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8YNOPSIS,

Alter the trugle death of John Amen-

tury s peustriated wife, one of Amer-
fon's gromtesd beputios, dies, At her death
Profedsor Siliter. an agent of the Inter-
erth, Kidnaps ber beautiful three-year-old

) birinigs her up in o poorsdise

bbby wirl

" ew w0 man, but thinks she is
thight by angels, who instruct her for
her misaion (o eeform the worll, At the
age of elghiteon she (s auddenty thrust In.
1o the world, whers agents of the Interesis
ape roady 1o protend toe find her. Fifteen
ier, while In the Adirondncks,
Iy 1 nrs to mest Celostin e
from her  paradise; nelther
recoguizen  the  other. ‘Tommy rescues
Celemtin from Hililiier. . They hide in the
mountuine  Later Stilliter gets Oelenlln
bck, wnad tuklng her to New York plices

mind,” sald Tommy, “that if you said
the word they would march on Wash:
ington and try to pull the president
aut of the White House. I've hoped
aguinst hope. I've seen your power,
known that you had it, and hoped that
You didn't really have It. You made
o little mark on the great eity of New
York, you will go buck on the wave
of your triumph here nfid sweoep it off
its feet, as you have swopt Bitumen.
It you go to the stockade and show
vourself once more to those eruzy poo-
ple nnd speak to them you will start
a campalgn of revolution that wil

e e e~ s

—— T

A little iater Barclay's secretary
Atole away to the telegraph station
and sent a message. An hour Iater
the inhabitants of Bitumen, dispersed
now, and for the most part drunk. |h
were electrified by the speotacle of a
snow-white train of cars that pulled
slowly into the station, and was then | fi
backed on to a siding.

Celostin transforred her few be-
longings from her tent to the rear car
of this traln. The car ahead was for
Stilliter and certain other munngers | b
and advisers. The next car was the
office car, The one ihead of that was | p
for a chosen body of select, able and
pampered correspondents.

The snow-white train pulled out of
Bitumen and the whirlwind campaign
began,

CHAPTER XXIII,

Other trains were making whirl-
wind tours of thesn United States.
Not every capitalisi wan on the side
of capltal, A badly frightensd and

vory able man in the White House | !4

was fighting for his political Hfe. Into
the arena there came at last a drib-
bling of gonuine patriots, who, lke | g
their forefathers, were ready to give | f;
for their country their lives, thelr for:

Htien: vision,
constitution, and my father once gots
in the saddle, only death will get him
out. His successor would be & man of

anyway it's neither
the moment. If he la elected 1t will

It they pass the new

is own cholee, and we should have

ceased to be a fres people.”

“We should have begun to be an ef-
clent people.”

“It {8 better to be free."

“That 18 a matter of opinion, and
nor thers at

¢ @ groat thing for me, won't 112"
"You would have more position and
ower."

“Well, I'm willing to forego that.

I'm willing, If you like, to say that it
I# better to be free thun efficient; bet-
ter to be poor voluntarily and un-
washed, than rich and clean by foree.
There, 1 ndmit all that.
think of the political prospects?”

What do you

“l think," sald Tommy, solemnly,

“that the election depends on Celestin.
It
ple before she breaks down from

she can  reach onough peo-

overwork, she will elect hor pres.
ofit und her congress. 1've seen
this over and over. We send

our best men to a place, they make a

ood lmpression, show the people the
illncles in Celestia's gospel of pros:

{neffable disembodied serene state of
happiness snd holiness. There Wwas
a volee—to which all bowed down in
worship, That volce told her at last
that she must descend to earth and
do ns she—has done.”

“Whitt an extrnordinary story'” ex
elaimed Tommy, “but Incredible.”

“No,” sald Mary, “not ln the least;
extraordinury, it you iike; but not i
eredible. You don't know Stilliter.
Her name before they took her to
heaven and named her Celestis wae
pluln-—Ameabury.”

At that name @ host of old and polk
nant recollections flooded Tommy 2
mind, For the second time he sprang
to his feel

“My God," he cried, “my little Amos-
bury girl, Of course she s A hun
dred tlimes 've been on the verge of

that knowledge—and you because L

was (mpossible that she should be
the definite knowledge never really
cam¢ to me, For honven's sake!

“Now do vou believe me?" asked
Mary, coldly.

‘1 must Mary.
find this out?’

"It doesu't matter
of somebody, Now what will you do

TN go down to Celestin and tell

Rut how did you

| wormed it out

her about herself, and shake her faith

Beside rrofessor Stilliter, she walkeq
among them, talking with gentls per
sunsion (o Yhose nearest her, When
she wounted the steps of her car Lhey
chearsd her to the echo. She bad to
show herself several times and make
little speeches before they finally dis

| persed and went about thelr business

Tommy Burclay alone remained. He
mounted the steps of the car aunag
kncekid on the glass of the door Pro.
fessor Stilliter apened It

Seonld | osee Celestia a minute?”

“I'm afraid not, She's dead tired

Mgt Celestin had heard Tommy's
volee and came out of her stateroom
where she hnd gone to le down,

“I'm not too tired,” she called, “and
I'd Hke to see him. "’

‘But only for o minute,” cautioned
I‘ml’vm‘dlr Stilliter. and then, with
wowning relnctance, he withdrew and
closed belilnd the door of the passage
thiat led past the siatércoms (o the
diningroot end of (be car. But the
professor  want Do farther. Having
closed the door, he applied his ear to
w hole that he hod bored In it for just
gl ocenslons as this, and Hetened.

I'm sorey,” Celestia wan saying
“that 1 bad to steal your audience
awny from vou 1t would have been
more gportsmantike to let you finish

her In Bolleviow hoxpital, whers her sanity swoep @ suficiently sane country off perity and happiness, and then, hav-
In proved  Beturning 1o get her, he finds t | speaking wnd then 1o have tried to
#he s Jeft with Tommy, who loses er | ts feet. 1 see you floating from eity tunes, '““" their sacred honor. I'"K laid & good foundation of sanity | in herself, } . lou) fhair kearis &N milad’ el
o New York ‘ hut ‘ﬂml; :::HT m-ﬂ ll;l_\” Ii¥- | 1o eity and from village to village In It wasn't all smooth salling, by any | und honesty, along comes Celestin and You'll necd proofs Wouldn't f£3"
n with WuKine e y. o follow . . ’ " Are | (rom you (i} H
Celewtin 10 Tuetory, whers Wio sddreshes | YOUP Apecial train, winning all hearts, | meons.  Still no new movement had | sweeps the place off ita fewt, and in You '!'.f.'_'" s0? 1I'm not sure. Are e T Mool S SNl
the workers A mirr brouks q:;u m:_d '?nl-’ﬂh persuading all minds, and spreading, | 2¥er made such progress In so short | twenty minutes undoes the work of | there any® | fa sl i A
my sy ! Celestin uttends s fashlon- : y " Y p— » . Yut—" i wimle Hh T,
whle boil ot Ttarclng's home. Sho af ones | 88 1 think, upon my honor, the weeds | time, and the end was not In sight, | & dozen good men. ..l‘m".t produce any. But Hohind his door Profossor Stilliter
[ e conter of attraction Bocioty | of natlonal disuster. In the name of | nor the beginning of the end. Hut people dou’t really swillow her But what ;

D e e 1o A man gaining in strength from day | Assertion that she was sent from heay. | “Well, it might be & good thing I | viarted as 10 somoone had sfuck »

e, Bhe s
tilton to settle i strike: thare

she paves Tammy from  belng  Winched,
The rmolmers huve planned an attnek upon
the wtocknde. Kehr having hoped for thin
im well propaved Thut night Celontin
winjiy ¢ kil
men n
Kl il up In the morning,
bt witd holp shie excapon and
wpenkn L tiners, Duriog one of these
sddronmiv Mary  Biuokstone, who 4 iy
Yo with Toemmy, artiven In the mining
town, nind wfter displaying o string of
valuahle pogirls to Mrs Gunsdorsf, sollcite

her old In n plot to put wn untimely snd
. il Buillleer, Jealons, beging to use
puvtle power ovier Colpsts trencher.
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CHAPTER" XXI1,

And ut that moment there was a
sound of footsteps Just outslde the
tent.  The feet which made the sound
belonged to Freddle the Ferret.  With
his usunl good Iwek he appeared to
have nrrived in the very nick of time
Professor Stilliter was not at that
time o recelye the kigs for which hig
greedy mouth wae walting,

"Waoke up!™ he sald In a disgusted
volee,

Celbstin put her hands to lier oyes,
woke, and couldn't remember just
what had been sald.

“I think I'm too tired to talk.," she
sald,

"So 1 seo” snfd Bullliter, as Fred.
die entered the tent.  “"Bettor rest,
then "™

And the psychologist withdrew,
qulte wane agnln and rather badly
frightened. An open-flapped tent was
certnlnly no place for making love
by violence: yot for a moment the
ciutions man had lost all thought of
eelfcontrol and all fear of conse
quencens

It was on the afternoon of the next
fdny  that Harelay, Sturtovant and
Semmes came to Bltumen with o
whole trainload of eapltalists, and hid
dable men export In politics. The en
tire town-—almost the entire town.
ship wag at the station to meet them
Bwaylng und tottering above the heads
of the crowd were all sorts of ban.
ners and transparencies, varfously In.
seribed and emblazoned.

Vote for the New Constitution,

Kehr for Senator,

Every Citizen a Stockhalder.

Dividends Instead of Taxes,

From the station to the stockads,
now wide open, and shorn of its war-
like barbarities, the crowd marched.
When the head of the procession came
near the tents of Celestin, set back
from the road on a little knoll It
halted, and every man bared his head
and begun to shout her name. The
shouting brought her presently to the
door of the main tent—a slender, girl.
ish figure all In white, who waved to
ner followers and adorers & white and
slender hand,

Even at that distance her effact up-
on them was magleal. Throats grew
hoarse  with ashouting. Then she
backed from their sight into the big
tent, after ong last wave of the hand.
And they, becausa they knew that she
would come to them later In the stock-
nde and apeak to them and fill their
hearts full of hope nnd courage, al-
lowed her now to withdraw from thelr
eight, and. after one more minute of
ehouting they took up the march once
more, and went roaring toward the
stockande—Inte wutrikers, late wstrike
breakers, capitallsts, politlelans, men,
women and children, all wild now,
with excitement and enthusiasm—the
two mo®t contnglous diseases in the
world

Celestia stood meanwhile In the cen-
ter of the big tent; and she too was
‘rembling with excitoment and en-
thusinsm wnd the sense of personal
triumph And she looked so young
and lpnoeent, and beputiful, that for
i moment the frown faded from Tom:
my Barclay's forehead, und the ache
from nis heart

“Oh, Tommy,” wnid Celestla, "you
won't poil it all now, will you? You'll
be somevwhore in the crowd whers 1
onn mee yoor face, when 1 stand up
to speak, wou't you

“It goea to my heart.” sald Tommy,
“to see how happ; thielr love makes
you. But | ean't gv 10 the stocknde
to be n face In the evowid. 'm wfrald
things might go o W Lo

“I was 8o happy,” sald Ceoleatin, “and
sow I'm not so bappy.”
“More people are In such o atate of

all that ls most ssered to you, Celestia,
stop while there ls still time, Speak
to thoso peopls if you must, but tell
them that you have bheen deceived,
that you are the plaything of capital,
and that they have been decolved;
waih your hands of politica and soph:
fatries; step down; resign. In the
Imuge of all that Is nobie und fine, you
have crented a monster, Don't breathe
the flugl brenth of Jife into that mon.
ster and bring it to life—a Franken
atein thut even you can never hope
to control once It gets on ity feet, and
beging to think murderous thoughts.
If you go to the meetiug In the stook:
ade you will bring this monster to life
Have you no feur of the conse
quetces?™

She shook her head primly, but with
a little sadness,

"Celestia,” he sald, “boack of thess
tents the woods run to the hille, the
hilla to the mountalps. Wil you
come?"

For a moment It appenred thut she
hesitated. Then she drew a deop
breath and stiffened her spine,

“1 belleve,” she sald gently, “that
God sent me to do what | have done
and what | am golng to do,"

"I know that you belleve that," sald
Tommy, “If 1 didn’t know that you
balieved, 1 shouldu't let you go to the
stocknde."

“You couldn’t hold me forever.'

He drew the back of his hand across
his eyes, as if to shut sut some hor
rible avene.

"No," he sald, “l1 couldn't hold you
forever, They would come and take
you away from me, 1 should have—
you would lbave to be so that you
couldn't speak to them-—any more.”

She came clove to hilm and lifted her
bhands to his shoulders, and looked up
inta his eyes, a pititul little Ngure,
shrinking and frightensd.

"You eouldn't have the heart, Tom
my—-not me—no matter how wieked
you thought 1 was." »

“T eonldn’t.” sald Tommy, “thinking
that you are a misgoided angel of
lght, No, | couldn't. Well,
denr, God knows 1 wish T had sour
eloguence and power upon herrts
You won't find everybody on your stde
You'll find many abler men than |
talking and writing against vou, and
trying to save this country from mad
neas. 1—oh, | love you y that | fecl
as If my heart was breaking. And to
think that 1 ean't even wish you good
luck."

“Thera's the motor for me now,"
said Colentin, T know you can't wish
me luck, but you could kies me If you
wanted to."

Those who had heard her spoak bo
fora often said thut she had never
spoken so woll as on that day ai the
stockade, with the exception of just

the first few moments, when sho
seemed to be a littde dazed and
norvous. When she had Anished and

#tood thers swaying like a lly, and
flushed with a sense of nobility of
power and triumph. pandemonium
hroke loose.

Out of that pandemonium that be
gan with cries of "Celestia—Celestia,'”
anotfier nume gradually took form
and  substance—"Rarclay—Barclay,”
they bellowed, at firat in a kind of
syncopated roar, then |n unison, and
finally with a rhythm that drove men
half wild with the desirs to bp in
time with it, and that wetoally made
mome of the buildings In the enclosure
sway,

“Barclay—Barclay—we want Dar
olay; Harclay for prealdent—Rarclay
—Barclay."

Thun the boom was launched, Bar
tlay rose from his plnes on the plat
form, wa'ked siralght up to Colestia,
took her right hand In his and lifted
it to his lips. Then he turned, stand-
ing on her right hand and faced the
shouting and the tumull. There was
no amile of trlumph in his face, only &
look of grim, bulldog determination
and probity,

After a long time they lot him
gpeak  And after he had spoken they
went wild agaln

“I will do what = man may" he
gnld, In & voice that carried to (he
most remote pair of ears, “to make
the wishes that you do me the honor
of wishing, come true. If | am olectod
president, 1 will make these United
States into a At habitation for men
and women and little children. So
help me God!"

to duy, among thoss who stood for the
old order of things, and opposed Co- |0
lestia, wnn Tom Barclay. He had
R great fervid qwlity of honesty
which no one could doubt, and ha had
u look on his face, very lean now from
short nights, hard work, and the con-
atant buffeiings of trains, of a young
hero who hos set himself to do to
death a dragon that Is ravaging a
countryglde.  With exporience and
practice had come quick initiative in
emorgencies, ease, and the better con-
trol of a naturally fne and farcar- | b
rying voico,

Hix trlumpha wers many. His
downfalls came when he crossed | tl
Celestin’s path too closely. If she | k

was wpeaking by chance In the same | w
town at the same time, he wonld, have
no more of an audience than he could
have counted on the fingers of his | a
hands. I he followed her too clossly
he mpoke to deaf and unsympathetlc
aare,

“The crime of the ages” sald one |y
rough miner, who wan suffering from | h
too much heurt, too much whisky and | it
too little mind, "you great blg, whist-
Hin’, thunderin’ boob, did you ever set
oyea on the lndy?

And Tommy to his horror had failed
to find an answer to that question
anywhere in his head, and had stam.
mered and become tongnedtled, and
been bored, and had done harm to o |
cause, which, so fMmnatlcal he had be
oome, at this time, seemed to mean
lifo and death to him.

In oxalted momonte he felt that he
had crushed the love of Celestla out
aof his heart.

Onece, in a Nitle northern town,
standing on an Improvised rostrum of
packing cases, and in the midst of
addrossing a largs crowd of qulet,
senaihle people, who appeared to like
him, and to lke what he sald, It was
Tommy's bad fortune to have t'v!nn-:
tia nrrive from %er snow-white oar
nwnd stonl his andidbnes away from him
His “sea of upturnsd facosn”™ booam
n pool, with more than half the faces |
turned away to try and see what all
the  excitement was about  further
down the street, and evervhody got
ting more nnd more rostiess and innt
tentive, A sudden tremendous cheer-
ing took the rest of Toriray'a audi
ence away from him on the run, with
the exception of one voung worman,
who ware a thick brown voil and was
half concealed by the stemn of an elm,

For a moment or two Tommy did h
not mee her. His wyes were on the
backs snd twinkling legs of his fast
disappoaring audiencs, and thors was
u smile on Wig face, halft rueful reslg:
nation and half amusement. He did
not notice thoe woman until she called
attentlon to herself by speaking.

"Don’t stop,” she said; “they haven't
all gone, It (sn't fair to me. [I've
come n long way to hear you." d

With an exclamation of pleasure
Tommy leaped down from his rostrum
and ran to greot her. “Why, Mary
Blackatone," he exelaimed, “what the
dickens are you doing way down
hore?"

"I told you I came to hear you
speak. You are getting ta be rather
tamous, you know, and [ thought It
wiun my duty—her oyes sparkled un-
der the vall—Lto hoar you at least onee.”

“Well," sald Tommy, smiling back,
“wou missed ull the good parts.”

They turned and walked aoward the | b
little city park,

“What are you really doing In this
far away pilunce, Mary? You didn't
do all that traveling Just to hour me
talk through my hat, did you® b

“No, 1 didn’y, really; and you didn't
really talk through your hat. 1 came
ns o matter of fact to tell you wome- | b
thing I think you ought to know,"

They reahed the little park, chose
a boneh, and sat down, a

“You'll promiss not to let anyone
know you got the story from me.”

“Ull promise that, of course.” ¢

"Otf course,” snld Mary, "if Mr, RBar
clay in the next president it will be ala
great thing for his rriends, among| n
whom he has told me so many times
to include myself thut I have ended by | ©
believing him. It would be a great
thing for me.

“It would be a sorry thing for the
country.” h

“I'm not #o sure of that. He doest’t
think so

"I eredit Bim with the utmosat sin-
eerity, but with absolute luck of po-| ¢

you know,
campalgn, It's revolution.”

heavan.
that the government she gave iU was

imagininga.

cn for the sspecial purpess of running

politlon] campaign ™
‘Many swallow {t. 8he doos herself,
And hers Is vo politienl

“It her faith in herself could be

shattered ™

‘How could it? The best detectives

In the world have been workiug on her
origin.
she doesn't come from heaven, whore
does she come from?"

No clue leads anywhere, If

“She comes,” satd Mary, “out of the
eart of a glgantic conspiracy.”

“She s no conspirator.”
“Unconsclously only. Tommy, where
10 detectives huve fulled, | haven't, 1
now all about Celestin—who she
a8, where she went to, where she

comes from, and whore she's going!"

“Golng ! exchailmad Tommy, In such
volee that a pang of Jealousy shot

through Miss Blackstono's heart

“Many Ignorant people,” said she,

“nctunily believe that Celestin s dl-

ine nnd descended (rom heaven. As
or beauty fades and her volce loses
8 power, If, In some way she should

show herselt human—marry—have a
child—the bellef of those people would
turn Into disbelief.
seated the new goverument frmly,
she should vanlsh in the hoyday of

But, if having

you could locute the eave. ‘That's
the only thing | van think of ofliand

Tommy fell nio n brown study
Then he sald

kulfe in Nim
Why Migs Amesbury? asked
lestin

Ce

I's your real name I

Mary, whai (s your motive In tell- | knew yom when you wero o baby, We

Ing moe all this?"

“Porhiaps 1 don't want Mr, Harclay
electod. Perhaps I dislike Colostia so
much that | want her (o be humbled
aven ut my own expenga. The motive
doasn't mattor.”

Mary's real motive In making the
foregoing revedntion to Tommy was
not entirely clear even to  hersell
Above all things she wanted o be
rid of Celestls, The promlse of a
fortune In pearls to the person who
brought her deflnits word af Celogtins
definite ellmination from mundane ol
fulra had not borne fruit, Now Mary
thought thit n collapse of Celestin's
power over men, through n shaking of
her f[mith In herself, might produce
deflnite results.  Celentin, on learning
that she wus not a divioe belug but
a faker, would become not only value
less to the archoonspimtors, but o
stern and awful wenace to their plans,
They would succesd swiltly and with
out mercy where Mrs, Gunsdor! had
failed,

It wasn't for want of t(ryiug thut
Mrs, Gunsdor! had falled. It waen't

Bo Tense Were Mrs. Gunadorf's Muscles That the Handle of the Knife Was
Wet in Her Hand.

ar beauty, Innocence and power—van:

ish as mystoriously as she appoared —
more than half the nation will end by
believing that she was truly the Diugh-
ter of God. Belleve me, Tommy, the
powers that produced her at the right
time aren’t going to Ist her grow old

nd wrinkled. She will go back to
And & nation will belleve

erived from God and must be right.”
"Do you mean they would murder

her?"

“An calmly as you would murder a

moxguito."

“This s frightful!" exclaimoed Tom-

my, Jumping to his reet.

“I haven't told you who she Is."
“True. You haven't.”

He sat down agnin,

“Profceor Stilliter,” sald Mary, “se-

lectod ber as a perfect specimen of
childhood. Bhe

was kidoaped and
rought up in & great underground

sysiem of caverns somewhere In the
Adirondacks."

“But she would remember.”
"No other ohlld has ever besn
rought up ns she was. From the mo

ment they kidnaped her she was kept
in a state of hypnosis Sho was taught

¥ hypnotie suggestion, The eaves in

which she was brought up seemed vast
to hor as space ltsell.

Bright angels
peared to come and go. Through the

caves is the only ncouss to n certaln
mountaln top. There she could exor

Ise In the fresh alr ubeeen by any-

ope, Her physical lite was just as real

# yours or mine; her mental life was
othing but dreams, hallucinations and
Sulliter was her teach-
r, and one other man,"

“What man?" nsked Tommy.

“His name doesn't matter. Just be-

fore it was time to bring her to earth,

e—well, they cuught him trying to

muke her kiss him, and ever sinee
then he's been—dead.

“Her memory tells her of no physi-
al (lls or wants, only of n wondertul

because her spirit was weak or lher
arm nerveless, nor because the koife
which she currvied in hor stocking
waan't long enough o1d sharp enough
for her purpose, Advaningeous op-
portunities for dolng the murder and
escaping undetocted wore rare. She
lind had but one, for Celestln was wo
surrounded and gunrded as a rule that
she was hard to come at. Mrs, Guns.
dort had ounly had one good chance.
She had only falled then because whe
hud been so foolish ae to look Celestin
In the eyes, and the power to do the
wicked deed hnd been stricken from
her.

She didn’t have money enough to
track Celestin all over the country,
(Mary should have provided for this,)
But ahe had done her best.

Now another excellent opporiunity
seemad to offer,

CHAPTER xXxiv,

Colontin’s snow-white train, practie
ally deserted, ocoupled the siding. It
would be taken off at midnight, and
run Wlowly so 48 Lo arrive not too
early In the chief city of the North
woods,

Mra. Gunadorf chose & moment when
fno one secmed o be looking and
boarded Ceolestin's own cur at the ab.
sorvation end. She knew the room
in which Celestin slept, and entered
It. There wan a thréequarter bed
in white ennmel, & buropu ditto, an
arm chair, and a door ajar, that dis-
ecloged the bath room. The little sulte
fairly dazzled with ite cleanness and
ltn whiteness. If there Is auything In
contrast, it was & wonderful setting
for a bloody crime

The room offered cnly one hiding
place. Mrs, Gunsdorf knelt, fatiened
herself to the floor and crawled un-
der the bed.

As always, an orating erowd fol-
lowed Celestia to her car, or, as on the
present. occasion, surroundesd ber to It

vere great friends,  Then you went

awad. My futhor sald you had gone
1o heaven—so you hod, byt only to »
(e that you were thught to believe

wis hesven, Then yoit came to enrth

ung 've recognized you. 1 wonder
I didn't beforg, Htat | do now, There's
to nylstake possible”

“What utter nossense are you up
o nuw™

sometimges Htle girls woar socks
and chubby brown legs.  The Httle
Amesbury kil had o Nitle round mole

t under her loft knee”
gald Colostia, “what of

So lave |,
it

“Why this  man  Sullier”  saig
Fommy, “who kidhaped you when you
vere n kiddie, has taught yYou to think

mueital suggestion, that you are
chint you think you wre, instend of Just
v luvely girfl of fAesh and blood ke
the rest of us"

She shook her head and snurmuored
monsese” but thers
s carnest and ocone
voulg mans voles and

pomethiog whout
war something
vinedng In e

| manner thit what he said could not
| but shovk and distracet her,

'y stire you bellevs this, Tomimy ,
but 1vs quite out of the guestion. | re
member my heavenly home it 1
bad loft it yestorday,”

“You remember 4 mettal condition,
nat o phyaiew! renlity.”

There wae & short pauke  Theo,
What you've siid ought not to bother
mo wt sl seld Celostin. "1 don't
know wiy you sny i1, orwhy you think
' true, but please don’t argue with
we wbont i ow. 'moso tired that 1'd

L]

almaont ke ta bolleve it mysolf
Frotussor Stilliter pricked up  his

CUrE mt thal, tor e knew vers woll

wantiog w hellove a thing lives naxt

disar to bl
b myade t

I Celestin could
whut Towmy had
ol her, hor Inluened would be at an

Vibat 4L,

LITH HEY

el She would huve o e got rid of
The profussor teembled, The teiumvinr-
Wt woitlt be tor puttlng hor under

groumd. S0 would ie; byt he would be
oy puttiee her, not In the grase, but
ek 10 those vast caverns whehos
#he came, and where he, who had
power over her. could vikit ber at his
convenienee

He wanted the woman more than
the triuninh of that cause Iy whose In
terest he had tealned hor so palnsta k.
Ingly tor so mauy years

Lot her believe.  He might e will
Ing to help conuvinee Ler. He wasn't
sure

A8 suld Fommy, “1 can show you
thelr enye—if | can find ft—ihon would
you helipye?

"I don’t know," said Colestia. “'m
50 tirvd, Please don't talk to me about

It now." Then she smiled at him and
mid: Iy 0 wonderful invention,
though. Find the cave frst and then

talk to me"™

“Coleatia—don't you want th be
Heve?"
Then Professor  Stilliter heard =

sound that slmost made him foam at

the mauth, “8he does want 1o belleve,'

he thought, “and the will and her upe

:'L;llumx will be ut an end, and she will
ang o me. Wh "

e ¥ not antleipate a

He stood trembling. He heard Oe
lentln enter hor stateroom and e
down with u sigh of woarihess. He s
tened for u long time. The sound of
her breathing told Mim she lad not yet
Eone to skleep, And anyway it wan not
In his mind to disturd her now That
would b for later, whon the traln was
In motien and the Nghts out

8o at last he walked stealthily oft
to his own ear snd eallod for a big
glnss of brandy and sodn.

Meanwhile Colestin luy on her bed,
her hands folded on hey bresnt, and
her mind reviewing and reviewing the
statements thit Tommy had miude,

And under the bod trombling with
hatrod and excitement, lay Mre. Guos
darf, walting for that tme when Celos
ta's regular breathing should tell hey
that the defenaeless ohjoct of her
hntrod wan sound nuleep,

Ho fense were Mrg Gunsdorf's
murcles that the handle of the stab
bing knifo which ahe had drawn from
her stocking was wet 1 her hand,

(TO BE CoNTINUED,)




