
and there he labored, industriously but ineffectually,
on his salvage scheme and other equally unpractical
devices. These were a never-failing source of delight
to Luke Clayborne. To draw Horton, by skilful
questioning, into a long explanation of his latest
invention, and then to pierce the fabric of his reason-
ing with keen shafts of ridicule, was a practice in
which the old man took the greatest pleasure. But
nothing could shake Horton's faith and belief in bis
contrivances, and he never openly resented the brutal
sarcasm of the man to whom he owed bis life and the
means of living.

"Air like this seems to have positive weight — to
press down upon one, to' lower the spirits, affect the
temper," went on Moore.

"Isuppose that's intended for me," Violet flashed
out.

"No," said Moore, "Iwas speaking in the abstract.
But surely atmospheric influences do induce mental
impressions. These, in turn, react on the body."

"Foolishness," remarked Clayborne, stroll-
»ing to the edge of the cliff. "Pure foolish-
ness."

"Do you think so?" asked Moore. "Per-
haps we ought not to be susceptible; but we
are. Take, for instance, the inhabitants of
Southern countries, such as Greece, Spain
and Italy. They are hot-blooded, quick-tem-
pered. It is a direct result of the climate in
which they live."

"They or their immediate forebears,"
agreed Clayborne, unexpectedly. "But those
influences obtain throughout their lives — not

*Wo faw- tuwtrm minutes."

"Why shouldn't the latter be the case
also?" queried Moore. "I'm not feeling very
fit myself to-night; but I contend it is the
weather. It makes me irritable."

"Itappears to have the same effect on Vio-
let," said Clayborne.

The girl was still gazing moodily at the
water. The little yacht which she had been
watching was now- so near that it was hidden
from her view beneath the cliff. -:..

"I wish you'd let me alone," she cried
petulantly, springing out of her chair and
going to the edge of the rocks. "You're al-
ways holding me up as a horrible example.
Your remark about 'immediate forebears'
was entirely uncalled for. Ob, I know you
meant my mother and father," she went on,
as Clayborne still smiled; "and I wish you 'd
let them alone, too—my mother, anyhow. I
don't see why you should always be calling
me to account for her misdeeds."

"That will do, Violet. You are simply
proving the truth of what 1 said," inter-
rupted Clayborne.

"I'm sure your Uncle Luke meant no re-
flections on you, Violet," ventured Horton.

Violet'turned impatiently away from him.
She was never very grateful for his efforts as
a peace-maker.

"No—of course not; he never does," she
said with a slight sneer. "Nor does Mr.
Moore, when he selects illustrations for his
theories."

"The shoe seemed to fit," rejoined Clay-
borne.

Moore bit his lip and said .nothing. He had been
unfortunate in his choice of an example. He had
always looked on Violet \u25a0 Clayborne as an American
girl, as she was by bringing up. education, environ-
ment and loyalty. Yet he knew, and knew he should
have remembered- — for the knowledge had come to
him very recently and surprisingly — that she was
by birth a Sicilian, and that her true name was
Violetta Sforenzi.

CHAPTER 11.

Kenneth Moore was the junior partner in the law
firm of Chittick and Moore, of New York. -He was
spending his vacation at Windward Harbor with his
friend Jasper Hamlin, the resident physician at the
Inn. Hamlin's duties were riot arduous, and the two
young men divided their time between sailing in
Hamlin's catboat and exploring the country in
Moore's automobile.

Violet Clayborne had been their companion on
many of these excursions. Hamlin had known her
for several years, and was on terms of such friendly
intimacy with her that Moore had felt some awk-
wardness in forming a third party on their sails and
"rides.* Then Vera Haven, who had been Violet's
chum at boarding school, came to the Inn under the
ehaperonage of an aunt, and changed the trio into a

quartette, and the summer days sped by with
winged feet.

For the last week or so, however. Moore reflected,
as he watched Hamlin fasten the Belle to the wharf,
and start to climb the path up the cliff, a feeling of
Constraint had come over the four friends. Moore
had loyally recognized Hamlin's first claim on Vio-
let's society; and had always paired himself off with
Vera. Yet, unwilling as he was to confess it, even
to himself, Moore found Luke Clayborne's ward,

with her dark, almost sinister beauty, by far the
more attractive of the two girls. He was afraid that
he had unconsciously shown this preference, and
that Vora's growing indifference and the no-
ticeable coolness on the part of Hamlin were the
result of his inability to conceal his admiration
for Violet.

"We thought we should have to go to your rescue,
Jasper," exclaimed Moore, as the young physician
joined the group on the lawn; "but now you have

come to ours. We have been almost quarreling over
the question of how far mental impressions may
react on the body. Is not, our physical condi-
tion often very strongly affected by our state of
mind?" " * y^'l-i "?,

"No doubt about it." Hamlin agreed, taking a
cigar from bis pocket, and cutting off the end with
his knife. "I am constantly encountering such
cases.. Some of them are permanent. Birth-marks,

on children, for example, are often .the direct result
of some unpleasant mental-impression which the
mother has received. Sir Richard Calmady, had a
prototype in real life." .*: ' -

Moore frowned at the*grewsome picture this con-
jured up; but Hamlin was in his element.

"Aremarkable instance of that sort of thing was
told me by my father. He was, you may remember,
an army surgeon, and served many years on the
frontier. A professor of geology, from an Eastern
college, out West .on an exploring expedition, was
surprised by a war party of Apaches. He was cap-
tured, but not before he had killed one of the braves.
The Indians trussed him up and promised him a. lin-
gering death by torture. By means of signs, they
made known to him that he was first to be decorated
with designs drawn on his body by red hot irons,
and then burned at the stake."

"Don't, Jasper!" cried Violet, with a shudder.
"It 's 100 horrible!"

"No. it isn't. Vi," Hamlin argued. "It's very in-
teresting. They did n't have time to carry out their
intentions. The professor understood that the first
act on the program would be to burn a cross on .'jP*.
breast. He was tied up where he could see the IT*-
dians heating the irons. He was a man of strong
imagination, and the mental picture he drew of the
impending proceedings was too much for him. He
fainted, just as a troop of United States cavalry, to
which my father was attached, rode up ami put the
Indians to (light. Now, see the effect of the mental
impression on the man's body. The hot irons bad
never touched him. . They had not even been taken
from the fire. Yet my father, on undertaking to re-

vive him, found a large red cross distinctly marked
on bis breast."

Luke Clavborne laughed derisively.
"And you expect persons of sense to swallow

that?" he exclaimed. "Why, it's prepos-
I,roils! Of Bourse, the Indians had branded
him after he lost consciousness."

"I beg your pardon, Mr. Clayborne," re-

torted Hamlin shortly. "The cross had not

been burned on the man's skin; it appeared
underneath the epidermis, a stigma that he
carried with him for the rest of his life. In
moments of strong emotion, it turned a

bright crimson. After this experience, he
could never see a bonfire without turning
sick and faint."

"Bah!" sneered Clayborne. "Your father
was amusing himself at your expense."

"My father never lied to me, Mr. Clay-
borne," cried Hamlin, with Hashing eyes;
"and this experience he told me as a scien-
tific fact. The story may seem improbable
to you ; but — " •

Clayborne abruptly turned to Moore.
"Did you make a corrected copy of my

will he interrupted.
"Yes," replied Moore. "I brought it with

me." Clayborne had taken advantage of the
lawyer's presence at Windward Harbor to
employ him to put in legal form bis wishes
for the disposal of his estate.

"Good." said Clayborne, "give it to me.
I '11 read it over in the library, and if it 's all
right now. I '11 sign it. All of you come,"
he added; "I may want you." Taking the
document from Moore, he went toward the
steps of the east porch, the others following
slowly.

The library was a large, almost square room,

occupying the southwest corner of the house.
While the others sat around rather uncom-

fortably and talked in whispers. Clayborne.
ensconced in an arm chair, read the will in
silence.

"You have done well. Mr. Moore," he said,

when he had finished; "very well, indeed.
This is exactly what I wished to say. I'll
sign it at once."

"Miss Haven and Dr.-Hamlin can act as
witnesses," suggested Moore. "As they are
not mentioned as beneficiaries, they are eli-
gible to do so. Besides, they are both young
and likely to survive you."

"Miss Haven may," returned Clayborne, picking
up a pen and affixing his signature; "but I'm not so

sure about Hamlin. Any man reckless enough to go
sailing to-day is likely to have a short life."

Hamlin flushed hotly. Reflections on bis seaman-
ship hurt his pride. However, he bit bis lip and
witnessed Clayborne's signature without comment.

"I'm afraid, Mr. Moore, that we ought to be
starting hack." Vera said, alter she had added her
name. "It is almost dark, and Aunt Mary will be
worried. It won't be long before the storm breaks."
She cast an anxious glance out of the window.

. The wind was rising rapidly; and the lightning
flashed with ever-increasing brilliancy. From the
foot of the cliff came the low moaning of the tor-
tured waves.

"Just a minute, Miss Haven," said Clayborne, as
she turned'from the window; "I am going to read
the document to you. It is only fair that you should
know the contents, after witnessing (he signature."

Moore frowned. He did not want Clayborne to
read the will aloud.
'."It is hardly necessary, and not customary," he

began;""and Ithink — "
"Then we'll establish a new precedent," Clay-

borne said curtly. "Please sit down."

And there he labored, industriously but ineffectually
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