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SYNOPSIS.
Lord Gresham  pxa Inco*nlto. to  W faeomha. Cram« 

to s ta  John  Forbes, a w ealthy planter. He la known 
to  the fam ily as Captain Gresham.

Gresham  oym pathlzes with Forbes' « aufh ter Dorothy 
when an objectionable bumpkin proposée to her. This 
brines them  closer together. Eventually he discloses 
hie Identity as Captain Lord P atrick  Gresham.

T bs scene sh ifts  to G lendalre Castle, I-ord 
ancestral home ft» Ireland, where there Is found the 
Honorable John  Gresham, a  morbid man cursed with 
a  m ental disorder. .

On learn ln*  th a t  " P a t” has  wedded Dorothy John is 
throw n I nip a  fit th a t terrifies Kenlra, whom hs wishes 
to m arry , and brings the résiliation to her that she 
m ust never m arry  him. . . . .  .

P a trick  and his young wife travel In forelan 'o o j*  
for th ree  years. In the  course of which *  boy U born 

to them. On their re tu rn  they receive a  ro ja l  greeting 
from  the ten an try  and the population of the town of 
Ballycree. Their young heir, being taken  Into John s 
arm s, suddenly s trik es  him full- In the face.

Mr. and  Mrs. Forbes errlve a t  Glendalre and  plan 
to take  K enlra with them  on their travels. A t this 
John suffers another mental seizure. W hile In a  
tow eling  rage he rides across country to a  d istan t 
cottage w here he has  quartered a  boy nine or ten 
m onths older than  his baby nephew. There Is a  s tr ik 
ing reaeroblancs between the two children th a t 
prom pts John to attem pt to palm him off as  P atrick  a 
elder son. „
John 's  condition becomes grave. He plunges Into 

dissipation and determines to m urder hla brotner.
P a trick  Is brought home gravely wounded haying 

been shot from  ambush. He la threatened with bltnd- 
nese.

then thought he detected i  movement of the 
door which separated hla room from Dot's. 
The moonlight atrnck it fairly. A tall white 

.door ahowing a little alice of sweet darkneaa 
beyond it ;swfcet because it held hie wife. The 
door moved yet a* little more, and he saw 
that a hand was on it; the hand wag followed 
by a soft round arm ; then came some lace, then 
a hanging sleeve of golden satin, and then Dot, 
his own incomparable Dot, slipped into the 
moonlight and stood there listening. No 
memory of her had ever been so lovely as this 
reality.
Yet, was this Dot? He had not seen her for 

more than three weeks. Then she had been 
radiant; but this woman in the doorway, was 
she the same Dot? The slight, straight figure 
was the same, the heavy hair which fell almost 
to her knees was the some, the fair neck 
which rose out of the lace held* upon her 
breast by a long blue ribbon, the shapely 
arms, the little bare feet. Yes! these were 
all the same. But the face framed by that 
dusky hair was different, and it was this dif
ference that kept him from springing up and 
calling to her. Her month and great dark 
eyes were fall of haunting questions; she

library for records, and there she sits playing 
them for hemelf as happy as a bedbug.”

A slight halt In the conversation punctuated 
his last words. Maloney’s face seemed to sug
gest that Mr. Petty should instantly be cast 
out into the night, but that complete during- 
dinner-speaker bas several other conversa
tional bombshells in reserve, and the butler, 
receiving no further orders, withdrew, dis
gruntled, to the sideboard.

“Bay!” said Mr. Petty when the silence, 
which he had himself created, had lasted long 
enough; “say, did any one ever tell ye that you 
two look alike?"

“It has been noticed once or twice,” John 
Gresham answered.

that his opinion must sadden and humiliate his 
host., “We have rode around considerable in 
your automobile and it certainly seems to me 
that Ireland is a hundred years back of the 
world in hardware.”

For the succeeding five minutes the conver
sation bristled with mowing machines, har
vesters and other agricultural hardware.

Then the other members of the party were 
able to gather their scattered Wits and vocab
ularies and Mr. Petty got another chance. 
The empty place upon Dot’s right puzzled him. 
This was the first evening upon which he had 
seen the whole household gathered about the 
table. And still there was an empty place.

CHAPTER XLVlft.

S
IX days had passed since what every one 
called, but nobody considered, the accident. 
McBirncy had promised to test the Earl’s 
sight in a day or two. The inflammation 

had been sr/idued, the bandaging was less 
severe and tlic room darkened through the day. 
Only at night were the curtains thrown wide. 
The nurse no longer served on night duty, and1 
the door between Pat’s room and Dot’s stood 
ajar now so that she could watch him and 
wait upon him. It was a still night, and Pat 
awoke without cause and without motion. 
Far away in the silent house the clock struck 
three; there were hours yet to pass before 
morning, and it was unlikely that lie would 
sleep again. Lack of exercise and of air, con
finement, pain and fears of blindness had 
made his nights wakeful and hard to bear.

Blindness! These last few days had taught 
him what that meant. The helplessness of it,, 
the blank queer loneliness, worst when he was 
not alone. The fear of being loved by Dot 
only through pity and a sense of duty. The 
useless years of empty days. Never to see his 
wife again. Never to see all the gradual 
changes which would make a man of Pitty 
Pat. Never to hunt or ride or drive or shoot. 
To live like an old woman in a bath chair. To 
know only what he was told, to have only 
what he was given, to be useless, a burden 
nnd—1 ,0  v-',„](] always come back to it—an 
object of pfty. And they would tell him to
morrow. McBirney would come with his 
damned professional soothing purr to tell 
him that his life was over, his eyes were 
closed. Pat could imagine it all, and the 
touch of Dot’s steady little hand on his. She 
had been with him at every dressing and ex
amination; she would surely not leave him lo 
face the last alone. And the nurse cooing in 
sincere reassurance. Perhaps Mrs. O’Leary 
would be there; she had been much in the sick 
room, a welcome and valued comforter and 
entertainer. Well! he would disappoint them 
all of their scene; he would know now.

He slipped the bandage from his head and 
lay a little while with his eyes closed, but un
covered. He knew that he must be cautious. 
Also he was afraid. Then slowly, very slowly, 
he opened his eyes. Straight in front of him 
there was a pale oblong, cut into smaller 
oblongs by black intersecting lines. Every
thing else was black. He stared at it stupidly 
for a moment and then recognized it as the 

-open window. At least, he told himself, he 
could distinguish light from darkness. He 
closed his eyes again to ponder on this mercy. 
He, Who had always had the eyes of a hawk, 
almost wept for joy to think that he could dis
tinguish a window against a moonlit sky. 
Presently he looked again. High up in one 
corner of the oblong a great star burned. 
Again he thanked high heaven and then no
ticed with consternation that the star was 
fading. “I’ll shut my eyes for three minutes,” 
Baid he; “then Pll iook at it again. “If it's 
gone, I’m a goner, too.” He counted sixty 
three fevered times and then looked for his 
star. It was fainter than before, but, with a 
gasp of relief, he saw the reason. The edge of 
the moon showed in the other corner of the 
window.

His exclamation, soft as it had been, reached 
Dorothy. She had spent the night lying wide- 
eyed on her golden bed in her golden room. She 
no longer thought. She had lost the power. 
Her mind was now a desert place across which 
horrible images and imaginations passed or 
stopped or came again without order, without 
reason, without control. At first she had tried 
to comfort herself with the thought that the 
woman of her husband’s first love had lived 
and loved and suffered and died while she was 
a child at Edgecombe. But gradually this idea 
lost its power to console. To understand all 
might be to forgive all, but she knew so little, 
nothing but what old Mrs. Moran had told her, 
wbat John had hinted at, what Pat had tactily 
admitted. “A small, dark, little girl,” Mrs. 
Moran had said, “with little hands and little 
feet.” Then-quick upon this thought came an
other. The saying of another old woman— 
“The Greshams are a bad lot, my dear.' Go 
to the picture gallery, look at the women who 
loved and trusted;” then, “You know this ad
dress if you ever want me.” and John's “Better 
go borne to America and arrange matters from 
there.” How could she arrange a life with no 
Pat in it!

She watched the moon as it passed across 
her windows, and until she heard, or thought 
she heard, a sound in Pat’s room.

When Pat bad quite identified the moon he 
dosed his eyes once more. “A blind man 
could see .that,” be told himself; “I’ll try the 
furniture, the wall paper.”

He easily distinguished familiar chairs, and

A

f t * .

f ' -S mWran

m .

No Memory of Her Had Ever Been So Lovely as This Reality.

looked at once older and more childish. For 
an instant he marvelled, and then understood. 
Of course she had been breaking her loving 
heart about him! And now it wouldn’t do to 
tell her too suddenly that her misery had 
been unnecessary; that its cause was gone. 
She stood perfectly silent, perfectly still, and 
then, as if dissatisfied or puzzled, she put up 
her hxnds and lifted the heavy hair from her 
ears. Still Pat made no sound; but, not quite 
reassured, she crossed the room to the dark 
cavern of his bed and stood close to him. She 
was only a silhouette now against the lighted 
window.

“Sweetheart,” , said he as steadily as he 
could manage it.

She stretched out her baü» io arrange the 
covers about his shoulders. He caught the 
hand and kissed it. How had he known it 
was there? She wondered, and laid her other 
hand upon his head. Instead of the harsh 
bandage she felt his hair.

“Oh, what have you done?” she whispered.
“I’ve made a discovery,” he answered. “I 

took off the bandage, and I can see. Do you 
understand, my sweetheart—I can see, see, 
see!”

OHAPTER XLIX.
“Oh, what do you think?” cried the Countess, 

coming down into the big hall where the exiles 
from Edgecombe were gathered together, “Pat 
is coming to dinner.”

“Not really?” cried her mother.
“Yes, really,” she made happy answer. “Mc

Birney was here while you were out. He veri
fied Pat’s own opinion about his sight ; says that

“Well, it’s so,” said Petty. “You certainly 
do Look alike. Twins, be ye?”

‘ Twins,” answered John.
“Well, say,” said Abraham Petty, “do tell! 

You know I’d hate to be a twin,” he went on; 
“must of sort of make ye feel funny—‘you don’t 
know who ye are’ kind of feeling.”

“And yet,” said John Gresham very quietly, 
“that is a selfish view to take of it. Think 
what the world would gain, Mr. Petty, if there 
had been another of you.”

“That’s all right, of course,” Petty agreed. 
“But say, there’s another thing I noticed— 
about this likeness, I mean.” But John would 
have none of him, and it was Pat who cour
teously came to the rescue.

“And what’s that?” he asked. - 
“It’s about them kids of yours,” answered 

Abraham. This time he was flattered by the 
complete attention of every one in the room, 
ne had gayly and instinctively opened the most 
impossible of all topics. No one had the cour
age or the resource to take it away from him, 
and so he pranced triumphantly on. “I saw 
them kids in the garden this morning and they 
looked so much alike that I had to ask the 
nurse girl which was Dot’s baby. And I says 
to Matilda, ‘They might be twins^they look 
so much alike.’ ”

It was well for Mr. Petty that he required 
very little encouragement from his auditors. 
He certainly received none. If he had looked 
at John he might have been surprised into stop
ping, for John’s expression was one not often 
worn at dinner tables. But he did not look. 
“Of course,” he went on, “Dot’s boy is a little 
shorter than the other, but he’s just as stocky 
as the other one. Is there much difference be
tween then»? How old is your boy, anyway?” 
he questioned, looking at last toward John.

The silence produced by Mr. Petty’s earlier 
remark was as nothing compared with that 
which followed this. Every face in the room 
turned toward John, who, ashen gray, looked

Throughout the dinner he had momentarily 
expected some still unintroduced member of 
the household to come and claim it. Carefully 
reviewing the facts as he saw them, he arrived 
at the identity of the absentee and forged 
another conversational bombshell. Nodding 
at the empty place, he remarked pleasantly to 
John:—

“I guess your wife ain’t coming to supper. 
Don’t she feel well?”

Without answering, without looking at 
any one, John stood up, went into the Oak 
Room and shut- the door behind him.

“Mr. retty,” said the Earl, “you are most 
unfortunate in your topics of conversation. 
Mrs. John Gresham died two months af^er the 
birth of her boy. It is a subject which is never 
mentioned, and I must ask you to follow this- 
rule.”

“Sure,” said Petty pleasantly. “I don’t want 
to be digging up no one's feelings and then 
hurting them. Maybe I’d better go and tell 
him so.” .

“You had better not, Abraham,” said Mr. 
Forbes. “I’m going to have a little talk with 
him and I’ll tell him for you.”

CHAPTER L.

with care he’ll be as well as ever In a week or , . _ . _-__t,
two. Of course he’s still in bandages, but he Jamn J luthj nm^  i l Hv* the
thinks he’d like to be with us this evening. He 
wants to talk to Abraham and to you, Matilda,
dear.”

Matilda was rather overwhelmed. The glories 
of Dorothy Forbes and her Earl husband was 
the favorite myth of Edgecombe. Matilda, 
though she had often observed him from afar 
during his visit to the house, and though she 
had been present at the wedding, had yet never 
been formally presented to him, and the sudden 
imminence of him surrounded by romance and 
bandages was rather alarming. Abraham suf
fered no such palpitations.

shades of the same enlightenment. Petty, the 
incorrigible, grotesque, almost idiotic Petty, 
had stumbled upon the truth, which had eluded 
their more complet and over anxious search
ing. For it was the truth, the simple, patent 
truth; no one looking at John and at Pat could 
doubt it, and Pat, concerned only for his 
brother’s embarrassment, was the first to 
speak.

“About four years old,” said he, thinking that 
the simple truth might satisfy and silence Mr. 
Petty.

It was rs well tha. he could not see his audi-
“Thst’s good,” he made reply to Dot’s infor- enc«- Dorothy was lying back in her chair, 

»nation. “I’ll be real pleased to see him again, radiqnt with relief.
1 always told folksat home that he waa a real Mrs. Forbf" WM bramtag, though puzzled, 
nice feller—for an Eerl. I gneas he was more Mr- Forbes was in a black, towering rage, 
friendly with me than with any one else in apA bis anger was aroused almost as much by 
town. Sort of felt that I was wide awake and bis own stupidity as by the treachery of John 
coming, don't*you know?** Orosbnin» Mîitilclu- 1*©tty felt tlmt sii© Ans îu

The presence of Pat at the head of the table the presence of a psychic thunderstorm uud 
so upset Matilda Anne that she could eat noth- «owered in her .place. Mr. Petty felt nothing at 
ing. She said less. But Pat devoted himself so *U excePt that he had attracted the attention 
gently to her reassurance that she presently of bis host, and so, having acted the part of 
felt strength of mind enongh to reply to his in- Nemesis in John s behalf, he was quite ready 
quiries for the health of the parrot and of Mrs. to turn his attention to Pat’s leading ques- 
Petty, Samantha and Renben Sands. tion:—

“Say," Mr. Petty broke out from the other “And what do you think of Ireland, Mr. 
end of the table, “do you know that that auto- Petty?” j
ma tic piano player you sent mother from New “I can't say 1 think much of it,” said Mr. 
York just tickled her to death? Bhe joined n Petty sadly, as one knowing and regretting

John Gresham was brooding gloomily over 
the fire in the oak room, when Forbes entered 
noiselessly and locked the door behind him.

“Get out of this,” John growled, without 
turning. “I shan’t want you to-night. Go and 
grovel before the ‘Vulgarians.’”

“It’s not Burke,” said Forbes. “I’ve been 
talking with my daughter and I’ve come to let 
you know what we’ve decided.”

“As to my punishment?” sneered John. 
“Who made you my judges, and how are you 
going to enforce, your penalty?”

He had left the fire as he spoke and crossed 
to the table. Forbes drew a short barrelled, 
stump revolver from his hip pocket and laid 
it on the table between them.

“Ah!” snarled Gresham, “so you do conde
scend to firearms. I understood that you 
killed with your bar» hands.”

“Not vermin,” said Forbes quietly. “And of 
all the vermin that God allows to crawl be
tween heaven and hell you are the dirtiest.” 

John’s face grew livid and he sprang at his 
adversary, but returned to his place and 
dropped into his chair when he met the muzzle 
of the stumpy revolver.

“Stay there,” said Forbes. “There’s no good 
in hopping around. This little daisy has got 
one of those noiseless, smokeless Maxim at
tachments. I’m trying it out. It seems to 
work all right. Well, now, get to business. Of 
course you get off this place by snn-up. That’s 
number one. And you don’t say one identical 
word to Pat.” /

“How much'doeB Pat know?” John ques
tioned.

“Nothing, except that Dorothy and you made 
friends while he was in London, that yon told 
her about your son and that she stands will
ing to adopt him if Pat agrees. Of course he 
does. He’s a fool. Nothing of your breed 
could be good for anything bnt drowning.” 

John stirred uneasily iu his place, but Forbes 
went on.

“That’s what he thinks; and that’s what

wish, fee's never going to know. Bnt I know, 
and I’m going to revive your memory. You’ve 
stolen”-----

John sprang to his feet.
“Ah, set down! Pm telling yon nothing yon 

don’t know. Stolen estate money; thousands 
of it.”

“How do you know?” snarled John.
“Banks,” answered Forbes. “I went to Scot

land Yard and they agreed with me that you’d 
bear looking into; all most confidential, of 
course.”

“Scotland Yard!” repeated John. "You 
dared to discuss me in Scotland Yard?”

“I don’t know why not. I may have to bo 
sending for some of them to come down and1 
call. Well, after that it was easy enough. I 
told yon I had letters of introduction to bank
ers in London and Dnblin. That's what I was 
doing when I went to London. When yon go 
around to those banks maybe yon won't find 
yourself just as popular as pay day. I had 
nothing to do with that. They were grouchy 
right from the sftart; said you gave them 
more bookkeeping to* do than ten other cli
ents called for. Then,” he went on, “stealing 
not being enongh, you go and undertake to 
kill Dorothy on that buck-jumper of yonn. 
Oh, you needn’t bother to look indignant—I 
had a talk with the men afterward. This is 
the one thing on the list that Dorothy don’t 
know about. Then comes that dastardly trick 
about Michael. I don’t know as I ever before 
met np with a man who would use his dead 
wife’s child to ruin his brother’s home, und I 
was Sheriff in my home county for ten yean, 
and I saw quite some of the wrong side Cf 
human nature. Then when you know the flx-np, 
you get ready for your brother and know that 
he is coming home to it, that vou can’t stop 
him”-----

“How could I know?” sneered John.
“By the telegram you suppressed. I got it 

out of that creature of yours down to the tele
graph office.”

“You lie!” said John. “There was no tsle 
gram.”

“You’re mistaken,” said Forbes. “Here’s the 
carbon copy. I got it out of him easy enongh.
I just twisted the top of him toward the east 
and the rest of him toward the west nnfll I 
restored his memory. So then you knew the 
Earl was coming home—a man that almost 
makes a woman of himself about you and your 
darned feelings. The only living creature in 
the world that doesn’t wish you were dead. 
And you’re afraid of him, and you take a gun 
and go out to shoot him in the dark.”

“Never!” shrieked John, springing up again. 
“You can’t prove it.”

“We don’t have to. We know it.”
“Who knows it? Who dares to say it?” 
“Mother,” answered Forbes quietly. “She’s 

the first.”
“Mrs. Forbes!” repeated GreBham, in blank

est amazement. “Mrs. Forbes!”
“Yes, mother. That time I was Sheriff she 

used to be down to the jail a lot talking to 
the boys and she got so she could pick out 
what they were in trouble for before I had a 
chance to tell her. And that night when you 
came out of this room, so calm and smiling in 
your dancing shoes, mother touches my arm 
and says:—‘That’s the man. Don’t you see the 
old murder look?’ Then she talked with young 
Burke, fooled him into thinking that we all 
knew, and he gave up his part of the story. 
That’s a nice list of activities, Mr. the Honor
able John Gresham. Now, get active just once 
more and hustle off this place. You needn’t 
bother about the money you Btole. I’ve fixed 
that with the bankers. All you’ve got to do is 
to g-i-t—git—and stay.”

“And leave you all here to enjoy the work 
of my hands—the gardens I designed, the 
house I restored and made habitable; to rest 
under the trees I planted, to drive about the 
roads and avenues I laid out. Even the hones 
and the cattle on the hills are of my choosing; 
the pheasants of my raising; the plantations 
of my design. This was my life and work when 
you and your daughter had never heard of such 
à place; and when Pat cared so little about it 
that years went by without his ever coming 
here. And then, because it suits his damned 
convenience, Pat comes back and gathers ail 
of you around him and treats me—oh! that 
cursed five minutes—like a bailiff. Oh, it’s a 
sweet life; and yet, Mr. Forbes, I’m not going. 
You can tell your daughter what you please. 
Tell the Earl what you please. In fact, you 
can do anything you please. This is my house, 
luy place. I made them.”

“They would be in America,” answered 
Forbes. “At least a fair share of them would, 
bnt your British law is different, and you’re 
only talking Wild. Pat conld have yon 
chucked out through the big gate like you 
was a stray pig. You can’t put up no fight, 
and the reason my daughter and I are giving 
you a chance to get hway is that we realize jnst 
how you feel. Pat might have married anybody, 
but he did marry my daughter and she and 
her boy did break into yonr chances. There’s 
nothing to do about it. The laws of nature 
and the laws of the land work on and yon get 
shoved ont. As I say, we understand your 
feelings and we’re sorry—good and sorry— 
that it happened to be us that broke your life. 
But wbat we don’t understand is the way 
those feelings led yon to act. Embesataaent, 
gross deception, bad faith, murder and general 
all round meatiness don’t seem natural symp
toms to us. And that’s the reason I’m telling 
you—for I’ve got the safety of this household 
on my hands until Pat is well—that’s the rea
son I’m telling you you’ve got to be off t*»*« 
place by sun-up. If I find you here afterward 
there may be an accident.”

“Good night,” said Gresham. "I shall sse 
yon at breakfast.”

“I’m afraid not,” said Forbes. "I gneas 
yon’ll be starting out one way or another quite 
a while before that. I’ll see yon later. I’ll sit 
outside by tbp fire in the ball until you’re 
ready to start find I’ll ace that you met off all 
right.”

(To Be Concluded^


