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this letter.” : “1 think, Mr. ¥ .p,"” I observed, “that

“A desperate man will battle against we have here the Hurasian cook of
the most overwhelming odds,” Dr. Mas- the Sable Lorcha about whom you

through his shrioking frame

lHmbs. He seemed to grow out of him-
pelf, to rise inches taller, towering
with. stifened neck and lifted bead,

. ! think oo,

CROVAIINT, 10, A, C MCLURG & €Dy

jt oqually possible, doctor.”
“that he has been felgning

was his snswer. *T don't
He may have exaggerated
symploms, when consclous, to

ty he had, after
wer of thought continui
he continued,
convinced that he is not Rob-
ert Cameron. If it is merely a resem-
blance, as yoy claim, then it Is the
most remarkable case of likeness that
1 have ever encountered. Moreover,
there is one thing we must not losé
. abdactors, as bas been
demonstrated by everything they have
done, are an unusually clever
cunping lot of men. To counterfeit
wgpe, 80 far as the tattoo mark is com-
cerned, is not so difficult as you might
- and 1 should have to see the
scar before admitting that it is not of
recent origin. The letter might have
been a forgery, or a real jetter, se-
cured and placed In Cameron’'s pocket
tor this very purpose. And bypnotle
suggestion would easily explain his de-
gire to secure and destroy Iit. The use
of a fore tongue o his dementla
even, could be accounted for In the
same way.”
It was npatural that
should exert his ingenuily to reconclle
poiuts. To bim It
it had to me, that a mis
the identity of the patient

was (neredible. But now | lI-r{r
shook my head In negation.

“wWalt until you see him again, doe-
tor.” | requested “Walit until you read
hhhuuﬂhrﬂntl-uthm
tace but for what Is behind It."

The motor, draping a swift dlagonal
to the curb, came creoplagly to a halt
before the Cameron house. Aa | wan
abowt to alight, Dr. Massey laid a de
taining Mand on my Arm

*If jour conclusion s correct,
Clyde,” be sald. gravely, “what course
do you to take? Do you real
ise what s involved? Dom't you see
that your comviction and mine Is one
thing. but that to convince the public
fa an entirely different matter? Can
we afford to give thia man up for his
erimmon uwntll wa have Cameron acin-

ally here to prove that it is not he
who was thue involved sizteen years

apoT
In tha recent reanit of Aevolopments

lmmlmm:ilht PNut | saw

pow Lthat It prqnl.d a problem po
of those

Dr. Massey

CHAPTER XXV.
Enemies Face to Face.

As svents shaped themsaelvea the
prmblam ted by Dr. Massey
found a speedy solution. Had T heen
eompelled to grapple with it unaided
Imnﬂrﬂnm-ntmmlnhmld
have pursued. OF my own volition 1
must Bave hesitated to take a step

fafl to throw suapi

the matier was denled me.

{ arranged with Dr. Massey that he
shofld go unaccompanied to his pa-
tiénts room, and, without %o much As
s Miat that he was cognizant of what.
had trapspired on the previous night,
make whatever examination he
deamed necessary to 8 definite concin-
wlom .

In the meantime, having learned
from Checkabeedy that Evelyn was In

the breakfast room. 1 joined her there. |

had ripened by a night's

snppreasion; and having diamissed the

footman who wWas sorving her she at

once demanded the faifiliment of my
promise to tell her everything.

“It'a another case where you have

tl-aﬂghttnu!.'ltuldmﬂm!'lh

as 1 took a chafr next to her.
1n her wide biue eves I read that
ghe divined my meaning.

{ went on, "the man upstairs

f# not yomr uncle. We have been

viper, it seems, who prom-

us a deal of tronble be

Her curiosity

- and showed

cab, miVe him enough money for his
passage and send bhim, at once?
There's a steamer salling this morn-
ing, isn’t there?”

For just a moment | was on the
point of yielding. Seldom has & vil-
lain had a more puissant advocate
than had McNish in this enthuslastic,
resolute girl, spurred to his salvation
by the pathetic appeal of that mater-
nal yearning which breathed from ev-
ery line of the letter -before her. The
unselfish purity of her cause lllumined
and transfigured her. Her beauty was
radiant.

“Answer me!" she insisted, impa-
tlent at my silence. “len’t It possible?
[sn't it really the very best way out of
a difficulty? It will never do to admit
{hat we have had that man here in
mistake for Uncle Robert, you know.”

“But there is something you have
forgutten, my dear child,” I objected,
with all the mildness [ could bestew
wpon the worda. “In your wish to glve
joy to this poor old mother—and in
that | am with you heart and soul—
vou have quite overlooked the fact
that we are still with scarcely a scin-
tilla of Information concerning the

t whereabouts of your uncle.”

“Oh. no, 1 haven't,” was her prompt
rejoinder, “but [ don’t see what that
has to do with it except that it makes
it all the more necessary to pretend
that we nstill belleve this MeNish s
he. How will sending McNish broad
binder—~ And they she broRe off,
suddenly. as | had rather expected she
would, knowing what a keen brain she
bad and how once she got a clear per-
spective on the sitoatlon, she musl see
again the very point she had suggest-
od once herself, and which | had still
in mind.

“You mean.” she began again, speak-
ing very slowly now, as she mentaly
focused the conditions, “that we munt
hold McNish as a hosltage, and oaly
glve him up whem they return Uncle
Robert to ua™"

“Kxactly,” | agreed.
armies do that are at War
prisoners.”

“jsn't there any other way™ sehe
asked. frowning. “Oh, there must be.
| don't care A sitraw, you know, for
that wicked man; but, Philip, think
of his poor old mother!”

“1 do think.” 1 told her. “I've been
thinking, ever since 1 read her lettter,
and If H were possible, Evelyn, i'd
give the reprobate his chance for her
aake. 1iftle as he deserves it. Bul I"'ve
| been thinking of Cameron, too. (10
may be somewhere on the high seas,
as Mias Clement’s note implied, or ha
may be a prisoner in = ome under-
ground dungeon of Chinatown. Wher-
sver he 1a, we are safe in roncluding

he la neither comfortable nor happy.
Why., then, should we conslder, 10
come right down to practicalities, this
old Setteh mother of an Infamous ROR,
when the satety —the life even—of one
we both love so dearly may at this
moment be at stake?™

1 fattered myself theye was no get-
ting away from this argnment. It
seamed to me conclusive, bat the et
ter had stirred the sentimental deptha
of the girl's natare, and she refused to
yleld without one last efort.

“f krow, Philip. 1 appreciate avery
word of what you have eald; hat
couldn’t we find out what we want to
xnow {hrough Misa Clement” Ahe
must have a Jot more information
than ahe put In that Hitle harriedly
written note. Or, eouldn’t O'Hara And
out for uws?"

RBefore |1 could answer her, Checka-
beedy stood In the doorway.

“Dr. Massey has just come down,
Mr. Clyde,” he esald, “and would yom
spare Lim a moment in the reception
room T’

I turned to Evelyn.

“QGhall we have him In here? 1
asked. And at her coms=ent, Checka-
beedy. a moment later, led the doctor
to us—a very changed doctor, a Very
decidedly less cocksure doctor than
1 had encountered earlier that morn-
[ ing in his Fiftysixth street office.

Fven In his bow to Evelyn [ detect-
od the shamefaced humiliation he was
guffering.

“wWe take off our hata to your per
apleacity, Miss Gravson,” he sald,
confirming my reading. “1 had never
thought such a modern real-life In-
atance of Lefurques and Dubosc poe-

sible.”
“Then yon admit?” 1 asked, smiling.

“Candidly. There ia no guestion.
Yet 1 conld have sworn yesterday that
{ was attending Mr. Cameron.
the most remarkable resemblance

“Just mm lwo
exchange

| “And how do youn find the patient ™
f inquired, when he had sat down.
al in every reapect gave

sey obeerved, “snd he is a desperate
man,” |

wYdii gdvé no eigi fhat you knew?”
Bvelyn asked.

“Not the slightest, 1 pretended that
I belleved him Mr. Cameron.”

“But Mr. Bryan must have—" 1
began.

“Opn the contrary,” sald the doctor,
“Mr, Bryan knows hfim only as the
Mr. Cameron he has nursed from the

| dle. It isn’t reasonable to expect that

first. He would be the last man to In-
dicate to his patient a knowledge of
anything untoward.”
“Miss Grayson and
cussing a course of action
arrived, Doctor,” 1 explained, “but had
reached no conclusion. Last might I

I were just dis-

arranged with Yup Sing, who is prob-

ably the most prominent and best edu-
cated Chinaman in New York, and his
triend the Chinese Vice Consul to
meet me here today at noon. The
chances are they will bring a United
States deputy marshal with them,
with & warrant for McNish's arrest.
Now If we give him up, what will be
the result? He will still maintain that
he I8 Cameron in spite of our knowl
edge to the contrary. Yup Sing and
his clan will insist that he ls right
and that we are wrong, and our
chances of finding Cameron will dwin-

those engaged In the abduction plot
will confess to thelr error and Inform
us as to Cameron’s place of detention,
Is 1t T

Dr. Massey knitted his brow behind
the bow of his glasses and pursed his
thin lips,

“We are certainly confronted by a
very trying complication,” he admitted
with characteristic gravity.

“Miss CGrayson has suggested that
we send MeNish abroad—at once, on
a steamer salling this morning.”

“Mr. Bryan could go with him,~
Evelyn volunteered.

“if the United States authorities

when you |

have a warrant for him,” the physi
clan argued, “that would only delay
matters. They would arrest him on
landing.”

There was no question as to the ac-
caracy of this deduction.

“And the mnewspapers,” 1 added,
“would be sure (0 publish columns of
speculation. . . . If we could omly
wring an admission from McNish it
would dnelil: matters.”

“lsn't there some One you could
confront him with? Dr. Massey ask-
ed, and hope rose within me at the
suggostion.

“As far as | can make oul, (rom
what O'Hara tells me,” was my re
jolnder, “the polioe have In custody
now the Euramian cook who, [ believe,
has been McNiah's Nemeals these six-
toom yoars. If we could bring those
two miscreants Tace to face, McNish
would bo sure to bagray himsell.”

“Then arrange It by all means”

urged the doctor.

“Have McNiah
mean T

“Or have
here.”

And so, uitimately through the of-
floea of O'Hara, who all this time had
been awalling me in the tomneau of
my car which still stood at the door,
John Soy, accompanied by two plain
clothes men from the Detective Hw
reay, waa brought from the Tomba to
that sumpinous home on upper Fifth
avenine,

[ say “nitimately” because his com-
ing was delayed beyond all patience.
Hour after hour passed. The morn-
ing dragged by with periodic tele-
phome excuses from O’Hara. The
hearing was In progress before the
police magistrate. . . . Soy had been
held tor the grand jury. . . . The mag:
jstrate would have to sign a permit
and he could not be approached unth
he came off the bench. . . . Boy had
gone to the Tombe. . . . The watden
was at luncheom and could not he
seen for half an hour.

Meanwhile Dr. Massey, impelled by
the neceassitiea of his practice, had
departed, and Yup Sing and the vice
consul, Chen Mok, bhad arrived and
been relegated to the reception room.
To my rellef, Checkabeedy reported
that they were anaccompanied. Mean-
while, too, Evelyn had received a call
from Miss Clement and had learned
with seme dismay that the mission-
ary's ill-fated informant had left with
her no more definite information re-
garding Cameron’'s tranaportation
than that which she had already cown-
veyed tp ns.

“We're just starting in a taxicab,”
came at length from O’Hara over the
wire. “We'll be there in less than half
an hoar.”

And In less than half an hour they
came, an lignoble, vulgar quartette
against a stately, pompous back-
ground.

{ met them In the great hall, stand-
ing before the broad, sculptured chim-
ney-plece.

The three detectivea were more or
Jess of a plece—fross, coarse, red-
taeed men whose hands and feet
ascemed out of all preportion to their
gize, bulky aAs it was, Of the three
(’Hara, poesibly because of familiar
ity, strack me as the least offenaive,
But after all 1t was not the detectives
who claimed and held my chief inter
est, but the shrunken, shadow-likea
creature they had In charge, whom I
recognized instantly as the eupposed
castaway the Sibylla had picked up
that warm October day somewhere
enst of Nantncket—the slinking figure
1 had followed through the press of
Doyers street almost to my death.

My conjecture was thus in part verl-
fled: John Soy and Peter Johnson

taken there, yoOu

the Euraslan brought

were the same, and it only remained
reat of my

pald me.”
I suppose | was foolish enough to

fancy that the merchant would at once
make the identification I desired. 1
ghould have knowa better. In sub-
tlety we are no match for the anclent
race to which Yup Slog bhelonged, as
was evidenced by the absolute lmpene-
tration of his manner, as, afier gai
ing sharply at John Boy, he turned to
me with & }'Iangé as blank ag the mar
ble wall, and., in @& voice without &
shade of inflection, sald:

“l do not know him. 1 have never
seen him until now.”

Had a white man dared to make
such denial, I should have laughed in
his face. But the digunity of the
Oriental, the perfect aplomb of his
manner, Including an utter absence of
all that could be construed as feign-
ing, forbade such rejoinder; yet I
knew that he had lled. :

“Come, gentlemen,” [ sald, denying
mysell even the satisfaction of @&
shoulder shrug, “and we shall decide
whether the man upstairs is the vil-
lain you claim he is, or—" but I was
in no mood to finish the sentence.

The seven of us, crowding into the
elevator, were lifted to the floor above,
where 1 preceded the others to the
door of what we were wont to call
Cameron's bedchamber. There I
paused.

“Pardon me just a moment” I
begged, with my hand on the knob,
“until 1 see whether everything 1s
ready.”

I had instructed Mr, Bryan to have
McNish up afd dressed, and | wished
to make sure that these preparations
were completed. But [ was hardly
prepared for the scene which greeted

| my entrance.

MeNish, clothed in the suit he had
worn when 1 found him, was in the act
of closing a drawer of an old-lash-
ioned rosewood secretary which oc-
cupled a place against the right wall,
beneath one of the medallloned win-
dows. And the nurse was nowhere in
sight.

Startled by the pound of the open-
ing door, the trespasser hall tamed,
hia hands #(il] on the bruss drawer
handles: then, at sight ‘of me, he
wheeled completely and stood defiant
with his back to the antique desk.

“What are you doing there?" 1 cried,
indignantly. “What were you look-
ing for?™

Even before he spoke I maw the
look of cunning come into his small,
furtive eyes,

“| was looking for some papers of
mine, Clyde,” he answered, boldly,
and his volee was so like Cameron's
that, for just a moment, o shuddering
uncertninty aannile® me.  Only the
cralty leer welghed for the truth.

“Papers of youra?" [ anarled, ignor
Ing hia familiar uee of my name, o |
have the only papsg you brought Into
this house, Donnld MeNinh, and that's
evidence enough to put you where you
beyond. Where's Mr. Aryan?™

fat at that moment the nurse, ap
pearing {rom the ad)oining room, an-
awered for himself, and McNieh, with
a capitally assumed nonchalance, eald,
smilignly,

“1 a¥dn"t think you rould be so eaw
fly imposed upon, Clyde. The letter
to Donald MeNish was given to me by
MeNiash himaself, He wanted me to
andwer {t. It waa hia last request
Hed "7

“Sllence!™ 1 erfed: and then, “Mr,
Bryan, get him Into that chalr before
the burean, facing the door. These
people outside must not be kept wait-
ing any longer.” With which [ tarned,
and with hand on knob omnce more,
paused until the nurse had rather
roughly, but in all haste, dragged his
charge acroas the floor and fairly
flung him into the Indicated seat.

1t was not until after the immedl
ately sucreeding occurrences that ]
learned from O'Hara what had been
told to John Sor on his way ap town
in the taxieab, As [ understand (¢,
the other detectives had informed him
that he was heing taken to this house
a0 that his chilef accuser, who WwWas
nigh anto death, could make an ante
mortem identification. As a matter of
fact. of course, the sitnation waa prac-
tically the reverse: We desired Soy to
{dentify McNish, and MeNish, nnder
atress of the encounter, to admit his
own identity. The Eurasian, however,
having been thas misinformed, was at
a distinct dieadvantage. So, when 1
drew back the door, and he was push-
ed torward into the room, Instead of
seeking, he imagined himeelf sought,
and with bowed head and eyes on the
floor, stood shrinkingly 111 at ease.

To thia miganderstanding fa proba-
hily attributable all that followed. Had
Soy known that McNish was regard-
ed. equally with himself, as an ag-
gressor, he might have controfled his
outbreak and permitted the law to
wreak [ta tardy justice. But Soy did
not know, and the tide of events met
sudden change. :

It is, Indeed, scarcely conceivable,
how rapidly It was all enacted. For
fust A moment the weazened figure
stood atill. while behind him crowded
the rest of ue—the three detectives,
the two Chinamen and myself.

I saw McNigh struggle for an In-
etant to maintain his pose of indiffer-
ence, and then 1 esaw his cheecka
blanch, and hia lttle eyes widen in
eraven terror aR he recognized the
shabby, silent thing before him. His
lips parted, his bared teeth clicked
together. and his hands, like talons,
chrtehed tensely his chalr arms,

In that strained moment the room
was strangely hushed. 1 know 1
gearcely hreathed, as mnervously in-
tent 1 watched those two miserable
creatiures: the one keemly comscious,
the other blind to everything save the
rug pattern at his feet.

Then, like a flash, Soy stole a glince
at his supposed accuser, and [ saw
Mm guoiver into steel, It
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To deacribe with any degree of ap-

brously to his feet, only to fall back
again beneath the pouncing spring of
the Eurasian. Theh followed a pistol
shot, muffled, yet sounding lethally
loud sgainst the grim stlence of the

- and, as with one we
leaped forward, I saw Bo¥ roll over in
a spasm of contortions, and llnblllh.r
thus freed. from his gripping hold,
rajse an arm and fire again, with the
pistol pressed to his own temple, just
as Bryan, who had been nearest to|
them, bravely made a Erab for the

weapon.

i

CHAPTER XXVI,

Nis Sistor Confeseor,

The death of McNish ‘was instan-
taneous. Soy, with a bullet in his ab-
domen, lingered for threé days. Dar |

Miss Clement became

drifted luto our possession & host of
facts which otherwise we might never
have learned. Strange, uncanny crea-
ture that he was, he seemed to re-
pose the utmost confidence in the
gray, sweet-faced missionary, and fair-
ly unburdened his sin-charged soul to
her. 'Those of his fellow conspirntors
that she promised to protect, ahe pro-
tected. Those that be belleved to
have played him false, she protected
Hikewise. Her religion was one In
which personal justice has no dwell-
ing. “Vengeance is mine, 1 will re
pay,” her Lord had admonished, and
to him she was content to resign the
problem of retribution.

fiad 1 been more famillar with the
Cameron town house and the town
habits of Its master, justice probably
would not have been tricked out of
having her way with two as lawlenn
wretches As ever infested 8 coOmmu-
nity. 1 should have known then that
one of the drawers of that qualnt old
rosewood secrefary WwWas the hiding
place of A 38-caliber Colt, and In all
Hkelihood have had It removed before
McNish was capable of searching for
it. As It was, Mr. Hryan took wo Lt-
tle blame upon himself for not bav-
lng been the fArst (O discover W,
though to my mind he could hardly
be regarded as recreant In falling to
Investigate a plece of furniture of s0
in{imate a character.

The notoriety comsequent upon the
murder and sulcide was hideously Ip-
ordinate. Inspired and atimulated by
the menaatlopal press, which did not
heslitate to Imply what It dared not
atate openly, the currency of falee
hood and misconception at one
came close {0 being disastrons. An 1
had foreseen, the resemblance of Mo
Niah to Cameron, coupled with the
seemingly convincing fact that the
tragedy had occurred In the Cameron
town house, where the milllonalre
was supposed 1o be convalescent,
gave excuse for persistent fteralion
of a ramor (hat, in order to presérve
the fame of a man regarded as above
reproach and at the same time to pro-
tect the line of secarities In which he
had been Interested, the story of a
confusing likenens had been Invented.

No paper In the land would have
had the tomerity to print thia as a fact,
but agaln and again—silly and impos
aible as It must have appeared to nil
thinking persons—Iit was promulgaled
by Innuendo and embodied in more or
jess weakly-worded deniala.

As a result Crystal Consolidated wuf-
tered. Bonds and stocks alike aloughed
traction after fraction and point after
point. And our mouths were neces-
sarily closed upon the truth, since
that, if possible, would have heen even
more damaging: for while we still
hoped, we could give no positive as
surance ithat Cameron was yet allve.

Strangely enough, though the whnla
wretched complication had been rmked
reportorially with a fine-tooth comb,
the kidnapping from the yacht had
not yet been po much as hinted at, but
{ lived, daily, !In mortal dread that it
would be brought to light at the next
journalistic hand-sweep. Acenrate in-
formation as to Cameron’s present
whereabouts was the news now most
eagerly songht not alone by the press
but hy Wall street as well: our fallure
to supply It—though excused by us on
the nd that in his present nerv
ong dition, it was imperatively nec
eggary to keep him pequesteretl from
interviewers—was  not unnaturally
arousing a suapicion that we did not

it to supply.

I, under the strain of the tragedy
and the brutal publicity which folk
jowed upon it, Evelyn Grayson had not
eventually succumbed ahe must have
been more than human. Bravely ahe
had borne up against a whelming suc
ceatfon of nerve-wrenching experk
ences, refusing to entertain fear and
fighting valiantly against discourage
ment, but heart and nerves have thelr
limit of endurance; and when, on the
third day, John Soy was gathered to
hiz yellow and white fathers, and A
more yellow than white evening jour
nal ventured, more boldly than had
been dared hitherto, to make the Im-
plication td which 1 have referred,
Evetyn collapsed utterly.

As chance wonld have
came upon her, lying white,
anconscions on the library
the papeft
right

it, 1 mnul'li
limp, and
floor, *lr'.l’u?.l|
still loosely held in het
hand. The sound of her fall had

to me faintly as 1 neared the
cmm.nﬂnnwm:mu:
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other physician

spair, 1 opened the [
tory, In hope of & suggestion, and the
name of Addison leaped at me from,
the page. To my Infinite rellef he was
{n his office; his electric was at the

door, and he w
And it was not until ten minutes

later, when he came hurriedly into the
room, that 1 remembered. The name,
when I saw it, had at once struck me
ag familiar. 1 seemed to know, even,

{bat it belonged to & physician
ing, yet it was only

his penetrating steel-gray eyes

{nto mine, that I associated it with the
man to whom I had gone, not for any
allment, but to leym whether my
friend, in spite of his denials, had ever
been in China.

If the recognition was mutual, Dr.
Addison gave no slgn of it His pw-
tient demanded and received his im-
mediate attention. Hastily he admin-
istered a stimulating hypodermie, and
then, himself assisted in carrying her
to her room.

When he rejoined me in the Hbrary,
half an hour later, it was with the
glad news that she had responded
gratifylngly to treatment, and was
sleeping calmly. After thanking him
for his promptness and eficlenay, I
sald: |

“You do not remember me?™ |

“Oh, yes, 1 do,” he returned, & '
brusquely, fixing me with his
“You are Mr, Clyde, Did you gt «
rellef from the prescription ¥ gave
youl” '

1 had not expected the question and
was unprepargd for t. In ¥
an evasive H-'El.r I stammered.

“I don't suppose you even had It
flled,” he declared, with a grim amile
that was at least partially reassuring.
And 1 admitted that his surmise was
accurate, Moreover | begged him to
ait down,

“I have a confession to make, Doo-
tor.” 1 said, a little shame(acedly,

“It s unbpecessary, Mr. Clyde,™ was
his half-polite rejoinder, as he sank in-
to b chair before the freplace. I
read the newspapers, and | have come
to understand many things in the
past few days.”

As I took a seat opposite to him, X
sald:

“I'he newspapers bave been mis
jeadiog 1 fear, Dr. Addison.”

“No.” he contradicted, his tone
softened. “On the contrary they have
gpened my eyen (o a truth that was
jong bidden; they have made & very

el

contrite and, | must confess, & very 4

unhappy man of me.”
“Unhappy 1™
“More uanhappy than yom camn
eolve, Mr. Clyde. Wor years | bave
misjndged one of the best friends

Honven over privileged § man to

have.”

“Rut, my dear Doctor,” [ began,
“you were not at fault, altogether;
you—"

He ralsed a deprecatory hand. *“No,
please don't,” be pleaded. “You oan-
notl temper It. | should have taken his
word, without guestion. [ knew his
love of truth—1 probably more than
any one else, What right had 1 to
g:nrlndq then, becanse of certaln ap-

rently Irrecomcilable happeniogs,
that hia word was falseT

“We are all fallible,” 1 sald.

“All but he,” was his prompt reply.
And them, leaning _ forward, with a
atrained, eager look In those plercing
eyes, hia voice vibrant, he anked

*Ia It troe that he je very H17 That
he cannot be seenT”

For a scruple | hesitated, .

“The newspapers bhave beem mis
jeading, | fear,” 1 said again, and &

Sl
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judge my expression of countenanos |

was as eryptic as my words, for my
{tor’a look changed Instantly to one
dire perplexity.

*He Ja not 1IIT" be
*You mean—"

“Confidentially, Doctor,” 1 adm
“wa haven't the faintest notiom
tow he la. He may be
health or he may have oceased to
exist.”

“Good Cod!” he exclaimed, and his
face was as white as his linen.

“Our best information is that he Is
on a steamer—a tramp—bound for
C'hina, but we have no particalara, and
worsa still, no verification.”

it was nelther fair nor consistent to
conceal longer from one 80 fustly In
terested the whole truth, and so, with-
out reservation, 1 told Dr. Addison the

(Mement was AN
she was shown Into the Mbrary, in

stead of permitting the phreician to
leave, af8 he made offer of doing, 1
presented him and insisted npon his

remaining.
“] want you to teil Miss Clement

about your pﬂ“ﬂ'ﬂt. Doector,™ 1 ﬂ. .!IJ-” I,' |

“Mies Clement 13 a very good
of Miss Grayson's.”

Qraciously he complied, E
guite clear that sedatives and NS
would undoubtedly effect a promy r
covery.

“aAnd now Miss Clement will fefi
something,” 1 added. “She has b
patient, too, who dled thia morr

1

in




