“Ob, no. Dr. Massey left directions
that he was to be given some nourish-
ment—a raw egg and milk—and then
another powder to make him sleep. He
turped on his side after that, and In
less than three minutes was ln a deep
slumber oncé more.”

I was annoyed that I had not been
called. I let myself hope that sight of
me might posaibly have atirred his
memory even though the familiar ob-
jects of his bedchamber falled. I sald
as much to the short, broad-shouldered
nurse, whose twinkling eyes were in
violent contrast with his thin-lipped,
grave, determined mouth.

“Dr. Massey's orders were that for
twelve hours no one should be admit-
ted to the room,” was his unanswer
able rejoinder.

“Which means not until after five
o'clock, this evening?™

“Exactly, sir. But I shall report to
you everything he says, as pearly as
poesible in his awn words.”

“Very well,” 1 sald. “1 shall spend
the day here.” My tone conveyed dis-
miesal and I fear it still smacked of
annoyance. Mr. Bryan, however, gave
no sign of resentment. His eyes were
still kindly merry, his mouth still in-
spired reMance. He turned towards
the door, saylug:

“He'll probably sleep four hours at
jeast, Mr. Clyde. If you wish to go
out, there's Do reason Why Jyou
shouldn't.”

I meant to reply. My lips were al
ready framing & sealence, when &
wablenn checked me.

Evelyn Grayson was standing in the
doorway. Bhe wore a clinging house
gown of pale blue, cut low at the
throat, and bordered with a deep col-
lar of Irish lace. The rose flush of
youth snd health tinted the cream of
her complexion and a shaft of sunlight
from & near window made a glittering
golden nimbua of ber hair. With wide,
startled eyes she wus gazing st Pryan,
or, 1o be more exact, at the smowy
lipen duck in which he was clad, and
which must have held for ber a por
plaxing significance.

The purse had halted, deferentially
standing aslde at sight of the girl
whosa young beauly seemed to dazzla
him.

For s moment the stillness and nl-
lesbe were absolute. Them Evelya
tarning her gase upon me advanced
guickly, with a litle questioning ory:

“Pailtp!”™

“You're surprised to find me here,”
[ Interpreted, with hands owlsiretched.

“And to—" she began, layilng bher
Angers against my paima.

“To Ond a nurse here, as well” I
fnlshed for her. “Let me Introduce
Mr. Bry—" Dut when [ would have
presented him he had already gome.

*Bat who 18 INT" she guestioned in
shrvous baste. “What—"

it were weil, I thought, to bave the |

revelation over and done with ad
speedily as possibia

“Your uncle. 1 brought him home
at two o'clock this morning”

{ 4o mot know what 1 expected, but

1 am sure | was not prepared for what |

ensued. Her fingers, suddenly releas
ing themseives from my fond but

fecble support, clutched wildly at the |

of my coat for suppori, as she
into A of sobe. In wvain
efforts to comfort and quiet
her. Bhe became hysterical. Bhe
langhed and cried Jy turms, white 1,
making bold to regard her as A sorrow-
child rather than the woman she
held her close and murmured all
the soothing, encouraging words and

1

happy.”

Presently 1 placed her In » great,
ecavernoas leathern chalr, and lent her
my handkerchief—assisted her, In-
deed—to remove the evidences of her
tumultnous joy. After which 1 eat
down opposite bher and answered A
hundred questions, still marveiling at
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vegged for am sumissjon of a sen

thawss, the practicability of her prop-
osition., Put to her next proposal I
must needs interpose the cbstructive
truth.

“Come,” she commanded, brushing
back from her temples with both
hands the encroaching golden halo,
with the gesture of one who prepares
for congquest, wiping away, as it were,
the last clinging vestiges of her emo

tional weakness. “Come, let us go to
him, together.”

She was on her feet before I could
restrain her.

“Not now, Evelyn," 1 saild, quletly,
and, at the risk of seeming rudeness,
sat still.

“But, why?" And there was & hint
of suspicion in the look she gave me.

“He ls asleep,” 1 told her. And
when she had relaxed iuto the great
chalr again, | added, temporizing, “Mr.
Bryan will let us know when he
wakens.”

Her disappolntment was undis-
gulsed, and In secret 1 sympathized
with her. She was experiencing some-
thing of that which had come (0 mé
when Bryan had refused me converse
with his patient. But it were betler
o divert than to commiserate, and so0 I
agaid:

“This Is the day I am to hear from
Miss Clement.”

“ls 1t?" she asked, differeptly, the
disappointment still rankling. 1 didn't
know.”

“She has promised me important in-
formation before three o'clock. It she
keeps her word, this whole perplexing
mystery may very shortly be cleared
ap.”

“lsn't that what you would eall
supererogatory 1° she asked, smillng.
“1 should thlnk Uncle Robert could tell
all that is needed, now, himeell.”

[ was at & loss for & moment how to
answer her; and In that moment the
telephone broke io, and did away with
the necesally of response.

The instrument was on the writing
table at my elbow, and with a “Shall
17 to Evelyn, | took the receiver from
the hook and bent to the transmitier.

“Yea,” 1 sald, “Miss Grayson is hete
Who is it, please ™ 1 thought | recog-
plzed Miss Clement’s volos, and | was
pot wrong. DPut, after all, it was |
she wanted. She had called up mY¥
rooms and my eofoce, and, unable lo
mm-tﬂimﬂm,mm the
chance that Evelya might ald ber 10
my discovery.

“You have learned something™ 1
ashed, disguising as well as | could my
purning interest. If possible, 1 would
keoep from Evelyn the least sugpestion
of how vitally important 1 regarded
the news | hoped for.

=1 pardly know how to explain it to
you,” came Miss Clement's reply. 1
was on the verge of what I am sure
was a most pregnant revelation. i
was 10 be given names and dates and
circumatances. 1 had been promised
these by one in whom I put the greal
est rellance. And now | am ashed to
wailt another twenty-four hours. Bome-
thing has happened, my confidant telln
me: something puzzling and wutterly
unexpected, and those whe know mowt
of the malier are now moat at sea.”

Evelyn must have peen me smile.
it was gquite evident to me that Mizm
Clement was In touch with some oné
well informed, but it was not that
which provoked the smfle. | amiléd
becanse 1 feit that Cameron in some
way had outwitted his captors and
gained hig freedom. This was the un-
expected happening which had thrown
the villainous alanteyed camp into
confusion, and | rejoiced at my triend™
intrepidity.

"Auﬁn,'l.ﬂtnit-memt.
“you wish me to wait another day?™

“1 think it would be worth while,”
she answered.

“And 1 do, too,” 1 told her. “T dom’t
suppose you've seen an aftermoon Pa-
per, have you?" 1 went on. “Well, they
contaln some news of interest. They
gay that Mr. Cameron came home last
night, and for once, at Jeast, they tell
what 8 very nearly the trath.”

It sincerity ever carried over a wire
it carried then in Miss Clement’s con-
gratulations, and there was pomething
almost divine In her forbearance to
ask for particulars. She congratnlated
Evelyn, too, and promised to come to
gee her, soom; and then onece more she
assared me that she would yet learn
everything we could possibly care to
know.

“I'he Chinese,” she added, “arg a de-
Hberate race, Mr, Clyde. They refuse
to be hurried. PBut eventually we shall
have our answers.™

With Evelyn beside me the hours no
longer dragged. We talked nnceasing-
in; reviewing everything from the re-
celpt of the first Jetter; conjecturing
on each of the score of little problems
making up the*one great mystery, but
arriving at nothing definite; adding, it
uhlnlillmﬂthnlltﬂl,tnnurm
confasion.

And Iif, 'n passing, at intervals,
where opportanity offered, 1 spoke ten-
der words and pleaded for a definite,
or at Jeast a closer, more intimate un-
derstanding between us, who shall say
that 1T was to blame? She was never
more lovely, néver more appesiing

| than she was hat morning; and 1

|

J

|

!

|

L

eyes—without

*le. For a

meut above and beyond the al-
terly regard to which hitherto she had

persisted in limiting her éxpressed af-

fection for me.

More than once I had read In
unseemly concelt,
trust 1 may be permitted this asser
tion—what I now asked in lip avowal

care for you very much;

- And there she hesitated a shade
of & second. “Even if I could tell you,”
she corrected, 1 wouldn't tell Yyou |
now. It 18 not stubbornness, Philip.
it is just & woman’s way. Ask we
aguln, when Uncle Robert is well, and
all this horrible nightmare bas passed.

“Never fear,”

“And promise me, t00,” she added,
“that until all the skies are clear cnoe
more, you will not mention the sub-
ject.”

I was on the verge of promising;
not because it wounld be an easy prom-
ise to keep, for 1 knew It would b®
very difficult; but because I could
deny her nothing. I was on the verge,
I say, when the library door opened,
and Louis, pale and excited, and so In
haste that he had not paused to knock,
was exclaiming:

“Monsteur Cameron! Pardon! Mals,
enfin, etesvous pretel”

A scare of fears springing instantly
to birth within us, Evelyn and 1 were
on our feet before the speech, rapld-
Iy dellvered ag It was, was finished.
Were we ready! We evidenced our
readiness In no such volceless thing
a8 worda.

Louis stood aside for us to pass, and |
as | went by him, | asked, under my
breath: I

“What is it, Louis?

“Ah!* bhe whispered. “Mounsieur

Cameron s lalking in the strange
tongue which neither Monsler Bryana
por 1 myself can understand.”

|
|
'
]
CHAPTER XIX, 'r

The Pang of Diglliusion. ,
The sick room was dark. So dark
that for a Nitle, until our eyes accus
tomed themselves to It, we could bare- |
ly distinguish objects. But our eare
required no attuning. Even In the pas- |
sageway, separated by a heavy mahog- |
any door, we had hint of what was go-
ing on within; and as we entered, &
poarse tirade smote us in the gloom,
like an assault from ambush. |
To us both the tone and words were
alike unfamillar. In Inflection and
modalation the voloe was strange. And
ihe uitered sounds wera a coarse, hor:
rid jargon. Once [ thought | deteocted
an Engllsh oalh, bat | was nol sare.
Evelyn clutched my hand and |
could fee)l againat me the tremble of
bher slim young body. Gladly | would
have apared her this ordeal, but | had
been no less anprepared than she. And
now, as gradually shapes defined them-
selves leaa dimly In the gloom, the hor
ror grew: and, beld by It, apecchlens, |
inert, 1 stood where | had paused—

the quivering girl very close bealde

me—staring. lstening, wondering. )

ft was a large room, lofty of eefling,
with bigh windows, ecrOes which
heavy curtaina wers drawn; and the '
only Naht was that which stole be

tween these hangings or fitered |

through three dark, ﬂtilrmt

glaan medallions set In & side wall
Cameron’s bed, a massive, orpately |

carved fourposter, was bung with

tringed and embroidered velvet, and In :
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turned, suddealy, swiftly, and slipped inexcusable churlishness. But the cow

strident key what seomed to be orders,
divected not at one but at & horde.
The great bed meparated him from
Bryan snd myself, but we skirted
haste, and came upon him be-

step. As we confronted him, his arms
Jowered and his clenched fists shot
forward threateningly. But a far
more startling happening at this junc-
ture was his abandonment of his jar
gon, and bis adoption of intelligible
English.

“RBelow!” he yelled, florcely. “Be-
low, you yellow dogal Below, 1 say!
Every cur's son of you! Below!”

Despite this truculence he was not
difficult to master. Together Bryan
and 1 grappled him; in ancther mo-
ment we had him fiat on his bed once
more, and the nursé was pressing
home the piston of that listle shining
instrument of glass and sliver which 1
had so recently seen him take up from
the medicine table.

For n momecnt the patient rolled | that he was
strange | she had known him.

about, restlessly, wmuttering
caths, mingled with suppliant mur
murs. And to me this was the mos!
gadly trying part of the incident. ¥
would gladly have retreated, but Eve
lyn begged me to wait,

“Just until he is quiet,” she pleaded;
“Just untl] he falls asleep.”

At length he lay guite still and we
thought from his regular breathing he
had suceumbed to the narcotle, and sc
were about to go, when he started ug
with a little feeble cry, low-voiced, bul
clearly distinet.

“No, no, for God’s sa¥e, not that! 1
didn’t kill them. [ swear | didn’t kill
them. It was an accident.
on a rock. I—J—didun't, | say! I didn’t
™

His wolee trailed Into silence, He
drop back, heavily, upon the pik
lows. He slept.

It la one thing to have Yyour faith
in a friend shaken. That Is werious
enough in all coasclence. Dat your
faith may tremble, and sway and raock,
and still there ls always the possibll-
ity of Iis belng resteadied and made
firm agsin by explanation—by exlenw
atlon even. It Is quite another thing
to have your faith toppled headlovg,
by the snatching away of the last  vesl-
ige of support, the just sliver of ander-
planing. That Is more than serious,
it is ealamitoos: It s catastrophic; i
is tragie.

fBack In the library agaln, T set to
pacing the foor, | think Evelyn re
samed ber seat In the big leathern
| am sure. For a Uime 1 was

not coascious that she Wia in the

| room. ‘That t was incoasiderate of

me. | admit. It was, perhaps, unpar
donable. And yot It was pot wilful

. Prankly, 1 had forgotten her, ahaolute-

Iy, in the stresa of ihe emotional tem-
pest ralsed by that revelationa in the
darkened bedchamber,

jlack and forth, | strode from book-
case to bookcase, over the soll, new-
traltinted Persian rugs, and all the
while there echoed those repeated de-
alale of Cameron’s that he had ever
been in China. “Never nearer than
Yokohama” he had said. "Once | ate

i chop swey In a Chicage Chinese resian

rant ® “1 have always been Interested
in China and the Chinese, but | know
only what [ have read”™ And the
words of his guondam friend came
back to me mow, too, with redoubled
emphasia: “He refused to admit whal
I kpew to be the truth.”

Neverthelesa | had chosen o belleve
that Cameron, should he ever return
to we, woul be able to clarify this
tarbld stream of clireamatance, and
prove the fallibility of appearances.

The illasion to which | had clung.

somber lkeness of a catafalque, add
ing to the eerie seeming A touch of the
funereal. Incongruowsly from the
shadowy midet of It came that ranted
rigmarole of strangs words, now high
pitched, now bass, now guttaral

What had at first seemed a moving
gray patch had developed by degrees
into the white, night-robed, sitting fig-
ure of the Invalld, swaying excitedly,
with arms extended in ceaseless ges. |
tures. For a long moment this wn-
eanny object had held my gase, but
presently mear the bed’s foot, | des
eried Bryan’s white gniform and the
sight bronght a measure of relief. In
responee ta a beckoning bead-tilt, the |
narse joined na

“1 thought you had better come,” he
whispered, quite ecalmly. “1 thought

possibly you might undersiand what
he ia saying "

“Hat 1 don't,” 1 whispered back. “H
it's & real language I never heard It
What do yom imagine It 1a?”

“] have an ldea It's Chinese,” he an-
swered. "It sounds like the stuff you
hear at A& Chinese theater, and |
caught two or three words of pidgin-
English, just before yon—" He broke
oft suddenly, and plucked at my sleeve,
“There!” he murmured. “Did yom
hear that? Maskee. That was plain
enough. It means ‘mever mind.’ A Nt-
tle witfle ago he was evidently trying
to hurry some one. It waas chop-chop
about every other sentence.”

Evelyn’s eves shone luminous in the
gloom.

“Can’t you give him something to
quiet him 7 she begged. “It's awfol to
jet himn go on Hike this. It's cruel. He
seems to be in such distresa.”™

“] ean, of course,” Bryan returned.
“But I thought Mr. Clyde was anxious

ercn, returning, with body enfeehied
and brain confased, had spoken in his
anguarded delirium. The mask Wwas
dropped, the screen thrown down, and
barefaced and stark he stood revealed,
a woeful Bgare In the impariial giare
of truth.

At the moment | could see no exten-
mation. He was a liar and he was &
coward: and all the aympathy, all the
friendship 1 ever felt for him dled ot-
terly, as | thought how, probably,
every antoward Incident of the past
month, with its chain of vexatjous
consequences, might have been avoid-
ed had he been brave to the point of
confeasion.

it was now plain emough for the
least astute to see that at some time
he had committed an aet which had
aronsed certaln of the Chinese to Te
taliatlon. 1t was this which 1 had
feared from the first. It was this
which he had chosen to hide.

Aa 1 paced to and fro, Mas craven
words rane once more in my ears:
“Neo, no, for God’s sake, mot that! 1
didnt kiNl them! 1 gwear [ didn"t kill
them! It was an accident!” And I
knew that he was lying. The very
tone of his disclaimer convinced me
of his guilt. He had killed, and he
cowered before the avengera

Disgust, abhorrence, anger, all were
mine in turn.

At length 1 paused before a window,
and remained there, with my back to
the room, looking down on the with-
ered garden behind the house, yet see
Ing nothing but the red of my own pas-
slon.

A touch npon my shoulder arouvses
me to A realization of my surround
ings, and Informed me that 1 was not
alone. Startled as one awakened ab-

io have everything he sald reported,
and—"

“Oh, 4o give him something,” she
Inaisted.

Bryan left us to obey. I saw him
stop at a table mear the bed, and In
the half Jight 1 canght the glint of a
hypodermic syringe. But, as If scent-
ing his purpose, Cameron’s voice lnlled
gecond or two he was
gniet. and ther * -fore anv one of us.

ruptly from a dream, 1 turned, and
tnening, there came a revulsion. Every
sarcharging emotion that had held
and bound me gave way Instant
ly to a violent self-reproach, excited
by the pathos of Evelyn's sad, ques
tioning eyes and sadder, quivering
month.

My impulre was to take her in my
arm+ and pacifeing, to plead pandon

She stove |

|

Cameron wWas

brief moment she disabused me.

“1t is not he, at all” she deelared,
with emphasis. “There is a resemb-
lance, yes. But the man you found
in the street is not Robert Cameron;
I am sure of that.”

The ldea that T had brought there,
not my friend, but my friend’s double,
gseemed to me too preposterous for a
moment’s entertainment. 1 fear I sus-
pected, just then, that Evelyn's reason
had been warped a trifie by the rack
lumﬂiﬂﬂnmm-rlb
rEsSCE.

“1 would to God, my dear child,” I
sald, sympathetically, “that you were
right. But there can be Do guestion
as to the identity of the sick man,
Every one who has seen him recog
pizsed him at once—Checkabeedy, Low-
{s, Stephen, Dr. Massey. No, no, Evelyn,
you must not be misled by his rav-
ings.” And at this point there oc-
curred to me a tentatlve explanation—
one in which I did not In (he jeast be
lleve, but which, at all evenis, Wwas
worlh trying: one which, indeed, 1
prayed would serve.

“Cameron, you must remember, bas
been with his Chipese captors for four
weeks, In that time he muast have
picked up something of Ihelr language.
It is ooly natural that he should. Bo,
you see, (0 bear him ase & few words
of pidgio-English In his (nsane gibber
ish Is not so remarkable, after afl. And
as for that spirited demial just belore
he dropped off to aleep, I is very evh
dent 1hat they aecused him of some-
thing with which he bad no conpbec
tlon. though quite cognizamt of the
facta™

Nut the glrl would have none of It,
Tolerantly ahe listened, and tolerantly
ahe smiled when | had fAnished.

“No, ne, Philip,” she Insisted, “1 pen
it all quite clearly. Whatever crime
was committed, the creature lying
there committed i1. Put he Is not my
uncle. Othern mistook the reacmblance
for identity. Just as you did, only the
situation was reversed. Those who
abducted Uncle Robert thought ithey
were abducting thal villaina we are
now houwsing *

ft was an Ingenlovs motion, but of
course It was not possible, Howewer,
1 saw that it would be idle to continue
to diapuie wHh her,

“what would yom susgest, then?
Bhall we send our mvalid to a hos
pital 7 1 asked, In pretended ne rhous-
nees.

Rat very sagely she shook her head,

“Oh. no,” she returned. “We must
keep him. He is very valuable to us.
Perhaps wo can do as erontending
armies do—arrange an exchange. of
prisomera”

in spite of my wretchedness, | sup-

a amile. 1t was all very amus
ing; snd pet the feagtbat she was anf-
fering aberration due to hysteria, tem-
pered pititally the humor of it

When, later In the afterncom, .
Massey called, 1 told him everything,
inclnding this ballucination of Eve-
lya'n

“You did perfectly right,” he mald,
tone of cordial approval. “The malady
with which Cameron is afflicted has A
tendency to distort certain lineaments.
Especially at times of excitement his
face changes, 8o that Miss Grayson in
justified in fancying that thia s not
tbe Robert Cameron ehe knew, I
have noticed the dissimilarity mywelf,
put it in due, of course, entirely to dis-
torted expression. In a couple of days,
at most, he will be fully restored, and
then he himself will be the best one (0
rectify her error. Meanwhile, if I were
you, 1 would not dispute her. She has
gone through a great deal, and gowme
through it bravely; Indeed with a cour
age that is guite phenomenal, and she
{e entitled to any Nttle consolatory be-
liefs that she chooses to entertain.”
And then, as if such advice were not
wholly superfluons, he added: “Be
kind to her, Clyde! be good to her.
ghe i a wonderful young woman.”

Whereat 1 grasped his hand, and
promised him, lifting him a noteh in
my estimation becanse of his perspi-
cacity. And afl the while a lump kept
rising in my throat and threatening
my tear ducts.

On the following day I heard noth-
ing from Miss Clement, which some-
what surprised me, though ghe had
told me that her prospective inform-
ants 'were likely to take their own
time. FEarly, on the second morning,
bowever, 1 had a note from her, the
enigmatic character of which {mpelled
me to specniation.

“Dear Mr. Ciyde,” she wrote, “1 bope
yon ean maka it convenient to vigit me
ihis evening, at the Missfon. I want
to talk with Ling Fo, an exceptionaily
welleducated young Chinaman, who
tells me that his people are much mys-
tified over A recemt event; and. if

o q_ih_-ﬂ—-"‘—-—-...-.—-——m-r-._n—.—ﬁw T St S T e -y

4 his purpose, be y for what maust have seemed to her an

| her Chinese confidants for an

| irance, we had passed through the

| had already been lJowered, we CANS

what he says bo true—~and 1 never
knew him to lie—a new complexton ts
placed upon this whole matier. Couwe
about nine-thirly, afver our service iy

as she did, and planping to
gotiations through Miss Clement

Mﬂuﬂlvﬂumumm
age was able to be moved.

“I am to see Miss Clement, tonight,”
{ told her, late that afternoon, “aiso an

he will prove the very person who oAl
arrange it all.”

“Let me go with yon,” she urged,
laying a beseeching hand on my arm,
“Do Jet me go with you, Philip. 1 am
so anxious. It will seem years if I
have to wait bere for you to bring me
the mews: and there are sure W0 be
some things you will forget to ask
about, if I'm not there to prompt you.

in spite of the unflattery of ber
gpeech 1 smiled, indulgent. Her great
blue eyes, pathetically pleading as ber
words, were able advocates. It was -
hard to deny her under any clreum
stances, and now, as I thought it over, |
I saw no reason why in this instanc®
she sbould not have her desire

“Yes.” | agreed, “you shall po. But
remember, you must be very
for ihe present at least, not to let sllp
the slightest lukling that we suspect
our Cameron ls not the real Cameron,
We are secking Information, you know,
Evelyn, not squandering IL."

Pell street wore its snight gaodery
when the Cameron electrfc brougham
with Evelyn and mysell as occupants
glided to a halt before the door of the
Mission over which Miss Clement ably
and successfully presided. The pale,
vari-tinted light of lanterns from the
balcoay of & reslagrani acTOss the
way, mingling with the fickering el
low beam of the city's gpas lamps,
threw into sharp rvellef the curious .
pendent black signs with (heir red
cloth borders and glided Chinese Jot- =
tering, hanging before shop doors. It '
revealed, too, oddly contrasting fgures i
of Joungers and pedestriana, residents
and visitors. And it bared, back of all !
ihat was bisarre, the commonplace
brick fronts of the (yplcally American
bulldings, with thelr marring gridiron-
ing of firoescapes. To Evelyn, rarely
obeervant, the combination was lster
esting, but disappolnting

“it does not look at all as |1 expect-
ed it would.” ahe sald to me. "It hasa's
the air. It is neither one Lhing Dor
other. It 15 likea a siage sotnd, CARS-
enaly mounted.”

As we alighted at the Misslon door,
the last notes of a famillar hyma,
mangled 'n words and melody almost
beyond recogaition, flowed out to joln
the babel of sireet sounds; and before
we could mount (he high steps there
had begun to pour forth a motdey,
malodorous freshet of feit-ahod soles,
that gave ws pause; blocking, for &
few minutes, not merely the ascent
but the sidewalk as well

When, at length, the way was cheaf,
and by direction of A rﬂﬂlﬂlhﬂ-

cloge, illemelling ball, where the lights

upon Miss Clement, alome In & Bithe
wellventilated and brightiy-lighted of-
Sce or parior, jutting off at the rear.
If she was surprised at seeing Eve
lyn, she gave no sign. She w o irremed
as both with the smiling cordiality of
a litelong friend. But abrapily her

F nothing.”

smile died.

“1 tried to get yom on the telephone
an hour ago,” she explained, “but .
{here was some tromble with the wire.
lbondm—nmﬂhmhr

“Your protege couldnt ecome®™ 1
qoeried.

“tnfortunately, no,” she returned,
with a little quaver in her voice, “My
protege will never eOma again. He
was shot to death. Poor, poor Ling
Fo!™ -

“Shot to death!™ 1 erled, while Eve-
lyn, with cheeks suddenly pala and
eyes wide, held ber underlip fast be-
tween her teeth, snd gripped hard om

the arms of the rocking chair in which Y
Miss Clement had placed her, iy =
“Yea.” And thia strong, sweet-
faced, gray-haired woman in gray, her
momentarily jost composure quite re-
eovered, laid a quieting hand softly
Fﬂ‘l‘ﬂ' Evelyn's tensed clutch. “Ves,
That sort of thing ia not unnsual down
here, you know. There ia always more
| or less bad blood between the tomga.
Put it was most unfornmate, just at
J this time, becaunse I feel sure he comid
have told yom something worth learn- - &
ing. I'm glad he was a good boy, Ps
was oné of the few convetta that ame.

really sincere.” e
“Perhaps he knew toq” much,” ks
suggested. &
But Miss Clement made no
ment. 1 fancy it was out of ¢
tion for Evelyn that she
from endorsing my conclusion;
I reproached myself for being
thoughtful, I was all the more &
vinced that 1 had volced the m<

for the shooting.

(To be continued.)

Unole Pennywiss Says.
lpﬂiﬂhhﬂmmﬂrh "
cuss questions, but he seidom has &
answar for any of our trowbles A
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