i

:l'"'| > ‘-- i

nowm mu

thumnndhnuln!hlllmtwhl ﬂll hn!hnd qnltu come tntha;'md my
high, broad, sloping, white brow and | companion was speaking.
| the receding border of dark brown,

“Well™ he said. And the light
slightly grizzled hair. That, super- | cheeriness of his tone was not only in
ficlally, was the face. But I saw more

marked contrast with his grave ab-
than that. In the visage of one nat- |

sorption of a moment before, but in
urally brave I saw a battle waged be- | jarring discord with my own present

J -Lu..._r.r

! ;;-:.:_i,a o

. _ o -I".'l a3 4 B

' o . ¥ o L 3 5y

Bl e i =

L, ._t.._ < - g j‘__ T T -
el Tt 1 5§ 4
o

o . -

b S il J It
FVTT oty ¥
N L R e 'F““‘_f-ﬂ**ﬂ — W WY

ComE m e - e e Fa T

turned on the table before me, I was
consclous of a stimulated concern, and
80 made inquiry.
“lI wish you would tell me, first,
whether anything really did occur on

the seventh day.”
“l was coming ko

)
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past, that no Gyges’ ring nor Albe-
rich’s cloak survived to this day to
make invisible their wearers, there o
persisted, nevertheless, a chill, uncan-
ny sense of the supernatural, quite '
evident to me in Cameron’s hushed

hind & mask—a battle between cour | mood. “Well?! What do you make of | but it seemed t that prumpt
age and fear; and I saw fear win. them?” though his response was, there was & sl l;ur;l?a Mann:lr, H:g;ul;a -
Then tI&a g]ﬂﬂk became opaque once My annoyance found volce In my re- | shade of reluctance in his manner; for n“",‘l'il.f: ::: I:r;'r 1::::@: iri.:l:lad if noﬂ-
more, an a , El i \ ’ :
meron, giving me smile | sponse he relapsed into sllence for what must sible, to learn if at any time in my

have been the better part of a min-
ute, and with eyes lowered sat seem-
| ingly lost in thought.

Then he rose, abruptly, and saying:
“Suppose we go into my study, Clyde,”
led the way from the dining room,

“Cameron,” I begged, “for God's
sake be serlous, This doesn’t seem
to me exactly a matter to be merry
over. I don't want to alarm you, but
somehow I feel that these—" and I
shook the crackling, wax-like sheets,

friend's lite he had done aught to en-
gender an enmity to which these
strange developments could be traced
—whether, for instance, in the hot
blood of his youth in some far land he

for smile, was replying.

“There are anonymous letters and
anonymous "letters. Ordinarily, your
method is the one I should pursue. In-
deed I may say that when, about a .
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+| graduation from the tiny French con-

Slready considerably beyond the state
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CHAPTER L

The Vanishing Portrait.

Evelyn Grayson, meeting me on the
old Boston Post Road, between Green-
wich and Stamford, gave me a mes-
the
logical beginning of this story; though
to make everything guite clear from
the start it may be better to hark
the day on
which Evelyn Grayson and I first met.

Then, as now, we were ¢ach driving
our own car; she. a great slxty horse-
power machine, all glistening pale yel-
slx-cyvlinder
racer, of dull dusty gray. But we were
roomy thor-
oughfare as the Boston Post Road. On
the conilrary we were short-cutting

sage from her uncle. That 1is

back a few months, to

low, and I, & ecompact

not on any such broad,

words.

was headed in the opposite direction.

I am going alone to Norton. I have
a bamper in the tonneay for that poor
O’Malley family, 1 shall be back in
time. We dine at half-past seven, you
know. You'll come?”

“Of course T'll come,” I answered
her. I think she must have heard
more in my voice than the simple
words, for her lids drooped, for just
a breath, and the color flamed sudden
below her lowered lashes.

But, after all, I saw very little of
her that evening. It {8 true that she
gat on my right at table, plquantly,
youthfully beautiful in the softly tint-
ed light which filtered through the

“Why not come for dinner?”’ she add-
ed; and her eyes gave accent to her

“But you?' 1 queried; for her car

of advertising circulars.”

now quite dissipated.

none the less eager.

in the opposite direction.

to recall it to your memory?”

month or so ago, I received a com-
munication of that character, 1 did
almost precisely what you now ad-
vise. Certainly I followed one-half of
your prescription—I forgot the lettier;
though, for lack of fire In the dog
days, I did not burn it, but thrust it
into a drawer with an accumulation

My apprehension lest Evelyn and T
were personally affected had been by
It was perfectly
apparent to me that Cameron alone
was involved; yet my anxiety was
Already my sym-
pathy and co-operation were enlisted.
I could only hope that he had mental-
ly exaggerated the gravity of the situ- ]
ation, yet my judgment of him was |
that his inclination would be to err

“And now something has happened

“Someéthing happened very shortly
after its receipt,” he replied. “Some-

“thant these cannot be utterly ignored.”

torted, not unjustly.
ten.”

“There are anonymous letters and
anonymous letters,” I gave him back,
in turn., “These are of an unusually
convineing character, DBesides, they

* And then I paused. I wished to
tell him of that elueive encompass-
ment of ginister portent which had so
Impressed me; of that malign forebod-
ing beyond anything warranted by the
words; but I stumbled in the effort at
expression, “Besides,"” I started again,
and ended lamely, “I don’t like the
fook and the feel of them."

And now he was as serious as 1
could wish,

“Ah!"” he cried, leaning forward
again and reaching for the letters,
“You have experienced {t, too! And
you can't explain it, any more than 17

“But they are anonymous,” he re-
“Anonymous
I letters should be burned and forgot-

| across the great, imposing, grained
and fretted hall to that comparatively
small mahogany and green symphony
wherein he was wont to spend most
of his indoor hours. It was always &
rather gloomy room at night, with its
high dark celling, its heavy and vol-
uminous olive tapestry hangings,
wholly out of keeping, it seemed to
me, with the season—and its shaded
lfghts confined to the vicinity of the
mass{ve polished, and gil*-ornamented
writing table of the period of the First
IEm]:Ire. And it Impressed me now,

in conjunction with Cameron’'s proms-
Ised revelation, as more than ever
grim and awesome.
| I remember helplng myself to a
clgar from the humidor which stood
on the antique cabinet in the corner
near the door. I was in the act of
lighting it when Cameron spoke.
[ “I want you to sit in this chalr,” he

#gald, indicating one of sumptuous up-
holstery which stood beside the writ-

had provoked the vengeance of one
whose humor it 18 never to forget. As
we talked I came to know Cameron
better than I had ever known him be-
fore. He bared to me much of his
early career; he gave me a clearer
view of his temperamental qualities;
and yet I could not but feel that he
left the vital point untouched, that be-
neath his seeming frankness there lay
hidden, shielded, some one episode,
perhaps, which might let the light in
upon our darkness, For my question
was evaded rather than answered.
Presently, we went back to the let-
ters and dissected them, coldly and
critically, sentence by sentence, and
while the weird influence which they
had exerted upon me at the first read-
Ing increased, stimulated possibly by
the incident of the portralt, still we
reached a certaln practical, common-
sense view as to thelr origin; for we
came to eee in them what we be-
lieved to be the hand of a religious

through a narrow, rough lane, beset s
by stone walls and Interrupted at in- [ Pink and silver filigree candle-shades, | thing very puzzling, But in spite of | It 1s something that grips you when ;
tervals by a series of sharp and | but the atmosphere of the dinner was | that, I was inclined to treat/ the matter | You read, like an icy band, hard as | ing table, facing the low, long book- i';:";:]“ wf:;t;j::;t:;ﬁ:;“i?:h ;'Ewﬂ::;
tinged 1 r " 1o vhie ian [ - ; v . | cages linilng the o ite wall. - ’ .
ged by a vague, unreasoning con- | a8 a bit of clever chicanery, devised | 8l€el, in a glove of velvet. It's al 4 Ppos not Biblical, they were certainly of

treacherous angles,

straint as from some ominously brood-

for the purpose, probably, of extortion,

ways between the lines, reaching out,

I did as he bade me, while he re-

the discovery

sacred genesis. d

I know I shall never forget the mo- ; l: it A l l o s
mentary Impression | received. Out | "8 Yet undefinable influence which s such, 1 again put it from my | and nothing you can do will stay fit. a‘ned sianding. : . " 1t 1 indeed
ovhitun : ; 4= “Do you, by any chance,” he asked, | W28 not reassuring. t lent, Indeed,

of the golden sunlight, It seemed to g the three of us. And when | thoughts; but today I received a sec : thought at first 1 imagined 1t, but “remenfher '; pzrtralt which hung | 21 added prick to the perturbation we

me, there had emerged suddenly a
tableau of Queen Titapnla on a topaz
throne—the falrest Queen Titania im-

the coffee and ligueurs were served,
employing some slender pretext for
her golng, she bade us good-night, and

ed.

very terrifying concomitantas of

ond letter, and I admit I am interest-
The affair hans features which
make it, indeed, uncommonly perplex-

the

the oftener I hiave read, the more [
have felt its clutech. The letters of
themselves are nothing. What do you
suppose I care for velled threatg of

above the book-shelves?"
I remembered it very well, It was a
painting of himself, done some years

how

already experienced.

| Nor did the absence of a specified
date for the gecond promised demon-
stration of power tend to relleve our

: aglation ever conjured—and I, in my | J¢ft us, not to return. ing.” |
= m.ld' l‘mn{lns Hpﬂ"d WAB ‘huut to h’l jll!ﬂﬂl.‘. HI {Tﬂmﬂmﬂ, I l.lllt ﬂ.dd I I'E'ilr my imlﬁlnﬂllﬂﬂ was lII.IE.'[-‘;lﬂh‘ thﬂ.t EurtT I.m hlg tnuugh to tﬂ'hﬂ back. l]ut now my ‘nﬂ Euught It in uneasiness, ]n ithis silence we rﬂund
W crash into the gauzy fabric of that | that bhe appeared least affected by— | Although, in spite of his dissemblance, | €@re of mysell, Clyde. I've met perll 'H:i'n* ol " the acme of cunning cruelty. Any day
dream creation and rend it with | @nd certainly in no wise responsible | I saw that he was strangely moved by i about every possible guise, in every " Cef'i[:li't I answered. “It hung at any hour. some other II'I}'BIII'JFHIE'
i brutal for—the pervadiog Infestivity. He had | these bhappenings, 1 could part of the world, and I've never real- ere,” pointing. : g . : .
» al, torturing onrush of relentless, E ' ppening could fancy no 1v knowi (ke Dut this-thic Sa Qi “Quite right. Now I want you to ob- :uuLturlurlﬂg incident was liable to
ccur.

hard-driven nickel steel. 1 take no | Peen, Indeed, rather less demure than
credit to myself for what [ did. Volj- | Was often his wont, chatting with alk | rather commonplace facts he had nar- | ferent. And the worst of it is, I don't | B€rve the uhe.lif-tnp. You see I tried to argue that the seventh day
tion was absent. My hands acted on | MOSt gayety concerning Evelyn’s new | rated. For anonymous letters 1 bad | Xnow why. I can't for the life of me crowded It is. was implled, inasmuch as the second
an Impulse above and beyond all tardy | ole of Lady Bountiful and of her | ever held scant respect. An ambushed make out what It is I'm afraid of.” It was indeed crowded. Bronse nole was I'L"t:{‘l'l‘l'lj on the same day of
mental guidance. For just a flashing | Noroton beneficiaries. As for the sub- | enemy, I argued, Is admlittedly a cow- He had gone very pale, and his | busts and "“"“*'“_"-":_ yachting and R G e S e g S
instant the gray nose of my car rose | Jéct upon which he desired to consult | ard. And so I was in danger of grow- | #trong, capnble hands, which toyed | 0N STOPRSAS, T 81 Ve; STRISL pRote continuation of theo ' original threat
before me, as In strenuous assault it | Me, it had not been so much as men- | Ing impatient. with the two lettors. quivered and | SYRDRS; & score of-0dds ARQ ends, 8OW | o, o' et o ohed the (ntrinsle
mounted half way to the coping of |tloned; so in looking back, It seems “When the second letter came,” he | {W/tched In excess of nervous tension, WHiEe .“'m.hﬂmd Whey waee awr, 0T strength which  earrles  conviction,
the roadside wall. I fell my seat dart | impossible that matters of which | continued, bringing his left hand for- | Then, with a finger pointing to the | Was scarcely an Inch of Epth":ﬂ iR and, as Cameron put it, we could only
| ink-stain at the bottom of one of the | cupled. I had frequently observed this Satal audi walli® oo the comnuit:

away from beneath me, was consclous
of my body In awifi, unsupporied
aerial Alght, and then—but It ls Idle
to attempt to set down the conglom-
erale sensallons of that small fraction
of a second. When | regaingd con-
pciouaneas, Queen Tianla was kneel
Ing In the dust of the lapd beslde me
—a very diatreased agd anxious Queen
Tilanla, with wide, startled eyes, and
qulveringly =,mpathetic lipn —and
about us were a half dogen or more
of the vicinal country folk

Boetween that meeting In mid-May

nelither Evelyn nor 1 was at the time
informed could have exerted an effect,
save through Camecron’s undetected,
subconsclous inducement,

Even after his nlece had with-
drawn, Cameron continued for a time
to discusa with me toples of general
and public, rather than personal, Im-
port. He spoke, I remember, of a
merien of articles on “The Commercial
Resources of the United States” the
publication of which had just begun
in The Weok, of which | am owner
and editor; and though I fancled at
first that It might be in this connec-

ward to join his right on the dazzling |
white gronnd of the table’s damask, "I
psearched smong the clrculars for the
first, and found It. 1 want you to seo
them both. The writing la very curl-
ous—] have never seen anything just
like It—and the signature, If I may call
it that, Is still more singular. On the
firmt letter, I took It for a blot. DPut
on the second letter occurs the same
black blur or smudge of Identical oul-
line.”
Hand. It was the natural corollary,
feecing that the newspapers had Been

Of course 1 thought of the Rlack |

| sheets, he asked:
I "What does thpt look like to you?™
| I took the tter from him, and
Fscrutinizing the rude figure with con-
| centrated attention for a moment, ven-
tured the suggestion that It somewhat
resembled a boat,

“A  onemnsted  veasel, sguare-
rigeeg.” he added, in elucidation,

“Kxactlly.”

“INow turn It upside down.”

I did »o.

“Now what do you pee?™

“The head of n man wearing a hel-

I
|
r'
l
!

plethora of ornament and resented IL
It gave to that part of the room the
semblance of a curlosity shop. When
I had nodded my nssent, he went on:
“On the afternoon of Friday, August
twenty-first, seven days after the re-
oeipt of that first letter, I was ilttln.’
where you are altting now. [ was
reading, nnd deeply Interested. 1 had
put the letter, asn I told you, entirely
out of my mind. [ had forgotten It,
absolutely. That seventh-day business
I had regarded—Iif [ regarded it at all
—as ldle vaporing. That this was the
nfternoon of the seventh day did not

catlons offered no alternative. They
made no demand which being com-
plied with would avert penalty. Only
implacable and Inevitable retribution,
calm, patient, and determined, effused
from every line.

Dut, In spite of Cameron’s evident
anxiety—and In using that term | am
very mlldly siating his obvious condl
tlon of mind—he sternly refused to
consult either the police or the private
detectives,

“You may not know,” he explained,
“that I am largely interested In A cen

and this meeting on the old Hoston oA *mbl '
Past Road In mid-September, there | lon he wished to conmult me, I vory | giving us a surfeit of Rlack Hand X 10 TORCMUTANCS  WAR YOIV | oceur to me until afterwards. 1 recall | 1210 1ine of Industrial enterprises, the
Bad been others, of course; for Queen | *00n discerned that he was merely | threats and Dlack Hand outrages. But i '* that 1 sed | ding to ponde Shares of which are lisied on the New
Titania, whose day | oning a statement contalned therein | somehow, 1 did not d . | “A straw helmet, apparently,” he | I8t " Pausec I Teading "0 ponder & | v » Stock Exchange. S8hould the pub-
aAnia, w every-<day name, as | . not dare to volee It. [ o lificd. “such as Is worn in the | PATAgraph that was not quite clear to ; W Sr el e
' lic become aware that my Ilife Is

have sald, waa Evelyn Grayson, was
the mniece and ward of my nearest
nelghbor, Mr. Robert Cameron, a gen-
tleman recently come to reside om
what for a contory and more had been
known as Lhe old Townsbury Estate,

an A text for certaln viewsn of his own
on the conservation and development
# the country’s Umber supply.

I go thus Into what may seem un-
Interesting detall, partly that 1 may
give a hint as to the character of

To have suggested anything so ordl-
nary to Cameron in his present mood

And when, at the next moment,
drew from an inner pocket of his eve-
ning coat two thin, wax-llke aheets of

would have been to offer him offense. |
he .

[{lrlrnt. And yet the profile Is not that
y of an Orlental, Now, look at your ves-
sel again.” And once more | reversed
| the sheet of paper.

“Can it be a Chinese Junk 1 I asked.
“It might be a sailing proa or ban-

me, and that while In contemplation 1
fixed my eyes upon that portrait, I re-
member that, because It struck me,
then, that the fleah tints of the fare
had grown muddy and that the thing
would ba better for a cleaning. 1 re
too, that at that moment, the lit-

threatened, very serlous consequences
might ensue in the market. No, Clyde,
whatever I8 done, must be done by
rnurselves, and by friendasa whom we
can frust absolutely. 1 can take no
risk of this horrid thing getiing Into

extending for quite a mile along the | Cameron’s mind, but more especlally | paper and passed them to me, 1 was c." be returned. “sech 88 the o In call,
Comnecticut shore Long Teland | lo Indicate how lghtly he would have | glad that I had kept silence. For the | o= B UPRE. E00E B8 AP 80 L | 41q “clock, yonder, struck three, I re- [ !N mewspapers. Besides,” he added,
letters were no rough, rude scrawls = ' | sffned my reading: but presently, an. | W!!h a kindly, considerative smile,

Bound In the neighborhood of Green-
wich

The intervening four months had
witnessed the gradual growth of as
mear an approach to Intimacy hetween
Cameron and myself as was possible
ceomaldering the manner of man that
Cameron was. By which statement I
mean to Imply naught to my neigh-
bor's discredit. He was In all respects
admirable—a gentleman of education
and culture, widely traveled, of exalt-
ed ldeals and noble principles to which
he gave rigid adherence. Put—1 was
about to qualify this by describing
him as reserved and taclturn. I fear,
though, to give a wrong Impression.
He was scarcely that. There were
moments, however, when he was unre-
sponsive, and he was never demonstra-
tive. e had more poise tham any
man I know. He allowed you to see
just so much of him, and no more. At
times he was almost stsbbornly retl
cent. And yet, in spite of these qual-
Ities, which appeared to be eultivated
rather than Inherent, he gave repeated
evidence of a nature at once so sim-
ple and kindly and sympathetic as to
eommand both confidence and affee.

with Evelyn there had been no such
temperamental impediment. She was
fearlessly ontspoken, with a frankness
born of unspoiled innocence: barely
mix weeks having elapsed between her

vent of Sainte Barbe mear Paris and | symption of nonchalance in his man- el e ity ey “And th ot dell by | most immediately, and had hidden it
'ﬁr prﬂkmu encounter in that con- | ner of expression to deceive even the - : = ey were not delivered by : s plishment was, perhaps, after all
trﬂf‘hﬂfﬂ'ﬂ! “Once more, as earnest of what is muﬂnﬂﬂr?" | AWaAY in a closet of the hall behind an ¢ g y
least observant, of which I am not array of raincoats. The cutting had merely a harlequin trick, quite simple ;

yet blessed little
Hent lane. And she pospessed,
eover, a multiplicity of addition-
charma, both of person and dispo-
Atic *harms too numerous indeed
) emnmerate, and far too sacred to
Mincn From which it may rightly

inferred that we understood each
. Evelyn and I, and that wa were

_ﬁﬂnﬂmm formal acguaint-
ip.
'ﬂlﬂ Qneen Titania who now
Mtnlﬂmm“m
> : level, weilolled highway,
IMhMﬂirﬂluﬂmn. It

had me think he regarded that for
which he sought me.

Meanwhile my curlosity grew keen-
er. It was natural, I suppose, that 1
thould fancy Evelyn involved In some
way. In fact I then attributed the de-
pression during dinner to her knowl
edge of what her uncle and guardian
purposed to say to me. Likewise [
found In this conception the reason
for her sudden and unusual desertion,
Hitherto when I had dined here Eve
irn had remalned with us while we
smoked our cligarettes, Jeading us at
length to the music room, where for
A glad half-hour the rich melody of
her youthful sweet contralto voles
mingled In pleasing harmony with her
swn piano accompaniment.

And while I vainly made effort to
imagine wherein I might have laid my-
self open to the disapproval of thia
nost punctilious of guardians—for |
sxpected nothing lese than a studious-
Iy polite reference to some shortcom-
Ing of which I had been unwittingly
gnilty—I momentarily Jost track of
my host’s discourse. Embrging from
my abstraction It was with a measure
of relief that I heard him saying:

your ability to get a line on one's
character from hia handwriting.
That’s why 1 telephoned for you this
afternoon. [ have received an anony-
mous letter.”

There was an all too apparent as-

one, The effect was to augment the
reriousness of the revelation. I saw
at once that he was more disquieted
than he wonld have me know.

He was leaning forward, a ‘Ilttla-l
constralnedly, his left hand gripping:
the arm of his chair, the fingers of his.
right hand toylng with the stem of
his gold-rimmed Bohemian liqueur’
glans,

“An anonymous letter!™ I repeated,
with a deprecatory smile. “Anonymous
letters should be burned and forgot-
ten. Burely you're not bothering about
the writer?”

1 wish I conld put before you an ex-
act reproduction of Cameron’s face as
I them saw it; those rugged ountlines,

in his chair, sat silently thoughtful,

of an literate Mafia or Camorra. In
phrapeclogy as well as In penman-
Ehip they were Impressively unique.
“If you don't mind,” Cameron was
saying, “you might read them aloud.”
He rose and swHched on a group of
electric wall lights at my back, and 1
marked for the hundredth time his
physigque—his towering helght, his
powerful shoulders, hia leannesa of
hip and sturdy etraightness of limb.
He did not look the forty years to
which he confessed.

One of the long French windows
which gave upon the terrace stood
ajar, and before resuming his seat
Cameron paused to close It, dropping
over it the looped curtains of silver
gEray velvet that matched the walls,
In the succeeding moment the room
was ghostly gilent; and then, breaking
against the stillness, was the sound of
my voice, reading:

“That which you have wrought shall
in turn be wrought upon you. Take
warning therefore of what shall hap-
pen on the seventh day hence. As

decreed. The waye of our God are

That was the first letter. The sec
ond began with the same sentence:
“That which you have wrought shall
in turn be wrought spon youn.”

But there, though the similarity of
tenor continuned, the wverbal Identity

decreed, there will be shown unto you
a symbol of our power. Precaution
cannot avail. Fine wordas and a smil-
ing countenance make not virtme.”
And bemeath each letter was the
gtrange #ilhouette which Cameron
had mentioned.

It is difficult for me to convey the
most meager idea of the emotional in-
fluence which these two brief com-
munications exerted. They seemed to
breathe a grim spirit of implacable
Nemesla far in excess of anything' to
be found In the euphemism of the
writtem words.

When 1 had finished the reading of
them aloud, Cameron, leaning far back

his eyes narrowed behind his glasses,

but fixed apparently upon the lights
behind mea. And so, relunctant to Inter-

gun follows sun, so follows all that is '

I can't understand what It has to do
with me or 1 with it."

I was gtill studying the black daub,
when he said:

“But you haven't told me about the
bhandwriting What can you read of
the character of the writer?”

“Nothing," I answered, promptly.
"It 1a curious penmanship, as you say
~heavy and regular and upright, with
eome strangely formed Jletlers: es-
pecially the {'sa and the p's; but it
tella me nothing™

“But I thought—" he began.

“That I boasted? 8o I did. When
one writea as one habitually writes It
ia very easy. These letiers, however,
are not in the writer’s ordinary hand.
The wrifing Ia as artificlal as though
you, for example, had pripted a note
in Roman characters. Were they ad- |
dreased in the spame hand?™

“"Precisely.”

“What waas the post-mark?”

“They bore no post-mark. That is
another strange circumstance. Yet
they were with my mall. How they
came there I have been unable to saa
certain. The people at the post office
naturally deny that they dellvered

Nor has Checkabeedy, who sorts the
mail here at the honse. But each of
them lay beside my plate at break-
fast—the first on the fourteenth of
August; the second, this morning, the
fourteenth of September.”

“80 far as I can learn, no.”

“Tt 18 very odd,” 1 commented, with
feeble banality.

I took the letters from his hands
once more, and held them Iin tuarn be
tween my vision and the candlelight,
hoping, perchance, to discover a wa-
ter-mark in the paper. But I was not
rewarded.

“You examined the envelopes care-
fully, I presume 7 waa my query as 1
returned the sheets to the table,

“More than carefully,” he answered.
“But you shall see them, If you like.
I found no trace of saAny identifying

| the nearest we came to a solution, and

other atatement demanding coglitation,
I lowered my book, and onoe more my
eyes rested on the portrait. But not
on the muddy flesh tints, because—"
he paused and leaned forward, towards
mfe, speaking with Impressive empha-
kls. “Decause,” he repeated, “there
were no flesh tints there. Decanse
there was no head nor face there!”™

1 sat up snddenly, open-mouthed,
speechlesa, Only my wide eyes made
question.

“Cut from the canvas,” he went on,
In lowered volce, “clean and sharp
from crown to collar. And the hands
of the clock pointed to iwelve min-
utes past three”

CHAPTER Il

Rifle SBhota Echo In the Woods.
Of conveying even a tithe of the hor
ror 1 experienced at Cameron’s dis-
closure | am nigh hopeless. The more
we discussed the occurrence the less
susceptible it seemed of explanation.
And what Is so terrifying as the In-
explicabhle, or g0 dreadful as the In-
tangible? Here, apparently, was an
enemy of calm and cunning malignity,

save as it pointed with significant fin-
ger to some dire and inevitable sequel
~—yet with such crafty secrecy as eom-
pletely to mystify and dismay.

Cameron showed me the mutilated
portrait. He had taken It down al-

been done, evidently, with an exceed-
Ingly keen blade, and very dexterous-
ly done. But that it should have been
accomplished in twelve minutes, while
Cameron sat in the room, not fifteen
feet distant, was beyond our compre
hension. Absorption in his book was

that was scarcely tenable. For there
was the crowded top of the book-
shelves. To cut the canvas, the van-
dal must either have stood npon that
or have reared a ladder. There was
not room for the foot of a child on the

mark.” .

Thus far he had made no further
mention of the “puzzling happening”
which followed the receipt of the first
letter, and in the Inteest provoked by
the letters themselves I had foreborne

rupt his reverie, I started to read
them through again slowly, this time

to myself, ixing each sentence indeal-
ibly in mind as I proceeded. But be

to quesation him; but now as the words
“seventh day hence™ foll again nnder
my eye, standing out, as It wers, from
the »est of the seript which lay up

shell-top: and as for the ladder, it wak
unthinkable. How conld a ladder have
been carried in and out without Cam-
eron being conscions of It? From
every possaible angle wé viewed the in-
cident, making every concelvable con-
osssion, and no half-way plaunsible an-
swar to the riddle presented {tself,
And though our common-senhes told ne

“"Evelyn must be kept In Ignoranoe,
Not for worlds would 1 have her trow
bled by our perplexing enlgma.”

My suggestion that he should go
abroad for a time, or at least epend a
few weeks at Newport, was met with
aimilar obstinate refusal.

“l admit that T have been somewhat
npset by thls extraordinary combina-
tlon,” was the way he expressed It,
“but I am not a coward. I am not go-
ing to run. Even If I were Inclined to
do 8o, what should T gain? If a man
be not safe In his own house, where In
Heaven's name is he likely to find
safety ™

Quite naturally I was led by this ex-
pression to Inquire whether, per
cthance, he mistrusted any of the many
persons who were employed in the
house and about the estate. But, some
what to my surprise, he was almost
gravely offended by the mere sugges-
tion. Neverthelesa there were several
features of the affair, chief of them
the manner in which the letters were
received, which cansed me to dwell
with some mental persistence on this
a# the most profitable ground for spec
nlation. And when at length, In the

2 tiom. “l think you told me once, Clyde, | ™a0V. On the righteous he showers | anything unstamped, as these were; morniog’
; e, _ _ ' ) - g'a small hours, 1 retarned to
To the progress of my Intimaey |that you rather prided yourself on | Dlessings; on the evil he pours {and Barrie, the lad who fetches the | Who chose to manifest his powerina | .\ 0000t o bed, I carried the
roe misery. letters, has no recollection of these. | Manner aimost Judicrously puerile thonght with me.

The sowing of this seed In the sub-
conscious garden of my mind brought
forth fruit after its kind. 1 awoke
with a perfectly clear understanding
of how that which, the night before,
had seemed so impossible of accom-

when exn' 'ned.
(To be continued.)
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Surpassed Them Al
A near race rlot happened In A
southern town. The negroes gathered
in one erowd and the whites In an-
other. Tha whitea fired their revol
vera into the air, and the neproes
took to thelr heels. Next day a plan-
tatlon owner sald to one of his men:
gathered last night?” “Yassir”™ *“Did
you run like the wind, Sam?™

that was running Ilike the wind. -4 *
Pennaylvania Grit.

e

Lightning Killa 98 Sheep.

Cable Cove, Ore,, a flash of
plowed its way through a huddled

that the time of miracles was long

herd of sheep and left 98 carcasses
| ts pacn.” L

LT e

“Ham, were you In that crowd thal '
“No
#ir. T didn’t run like the wind, ‘deed 3
I #éidn’t. But 1 passed two '_{

1’-«

an electrical storm llll,'-
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