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S8YNOPSIS.

Chaltis Wrandall In found murdered in

& road hotupe norr New York. Mre. Wran
anll i sumenobted from the alty and lden
UNer the body, A young woman who
compatiod Wrandsall to the Inn and =sub
#ogquentiy dsappearad, In  suspercted
Wrandall, it appears, had led a gay Jife
and neglected hin wire, Mrs, Wrandall
athrts back for New York In mnosuto dur-
thg a blinding show storm. O8 the way
ehe ety 0 young woman in the road
who proves to be the woman who killed
rudali,. Feoling that the girl had done
her 4 servive In Vdding het of (he Han, |
who though ahe loved him 1lm-s1.'. hind
wunaed her great sorrow Mrw ‘randall

determinies to shleld her and takba hor to
her own home,

CHAPTER I1l.——Continued.

Mallf an hour Iater he departed, to
rejoln her at eloven o'clock, when the
reporiere were to be expected. He
was to do all the talking for her
While he was there, Leslle Wrandall
called her up on the telephone. Hear
Ing but one side of the rather pro.
longed conversation, he was filled with
wonder at the tactful way In which
she met snd parrled the inevitable
questions and suggestions coming
from her horrorsatricken  brotherdn-
Iaw, Without the slightest trace of
offensiveness In her manner, she gave
Leslie to understand that the final ob-
weqiies must be conducted in the
home of his parents, to whom once
more her husband belonged, und that
she would ablde by all arrangements
hin family elected to make, Mr, Car-
roll surmised from the trend of con.
vernpation that young Wrandall was
aboul to leave for the scene of the
tragedy, and that the house was in n
#tate of unspeakable distress. The
lawyer smiled rather grimly to him-
self as he turned to look out of the
window, He did not have to be told
that Challis was the Idol of the family,
and that, so far as they were con-
vernad, he could do po wrong!

Alter his departure, Mrs, Wrandall
gontly opened the bedroom door and
was surprised to find the girl wide-
awike, resting on one elbow, her star-
fng eyes fastened on the newspaper
thst topped the plle on the chalr.

Catching aight of Mrs. Wrandall sha
polnted to the paper with a trembling
hand and eried out, In a voice full of
horror:

\ “Did you place them there for me to
~ read? Who was with you In the cther
yoom just now? Was It some one
~ ‘aboul the—some one looking for me?

Speak! Please tell me. I heard a
man's volee—" ’
'~ The other orossed quickly to her
‘m‘

Ll
“Dou't be alarmed, It was my law-
yer. There 18 nothing to fear—at pres-
ont. Yes, I left the papers there for
You to see. You can see what a scnsa.
tion It has caused, Challls Wrandall
- wae one of the most widely known
. amen In New York. But I suppose you
.~ know that without my telling you."
The girl sank back with a groan.
““My God, what have I done? What
will come of it all?
“I wish 1 could answer thal ques.
- tion," sald the other, taking the girl's
. hand In hers. Both were trembling.
' After an igatant’s hesitation, she lald
‘her other' hand In the dark, diahevalled
hair of the wild-eyed creature, who
st continued to stare at the head-
- Mnes. “I am quite sure they will not
look for you here, or in my home.”
~ ¢ “In your home?"
~ “You are to go with me. I have
~ thought it all over. It Is the only way,
~ Come, I must ask you to pull yourself
- together, Get up at once, apd dress.
‘Here are the things you are to woar,”
Bhe indicated the orderly plle of gar-
' ments with a wave of her hand.
* Blowly the girl eropt out of bed, con-
 fuged, bewildered, atunned.
“Where are my own things?

1l
eannot accept these. Pray give me my
i ‘.m_ll

Mrs. Wrandall checked her.

“You must obey me, If you expect
ane to help you. Don't you underastand
that | have had a—4& bereavement? |
seannot wenr these things now. They
are useless to me. But we will speak
wf all that later on. Come, be quick;
& will help you to dress, First, go to
b telephone and ask them to send n

r to—thess rooms. We must have
momething to eal. Ploase do as | tell
you"

- Blanding before bher benefaciress,

her fAngers fumbling {mpotently at the
peck of the night-dress, the girl still
continued to stare dumbly ifoto the
ealm, dark oyes before her.
1 “You are so good, 11—

“Let me help you,” interrupted the

other, deliberately setting about to re

"~ move the night-dress. The girl caught

it up an it slipped from her shoulders;
& warm fush suffusing her face, =

mhamed look springing into her eybs.

“Thank you, | can—get on very
well. 1 only wanted to ask you a
guestion. It has been on my mind,

waking and sleeping. Can you tell me
hin

- moythiog about—do you know
C wifer”
' Mog that Mrs. Wrandall

would not reply,

_'r “1 mm 80 sorry, so desperately morry

for her," added the girl plaintively,

*{ know her,” the other managed b=

" sy with an effort.
" "It | bad only

’o
ﬁ; Wrandall grasped her by the

{16 o

The question was po nbrupt, so start-

uttered a
lT ‘wmharp litle cry. For a moment she

known that he had a
. wife—" began the girl bitterly, aimost
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wrm. “You did not know that he had
a wife?" she cried.

The girl's eyes flashed with a sud:
den, fierce fire In thelr depths,

“God in heaven, no! 1 did not know
It until Oh, I ean't speak of ft! Why
¢hould 1 tell you about It? Why
should you be Interested In hearing
it

Mrs. Wrandall drew back and re-
garded the girl's set, unhappy face.
There was a curlous light In her eyes
that escaped the other's notlee—a
Heght that would have puzzled her not
a lttle,

“"But you will tell me—everything—
a little lnter,” she sald, strangely calm.
“Not now, but-—before many hours
have passed. Firet of all, you must
tell me who you are, where you live

#verything except what happened In
Burton's inn, 1 don't want to hear
that at present—parhaps naver. Yes,
on sacond thoughts, I will say never!
You are pever to tell me just what
happened up there, or just what led
up te it. Do you understand? Never!”

The girl stared at her In amase-
ment. “Hut I—I must tell some one,”
she cried vehemently., “I have a right
to defend myseli—"

“l am not asking you to defend your-
self,” sald Mrs. Wrandall shortly.
Then, as if afraid to remain longer,
#ahe rushed from the room. In the
doorway, she turned for an Instant to

say: “Do as | told you. Telephone,
Press as quickly as you can.” She
closed the door swiftly,

Btanding In the center of the room,
her hands clenched until ths nails cut
the fleah, she sald over and over again
to hersslf: *I don't want to know! 1
don’t want to know!"

A few minutes later she was eritical
ly Inspecting the young woman who
came from the bedroom attired in a
street dress that nelther of them had
ever donned befare. The girl, looking
fresher, prettier and even younger
than when she had seen her last, was
in no way abashed, She seemed to
have accepted the garments and the
situation In the same spirit of resigna-
tlon and hope; as If she had declded
to make the most of her slim chance
to profit by these ama#ing cireum®
atanaes,

They sat opposite each other at the
lttle breakfast table.

“Please pour the coffee,” sald Mrs.
Wrandall, The walter had left the
room at her command. The girl's hand
shook, but she complied without &
word, L

“Now you may tell me who you are
and—-but walt! You are not to say
anything about what happened at the
Inn, OGuard your words carefully. 1
am not acking for a confession., 1 do
not care to know what happened there.
It will make it easier for me to protect
you, You may call 1t conselence.
Keep your blg secret to yourself, Not
one word to me. Do you underetand?”

"You mean that I am not to reveal,
even lo you, the causes which led up
‘P”

“Nothing—absolutely nothing,” said
Mrs, Wrandall firmly.

“But 1 cannot permit ‘you to judge
me, to—well, you might say to acquit
me—without hearing the story. It is so
vital to me.”

"I ean judge you without hearing all
of the—the evidence, If that's what
you mean., Simply answer the ques-

“You Did Not Know He Had a Wifel1"
8he Cried, #

tlons I ahall ask, and nothing more,
There are certaln facte | muet have
from you If | am to shield you. You
must tell me the truth, I take It you
are an Hoglish girl. Where do you
liva? Who are your friends? Where
s your family?"

The girl’s face fushed for an Instant
and then grew pale agaln,

“1 will tell yon the truth,” she saint
"My name 18 Helty Castleton. My fa-
ther ls Col, Brald Castleton of — of
the British army. My mother le dead.
Bhe was Kitty Glynn, at one time a
popular musie hall performer in Lon-
don. Bhe was Irish, She dled two
yoeurs ago, My father was a gentle
mun. [ do not say he Is a gentleman,

lleves him from that distinetion.

Years,

Geor

for his treatment of my mother re-
He
{6 In the far east, China, I think, I
have not eeen him In more than five
He deserted my mother. That's
all there e to that side of my story. 1

The Hollow -

4
%"

appeared in two or thres of the
musical pleces produced In London
two geasons ago, In the chorus, |

never got beyond that, for vary good
reasons, | was known as Hetty Glynn,
New
Pravl-
ously 1 had served in the capacity of
governess In the famlly of John Bud-
They had a son, a
Two months
California
Indy, Mra, Holecombe, offered me a sit-

Three waeks ago 1 started for
York, salling from Liverpool,

lanig, n brewer.
young man of twenty.
ago | was dismlssod. A
untion as governess to her two little
girls soon afterward, | was to go to
her home In S8an Francisco, She pro.
vided the maney necessary for the
voyage and for other expenses. She
Is still In Europe, 1 landed in New
York a fortnight ago and, following
her directions, presented myself at a
certain bank-—I have the name some-
where—where my rallrond tlokets
were to be In readiness for me, with
further lostructions. They wera to
give me twenty-five poundas on the pre
sontation of my letter from Mra. Hol-
combe. They gave me the monpy and
then handed me a cablegram from
Mrs, Holcombe, notifying me that my
services would not be required. There
wag no explanation. Just that.

“On the steamer | met—him. Hia
deck chalr was next to mine, 1 no-
ticed that his name was Wrandall—

‘C. Wrandall' the card on the chair in- |

formed me. |-

“You" erossed on the steamer with
him?" Interrupted Mrs., Wrandall
quickly,

“Yes."

“Had-—had you seen him before? In
London 7—

“Never. Well, we became acquaint-
ed, an people do. lle—he was very
handsome and agreeable.” She paused
for o moment to collect herselfl

“Very handsome and agreeable,”
aald the other slowly.

“We got to be very good friends.
There were not many people on board,
and apparently he knew none of them.
It was too cold to stay on deck much
of the time, and it was very rough. He
had one of the splendid sultes on
the—"

“Pray omit unnecessary details. You
landed and went—where?”

“He advised me to go to an hotal—
I can’t recall the name. It was rather
an unpleasant place. Then I weat to
the bank, as I have stated. After that
I did not know what to do. [ was
stunned, bewlldered. 1 called him up
on the telephone and—he Ksked me to
meet him for dinner at a gueer little
cafe, far down town. We—"

“Lnd you had no friends, Bno e
qalntgneces here?” A

“No. He suggesied that 1 go Into
one of the musical shows, saying he
thought he could mrrange it with a
manager who was a friend. Anything
to tide me over, he sald. But I would
not conslder it, not for a instant. 1
had had enough of the stage. 1—I am
really not Atted for it. Besldes, 1 am
qualified—well qualified—to be gov-
erness—but ﬁuj is neither hére hor
there." 1 had some money—perhaps
forty pounds. 1 found lodgings with
some people In Nineteenth street, He
never came there to see me. | can
see plainly now why he argued it
would not be—well, he used th. word
‘wise.! But we went ocecaslonally to
dine together. We went about in a
motor—a little red one. He—he told
me he loved me, That was one night
about a week ago, 1—*

“1 don’t care to hear about 1t.,” cried
the other. "“No need of that, Spare
me the sllly slde of the story.”

“Silly, madam? In God's name, do
you think It was silly to me? Why—
why, I belleved him! And, what is
maore, 1 believe that he did love me—
even now 1 belleve it."

“l have no doubt of it,” sald Mrs.
Wrandall calmly, “You are vary pret-
ty—and charming.”

“I—1 did not know that he had a
wifs until—wall, until—" She could
not go on.

“Night before last.”

The girl shuddered. Mrs. Wrandal)
turned her face awny and walted.

"There is nothing more | can tell
you, unless you permit me to tell all,”
the girl resumed after a moment of
hesitation.

Mrs., Wrandall arose.

“I have heard enough. This after
poon | will send my buller with you
to the Jodging house In Nineteenth
aetreet. He will attend to the removal
of your personal effects to my home,
and you will return with him. 1t will
ba testing fate, Mlas Castleton, this
visit to your former abiding place, but
I have declded to give the law |(ts
chance, If you are suspected, o watch
will be set over the house In which
Is quite unknown, you will run no risk
in golng there opealy, nor will I be
taking so great a chance as may ap
poar in offering you & homa, for the
time being at least, as companion—or
secrotary or whatever we may elect to
call it for the benefit of all inguirers.
Are you willing to run the risk—this
single risk?"

“Porfectly willing,” announced
other without hesitation. Indeed, her
face brightened. “If they are walting
there for me, 1 shall go with them
without & word. I have no means of
axpressing my gratitude to you for—"

“There is time encugh for that”
sald Mre, Wrandall quickly,
they are not there, you will return to

the
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“And 1t
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it in that way? 1 don't understand."”

of giving it to vou for ever la the dear-

ent boon | crave. 1 do glve it 1o you.
It belongs to you, I—I1 could die for
yon -

She dropppd to her knees and
preaged her lips to Barn Wrandall's
hand; hot tears fell upon Iit,

Mra. Wrandall Iaid her free hand on
tha dark, glossy bair and wsmiled:
smiled warmly for the first time In—
wall, In years she might have saild to
horeelf If ahe had stopped to consider,

“Get up, my dear,” she sald gently,

4

e

“I Am Challls Wrandall's Wife,"

i

“l shall not ask you to die for me—if
you do come back. I may be sending
You to your death, as it is, but it ig the
chance we must take. A few hours
wiil tell the tale. Now listen to what
I am about to say—to propose, 1 offer
you a home, I offer vou friendship and
I trust security from the peril that
confronts you, 1 ask nothing In re-
turn, not even a word of gratitude.
You may tell the people at your lodg-
fngs that 1 have engaged you as com-
panion and that we are to sail for Eu-
rope in a week's time if possible, Now
weé must prepare to go to my own
home. You wlil see to packing my—
that s, our trunks—""

“Oh, 1t—it must be a dream!” cried
Hetty Castleton, her syes gwimming.
“I can’t belleve—" BSuddenly she
caught herselfl up, and tried to smile.
“l doun't ses why you do this for me.
I do not desarye—"

“You have done me a service,” said
Mrs, Wrandall, her manner so peculiar
that the girl agaln assumed the stare
of perplexity and wonder that had
been paramount sinee thelr meeting;
as If she were on the verge of grasp-
Ing a great truth.

“What van you mean?”

Sara laid her hands on the girl's
shoulders and looked steadily into the
puzzled eyes Lor & moment before
speaking.

“My girl,"” she sald, ever so gently,
+“I sball not ask what your life has
been, I do not care., 1 shall not ask
for references. You are alone in the
world and you need a friend, I too am
alone. 1If yvou will come to me T will
do everything 'n my power to make
you comfortable and—contented, Per-
haps it will be Impossible to make you
happy. 1 promlise faithfully to help
you, to shield you, to repay vou for the
thing you have done for me, You could
not have fallen into gentler hands
than mine will prove to be. That
much I swear to you on my soul, which
Is sacred. I bear you no ill-will. 1
have nothing to avenge."

Hetty drew back, completely mysti-
fied,

“Who are you?" she murmured, still
staring.

“1 am Challls Wrandall's wife,”

CHAPTER IV,

While the Mob Walted.

The next day but one, in the huge
old-fashioned mansion of the Wran.
dalls in lower Fifth avenue, in the
drawing-room directly beneath the
chamber In which Challls was born,
the impressive but grim!y conventional
funeral services were held

Contrasting sharply with the som-
bar, absolutely correct stmosphere of
the gloomy interlor was the exterior
display of joyous curioeity that must
have jarred severely on the high-bred
sensibllities of tha chisef mourner, not
to apeak of the invited guesta who
had been obliged to pass between rows
of gaping bystanders In order to reach
the portals of the house of grier, ana
who must have reckoned with extreme
distaste the coslt of subsequent de
parture. A dozen rancous-volced po-
llecemen were employed to keep back
the hundreds that thronged the side-
walk and blocked the street. Curlosity
was rampant. Ever since the momeoent
that the body of Challls Wrandall was
carried into the house of his father, a
motley, varying crowd of people shift-
od restlessly in front of the mansion,
filled with grussome Interest in the ab-

Hand

me? You will not desert me now?"
The girl's eyea grew wide with won-
der., "Desert you? Why do you put

“You wlll come back to me?"sinsist.

od the other

“Yea, Why—why, It menns eavery-
thing to me, It means life-—more than
that, most wonderful friend. Life
Isn't very sweet to me. But the joy

&

solutely unseen, animated by the sly

hope that something sensational might

happen If they walted long enough,

Motor after motor, carriage
carriage, rolled up to the curb and
emptied Itg gober-faced, self-consclous
occupants in front of the door with
the great black bow; with each arrival
the crowd surged forward, and names
were uftered In undertones, passing
from lip to lip until every one in the
street knew that Mr, So-and-8o0, Mrs.
This-or-That, the What-Do-You-Call-
Fima and others of the city's most ex-
clusive but most garlshly advertised
soclety leaders had entered the houee
of mourning. It was a great ghow for
the plebelan mpectators. Much better
than Miss So-and-So's wedding, said
one woman who had acttended the
aforesald ceremony as a unit {o the
well-dressed mob that almost wrecked
the carringes in the desire to gee the
terrified bride. Better than a oircus,
snid & man who held his little daugh-
tar above the heade of the crowd so
that she might see the fine lady in a
wild-beast fur. Swellest funeral New
York ever had, remarked another, ex-
cepting one ‘way back when he was a
kid.

At the corner below stood two pa-
trol wagons, also waiting.

Inside the bouse eat the carefully
selected guests, hushed and stiff and
gratified, (Not because they were at-
tending a funersl, but because the oc-
caslon eerved to separate them from
the chaff; they were the elect.) It
would be going too far to intimate that
they were provd of themsgelves, but it
I8 not stretching It very much to say
that they counted noses with consider-
able satisfaction and were glad that
they had not been left out, The real,
high-water mark in New York soclety
was established at this memorable
function. A4 one after the other ar-
rived and was ushered into the huge
drawing-room, he or she was accorded
a cougratu'atory look from those al-
ready assembled, a tribute returned
with equal amiability. Each one noted
who else was there, and each one said
to himself that at last they really had
something all to themselves. It was
truly a pleasure, a relief, to be able
to do sorething withbut belng pushed
about by people who didn't belong but
thought they did. They sat back—
stiffly, of course—and In utter stillness
confessed that there could be such a
thing as the survival of the fttest
Yes, there waen't . nose there that
couldn't be counted with perfect se-
renity. It was a notable occasion,

Mrs. Wrandall, the elder, had made
out the list. She did not consult her
daughter-in-law in the matter. It Is
true that Bara forestalled her in a way
by sending word, through Leslie, that
she would be pleased if Mrs. Wrandall
would issue invitations to ae many of
Challls' friends as she deemed advis-
able. As for herself, she had no wish
in the matter; she would be satiafied
with whatever arrangements the fam-
lly=cared to make.

It Is not to be eupposed, from the
foregoing, that Mrs. Wrandall, the
elder, was not stricken to the heart
by the lamentable death of her idol.
He was her ldol. He was her first
born, he was her love-born. He came
to her In the days when she loved her
husband without much thought of re-

specting him. She was beginning to |

regard him as something more than a
lover when Leslle came, so It wae dif-
ferent, When thelr daughter Vivian
was born, she was plainly annoyed but
wholly respectful. Mr, Wrandall was
no longer the lover, he was her lord
and master. The head of the house of
Wrandall was a person to be looked
up to, to be respected and admired by
her, for he was a very great man, but

he was dear to her only because he |
first- |

wns the father of Challis, the
born.

]
Iln the order of her nature, Challis |

therefore was her most dearly beloved,
Vivian the least desired and last in
her affections as well as In sequence,

Strangely enough, the threa of them
perfeclted a curlously significant rec-
ord of conjugnl endowments, Challis
had always been the wild, wayward,
unrestrained one, and by far the most
lovable; Leslie, almost as good look-
ing but with scarcely =
trace of charm that made his brother
attractive; Vivian, handsome, selfish
and as choerless as the wind

sclence
aoul aud not much of a heart, as things
go; Vivian with a soul alone, which be-
longed to God, after all, and not to
har., Of course she had a hoart,

blood to remote extramities, and had
nothing whatever to do with anything
#0 unutterably extraneous as love,
charity or sellsacrifice,

As for Mr, Redmond Wrandall he
wis & very proper and diguified gentle-
muan, and old for his years.

It may be seen, or rather surmised,
that if the house of Wrandell had pot

been so admirably centered under its |
own vine and fig tree, It might have |

become divided against itself without
much of an effort,

Mrs. Redmond Wrandall
vihe and fig troe,

And now they had brought her dear
ly beloved son home to her, murdered
and—disgraced. If it had been either

was the

after

of the others, she could have sald:
“God's will be done,” Instead, she
cried out that God had turned against
her,

Leslie had had the had taste—or
perhaps it was misfortune—to blurt
out an agonized “I told you so” at a
timo when the family was sitting
numb and hushed under the blight of
the first horrid blow, ¥e did not mean
to be unfeeling, It was the truth burst-
ing from his unhappy lips.

“l knew Chal would come to this—
I knew it,”" he had said. His arm was
about the quivering shoulders of his
mother as he said It

She looked up, a sob breaking in
her throat, For a long time she looked
into the face of her second son.

"How can you—how dare you say
such a thing as that?" she cried,
aghalt,

He colored, and drew her closer to
him,

“l=1 didn't mean it,”” he faltered.

“You have always taken sides
agalost him,” began his mother,

“Please, mother,” he cried miser-
ably.

“You say this to me now,"
on. “You who ars left to
place in my affection—why,
_— L

Vivian interposed. “les
mamma darling. You know
Challls as deeply as any of
him.*

Afterwards the girl sald to Leslie

she went
take his
Lesglle, 1

is upset,
he loved
us. loved

when they were quite alone: “She
will never forglve you for that, Les.
It was a beasatly thing to say.”

He bit his lip, which trembied.

“8he's never cared for me as she cared
for Chal. I'm sorry if I've made it
worse,”

“S8ee here, Leslie, was Chal so—
so—"

“Yes, 1| meant what I sald a while
ago. It was sure to happen to him
one time or another. Bara's had a lot
to put up with."

“Sara! If she had been the right
sort of a wife, this never would beve
happensd.”

“After all is sald and done, Vivie,
Sara's In a position to rub it in on us
if she's of a mind to do so. She won't
do It, of course, but—I wonder if she
len’t gloating, just the same.”

“Haven't we treated her as one of
us?" demanded she, dabbing her hand-
kerchief in her eyes. “Since the wed-
ding, I mean. Haven't we been kind
to her?”

“Oh, 1 think she understands us
perfectly,” sald her brother.

“l wonder what she will do now?™
musged Vivian, In that speech casting
her sister-inllaw out of her narrow
little world as one would throw aside
a burntout match.

“She will profit by experience,” sald
he, with some pleasure In & superior
windom,

L - - - . - -

In Mrs. Wrandall's sitting room at
the top of the broad stulrway sat the
family—that is to say, the Immediate
family—a solemn-faced footman in
front of the door that atood fully ajar
80 that the occupants might hear the
words of the minister as they ascend-
ed, sonorous and preclge, from the hall
below. A minister was he who knew
the butterad slde of his bread., His

discourse was to be a beautiful one,
He alood at the front of the stairs and

noticeable |

that |

blows across the icebergs in the north. |
Challis had been born with a widely |
enveloping heart and an  elastie con- I'l
Lenlle with a brain and a |

but It l
was only for the purpose of pumping |

He Did Not Mean to Bs Unfeeling.

faced the assembled llsteners In the
hall, the drawing room and the entre-
sol, but his infinitely touching words
went up one flight and lodged.

Bara Wrandall sat a little to the left
of and behind Mrs. Redmond Wran.
dall, about whom were grouped the
three remaining Wrandalls, father, son
and daughter, closely drawn together.
Well tp the fore were Wrandall uncles
and cousins and sunts, and one or two
carefully chosen blood relations to tha
mistress of the house, whose hand
had long been sot agalnst klnsmen of
less exalted promise,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Beyond the Styx,

Plato—Let me see: They con-
demned you to die, but permitted you
to choose the manner of your death.
Am I right? Socrates—Thatl's right.
I told them hemlock julce was my
polson. 1 sald lee gream first, but
they made me guess agaln.—Puck.
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