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similar fashion.

been mlmost aggravatingly insistent.

suspected.
he must have & private

CRPTRGNT, 1S, A. € APTCLURG & €O, inestimable ald to us.”

“where would you start?’ she asked | taurant, I saw ¢.. & window ledge be-
in & blunt, logical way that reminded | side me one of the more sensational
me of Evelyn's faculty of golug to the | of the afterpoon dallles, and appro-
root of things. “You mee, you know so priated it In leu of better companion-
Hitle. The story about the portirait | ship. :
apd the mirror, the police would re- It was one of those journals which,
gard as more amusing than convine- | in catering to the tastes of the prole-
ing. And besides, you haven't any | tariat, conceive it wise to minimize
proof. Yup Sing, you tell me, has the | their references to Wall street, save
only original letter, and by this time | only when a marked slump or a panle
he may have lost it or have forgotten | points the moral of the unscrupulous
that he ever had it. If you had seen | capitalist and his helnous crimes.
as much of the Chinese ag 1 have, you | When, therefore, long, bold-face type
would appreciate how wily they are. | attracted my éye with the announce-
My bellef is that the police would con- | ment, “Fall in Crystal Consolidated,”
clude that Mr, Cameron fell overboard | I started to read the subjoined article,
from his yacht and was drowned. In- | confident enough that some director
deed it would be fortunate if they did | or directors had beem spltted for bar
not take the view that he jumped | becue. And before I had read five
overboard and committed suicide. Or, | lines | came upon the name of Robert
worse still, it would not be beyond | Cameron.
them, Mr. Clyde, t0o charge that you If I was to belleve this introductory
pushed him over, The yellow papers | paragraph, my friend was t¢ Crystal
wollld almost certainly intimate such | Consolidated what Jobhn D, Rockefel-
a poseibility.” Had some one else | ler was to Standard Oil, yet in the
volced this suggestion 1 should prob- | months of our intimacy he had made
ably have resented It, but I under- | no reference to this connectlion; and,
stood Miss Clement. Bhe was as kind | though | was thoroughly famillar with
a8 her eyes Indicated; and that is | the “great glass trust,” asa it was
speaking very strongly. ealled, and with the name of lts multl-
“Nevertheless,” | sald, with growing | millionalre master, strangely enough I
determination, “1 shall make the case | had never copnected the Cameron I
public. It is my duty, and I am will- | knew with this Cameron, the Caplain
ing to run all the risks you t out. | of Industry,
1 shall start by making a complaint “l am.,” he had sald, In all modesty,
against Peter Johnson. We'll have | “largely interested In a certain lwe of
him arrested, get his record, and fol | Industrial enterprises.” That was all
low along that trail until we turn up | | suppose | sbould have kndn; and
the other coaspirators. If poor Cam- | yet, “no prophet Is without bonor,
eron’s shares fall in the market, theyll | save In his own country.”
have to fall. If the potoriety precipl The pewspaper article | now read,
tates a delayed fatality of which Cam- | however, left no room for doubt on the
eron Is the victim, It cannot be helped. | subject; and, Incidegtally In a single
1 simply will not lomger shoulder the | senlence, revealed the secret of how
responsibility of sllence.” Camerom had suceceded lu escaping
The way she had of silent delibera- | that general recogailion which is weu-
tion was almost mascullne. [ can seo | ally the pemalty of greainess. “He
her, even now, as she sat there that | has never sat for a photograph.”
afternoon, her balr the same shade Put, while this part of the article
of gray as her cloth gown, her fresh, | Interested, that which followed startied
clear compicxion lined In thought, | and perplexed me:
har kindly eyed hall closed. For the “Crystal Comsolldated fell to 103
better part of a minute she pondered. | today.” It wenl on, “booasse of a per
Then, suddenly, her face awoke, and | slstent rumor that Robert Cameron
she asked me: in seriously 111, in & New Bugland sank
“WIF you walt threo daye longer? | tariam. The greatlest secrecy has been
That lo all. 1 have channels of Infor- | maintained as to bis malady and his
mallon that are closed to the police, | whereabouls by those who see In a
even. There are men In Chinatown, | position to know. It has been ascer
and women too, who would lay down | tained, however, that afler spending a
for me. [ think some of
betray thelr friends,

Newa this evening.

Didn't you see it1”
ery evening paper but one,

aging reporis.”
|

as possible tomorrow. Tonight I am
golng to call on Tony Hatch—I have
a nodding acquaintance with him-—and

{ I am satisfled he is not in any sanita-
rfum or suffering from any meéntal or
physical disorder. If he approves of
the idea | shall give out a statement
to the newspapers, lmplying that your
uncle has gone on a Httle journey of
which his family are entirely cognl-

pected almost any day. 1 think that
ought to turan the tide in Wall street
tomorrow., Meanwhile, my dear Eve-
Ilyn, coutinuwe to be ‘not at home.” ™

But nelther at his home nor al any
of his clube could’'! And Mr. Hatch,
though | searched for him diligently
untll long after midnight. BEvidently
he waa intent om evading the sleuth
hounds of the press, and bhad wsuo
ceaslully taken to cover.

And then, on my way back down the
avenue, to the Loyalton, that hap
pened which made all sublerfuge, all
tact, all dissembling, unnecessary. For
on the sldewalk, opposite the ealhe
dral, | found the best of apswers to
all the guestions mised by the rumor
momgere-—the animate refutatiom of
every disturbing waif werd.

CHAPTER XVII,
Opposite the Cathedral
FiIfth avenwe at two o'clock n the
morniag ls fast asleep. There are lo
calitim Iln New York which are more
widely awake st that bour than at
any other time of day, but the high-
way of fashiom i» nei ome of them;
and In the neighborhoed of Piltieth
streetl, Ita repose s as profound as al
any point of Its long usdeviatingly

sirnight coures, .
For over an bour | had walied I

tiously punctualea (the avense st Bix

ed, 1 had chosen to
rooma. belleving
the clear, frosty

eounteract,
hree of

Cameron waa at nelther place, and the
seTVANGS expressed ignorance eomcarn-
ing his present address.

“At the offices of the Crysial Con-

"Very well, Misa Clement.,” 1
“1 will wait three days lthmnﬂ-l
wrday, November 14. If By this time

then 1

A stump of fifteen points In two houra,
this afternoon, wiped ont many weak-
Iy margined aceounta, and apread rain
among & number of specalators who
fondly Imagined this law-defying
trust, of which Cameromn ia the sup-

¥

At Fiftyfourth street 1 cut diagonal
Iy acroms the avenme to the west side,
and, continuing my way southward,
abeorhed In the problems confronting
me, had been for a little quite lost to
encompassing ohjects. Then, sudden-
ly, fearing lest in my abstraction 1
should pass the street om which my
rooms were located, I aronsed mysell
to get an Idea of my location.
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To my imfinivc relief I found that
sho had returned the word, “Not at
home,” to all such callers. Inquiries
from other sources had been met in
Officers of the com-
pany had called in person or had tel-
{ egraphed, and Hatoch & Hastings had

“But, Evelyn,” I sald, “this Is all
such a surprise to me. 1 bad no notion
your uncle was at all active in any cor-
poration. I fancled him a director,
probably, in a score or more of com-
panles, but that he was the so-called
‘Glasa King,” 1 never for a moment
Under the circumstances,
secretary

somewhere, who might have been of

“He has a private secretary, it
seems,” she replied, “though even I
never knew it until I read it in the
I am sure he
never came to Cragholt. His name is
Bimms—Howard S8imms—and he was
interviewed at the Company’s oflice.

I confessed that I had missed ew

“It was he, 1 think,” she went on,
“who, becoming alarmed at Uncle
Robert's long silemce, mentioned it to
some one, who In turn spread the dam-

“Then he Is a very Incompetent pri- ; In,
vate secretary,” I commented, “if not,
indeed, a dangerous ope. I shall make ; fOund him, and guickening within me
a point of seeing Mr. SBimms as early (& spirit of angry retallatiom against

sant, and that his return may be ex-|

that sumptwous white marble club odl

floa of the platorrats which oetents
T-r mind to what lay before us. The

of sitting, nere
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of his features.

Cameron,

' ingredients. Surprised, amazed, as
tounded even, are all too feable terms
to apply to my emotiona] condition.
Dagzedly, I was floundering in what
'seemed a verltable sea of unreality.
When the commonplaces began to re-
adjust themspelves, I was standing at
the curb, my arm wound supportingly
about Cameron's walst and his arm
presaing heavy on my shoulder. Draw-
ing in to us was an empty hansom
cab, provided by Providence, and
fled. I suppose, by me, though I
ar I have no recollection of it

he cabman helped me to lift him
apd at this the pity of his plight
ole me, tempering the joy of having

. his enemles. For the man now at my
' side was far different from that man
i who had sat with me en the after deck

assure him that when I last saw Rob- | of the Sibylla, only four weeks ago. He

ert Cameron less than a month m;"ll. indeed, it seemed te me Ilittle
be was In perfect health, and that more than the husk of the Cameron I I
'had known. In faclal conformation the

?chlnm was not so marked, though his
‘expression was pathetically at varl-
‘ance with anything I had ever before
'seen him wear. The llues of his face
' were drawp, as with pain, and his eyes
| were dull to vacancy. He lolled,
| sleazily, in a erumpled heap in his cor
| ber, like a spineless manikin; aad
though 1 plied him eagerly with a flood
of gquestions, ke might have been a deaf
mule for all the answers he accorded
me. Once 1 thought he shook his
head In negation, bat 1 was later
forced to conclude that this was invol
| aptary, belng caused by the roll of the
' cab as one of Its wheels encounlered &
depression In the roadway.

Yot In spite of his sorrineas of pres-
ence and demeanor—in epite oo of Lthe
tormenting mystery of his return,
which was scarcely Jess bafMing than
the mystery of his departure—Iit was

'at least a relief 10 know that he was
aliva and out of the power of those
that were bont upon his harm. Good
aursing, coupled with skilful medical
attention, had just worked wonders
for me, and | was confident that It
would 4o the same for him; and then
we ahould have Iacis and not theories
to aid oa In our quest for the culprits,
and, eventually, In the administration
of justice to the gulity,

" 1 had givem the cabman the number
of the Cameron house and admonished
bim to make all possible apeed; a0,
with the long lash of the whip snap-
ping sharply at brief intervala and the
jaded horse, thus urged, bounding at &
clumay, lumbering gallop, we rolled
podally merthward. Having given over
the effort to obtain from my fellow
passenger even a gestured answer to
my most periinent inquiries, 1 turned

Cameron establishment would doubt.
lema be fast locked In slumber as well
as otherwise, but I made small ques
tlom of my ability to rouse some of the
servanta. My hope, however, was not
to awaken Evelyn. It conld mean only
a mights rest lost for her, for she
could galn nothing by seeing her uncle
st this hour, econsidering his condition.

I was still buay planning when a
mighty hand on the linea brought our
horse to0 hia haunches, and ourselves
nearly out through the suddenly part-
ed apron; and the Cameron residens®
loomed massive and dark on our right.

As 1 stepped to the sidewalk the

him back.

“Never mind, thank you” 1 mald
'I"Intmmhmhﬂlthip
carry Mim." And 'n & moment mYy
tbumb was om the push-buttom and
faintly there came hack to me through
heavy double doors the far-off echo of
the bell, jarring against the silemce of

the great houre.
The promptness with which chalns

tell and bolts were drawn surprised
me. And yet, I suppose, it was mere-
Iy an evidence of the perfect man-
agement of an establishment wherein
avery contingency is provided against.
A footman, as irreproachably liveried

ingly.
lutrt P Across the way the grim faeade of tnlgfurdu?;mzh:‘:‘t:ﬂ*“::
Clemen progress, the Cathedral rising dark and sullen ! midday inst after cloek
but she plore me to wait. as a fortress made all clear. But, on the morning, greeted me with becom-
fhe had report, but she ﬂmﬂuﬂthnlmtmm*lﬂlﬂﬂﬂﬂﬁ."mf-lmm
: -;mm been no such distinguishing mark. The umnfu:mmmlﬂ
only refuge, brown stone dwellinga, monotonously | ealled him hy name.
AR accum work iato ugly, with their high stoops and balus | “Stephen,” 1 said, with an effort to
which 1 ed, In part at traded areas, were no more enlighten | disguise the excitement with which
least, this ing than the stone flagging of the side | my every pulse was threbhing, “your
Evelyn and Lancaster had walk or the asphalt of the roadway | master is outside fn & cab. He is very
eome in from ch and opened Scores of blocks presented practically | weak and will need assistance. Get
A
a.m hﬂ'l: n-t’u e % o8 {6ia. Wit s W10 mmuﬂlm-ﬂﬂ-
spper Fifth the park; critical gaze 1 measured one after an- [ AWaken Mr. Checkabeedy and Loufs.
- and because made me other of these combinations 1 was ail | And make haste. No, I can’t come in;
. with et before, un- | bent figure clutching the high iron rafl- | obedience to my directions, but :
' self-comtrol. ings which guarded the avenne front- checked him. “And, Stephen,
Clement, how- age of the house on the corner—the | charged, “ne word to any one eiss, as
She spoke of only really individusl house In the :;::n"r: m especially no
came away it e rvelled at the man’s preserved
of My first rough conmcept was that 1| [ ma at the -
hope of speedy - {ncapability resulting | Snemotion. His “Very good, sir,” was
to glance over the from intemperance. At closer view, [uttered with all the stolldity which
» afitions of all the evening pe- however, | tempered my jodgment. marks a response to the commonplace;
sifibre Jeaving my offics, and Iat- The possibility of iliness or injury in- | and yet I knew that he was fully con-
b B to tervened, and | paused Samatitan-like scious of the eventfulnesas of thia late
- s ..-' _u'|“| i to offer succhr. The wayfarer was evil- | and unlooked-for home-coming. And
fuily the istven of the | dently & man of middle age, if T might | the footman who Joined me a few min-
*:h“ el . fodge from the conmtour of his back, utes Iater was not less well-trained.
ooap P andors which was towards me, and 1 saw at | Together, he and 1 fifted Cameron
o diine, his feet by sheer muscular hand- | the broad fiight of granfie ateps, be-

sa were bent (hreateningly aod ' placed him In a gveat chaly fn
his arms were extended and tense. hall, hefore the wide, sculpturéd Sre-
m.inthhhmldmm
he

he wis

Until I was close beslde him he gave
no sign of realizing my presence. In- | prove the most exciting toplc of
deed I think it was not until I spoke
that he half turned his head towards
me, and, for the first time, I got sight

To try to set down in detall just |
what followed must be an idle effort,
with fancy providing the bulk of the
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hall for woeks to come,

servants’
not the smallest

usual.

e oo

Whether or not 1 uttered a word, or | though no less perfect a servitor, was
made g sound, or stood for a long mo- - .

ment sllent, I cannot say. I know only
that I doubted my eyes and questioned
my reason; for, If these were not
playing me falpe, the profile thus re-
vealed to me was the profile of Robert

not in my heart to blame elther, for a

more pitiful picture than the one pre-

sat there in Iy

gazing with lack-luster eyes at the
dead and dying embers on the hearth

before him, I hope never to see.

The butler, ruddy sad rotund, and
looking for all the world like a well-
fed monk, for he wore a bathrobe of
somber hue and his crown was barer
than any shaven tonsure, stared for a
moment in sad silence, Then, turning

to me, he asked:

“But what has happened to Mr. Cam-

eron, sir?”

“l wish 1 could tell you Checka-
beedy,” was my unguarded reply. “I

wish bhe could tell us himeself.,”
“But he Is s0 wasted, sir!
clothes. 1 never saw Mr. Cameron in

such clothes.”

| salt mixture, coarse of texture and fil-
eut, yel not much worn,

beedy went on, “and still he is con-
sclous. May I ask you, sir, where you
brought him from ™

I chose to lgnore the question, In
sudden realisation of the necessity of
caution.

“And he has been misalng a month,
they say, sir. ls that true, Mr. Clyde?”

“Missing!™ 1 repested. “Who says
he has been missing?™

“The servants all say so, sir.”

“Theun Lthe servants must get rid of
ihe idea, at once,” [ sald, sharply. “Mr.
Cameron has merely been out of town
for a while. He went away for his
health, and now he has returned, bene-
fited, Do you understand, Checka-
beedy? He has returned, benefited.
And now, you and Louls will get him
to his room, while 1 telephone for Dr.
Massey.”

Checkabeedy bowed, pasenting, and
Louis, still whimpering, wiped bis
oyen

‘It was nearly four o'clock whea the
physician left his patient and joined
me In the Ubrary downatalrs, His face
WaAA Very grave,

“|1 have examined Mr. Cameron thor
oughly.,” he sald, “and | can assure
you that he ia not seriously njared.”

The phrase opened up a new line of
thought 10 me.

“Seriously Injured ™ | repeated. "1
don't understand, Doctor. Do you
mean that—~

“! mean.” he Interrupted, “that the
blow on the back of the bhead caused
no fracture.”

“Then he was struck ™

*Undoubtedly. Probabhly with =a
sandbag Hence hia present dazed con-
dition. Had the blow been dellvered
with more force, It might have result-
ed In complete loss of memory. Yom
have heard, of course, eof instances
where men have forgotien evem (heir
own namea?™

I nodded.

“Mr. Cameron will regain his mem-
ory. It's merely a temporary mattar, I
have telephoned for a man nurse for
him—one who understands saoch caren
He will be here in twenty minuten. AL
present Mr. Cameron is sleeping. 1
am in hopea that when he awakens hia
mind will be comparatively clear.”

He was about to bid me good-night
when | checked him.

“Doctor,” 1 sald, “T am glad to find
you so eptimistic. Before you go |
want you to write me a bulletin of Mr.
Cameron’s condition and wsign it. I
want ne mention in it of the Injury,
pitice i Is not serionn. 1If possible, I
would saggest that yom use the word
“adisposition’ and be sure to employ
the ‘temporary” you called Into play a
moment ago”™

Dr. Massey gladly acceded. Seated
at Csmeron’s writing table he gerib-
bled & bulletin of even mors enconrag-
ing and confident temor than I had iIn-
dicated. And | used it to turn the tide
of speculation in Crystal Consolidated,

But meither the spoken nor the writ-
ten words of the physician held for
me any considerable measure of so-
lace. My friend’s condition was des-
perate. 1 knew it and my heart ached
for him: but it ached more for Evelyn,
hMs ward, who loved him, and who
must be given the gladness of good
news only to be erucified the next mo-
ment on the cross of anxietgh

CHAPTER XVIIL,

Three Promises,
Need 1 say that I 4id not sleep that
night? It waas five o’clock when [ left

Cameron’s, after a talk with the nurss,
and I promised to refurn in an hour.
The interval was devoted to a cold
bath, a shave, and a change of cloth-
Ing at my rooms: and at six 1 was
back again, talking once more with
Checkabeedy who was personally serv-
ing me with coffes In the breakfast
room.

“Between you and me,” I began,
this matter of Mr. Cameron’s disap-
pearance and return, his coming as re-
niarkable and mysterious as his going.
I think I am experienced enough to un-
derstand that such am affair aa thie
cannot be kept entirely secret—espe-
clally not from Mr. Cameron’™s serv

=

And hie

It was quite true. They were of
what Is called, I belleve, A pepperand-

“He does not recognize us,” Checka-

sented by the restored Cameron as he
s own spacious hall,

r

L

{ he never have an errand outaide the

. | rancy

can W
story that has been ol below

staire. That more rumors, wide of il
truth, have not jeaked out and gain
press publieity, speaks very well
you.and your staff, and I congra
you on your loyalty and good
ment. All I ask now is that
contlnue to be guarded In w
say. A siugle unadvised word mig
interfere very materially with our el-
forts to trace the gullty ones and bring
them to punishment.”

And then I told him as much ay
deemed wisg of the facts of the
duction, of my chance finding of
master the previous night, and of
anxiety concerning his present
tiom.

“And above #11 things, Checkubee-
dy,” I added in conclusion, “don’t look
solemn and distressed when Misw Eve-
lyn is present. Before ber, no matter
how we really feel, we must appear
confident.” :

A little later the wmorning papers
were brought in, and I scanned on®
after another in search of some new
twist or turn of the story of the previ-
ous afternoon. The more conservative
journals were inclined to make lght
of the scare. “Mr. Cameron,” sald
one, “ceased to be aotive In the affairs -
of the Crystal Consolidated over two
years ago. If he be ill, which is by no
means eertain, the fact can have but
littlke real significance so far as the
company of which he is the largest
shareholder is concerned. It may be
slated on the best authority that Mr.
Cameron's shares have never been
used speculatively, and that evena in
the event of his death they could not
by any possibility come on the market,
for the reason that he has provided &
trust fund, by will, for the benefit of
his nlece, and that they are a part of
that fund ™

The sensational press, of course,
still insisted that the Glass King was
In a New England sanitariom, though
they had falled to locate the instito-
tlom. Despite my alarm [ smiled at
the thought of how thelr afiernoon
editions would have to eat the leak, as
the Welsh say.

The papers Anlshed, | grew restless,

I desired constant news from the slck
room, and lacking It, | roamed about’
the bouse, In nervous unease, my braln
busy with conjecture, forming one
theory alter another, and dismissing
each as readlly. The situation was a
tantalism. The ansawer to all the ques-
tions which had absorbed me for
weeks lay dormant in the braln of the
man sleeping beyond that closed door,
Theories, therefore, were now more
futlle than ever. The one accomplish-
ment o be asked was the arousing of
an intellect, the stirring of A memory.
Ir. Massey had promised thai when
Cameron awahensad mental clarity
would be restored, that he would be
able 10 anawer guestions with iatelll-
Eence,

It 1a hard to explain why I doubted
this. 1 Aink It must have been some-
thing | saw In those dull, varuous

eyes, when | first Jooked Into them un-
der the pale light of the whiteglobed
electirie street lampe. If 1 had been
foroed to ideatify Camerom by those
eyes nlene, | should bave sald that
fhis man wae not he. They were so
different, lacking all the expression of
ihe Cameron eyea | knew. And yet I
made no question as to his idenjity. 1
knew him, deaplie thin. knew that
strong chin and jaw, which apelled do-
termination in two sayllablea: knew hia
broad, generous nose, and his high in-
tellectoal forehead. These pointa of
recognition were so comvincing, that 1
could afford to ignore the eyes 1 had
never seen before and the wasted
frame and the shrunken, unsteady
legn.
At brief Intervals I consulted the
clocka. It was marvellous how the
time dragged. And that nurse! Would
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suite? 1 had told him I should spend
the morning In the house, and that I
wished to be informed of the alightest
change In hia patient. | must conclude,
therefore, that Cameron was still sleep-
ing, that Bryan was still watehing.

From the fact that Evelyn had not
vet appeared [ drew a measure of con-
solation. If 1 could have tidings of
even the slightest Improvement n
Cameron before meeting her, it wonid
ald me In the assumption of confidence
upon which I had determined.

At ten minutes past elght 1 wae
pearching the encyclopaédias in the
library for Information on the subject
of brain concussion. Already I had
followed the trall throngh three vol-
umes from “Brain® to "Nervous Syrs
tem™ and from “Nervous System™ to
“Concussion,” when an opening door

“there is small need of concealment in | at all.”

ants—and it is better, Checkabeedy, | Hfa at 80, but you can't make
that you showld understand it thot | &n of 30 helleve . .

|-m then? Did he Inquire for ang

caused me fo turn eagerly, Mr. Bryan,
the nurse, In a white uniform such as
hoapital doctors wear, stood on the
threshold. The next moment 1 had
risen from my crouching position be-
fore the bookcase and had met him
midway across the room with anxious
inquiry.

“Mr. Cameron awoke a quarter of an
hour ago,” he told me. “His power of
speech has returned. He asked me
where he was and what had happened,
1 told him he was in his own house,
and that he bad met with an accident.™

“Yea, ves,”" T hurried him.
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“And
;

one ™

“No. For all of & minute he Ing .
looking about the room without anoths *
€r word. Then, in a puszzied way, he - *
repeated: "My own house!” and .
‘Where is this house? And I told Mm, .

He did not seem “Mh“-_.;
“Ia he still awake ™
{To be continued.)
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Some peopla are in the prime of




