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SYNOPSIS.

Challls Wrandail is found murdered in
& road house near New York, Mrs. Wran-
dall s summoned from the city and jden-
tifles the body. A young woman who ac-
companied Wrandali to the Inn and sub-
sequently dipappen) v is suspected.
Mrs. Wrandall starts Lback for New York
in an auto during a blinding snow storm.
On the way she meels a4 Young woman in
the road who proves to be the woman
who killed Wrandall, Feeling that the
girl had done her a service in ridding her
of the man who though ahe loved him
deeply, had caused her great sorrow.
Mrs. Wrandall determiunes to shield her
and takes her to her own me, Mrs.
Wrandall hears the story of Helty Cas-
tleton’s life, except that portion that re-
lates to Wrandall. This and the story of
the tragedy she forbids the girl ever to
1#ll. Bhe cffers Hetty a home, friendship
and security from perll on account of the
tragedy. rs. Baran Wrandall and Hetty
attend the funeral of Challls Wrandall at
the home of his parents. Bara Wrandall
and Hetty return to New York after an
[ of in Europe. Leslie
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you don't mind. Beastly tiresome, sit-
ting in a hot, stuffy train.”

He took a couple of turns across the
porch, his eyes shifting in the eager,
annoyed manner of one who seeks for
something that, In the correct order of
things, ought to be plainly visible,

“Please sit down, Leslie. You make
me nervous, tramplng about like that.
We can't go in for half an hour or
more."

“Can't go in?" he demanded, stop-
ping before her. He began to pull at
his little moustache.

“No. Hetty's posing. They won't
permit even me to disturb them.”

He glared. With a final, almost dra-
matic twist he gave over jerking at
his moustache, and grabbed up a chair,
which he put down beside her with a
veh that spoke plalner than

Into the famlily. .
pany with his friend Brandon Booth, an
artist, visits Bara at her country place.
Leslie confeases to Sara that he is m-dl;
in love with Hetty. Bara arranges wit
Hooth to paint a pleture of Hetty. Booth
has a haunting feeling that he has seen
Heity before. Looking through a port-
follo of pletures by an_upknown English
artist he finds ons of Hetty. He speaks
to her about it. Hetty declares it must
be & picture of Hett Glinn. an English
actress, who resembles her very much.

CHAPTER IX.—Continued.

Leslle was coming out on an evening
train. Booth, in commenting on this,
again remarked a sharp change in Het-
ty's manner. They had been convers-
ing somewhat bouyantly up to the mo-
ment he mentioned Leslie's Impending
visit. In a flash her manner changed.
A quick but unmistakable frown suc-
ceeded her smiles, and for some rea-
son she suddenly relapsed into a state
of reserve that was little short of sul
lan. He was pussled, as he had been
before.

The day was hot. Bara volunteered
to take him home in the motor. An
errand in the village was the excuse
she gave for riding over with him.
Heretofore she had sent him over
alone with the chauffeur.

She looked very handsome, very
tempting, as she came down to the
ear.

“By Jove,” he sald to himself, “she
is wonderful!™

He handed her into the car with the
grace of a courtier, and she smiled
apon him serenely, as a princess might
bave smiled in the days when knight-
bhood was in flower.

‘When she sat him down at his little
garden gate, he put the question that
bhad been seething in his mind all the
way down the shady stretch they had

“Have you ever seen Hetty Glynn,
the English actress?”

Sara was always prepared. She knew
the question would come when least

“Oh, yes,” she replied, with inter
est. “Have you noticed the resem-
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i York until the next morning. Some-
thing in his voice, id his manner of
speaking, disturbed her. Bhe went to

e S

“it's All Tommy-Rot,” He Growled,

bed that night with two sources of un-
easiness threatening her pesce of
mind. Bhe scemted peril,

The motor met him at the statiom
and Bara was walting for him In the
cool, awnilng-covered verandah as he
drove up. There was a sullen, disaat-
isfled look in his face. She was stretch-
ed out comfortably, lazily, in a great
chaise-lounge, her black little slippers
peeping out at him with perfect aban-
donment.

“Hello,” he sald shortly. She gave
Bim her hand. “Sorry I couldn't get
out last night.” He shook her hand
ungraciously.
missed you,” she sald. “Pull up
lazy as now.

worda.

“I say,” he began, scowling in the
direction of the doorway, “how long is
he going to be at this silly job?"

“8illy job? *Why, It is to be a mas-
terpiece,” she cried.

“1 asked you how long?™

“Oh, how can I tell? Weeks, per-
haps. One can't prod a genius.”

“It's all tommy-rot,” he growled.
“l suppose I'd better take the next
train back to town.”

“Don't you like talking with meT"
she inquired, with a pout.

“Of course I do,” he made haste to
say. “But do you mean to say they
won't let anybody in where— Oh, I
say! This is rich!™

“Spectators upset the
words to that effect.”

He stared gloomily at his cigarette
case for a moment. Then he carefully
selected a clgarette and tapped it on
the back of his hand.

“See here, Sara, I'm going to get
this off my chest” he said bluntly.
“I've been thinking it over all week.
I don't like this portrait painting non-
sense.”

“Dear me! Didn't you suggest 1t?”
she inquired innocently, but all the
time her heart was beating violent
time to the song of triumph.

He was jealous. It was what she
wanted, what she had hoped for all
along. Her purpose now was to en-
courage the ugly flame that tortured
him, to fan it into fury, to make it un-
endurable. She knew him well: His
supreme egolsm could not withstand
an attack upon ita complacency. Like
all the Wrandalls, he had the habit
of thinking too well of himself. He

a clearly-defined sense of
humor, but it did not begin to include
self-sacrifice among ita endowments.
He had never been able to laugh at
himself for the excellent Feason that
some things were truly sacred to him.

She realized this, and promptly
lasughed at him. He stiffened.

“Don’t snicker, Bara,” he growled.
He took time to light his cigarette, and
at the same time to consider his an-
swer to her question. “In a way, yes.
I suggested a tort of portrait, of
course, A skeichy thing, something
like that, you know. But not an all-
summer operation.”

“But she doesn't mind,” explained
Sara. “In fact, she Is enjoying it. Bhe
and Mr. Booth get on famously to-
gether.”

“She llkes him, eh?"

“Certainly. Why shouldn't she ke
him? He is adorable.”

He threw his cigarette over the rall-
ing. "Comes here every day, I sup
pose?” :

“My dear Leslie, he is to do me as
soon as he has finished with her. 1
don't llke your manner.”

“Oh,” he sald in & dull sort of won-
der. No ome had ever cut him short
In just that way before. “What's up,
Sara? Have I done anything out of
the way?”

“You are very touchy, it seems to
“N

“I'm sore about this confounded por-
trait monopoly.”

“I'm sorry, Leslle. I suppose you
will have to give in, however. We are
thres to one against you—Hetty, Mr.
Booth and L”

“l see,” he sald, rather blankly.
Then he drew his chair closer. “See
here, Sara, you know I'm terribly keen
about her. I think about her, I dream
about her, I— oh, well, here it s in a
nutshell: I'm in love with her. Now
do you understand?”

“I don’t see how you help be
ing in love with her,” she sald calmly.
“I belleve it is a habit men have where
she i{s concerned.”

“You're not surprised? he cried,
himself surprised.

“Not In the least.”

“l mean to ask her to marry me,”
he announced with finality. This was
Intended to bowl her over completely.

Bhe looked at him for an instant,
and then ghook her head. “T'd like to
be able to wish you good luck.”

He stared. “You don't msan to say
she'd be fool enough—" he began in-
credulously, but caught himself up in
time. “Of course, I'd have to take my
chances,” he concluded, with more hu-
mility than she had ever seen him dis-
play. “Do you know of any one else?”

“No,” she said serioualy. “She doesn't
confide In me to that extent, 1 fear.
I've never asked.”

muse, or

trait. * I don't like the idea, not a li
bit"

§

“I don't blame you for being afraid
of the attractive Mr. Booth,” she sald,
with a significant lifting of her eye-
brows.

“I'm golng to have it over with be-
fore 1 go up to town, my dear girl,” he
aanounced, in a matteroffact way.
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“Spring fever,” he announced. Hei “I've given the
was plainly out of sorts. “I'll stand, If |
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whole situation a
deuce of a lot of thought, and I've
made up my mind to do it. I'm not
the sort, you know, to delay matters
once my mind's made up. By Jove,
Sara. you ought to be pleased. I'm
not such a rotten catch, if 1 do say it
who shouldn™t.”

8he was perfectly still for a long
time, so still that she did not appear
to be breathing. Her eyes grew dark-
er, more mysterfous. If he had taken
the pains to notice, he would have seen
that her fingers were rigid.

“I am pleased,” she sald, very gently.

She could have shrieked the words.
How she hated all these smug Wran-
dalls!

“l1 came to the decision yesterday,”
he went on, tapping the arm of the
chair with his finger tips, as if timing
his words with care and precision.
“Spoke to dad about it at lunch. I
was coming out on the five o'clock, as
I'd planned, but he seemed to think
I'd better talk it over with the mater
first. Not that she would 'be likely to
kick up a row, you know, but—well
for policy's sake. See what 1 mean?
Decent thing to do, you know. BShe
never quite got over the way you and
Chal stole a march on her. God knows
I'm not like Chal.”

Her eyes narrowed again.
said, "you are not like your brother.

“Chal was all right, mind you, in
what he did.” he addcd hastily, noting
the look. “I would do the same, "pon
my soul I would, If there were any
senseless objections raised in my
case. But, of couse, it was right for
me to talk it over with her, just the
same. Bo | stayed In and gave them
all the chance to =say what they
thought of me—and, incidentally, of
Hetty. Quite the decent thing, dom't
you think? A fellow's mother Is his
mother, after all. See what I mean?”

“No,” she

He Blinked in Astonishment.

“She is quite satisfled, then, that
you are not throwing yourselfl away on
Miss Castleton,” sald Bara, with a
deep breath, which he mistook for a
sigh.

“Oh, trust mother to nose Into
things. Bhe knows Miss Castleton's
pedigree from the ground up. There's
Debrett,” you see. What's more, you
can't fool her in & pinch. Bhe knows
blood when she sees it. Father hasn’t
the same sense of proportion, however.
He saYs you never can tell.”

Sara was startled. “What do you
mean ™"

“Oh, it's nothing to speak of; only a
way he has of grinding mother once
in & while. He uses you as an exam-
ple to prove that you never can tell
and mother has to admit that he's
right. You have upset every ome of
her pet theories. She sees it now, but
—whew! She couldn't see it in the
old days, could she?”

“I fear not,” said she in a low volce.
Her eyes smouldered. "It is quite nat-
ural that she should not want you to
make the mistake your brother made.”

“Oh, please don't put it that way,
Sara. You make me feel llke a con-
founded prig, because that's what it
comes to, with them, don’t you know.
And yet my attitude has always been
clear to them where you're concerned.
I was strong for you from the begin-
ning. All that silly rot about—"

“Please, please!” she burst out,
quivering all over.

“] beg your pardon,” he stammered.
“You—you know how I mean It, dear
girl.”

“Please leave me out of it, Leslle,”
she saild, collecting herself. After a mo-
ment she went on calmly: “And so you
are going to marry my poor little Het-
ty, and they are all pleased with the
arrangement.”

“If she'll have me,” he sald with a
wink, as if to say there wasn't any
use doubting it. “They're tickled to
death.”

“Vivian?"

“Viv's a snob. Ehe says Hetty's
much too good for me, blood and bone.
What business, says she, has a Wran-
dall aspiring to the descendant of
Henry the Eighth!'"

“What!"

“The Murgatroyds go back to old
Henry, straight as a plummet.
what Vivvy doesn't know about Brit-
ish aristocracy isn't worth knowing.
She looked it up the time they tried to
convince her she ought to marry the
duke. But she's fond of Hetty. She
says she's a darling. She's right:
Hetty is too good for me.”

Bara swished her gown about and
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“It is time for luncheon. 1 suppose
we'll bave to interrupt them. Perhaps
it is just as well, for your sake,” she
sald tauntingly.

He grinned, but it was a sickly ef-
fort.

“You're the one to spoll anything of
that sort,” he sald, with some as
cerbity. ’

“1r -

“Certalniy,”. he said with so much
meaning in the word that she flushed.

Hetty and Booth came into view at

that instant. The painter was laying
a eoft, filmy scarf over the girl’s bare
shoulders as he followed close behind
her. ’
*“Hello!™ he cried, catching sight of
Wrandall. “Train late, old chap?
We've been expecting you for the last
hour. How are you?”

He came up with a frank, genulne
emile of pleasure on his lips, his hand
extended. Leslie rose to the occasion.
His self-esteem was larger than his
grievance. He shook Booth's hand
heartily, almost exuberantly.

“Didn’'t want to disturb you, Bran-
dy,” he cried, cheerily. “Besides, S8ara
wouldn't let me.” He then passed on
to Hetty, who had lagged behind.
Bending low over her hand, he said
something commonplace in & very low
tone, at the same time looking slyly
out of the corner of his eye to see if
Booth was taking it all in. Finding
that hie friend was regarding him rath-
er fixedly, he obeyed a sudden impulse
and raised the girl's slim hand to his
lipe. As suddenly he released her fin-
gers and straightened up with a look
of surprise In his eyes; he had dis-
tinctly heard the agitated catch in her
throat. She was staring at her hand
in a stupefled sort of way, holding it
rigid before her eyes for a moment
before thrusting it behind her back
as if it were a thing to be shielded
from all scrutiny save her own. "

“You must not kies It again, Mr.
Wrandall,” she sald in & low, intense
voice. Then she passed him by and
hurried up the stairs, without so much
as & glance over her shoulder.

He blinked in astonishment. All of
a sudden there swept over him the
unigue sensation of ehyness—most
unigue in him. He had never been
ashamed .before In all his life. Now
he was curiously conscious of having
overstepped the bounds, and for the
firststime to be shown his place by a
girl,. This to him, who bad mno
scruples about boundary lines.

All through luncheon he was vola-
tile and gay. There was a bright apot
in his cheek, however, that betrayed
him to Sara, who already suspect
the temper of his thoughts. He mxg
aeroplaning without cessation, direct-
ing most of his conversation to Booth,
yet thrilled with pleasure esch time
Hetty laughed at his sallies. He was
beginning to feel like a hslf-baked
schoolboy in her presence, m most ae-
plorable state of affairs he had to
admit. .

“If you hate the trains so much,
and your automoblle is out of whack,
why don't you try volplaning down
from the Metropolitan tower?" de-
manded Booth in response to his lugu-
brious wall against the beastly luck
of bhaving to go about in raflway
coaches with a lot of red-eyed, nose
blowing people who hadn’t got used
to their spring underwear yet.

“Sinister suggestion, I must say,”
he exclaimed. “You must be eager to
see my life blood scattered all over
creation. But, speaking of volplaning,
I've had three lessons this week. Next
week Bronson says I'll be flying like
a gull. ‘Gad, it's wonderful. I've had
two tum that's all—little ones,
of course—net result a barked knee
and a peeled elbow.”

“Watch out you're not fiying like
an angel before you get through with
it, Les,” cautioned the painter. *I see
that a well-known soclety leader in
Chicago was killed yesterday.”

“0Oh, I love the danger there Is In
it,” sald Wrandall carelessly. “That's
what gives zest to the sport.”

“I love it, too,” sald Hetty, her eyes
agleam. “The glorious feel of the
wind as you rush through it! And
yet one seems to be standing perfect-
Iy still in the air when one is half a
mile high and going fifty miles an
hour. Oh, it is wonderful, Mr. Wran-
dall.” -

“I'll take you out in a week or two,
Miss Castleton, if you'll truet your-
self with me.”

“1 will go,” she announced promptly.

Booth frowned. “Better wait &
bit,” he counseled. “Risky business,
Miss Castleton, fiying about with
fledgelings.”

“Oh, come now!™
Wrandall with some heat,
a wet blanket, old man.”

“] was merely suggesting she'd bet-
ter wait till you've got used to your
wings.”

“Jimmy Van Wickle took his wite
with him the third time up,” sald Les-
e, as if that were the last word in
aeroplaning.

“It's common report that she keeps
Jimmy level, no matter where she's
got him,” retorted Booth.

“] dare say Miss Castleton can
hold me level,” said Leslle, with a pro-

expostulated
“Don't be

'Gad, | found bow to her. “Can't you, Miss

Castleton 1

Bhe smiled. *"Oh, as for that, Mr.
Wrandall, I think we can all trust you
to cling pretty closely to your own
level.”

“Rather ambiguous, that” he re-
marked dublously.

“Bhe means you never get below it,
Leslie,” esald Booth, enjoying himselt.
“That's the one great prineiple in

&

He looked to see Miss Castleton
wince, and was somewhat dashed to
find that she was looking out of the
window, quite oblivious to the peril
he was in figuratively for her special
consideration.

Booth was acutely reminded that
the term “prig” as applied to Leslie
was & misnomer; he hated the
thought of the other word, which re-
flectively he rhymed with “pad.™

It occurred to him early In the
course of this onesided discussion
that the hostess was making no ef-
fort to take part In ft, whether from
lack of interest or because of its friv-
olous nature he was, of course un-
able to determine. Later, he was
struck by the curious pallor of her
face, and the lack-luster expression
of her eyes. Bhe seldom removed her
gaze from Wrandall's face, and yet
there persisted in the observer's-
mind the rather uncsnny impression
that she did not hear & word her
brotherin-law was saying. He, In
turn, took to watching her covertly.
At no time did her expression change.
For reasons of his own, he did not
attempt to draw her into the conver-
sation, fascinated as he was by the
study of that beautiful, emotionless
face. Once he had the queer sensa-
tion of feeling, rather than seeing, a
haunted look in her eyes, but he put
it down to fancy on his part.

And Leslie babbled on in blissful
ignorance of, not to say disregard for,
this strange ghost at the feast, for,
to Booth's mind, the ghost of Challis
Wrandall was there.

Turning to Miss Castleton with a
slgnificant look in his eyes, meant to
to call her attention to Mrs. Wrandall,
he was amazed to find that every ves-
tige of color had gone from the girl's
face. Bhe was listening to Wrandall

concern, If not alarm, \

Leslie was in the middle of a sen-
tence when Sars laughed aloud, with-
out excuse or reason. The next in-
stant she was looking from one to the
other in a dased sort
coming out of a
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“What the Devil Was Thers to Laugh
at, Brandy ™™ .

thers was a schedule in Mrs. Wran-
dall's room, and he'd get It as soom
a8 the way waas clear, If Mr. Wrandall
didn't mind waiting.

/ “I I minded waiting,” snapped Les-
lie, I wouldn't be here mow.”
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HAD SOMETHING LEFT OVER

Senator Was Wondering Just How He
Would Employ the Remnant of
His Salary Laft.

Senator John K. Shields
see I8 a
fireside better than
of a gaudy hostelry.
tion out in his state he
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dow and stood for a time in
thought, ¥ ”

“Well, sir, what is it that s pus-
sling you?™ inquired the agent

“Nothing much,” remarked Shields,
“I was only thinking what I would do
with the other five hundred of my sal-
ary.”
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Deplorable

of this place, pays:
dumb chills and fever and wag
frregular. Was |
Weak, short of breath, conldn'i do' m
housework without it belng & ben
and then I began sul

failed to help me.

Cardul, the woman's tonie, and
taking it according to dirsctioss
Cardul helped me right away, 1
Heve it saved my life. 3

my lady triends. It is cortatnly 4
medicine for suffering women
girls”

common to women, or if you f
need of a good, s . tom
We urge you to give Cardul a t A
bas helped thousands of women ig
past 50 years of success, a3 Is
by the numerous enthusiastic
of gratitude, similar to the
which come to us every day.

Booth should convince you that Canile
la worth a trial. Get a boitle fiy
your druggist today. You'll :
pret it—Adv,

1 attended a vaudeville show,
was just grand.

the pleces?

but the curtain sald the first plece w
*“Asbestos."—Buffalo Express,
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Whese Troubles
otil Life Became
Unbearable

!

Lumpkin, Ga.—Mrs. G. W, -

“1 suffereq
also

I tried many remedies, but
Finally, I purchased two

1 cannot praise Cardul enc

If you have any of the

Don't delay. This letter trom §
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Curtain Lecture. f
Miss Polly—When 1 was in the off

Villager—What were the names &
Miss Polly—I don't remember

A BEAUTIFUL COLOR.
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