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BARTON'S EXPERIMENT

By Frank Filson.
John Barton had fallen in love with

Lucy Dean after the first germs of
his deadly purpose Jiad sowed them-
selves in his mind. Once there, they
had taken root and flourished, so that
not even the new interest in his life
could prevent their development.

The idea possessed him, body and
soul. Since boyhood the temptation
had come to him at idle moments
when he was vaguely dissatisfied
with life. But he had always fought it
down and conquered with sheer will
power.

He knew, however, that the law
could never touch him. He knew that
he could carry out this design with
impunity, holding the harrowing
knowledge of it in hiswn soul until
the day of discovery. There was no
one on earth whom he could trust
with his secret. No confidant could
be his, and his best friends would
have shrunk from him had he re-
vealed his design.

Love comes unexpectedly enough,
and Barton's soul was torn in twain
after Lucy had promised to be his
wife. Yet, fight as he might, he could
not withstand the prompting of that
impulse within. He had given rein to
it too long.

He had a month's vacation every
summer. That would be ample time
in which to set his purpose, though
his plan would not come to full frui-
tion for two or three months longer.
However, it was only necessary to
start, and, automatically, the train
that he had fired would smolder until,
without intervention upon hjs part,
the ripe fruits of his enterprise be-

came manifest.
Barton had rented a little furnished

cottage in a remote region of the
Adirondacks, where his only neigh-
bors were a few woodmen. They
would see his preparations, but they
would not tmderstand. Simple minds
like theirs would not thing of ques

tioning the purpose of the soft-spok-

city man. Barton knew how to
mix with all classes of society, and he
felt assured that here, if anywhere,
he could carry his plan to perfection.

He made some miserable excuse to
Lucy to cover his absence for so long
a period, and disappeared from the
haunts of his friends. And the even-
ing after his departure from the
Grand Central station found him in
the little cottage, alone, staring out
moodily across the lake.

The clay-clor- chemical which
was so essential a feature of his de- -

The Clay-Color- Chemical Stood on
The Little Bare Table.

sign stood on the little bare table
in the room which he has selected
for his operations. It had a southerly
exposure, and the sunlight, gleaming
all the morning through a clearirigJin
the forest, enabled him to trace mi-
nutely the development of his exper-
iment And that he would succeed he
had no doubt at all

H had the formula calculated to a
nicety. ' All that was necessary waB
time for the chemical combinations
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