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m'ﬁmu came

' again;'and he went out to sit on

limitations of his
_ detective in real e
s as little as may be like the Inspector
Buckets and the Javerts of fiction, cer-
tain ovharacteristice persist. When he
found himeelf face to face with the
straightforward expedient, the coraft
limitations bound him. He thought of
a dozen good reasons why he should
make haste slowly; and he recognized
in none of them the erafiaman’s slant
toward Indirection-—the tradition of
the trade which 4 nts the straight-
forward atiack and puts a premium
upon the methods of the deerstalker.
Booner or later, of course, the at-
tack must be made. Hut ounly an ap-
prentice, he told himself, wouild be
foollsh enough o makes 1t without
mapping out all the hazards of the
:w over- which it must be made.
A word, he must “place”™ Miss Farn-
ham precisely; make a careful study
of the young woman and her enviroa-
meat, to the end that every thread of
advantage should be in his hands when
he should Anally ferce her W0 a con-
fession. For by sow the assumplion
that she kpew the mysterious bank
robber was no longer hypotbetical In
Broffia’'s mind; It had grown to the di
| mensions of & conviction.
With the patient curiosity of his
tribe he suffered no datall, Bowever,
| trivial, to escape ita jotting down. To
familiarize himsell with the goinge
and comings of one young woman, he
made t(he pcquainiance of an enlire
town. He knew Jasper Urlerson’'s am-
hitlon, and its fruitage in the practical
pwaership of Wahaskn. He knew that
EBdward Raymer had borrowed money
from (rierson’'s bank-—and was llkely

there had opce been a love affair

ween young Haymer and Miss Farn-

and that It had bean brokea off

b Raymers infuxtuation for Margery

Urierson. Alseo. last and least lmpor-

tamt of all the gossiping detalls, an |t

at the time, bhe learned that

witching Misa (riersom was a

ture of fads; that within the past

moath or two she had retarned from a

Porida trip, bringing with her a sick

man, a total stranger, who had besn

pleked wp on the train, takem to the

on the lake » o mad

ok to life an Miaa L

of the eomventlons

Mt abhould have been a memgrable

Matitheaw PRroMn whe had

man pointed out lo an

‘a companion in the high

trap. PBut BroMa was safficieatly ha

mhan Lo see only a very beautiful young

woman asitting correctly erect on the

slapting drivingeeat. To be sure, he

SAW A (RANR, A8 ONe sera A vanlehing fg-

ure In & kaleidoscope Bul Lhere was

nothing in the clean-shaven lface of the

gaunt, and as yol rather haggard, con

valescant to evoke the faintesat thrill
of intevest —or of memaory,

CHAPTER XV.

In the Burglar Preof.

A week and a day alter the opening

of mnew vistas at Mise (irferson’s "eve

' nlag.” COrisawpld - Raymer's interces-

sbon with the Widow Holeomb having

' paved (he way —took a favorable op

portaaity of announcing his intention

of leaving Merealda It figunrad asa a

grateful disappointment to him one

of the many she was conatantly giving

bim—that Margery placed no abataclea

in tha way of the infention. (m the
pomtrary, she approved theg plan,

know how you feel” she pald

rompleta  comprehenaton

1 to have a piace that yom

rown, A place where yom

ecome as you please and

work. You are gning

t youT?—om the book, |

eed In [ta proper
ke had been reading
Amith's “"Wealth of Na.
i had been wondering by
mntd [t had found a
ker's Hbrary
Awhat | mean to do,”
t it wil! have to be
pa and parings of
from some hread-
jom. Ome must eat

pm the arm of one
panging-chairs and
with a amile that
nocent and child-

will have to

nking of dolngT"
the lurking
., but this time

heare In Wahas-
A place on ths
; ndding: “Aa

¥y, for axam-

the one thing

the sun-warmed veranda while he wait-
Bbad sald about the object of the
drive—the provihg of the philosophic
charge against him—and was looking
forward with keealy pleasurable an-
ticipations to another‘outing with her,
the second for that day.
to this, now} to admitting frankly the
charim which he was still ealling sensu-

| oup, and which, in the moments of In-
| alght recurring, as often as they can

be borge to the imaginative, and
vouchsafed now and then even to tha
wayfaring, he was still disposed to
characterize as an appeal to that
which was lesst worthy in bim.
Passing easily to Miss Farnham the
ideal from Miss Grierson the flesh-and-
blood reality, hbe was moved to won-
der mildly why the fate which had
brought him twice inte critically inti-
male relations with her was now deny-
ing him even & chante meeting. For a
week or more he had been golng out
daily; sometimes with Miss Grierson
in the trap, but oftener afoot and
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“Open That Box on the Table, Flease."”

alone The walking excursions had
led him most fregquenily up and down
the lakeanlde drive, bul the doctors
house stood well back In ita enclonure,
and there was much ahrubbery. Once
he bheard her volce: she was reading
aloud to someone on the vine screened
porch. And once agaln in passing. he
had caunght a glimpee of a shapely arm
with the loossa sleeve fallilng away
from It as it was (threst aspward
through the porch greenery to pluek
A bud from the crimson mmbiler, add-
ing Ita graceful mass (o the clamber-
ing vinesa, It was rather disappoint-
ing. but he was not impatient. In the
fullaeas of Lima the destiny which had
iwires  Iintervened would Intervene
again. e was as certailn of It an he
wan of the daytoday renewal of his
strength and vitality; and he could af.
ford to walt. For, whatever elee might
happen In & mutable world, neither an
ideal nor s embodiment may suffer
change

An If to add the tanch of definltenens
ts tha presamptive conclurion, a voles
broke in wpon his reverie; the volee of
the young woman whose most alluring
charm was her many-sided changeful-
neas, as If she had marked hia preoc
eupied gaze and divined ita ohject:
“You must have a little more patfence
Mr (iriawold.  All thinge come to him
who walta. When you have left Mere-
side Anally, Doctar Bertle will some
time take you home to dinmner with
him

For hia own peace of mind, Gris
wold hastily assured himaself that #
waa only the wildeat of chance shots.
Qinee the day when he had admitied
that he knew Misa Farmham'sa name
withont knowing Misa Farnham in per-
ann., the doctor's daughter had npever
been mentioned hetween them

“How did you happen to gnesa that
| was thinking of the good doctor?” he
asked. curionsly

“Yom were not thinking of Doctor
Rertie: you were thinking of Doector
Rertie's ‘only,' " wasa the langhing con-
tradietion: and Griawnld was glad that
the coming of the man with the trap
saved him from the necesaity of fall-
ing any farther Into what might easily
prove to be a dangerous pitfall. It was
not the first time that Mias Grierson
had seemed able to read his inmost
thonghta,

The short afternoon drive pansed
at tha eurd in fromt of Jasper Grier
srm's hank and a moment [ater he
found himself bringing up the rear of
a processiom of three, led by a voung
woman with a banch of keys at her
glrdle.

“Numhber three-fortyfive-A, please ™
his companion was saying to the yonng
woman custodian, and he stood asilde
and admirad the workmanship of the
eomplicated time-locks while the twoe
sntered the electriclighted safety de-
postt vauit and Jointly opened one of
the maltitade of small safes. When
Mise COrierason eame out, she was ear-
rying a small, japanned document hox
onder her arm, and her ayes were
shining with a soft Tight that was new
to the man who was walting In the
corridor. “Come with me to one of

tha conpopn rooms,” she said, and
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“Do you kuow why I have brought |

you here?” she asked, when he was
sitting within arm's-reach of the small
black box. )

“How should 17" he sald.

too well content to be with yon to
care very much about the whys and
wherefores.”

“Oh, how picely you say It!" she
commended, with the frank little
laugh which he had come to know and
to seek to provoke. Bhe was standing
against the opposite cell wall with her
shoulders squared and her hands be-
hind her: the pose, whether Intention-
al or natural, was dramatical att
and altogether bewliching, was
born to be yeur falry godmother, I
think,” she went on joyously. “Tell
me; when you bought your ticket to
Wahaska that night In 8t. Louls, were
you meaning to come here to find
work ™

*No,” he admited; “] had money,
then.”

“What became of 1t™

“I don't know. | suppose It was
stolen from me on the traln, It was in
a package in ope of my snltcases; and
Doctor Farnham sald—""

“l know; also he told you that we
dido‘t find any money ™™

“Yea; he told me that, too. We
agreed that somebody must have goae
through the gripa on the tr~in."

“8o0 you just let the moi. s go™

“So 1 just let It go.”

Bhe was lawghing agals and the be-
daxtling eyea were dancing with de-
light.

“1 told you | was golog to prove that
you are a philosopher!” she exulted.
“SBour old Diogenes himsell couldn’t
have been more superbly indifferent to
tha goods the gods provide. Open that
box on the table, please.™

He did It hall-absently; at the fBret
wight of the brown-paper packet with-
in, the electric bulb suapended over
the table seemed to grow black and
the mabhogany walls of the tiny room
to spin dizzily. Then, with a chek
that he fancled he could hear, the b
zing mental wmachinery stopped and
roaversed Itself. A cold sweal, clammy
and wsickening, started out om him
when he realized that the reversal had
made him once again the craftly, cer
nered criminal. ready to fight or Ay—
or to slay, ([ a life stood In the way of
pacape. Without knowing what he did,
ho closed the box and got upoa hia
feet, ayeing hor with a growing feroc-
ity that he could weither banish nor
contrl

“] aoe: you waore a little beforehand
with the doctor,” he sald, and he
strove to say it patarally: to keep the
malignaot devil that was whispering
in his ear from dictating the tone as
well an the worda,

“1 wan, Indeed; several days before-
hand.” she boasted, still joyously ex-
ultant.

“You —yon opened the package ™ he
weut on, once more pushing the Im-
portunate davil aside.

“Natnrally. How elsea would | have
known that i waa worth locking up?”

Her coolnesa astounded him. [ she
knew tha whole truth -and the demon
al his ear waa assuring him that she
must know it —she must also know
that she was confrontlng a greal
peril: the peril of one who voluntarily
ashuts himselfl into a trap with the fear.
maddened wild thing for which the
trap was haited and set He wam
steadying himselfl with a hand on the
table when he sald: “"Well, you opened
the package; what did you find out™

“What 414 1 find out?" He heard her
half-hesitant repetition of his query,
and for one Altting Inatant he made
anre that he saw the fear of death In
the wideopen eyea that were lifted fo
his. Put the next instant the eyes
were langhing at him, and she was
poing on comfidently. "M course, as
soon as | untled the siring | saw it
was money—a lot of money; and you
can Imagine that [ tied it wp again,
quickly, and didn’t lose any more time
than | comld help in puitting It away
in the safest place | counld think of.
Every day since you began to get well,
I've heen expeciting you to say soma-
thing about It; but as long as you
wouldn't, | wouldn'."”

Rlowly the blood came back into the
saner channels, and the whispering
demon at hiz ear grew less articulate.
He took the necessary forward step
and stood before her. And his apawer
was no anawer at all

“Miss Orierson—Margery—are yon
telling me the truth?—all of it?” he de-
manded., seeking to pinlon the somnl
which lay beyond the deepest depth
of the limpid eyea

Her langh was as cheerful as a bird
BONE.

“Telling you the trnth? How could
you suspect me of such a thing' No,
my good friend; no woman ever tella
a man the whole truth when she ean
help it. | didn"t find your money, and
I didn't Yock It up in poppa’s vanit: |
am merely playing a part in a desp
and dlabolical plot te—"

Griswold fargot that he waa her poor
beneficiary; forgot that she had taken
him In as her gnest; forgot, In the
mad joy of the reactionary moment,
everything that he shounld have remem-
bered—saw nothing, thought of noth-
ing save the fushed face with Ita glo
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his back to the wall, waiting for what
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was t-"ing him bhe richly deserved.
His punishment was long In coming:
#o0 long that when he made sure she
was crylng, he began to Invite It

“Say it," he suggested gently, “you
neadn't spare me at all. The only ex-
cuse 1 could offer would only make the
offense still greater.”

She looked up quickly and the dark
eyes were swimming. But whether the
tears were of anger or only of outraged
generosity he could not tell.

‘“Fhen there was an excuse?!” she
flashed up at him.

“Np,” he denled, as one who finds
the second thought the worthier;
“there¢ was npo excuse.” P

She had found a flmy bit of lace-
bordered lunen at her belt and was
furtively wiping her lips with it

“I thought perhaps you might be
able to—to Invent one of some sort,”
she sald, and her tone was as coloriess
ag the gray skies of an antumn night-
fall. And then. with a childlike appeal
in the wonderful eyes: “] think yoo
will have to help me a little—out of
your broader experience, you koow.
What ought | to da?

His reply came hot from the refining
fire of self-abasement.

“You ahould write me down as one
who wasn't worthy of your loving-kind-
ness and compassion, Miss Grierson.
Then you should call the custodlan
and turn e out.”

“Bot afterward,” she peralsted
pathetically. “Thére must be an after-
ward.”

“I am leaving Mereside this eve-
ning.” he reminded her. “It will be
for you to say whether its doors shall
ever open to me again.”

Shea took the thin salety-deposit key
from her glove and laid (v on the La-
ble.

“You have made me wish there
hada't been any money,” she lamented.
with a sorrowful little cateh in her
volce that stabbed him like a knife. “l
haven't so many friends that 1 can af-
ford to lose them recklessly, Mr, Gris-
wold.”

“Namn the money!” he exploded;
and the malediction came out of a full
‘heart.

ler fingers had found the bell-push
and were prossing i. When the cus
todian opened the door, Miss Crierson
was her polseful sclf again.

“Number threeforiy-fiveA la Mr.
Kennelh Griawold’'s box, now.,” she an-
nounced briefly. “Ploase register It in
hin name, and then help him to put it
away and lock It up.”

(riawold went through the motlons
with the keybearing jYoung WwWoman
haifabsently, - Man-Hike, ho was ready
to ba for n and comfortied. and
there wanm at least oblivion In her
charming Iittle abudder an the custo-
dian shot the bolts of the gate to let
them oul.

“Arrr'” she shivered. ] can never
stand here and look at the [(ree people
out there without fancying mysell in
a prison. It must be a dreadful thing
to be shut away behind bolts and bars,
forgotten by everybody, and yet your
self unable to forg2t. [o yon ever
have such [oolish thoughis, Mr. Gris
wiold ™

For one polgnant second f=ar leaped
alive again and he called himseil no
better than a lost man. Hut the eyes
that were lifted to hia were the eyen
af a questioning chikl, so guilelessly In-
noecent that he immediately suffered
another relapse into the pit of self-de
eplgings

“You have made me your prisoner,
Wiss CGrierson.,” he sald, speaking (o
hia own thought rather than to her
auestion. And when they reached the
gidewalk and the trap: “May | bid you
goc.d-by here and g0 L0 my OWnR place T

“{f eourse not'” ahe protested. “Mr
Raymer Is coming to dinner tonight
and he will drive you over to Mrs. Hal-
comhb'a afterward, i you really think
you muost go.”

And for the first time in their com
ings and goinga she let him Hft her to

the high driving-seat.

-

CHAPTER XV

Canverging Roada

Matthew Broffin had been {wo weeks
and halt of a third an nnobtrusive apy
upon the collective activities of the
Wahaskan social group which includ-
ed the Farnhams before he decided
that nothing could be gained by far-
ther delay.

Having his own private saperstition
about Friday, Broffin chose a Wednes-
day afternoon for his call at the honae
on the lake fromt. It was a reaplen-
dent day of the early summer, which,
in the Minnesota latitudea, springs,
Minervaliks, full grown (rom the nod-
ding head of the wintry Jove of the
North Ina the doctor's front yard the
grass waa vividly green, gladioli and
jonquita bordered the path with a
bravery of color, and the buda of the

| clambering roma on Lhe porch trellis

were awelling to burst their calyxes.
Hroffin turned in from the sidewalk
and cloaed the gate nolselesaly behind
him. While he had been three doors
away in the Inke-fromting street, a
somall pocket binocniar had assared
him that the young woman he was

going to eall npom waa sitting In a

rious eyea and tempting lips: the eyes | porech rocker behind the clambering

and lipa of the daughter of men.

his reacnera to sach a fow of Ilan-
guage that they put their fingara Into
thelp earn,

“That's what you are apt to got In
this businesa ™’ sald the assistant man-

ager in telling the story revently. “It
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rose, reading a book

The Wedding Route,

it 1a reported that the “latest thing™
in wedding Invitations is an engraved
showing the way to the church
hounse. Grinding perplex-

mother of innovations, It
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the even teeth upon the lower lip and
the coming and golng of three stralght
lines between the half-closed eoyes
were not so favorable.

“Will you comé inta the hodse,
Mr-—" she had to lopk at the card
again to get the name—"Mr, BrofiinT™
she asked.

“Thank you, miss; it's plenty good
enough out here for me If it is for
you"”, he returned, begloning to fear
that the ¢common civilities were giv-
Ing her time to get behind her de-
fenses.

“] guess we can take it for granted
that you know what | want, Misa
Farpham,” he began abruptly, when
he had shifted hia chair to face her
rocker. "Something like three months
ago, or thereabouts, you went into a
bank in New Orleans to get a draft
cashed. \VYhile you were at the pay-
ing tellers’ window & robbery was
commitied, and you saw it dooe and
saw the man that did 1t. I've come
to get you to tell me the man's
name.”

“| have told it once, in a leiter to
Mr. Galbraith.”

Hroffin nodded.
that you didn‘t sign

“Yes: in a letter
I've come all
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that swings in the kitchen
to the terrace and out to
not three feet from the
gathers one gorge, which is a

1
i

iz

squash, two white turnips, three cel-
ery leaves, four leeks and fifteen small
carrots. These, tled neatly In a bun
dle, are the bougquet added to the meat

leeks and ail the rest? It is the art
of it that there are. Bo the cheapest
soup meat shall come out of the pot
more deliclous than a Delmonico
roast, more fnely Bavored than the
tenderegt chicken.

“Now this soup meat, it is planned,
shall last for more than a day. Bat
you know how it is that the man of
the house balks at eating leftovers.
Haven't you tried him yourself? That
Sunday's roast you may possibly set
oo for Monday's dinner, but by Tues
day you are almost sure to hear: ‘Oh,
get rid of it, my dear. Just throw I€
away! | don't want to see that plece
of meat again’ And for all of your
well-intentioned economy, into the
garbage pail it must go.

“But yon should see the clever
Frenchwoman manage. [t is she who

the way from New Orleans (0 %% |y, ws (he heart of man. Bhe never

you to tell me his real name, Miss |
| until she bas disguieed it quite beyond

Farnham,™
“Why do you think I can tell yout

was the undisturbed query,
“A lot of little things,” sald the de-

sels before him the same dish twice—

his recognition. Not as she values
the happiness of her hearth and home,
would Azalie Viaet put that soup

tective, who was slowly coming 1o his | o0y o eold, or even ‘warm Il over

own lu the matter of selfassurance.
“In the first place, he spoke to you
im the bank, and you answered him.
Isn‘t Lhat so?"

Bhe wodded agaln, “You know 8o

muech, It is surprising that you dom’t

kmow It all, Mr. Broffin,~ she ocom-
mented, with gentle parcasm.

“The one thing | don't know is the
thing you're guln’ to tell me—his real
name,” he Insisted. “That's what I've
ocome heore for™

In apite of her Inexperience, which,
in Mr. Brofflu's Aeld, was no less than

for the second day. But ahe will

 tranaform it into golden browa cro-

guettes strewn with sprigs of greea
parsley. And for the third day ehe
may masqoerade It e slulfed vege

| tables, nllernating greem gorges aad

red tomatoes and white onlons Alied
with (he meat, sprinkied with bread
erumbs and cheese and baked In a
brown dish. And for the fourth day
she may make the famous piat de
ravioles of which a husband always
calls for more. Heally, You ses,
there's no Nmit to the time he may

total. Charlotte Farnham had imagh | be fed along on leflovers, just so that

nation, and with it a womanly sest for
the maiching of wits wilth a mas

“

=

“Damn the Money!” He Exploded.

whose chilef occupation was the meas
aring of hia own wit agalnst the suhtle

cleverness of criminals, Therefore she |

accepted the challenge.

“1 did my whola duiy at the (ime.
Mr. PBroffin.~
tonch of coldness In her voice. “T
you were careless enongh to let him

escape you at 8t. Louis, you ahouldn |
| might say very justly |

rome (o me.
that it was never any affair of mime.”

Matthew Broffin’s gifts were subtle
only In his dealings with other men;
but he was shrewd enough to know
that his last and best chance with a
woman lay in an appeal to her fears

+ | dont know what made yon write
this letter, in the Arst place™ he said
taking the well-thumbed paper from
his coat pocket; “but | know wall
enough now why you didn't sign it
and why yag didn't put the man’s real
name in it. You—you and him—Axed
it up between you so that yom ecould
say to yoursell afterwards what you'va
just sald to me—that you'd done your
duty. But you haven't fimished doin’
you duty yet. The law says—-"

“1 knmow very well that the [aw
says,” was her bafing rejoinder; “1
have taken the trouhle to find out
aince 1 came home. 1 am not hiding
your eriminal.”

BrofMin was trying to gain a little
ease by tilting his chair. But the house
wall was too close behind him.

“PPeople will say that you are helpin’
to hide him as long as you won't tell
hia real name—what?" he grated.

(TO RBE CONTINUED.)

else was on the way home—Provi
denece Journal.

e —

Knew Her Nama.
1 had oceasiom to pasa a lHitle boy

A good many times one aftermoon, He

was sitting on the steps and although

||||. . T T

ahe demurred, with A

it's skilifully done. ™

e am—

You can attract some allention by
being a champion apeller, but the fel-
lows who have ta look It up In the dic-
tionary seem to have most of the good

joba corralled

delightifully as the one (a the bush,
Anyhow,

MOTHER OF
SCHOOL GIRL

- me—

| Tells How Lydia E. Pinkham’s
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