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SYNOPSIS.

Challls Wrandall 1s found murdersd In
& road house near Now York. Mrs, Wran-
dall in summoned from the city and iden-
tifles the body. A young woman who aeo-
rcompanied Wrandall to the lon and sub-

sequently  disappeared, s suspected.
Wrandall, it appears, had led a gy life
and neglecied his wife, Mrs. Wrandall
starts back for New York in an auto dur-

Ing 8 blinding snow storm. On the way
she meets a young woman Iin the road
who proves to be the woman who killed
Wrandall. Feeling that the gir] had done
her a service in ridding her of thea man
who though she loved him deeply, had
caused her great sorrow. Mrs, Wrandall
determines to shicld her and takea her to
her own home. Mrs. Wrandall hears the
story of Hetty Castlston’s life, except that
portion that relates to Wrandail.
and the story of tha tragedy she forbids
the girl ever to tell. She offers Hetty a
homs, friendship and security from B:rll
on account of tha tragedy. Mrs. ra
Wrandall and Hetiy attend the funeral
of Challls Wrandall at the homas of his
rll'- Bara Wrandall and Hetty re-
urn to New York after an absence of a
year in Furope, Leslis Wrandall. brother
of Challls, makes himself useful to Bara

becomes greatly Interested In Hetty.

CHAPTER Vi.—Continued.

Bara and Hetty did not stay long in
town. The newspapers announced the
return of Challls Wrandall’s widow
and reporters sought her out for inter-
views. The old Interest was revived
and columns were printed about the
murder at Burton's inn, with sharp

comments on the fallure of
the police to clear up the mystery.

*I ebhall ask Leslie down for the
‘wesk-end,” sald Sara, the third day
nfter thelr arrival In the country, The
bouse was huge and lonely, and time
bung rather heavily despite the glori-
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er benefactress; then, as if nothing
bad been revealed to her, she allowed
her gase to drift pensively out toward
the sunset sea.

They were altting on the broad
verandhh overlooking the sound. The

i1l you telephone In to him after
dinper, Hetty?" went on Sars, after
& long period of silence.

Again Hetty started. This time a
look of actual pain flashed in her eyes.

“Would not a note by post be more
certain to find him in the—" she be-
san hurriedly.

“I dislits writing notes,” sald Bars
<almly. "Of course, dear, if you feel
that you'd rather not telephone him,
'l m—"

“I dare say [ am finicky, Bara,” apol-
-ogized Hetty in quick contri ot
<ourse he is your brother. I should
Tremem—"

‘THI brotherdn-law, dear,” said Sara,
‘i trifie too literally.

“He will come often to your house,”
went on Helty rapidly. “1 must make
the best of K™

“He is your friend, Hetty. He ad-
mires you."

“You have no cause for disliking
Rim.”
*“I do not dislike him. JI—I am—Oh,
have been

laid her hand om Hetty's

“Listen, my dear,” sald Sara, &
hard note growing in her voice: “this
is my home. I do mot love it, but I
can see no reason for abandoning It.
That is why we came back to New
York.”

Hetty pressed her friend's hand to
her lips. “Forgive me,” she cried Im-
pulsively. *“1 shouldn't have com-
complained. It was detestable.”

“Besides,” went on Sara evenly,
“you were quite free to remain on the
other side. I left it to you.”

“You gave me a week to decide,”
said Hetty in a hurried manner of

is | speaking. “1—I took but twenty-four

hours—Iless than that. Over pight,
you remember. 1 love you, Sara. 1
could not leave you. All that night
I could feel you pulling at my heart
strings, pulling me closer, and holding
me. You were In your room, 1 In
mine, and yet all the time you seemed
to be bending over me In the dark-
ness, urging me to stay with you and
love you and be loved by you. It
couldn’t have been a dream.”

“It was not a dream,” said Saras,
with & queer smille.

“You do love me?" tensely.

“I do love you,” was the firm an-
swer. BSara was staring across the

“Good God, Baral™ Cried the Girl In
Horror.

water, her eyes big and as black as
night itself. She seemed to be looking
far beyond the misty lights that bob-
bled wjith nearby schooners, far be-
yond the yellow mass on the opposite
shore where a town lay cradled in the
shadows, far into the fast darkening
sky that came up like a wall out of
the east.

Hetty's fingers tightened in a
warmer clasp. Unconsclously perhaps,
Sara’'s grip on the girl's shoulder
tightened also; unconsciously, for her
thoughts were far away. The younger
woman's pensive gaze rested on the
peaceful waters below, taking in the
slow approach of the fog that was
soon to envelop the land. Nelther
spoke for many minutes: inserutable
thinkers, each a prey to thoughts that
leaped backward to the beginning and
took up the puxzle at ita inception.

“I wonder—" began Hetty, her eyes
parrowing with the intensity of
thought. She did not complete the
sentence.

Sara answered the unspoken ques-
tion. "It will never be different from
what It is now, unless you make it s0.”

Hetty startsd. “How could you have
known what I was thinking?" she
cried in wonder.

“It 1s what you are always think-
ing, my dear. You are always asking
yourself when will I turn against you,"”

“Sara!”

*“Your own Intelligence should sup-
ply the answer to all the questions you
are asking of yourself. It Is too late
for me to turn against you." Bhe ab-
ruptly removed her hand from Hetty's
shoulder and walked to the edge of
the veranda. For the first time, the
English girl was conscious of pain.
She drew her arm up and cringed. She
pulled the light scarf about her bare
shoulders.

The butler appeared in the doorway.

“The telephone, If you please, Miss
Castleton. Mr. Leslle Wrandall is

The girl etared. “For me, Watson 1™

“Yes, misa.”

Hetty had risen, visibly agitated,

“What shall I say to him, Sara?™
she cried.

“Apparently it Is he who has some-
thing to say to you,” sald the other,
still smiling. “Wait and see what it
is. Please don't neglest to say that
we'd Jike to have him over Sunday.”

“A box of flowers has just come up
from the station for you, miss,”
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“l am coming in, Watson. Open the
box of flowers for Miss Castleton. Is
there a fire in the lbrary?™

“Yes, Mrs. Wrandall”

“Mr. Leslis will be out on Saturday.
Tell Mrs. Conkling.”

“The evening train, ma'am?™

“No. The eleven-thirty. He will
be here for luncheon.”

When Hetty hurried into the library

few minutes later, her manner was
of one considerably disturbed by
something that has transpired almost
on the moment. Her cheeks were
fiushed and her eyea were reflectors
of a po uncertain distress of mind.
Mrs. Wrandall was standing before
the fireplace, an exquisite figure in the
slinky black evening gown which she
affected In these days. Her perfectly
modelled neck and shoulders gleamed
like pink marble in the reflected glow
the burning loge. She wore no jew-

| elry, but there was & alngle whits rose
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in her dark hair, where it had been
placed by the whimsical Hetty an hour
earlier as they left the dinner table.

“He s coming out on the eleven-
thirty, Sara,” sald the girl nervously,
“unless you will send the motor in for
him. The body of his car is being
changed and it's in the shop. He must
have been Jesting when he eaid he
would pay for the petrol—I should
have said gasoline.”

Sara laughed. “You will know him
better, my dear,” she sald. “Leslie is
very light-hearted.”

“He suggested bringing s friend”
went on Hetty hurriedly,. “A Mr.
Booth, the portralt painter.”

“I met him in Italy. He !» charm-
ing. You will like him, too, Hetty."
The emphasis did not escape notice.

“It seems that be ia epending a fort-
night in the village, this Mr. Booth,
painting spring lambs for rest and
recreation, Mn Leslie says.”

“Then he is at our very gates,” said
Sara, looking up suddenly.

“l wonder if he can be the man 1
saw yesterday at the bridge,” mused
Hetty. “le be tall?”

“l really can't say. He's rather
vague. It was six or seven years ago.”

“It was left that Mr. Wrandall is to
come out on the eleven-thirty,” ex-
plained Hetty. “I thought you wouldnt
like sending elther of the motors in”

“And Mr. Booth ™

“We are to send for him after Mr.
Wrandall arrives. He is stopping at
the inn, wherever that may be."”

“Poor fellow!™ sighed Bara, with a
grimace. “I am sure he will like us
immensely if he has been stopplng at
the ion.”

Hetty stood staring down at the
blazing logs for a full minute before
giving expression to the thought that
troubled her.

“Sara,” she sald, meeting her
friend’s eyes with a steady light in her
own, “why did Mr. Wrandall ask for

.| me Iinstead of you? It is you he is

coming to visit, not ma. It is your
house. Why should—"

“My dear,” said Sara glibly, “I am
merely his sisterin-law. It wouldn’t
be necessary to ask me if he should
come. He knows he iz welcome.”

“Then why should he feel called up-
on to—""

“Some men like to telephons, I sup-
pose,” said the other coolly. ;

“l wonder if you will ever under-
stand how I feel about—about certain
things, Sara,”

“What, for instance?™

“Well, his very evident interest in
me,” cried the girl hotly. “He sends
me flowers—this is the second box
this week—and he is so kind, so very
friendly, Sara, that I can't bear it—I
really can't.”

Mrs. Wrandall stared at her. “You
can't very well send him about his
business,” she said, “unless he be-
comes more than friendly. Now, can
you?”

“But It seems so—so horrible, so
beastly,” groaned the girl

Sara faced her squarely. *“See here,
Hetty,” she said levelly, “we have
made our bed, you and 1. We must lle
in it—together. If Leslie Wrandall
chooses to fall in love with you, that
is his affair, not ours. We must face
every condition. In plain words, we
must play the game.”

“What could be more appalling than
to have him fall in love with me?

“The other way ‘round would be
more dramatie, I should say.”

“Good God Sars!™ cried the girl in
horror. “How can you even speak of
such a thing?™

“After all, why shouldnt—" began
Bara, but stopped In the middle of her
suggestion, with the result that it had
its full effect without being uttered in
#0 many cold-blooded words. The girl
sbuddered.

I wish, Bara, you would let me un-
burden myself completely to you,” dhe
pleaded, seizing her friend's hands.
“You have forbiddea me—"

Bara jerked her hands away. Her
eyes flashed. "I do not want to hear
it,” she cried flercely. “Never, never!
Do you understand? It is your secret.
[ will not share it with you. I should
hate you If I knew everything. As it
is, I love you because you ars a wom-
an who suffered at the hand of one
who made me suffer. There is noth-
ing more to say. Den't bring up the
subject again. I want to be your
friend for ever, not your confidante.
There Is a distinction. Yeu may be
able to see how very marked it is in
our case. Hetty. What one does not
know, seldom hurts.”

“But [ want to justify myself—"

“It isn’t necessary,” cut in the other
so peremptorily that the girl's eyes
spread into a look of anger. Where-
upon Sara Wrandall threw her arm
about her and drew her down beside
her in the chaise-lounge. *“I didn't
mean to be harsh,” she cried. “We
must not speak of the past, that's all
The future is not likely to hurt us,
dear. Let us avold the past.”

“The futurs!” sighed the girl, star
ing blankly before her.

“To appreciate what it is to be”
sald the other, “you bave but to think
of what it might have been”

“l know,” said Hetty, in a low
Ifm" . “And yet I sometimes wouder

Bara Interrupted. “You are paylng
me, dear, instead of the law,” she sald
gently. “I am not a harsh creditor,
amIT™

“My life belongs to you 1 give it
cheerfully, even gladly.”

“So you have sald before. Well, 1f
it belongs to me, you might at least
permit me to develop it as I would any
other possession. 1 take'it as an in-
vestment. It will probably fluctuates.”

“Perhaps,” sald Sara laconically.

The next morning Hetty set forth
for her accustomed tramp over the
roads that wound through the estate.
Sara, the American, dawdled at home,
resenting the chill spring drizzle that

did not in the least discourage the
Englishwoman,
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She came to the bridge by the miil,
long since deserted and now a thing of
ruin and decay. A man in knlcker
bockers stood leaning agalnst the rall,
idly gazing down at the trickling
stream below, The brier pipe that
formed the circuit between hand and
lips sent up soft blue colls to float
away on the drizzle.

Bhe passed behind him, with a sin-
gle furtive, curious glance at his hand-
some, undisturbed profile, and in that
glance recognized him as the man she
bhad seen the day before.

When she was a dosen rods away,
the tall man turned his face from the
stream and sent after her the long-
restrained look. There was something
akin to cautiousness in that look of
his, as if he were afraid that she
might turn her head suddenly and
catch him at it. Something began
stirring in his heart, the nameless
something that awakens when least
expected. He felt the subtle, sweet
femininity of her as she passed. It
lingered with him as he looked.

Bhe turned the bend in the romd a
hundred yards away. For many min-
utes he studied the stream below
without really seeing it. Then he
straightened up, knocked the ashes
from his pipe, and set off slowly in
her wake, although he had been walk-
ing in quite the opposite direction
when he came to the bridge—and on
& mission of some consequence, too.

There was the chance that he would
mest her coming back.

CHAPTER VII.

A Faithful Crayon-Point

Leslie Wrandall came out on the
eleven-thirty, Hetty was at the station
with the motor. a sullen resentment
in bher heart, but & welcoming smile
on her lips. The sun shone brightly.
The sound glared with the whita of re-
flected skies.

“] thought of catching the eight
o'clock,” he eried enthusiastically, as
he dropped his bag beside the motor
in order to reach over and shake
hands with her. "That would have
gotten me here houre earlier. The dif-
ficulty was that I didn’t think of the
eight o’clock until I awoke at nine.”

“And then you had the additional
task of thinking about breakfast,”
said Hetty, but without a trace of sar
casm In her manner.

“] never think of breakfast,” said
he amiably. “I merely eat it Of
course, it's a task to eat it sometimes,
but—well, how are you?! How do you
like it-out here ™"

He was beside her on the broad
seat, his face beaming, his gay little
mustache pointing upward at the ends
like obligue brown exclamation points,
so expansive was his smile,

*] adore it.” she replied, her own
smile growing in reaponse to his. It
was impossible to resist the good na-

She could feel their gase.

“Absolutely adorable,” he added, en-
larging his estimate without re'ally be-
ing sware that he voiced it

queer little smile that flickered briefly
and died away> ’

Hetty, pleading a sudden headache,
declined to accompany them later on
in the day when they set forth in the
car to “pick up” Brandon Booth at the
inn. They were to bring him over,
bag and baggage, to stay till Tuesday.

“He will be wild to paint her,” de-
clared Leslle when they were out of
sight around the bead In the road. He
had waved his hat to Hetty just be-
fore the trees shut off their view of
her. She was standing at the top of
the steps beside one of the tall Itallan
vases.

“I've never seen such syes,” he ex-
claimed,
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it I thought she’'d— But nonsense!
Let's talk about something else.
Yourself, for instance.”

She leaned back with a smile on
her lips, but not in her eyes; and
drew a long, deep breath. He was
bhard hit. That was what she wanted
to know.

They found Booth at the inn. He
was sitting on the old-fashioned porch,
surrounded by bags and boys. As he
climbed into the car after the bags,
the boys grinned and jingled the coins
in their pockets and ventured, almost
in unison, the intelligence that they
would all be there if he ever came
back again. Big and little, they had
transported his easel and canvasses
from place to place for three weeks
or more and his departure was to be
regarded as a flnancial calamity.

Leslle, perhaps In the desire to be
alone with his reflections, sat forward
with the chauffeur, and paid little or
no heed to the unhappy person’s com-
ments on the vile condition of all vil-
lage thoroughfares, New York city in-
cluded. .

“And you painted those wretched
little boys instead of the beautiful
things that nature provides for us out
here, Mr, Booth?" Bara was saying
to the artist beside her.

“Qf course I managed to get a bit

explained.

at the sketch.

ity.
for the
Perhaps in a crowded street, or
theater, or a railway train—just a

fleeting

life of me [ can't

glimpse, you know. But

“I've seen her somewhere, but
her.
the

any event [ got a lasting impresalon.
Queer things llke that bappen, dom't
you think so?”

Mrs, Wrandall lganed forward and

spoke to Leslle.

As he turned, she

banded him the envelope, without
comment.
“Great Bceott!™ he exclaimed.
“Mr. Booth is o mipd reader,” she

your thoughts, dear boy.”
Booth understood, and grinned.
“You don't mean to say—" began
the dumfounded Leslie, still staring

“He has been reading

“Upon my word, it's &

wonderful likeness, old chap. I didn’t
know you'd ever met her."
“Met her?” cried Booth, ah smiable

conspirator.
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“I've never met her.”

“See here, don't try anything like
that on me. How could you do this
it you've never seen—"
“He is a mind reader,” cried Sara.
“Haven't you been thinking of her
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ALMOST PERFECT IN SYSTEM

Modern Hotel a Wonderful Improve
mant Over its Predecesscr of Only
a Few Years Ago.

“It is wonderfyl to appreciate the
difference in hotel systems of
and 15 years ago. And still,
the conveniences that are offered to

the
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Have You a Bad Back

DMMIMI:MM
mlkini:n‘rk&hrdulndlﬂ
ble? you suffer stabbing, da

08 when stooping or lifii

backs are due to hidden
thnkidurnmdilthekidnq
are scant or too frequent of
of kidoey trouble is

Charlea Cole, 204
N. Buckeys Strest,
Iola, Kan., says:
My WA B0
weak and painful
that the least ex-

til I was cured.”

Can quickly be overcome by -

The Wretchedness
of Constipation

tough
“Make a noise like a hoop
roll away.”
The old farmer took out his k




