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A beautiful yWng girl sat at an
open window gazing out upon a gar-
den redolent with lilac bloom. Her
hands were clasped, her eyes fixed
upon the full moon sailing on in silver
state, her soul's thoughts going forth
to her lover at the other end of the
world.

She was Agnes Norton, and the
person upon whom her heart cen- -
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tered was Wade Latham, author and
artist Once he had been a law re-
porter, and quite incidently had ac-
quired information upon which rest-
ed the vital issues of the great Nor-
ton will case. The Norton family
rose or fell on the final decision upon
that noted litigation. It was now ap-
pealed to the highest court, and Gen-

eral Norton was sure that the new-
ly discovered evidence of young
Latham would turn the scales of
justice in his favor.

It was natural on account of this

that Agnes and Wade should meet.
It was just as natural that they
should love. They seemed made for
one another. No engagement existed
between them, but when they had
last parted the farewell meeting of
their eyes told both that their hearts
and their future were united.

The Norton case would not come
up for a year. Wade had an offer
from a publication to invade Central
China and bring back something new
from pen and pencil to give to the
world. Success in this effort meant,
further, a recognition by the Acad-
emy of Design. It was a great com-
mission for a young man and Wade
ambitiously undertook its execution.

A year had nearly gone by. Agnes
had not heard from her lover for
nearly three months. The will -- case
came up in thirty days. The general
was anxious and worried. And Agnes
sat dreaming of Wade at the other
end of the world.

She pictured him among 'great
temples, far extending mountain
chains, amid splendid pageants of
richly garbed mandarins only the
glare and glitter of a vast empire
filled her mind.

At that very hour the man she
loved was at the crisis of his life
a lone figure amid a lonely, lonely
scene. He crouched behind the fig-
ure of an idol in a Chinese burial
ground, pale, worn, his clothing in
shreds, his only possession the pic-
ture of Agnes next to his heart and
his artist outfit and portfolio.

That was stored with sketches and
memoranda of immense value to
science and literature, but courage
had died out of his heart. Thousands
of miles from civilization, a friend-
less, hunted fugitive, he was lurking
in this forlorn retreat clinging with
a natural love of life to a mere thread
of hope.

He drewfurther into the shadow
of his refuge as he made out two
forms approaching. Wade was ex-
pecting somebody, but he was in a
situation where he dared not risk


