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_ CHAPTER XX—Continued.
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Barnes listened at the door until he
heard the walter clattering down the
stairway, and then went swiftly down
the hall to No. 20. Mr. Prosser was
sleeping just as soundly and as re-
soundingly as at midnight!

3 “By gad!" he muttered, half-aloud.

a Bverything was as clear as day to him

: now. Bolting lnto his own room, he
closed the door and stood stockstill
for many minutes, trying to pleture
the scene in the cottage.

. He found a letter in his box when
he went downstairs, after stuffing the
tin box deep Into his pocket. Before
he slit the cavelope he knew that
Sprouse was the writer. The message
was brief:

“After due consideration, I feel that
¥ it would be a mistake for you to aban-
y don your present duties at this time.
- It might be misunderstood. Stick to

the compnny until something better

! turns up. With this thought In view I

withdraw the two days' limit men-
tioned recently to you, and extend the

- time to one week, Yours very truly,

“J. H. WILSON."
“Gad, the fellow thinks of every-
thing," sald Barpes to himself, “He
s positively uncanny.”
He read between the lines, and saw
there a distinet warning. It had not

N occurred to him that his plan to leave

\ for New York that day with Miss Cnm-
eron might be attended by disastrous
results.

But the Jewels? What of them? He
could not go geilivanting about the

At i

country with a half million dollars’
worth of pr in his g
slon, '

He spent the early part of the fore-
noon In wandering nervously about
the hotel—upstairs and down. The
Jewels were locked In his pack up-
stalrs. He went up to his room half
a dozen times add almost instantly
walked down agaln, after satisfying
himself that the pack had not been
rifled.

For the next three days and nights
rehearsuls were In full swing, with
scarcely a moment's let-up. And so
the time crept by, up to the night of
the performance. Miss Cameron re-
mained in ignorance of the close prox-
imity of the jewels, and the police of
Crowndale remuined In even denser
ignorance a8 to the whercabouts of
the man who robbed Mr, Hasselweln
of all his spare cash and an excellent
gold watch.

No time was lost by the countess In
getting word to her compstriots in

+ New York. Barnes posted a dozen let-
ters for her; each contalned the tid-

. fngs of her safety and the assurance

that she would soon follow in person.

Those three days and nights were
full of joy and enchantment for
Barnes. He actually debased himself
by wishing that the Rusheroft com-
pany might find it Imperative to go on
rehearsing for weeks in thot dlm, en-
chanted temple.

He sat for hours in one of the most
uncomfortable seats he had ever
known, devouring with hungry eyes
the shadowy, Interested face so close
to bis own—and never tired.

On the afternoon of the dress re-
hearsal he led her, after an hour of
almost {nsupportable repression, to
the rear of the auditorium. Dropping
Into the t beside her he blurted
out, almos anguigh ¢
; “T can't stand it any Inger, T can-

\ not be near you without—why, I—J—

well, It is more than I can struggie
against, that's pll. You've either got
to send me away altogether or—or—
Jot me love you without restraint. I
tell you I can't go on as I am now.
You know I love you, don't you? You
kaow I worship you. Don't be fright-
ened. I just had to tell you today.
1 should have gone mad if I had tried
to keep It up any longer.” He walted
breathlessly for her to speak. She sat
pilent and rigld, looking straight be-

: fore her. “Is it hopeless?” he went

A wn at last, huskily, *“Must I ask your
L ' # torgl for my pr fon and—

3 and go away from you?"

{ She turned to him and lald her hand
: upon his arm,

3 “Am I not like other women? Why
i should I forgive you for loving me?
Doesn't every woman want to be

she resisted, and then relaxed fnto
complete submission. Her head sank
upon his shoulder,

“Oh!" she sighed, and there was
wonder, goy-—enn perplexity, In the
tremuloud sigh of capitulation. *“Ob,”
came softly from her parted lps again
at the end of the first long, passionate
kiss,

CHAPTER XXI.
The End in Sight.

Barnes, souring beyond all previous
heights of exaltation, ranged dizzily
between “front" and *“back” at the
Grand opera house that evening, He
was in the “wings" with her, whisper-
Ing In her delighted ear; in the dress-
Ing-room, ligtenlng to her soft words
of encouragement to the excited lend-
Ing lady; on the narrow stairs leading
up to the stage, assisting her to mount
them; and all the time he was dread-
ing the moment when he would awake
and find it all a dream,

There was an annoying fiy In his
olntment, however, “I love you,” she
had said simply. “I want more than
anything else In ell the world to be
your wife. But I cannot promise now.
I must have time to think, time to—"

“Why should you require more time
than I?" he persisted. “What i time
to us? Why make wanton waste of
e

“I know that I cannot find happiness
execept with you she replied. *“No
matter what happens to me, I shall
always love you, I shall never forget
the joy of this. But—I cannot prom-
ise now,” she finished gently and
kissed him,

Between the second and third acts
Tommy Gray rushed back with the
box-office statement. The gross was
§350. The Instant that fact became
known to Mr. Rushcroft he informed
Barnes that they had a “knoeckout,” a
gold mine, and that never in all his
carger had he known a season to start
off so susplciously as this one.

Three days later Barnes and “Miss
Jones” sald farewell to the strollers
and boarded a day traln for New York
clty. They left the company Id & con-
dition of prosperity. The show wns
avernging two hundred dollars nightly
and Mr. Rusheroft was alrendy book-
Ing return engngements for the early
fall. He was looking forward to g
tour of Europe at the close of the war,

Barnes' sister, Mrs. Courtney, met
them at the Grand Central terminal,

“It's now n gquarter to five,"” sald
Barnes after the greeting and presen-
tution, “Drop me at the Fifth Avenue
bank, Edith. I want to lenve some-
thing In my safety box downstalrs
Sha'n't be more than five minutes,”

He got down from the automobile
ut Forty-fourth street and shot across
the sidewalk into the bank, casting
quick, apprehensive glances through
the five o'clock crowd on the avenue
a8 he sprinted. In his hand he lugged
the heavy, weatherbesten pack., His
sister and the countess siared after
him In amnzement.

Presently he emerged from the bank,
still earrying the bag. He was beam-
Ing. A certaln worried, hnggnrd ex-
pression had vanished from his face,
and for the first thme In elght hours
he treated his traveling wardrobe with
scorn and indifference,

“Thank God, they're off mwy mind,
at last" he cried. *““That is the first
good, long breath I've had In 8 week.
No, not now. It's a long story and
I can't tell it In Fifth avenue. It
would be extremely annoying to have
both’ of you die of heart failure with
all these people looking on.”

He felt her hand on his arm, and
knew that she was looking at him
with wide, Incredulous eyes, but he
faced straight shead, He was ter-
ribly afrald that the girl beside him
was preparing to shed tears of joy
and reltef. He could feel her search-
ing In her Jacket pocket for a hand-
kerchief.

Mrs, Courtney rwas not only curi-
ous but apprehensive, She hadn't the
faintest idea who Miss Cameron was,
nor where her brother had picked her
up. But she saw at a glange that
she wus Jovely, and her soul was filled
with strange misgivings, She was Uke
nll sisters who have pet bachelor
brothers, She hoped that poor Tom
hadn't gone and made a fool of him-
solf.

The few minutes' conversation she
had with the stranger only served to
increase her alarm. Miss Cameron's
volce and smile—and her eyes —were
positively

“Let's all sit down," 'sald he, “My
koees are unnccountably weak., Come
along, Ede. Listen to the romance of
my lfe

And when the story was finished the

“Oh, you poor dear! Was that why
you grew so haggerd and pale and
hollow-ayed

“Purtly," said he with great signifi-
cance,

“And you had them in your pack
all the time? You—"

“I had Sprouse’s most solemn word
not to touch them for a week. He is
the only man I feared. He Is the only
one who could have—"

“May I use your telephone, Mrs.
Courtney?” cried she suddenly. She
sprang to her feet, quivering with ex-
citement. “Pray forgive me for being
so [ll-maonered, but I—I must call up
one or two people st once. They are
my friends. You will understand, I
am sure.”

Barnes was pacing the floor nery-
ously when his sister returned after
conducting her new guest to the room
prepared for her. The countess was
at the telephone before the door
closed behind her hostess,

“I wish you had been & little more
explieit In your telegram, Tom,” she
sald peevishly, *“If I bnd known who
she is T wouldn't have put her In that
room. Now I shall have to move Aunt
Kate back into it tomorrow and give
Miss Cameron the big one at the end
of the hall” Which goes to prove
that Tom's sister was a bit of & gnob
in her way. “Stop walking like that
and come here She faced him ac-
cusingly. “Have you told all there Is
to tell, sir?"

“Can't you see for yourself, Ede,
that I'm In love with her? Desperate-
Iy, horribly, madly In love with her.

“Yes,” She Breathed.

Don't giggle like that! T couldn’t bave
told you while she was present, could
"

“That Isn't what I want to know., Is
she In love with you? That's what I'm
after,”

“Yes,” sald he, but frowned anx-
fously.

“She Is perfectly adorable,” sald she,
and was at once aware of a guilty,
nagging impression that she would not
have sald it to him half an hour ear
ller for anything In the world,

She was strangely white and sub-
dued when ghe rejoined them later on.
S8he bhad removed her hat. The other
woman saw nothing but the wealth
of sun-kisged halr that rippled. Barnes
went forward to meet her, filled with
o sudden apprehension,

“What is 1t? You are pale and—
what have you heard?"

She stopped and looked searchingly
Into his eyes. A warm flush rose to
her cheeks; her own eyes grew soft
and tender and wistful.

“They all belleve that the war will
last two or three years longer,” she
said huskily. “I cannot go back to
my own country till it is all over,
They implore me to remaln here with
them until—untll my fortunes are
mended.” She turned to Mrs, Court-
ney and went on without the slightest
trace of indecision or embarrassment
in her manuer, “You see, Mrs. Court-
ney, I am very, very poor. They have
taken everything., T1—I fear 1 shall
have to accept this kind, generous
proffer of a—" her voice shook slight-

.

the Huns are driven out.”
Barnes' silence was more eloquent
than words. Her eyes fell.

=

ly—"of a home with my friends until | M

put into the langnage of man,
Half an hour later he was speeding
down the avenue In a taxi. His blood

feel of her was still fn his arms, the
volce of her in his enraptured ears.

He was hurrying homeward to the
“diggings” he was soon to desert for-
ever. He was to spend the night at
his sister's apartment. When he is-
sued forth from his “diggings” at half-
past seven he was attired in evening
clothes, and there was not a woman
In all New York, young or old, who
would have denled him a second
glence,

Later on In the evening three of the
countess’ friends arrived at the Court-
ney home to pay thelr respects to thelr
feir compatriot and to discuss the
crown Jewels, They came and brought
with them the consoling Information
that arrangements were practically
completed for the delivery of the
Jewels into the custody of the French

bassy et Washingt: through
whose Intervention they were to be
nllowed to leave the United States
without the formalities usually ob-
served In cases of suspected smug-
gling. Upon the arrival in Amerlca of
trusted messengers from Parls, headed
by no less a personange than the am-
baseador himself, the imperial treas-
ure was to puss into hands that would
carry It safely to France. Prince Se-
bastinn, still In Hallfax, had been ap-
prised by telegraph of the recovery of
the jewels, and was expected to safl
for England by the earllest steamer.

And while the visitors at the Court-
ney house were lifting thelr glasses
to toast the prince they loved, and, In
turn, the beautiful cousin who had
braved so much and fared so lucklly,
and the tall wayfarer who had come
into her life, a small man was stoop-
ing over a rifled knapsack in a room
far downtown, glumly regarding the
result of an unusvally hazardous un-
dertaking, even for one who conld per-
form such miracies us he. Seratching
his chin, he grinned—for he was the
kind who bears disappolntment with
a grin—and sat himself down at the
big library table in the center of the
room. Carefully selecting a pen-point
he wrote:

“It will be quite obvious to you that
I called unexpectedly tonight. The
week was up, you see, I take the lib.
erty of leaving under the paperwelght
at my elbow & two-dollar blll, It
ought to be ample payment for the
damage done to your faithful travel-
Ing companion., Have the necessary
stitches taken In the gash and you
will find the kit as good as new. I
was more or less certaln not to find
what I was after, but as I have done
no irreparable injury I am sure you
will forgive my love of adventure and
excitement, It was really quite diffi-
cult to get from the fire escape to
your window, but It was a delightful
experience. Try crawling nlong that
ten-inch ledge yourself some day and
see If it lsn't productive of a pleasant
thrill. T shall not forget your promige
to return good for evil some day. God
knows I hope I may never be in a po-
sition to test your sincerity. We may
meet again, and I hope under agree-
able circumstances, Kindly pay my
deepest respects to the Countess Ted,
and belleve me to be,

“Yours very respectfully,
“SPROUSRE.

“P. S.~I saw O'Dowd todny. He
left & message for you and the count-
ess, Tell them, sald he, that I ask
God's blessing for them forever, He
is off tomorrow for Brazll, He was
very much relleved when he heard
that I did not get the jewels the first
time I went after them, nnd immense-
Iy entertalned by my jolly description
of how I went after them the second.
By the way, you will be Interested’ to
learn Mhat bhe has cut loose from the
crowd he was trafling with. Mostly
nuts, he says. Dynamiting munition
plants in Canada wus a grand project,
soys he, and It would have come to
something if the d——d women had
only left the d——d men alone, The
expletives are O'Dowd's.”

- . . . . * .

Ten hours before Barnes found this
[lluminating message on his lUbrary
table he stood at the window of a
lofty Park avenue apartment bullding,
his arm about the slender, ylelding
figure of the only other occupant of
the room. Pointing out over the black
housetops, he directed her attention
to the myriad lights In the upper floors
of a great hostelry to the south and
west knd sald:

“That is where you are golng to
live, darling.”
[(THE END,]

Crees Wonderful Canoelsts,
“The Ojibway, the Cree and the
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HE lake district of Eogland,

one of the most besutiful of

regions, always has been a

fuvorite resort of American

tourists, not only because of Its nat-

aral attructions, but also on account
of Its literary associations,

First among recorded tourlsts to
Lakeland was Gray, the poet, suthor
of the “Elegy In a Country Church-
yurd," says Country Life. He visited
the Westmoreland and Cumberiand
lnkes in 1769, the year before Words-
worth, the most outstanding amoog
the Jake school of poets, wus born,
He discovered the lakes, alike In a
touriog und literury sense, and being
sssentinily of the eighteeuth century,
he fled from them and the grundeur
of thelr scenery In dismay. For not
then bed the plcturesque been in-
vented. The beautles of wild nature
were not appreciated, and had they
been the roads of that age and the
luck of proper sccommodation were
powerful deterrents,

But for close upon a century Lake-
land has been a greatly appreciated
touring ground, Scenery and the MMt-
srary assoclations with WordswWorth,
Southey, Coleridge, De Quincey and
their circle, bave attracted evary type
of holldey maker. First came the
vacation reading parties of university
students, then the honeymoon couples,
to whom the Low Wood hotel, Amble-
side, was once, In a sense, sacred;
and then the rallways brought tour-
ists from far nnd near. But not yntil
the automoblle came upon the ronds
was Laskeland comfortably or thor-
oughly to be explored.

The tourist by motor car here has
choice of every kind of road, or no
road, and may, If bhe will, take his
#port In passstorming with the most
adventurous, or take his sight-seeing
slong roads as good &8 any In this
country. It ia all a matter of taste
and loclination, The ideal way of
welng Lakeland is undoubtedly that
af selecting some central spot at which
to stay and taking from It dally, out
und home, excursions. This 1s so for
severnl reasons; chief among them
thut of the somewhat limited area of
the lake district, which may be stated
at sbout thirty miles square. The
lokes figure 80 lurgely In popular im-
agination that this will scem scarcely
credible; yet any reference to maps
will prove the truth of it. But It does
got follow from this sheer mutter-ofs
fuct mensurement that this region 18
easily seen or soon exhausted.

Grasmers In the Center.

Exactly In the center of the lake
district is Grasmere, central geographl
cully, and In its Interest, for It was
Wordsworth’s home, and In its church:
yard he lles,

There ure five recognized centers for
tourists in these reglons: Windermere,
Ambleside and G e, about equi-
distant, some four miles from one an
other; Keswick, thirteen miles further
north, and Conlston, somewhat lso-
lated, seven mlles southwest of Awm-
bleside. It would be a thankless task
to declare any preference among
these, but we will take Grasmere ay
the very focus of the lnkes.

Grasmere village is & sweet and gra-
clous place. Here Wordsworth resided
for more than fifty years. His Inter
homes here are not accessible, but
Dove Cottage, where he wrote his
earliest and best, has been preserved
as It was In his day, and Is the resort
of literary pilgrims, while the unpre-
tending church beside the River
Rotha Is much the same as he knew It
That Is an Interesting day trip, slong
excellent roads, which takes us morth
to Cockermouth, the old market town
at the extreme northerly edge of Lake-
land, where his birthplace, in Main
street, Is still shown,

The way runs by Dunmall Ralse to
Wythburn, whose little church, one of
the smallest In England, Is neighbored
by the Nag’s Head Inn, where the old
dalesmen and their wives put up thelr
horses while attending service In olden
times. The roand then ryns slongside
Thirimere, with the imposing moun-
tain, Helvellyn, 3,118 feet, on right.
Keswlck town comes next; a consid-
erable place for this part of the coun-
try, and with an oddly foreign

View on Derwentwater.

the circuit of Derwentwater, is
seventy-six miles,

But Derwentwater is worth a
leisured trip, for Its own sake. :
trip from Grasmere to Keswick and
the circuit of Derwentwater and back
is thirty-five miles. The advantages

Keswick and there:turning left and
past the church, following the sastern
side of the luke to Lodore, where th
“Falls of Lodore" sung by
will be found. Beyond we
Shepherd's Crag, overhanging
ond past the Borrowdale hotel
narrow pass called the “Jaws
80
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rowdale,” whose roc

alarmed Gray 150 years »
where the River Derwent flows
Derwentwater, the road abruptly
to follow the western lakeside. In

i

rivaling Derwentwater for lovellness,
but Rydal Water, and the town of Am-
bieside, with Windermere, the largest
and most popular of the livkes beyond.
All are within an easy wulk for the
tourist stuying at Grasmore, who will
scaree tnke out his ear when he ‘ean
indulge In pleusant footpath rambles
for a change,

example, the run to Pearith, aloog
Ullswater. The out and home run Is

Grasmere I8 to tuke the Windermere
rond, as far as Waterhend; thence
turning to the left and up to Trout-
beck. The pearer route, up from Am:
bleside to Kirkstone Pass, 15 an ex-
ceedingly steep climb, but It cun be
taken on the return.

On the way to Ullswater the gloomy

ter Is passed, and then comes the de-
scent to pleasant, sunny Patterdale.
Here the seven miles long iake of
Ullswater, the second longest of the
lakes, beging, skirted all the way by
a delightful road, with thd waterfall of
Alra Forco midway, spouting from its
woody glen. Ullswitor ends nt Pooley
Bridge, whence 1t Is seven and u half
miles into the quaint old market town
©of Penrith, passing Yauwath Hall, now
8 farm house, but a good surviving
specimen of the fifteenth century for
tified border residence; and thence

over the anclent Eamont Bridge, built
In 1426,

FACTS AND FIGURES OF WAR

Immensity of Supplies Noeded in Mod-
ern Confiict Revealed by Sir
Douglas Haig.

These are some of the amazing facts
In Sir Douglas Halg's final dispatch :

General headquarters received 9,000
telegrams In one day, and 8400 let-

a day, and the dally telegrams on the
lines of communication werp 23,000

There were 1,600 miles of telegraphs
and telephones, and 3,088 miles of ral
Ways, on which 1,800 trulvs ran
weekly.

In six weeks 5,000,000 rations were
supplied, by our armlies fn Frapce, fo
800,000 civillans In the relleved nrens.

Two hundred tons dead welght of

our srmies was 2,700 An addl-
tion of one ounce to esch man's ra-
tons represcuted an extra 75 tons.

Over 400,000 horses and mules and
46,700 motor vehicles were used, and
4500 miles of romnd made or maln-
tained.

In 1814 there was one machine gun
to 500 infantrymen in the British
army ; when pence came there was one

machine gun to 20 infentrymen.
Over 700,000 tons of ammunition
were fired by our artillery on the

armistice.—Montreal Hernld.
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The car Is for farther nfield. Wor

fifty-six mllex. The best way from.

little mountain town of Brothers Wa- .

western front from August, 1010, to the




