taking the girl's hand. *“What]
worked the transformation? Not the!
Commerecial House, I know, for I
pased it last evening.,” \

“No, hardly the Commercial House,"
laughed the girl. “Rather the sun-
shine of a winter morning, the brisk
walk up the mountain, and the sight of
the Hermit of Baldpate with eyes like
saucers staring at_a little girl who
once bought his postal cards.”

“Then you know Mr. Peters?" in-
quired Mggee.
“Is that his name? You see, 1]

never met him in private life—he was!
just the hermit when 1 knew him. T
used to come to Baldpate in the sum-
mers, and send his cards back to the
folks at home, and dream dreams of
hig love-story when from my window |
I saw the light of his shack at night.|
I'm so glad to meet Mr., Peters in-!
formally.”

She held out her hand, but Peters,
by long practise wary of women, had
burdened himself with breakfast plates
which prevented his clasping it. He
muttered “How d’ye do?” and fled to-
ward the door, narrowly averting what
would have proved a serious collision
with the large woman on the way.

“Mr. Peters meets so few of your
gex In winter,” Magee apologized, ‘'you
must pardon his clumsiness. This
gentleman”—he indicated the profes-
sor, who srose—*is Thr<deus Bolton,
a distinguished member of a certain
university faculty, who has fled- to
Baldpate to escape the press of Ameri-
ca. And this is Mr. Bland, who hides

Can’t you just see them--those head-
lines? “Beautiful Actress Drops from
Sight.'” 8he stopped, blushing.
“Kvery woman who gets into print,
you know, is beautiful."

“But it'd be no lie in your case,
dearie,” put in Mrs. Norton, feeling
carefully of her atrociously blond store
hair.

“Your mother takes the words from
my mouth,” gmiled Mr, Magee, “Guard
as they wil] against it, the newspapers
let the truth crop out occasionally.
And this will be such an occaslon.”

“From what part of Ireland do you
come?” laughed the girl. She seemed
somewhat embarrassed by her
mother's open admiration. “Well, set-
ting all blarney aside, such will be the
head-lines. And when the last clue
is exhausted, and my press-agent is the
same, I come back to appear in a new
play, a well-known actress. Of such
flippant things Is a Broadway reputa-
tion built.”

“We all wish you success, I'm sure."
Mr. Magee searched his memory in
vain for this “actress's” name and
fame. Could it be possible, he won-
dered, at this late day, that any one
would try for publicity by such an
obvious worn-out road? Hardly. The
answer was simple. Another fable
was being spun from whole cloth be-!
neath the roof of Baldpate Inn. “We|
have a New York paper here,” he went ¢
on, “but as yet there seems to be no|
news of your sad disapvearance ™ |

Wouldn't it be the limit |if 1hey;
didn’t fall for it?” gueried the »ld
woman.

“iall for it," repeated Professor Bol-!
ton, not questioningly. but with the
air of a scientist about to add a new
and rare specimen to his alcohol jar.

“She means, if they didn't accept my |
disappearance as legitimate news,"” ex-
plained the girl. ‘“That would be very |
diseppointing. But surely there was no
harm in making the experiment.”

“They’'re a clever lot. those news-
paper guys,” sneered Mr, Bland, “in
their own opinion. But when youn come |
right down to it, every one of 'em has
a nice little collection of gold bricks
fn his closet, 1 guess you've got them
going. T hope so0.”

“Thank vou."” smiled the girl. “You
are very kind. You are here, 1 under-
stand. becanse of an unfortunate —er |
—affair of the heart?”

Mr. Bland smoothed back his black
oily halr from his forehead. and smirk-
ed. “Oh, now—" he protested. |

“Arebella.” put in Mr. Magee, “was,
her name. The heauties of history and
mythology hobbled into oblivion at]
sight of her.”

“I'm quick to forget,' insisted Mr.
Bland.

“hat does you no credit, I'm sure,”
repiied the girl severely. “And now,
memma. | think we had better select'
our rooms—"

She paused. For Eliiah Quimby had
come in through the dining room door
and stood gazing at the groun before
the fire, his face reflecting what Mr.'
Magee. the novelist, would not have
hesitated a moment in terming “min-
gled emotions.”

“Well,” drawled Mr.
strode into the room.
he said, “that letter from Mr. Beutley

Quimby,

asked me to let yon stay at Baldpate
Inn. There wasn't anvthing in it

{about your bringing parties of friends
along.”

along,” explained Magee, “Thev're
gimnly some more amatenr her~'4

here from the world the scars of a
broken heart. But let us not go into
details.”

~ The girl smiled brightly.
—" she asked.

“William Hallowell Magee,” he re-
turned, bowing low., “I have a neat
little collection of stories accounting
for my.presence here, from which I
shall allow you to choose later. Not
to mention the real one, which is sim-
ple almost to a fault.”

“I am so happy to meet yon all,” said
the girl. “We shall no doubt become
very good friends. For mamma and 1
have also come to Baldpate Inn—to
stay."

Mr. Bland opened wide his usually
narrow eyes, and ran his hand thought-
fully over his one day's beard. Prof
essor Bolton blinked his astonishment.
Mr. Magee smiled.

“I, for one, am delighted to hear it,”
he said.

“My name,” went on the girl, “is
Mary Norton. May [ present my
mother, Mrs. Norton?”

The older woman adopted what was
obviously her society manner. Once
again Mr, Magee felt a pang of regret
Itlmt this should be the parent of a girl
so charming.

“I certainly am pleased to meet you

all,”” she said in her heavy volce.
“Ain't it a lovely morning after the
{storm? The sun's almost blinding.”
( “Some explanation,” put in Miss
| Norton guickly, ‘is due you if I am to
[thrust myself thus upon you. T am
perfectly willing to tell why 1 am
here—but the matter musn't leak out.
[ can trust you, I'm sure.”

Mr, Magee drew up chairs, and the
two women were seated before the
fire.

“The bandits of Baldpate,” he re-
marked flippantly, glancing at the two
men, “have their own, code of honor,
and the first rule is never to betray a

al." : ;

5 «Splendid!” laughed the girl, “You
sald, 1 believe, that Professor Bolton
was fleeing from the newspapers. I am
fleeing for the newspapers—to attract
their attention—to lure them into giv-
ing me that thing 80 necessary to a
woman in my profession, publicity.
,You see, I am an actress, The name
I gave you is not my stage name, That,
perhaps, you would know. [ employ a
gentleman to keep me before the pub-
lic ag much as possible. It's horrid, I
know, but it means bread and butter
to me. That gentleman, my press-
agent, evolved the present scheme—a
mysterious disappearance.” '

She paused and looked at the others,
Mr. Magee surveyed her narrowly.
The youthful bloom of her cheek car-
ried to him no story of grease paint;
her unaffected manner was far from
suggesting anything remotely con-
nected with the stage. He wondered.

“1 am to disapepar completely for a
time,” she went on. “‘As though the
earth had swallowed me’ will be the
good old phrase of the reporters. I
am to linger here at Baldpate Inn, a

“And you

who have strolled in from time to time

the hermitage. And all, I believe, have |
credentials for you to exr-nine.’

“Is the world erazy?” he demanded. |
“Any one ’'d think it was July, the way |
the people act.' The Ilnn’s closed, I,
tell vou. 1t ain’t running.”

Professor Bolion rose from his chair

“8o you are Quimby,” he said in
a soothing tone. “I'm glad to meet vou
at last. My old friend John Bentley
has spoken of you so often.
letter from him.” He drew the care-
taker to one side, and took an envel-
open from his pocket. The two conver-
ged in low tones,

Quickly the girl in the corduroy suit|

ered. and her tone was troubled:

“gStand by me. I'm afraid I'll need
your help.”

“What's the matter? inquired Ma-
gee.

“T haven't much of any right here,
I gzuess, but 1 had to come.”

But yvour key?"

“] fear my-—presa agent—stole it."”

A scornful remark as to the anti-
ouated methods of that mvthical psub-
licity promoter rose to Mr. Magee's
lips, but before he spoke he looked in-
to ber eves. And the remark was never
made. For in their wonderful depths
he saw worry and fear and unhappi-
nees, as he had seen them there emid
tears in the station,

“Never mind,” he saig very gentlv,
“I'1l, see yon through.”

Quimby was standing
Bland. “How about you?"

“Call up Andy Rutter and ask about
me,” replied Bland, in the tone of one
who prefers war to peace,

“1 work for Mr, Bentley."” said Quim-
bv. “Rutter hasn't any authority here.
He isn’'t to be manager next season, T
understand. However, the profassor
wants me to let you stay. He rays
he’ll be responsgible.”” Mr. Bland Jook-

over Mr.

the unexpected sponsor he had found.

“And you?"” went on Quimby to the wo-

men. >
‘“Why—"" began Miss Norton,

“Absolutely all right,” sald Mr. Ma-
gee. “They come from Hal Bentley,

like myself. He's put them in my care,
I'll answer for them.” He saw the
girl's eyes; they snoke her thanks.

Mr Quimby shook his head as one in
a dream.

“All this is beyond me—way beyond,
he ruminated. “Nothing like it ever
happened before that I've heard of. I'm
going to write all about it to Mr. Bent-
ley, and 1 suppose I got to let you
stay till T hear from him. I think he
ought to come up here, if he can.”

“The more the merrier,” said Mr.
Macgee,  reflecting cheerfully that the
Bentleys were in Florida at last ac-
counts.

“Come. mamma,” sald Miss Norton,
rising, “let's go up and pick out a
suite. There’s one I used to have a
few years ago—you can see the her-
mit's shack from the windows. By

key to which my press-agent has se-
cured for me. Meanwhile, the papers
will speak tearfully for me in thejr
head-lines—at least, I hope they will

i the way, Mr. Magee, will yon send Mr.
{ Peters up to us? He may be able to
‘help us get settled?”

| and set to work on the furniture,

“Thesge are not friends I've brought |

All have their individual lateh kevs to!

Mr. Quimby stared in angry wonder. |

[ have a |

i terly, *
| the public,
t rail joint, one that was a great fm-.-.
| provement on the old kind,
sort of an idea, when I was doing ‘t—mt,
an idea of service to the world—you ...
God, what a joke! I sold all .~
»

Not -«

leaned toward Mr, Magee. She whlsp-l

ed in open mouthed astonishment at

. Ahem” muttered Mr, Magee, “I—
I'll have a talk with Peters. To be
quite frank, I anticipate trouble. You &
see, the Hermit of Baldpate doesn’t
Approve of women-—"'

W Don't approve of women" cried Mrs.
Notton, her green eyes flashing. “Why
not, I'd llke to know""

“My dear madam,”
Megee, “only echo answers, and it
bur vacuously repeats, ‘Why not?
That, however, is the situation, Mr.
Peters loathes the sex. I imagine that
until today, he was not particularly
happy in the examples of it he encoun-
tered. Why, he has even gone so far
as to undertake a book attributing ali
the trouble of the world to woman.”

“The idiot!" cried Mrs. Norton,

“Delicious!” laughed the girl.

“I shall ask Peters to serve jou,"
said Magee. "I shall appeal to his gal-
lant side, But I must proceed gently.
This is his first day as our cook, and
you know how necessary a good {rst

responded Mr.

Imp.ression is with a new cook. 1l ap-
perl to his better nature.”
“Don't do it,”” cried the girl. “Don't

emphasize us to him in any way, or he
may exercise his right as cook and
leave, Just ignore us. We'll play at
being our own bell-boys."”

“Ignore you,” cried Mr. Magee.
“What Herculean tasks you set, I'm
not equal to that one.” He picked up
their traveling bags and led the way
up stairs, “I'm something of a bell
boy myself, when roused.” he said,

The girl selected suite seventeen at
the further end of the corridor from
Magee's apartments. “It's the very
one | used to have, years and years
ago—at least two or three years ago,

agc,” she said. “Isn’t it stupid? All
the furniture in a heap.”
“And cold,” said Mrs, Norton, “My

land,
fire.”
“I'll make you regret your words,
Mrs. Norton,” cried Magee. He threw
up the windows, pulled off his coat,
The «

I wish I was back by.my own

-

girl bustied about, lightening his work .,

by her smile, Mrs. Norton managed
to get consistently in the way, When
he had the furniture distributed. he

precured logs and tried his hand at

a fire,
disheveled, his hands soiled, but his
heart very gay, before the girl of the
station.

“1 hope you don’'t expect a tip,” sh¢ .
saiwd langhing.

“l do,” he said, coming closer, and
speaking in a voice that was not for
he car of the chaperon. *I want a
tip on this—do you really act?”

Then he stood, his black hair .

She looked at him steadily. R

“Once,” she said, “when I was six.

at school. It was my first and lagt
appearance on the stage.”

i

!teen, 1 appeared in an amateur play

D

“Thanks, lady,” remarked Mr, Magee ",

in imitation of the bell boy he was
supposed to be, He sought number
seven, There he made himself again
presentable, after which he descended ..
to the office.

Mr. Bland sat reading the New York
paper before the fire.
the two .

lhowl‘s front door Quimby had brought
forth extra chairs. He stood now by
the large chair that

@

From the htila -,
He | card room and the parlor,
“Mr. Magee,” | FOOmS on the right and left of the - .

held Professor - .

 Bolton, engaged in conversation with...

| that gen‘leman. P
“Yes,” he was saying, I lived three
vears in Reuton and five years in New
York. Il took me eight years—elgnt
yeare (o realize the truth.” ‘
“I heard about it from John Bent: |
ley,” 'the professor said gently. a
“He's been pretty kind to me, Mr. .

this job. Once the Quimbys ownedi;,
moest of the land
Mountain. It all went in those eight
years, To think that it took all those 4
years for me to find it out.”
“It I'm not impertinent,
“That what [ wanted, the railroad-.
and that was—the gafety of
You see, I invented a new -

know,
the Quimby lands, and went to Reuton .
and then to New York to place it
one of the railroad men but admitted:
that it was an improvement, and a
big one—and not one but fought' iike:
mad to keep me from getting it down ..
where the public would see it,

streteh of snow.

“Eight years,” he repeated, “I fought
and pleaded. No, 1 begged—that was
the word—I bhegged. You'd be surprised
to know the names of some of the
men who kept me waiting in their
private offices, and sneered at me over
their polished desks. They turned me
down-—every one. Some of them played
me--a8 though 1'd been a fish, They,
referred me to the other ends of the
same blg game, laughing in thel
sleeves, | guess at the knowledge of

ia fine fool of me.”

“You might have put down some ol
your joints at your own expense,” sug
gested the professor.

“Didn't 1 try?”" cried Quimby.
you think they'd let me? No, the pub
lic might see them and demand them

| everywhere,
{ convinced somebody, It was down ip. .
Reuton-the Suburban Railway.” Ther¢
was a rustle as Mr. Bland let his pape!
fall to the floor. “Old Henry Thornhill
was president of the road—he is yet, |
guess—but young Hayden and a fellow «
named David Kendrick were running
it. Kendrick was on my side—he al
most had Hayden. They were going .
to let me lay & stretch of track witk
my joints. Then —something happen
ed. Maybe you remembes. Kendricl
disappeared in the night—he s nevet
been seen since.”

“I do remember,” sald the professo: _
soflily.
“Hayden turned me down,” went o1
Quimby. ‘““The money was all gone
So 1 'came back to Upper Asquewan—
carctaker of an inn that overlooks th
property my father owned—the brop
erty 1 squandered for a chance to sav/ -
human lives. It's all like a dream nov
—those eight years. And it mnearl
drives me mad, sometimes, to thinl
‘that it took me eight years—eigh
| years to find it out. T'll just straightes

things around a bit.”
(To be Continued.)
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Bentley, has,” replied Quimby. “When ..,
| the money wag all gone, he offered m#

»

around Baldpate. .

a8

Quimby,”
!put in Magee, “to find what out?

mee didn't want,” replied Quimpy bit. -

-

1 had a-;

»

q
o

5

-

{how hopeless it was. Oh, they madc\‘:‘

.lm :

Once, 1 thought 1 had .

ey ¥

{

(A}

They s ,
1didn't want the expense of the change.'
Mr. Quimby looked out at the suniit




