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SYNOPSIS
Robert Cameron, ronsaite
Phillp Clyde newspaper pobilber re-

n. ag Ancnymous thresteding ‘wtiers he
recelved The frst promises & sample
of the writers power on & certain day

that day the Bead 1o mywtericualy cat
otz & poriralt of Camesos while the lat-
ter 4 iv the room Clyde has & theory
that the poriralt was mut!latet while 1he
roctr was unoccupied and
Pemoved by means of &
by Camercan Eveira Gm
Biece. with whom Clyds ! L
the bead of Camercs's poriralt nalled to
8 iree whers It bad been used M &
targrt Ciyde pledges Evelrn 10 Sectecy
Clyde learss that a Chiness boy employed
by FPrilatus Muorphy an artist JHving
Bearty. bad borrowsi a rifle from Cam-
eron's lodgekeeper Clyds makes 83 *X-
gm tc call on !::p!h, and
L etes |’ avesT!

pretends o . s Spsake

Infractices of the Pnt k
of finding the bowl of an cplum pipe un-
dor the tree where Cameron’s r-prtll
was found The Chinese boy s found
Gead nex: morning While -*-'.Una Cam-
eron in his dressing room a Nell Gwynne
mirrer s mysteriously shattersd Cameron
becomes sericaly 1
Shock. The third letter appears mysteri-
ously on Camer-m's sick bed T makes
@irect threats againet 1he Lis of Cameron.
Clyde tells O the envelope WaS
emp'y. He tells Evelyn everytling and
rans o take B on & ,.:htfo!:"lpﬂ
& Yacht picks up & Maherman r
.ng !—.tl“!r-!y tn & boa' He gives
lai= S o? Johnson Cameron disap-
r-'- from yacht while Clyde's back is
urned A frultless search s made for &
captaln fust be-

s repulsed
g alleged

boat seen by the

motar
fore Catmeron disappeared Jotnson ls llq

to go after being clossly questionsd

iyn takes the liters to an expert in
Chinese llteraturs. who pronounces them
Chiness origin  Clyde seeis assistance

& Chinese fellow college student

who pecommends him to Yup Sing most
inent Chinaman in New York. The

tter promises @0 seek Information of
‘neron among his countrymen Among
naron's letters is tm;nd sne f(r_ﬂm an:
speaks of seeing AMmero

bad frequently de-

at

P el tan

ing out over Cameron's denlal of having
been peen In Pekin by Addison Clyde
m to meet Yup Bing. seen Johnmon, at-
ote to follow him. falls into & base-
ment, sprains his ankle and becomes un-
eonsclous (Clyde is found by Miss Clement,
8 misslonary among the Chiness e v
slok severnl Aanys as a result of Inhaling
charcoa! fumes Evelyn tells Clyde of &
peculiarly acting anssthetic which renders
& person temporarily unconsclous.  Mur-
hy I» discovered to have mysieriooe re.
tiona with the Chiness Miss Clement
promises to get Information about Cam
eron. Blump In Crystal Consolldated, of
whi! h Cameron la the head s caused by
z-wm‘ol‘ Cameron's (liness. Clyde finds
meron on Fifth avenus in a dazed an
emaciated condition and takes him home
Cameron awakes from & long sieep and
8 In a strange tongue l: “(::l.n:;

to an 'maginary c=rew "H "

hen in terror *ries: 1 dldn’t

gt S

CHAPTER XIX.—Continued.
*Helow'" he jyelled, flercely. “Be-
Jow, you yellow dogs' BRelow, I say!

Every cur's son of you! Below!”
Despite thie truculence he was not
diMcul? to master Together Bryan
and | grappled him; !n another mo-
ment we had him flat on Ris bed once
more, and the nurse was pressing
home the piston of that lttle shining
instrument of glass and silver which 1
bad so recently seen him take up from

. the medicine table

For a moment the patient rolled
about, restlessly, mattering
oaths, mingled with suppliant mur
tours. And 10 me 'his was the most
sadly trylng part of the incident |
would gladly have redreated, but Eve
yn begged me to walh

“Just untll he is quiet,” she pleaded;
*fust until he falls aslesp™

At length be lay quite stil]l and we
thought from his regular breathing he
Sad succambed to the nareotie, and so
were about to go, when he started up
with a little feshle cry, low-voloed, but
elearly distinct

“No, no, for God's sake, not that! |
didn’t kill them | swenr | dbdn't kill

them. It war an accident Bhe stove
on & rock. I—l—didn't, | say! | didn't
-

His voles tratled i(nto sllence He
dropped back, bLeavily, upon the plk
lows. He slept

It s one thing to have your faith
fo a friend shaken That i serious
enough In all consclence. But your
faith may tremble, and sway and rock,
and still there 18 always the possibil
ity of 18 belng resteadied and made
firm sgain by explatation—by extenuy-
ation even It ls quite another thing
to have your faith toppled beadlong.
by the suntching away of the last vest-
ige of support, the las sliver of ander.

nning. That & more than serlous
t Is calamitous; 1t |5 catastrophic; It
fo tragic.

Back in the library osgain, | set to
pacing the Socr. | think Evelyn re
pumed bher seat In the big leathern
ghair | am wsure

as & reault of the |

strange |

"ot conscions thet she wes B the
room. That it was joconsiderate of
me, | admit It was, pertaps unpas
donable And yet It was aot siiful
Frankly, | bad forgotten ber. sbeclute
Iy, In the stress of the emotional tem-
pes! ralted by that Pevelation In the
darkenad bedchamber.

Back and forth. 1 strode from book-
cape tc boockcase, over the soft, new
tral-tinted Perstan ruge; and all the
while there echond those repeated de
pials of Cameron’s that he Bad ever
been o China “Never nearer than
Yokokama =~ be had sald “Onece | ate

‘n China and the Chinese, but | know
oply what | have read” Acd the
words of bis quondam friend came
back to me now, ton, with redoubled
smpbasis  “He refused to admit what
! kne ® to be the truth ~

Nevertholess | bad chosen ‘o belleve
‘bat Cameron, should be ever return
to us. would be able 1o clarify this
‘urbld s'ream of elreumsiance, and
prove the falliblity of appearances

The iltusion to whick | had clung,

| bowever, was now in shreds Cam-
eron, returning, with bodr enfeebled
and brain confused, had spoken in his
unguarded delirffum. The mask was
dropped, the screes thrown down, and
barefaced and stark he stood revealed,
& woeful figure In the Impartial glare
of truth.

At the moment | could see no exten
uation He was & Mar and he was &
coward, and sll the sympathy, all the
friendship | ever felt for him dled at-
ferly, as 1 thought how, probably,

| every untoward incldent of the past
| month, with its chain of vexatious
consequences, might have heen avold.
'ed had he been brave to the point of
confeasion.

I It was now plain enough for the
li-ul astute to see that at some time
| he bad committed an act which had
| aroused certaln of the Chiness to re
taliation. It was this which 1 had
feared from the first. It was this
which be had chosen to hide

As | paced to and fro, his craven
words rang once more In my ears:
| “No, un, for God's sake, not that! |
didn’t LIl them! [ swear I didn't kill
them! It was an accident!” And 1
knew that he was Iytng The very
tone of his disclaimer convines . me
jof his guilt. He had killed, and he
cowered before the avengers

Diggust, abhorrence, anger, nll were
mine in turn.

At length | paused before s window,
and remained there, with my back to
the room, looking down on the with-
ered garden behind the house, yet pee
ing nothing but the red of my own pas-
slon.

A touch upon my shoulder aroused
me 1o a realization of my surround-
Ings, and Informed me that | was got
alone. Btartled as one awakened ab-
ruptly from s dream, 1 turned, and
turning, there came a revulsion. Every
| urcharging emotion that had held
|nml bound me gave way instant
| 1¥ w0 & viclent self-reproach, excited

- | by the pathos of Evelyn's sad. ques-

tionlng eyes and
mouth

| My Impulse wes to take her in my
arms, and pacifying, to plead pardon
for what must have seemed to her an
Inexcusable churliehness. But the con-
ditlons which so recently she had set
upon me forbidding the coveted em-
brace, | compromised on a hand-clasp.

“My dear chiid,” 1 began, earnestly,
“I'm sorry. Hut then you must know
how what we just eaw and heard dls-
tressed me | think | have been mad
Eince we left that room. | bhardly
know what | have been dolng. To see
him #0 unstrung, demented, raving.
To bear him—*

But she would not aliow me to fin-
ish,

“Phillp!™ she cried, passionately
“Oh, Phillp! Can't you see? Don't
you understand® It |s & mistake, an
awful nightmare of & mistake. That
creature over there is not my uncle
I am convineced that he I8 not my
Uncle Robert.”

sadder, quivering

CHAPTER XX,

An Enigma and Its Solution.

To my amazement 1 found that Eve
Iyn meant more than | {ancled. My
Interpretation of her words wea that
Cameron was not in his right mind—
thet he was not her Uncle Robert, as
she had known him But in a very
brief moment she disabused me.

“It Is not he, at ull” she declared,
with emphasis. “There (s a resemb
[lance, yes. But the raan you found

in the street s not Hobert Cameron:

I am sure of that”

The iden that | had brought there,
‘lnm my friend, but my friend’s doubls,
| seemed to me too prepogterous for a
moment’s entertalnment. | fear | sus
pected, just then, that Evelyn's reason
Lhad been warped a irifle By the rack:
ing scene of which we had been wit-
neEEses

“l would to God, my dear child,” |
sald, sympathetically, “that you were
right But there can be po question
as (0 the Identity of the sick man
Every one who hLas seen him recog:
nizged bim &t once—Checknbeedy, Low-
is, Stephen, Dr. Massey No, no, Evelyn,
you must not be misied by bls rav-
fngs” And at 'his polpt there oe-
curred 10 me & tentative *tlon —
one in which 1 did ot In the leest be

For & time | was | lieve, but which, at all gvents, was| words, were alie advocatss.
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But the gin! have pone of
Tolerantly she listened, and toleran
sbe smiled when ! had fzlshed.

“No, no, Philip,” she Insisted, “T see
it all quite clearly. Whatever crime
was committed, the ereature Iring
there committed It But e is not my
unele Others mistook the resemblance
for identity, Just as you 414, only the
situation was reversed Those who
abducted Uncle Robert thought they

i

now housing”™

. It was an ingenfous notion, but of
course it was not possible. However,
I saw that it would be idle to cqptinue
to dispute with her.

“What would ¥You suggest then®?
Shall we send our invalld to a hos
pital? 1 asked, In pretended serious-
ness

Put very sagely she shook her head.

“Ok. no,” she returned “We mumst
keep Bim. He is very valuable to us
Perhaps we can do as contending
armies do—arrange an esxchange of
prisoners.”

In spite of my wretchedness, 1 sup-
pressed a smile. It was all very amus
ing; and yet the fear that she was suf-
fering aberration due © “ysteria, tem-
pered pltifully the bumor of L

When, later in the afternoon, Dr
Massey called, 1 told him everything,
including this hallucination of Eve
iyo'n

“You did perfectly right,” he sald, In
tone of cordial approval. “The malady
with which Cameron la aficted has &
tendency to distort certalin lineaments.
Especially st times of excliement his
face changes, so that Miss Grayson is
justified In fancying thst this is not
the Hobert Cameron she knew. |

but it is due, of course, entirely to dis
torted expreasion. In a couple of days,
at most, he will be fully restored, and
then he himself will be the best one to
rectify her error, Meanwhile, If | were
you, 1 would not dispute her. Bbe has
gone through a great deal, and gone
through It bravely; Indeed with a cour-
age that s duite phenomenal, and she
is entitled to any little consclatory be-
liefs that she chooses to entertain.”
And then, as If euch advice were not
wholly superfluous, he sdded: “Be
kind to her, Clyde! be good to her.
She is a wonderful young woman.”

Whereat | grasp<d his hend, and
promised him, lifting him & noteh In
my estimation because of his perspl-
cacity And all the while a lump kept
rislng in my throat and threatening
my tear ducts

On the following day 1 heard poth-
Ing from Miss Clement, which some
what surprised me, though she had
told me that her prospective nform-
ants were llkely o take their cwn
time. Early, on 'he second morning,
bowever, 1 had u rote from ber, the
enigmatic character of which impelled
me to speculation, -

“Dear Mr. Ciyde " she wrote, “I hope
you can make It convenlent to visit me
this evening, at the Mission. 1 want
to talk with Ling Fo, an exceptionally
welleducated young Chinaman, who
tells me that his people are much mys
tified over a recent event; and, If
what he says be true—and | never
knew him to lle—a new complexion 18
placed upon this whole matter. Come
about ninethirty, after our service is
over."”

As Dr. Massey's orders forh'dding
any one save Mr. Pryan to enter Cam-
eron's room, issued Immediately after
our hideous experience, had not yet
been rescinded, ou- kneowlidge of his
condition was, perforce, gleaned entire
Iy through physician and nurse Both
now assurad me that he was progress
Ing satisfactorily, and that there had
been no return of the dementia

Evelyn stlll persisted in her notion
that the patient was not her uncle, byt
his double, and following the doctor’s
directions 1 refrained from trying to
convince her of the truth; even going
80 far as to pretend that I believed
48 she did, and planning to begin ne
gotiations through Miss Clement and
her Chinese confidanta for an ex-
change of captives as soqn ag our host-
age was able to bs moved.

“1 am to see Mims ("lement, tonight,”
I told her, late that afterncon, “also an
Oriental acqualintance of hers, who ap
pears to be Informed on the subject
which Interests us. [t is possible that
he will prove the very person who can
arrange it all”

“Let me go with you" she urged.
laying a beseeching hand on my arm
“Do let me go with sou, Phillp | am
so anxious: It will seem years if |
have to walt here for you to bring me
the news; and there are sure to be
some things you will forget 1o ask
about, If I'm not there to prompt you.”

In spite of the unflattery of ber
speech | smiled, indulgent. Her great
Slue eyes, pathetically pleading as her
I wee

were abducting that viliain we are |

ust

the present at least, not to let sllp
slightest inkling that we suspect
Cameros !s not the real Cameron.
seeking Information, you Know,
, not squandering 1t."

Pell street wore iis night gaudery
when the Camercn electrie brougham
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and succeasfully presided The pale,
wvari-tinted light of lanterns from the
balcony of & restaurant across the
way, mingling with the fickering yel
Jow beam of the city's gas lamps,
threw into sharp relief the curious
pendent biack signs with thelr red
ecloth borders and gllded Chinese let-
tering, hanging befcre shop doors. It
revealed, too, oddly contrasting fgures
| of loungers and pedestrians, residents
and visitors. And it bared, back of all
that was bizarre, the commonplace
brick fronta of the typleally American
bulldings, with thelr marring gridiron-
Ing of fireescapes. To Evelyn, rarely
obssrvant, the combination was inter
esting, but dissppointing.

“It does not look at all as | expect.
ed it would.” she sald to me. "It hasn't
the air. It ip nelther one thing nor the
other. It is llke & stage scense, came
lessly mounted

As we alighted at the Mission door,
the last notes of a famillar bymn,
mangled in words and melody almost
beyond recogr' ‘on, flowed out to join

had begun to puur forth a motley,
malodorous freshe: of felt-shod soles,
that guve us peruse; blocking, for a
few minutes, not merely the ascent
but the aidewalk as well

When, at leugth, the WaY Was clear,
and by direction of a youth at the en.
trance, we had passed through the
close, l-smelfing Lall, where the lights

have noticed the dissimilarity myself, |

upon Miss Clement, alone in a little
| well-ventilated and brightly-lighted of-
fice or parlor, jutting off at the rear.

| 1t she wag surprised at seelng Eve
| Irn, she gave no sign. She welcomed

A life-long friend
smile died

“I tried to get you on the telephone
an hour ago,” she explained, “but
there was some trouble with the wire
I hoped to save you this journey for
nothing. "

“Your protege
queried.

“Unfortunately, no,” she returned,
with a little quaver In her volce, "My
protege will never come ngain He
was shot to death. Poor, poor Ling
Fo!"

“Shot to death!" I cried, while Eve
lyn, with cheeks suddenly pals and
eyes wide, held her underlip fast be.
tween her teeth, and gripped hard on
the arms of the rocking chalr in which
Miss Clement had placed her

“Yea." And thls strong, sweet-
faced, gray-haired womah o gray, her
momentarily-lost composure quite re
covered, lald a quieting hand softly
over Evelyn's tensed o utch “Yes.
That sort of thing s not unususl down
here, you know. There !s always more
or less bad blood between the tongs.
But it was most unfortunate, just at
this time, because | feel sure he could
have told you something worth learn-
ing. I'm giad he was & good boy, He
wae one of the few converts that are
really sincere.”

“Perhaps he knew too much’™ 1
suggested.

But Migs Clement made no com-
ment. 1 fancy it was out of considera.
tion for Evelyn that shé refrained
from endorsing my concluslon; while
1 reproached myseM for being less
thoughtful, | was &ll the more con-
vinced that | had volced the motive
for the shooting

As Evelyn did not ask for particu-
jars, | profited by the lesson thus
taught and curbed my curlosity. But
1 was in no mood to drop the subject
From Miss Clement’s note It was clear
that Ling Fo had already commani-
cated to her some of the more impor-
tant facts in this connection, and of
these | hoped to possess myself,

“And so, Miss Clement,” | ventured,
sharpening my wedge, “Chinatown s
mystified, | understand”

" Bhe was seated, now, by her little
deak, and for a momen! had been turn-
ing up, searchingly, one paper after
another, from an open drawer. At
my observation, she paused and ralsed
her glance, a folded sheet of note sige
in her hand; for a heart-beat her eyea
held mine.

“Yes,” she sald at Jength. “China.
town is all at sea, 80 1o speak ™

“Over what?" | pressed,

Slowly she unfolded the scrap of
writing she beld, and before replying
she read it through, slowly and delib-
erntely.

“It you don’t m:nd,” shé proposed,
“] would prefer not to talk about it
I am in a pecullar pesition here, Mr.
Clyde, as you can well understand,
and | can’t afford to play false to
those who trust me. At the same
time 1 do not always know whom
l:ﬂl these people to trust, Some
one who knew them very well wrote,
once upon & time, sometbing like this:

But abruptly her

couldn't come? |

You can give his queus to the barber,
But you can't get own o the roots that
m“mnmh- of his pellow

:

The last sent
me, and | made haste to assure her
that she had only to command me.

As she had spokem she had
tolding and refolding the paper
hand, until it waa pow a tiny

“Take this,” she sald, handing It
to mae, her volce A low murmur, “and
| after you have read It, destroy It
shouldn't want it found in my po®
session.”

“1 understand, Miss Clement,” 1 1o
turned and the folded square wemt
into my walsteoat pocket

“It may mean more to you” she
added, in a whisper, “than anything
I could say."

When once more In the brougham,
speed'ng northward, Evelyn, who had

the babel of street sounds; and before | heen unusually taciturn throughowt
we could mount the Liuo steps there | the {nterview, asked me & Qquestion.

“Did you mean what you sald,
Philip?”

“What did I say?" 1 queried

“That you understood.”

“l understood that it might not be
well for her to have this letter of

Ling Fo's about”
Her refusal (o talk?

“Put the rest!?
Her uneasiness? Her fear of posaible

had already been lowered, we came traltors? she persisted.

(Once more she had gone straight to
| the heart of the situation. 1 had besa
a# puttled as she by the missionary’'s
ittitude of constraint, which 1 could
not attribute wholly to the tragedy she

us both with tue smiling cordiality of had told us of; and 1 sdmitted a8

much to Evelyn

“If she suspected eavesdroppers,”
the girl argued, “she sald too much.
If she didn’t fear baing overheard, why
couldn’t she tell us 3!l abe knew?™

For want of o better answer | sald:

“Perhaps the letter will solve the
enigma,” and plucking it from my
pocket with thumb snd forefinger 1
began carefully to unfold it

The Interior of the vehicle was bril
liantly alight, and though we ware
already far beyond the Chinatown
zone and the chance observation of
any lurking sples, | nevertheless chose
discreetly to draw the shades prior
to outspreading the written page.

Before the sheet with its network of
creases was Quite flattened, Evelyn,
who was bending attentively near, es-
| lalmed In surprise, “It is her own
nandwriting! Bee, it 1s written by
Miss Clement herself!”™

Already absorbed, | made no re
sponse. Avidly my eyes were racing
over the lines; greedily, my brain was
digesting them.

“Tidings of the cruel murder of
Ling Fo have just reached me. When
yvou come, a8 1 know you will, 1 shall
not dare to speak what | have written,
and which is all that the poor boy
ever told me. Already there are sples
about me, and your visit is & risk te
ug both. 1 would have prevented it, if
I could

“Three weeks ago,according to Ling
Fo, a white man was abducted by or
der of the Bizx Companies, and shipped
to China for punishment, aboard a
tramp steamer. Ling Fo would uot
give me the white man's name or any
of the particulars, save that sixteeam
years ago he had committed a crime,
known to every Chinaman In America
as 'The Crime of the Bable Lorcha,’
or ‘black funeral ship’ by which near-
ly one hundred Chiness coolies lost
their lives.

“It seems now that this man, who
they thought was on the oocean, sud-
denly reappeared In New York, a few
nights ago. He was recognised and
set upon by two Chinamen, byt bhe
escaped, and the Bix Companies and
all the tongs are in a ferment over the
mystery."”

Evelyn's hand was on my arm as 1
read, her face close to mine,
with me. Having finished, 1 held the
sheet f8r » momenit, waiting for her
to signify that she, too, had reached
the end. And In that moment the
brougham came to a sudden halt.
| Hefore elther of us could volee a
v 1 the door on my gside was
v ached violently epen, and the blue
#teel mussle of a revolver sovered ma

(TO BE CONTINURD.)

A Fales Alarm,

“Mrs. Gabbit felt quit
oy o foolish last

":uwa:Il that happen*

“Mr. bbit opened Lis
eral times, as If he m?::l“l:
to get in a word edgeways, and Mrs,
Gabbit talked & blue streak for an
hour before she found out he was
merely yawning”




