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“'fhe deep raw gold tints
"~ and added to the transparency of her

onth spain over

As 1 Yook bacl' on it, now, I cannot
understand why I did this. It was the
only plece of proof, the only clue left.
And yet, when he asked to koep it
for a little, 1 consented without 8o
much as a demur. I argued, I sup-

that he was & reputable mer
an established business,
. ety on his
part was not to be considered.

“And your frieand” he sald, as he
folded the paper, “was never in
China?

“Never.” | afirmed.

“How do you know?*

“He has told me #0.”

It was neither a smile nor & pneerT
which floated for just a moment acrosa
those sphinx-llke features. It was &
look of pitying tolerance, a patroniting
gleam, merely, trom the small, deep-
get, almond eyes. One of England’s
greatest actresses, In gpeaking of the
Chinese, has sald: “They Jook as if
they are always thinking, ‘1 have “‘I’ﬁ!
pefore you; [ shall live after you.'
That was how Yup Sing looked then.

his purple silk.

“Clome to me tomolTow evening.

the Chinese resiau-
at nine

‘clock.”™

From mYy puh-tldn-n-t the cop¥
of the afternoon paper, and polpted to
the article aboat the Colostial and the
mysterious DOX.

“Do you suppose that ecould have
any bearing o= the mat |
anked. _

He adjusted his apectacies and read
the hall-column, slowly, from first to
jast. Then he amiled,

“{ have that box ia my cellar,” he
aald. “It contains woolen underwear

from Lowell, Masts-

Put | searcely heard him, for my al-
tention waa on the awiftly moving
brush of the Nitle Chinewe mald, a8
deftly handled, Wt noOw plocked ouat

% strokes a sllhouette
upon the plece of rice paper before
ber—a familiar stihouette of a ahori,
clumay curved boal with broad lug-

sall

-

CHAPTER XIL

"We Were In Peking Together”

AL my evening conference with Eve
hra Orayson, reviewing the day's
evenis 1 dwell with some Inalatence
npon the singularity of that eplende at
Yap Sing'a

1t waa Impressively slgnificant.” 1
malntained, “even I it was omly &
eolnsidence. Incidentallr It ronvinced
me that nothing escaped Mr. Yup's ob
servation. 1 had no intention of re
ferring to my discovery | chose Tath
er to have him think | had not not leed
the fignre the child was painting. But
my cholca was not to be gratifled e
knew that ] had eeen and notheed It
and mo. to relleve the sitnation, he
frankly dlrected my altention to the
symbol, explaining that what [ had re
garded as mvateriond was most eom
monplace. Tt |s one of the firzt thines
that Chinese bahles learn to draw'
he went on, ‘It Ia ke the pothook and
banger of the American primary
schools. First they draw houses, then
ehips, then men; and the honses, the
ships and the men are all allke, Just
as are your A's, your B'R, and yomr
(™a. ‘And when signed to a letter.' 1
gueried, "what does your ahip stand
tor?” He shrugged his lean shomiders
in a manner almoet Gallle. “Who shall
say?” he returned ™

“and do vom belleve the pothook
and hanger explanation? Evelyn
asked, pointedly. Tt was her way to
probe at once to the heart of a matier,

“1 ‘can’t say that T am altogether
convinced ™ 1 answered, non-commit.
tally. “Tn spite of Mow's enthnslastie
encomivm. [ was not very favorably
fmpres=ed by Ynp Sing His wall of
reserve ls too high and too thiek. Tt
ja nelther scalable nor penetrable.
And yet he stands well, 1 belleve, In
the commumity.”

We sat In the mnsic room, where &
ﬂtlnfdﬂftwnndummnm&

wn and violet strands throngh the
red warp of the blaze, for the wenther
had turred ch'¥®. Evelyn wore A eling-

ot black panme velvet, with

purple orchids at her walst. Tt had a
wonderfully mature effect for one B0
mudre.hntltﬂn_mtmhmm-
Tndeed it effectively accentnated
of her hailr

=

T was
her outwardly brave
ng In snite of the constant
of which pallld cheeks were
vistdie sign, when she said:
sures we should hear from

umwonted pallor.

.

“It {sn’t child’s

probab®
 sownding Point Judith at this sea-
 yom kne.”

uGloncester s something of &
place.” 1 explained, adopting the ver-
pacular. “It includes no lesa than
elght villages and five thousand men
are engaged there in the fishing indus-
try. MacLeod can’t be expected to
learn in five minutes whether a man
namedl Peter Johnson Is one of the

fiva thousand.”

*PBut the who'e community would
know if one of their number had such
an experience a8 he just passed
through.” And for this argument I
had no answer ready.

Fortunately, however, none wWas Te-
quired of me, for at that moment
steps were audible crossing the bhall,
and when our eyes turned downward
they encountered the dapper figure of
Louis, Cameron's French valet, halt-
ing respectfully on the threshold.

“Mademoiselle,” he said, bowing,
“mais volcl des lettres qul jal trouve.™
And we saw, then, that he carried a
tin despatch box.

Evelyn directed him to place It up-
on the table by which she sat. It
seemed that she had pot given over
the idea that the letters for which we
had ssarched so diligently on Sunday
were somewhere In the house, and
had directed
anything In the way of writlng that
he could lay his hands upoa.

He had found the despatch box, he
told us, hidden away behind some sel
dom employed volumpes In the library,
and thinking it might contain that of
which Miss Grayson was In quest, had
foced the lock., to discover several
carefullytied packets of letters

I wiah | could glve even a half ade
quate ldea of the way she thanked
Louls. It would add so much lo a
realizing sense of her sweetness with-
out detracting atl all from the envis
agement of her dignity, No one could
have heard her “bhon garcon”™ and not
have felt Impelled to consecrate hia
endeavors heaceforth and forevermore
to her mpervice. An fTor Louis hia re
spectful homage and Odelity were al
moat pagan. | verily belleve he would
willlngly have suffered martyrdom lo

=

An he withdrew we fell avidly upon
the contenta of the box, yet with small
hope of fMinding what we sought; for
the letters It contalned were all. ap
parently of distant date; letters, for
the most part. a private, personal
nalure, utr*l“u“&lld. and ar
ranged In red-a or elastic-banded
bandles :

It was no mere idle curfosity which
impelled uwe to read many of them.
We were In a gosition which may beat
ba deacribed az amomalous
Cameron was my dearest friend |
knew llitle of hiz life pridr to our
meeting and FErvelyn, hla nlece and
ward, was acarcely less wninformed
than myself In the lefters Just
brounght to Mght there might, we de-
clded. be found some clue of Inecal
ralable service In the task now hefore
we. And so we nuntled the tapes and
strinped off the bands and set owr
celves to careful painataking examina-
tion.

Beldom have 1 engaged in a labor 8o
deadly uninteresting at one moment
and s0 keenly engrnssing at the next
There waa correspondence here which
meant nothing to wa whatever, and
there waa correapofidence which threw
a searchlight mpon portions of Cam-
srom’s career, baring good deeds and
tollles allke. without diserimination.

It was only natural, T smppose, that
we should dig ap a romance—a gem
of luater shining amidast dom, poridid
snrroundings. Evelyn and | eame ap-
on two of ite facets simultaneously,
and pansed In our work lo qnestion its

éven at the riek of passing over what
might prove onr one agent of revela-
tion, we folded it away again with A
sense of guilt at having dared to lift
even the corner of the veil.

For a fall honr 1 had scanned one
letter after enother in absorbed in-
tentness. but with small profit. Eve
tyn. acrose the table, had been quite
as busy. Rarely had we interrupted
our employment with exchange of
words. Put now the writing which I
held provoked exclamation.

“pddleon'” 1 erled, ad sharply cut-
ing the silence that the girl gtarted.
“Addison' Tid yom ever hear of him . s

She gestured a negative. Not that |
remember, she qualified. Why?”

“Recause we must find him" T de
clared, a lttle excitedly, 1 imagine;
for the letter seemed wonderfoily im-
portant.

Inetantly she was ail alert.
ap and coming to my side. “What
have yon found?™

“Look!” 1 commanded, the gheet of
paper in one uprafsed hand, a finger
of my other hand pointing to a pas-

“Look! In 1903, your uncle Rob-
ett was in Peking; and yet he gave
me his word that he had never visited
China.”

Resting an arm on my shoulder and

forward she read for herself:

o

bending
“Jast to think! We were in Peking
and nelther of us was awaTe

}3 # wntil o0 Jrve!  ‘'What o foregath-
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louls to bring to I'm-rI

serve ber. ¥

Though

dlaposal. It seemed to n= a holy thing, |
too sacred for a stranger touch, and,

“What ta 117" she asked. springing

e gg—— ‘|r

ering we misse.. Even five
chat would have

. no sooner saw you, than the crowd

- on Legation street swallowed you up.”

l “Have you read it all?”

“Not to the end,” I told her, “just
the beginnigg and the signature.
, Come,” 1 added, “we'll read it from

| first to Jast, together.” And T turned

' back the page.

| It was written from Calro, and bore

' date of December 7, 1903.

} “My dear Cameron,” it began, b |
'am wondering whether ycu are back
In New .York agmin. However, you

" will probably be there for Christmas

and therefore this letter will not long
We have been making @
_rather lelsurely tour of the east. Ar-
_rived here two days ago and shall re-

awalt you.

maln untll some time in January.”

' The writer then gave a4 geheral out-
line of his travels. “You will prob-
ably be surprised to Jearn that once
you and I pussed each other as shipe
in the night, sawe only that we did not
even speak each other In passing,” he

went on. "It was my last day—indeed
my last hour—in northern  China.

"'.'.'ltl:urwin I should have made search

‘or you. Just to think! We were In
Peking together, and neither of us
~as aware of it until too late. What

a foregathering we missed! KEven ﬂ"l’ﬂi
| miputes’ chat would have been some-'
1 no sooner saw you, than

on Legation street swal-

hing; but
‘he crowd
owed you up. Halfl an hour later 1
was on the train for Tien-tsin.”

| The rest of the letter was rather

| sonfusingly personal in its references

. to mutual friends and Interests. It

' was signed: “Always with warm re
gard, Addison.”

. “Do you suppose that is his firet

-qame or his last? Evelyn asked me

‘a8 we came to It

' =] pefuse to suppose,” [ returned,

smiling. “It's an even chance, What
is mcre to the point is, how long has

Louls been your uncle's valetT”
“Severn] yearn™
“Several 18 Indefinite. Too indefl-

alte. Too Indefinlte. Suppose WwWe
have him in here and find out ex-

actly. Possibly he knows Mr. Addi-
son.”

| When Louls ecame, bowever, he
knew nothing. He had never heard of
a Mr. Addison or of a Mr. Addison
Somcthing, in all the three years and
| plght months of his service with Mr.
'Cameron. So Evelyn thanked him
once more In her own gracious way
and we continved our work, directing
aur efforta eapecially now to unesrth-
ing  farther Addiponsigned lelters
which might prove enlightening.
| *Why should Uncle Robert tell you
be had pnever been (n China 7" Evelyn
1nked me, looking up wsuddenly and
dropping (0 her lap the letter she was
at (hat momen! examining. *1 can'l
anderstand that™
vo*Nor 1.” | admitted, “If 1 had asked
him out of idle curlosity he would

]hnu been justifed perhapa In mis
leading me: but he must have known
ihat 1t was In his Interest 1 made the
inquiry.”

' Por just a moment she sat In #l
lenoe, her narrowed gate on the glow-
ing embern in the fireplace. Them she
turned o me again

“Do you think, Phillp, It waa be
ranse he had something to hide ™ ahe
asked. seriously. "“Something he was
sahamed of and feared might become
kpown T :

Inatantly 1 sprang to my [friend’s
defense.

I *No.” 1 aggsured her, with emphasia,
“No, Evelyn. Whatever his motive
wasa, 1 am satisfied It had no dishonor
able hasl'a. If he told me a deliberate
falsehood It was not to apare himself.
Possibly—yea, probably, it was (o
ahield others.”™
' 1 was perfectly sincere in this, but
even had [ belleved otherwise | ehould

~have been tempted to prevarication

| ronld 1 have forescen my reward. Re

forgg I quite realized heor purpose Eve
lvn was ont of her chair, had slipped
over behind me, and encircling my
neck with her armsa, had pressed her
lips softly to my cheek.

I "0Oh, how glad | am to hear you say
ihat! Yon believe in hia bigness—in

hia nobility. just as 1 do, dom™t you,

' Philip, dear?”
1' “I'ta smre he could never have been
snilty of anvthing dishonorable,” I de-
clared agaln, impriconing her hands.

. ut the next moment, hearing stepm

again cromsirz the hall, 1 reluctantly |
| swer at once truthful and convinchag.

released them.

doorway. Now he upheld a small red-

bound book, and his face was beam- |

ing.

| “Voila, mademoiselle'” he exclaim-

red, delightedly.

vant ce livre™
It was a hook of addresses, and the

valet. nervously turming the pages,

ratio Addlison, M. D, with the air of
ome who had discovered buried treas
nre.
were onrselves almost as demonstra-
[ tively elated as he, fer though we
ecomld not be sure that this was Cam-

eron's correspondent, the odds cer- |

tainly favored that conclusion; and |
ar l:aln my full confidence.

| ihe bers of reserve lowered bhetween

unless the physician had died
moved away since the entry was made,
we were now in possession of his ad-
dress, which chanced to he an apart-
ment house on Madison avenue, that
I kaew to be given over entirely to
| doctors” offices,

Thia time Evelyn assared Louils that
he was not merely a “good bhoy” but
an incomparable assistant, and the
richnegs of the reward came nigh to
totally wrecking hie composure, for,
as he started to back from the room,
I detected nnmistakable tears glisten-
ing on his lashes

“Louis,” 1 checked him, with sud-
den Inspiration, “apportez-novs le di-
rectoire telephonie, s'll vous plait”

And when the book was brought the
fact that Dr. Addison’s address had
not been changed was promptly es-
I|:nl:-!‘lnl:~m-¢l. I we for calling him up,

.
e
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minures’
been something; but

| hand. paradoxical

For a third time Louis stood in the =

1 am inclined to think that we !
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then and ther. t Evelyn pointed to
the clock and edvised patlence. It
was already after midnight.

“promorrow,” she snld, in her wise
sashion, “you shall call on him, and
learn, ‘f possible, how Uncle Robert
replied to that letter. There is o dif-
terence, you know, Philip, between be-
fug in a place and having some One
see you there. No one's €yes are in-
fallible.”

= =
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CHAPTER XL

When Damon Doubted Pythias.

Net until 1 had been passed into an
elevator by a dainty young woman in
the white habit of a trained nurse,
gshot up four floors into the hands of
another who might have been the
first’s twin sister, and ushered by her,
in turn, intv a severely professlonal-
appearing waiting room, did it occur
to vde that I was upon &n errand in-
volving the employment of an ex-
tranrdinary degree ol tact. 8o im-
bued had I been with the importance
of learning whether Cameron had or
nad not been in Peking In 1903, that
up to this moment I had aquite “jost

sight of my own position. Now I asked
myself, on what ground was 1 to make
my plea for information? To tell this
Dr. Addison the whole story would
certalnly be inexpedient. To hint even
at alarm concerning Cameron might
tnvolve the precipitation of that finan-
clal disaster hie had feared and regard-
ing whic had warned me. !ndeed,
would™ not any effort to obtain the
facts 1 desalred be llkely to urouse sus-
piclon, no matter how delicately
made?

The more 1 pondered the situation,
sitting there thoughtfully while one
after another the patlents who had
preceded me passed Into the physl-
clan's consultation room, thve more beg:
garly, It seemed to me, became my
chances of success. And when, at
length, my turn came to enter the
presence of my friend’s friend, 1 was
about persuaded that 1 should very
soon be making an ignominious exii,
branded as an impertinently meddling
busyboady.

I have always contended that It was
Dr. Addison’s severely professional alr
which was responsible for-my inspi-
ratfon, for no thought of such a course
occurred 10 me, until standing dumbly
hesitant before him, 1 became cob-
sclous thet he was making mental o
ventory of me with 8 view (o a diag-
nonis

The penetration of his gaze Im-
presred me al onee, Mia stee]l gray
cyea were lke & palr of converging
probes: and they were his deminant
feature. Aside from them h..n fare
was commonglace.

“Doctor,” 1 anld, and the sound o
my volce wan a relief to the ptralned
tenslon of the moment, “l learned of
you through Mr. Cameron- ifr. Rob-
ert Cameron, a mutual friend.”

I hoped to spec hia expression bright.
en al the name, but it did not. If
there was any change whatever I was
in the reverse directlon. After a e
ond's deliberation he asked:

"Youn wish to coneult mg regarding
vourself ™™

On a sudden impulse | pnewered,
“Yen.” though 1 had nelther ache nor
rain, and, 80 far ae | could Judge,
was periectly normal

“1 see,” ha repled “Am | right
in assuming that your irouble la of
a nervosra character?™

Heaven knowsa (bat In spite of MYy
tancied normality there had bheen safl-
fictent rencon in the past few weeka
for my nervea to go awry. [ con
fegeed that 1 had been under remaid-
erable wenial strain,

Thereupon, having bade me be ccal-

ed, he began to ply me with questions

with a view 1o aympathetie revelation,
[ fear. however, thet 1 gave him mea-
~or material upon which to base a con-
ciatton. 1 slept well, my appetite was
exrellent. T had observed neither a
numbness nor a sapersensitivereas In
my finger ilps, nor a aeneation of fol
ncas at the base of the brain. i

| eonld not reeall any (witching of my

muscles, nor any diminution of mus-
cular power. At lenglh, after a brief
pavme. he incuired:

“Will you be good enough to tell me,
Mr. Clyde, why you think you require
professinpal attention

And my inabfility to andwer him, off-
as It may seem,
eventually supplied me with an a-

“Recause,” 1 explained gravely, “I
find that of Jate 1 am losing my power
of mental co-ordination.”

The’ ardor with which he selzed

' apon this index of my suppo=ed mal-

“Jo viens de trou- | A4y Wwas amusing.

Inetantly he grew
chelously and deeply interrsted. |
have since learned that what js known
~s confusional insanity, a rare cofr

put his finger upon the name of Ho- | dition, usuafly hag its incepticn in this

| wise "without essential emotional dis-

turhance.” it 1 may quote aa author-
ity. At the time, 1 believe bhe was
evepicions of a developing paresis.

| What he thought, however, or what
i se did not, is aglde frem the story. I

know ornly taat hia manner changed
shraptly, his object evidently being to
Wherenpon,

na, I ventured torevert toour go-called
“mutual friend.”

Thia izen't anything like beri-beri,
s it, doc.or?" 1 began. My ideas of
the discase P mentioned were of the
hazicst character. 1 knew, however,
that it was common in the Orient, and
thither 1 would lead him.

“Oh, no, Mr. Clyde,” e answeted,
spavely enough, now. “Reri-berl ia
merely the eastern name for multiple
neuritle, Yon haven't a neuritis or
you would know it. Tsawa great deal
of heri-bert in China and on the Malay
peninsala.” |

*“Dn 1 remember to have heard Cam-
eron £ay hoe contracted it in the east ™
1 asked, pluaging for a connection.

] dom't recall that Cemeron eveT
ha® it,” was I* -esponse. And them

. -y "
his brow grew auougptmul. “Are you
sure he told you that he had; and that
he was attacked while in—in Asla?
I noted his hesitation over fixing the
place, and wondered. At all events [
had arvested his interest. Purposely
I adopted a tone of uncertainty.

“N.n-no, 1 can’t say definitely. But
I bad an impression that—" And there
1 paused. When I continued it was
with the direct question: “Do you hap-
pen to know, docter, whether Cameron
was ever in Peking? It seems to me
it was—"

“§ do know that he was In Peking,”
he interrupted, almost savagely.
was in Peking, in September, 1903. To
be exact, he waé there on the four
teenth day of that month. { have rea-
son to know it—a particular reason
to know it.”

After all, how easily the information
1 craved had come to mel And yet
I would have beem glad to hear the
contrary; for Cameron had assured
me, in all solemnity, that ke had never
been in China, and it jarred upon my

conception of the man's character to |

dlscover that he had tried to decelve
me. 1 could only conclude that his

purpose was praiseworthy. But Dr.
Addison had not finished.

“Tell me!” he was demanding, ea-
gerly. “Tell me! 1 have excuso for
asking. Ha® he ewver admitied to you
that he was there?”

“Now 1 come to think of 1t," I re-
turned, “he hasn’t, But I had the in-
formation from some one, 1 am pretly
sure.”

With an effort the physiclan com-
manded himself. When he spoke again
he was comparatively composed.

“Mr. Clyde,” he sald apologetically,
“| am not given 10 discussing personal
matters with my patlents, but the fact”
that you and Cameron are friends,
and the fact that this subject has
come up, make It almost imperative,
1 suppose, that 1 should explain brief-
Iy the feeling 1 have just exhiblted.
Five years ago Rob Cameron and I
were aboul as near counterparts of

Damon and Pythlas as ever existed. \

While Cameron was in Europe, | had

| an opportunity to go around the world

with a patient. We dawdled a good
deal, and, you understand how uncer
taln correspondence |8 under those
clrecumstances, 1 never knew just
where | should be at any given time.
Consequently, & number of letlers
were missed by both of us. [ was still
thinking of Cameron as in England or
on the FEuropean continent, when lo
and behold, | saw him one morning,
hurrying along the principal street of
the Inner clty of Peking. 1 don't
know whether yon have ever been
there or not, bat If you have, Yyou
know what that thoroughfare ia. It
waa all bustle apnd activity that day,
and aboyl as crowded an liroadway at
ihe noon hour, but with much more
pleturesque and conirasting currenia
of individunls and vehicles, | wan
in a carrlage, myself, and Cameron
wns afoot, walking In the opposite
Alrection. As we passed each other,
he did not seem o see me, though |
calied to him loudly. This, however,
did not surprise me, for there wWas &N
angodly racket in progress. Insiantly,
1 had the carriage turned about, but
before | rould overtake him, he was
jomt In the crowd. | was leaving I*e-
king that afternoom, and so had no
chance to ook him up. | wrete him
sfternards and told him of the inch
dentl, and how 1| regretied haviog to
gn away without exchanging ail lea st
a word with him. To my amazement
ha not only denicd having been in
Peking, but in the Chinese empire al
131 When we met in London, the fol
lowing spring, and 1 recalled the mat-
ter. asking why he had refused to
sdmit what 1 knew to be the (ruth,
he became Icily indignant; and that
was the becinning of the end. 1 1
had concedeid the possibility of mia-
take on my part, all might have been
well, 1 suppo=e; hat there was no gurch
posseibility. 1 had known Cameron for
iwenty-odd years, and [ could not have
made an error. | had seen him dis-
tinetly, clearly, at midday in the open.
It was he beyond all peradventute,
and from that time to thia I have been
pnable to conceive why he lied 1o me,
and why he chose to end onar friend-
ship rather than admit what was in-
dubitable fact’™

His explanation finlshed, he renche
tor a pen, and, as he dipped it in the
ink, he added:

“l trust von will pardom me, MrT.
(yde. 1 have detained you.”

“You have Interested me,” 1 assured
him. “And that more {han 1 can tefl
you.”" Which was quite trme; yet 1
was even more perplexed than Inter
eated. To the maze of circumsiances
there was now added another bafiing
featnre.

Dr. Addison handed me the presecrip-
tton he had writien,

“After meéals, and at bedtime,” he
directed. with a return to his profes-
gtonal manner. “If yom do not find
yourgelf much better at the end of
a week, come in again”

On the sidewalk 1 tore the little
square of paper into bita which the
wind ecarried in a tiny flurry acro=s
Madison avenue.

CHAPBER X1V,

The Dark of Doyers Street,

At ome o'clock that day, Evalyn
Grayson joined me at luncheon at
Sherry’s. She had been in RO mood
to walt any longer than was absolutely
necessary fer tldings of my visit to
Dr. Addigon: and, moreover, she had
news of her own which gshe was
anxious to convey to me.

I have often wondered why it is
that the I-told.yon-2o passion is inher-
ent in all women. There Are those
who manage to control ft with ad-
mirable sucoess under average circnm-
stances, but soooner or jater, even the
most courageons battlers against this

maternal herit--- succumb, and h-‘

“He |

Ivhuﬂl-

!

duige In & 80.. . disgulsed orgy of
reproach.

Evelyn might have told me, for io-
stance, that Captain MacLeod, after
carefu) investigation, had been unable
to discover either hair or hide of Pe-
ter Johnson In Gloucester or else-
where, and stopped there. That s
what a man would have done. But,
altogether admirable though she was,
the eternal feminine was strong with-
in her. Therefore it was incumbent
roon ber to add:

“ft doesn’'t surprise me, Philip.
When you told me how you
that man up, I was confident that he
was floating out there In your path
just for that very purpose.”

[ had no inclination to dispute the
point with her. That was the most
painful part of it. I knew that she
was right—that in putting Peter Johu-
gon ashore, instead of in frons, I had
committed sn error that might prove
isremediable. But why couldn't she
gee that 1 realized it, and was smart-
ing under my own condemnation, and
s0 have spared me this added torture
of hers? Why? Because she was her
mother’s daughter. That is the oanly

As for my interview with “Pythias™
Addison, we discussed It in all its
without reaching
ke a definite conclusion. Taking ev-
erything Into conslderation the evi-
dence certainly seemed econvincing
that Cameron, In spite of his denials,
had been In China in 1903 And yet
we could not reconcile this with that
almost fanatical love of truth which
we knew to be his.

“Couldn't Dr. Addison have been
mistaken? Evelyn asked.

“it {a possible, of course,” I an~
swered. “Yet Cameron's face and g
ure are not of a common type. Be-
sldes, 1 domn't believe in doubles.
have heard of so-called wonderful Hke-
nesses, but 1 have never séen any that
would deceive a friend of twenty
years' standlog.”

A little later she inguired whether
the detective engaged to shadow Phi-
letus Murphy had furnished a report.

“Yes,” 1 told her, “it came in my
morning's mail. Murphy s still at
Cos Cob. He Aldn't leave his bunga-
low ull day ycsterday, and he had
no callers”™

“I'm crazy to know what you learn
tonight from Yup Sing.” she went on,
eagerly. "“Oh, how 1 do hope it will
give us some hint! It sccms lerrible
to think of Uncle Robert in the hands
of those unconsclonable Chinamen.
And, Philip, don‘t you think you bad
better luke some one with you?! |
guppose Mr. Yup la (0 be irusted, but
al the same time, you must remember
you are going Into the enemy’'s camp,
and you should be careful”

fut 1 laueghed nt the notion eof tak-
ing & body-gunrd

“I'm to meet him at nine o'cloek,” |
tol ) her, 1o a publle restaumnoi. Te-
slidea, there’ll be a crowd of those
vdeelng New York' people down there
about that tlme, and Chinatown will
b on ita beat behavior. S50 never fear,
Ititle girl, Do you want me to tele-
phone you when | pet optown? You
know 1I'm going 1o stop tonight at my
rooms In the Lovalton.™

“Of course | want you to telephone
me.” ghe returncd, emphatically. It
shouldn’t take you very long to hear
what Mr. Yup has to tell, ghould 11T
{ ahall b expecting you to call me up
between ten and ball-past, or by elev-
en At the latest; so don't dare fo go
for supper Arst ™

“As If | eould think of supper”™ [
eaid. looking at her in a way | had,
“wshen | might be hearing Yyour
voice!”

Could 1 have foreseem what the
nizht was to bring forth | certainly
s.,u'lﬂ have discouraged her walting
{9 my message. Iut the power of pre-
vislon i given to few of ns, and of
those few | am not one,

Assuredly | had no misgivings as,
after dining at the University club
that evening, 1 stepped ifito an elec
itle hansom and gave the driver the
addresa of the Dnyers sireet reatan-
rant. Whatever it may have been in
the past, | belleved the Chinatown of
the present to be, outwardly at least, a
roasonably law-abiding section of the
boroungh of Manhattan. And was not
i that night the gmest of one of ita
most honored citizens? What, there-
tore, had I to fear?

On the contrary, as we turped from
ine Bowery Into that little semiciren-
lar thoroughfare which is perhaps the
most characteristic of Chinatown's
(hree principal streets, [ was pleas-
antly interested. This was quite A
different place from that which 1 had
vizited the afternoon before. Then, &
sort of brooding quiet reigned over
what was 80 ordinary as to be scarce-
ly distinctive; for that part of Mott
sireet on which the Yup Sing eatab-
lishment 18 located, have gince jleamn-
ed. la merely one of the gates of the
reel Chfhatown, of which Doyers
street is (ha heart and center—and
which awakens only after nightfall.

Now the place was alive and alight.
Narrow roadway and atill narrower
stidewalks were thronged with a com-
bimation of denizens and sightseers.
Shop fronts and upper windows glow-
od with varying degreea of brightness.
from the Chinese theater on the left
came a bedlam of inharmonious

gounds: the braszen crash of nmhll.-

the squeaking of rauwcous stringed ins.
struments the resounding clangor of &
gong. Volces high-pltched and voloes
guttural, mingled with hoarse and
strident langhter, echoed from wall to .
wall of the street’s encroaching ¢
squalid bufldin~-. ke
(To be continucd.)
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