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aniing men out of ten are superstitions,
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china Ha bad mo rhapsodis, wrilten or | Carrutlers beos s Roman Cathollo be might v Thoy bave hasarded

A F,X‘M:[] Y AFFAIR spokesn, to nrise borsafter wnd prick his con- | hayy shown his gratiteds by ths expenditire | bub not one bas been pear the
i1l 4 L wiencs. Ho bad not bowed bis knes to the | of pounds and pounds of wnx candies £be storted af bis amvwer Tiw
nor sacrificed on the alter of the fn- | Hp stood far some tirm watehing Bontrice. | Didibo know the truthi If s, how

s Ho was fond of picture &5 | Now that bs had foud bar e trambled o8 | learoed lot
BY HUGH CONWAY, pictures, and hou“-;m g my be| his ownact. He trembled av the thought of | Do You know why §lattf™ sho asked.
to

Author of '*Called Back” and "Dark Dayn®

“How could you find himP

“‘He iswure to be in London, If not, thare's
those who can tell me where to find bim
m,e may go. Let me go to-day—to-mor-

Beatrica mused. After all, the soggestion
did not seem so sbsurd, Sarah was by no

E

she told her she might go.
her many instructions ‘which were
Hhe waa to find Horvey
demands. Shas was to be firm,
have it eloarly nwderstood that
algn & deed of separation, in which
a relinquished all claim to the boy. Mm.
Miller nodded grimly. Sho wos not likely
to orr ou the sido of mercy.

“Take plenty of monoy,” sald Beatrice
*(ive him money if he nsks for it Maks

SEEESE

Bo it wus arranged. Fully one-balf of that
night was spant vy Mrs, Miller on hor knees,
Bhe was alone—Harry slept with his mother
as m‘.ttmh ':.:dwihh his :iuﬂme—-au “li!: could offer
up hér prayers withoub inte
If over o fanatic wrestled with mem
Baing in prayer It wos Sarah Miller that
night. For what did she pray? Perhaps it
isus woll not to ask, but to be contented
with the asurance that she prayed for Bes-
trice’s happiness,

CHAPTER XXIX
THE MADONNA DI TEMPL

Beatrico’s lotter, after having been pe-
rused and commented upon by the Talberts,
was sent on to Frank Carrutl A note
from Horbert was inclosed with it “You
will see”—he wrote—'‘that this lotter {s as
unsatisfactory us ita pradecessors. [t gives
us absolutely no information as to where she
fs or why ahe left us. Now that wo are
assured of her being well, and, we supposs,
safe, our fesling about her prolonged and
unexplained absence is more than regret—it
is, in fact, serlous annoyance. Wa find it
_quita o strain to answer inquiries about hor

without contradicting one another.”

Naturally the envelope which bore Har-
bert's bandwri was the first opsned by
Carruthors, aud of course he read trice’s
lottor before ba read Herbert's He soarched
the former in vain for bis own nams, little
thinking how the writer had gat for a long
time bafore she could bring herself to seal
hor letter withont sending him a crumb of
comfort. Ha then read Herbert's common-
tary and smiled fuintly as ho drow a ludicrous
picture of Horace and Herbert making
counter statements to their friends Ha
 mused & whils, holding Beatrice's letter in
his band. Her fingars had touched that
sheat of r; 80 he actually pressed it to
his lips, and in dolng so caught a faint Iin-
gering odor of what be remembered was her
favorite perfume. It was clear that Mr,

thers' disonss was e rampant as ever.

“ By and by be turned to soe what alse Fate
bad brought him, Nowadays Fate shoots
many of her arrows from the general post-
office. Carguthers found among other lob-
ters one addressed in 2 woman's bandwrit-
ing. It had been sent to Oxford and at
Oxford redirected to London. He openad it
carelossly and found it contained a half
shest of note paper, on which was written:
“Bamomber your promise. Whait, ob, be
pationt and wait!"

Carruthers threw it aside with n bitter
gmile. Ho well know who wans the writer.
Whaitl What was there to walt for] How-
evor, the sight of those words bronght back
the memory of that strange nocturnal visit;
of the woman's earnest, even impassioned
appoal to him, to “walt five, ten, twenty
years for the one be loved."™ Why should
she write now and repeat the appeall She
who kvew everything; she who bad accom-
g:,u[nd Beatrice and who was probably with

I BOW,

He could not get the memory of that
atrange creature with ier dreary belief, yob
unswerving faith an o his own futare, from
his mind. At the timo the woman'searnost-
ness had impressed him more thas he cared
to confoss.  Sopoerstition is & quality to the
possession of which nomanof our time s
willing to own, not even to bimself, Yeb

Carruthers told  himself that suoh hope s
o bnd gathernd from Mrs Millsr's words
was siniply gathered bocauss be bellsved hor
to b in Beotrice's confidonce. Here ho was
wrong. It was the woman's broad but ab-
solute assertion, uttered with the passionate
inspiration of a prophetess of old, that happl-
poss in this world awaited him and Beatrice,
which had baen of aid to him In his trouble,
1 faith can move stubborn mountaing, why
not & heart which ks willing enough to move
in & particular directioni

And now this woman repsated her mes-
sage, and, a5 Carruthers read the lettor, told
him his esie was no more hopeles than it
was months ago.

Heo took the note which he had crumpled
up and tossed away; he spread it out and
read it ngaln. He found, moreover, that it
wie written on paper similar to that used by
Beatrice, and upon turning It over he saw
on the back a fow worda in pencil, They
ware written so falntly that he bad to carry
the note to a strong light in order to de-
cipher them,

The words wore “Madonpa dl Templ”
and to tho best of his balief, s experts sy
when giving evidancs, ths bandwriting was
Beatriea's,

What did the words mean, and Low far
would they aid him In finding Beatrics?
He soon st in his mind that “Madonna

al i" must be the name of & ploture,
But wi ploturel Where was it to be
found}

Of eotirss, it did not follow that supposing
he conld ascertain all about thiy picturs,
which might or might ot be a world-
famed ona, that he would find Bsatrice near
it. Nevertheless, the clow was worth fal-
1o . He would bave followed o finer
clow this to the end of the world on
the chance of its leading him to Boas
8o be at once sat about the task of
jnformation; if information conld be

3

" Whaere s it asked Frank quickly.

It is In the Old Pinakothel."

“In the what{"

“My dear Carruthers, bow Ignorant you
are. I thought vou studied Greek at O
ford—Plnakothek Is derived from a Greek

word—"'

T know all that, bub where bs it
“Your ignorance is deplorable, The ald
Pinakothek {5 in Munich, Munich, you may
know, 1 the capital of—"

Frank jumpad up. “Thank you," he sald,
“I am so much obliged."
“Not going, Carruthers! Oh, sit down
and bavea chak Tull meall about your
book. You must be dying to tell me all.”
“No, 'm not. I must gonow. Good-bya"
""But whero are you goingi"
#The words you read have fired me. I
am going to Munich to s=¢ the ‘Madoona di
Templ'™ And before Mr, Burnett eould
get ont another question Carruthers was
gona

* Frank! Frank!" sheerded  * You here?”

Hbs took her tunds in his and regardless of
bystanders gazed into her gray eyes. For a
moment be could not speal. sight of
Beatrice, the touch of her band sent the
blood rushing through his veina Days
waoeks, months, he pictured this meet-
ing, and now it had come fo pass!

Bhe was falrer, than ever—fairer than
evar] The pure classicsl foatures seamed
evenmoreg’fect.thenhupnhhm mars

dark ¥ oyes more womder-
little ary of mm e
ttlo ary of joy, somet! into
her eyes which Carruthers had ncrsrp;atom
saen there, or never before seen so clearly
andundisguisedip. The surorise of sesing
him had swept a caution, and for the
space of two Frank was able to
read the very secret of her soul

No wonder be beld har hands and pazed
silently in her face, What hod he tosay—
what conld he say! The certainty thut she
loved him made his task no easior—the task
of telling ber that he knew her secret, or uy
loast o great part of it—the task of msking
her to conflde in him and let him help her,
B0 he remained silent untll she gently drow

#The words pou read have fired ma.  Fam
going to Munich"

The smallest slips ruin the most cleveriy
dovised schemes.  The omission ar the addi-
tion on a bill of exchange of & simple mark
cnlled a “‘tok," sent Mesws Bidwell &
Co, inta retirement at the country’s ex-
pense, instead of enjoying the fat of 8 for-
olgn land at the cost of the old lady of
Threadneedlo street.  An act of Beatrice's,
that of pepciling down ln ao [dle moment
the titls of a plotura which had struck ber
tancy, brought Mr. Carruthers in hot haste
to her hiding placa; Fate i turned by a
faather!

CHAPTER XXX
THE TRUTH AT LAST,

Carmthars resched Munich late at nlght.
He went straight to that comfortable botel
the “Four Hsasons, and, feeling that the
hour was too lnte to begln his researches
supped and went to bed.  In spite of his ex-
oitement at the thought of belng in the same
town as Beatrice, he slept soundly - Man is
but mortal, and after travellng as fnstay is
passible from London to Munich, it talkes a

morning Carruthers arose refreshed and
sager to begin the quest.

But bow to begin itl He ¥es not even
sure that its objoct was in Munich, Becauss
she hed written down the pams of & picture
it tid not follow she wis near that work of
art. She might only have paid Munich &

awny. Hos grew very despoudent as be
realizyd the dlender, fragile nature of the
eclow which be bad so impetuovsly taken up
and followed. Wevertholews, ho vowed he
wotild tiot leave Muonioh untll ho felt sure it
did not harbor the fogitives.

He steppad through the swinglng doors of
his botel apd stood in the broad Maxi-
milliansBtrassa. He besitated, uncertain
what to do, which ::r to turn. 8o far as
he could see, his only chance of finding
Beatrice was meoling  ber the
public wireets; his only plan was to
walk about those sireets until be et
her. Atany rata he would do nothing but
+his for the naxt few days. If unsuccessful
he would then think whether he could apply
1o such persons as might be ablo to tall l;ﬂm
what strangers wore living in Munjeh

Heturnod to the right, went across the
Platz, and into the fair Ludwig-Strasse, He
walked on with palaces on either hand until
he came to the gate of victory. Precceupled
a8 Mr. Carruthers was, the number of mag-
nificent bulldings he pagied greatly im-

him. Howover, he deferred his ad-
miration until happier times.

A kind of superstition mads him think i
wall to seo the pleture which bad br t
him g0 far, He inquired the way to the Old
Pinakothek, and upon l.n'lvl.:f there sought
for and found the “Madonnadl Templ.” He
stood for along thme contemplating it, not
because e 80 much admired It 6s in the hope
that fate might bring Beatrice to hin side,
Bhe did not come, 5o bs bade the “Madonua”

ving run quickly through

Keoplog to what seemed the principal and
populous strests be found himsalf once

ong

name

noth-

more.

hﬁ:.c-m!hmmu\mo{ the Inner
cirole of art worshippars.  His saliet, tds
sturm wnd diang, his dnys, wore
wall over tefore the &8 of and whits

gront deal tospoil a night's rest.  Bo in the |

flyiug visit—might now ba miles and miles |

herhands from his
This light had faded from Beatriee's faca
Bhe also, after & momont of forgetfulness,

was coming back to her own world and is |

troubles, Her eyes dropped and ber face
clonded.

“How did you find me? she asked in
troubled tonex

“By a strauge chance. I will tell you how
some day.”

“Tell mo now."

Frank shook his head,

“Not now,” hesaid, “Let It suffice that
I havs found yon"

“But,” said Beatrice with agitation, do
others know—can others find mel! If yon
learned it why not another™

Hesaw the display of {ear, and hastoned
toreassure har. “No one save myself cen
ﬁmitln thosame way, Your retreatis

0"
| Bhe bed her relief. Thore was an
awk pause. Frank waa the first to
break it
“Beatrice,” he sald, “I'bave coms s long
| way to sem you. Ihave much to say—you
| may bave much to say tome, Can wo go to
some place where we can talk®

“Yes, wo can goto my home," Beatrice
called ber boy, and Fraul, glad of anything
to break the swhwordness of the moment,
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" he wont on, onately.
s it for my sake ¥ou will not do thisthing?
Look at po—read in my what my heart
desires—know that you have the power of
making or marring a man's lifa,
My love, my culy love, answer me|"
Ouoe moras he tried to take ber hands. 8he
tore them away with 8 ery of angulsh, and
ber tearful eyes rested an his troubled, up-
turned face

wonld forgive him.

“I bave nothing to forgive From whom
did you think I flad—from what dangeri
Frank, I fed from the man who is my luws-
hanfl—the man who more than five years
ago took ndvantage of a girl's folly, married
ber and made her life s misery.”

Carruthers rose from his knees.  His face
was white as o sheot.  He waoa the picture of
A Jugion of Mre Millers would

him that her selTél wag ook ons
nature a8 he had been led to belleve,
his Arst thought upon hearing the
should have been one of sorrow showed
depth of selflahness

grosted the little follow and muade friends
with him to such that be inslsted
upon Mr. Carruthers holding his chubby
band and walking with him,

“What o pity to cut that bright bhalrl”
mid Frank to Beatrica

“It was more than pity—it was crual, but
it was crusl nocesity,” she sald saily,

Beatrice led the way to the houss in which
ahe lived. Bbe walked with ber boad bent,

and a5 ono in desp thought, 8Bhe could not | on account of whit ehe had suffered; but
muke up her mind whether to be glad or | there wasa pathos in her voleo,an atter

sorry at Frank's coming. 8lie saw, bow-

of life. That 1t meant confession, revealing
of everything. That it meant return to
En
be her frionds.  That if it meant shams and
sorrow, it also meant safoty and immunity
from persecution. She began to regret that
she hnd ylalded to Barah's wish to go to Eng-
land and so¢ Hervoy. But that was not of
motch consequence. Bhe fulb sure that as

affairs would pass into hands more compe-
| tentto daal with them than ths hands of two

| can help you."

avor, that it pat an end to her pressnt mode | listener more than words could have told,
|
gland and to such friends an would still | bad wrenght this misery.

sourl as Carruthers learned her history her | said,

“Toll me all," be said, in a quict voloa
“No, don't fear for me," Bheglanoed at him
aquiriagly, ““Tell mo all; Tcan bear It 1

b, |

Hha told himall. Told kim withont slf |
excuse, without dven exaggerating ber hus-
band's ging againkt the world and ngainet |
her, She told him without clalming mércy i
hopolessnese in ber manner which told her !

His heart ached ns he thought of her; bis
blood bolled as he thought of the villain who

Ho beard ber to the very end in silence
Throughout her tale sbe had not spoken of ©
hor tmsband by any name; but from the
the iiahd spoaking he furned. bl pals face
sbe finig o
toher. “The man's pame is Hervey,” be

“You Do you know himi*
%] have scon him twice" Aa be spoke
Carrutbers involuntarily clenched his bands.

There was o kind of sa satisfaction in with the that .
thinking wader what conditions bo last mw | Siee. seeald sxperieace no diftity
tho rogue, He wished ho bad struck even | poocens bim. Provided that 5 o

barder, Ha frowned,

"D?}au blafne me too much to forgive

Franki' she anxiously, He
I at her with eyes as sofe and tender as
& woman's.

“Blame you! Who am I to blame yout
What have I to{hrgivel You hitve all my
pity—all my Tmp-.thy Again 1 offer you
mich belp 85 I can give—such halp as &
brather can give & sister. You take |
this from me, Beatricer" |

fho placed ber band fnbie *“Fes, Iwill |
take it It is more than I desorve,
mo! why should my troubls anter iato

litor® :
on bers, His
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like pure republicanism, and many obhor
indisputatly correct thirigs, works bottor in
theary than Inpractice. Mrs Miller's strangs

of an agent. Beatrice, who was anxious to

atill in London ber nssurance
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worship of Beatrice must be sought for in
causes obber than the girl's mesitd or even
hor servant's gratitode.

This then was the omissary who weni and
forth on bebuif of Beatrice, this, the bearer |
of the flag of truce betweon ber and Maurico
Horvey. A wirahge intormedisry yet pos
sesting somo valun the
office, nsomuch ns she

to act more the part of a prineipal than

g

know how Hervey was to be fonnd,
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