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SYNOPSIS.
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Lawrence Hlakeloy, lawyer, goes to
Plttaburg with the forgml notes In the
Bronson cuase to got the dl'lnmhﬂlm of
John Gilmore, milllonnire, A lally ro-
buy her & Pullman

ﬂ'uoau Blakeley t
or Jower 1l and re-

ticket. Heo gives
tnlns lower 10. He finds & drunken man

0 lower 10 and  rotites In  lower
&  awakens In lower 7 and
finds his clothes nnd bag missing. The

man In lower 10 Is found murdered. Cir-
cumstantinl - ovidence polnts to  both
Hlakeloy and the man who stole hie
olothos, The traln In wrocked and Blale-
ley In reacuod from o burning cur by a
Eirl In blue, His urm la broken, The Kirl
proves to be Allson West, His partner's

Bweetheart. Blakeley rotuens home and
finds he is under survelllance, Moving
Pls-mr»a of the train taken just Before
he wrook revenl to Blakeley a man lenp-
ng from the train with his stolen grlp,
Investigation proves that the man's Hame
18 BulllvAn, Mres, Conway, the woman for
whom Blakeley bought n Pullman teket,
tries to make n bargaln with him for the
forged noles, not knowing that they are
missing. Blekelay and oan omoateur  de-
tective Investigate the home of Bulllvan's
sister. From n pervant RBiakeley lenrns
thit Allson West had beon theré on @
visit nnd Sulllvan had been attentive to
her, Sulllvan s (he husband of a daugh-
ter of the murdered man, Blakeley's
house Is ransacked by fhe pollos, le
learns that the affair botwoen Alison wnd

his partner s off.
CHAPTER XXVIl.—~Continued.

And when the endless meal was
over, and yards of white vells had
been tled over pounds of hnlr—or is
it, too, bought by the yard?—and
some elght ensembles with thelr db-
Ject complements had been packed
into three nutomobiles and a trap, I
drew a long breath and faced about.
I had just then only one object in life
—to find Alison, to assure her of my
absolute faith and confidence in her,
and to offer my help and my poor
self, if she would let me, In her
sorvice,

She was not easy to find. I searched
the lower fioor, the veranda and the
grounds, clrcumspectly, Then I ran
into a little English girl who turned
out to be her maid, and who also was
searching. She was concerned be-
cause her mistress had no dinner, and
because the tray of food she carried
would goon be ¢old. I took the tray
from her, on the glimpse of something
white on the shore, and that was how
I met the girl again,

Bhe was citting on an over-turned
boat, her chin in her hands, staring
ouL to sea. The soft tide of the bay
lapped almost at her feet, and the
draperies of her white gown melted
hazily into the sands. She looked like
a wraith, a despondent phantom of
the sea, although the adjective s re-
dundant, Nobody ever thinks of a
cheerful phantom. Strangely enough,
<consldering her evident sadness, she
was whistling softly o herself, over
and over, some dreary little minor air
that sounded llke n Bohemian dirge.
She glanced up quickly when I made
n wisstep and my-dishes jingled. Al
congldered, the tray was out of the
picture; the sea, the misty starlight,
the girl, with her beauty—even the
<ad little whistle that stopped now
and then to go bravely on again, as
though it fought against the odds of
@ trembling lip. And then I came,

“accompanied by a tray of little silver
dighes that jingled and an unmistak-
able odor of broiled chicken!

“Oh!" she gald quickly; and then,
“Oh! I thought you were Jenkins."

“Timeo Donaos—what's the rest of
it?" I asked, tendering my offering.
*“You didn't have any  dinner, you
know."” 1 sat down beside her. “See,
I'll be the table. What was the old
falry tale? “Little goat bleat; little

#able appear!" I'm perfectly willing

%o be the goat, too.”

" lously.
‘. - ple, do we?' ghe asked.

@ was laughing rather tremu-

*We pever do meet like other peo-
“"We really

- ought to shake hands and say how

e
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‘.low's clothes,” 1 returned meekly.

E;:

s m yolt.il

“I don’t want to meet you like other
. people, and I suppose. you always
think of me as wearing the other fel-

‘m doing it again; I don't seem to
“able to help it. These are Grang-
er'g that I have on now.” \

- Bhe threw back her hesd and
* aughed again, joyously, this time.
. MDh, it's so ridlculous,” she sald,

“‘and you have never seen me when 1
not eating! It's too prosaic!
J"Which reminds me that the chick-
m s getting cold, and the ice warm,”
nggeated. “At the time, I thought
there could be mo place hetter than

/ the farm-house kitchen—but this ls.

5
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" ordered all this for something 1

want to say to you—the sea, the
sand, the ptars.”

“How alliterative you are!" ahe
sald, trying to be fiippant. “You are

1ot to say anything until I have had
‘gupper, Look how the things are
around!"”
she ate nolhing, after all, and
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as I merely held it she let it lle warm
In mine, But when I raised it to my
Tips, and kissed the soflt, open palm,
she drew it away without displeasure,

“Not that, please,”” she protested,
and fell to whistling softly again, her
chin In her hands. “I cun't sing,” she
sald, to brenk an awkward pause,
“and so, when I'm fidgety, or have
something on my mind, I whistle, 1
hope you don't dislike it

“I love It 1 asserted warmly, 1
did; when she pursed her lips like
that I was mad Lo kiss them,

"l saw you—at the station,”
sald suddenly. “You—you were In a
hurry to go." I did not say anything,
and after a pause she drew a long
breath, “Men are queer, aren't they?
she suld, and fell to whistling again,

Afler awhlle ghe sat up as If she
had made a resolution. *“I am going
to confess something,” she announced
suddenly. "“You sald, you know, that
you had ordered all this for something
You—you wanted to say to me, But
the fact Is, I fixed it all—came here,
I mesn, becavse—I knew you would
come, and I bpd something to tell
yon. It was mach a miserable thing 1
—neefed the nccessories to help me
out.”

“I don't want to hear anything that
distresses you to tell,” 1 assured her.
“l1 didn’t come here to foree your con-
fidence, Allsen. 1 came because 1
couldn't help it." She did not object
to my use of her name,

“Have you found the—your

she

pa-

but that you were unhappy, and that
I had no right to help you, God
knows, 1 thought you dldn't want me
to help you."”

8he held out her hand to me and 1
took It between both of mine. No
word of Tove had passed between us,
but I felt that she knew and under-
stood. It was one of the moments
that come seldom in a lfetime, and
then only In great orises, a moment of
perfect understanding and trust.

Then she drew her hand away and
aat, erect and determined, her fingers
lnced In her lap. As she talked the
moon came up slowly and threw its
bright pathway across the water,
Back of us, In the trees beyond the
sea wall, a  sleepy bird chirruped
drowsily, and a wave, larger and bhold-
er than its brothers, sped up the sand,
bringing the moon's gilver to our very
feet. 1 bent toward the girl,

“I am golng to ask just one ques.
tion,"

“Anything you like.'
was almost dreary.

“Was It—because of anything you
are going to tell me that yvou refused
Richey?"

She drew her breath in sharply,

Her volce

“No,” ghe sald, without looking at

me, “No. That was not the reason.”

CHAPTER XXVIII,
Alison's Story.

She told her story evenly, with her
eyes on the water, only now and then,
when 1, too, sat looking seaward, 1
thought she glanced at me furtively.
And once, In the mlddle of it, she
stopped altogether,

“You don't realize it, probably,” ghe
protested, "but you look ke a—a wor
god. Your face Is horrible.”

“I will turn my back, i it will help
any,” 1 sald stormily, “but if you ex-
pect me to look anything but murder-
ous, why, vou don't know what 1 am
going through with. That's all,”

The story of her meeting with the
Curtls woman was brief enough. They
had met in Rome first, where Alison
and her mother had taken n villa for
A year. Mrs. Curtie had hovered on

A —

She Was S8itting on

peras?’ she asked, looking directly at
me for almost the first time.

“Not yet. We hope to.”
“The—police have not interfered
with you?"

“They haven't had any opportunity,”
I equivocated. "You needn't distress
yourself about that, anyhow.”

“But I do. 1 wonder why you still
belleve in me? Nobody else does."

"I wonder,” I repeated, “why 1 do!"

“If you produece Harry Sullivan”
#he was saying, partly to herself, “and
If you could conneet him with—Mr,
Brongon, and get a full account of
why he was on the train, and all that,
It—It would help, wouldn't it?"

1 acknowledged that it would. Now
that the whole truth was almost in
my possession, 1 was stricken with
the old eowardice. I did not want to
know what she might tell me. The
yellow line on the horizon, where the
moon was coming up, was a broken
bit of golden chaln; my heel in the
sand was agaln pressed on a wom-
an's ylelding fingers; I pulled myself
togother with a jerk.

“In order that what you tell me
may help me, if it will,” I sald con-
strainedly, “it would be necessary,
perhaps, that you tell it to the polioce.
Since they bave found the end of the
neg i

“The end of the necklace!” she re-
peated slowly. ""What about the end
#! the neckince?”

I stared at her. “Don't you remem-
ber"—I leaned forward—"the end of
the cameo necklace, the part that was
broken off, and was found in the
black sealskin bag, etained with—
with blood?"

“Blood,” she sald dully. “You mean
that yon found the broken end? And

>

an Overturned Boat.

the ragged edges of soclety there,
pleading the poverty of the south
since the wur as a reason for not go-
ing out more. There was talk of a
brother, but Alison had not seen him,
and after a scandal which fmplicated
Mrs. Curtls and a young attache of
the Austrian embassy, Alison had
been forbidden to see the woman,

“The women had never liked her,
anyhow," she sald. “She did uncon-
ventional things, and they are very
conventional there. And they sald
she did not always pay her—her
gnmbling debts. 1 didn't like them. T
thought they didn't like her because
she was poor—and popular. Then—we
came home, and I almost forgot her,
but last spring, when mother was not
well—she had taken grandfather to
the Riviers, and it always uses her
up—weé went to Virginia Hot Springs,
and we met them there, the brother,
too, thls time. His name was Sullivan,
Harry Plockney Sullivin.”

“I know. Go on."

“Mother had a nurse, and I was
alone a great deal, and they were very
kind to me. I—I saw a lot of them.
The brother rather attracted me, part-
ly—partly because he did not make
love to me. He even seemed to avold
me, and I was plqued. 1 had been
spoiled, T suppose. Most of the other
wen | knew had—had—"

“I knew that, too,” [ sald bitterly,
and moved away from her a trifle; 1
was brutal, but the whole story was a
long torture. I think she knew what
I was suffering, for she showed no re-
sentment,

"It was early and there wers few

peoplé® around—none that I cared
about,  And mother and the nurse

book, | played cribbuge eternally, until I felt

28 though the little pegs were driven
Ata my brain, And when Mra. Cu

-

done that kind of thing beiors, and |
~well, I have pald up, I think."”

“What sort of looking chap wa
Sullivan?" I demanded. I had got uj
and was pacing back and forward on
the sald. I remember kicking savage-
Iy ut a bit of watersoaked board that
lny In my way.

“"Very handsome—as large as you
are, but falr, and even more erect.”

I drew my shoulders up sbharply. |
am stralght enough, but 1 was falrly
sagging with jealous rage.

“"When mother began to get around,
somebody told her that I had been
golng about with Mra, Curtis and her
brother, and we had a dreadful time.
1 was drogged home like a bad child.
Did anybody ever do that to you?”

“Nobody ever cared. 1 was born

“Did You Marry Him?” | Demanded.

an orphan,” I sald, with a chearless
attempt at levity, “Go on”
“If Mrs. Curtis knew, she never

sald anything. She wrote me charm-
Ing letters, and in the summer, when
they went to Cresson, she asked me
to visit her there. I was too proud
to i3t her know that I could not go
where 1 wished, and so—I sent Polly,
my mald, to her aunt's in the country,
pretended to go to Seal Harbor, and
really—went to Cresson. You see 1
wained you it would be an unpleasant
story."

1 went over and stood in. front of
her. All the accumulated jealousy .of
the last few weeks had been fired by
what she told me. If Sullivan had
come across the sands just them, I
think I would have strangled him with
wy hands, out of pure hate,

“Did you marry him?” I demanded.
My volce sounded hoarse and strange

in my ears, “That's all 1 want to
know. Did you marry him?"

l.‘\‘o.'n

I drew a long breath.

“You—cured about him?"

She hesitated.

“No," she said finally. “I did not

care about him."

J sat down on the edge of the hoat
and mopped my hot face. ] was heart-
Hly ashamed of myself, and mingled
with my abasement was a great re-
lief. If she had not married him, and
had pot cared for him, nothing else
wis of any importance,

“l was sorry, of course, the moment
the train had started, but I had wired
I was coming, and I could not go
buck, and then when I got there, the
pirce was charming. There were no
ueighbors, but we fished and rode and
motored, and—Iit was moonlight, like
thigh =~

i put my hand over both of hers,
clasped in her lap. “I know,” 1 ac-
knowiedged repentantly, “and—people
do queer things when it is moonlight.
The rioon has got me to-night, Alison.
If I am a boor, remember that, won't
you?"

Her fingers lay quiet under mine.
"And s0,”" she went on with a little
sigh, “I—began to think perhaps I
cared. But all the time 1 felt that
there was something not quite right.
Now and then Mrs, Curtis would say
or 49 pomething that gave me a
queet start, as if she had dropped a
mask for a moment. And there was
trouble with the servants; they were
almogt insolent. 1 couldn't under-
stand I don't know when it dawned
on ma that the old Baron Cavalcant!
had Been right when he said they
were not my kind of people. But [
wanted to get away, wanted it des-
perately.”

"Of course, they were mnot your
kind," I cried. “The man was mar-
ried! The girl Jennie, & housemaid,
was a spy In Mrs. Sulllvan’s employ.
If he had pretended to marry you I
wonla have killed him! Not only that,
but the man he murdered, Harrington,
was his wife's father. And I'll see
him hang by the neck yet If it takes
every energy and every penny 1 pos-
B8OER." f

I could have told her so much more
gently, have broken the shock for
hir; [ have never been proud of that
evening on the sand. I was alternate-
Iy a boor and a rufian—llke a hurt
youngster who passes the blow that
hns hurt him on to his playmate, that
both may bawl together. And now
Allson sat, white and cold, without
specch.

{TO BE CONTINUED,)

Leaves Pennles In Church,

A Boston clergyman, commenting
of the large number of cents In the
avernge church collection, sald that
when on a recent Monday he had
offered & newswoman outside the sub-
way #tatlon a G-cent plece in payment
for a newspaper she threw up her
hand, remarking: |

“Why s it th::, men never :t“l;
pennies on Mon m T R
the only day in the '
mubu,mn_ change." .

“My - waman,’

B, ins
ela i

MAN WHO HELPS HIS BROTHER

His “Boys”™ Call Him the “General Ad-
viser Without Pay"—He s
Partial te None,

When a man loves to live he usual-
Iy can go among men who care little
whether they live or not and do good.
Buch a man is AugBitus B. Vaughan,
immaculate of dreas and of heart ven-
erable In years and usefulness, whom
oné may see nlmost any day either on
Hoston Common or at the Young
Men's Christfan Union.

His speclalty is heiping his fallen
and discouraged brother, whether he
be a cigarette smoking boy or a rum-
sodden and disheartened derelict of a
man. His creed is choerfulness and
his passion is books.

Often one may see him, tall and
straight, faultlessly attired in a frock
coat, with his flowing white beard and
his long and carefully trimmed white
locks, standing with or sitting beside
some ragged and unkempt vietim of
clrcumstances who has sought the only
place where the police will not tell
him to move on, the Common, and
then one I8 sure to be struck by the
contrast. Many a man he has met
there has Inter become ns clean of
body and heart as himself, and all
through his infectious good nature and
brotherly comraderle,

Among the younger men with whom
this old young man of 75 unceasingly
labora he is known as “the general
adviser without pay,” and he Is as in-

terested In thelr ambitions as they |

PERFUME FAVORED BY QUEENS

Royal Family of England Remalm
Falthful to “Ees Bouquet"—Czar-
Ina s Fond of White Viciet.

Queen Mary Is not a lover of por-
fume. 3he uses eau de cologne ocen-
slonally, but avolds scents as much
an possible, A west end chemist told
the writer recently that nelther I8
Queen Alexandra very fond of per-
fumes, although she remains falthful
to the "Ess Bouquet,” which has
been in use by the royal family of
England aince 1822. This perfume Is
composed of amber mixed with the
essence of roses, violets, jasmine,
orange flowers and lavender,

On the other hand the czarina is
passionately fond of perfume. Her
apartments In the royal palace are
dally sprayed with essences of llac,
Jasmine, and white violet. Her maj-
esty's favorite essence ls violet, and

for several weeks In the early apring

seen at Grasse gathering the blos-

| hundreds of women and girls may be
I

| fume s made.

can be, and so youthful Is he n their |

presence that he Is always one of
them. !

Mr. Vaughan is not engaged in ae- | de cologne; while

tive business this summer, but he

comes to Boslon every day. rain or(

shine, to talk with his “boys,"” as he
calls them. Some of these have never
before known a real friend. He is
highly educated, and ecounts among his
friends many college presidents and
professors.

He was born in Middleboro, nearly
seventy-five years ago, and traces his
lineage back to Peregrine White of
Mayflower fame.

“T love to live,” sald he to me, “and
I want {o help ‘the boys' to enjoy liy-
ing, too."

TWO WORLD FAMED GRANNIES

One of These Talented Women Is
Sarah Bernhardt and the Other
Ellen Terry.

Two famous grandmothers are dis-
tingulshed visitors of this country. Re-
ferring to these talented ladies the
Rochester Post Express says: “One of
the grandmothers is Mme. Sarah Bern-
hardt; the other {s Ellen Terry. Both
actresses have reached an age when it
I8 permissible to retire from active
life; but the French actress is sald to
be as energetic as a woman half her
age, while Ellen Terry is declared to
be as young ms ever she was in the
palmy days when she and Henry Irv-
Ing ruled the theatrical world of Eng-
land. Miss Terry has retired from the
stuge so far as acting Is concerned,
and has taken to lecturing on Shakes-
peare’s heroines. And who could do
better than she who has played so
many of the womanly women of the
great dramatist? Readers of her
breezy blography know what she
thinks of Portia, Beatrice, Voila, Rosa-
land and other famous women of the
tragedies and comedies, but no print-
ed page could charm as does the won-
derfully expressive features and the
velvet volce of the greatest living
English-speaking actress.”

Tribute to Painter's Skiil.

One of the still life paintings by
Jan van Huysen in-the museum at
The Hague was recently injured, but
it is belleved the perpeirator was
nelther vandal nor thief.

The ploture represents a basket of
fruit on which & number of Insects
have gathered. On a pale yellow ap-
ple, which is the centerplece In the
cluster of fruit, is a large fly, painted
50 true to nature, eo say the officinls
of the gallery, that the canvas was
injured by some one who endeavored
to “shoo” it and brought his cane oz
hand too close to the canvas, “A
tribute to the palnter's gentus,” says
the letter recording the fact, “for which
the work had to suffer,”

What Resinol Accomplisnes ls Truly
Wonderful.

I frequently heve patients who are
troubled with skin eruptions, and have
taken occaslon to recommend Resinol,
and In some cases the cures have
seemed miraculous, and had I not seen
them both before and after, wonld
scarcely have belleved them true, One
lady told me that she had spent over
$100 in various remedies, and was
cured with one G0e¢ Jar of Resinol. It
is truly a wonderful cure for ecsema
and other itching troubles. -

F. M. Stevens, D, D. 8, Dover, N. H.

Chambermald Repartee.
First Chambermald—Look:
let your plllow slip. 3
Sacond Chambermaild—No; the cov-
erlet it.—BExchange.
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soms from which the czarina’s per-
The finished product
Is tested, bottle by bottle, at the St
Peteraburg Academy of Chemistry
before belng sent to the Imperial
sitora.

The Queen Mother of Spaln uses as
perfume eau d'espagne, manufactured
in Madrid, and also obtains a per-

fume for her tollet from Parls. Its
composition 1s a secret which the
perfumer only half discloses. “It is

made,” he says, “of rogewater, cocoa-
nut oll, and—the rest is a mystery.”
The young queen of Holland Is a
great bellever In the virtuea of ean
“Carmen Sylva"”
| queen of Roumania, uses a epecial
perfume made from the finest herbs,
which she says “is the best tonle for
the skin she has yet discovered.”

A LINGERER.

Ao

The Eldest Daughter—If Harry
lived in the old days he'd have made &
good knight,

Her father—I don't know much
about that—but it takes him a long
time to say ‘good night’ now,

Fulfiliment.

“Two great desires of my iife have
been gratified. One was to go up In
an alrship.”

“And the other?"

“To get safely back to earth.”

Unusual,
“The captain of the football team s
an umnusual man.”
“Is that so?"
“Yes, he didn't shed tears when his
team lost."”

Lewis’ Single Binder, extra quality fo-
bacco, costs more than other Jc cigars.

Truth has a sliding scale, regard-
less of the frank person.

RAW FURS

THE OLDEST FUR HOUSE IN AMERICA.

JOSEPH ULLMANN,

LEIFZIG, LONDON, FARIB,
ny Frauece
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