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CHAPTER V. (Continued.) 
All the way down to the beach she 

iept the three of us In such a shout 
>f laughter that staider people glanced 
iside at us. I made the change into a 
aathing suit with abandoned haste, yet 
1 found her waiting. The sea was 
jvidently a passion with her as it was 
vith me. Her eyes were shining with 
incitement, her head thrown back, and 
ier slim body, tender in every grace-
'ul line, was vibrant with the thrill 
>f the salt air. She gave me her hand 
is a child might have done, and we 
;nrned up the beach, running lightly 
jntil the voices of the bathers died be-
aind us. 

Suddenly she stopped. "Do you feel 
that way about it, too?" she asked. 

"What way? As if the first plunge of 
the year weie a sort of rfacred rite?" 

"Yes," sha answered. "There is 
something about it—you feel as if it 
Trere such a splendid thing that after 
ill your waiting for it—now, when 
;hc water is there before you, you 
must wait a little sacrificial moment. 
I didn't feel like going in just at the 
irst among all those people. Do you 
jnc(erfitand what I mean? I suppose it's 
necause on the first day I have always 
gone in alone early in the morning." 

I nodded, for that had been my cus
tom also. Without a word we turned 
;ogettier and went slowly down into 
the water. When it reached her waist, 
3he threw her hands above her head 
and dived, swimming under the water 
With long, easy strokes. I looked after 
her a moment, then followed. We 
same to the surface together, drawing 
5ur breath deep and Bhaklng the salt 
water from our eyes. We'swam slowly 
back to the more crowded beach, 
mutually glorying in our pagan rite of 
baptism. 

We stretched out lazily in the hot 
Band, leaning back against a battered 
and upturned dory. Lady had shaken 
down her hair, which her bathing cap 
had failed to keep altogether dry; and 
3pread it lustrously dark upon the 
clean,' sun-blenched planking. 

"I think I understand you now a 
little better, Mr. Crosby," she said. 

"Why?" I asked. 
"I suppose because of the solemn 

rite of the first plunge. It somehow 
makes you clearer. If that is what you 
mean by romance, why I can agree 
with you." 

I had to be honest. "No, that's not 
all I mean—only part. I want things to 
happen *o me, not merely sensations. 
I'm foolishly expecting some tilt with 
fortune at the next turn of the road. 
I suppose you were right that nothing 
much has happened to me, or I 
shouldn' hunt so for the physical i p-
lift of the unexpected. I don't want to 
he merely selfish—I want to help in 
the world, not to harm. I know that 
sounds crudely sentimental, but it's 
hard to say. I mean, for instance, that 
I don't want distress to prove myself 
against, but I do want the shock of 
battle where distress exists." 

' "Then people must seem to you 
merely means to an end" 

"I suppose it must look that way to 
you," I said uncomfortably. "I'm get
ting tangled, but I want you to under
stand—" I hesitated. "When I asked 
questions in the hurry of the other 
night, it wasn't any desire to force 
my way into thingB that didn't concern 
me, to make an adventure of what dis
tressed you—you mustn't think that. 
But it seemed to me that you were in 
trouble, and I wanted—" 

I stopped, for her face had clouded 
as I spoke until now I dared speak no 
more, blaming myself that the per
plexities that possessed me had again 
blundered across her pain. Her eyes 
were upon the ground where her 
fingers burrowed absently in the Band.. 
When she raised them to mine there 1 

were tears in them; but they were 
tears unshed, and eyes that looked at 
me kindly. 

"Please don't," she said. "I do un
derstand. I would like to let you help, 
but—there is nothing you can help 
about, nothing that I can ask or tell." 

"Forgive me," I said, and looked 
away from her. 

I think that from that morning we 
were better friends. Neither of us 

again made any allusion to the night 
of alarm; but It was as if both now 
felt a share in it, a kind of blindfold 
sympathy not altogether comfortless. 
Once when we were making a long 
tour of the woods and beaches, she 
said suddenly: "You don't talk much 
about yourself, Mr. Crosby." 

"Don't I?" I answered. "Well I don't 
suppose that what I am or have been 
in the world would be particularly in
teresting. You were right the other 
day, after all: nothing much has hap
pened to me, or I shouldn't be so 
hungry for adventures." 

"Oh, but you must have had some 
adventure; everybody has." 

I launched into a tale of a green 
parrot confiscated from an itinerant 
vendor and sold at auction in a candy 
store. I stopped suddenly. Was this her 
way of verifying her father's opinion 
of me? She read my half-formed sus
picion like a flash.* 

"Listen," she said with quick ser
iousness. "If I had, or could have, the 
faintest belief in anything really bad 
about you, don't you see that I 
shouldn't be here? I want you to he-
member that." 

"I ought to have known," I replied. 
I'm very sorry." 

With that she swung back into 
gaiety, demanding the conclusion of 
the tale; but I was for the moment 
too deeply touched to follow. We were 
on our way home; and before us where 
the path took a little turn about a tree 
larger than its neighbors, a man 
stepped into our sight. He was walking 
fast, covering ground in long nervous 
strides. He carried a bit of stick with 
which he switched smartly at the 
bushes along the path. For a moment 
we were both silent, then Lady caught 
her breath in a long sigh. It was the 
man we had met at the gate. He saw 
us then and took off his hat. 

"Why, Walter," Lady cried; "when 
did you come?" 

"Just now," he said, "just now. 
AinBlie told me where to look for you. 
Good fellow, Ainslie. Said you and Mr. 
What's-his-name—beg pardon, I never 
can remember names—said you had 
gone for a walk." 

She flushed a little. "Mr. Crosby, let 
me introduce Dr. Reid. His memory 
never can catch up with him, but you 
mustn't mind that. Walter, Mr. Crosby 
was a classmate of Bob Ainslie's, you 
know." 

"So he said; so he said." Doctor 
Reid jerked out the words, frowning 
and biting his forefinger. "Excuse me, 
Lady, but—hold on a second. Got to go 
back next car, twelve-forty-flVe." He 
looked at his watch. "Twelve-seven 
now. Beg your pardon, Mr.—Mr. 
Crosby. Beg your pardon." 

They spoke together for a moment, 
and we continued our walk uncom
fortably. Miss Tabor seemed uneasy, 
and I thought that Doctor Reid re
strained himself to our slower pace as 
if he resented having to wait and 
thought ill of me for my very ex
istence. I caught him frowning side
long at me once or twice, and shoot
ing little anxious glances at Lady that 
angered me unreasonably. 

I left them at the Ainslies* and went 
on to a hurried luncheon made taste
less by irritation. Who in Heaven's 
name was the man? A family physi
cian would hardly go running about 
the country in the daughter's wake— 
for I could not doubt that it was she 
that had brought him here. Why on 
earth should he be rude to me? I had 
never met the man. What business had 
he to behave as if he resented my be
ing with her—of for that matter, to 
resent anything she did? We had 
planned a game of tennis for the after
noon, and Doctor Reid, I reflected, with 
savage satisfaction, could hardly be 
expected to make a third. 

Bob met me at the door. "Hello, old 
man," he said, "we have had a bitter 
loss; Doctor Reid has carried Lady off 
with him to his distant lair." 

CHAPTER VI. 
For a moment I did not know which 

fueling was apparent; surprise, anger, 
or a new and abominable sensation 
that combined the sense of personal 
injury with an intolerable sense of 
loss. Then I saw in Bob's face the re

flection of my own astonishment, and 
tried to pull myself together. 

"Brace up, man," he said, pounding 
me heartily on the shoulder. "Don't 
look as if you saw Hamlet's grand
mother. She's neither married nor 
dead—he's only taken her home in a 
hurry Good Lord, if I'd known you 
.were going to be so tragic I'd have 
broken it as gently as a sucking dove." 

By that time I found words. "I'm all 
right," I said, "only you made me jump 
with your ornamental way of putting 
things. Who is he, anyway, and what 
the devil right has he to come and 
drag her away like this in the middle 
of her visit?" 

"Reid? He's only her brother." 
"Her half-brother, you mean." 
"I suppose so, since the name's dif

ferent. Anyhow, he's no relation to 
Bluebeard, s^ you needn't go looking 
for blood and thunder. I know you. It's 
just that somebody wasn't well at 
home, and they wanted her. Nothing 
at all serious, he said; only if Lady 
was on the ground she could be useful. 
Her mother's heart is a little weak, 
you know. I suppose it's that." 

"Look here, Bob," said I. "There's 
something mysterious about that fam
ily; and although it's none of my busi
ness, I want to know whatever you can 
tell me about them. I want to tell you 
first what I know, and see if you can 
help me clear it up." 

'Nonsense! You never saw a wind
mill yet without swearing it was a 
green dragon with yellow <tfyes and a 
three-pronged tail. They ai'e not half 
so mysterious as you are with that 
hush-hush expression on your innocent 
countenance. Tabor's an importer, 
with a flourishing business In red ink 
and spaghetti and other products of 
Sunny It'. Mrs. Tabor's a dear little 
soul with nerves and an occasional pal
pitation. Lady's a pippin, and Reid's a 
strenuous saw bones that lost half a 
second once in his youth and has been 
chasing it ever since You've been 
reading too much classical literature." 

"Have you known them very long?" 
Why, no, not so very. Oh, come in 

out of the sun and take a sedative. 
You won't be happy till you've re
lieved your florid mind." 

I followed him into his den and ac
cepted a cigarette and something cool 
to drink. Then without more preface 
I told the tale of my adventure, be
ginning with my arrival at the Tabors' 
home. 

"Fine!" was his unfeeling comment, 
"I shall lie awake nights waiting for 
your next Instalment of confidences. 
What are you going to do next?" 

"That's what I'm trying to decide," 
I growled. "And I wish you'd give ma 
a little serious thought, if you can 
stand the strain. I like adventures, but 
my end of this one is getting rather 
unmanageably." 

"My dear man, I'm serious as a 
caged owl. You've been treated out
rageously, if that's any comfort to you. 
Only I fail to see where the mystery 
comes in. Of course, it's just as they 
said: Mr. Tabor has heard some ab
surd slander, or got you mived up with 
somebody else; and Mrs. Tabor wor
ried herself into a state about it, and 
they turned you out. It's a shame—or 
it would be if the thought of you as a 
desperate character who couldn't be 
allowed overnight in a decent family 
were not .so ridiculous. I'll write to 
Tabor myself and tell him that he's 
got the wrong mule by the wrong leg; 
or if you prefer, we'll delegate the 
job to one of your older and wiser 
friends. That's all there is too it." 

"You're leaving out altogether too 
much. How about my door being 
locked? How about the dago sailor at 
the Inn? How about Miss Tabor's 
warning me off for all time, and then 
meeting me here as if she hadn't seen 
me since Christmas?" 

Bob smoked and frowned a moment, 
they brushed the difficulty aside. 

"Accidents, old fellow, accidents. 
The locked door was a mistake, unless 
somebody thought you were too dan
gerous a reprobate to leave at large. 
As for Lady, she has a better head 
than the average, but you can't get me 
to waste any time figuring out how a 
woman's mind works. I've been mar
ried three years." 

"Well, I'm going to find out what it 
all means." 

"It doesn't all mean anything. That's 
where your kaleidoscopic imagination 
gets to work. There isn't any con
ceivable connection between these de
tails, and you talk as if they were, 
veiled and awful hints all pointing one j 
way. Your dragons are windmills, I 
tell you, and your helmet's a copper 
kettle." 

"You'd think differently if you had 
been there. Besides, I know—" i 
stopped shorfr Bob was my friend, and 
whatever I chose to tell him was my 

t • 
own business; but even to him I was j 
UPt betraying confidences. 

"Bob," I said, "I can't prove it, even 
to you, but I know that there is some
thing wrong; and I firmly believe that 
somehow or other all these things! 
work into it. Now if you can throw 
any light at all, help me out." 

"I've told you 'all I know. I'm not 
exactly an intimate of these people, 
but I've known them off and on for 
three or four years, and there simply 
isn't anything unusual about them. 
They're just like every one else, only 
a little nicer—the last people-on earth 
to act so queerly or have a closet 
skslGton/' 

"At any rate, them seem to want to 
get rid of me," I said. "Well, they 
can't do it. If they've got some scan-

• dalous idea of me, they're • going to 
apologize; and if they're in trouble, 
I'm going to make myself useful. I ve 
fallen into an adventure, and I'm go
ing through with it." • 

"I'll tell you one thing," said Bob, 
very solemnly for him, "if there is any 
family secret, it's nothing against 
Lady. She's about as good and white 
and honest—but you don't need to be 
told that.". 

"No," said I, L*I don't. And perhaps 
that's the reason." , 

I waited where I was for the rest 
of the week, partly because I was re
solved not to put myself in the wrong 
afresh by following Miss Tabor's move
ments too immediately, and partly to 
give time for Bob's promised vindica
tion of my character to *ake effect. I 
could not, however, believe that it 
would, in itself, make any great dif
ference; for the more I considered, 
the more it seemed to me that I had 
been right in my suspicion, and that 
the whole empty charge had been 
merely an excuse for driving me from 
the house and a device for terminating 
the acquaintance. I discovered during 
those few days the truth of the saying 
that to think is the hardest thing in 
the world; for my attempts to reason 
out the situation persistently resolved 
themselves into adventurous dreams 
and emotional reminiscences until 1 
suspended judgment in despair and put 
the whole matter from my mind. And 
it was with an eager relief at last that 
I bade good-by to the Ainslies and re
traced my journey. Bob had received 
In the meantime no answer to his let
ter; but by that time I was not to be 
surprised. 

I took my old room at the Inn, got 
myself into white flannels with 
leisurely determination, and set forth 
to call on Miss Tabor. It was not hot, 
and all the air was clear with that 
sparkling zest common enough in 
autumn but rare in the heat of mid
summer; and as I hurried along, the 
beauty of the world flowed over me in 
a great, joyous wave of hope and res
olution. The little distance between 
the inn and the Tabors' I covered be
fore I realized it. ' 

"Is Miss Tabor at home?" I asked 
the maid at the door. 

She took my card and hesitated. 
I'll go and see, sir," she said finally, 
and ushered me into the big living-
room. I was all alone, and the room 
where I sat was cool and pleasant. I 
found my heart beating a, lfttle faster, 
and wondered at myself. Presently the 
maid returned. 

"Miss Tabor is not at home," she 
said. . 

Somehow, I had not expected it, and 
for a moment I stood looking at her 
foolishly as she held open the door. 
"She is in town, is she not?" I asked 
clumsily. 

"I am not sure, sir; she Is not at 
home, sir," the woman repeated wood-
enly. 

I trudged back through the glare of 
the impossibly brilliant day sick with 
disappointment, and wondering if she 
had really been away. Could there be 
any reason why my card had not been 
taken to her? Had some general order 
gone out against me? Then I brought 
my imagination to a sudden halt. I 
was getting to be a fool. The proba
bility was that the maid had simply 
spoken the truth; and in any case, 
the whole matter was easy of deter
mination. At the inn I wrote a short 
note to Miss Tabor, saying that I was 
in town for a few days, regretting 
that I had missed her and asking when 
I should find a convenient hour to call. 
This dispatched. I found myself in a 
state of empty hurry with nothing to 
do; and after supper and a game or 
so of erratic pool. I set out to walk 
off an incipient and unreasoning attack 
of blues. 

By the time I had tramped through a 
couple of townships and turned toward 
home I was fairly cheerful again, 
landmarks had begun to look un
familiar in the gathering gloom, and 
I took my turnings a little uncertainly ; 
so that it was with a thrill of surprise 
that I found myself on a crossroad 
that ran alongside the Tabor place. 
The great house was largely dark and 
peaceful. Windows below glowed 
dimly through the dusk: and above, 
a single square shone brightly. Two 
men were coming up the #Ione drive
way in front, which paralleled the road 
on which I stood; and as they ap
proached the house, it seemed to me 
that they were walking not upon the 
srravel of the drive, but upon the grass 
beside it. When they reached the 
steps they turned aside, and skirting 
the house with a more evident avoid
ance of paths, crossed a stretch of 
lawn to what appeared to be a stable | 
or garage some distance behind it. 
There was a furtiveness about the 
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and at last I saw his hand go back 
and a tiny pebble tickled against the 
glass. Then I held my breath, my 
heart hammering in my ears, for Laay 
Tabor had come to the window. 

"Is that you Walter?" she called un 
der her breath. . 

"Yes," he answered, I have him m 
the garage. All clear in there? **® 
mustn't be seen, you know, mustn. 
be seen at all." 

She laid her finger on her lips and 
the window closed silently and she 
was gone. Reid turned and ran back 
to the garage. When he came out the 
other man was with him, and they 
crept past me among the shrubs, talk-

tly. The other man was tall, 
with a breadth of shoulder and thick
ness of chest that would have done 
credit to a professional strong^aiw 
yet his voice came in an absura 
treble squeak, with an odd precision 
of articulation and phrasing. 

"It is very important that we shall 
go quietly," he was saying. 

"Of course, of course," Reid whis
pered. Then they passed beyond hear
ing under the shadow of the house. 
Presently I saw them again, silhouet 
ted against the gray wall. They were 
standing close together upon the nar
row terrace that ran between the 
driveway and the side of the house, 
and Reid was fumbling at a pair or 
French windows. They opened with a 
faint click; and motioning the other 
man before him, he stepped in, closing 
the windows after them. 

I walked on, ful1 °* an impatient 
wonder at this new mystery, which, 
like its predecessors, would neither 
fit into any reasonable explanation 
nor Suffer itself to be put aside as un
meaning. In front of the house 1 
passed a big limousine, drawn up by 
the roadside, its engine purring softly 
and its lamps boring bright tunnels 
through the gloom. I knew it for the 

'Tabors' by the monogram on the 
Ipanels; and as I went by, I noticed 
the chauffeur lying sleepily back in 

! his seat puffing at a cigar Of course 
er, 

whole proceeding that I did not like, "altlng to take him back; but on what 
and I stood still a moment watching. man could be brought to the 
Presently a match was struck in a; t and Bneak ln at a 

room above the garage and the gas *™dow like fthief was a question be-
flared on. Then, after a while, one of the • _,a fothnm 
m<* came out. running ouietly across Iyon? me 

aa T mv 
the lawn until he come to a stop be-1 After all, I thought, as I reached my 
side the house and directly before me. j room, what business was it of mine. 
The light from the upper window fell By every canon of custom and good 
upon him and he stepped aside into. taste I should accept my rebuke and 
the shade, but not before I had plainly i drop quietly out of the lives of the 

Tabors. By staying I was forcing my
self upon them, certainly against the 

seen his face. It was Lady's half-
brother, Doctor Reid. 

He seemed eSccited, or -perhaps, 
anxious; for his movements were 
more jerky than ever, and he moved 
restlessly and continually *s he waited 
in the shadow. Once of twice he 
glanced nervously over his shoulder. 

wishes of Doctor Reid and Mr. Tabor, 
and possibly even against those of 
Miss Tabor, herself. Nevertheless, 1 
made up my mind perversely. Of 
course, if Miss Tabor wished it, I 
should go, but unless she told me her-

and I instinctively drew back under!self and of her own free will, canons 
the bulk of a big maplp beside the 
road. Then he would move out beyond 
the edge ot the shrubbery where he 
could see the lighted room above the 
garage, then return to his watching 
under the window Once or twice he 
whistled softly. There was no answer, 

of politeness might go hang; rightly 
or wrongly, I would see the thing to a 
finish. 

CHAPTER VII. 
I went to bed with my natural pleas

ure in the unexpected surfeited into 

a baffled irritation. I was more an
noyed .when the morning brought no 
answer to my note; nor did the arrival 
of Doctor Reid about the middle of 
the forenoon tend to improve my state 
of mind. I found him fidgeting on the 
veranda, winding his watch and frown
ing at the furniture. 

"Good morning, Mr. Crosby, good 
morning," he began. "I came down to 
have a few minutes' talk with you, 
but, I'm on my way down to my office 
and I find I'm a little late. Would it 
trouble you too much to walk along 
with me? Sorry to ask you, but I'm 
late already." 

I got my *hat, and we hurried out 
into the glaring sunshine. Reid gave 
the impression, I discovered, of being 
a much faster walker than he actually 
was: I had no difficulty in keeping up 
with him. Something of the safhe 
quality was noticeable in his conver
sation. 

"Beautiful morning I always like to 
get ln a little exercise before work-
Beautiful morning for a walk. Fine. 
Fine. Now about that note of yours. 
No reason at all for your coming back 
here, you know. Acquaintance must be 
entirely broken off. No excuse what
ever for going on with it. Impossible. 
Perfectly impossible." 

I bristled at once. "Is that a message 
from Miss Tibor or an objection on 
the part of the family? I'd like to un
derstand tihs." 

(To Be Continued.) 

COUNTY WILL 
REFUND TAXES 

OTTUMWA LANDS 
THE : 

MEETING OF PRESIDENTIAL P081 
MASTERS COMES HERE IN 1912 4 

' -LAW IS PRESIDENT. 

I 

County Treasurer Henry Glenn- has 
been authorized by the board of super
visors to make a refund of the taxes 
collected on bank stock according to 
the ruling made by Judge F. M. Hun
ter when the matter was taken to the 
district court during the spring. The 
action of Judge Hunter was pursuant 
to the decision of the supreme court in 
which bank stock was exempt from 
taxation and the counsel in the case 
agreed to the ruling of the high court. 
The action of the board took place 
yesterday and the time for collecting 
the refunded tax was fixed at Septem
ber on account of the lack of funds in 
the -treasury. Treasurer Glenn was 
unable to state the amount of the 
taxes to be refunded, and will start 

; -«• ^ tf-
': " " il*#- f--. ̂ 5.*$ 
The closing of the Presidential 

Postmaster's convention in Waterloo 
Friday was marked by the selectioi 
of Ottumwa as the next place of hold 
ing the convention. To further flhoi 
their good will toward Ottumwa, whili 
Postmaster Frank A. Nimocks, wh< 
returned home last night, was at wor 
in the committee room, the officer 
were elected and Ottumwa was choi 
en for the 1912 convention. Returi 
ing to the convention hall, Mr. Nin 
ocks thanked the body for the hon< 
but declined to accept the office ( 
secretary-treasurer for the second tin 
and F. M. Hoeye, of Perry, wa 
elected. The Waterloo Reporter 
Thursday evening's issue, carried 
picture of the Ottumwa postmaster o: 
the front page alongside that of th| 
fourth assistant postmaster general, S 
V. De Graw and Mrs. Lucy B. Smitl 
postmistress of Sioux Rapids. dlf 
patch from Waterloo has the folio* 
ing: 

Waterloo, June 12.—W. R. Law d 
Waterloo, was elected as president a 
the Presidential Postmasters' associi 
tion of Iowa at the final business helj 
Friday afternoon. The vote was uanj 
mous as Mr. Law had provided hit abil, 
ity during the past three days of 
covention in this city. 

Ottumwa was chosen as the plsis 
for holding the 1912 convention. S|o 
retary Nimocks had devoted all 
spare time in pulling for his hoi 
town and succeeded In landing 
next year's convention. 

The following officers were electe 
Secretary and treasurer, F. H. Hoe. 
Perry; vice presidents, W. W. Co 
land, Burlington; A. L. Boyson, Dai 
enport; C. B. Witt, Shell Kock; C. 
Burgess, Cresco; C. H.. Smith, M 
shalltown; Geo. C. True, Oskalooss 
F. C. McCall, Nevada; R. A. Haass 
quist, Chariton; C. A. Reynolds, H>| 
lan; A. L. Risley, Rockwell City aq 
Charles Early, Sioux City. 

Cedar Rapids, Perry and Siotf^fi 

City withdrew in favor of Ottum* 
in their efforts to land the 1912 cot 
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vention. ** 
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Will Talk on New Zealand. 
Albia, June 10.—Rev. W. J. Hastif 

going over the assessor's books and WhQ has been in New Zealand to 
other records necessary to find the several years past will give an illuh 
amount within the next week. He trated lecture at the Christian churds 
states that he does not believe the en- june 15 on New Zealand, its peopjft | 
tire amount can reach $10,000. It will their customs and habits and mod 
be necessary for the various stock- Cf Jiving. Rev. Hastle, who was bor.1 
holders to submit an individual bill the country, was pastor of th 
against the county for the amount ot christian church here tor many yeai 
the taxes to be refunded. fcut ig now a resident of Des Moine 
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