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CHAPTER Il
Mrs. Whitaker.

He lived through n long, bad quarter
hour, Lis own tensged nerves twanging
in syripathy with the girl’s sobbing—
Hke tolegraph wires singing in a gale
—his mind busy with many thoughts,
stratizely new and compelling, weuring
i frech eomplexion that lacked slto-
gethor the coloring of self-interest.

He mixed o weak drought of brandy
and water and returned to the bedside,
She made an effort to rise, The ef-
fect was quickly apparent in the color
that came Into her cheeks, faint but
wirm.,  After a moment she asked:

“I"legse—who nre yont"

UMy mome §s Whitnker," he snld—

“Hugh Morten Whitnker., “I didn't
wianl to be koown, so tregistered as
ITugh Morten, They mistook me for

Your hushand.”

The girl swung to her feet,

“T wint to tell you something,” She
fuced him bravely, though he refused
the challenge of her tormented ey=os
“Won't you listen?"

He ecrossed to o window, where he
stood stariag out,  “1I'd rather not," he
sald sortly, “but if you pre

“I do prefer,” sald the voice
him. “I—i'm Mary Ludislus,'”

“Yes," sald Whitaker,

“1 « . . I'ran pway from home ]l\
wepk—five days ogo—to got marrle
1o our ¢haufleur, Charles Morton , .

Sha gtammered.

"Mlegse don't go on,

fer—"

behind

If It huris,”
begeed without looking areund,

YLve gt lo—I"ve BOL to gel it over
with, « « « We were at Southumpton,
ul my father's summer home—I mean,
thint's where I ran away from, Ho—

Chnrley—drove me over to Greenport |
and I took the ferry there and u||m*|
He went to New |

here to walt for him,
York in the car, promising to jolu me

here as soon as possible. . 1)
YAad e dide't ecoine,””  Whitnker

woutd up for her, when she faltered.

“How muech money of yours did he

take with him?"

There was a brief pause of aston-
Ishuient,  “What do you kuow about
that ¥ she demanded,

“I know a good deal about that type
of man,” he said grimly,

“I qiidn't bave any money to speak
of, bhut I had some Jewelry—my moth-
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almpliclty of her confession and the
deep damnation that had walted upon
ler,

“So it's over!” she eried—"over, and
I've learned my lesson, and I'm dis-
graced forever, and friendless and—"

“Ston right there!" he checked hexr
roughly., “You're not friendless yet,
and that nullifies all the rest, Be
glud you've hud your romance and
learned your lesson—"

“IMease don't think I'm not grateful
for your kindness,” she interrupted.
“But the disgrace—that can't be blot-
ted out!”

“Oh, yes, it can,” he Insisted bluntly.
“There's a wny 1 know—

A glimmering of that way had only
that Instant let a little light in upon
the darkness of hig solicltous distress
for her, Ile rose and began to walk
and think, hands clasped bhehind him,
trying to muke whnt he had In mind
seem right and reasonahle,

“You mean beg my father to tuke
me back. I'll die first!™

“There mustn't be any more talk,
or even any thought, of anything like
that. 1 understnnd too well to ask the
Impossible of you, But there Is one
wny out—na perfeetly right way—If
von're willing and brave enough to
tuke o chnnee—a long chanee.”

Somehow she feemed to gain hope

i frie
| vou're welcome to it

of his tone, She sat up, following him
with eyes that sought ineredulously to
helleve,
“THave any
“T' desperale
ol knows,”
to hel"
“Try me”
T' « punsed, standing over her,
resperite enongh to marry a man
w's bound to dle within slx months
_..1 feave you free? I'm that man:
the doctors give me six months more
of life, WII you take my nume to
yourself? Henvea my witness,

sghe asked.

cholea?”
enongh

he suld, “you’ll have

“Oh" she lwenthed, aghast, “what
are you suyving?

“I'!n proposing marringe,” he sald,
with  his  quaint, one-sided smile,
“Ilease listen: I eame to this place
to make a quick end to my troubles—
but I've changed my mind about that,

What's happened in this room
made me see that pobody has

right to—hasten things, DBut I

W,
hins
nny

‘ meun to leave the country—inmnediate-

er's—und he was to take that and

pawn it for money to get married | \Y—u#nd let death find me where ft

with.” will, I shall leave behind me a nume

h W] ge."” and o Hutle money, neither of amy con-
The girl in her turn went to one of | ““!Vuble use to me, Will you tuke them,

the windows, stunding with ler back ; lrni oy them to make your life what

to the room.

Whitaker drew a chair |}

t was meant to be? It's a Hitle thing,

for her and took a seat a little dis- | but it will make me feel a lot more

tance away,
pralsing the change In her condition,
She seemed measurably more com-
poscd and mistress of her emotlons,
though he had to judge mostly by her
volce and manner, so dark was the
OO,

“Don’t!™ she cried sharply. “Please
don't look at me so—"
“1 beg your purdon.

to—"

“It's only—only that you make me
think of what you must be thinking
abour me—"

“You've had a narrow
derfully lucky escape.”

Ol o, . But I'm not glad . . .
1 was despernte—"

“I mean” he Interrupted coolly,
*from Mr, Morton, The silver lining
{8, you're not married to a black-
guard.”

“Oh, yes
ately,

“And you have youth,
of life hefore you!"

He sighed inaudibly . . .

“You wouldu't say that, If you under-
Btoa)."”

“Have you thought of going home?
Have you written to your father—ex-
plalned ¥

“l sent him a special delivery three
days ago, and—and yesterday a tele-
gram, I knew it wouldn't do any good,
but 1 . . I told him everything. He
didn't answer, He won't, ever.,”

She bent forward, elbows on knees,
hend and shoulders cringing.

“It hurts so!” she walled ,
*“what people will think . . . the
ghame, the bitter, bitter shame of
this! I've enrned my punishment.”

“Oh, 1 say—"

“But 1 have, beecnuse—becnuse I
didn’t love him. I didn’t love him at
all, and I knew it, even though 1 meant
to marry him, . e

“Rut, why—in Heaven's name?”

“Becnuse 1 was so lonely and . . .
misunderstood and anbappy at home,
No mother, never daring to see my

"

I didn't mean

but & won-

, yes!” she agreed passion-

health, years

sister (she ran away, too) . . . my
friendships at school discourdged
nothing Io 1ife but my father to bully

me and make cruel fun of me becanse
Tm not pretty. . That's why I
ran away with a man I didn’t love—
becouse I wanted freedom and m little
happiness."

“3ood Lord!™ he murmured beneath

with a keen glance ap- |

| benre 1t in mind.

fit to go out of this werld—to know
I've left at lenst one deecent net to
murk my memory. There's only this
far-fetched chance—I1 may live. It's &
million-to-one shot, but yoa've got to
But really you can't
lose—""

“Oh, stop, stop!” she Implored him,
half hysterieal. “To think of murrying
to henefit by the death of a man like
yopn—!"

“You've no right to look af it that
way.,” He had a wry, secret smile for
his speclous sophistry. “You're being
ukked to confer, not to accept, a favor,
It's just an act of kindness to a hope-
less man. I'd go mad if T didn't know
you were safe from a recurremee of
the folly of this afternoon.”

“Don’t!” she cried—"don't tempt
me, You've no right. . . . You
don't know how frantle I am, , . ."

“I do,” he countered frunkly., *“T'm
depending on Just that to swing you
to my point of view. You've got to
come to It. I mean you shall marry
me,”

She stared up at him, spellbomnd,
insensibly ylelding to the domination
of his will. It was Inevitable, He was
scarcely less desperate than she—and

uo less overwrought and unstrang;
and he was the stronger; in the na-
tural course of things his will eould
not but prevall,

The last trace of evening light had
faded out of the world before they
were agreed. Darkness wrapped them
in its folds; they were but as volces
warring in n black and boundless void,

Whitaker struck a match and ap-
plied it to the solitary gas-jet. A thin,
blue, sputtering tongue of flname re-
vesled them to one another, The girl
still erouched in her armchalr, weary
and spent, her powers of contention
all vitinted by the losing stroggle,
Whitaker was trembling with nervous
fatigue.

“Well?™ he demanded.

“Oh, have your own way,” slm said
drearily. *If it must be

“It's for the best" he Itmizh-ll ob-
stinately. “You'll never regret iL"

“One of us will—either you or L”
she sald guietly. “It's too one-sided.
You want to give all and sask nothing
in return. It's a fool's hargaln.”

He hesitated, stammering with sar-
prise, She had 8 habit of saying the
unexpected. “A fool's bargain”—the

bis breath, awed by the pitiful, childish

wisdom of the sage from the lips of &
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“Then It's settled,” he sild, business«
Hike, offering his hagd.  “Fool's bars
galn or notw-It's g4 bargaln."

slender fingers to his palm, She said
nothing, The steady gaze of her eX-~
traordinary eyes abashed him,
They left the hotel together,
aker got his chunge of a hundred
lars ot the desk—"Mrs, Morten’s”™ DI,
of course, included with his—and
bribed the bell-boy to take the suit-
cnse to the rallway station and leave
it there, together with his own hand-
hag. Since he had unaccountalily con-
ceived a determinution to continue liv-
Ing for a time, he meant to seek out
more plessant accommodations for the
night.
The raln had ceased, leaving a
rugeed sky of clonds and stars In
putches. The alr was warm and heavy
with wetness, Sidewalks glistened like
blnck watered slik; street NHghts mir-
rored themselves in fugitive puddies
In the Troadways;
hanging the sidewalks shivered now
und again In a half-hearted breeze,
pelting the wayfurers with mininture
showers of lukewarm, scented drops.
Whitaker, taking his heart and his
fate in his hands, accosted a venerable
gentleman whom they encountered ns
Be wns on the point of turning off the
sidewalk to private grounds.
“T beg your pardon,”™ he began,
The mmn paused and turned upon
them o saintly countenance framed in
hair like snow,
“There s something I ean do for
you?' he ingquired with punctilious
courtesy.
“if you will be kind enough to di-
rect me to n minister . . "
“I am one.™
“T thought so,” sald
wishr b0 get married.”
The gentleman looked from his face
to the girl’s, then moved aside from
the gate, *“This Is my home,” he ex-

Whit-

Whitaker, “We

plained.  *Will you be good enough
to come fu?*
Conducting them to his private

study, he subjected them to a kindly
catechism. The girl sald little, Whit-
uker taking uwpon himself the brunt of
the exasmination. Absolutely straight-
forward and intensely sincere, he eame
through the ordenl well, without being
obliged to disclose what he preferred
to keep secret, The minister, satis-
fied, nt length called in the town clerk
by telephone; who issued the license,
pocketed his fee, and In company with
the minister's wife, acted as wit-
ness., . . .

Whitaker found himself on his feet
beside Mary Ladislas. They were be-
ing married. He seemed to hear the
droning of the loom of the Fates, |, . .
And they were man and wife, The
door had closed, the gate-latch clicked
behind them. They were walking
quietly side by slde through the seent-
ed night, they whom God had Jolped
together. Nelther found anything to
say. At the station, Whitnker bhought
his wife a ticket to New York and se-
cured for her solitary use a drawing-
room In the sleeper. Whitaker pos-
sessed himself of his wife’'s hand-bag
long enough to furnish it with a sum
of money and an old envelope bearing
the name and address of his Iaw part-
ner, He explained that Drummond
would Issue her an adequate monthly
nllowance and advise her when she
should have become her own mistreas

once more; In & werd, a widow.

limbs of trees over- |

Iill:' |

She thanked him brlefly, quie lh'
with a constraint he understood tt{u
well to resent,

Both, perhaps, were sensible of sonia

Hhe rose unassisted, then trusted her - relief when at length the traln thun-
tlered In from the East, breathing smoke |

und flame, Whitaker helped his wife

aboard and Interviewed the porter in |

her behalf, Then they had a moment
or two alone in the drawing-room, In
what wus meant to be thelr first and
last parting.

She caught him suddenly by the
shoulders with both her hands. Her
eyves sought his with a wistful courage
he could not but admire.

“You know I'm grateful , . .”

“Don't think of it that way—though
I'm glad you are”

“You're a good man,”
kenly,

He knew himself too well to be able
to reply.

“You mustn't worry about me, now.
You've made things easy for me. I
can take care of myself, and . . . I
shan’t forget whose name 1 ear

He muttered something to the effect
that he was sure of that,

she released his shoulders and stood
hiick, searching his fuce with torment-
ed eyes. Abruptly she offered him her
hand.

“Good-by,” she sald, her lips quiver-
Ing—*"Good-hy, good friend!”

Ile eaught the hand, wrung it
clumsily and painfully and . . .
reallzed that the traln was In motion.
He had barely time to get away . . .

He found himself on the station plat-
forin, stupldly watching the rear lights
dwindle down the tracks and wonder-
Ing whether or not hallucinations were
n phase of his malady. A sick man
often drenms strange dreams. . . .

A volee behind him, cool with a trace
of irony, observed:

“I'd glve a good deal to know Just
what particular brand of foolishness
you've been lodulging In, this time.”

He whirled around to face Deter
Stark—Peter quietly amused and very
wuch the maoster of the situatlon.

“You needn’t think,” said he, “that
you have nny chance on earth of escup-
Ing my fond attentions, Hugh. I've
fixed it up with Nelly to wait until 1
bring you home, a weil man, before
we get married; and if you refuse to
be my best man—well, there won't be
any party. You enn make up your
mind to that.”

she sald bro-

CHAPTER IV.
Willful Missing.

It was one o'clock in the morning
before Whitaker allowed himself to be
persuaded ; fatigue re-enforced every
stubborn argument of Peter Stark's to
overcome his resistance. *“Oh, have
your own way," he sald at length, un-
consclously Iternting the words that
had won him a bride. “If It must
B8 s s 7

Beyond drawing heavily on his bank
and sending Drummond a brief note,
Whitaker failed to renew communicn-
tion with his home. He sfnk Into a
state of semi-apathetic content. The
Adventuress was five months out of
port before he began to be conscious
that he was
came & gradual thickening of the
shadows that threatened to eclipse his
existence. And then, one day as they
dined with the lonely trader of an
isolated station In the D'Entrecasteaux
Islands, he fell from his chalr as if

truly accursed. There

polenxed. e reguined consciousaess
only to shiver with the chill of the
wind that's fanned by the wings of
death, It was fmpossible to move Lim,
The agonles of the damned were his
when, with exquisite gentleness, they
 Mfted him to a bed.

Stark salled in the Adventuress hee
fore sundown of the same day, purpos«
| Ing to fetehl a sorgeon from Pork
Moresby, Whitaker said a last farewell
to s friend, knowing In his soul that
they would never meet again, Then he
composead himself to die quletly. But
the following morning brought a hap-
chance trading schooner to the island,
and with it, in the estate of super-
cargo, a crapulous Scoteh gentlemnn
who had been a famous speclalist of
London before drink lald him by the
heels, He performed a herole oper-
antion upon Whiraker within an hour,
announced by nightfall that the pa-
tient would recover, and the next day
salled with hiz ship to end his days in
some abandoned Australian boozing-
ken—as Whitaker learned in Sydney
several months Iater.

In the same place, and at the same
time, he received his first authentle
news of the fate of the Adventuress.
The yacht had struck on an uncharted
reef, in heavy wenther, and had foun-
dered almost lmmediately, Of her
entire company, a solitary sallor muan-
uged to cling to a life-raft until plcked
up, a week after the wreck, by a tramp
steamship on whose decks he gasped
out his news and his life In the sume
breaths,

Whitaker hunted up an account of
the disaster in the files of a local news-
paper., He read that the owner, Peter
Stark, Esq., and his guest, H. M. Whit-
aker, Esq., both of New York, had
gone down with the wvessel., There
wus also a ecable dispatch from New
York detailing Peter Stark's social
and finanelal prominence—evidence
that the news had been cabled home,
To all who knew him Whitaker was
us dead as Peter Stark.

“There I8 a world outside the one you
know
To which for curiousness 'EIl can't ]
compare ;
It is the place where wilful missings
Eo,
As we cun testify, for we are there”

Kipling’s lines buzzed through his
head more thun once In the course of
the next few years; for he was
“there.” They were years of such
vagubondage as only the South Seas
countenance; neither unhappy nor
very strenuous, nor yet scarred by the
tooth of poverty. Whitaker had be-
tween four and five thousand dollars
in traveller's checks which he convert-
ed into cash while in Sydney. Me-
mory of the wreck of the Adventuress
wis already fading from the Australinn
mind ; no one dreamed of challenging
the signature of & man seven months
dend. And as certalnly and as quietly
as the memory, Whitaker faded away;
Hugh Morten took his place, and Syd-
pey knew him no more. nor did any
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other parts whereln he had answered
to hls rightful name,

The money stayed by him handsome-
1y. Thanks to a strong constitution In
a tough body (now that lts mallgnant
demon was exorclsed) he found It easy
to pick up a living by one means or
unother, Indeed, he played many parts
in us many flelds before joining hands
with a young Enpglishmian he had
grown to lke and entering upon what
seemed s forlorn bid for fortune,
Thereafter he prospered amazingly.

When at length he did makg up his
mind to go home, he was 1. *"clhourne
with Lyneh, his partner, . Litnker
passed old friends in the street, Lhey
were George Presbury and lis wife—
Anne Forsythe that was—self-ovident
tourists, looking the town over hetween
steamers. Presbury, with no thought
in his bumptious head of meeting
Hugh Whitaker before the day of judg-
ment, looked at and through him withs
out n hint of recognition; but his wife
was another person altogether, Whit-
wker ecould not be blind to the surprise
and perlexity that shone in her eyes,
even though he pretended to be blind
to her uncertain nod; long after his
back alone was vigible to her he could
feel her inquiring stare horing Into
it, 4

The incident made him think: and
he rememberad that he was now a
man of Independent fortune and of
idle hands as well, After prolonged
consideration he suddenly deelded,
told Lynch to look out for his inter-
ests and expect him back when he
should see him, and booked for London
by a Royal Mall boat—all in half
tday, From London Mr. Hugh Morten
crossid Immediately to New York on
the Olvmpie, landing In the month of
April—nenrly six years to a day from
the time he had left his native land.

IHe put up at the Ritz-Carlton, pre-
clsely ns any forelgner might he ex-
pected to do, and remalned Hugh Mor-
ten while he prowled around the city
and found himself., Now and again in
the course of his wanderings he en-
countered well-remembered faces, but
always without eliciting the slightest
gleam of recoguition; ecircumstances
that only went to prove how thor-
onghly dead and buried he was in the
estimation of his day and ,(_!LI_ll'IllllOn.

Nothing, indeed. seemed as he re-
membered 1t, But his ultimate and 0t-
ter awakening to the truth that his
home had outgrown him fell upon the
fourth afternoon following his return,
when a totnl but thost affable gentles
man presented himself to Whitaker's
consideration with a bogu# name and
A genuine offer to purchnse him a
drink, and promptly attempted to ens
mesh him in a confidence game thut

in the days when both of them had

worn knickerbockers,  Whitaker pri-
virtely  admitted that he was out-
classed, that It wus time for him to

seek the protection of his friends.
He begun with Drommond, The lats

ter, of conrse, hnd moved his offices,
Whitaker found him Independently es-
tablished in on imposing sulte In the

“Whitaker!" He Gasped.. “My God!™
Woolworth Building—found him amn
ashenfnced man of  thirty-Gve, whoy
alutched the side of his roll-top desk
us if to save himself from falling,

“Whitaker!" he gasped. “My God!™

“Flattered,” said Whitaker, “I'm
sure,

He derived conslderable mischievous
amusement from Drummond’s patent
stupefaction. It was all so right and
proper—as it should have been. He
considered his a highly a.utisl'm‘tnrﬂ
resurrection. Seldom does a scend
pass off as one plans [t but Drummond
played up his part in a most public
spirited fashlon—gratifying,
the least.

It took him some minutes to recove
er, Whitaker stunding by and beaming,

He remarked changes, changes as
striking ns the Improvement In Drums
mond's fortunes. Physically his ex-
partner had gone off a bit; the seden-
tary life led by the average successfull
man of buslness In New York had
merked his person unmistakably. Only,
his face seemed as it had always beent
— sharply handsome antl strong. Whit-
aker remembered thnt he had always
somewhat meanly envied Drummond
his good looks; he himself had been
fashioned aftér the new order of archi<

tecture—with a steel frame,

(To Be Oontinued)

had degenerated Into o vaudeville joke'

to say '




