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‘D been walching them for weeks—no, months—
and that morning as Mrs, Gooddale swept through
the hotel foyer, the amiable Archie mincing in her
wake, I had to cough to kill a chuckle,

..., Fortanately I'm smml, of nondescript coloring,

* dajoty and lpconspicnous, 8o no one notleed me. But

name is Winona, Note the flexibility of it—"Win"—
_ '—"Nona"—"0Onn"—as changeable as 2 wom-
A, you see. And I'd been brought up to believe I
Md a right to other people’s money, not as the so-
saliat sees It, ot yet after the manner of the smug,
pewerful politicinn, but with an element of danger to
make success more elusive, sweeter when captured,
Mot the taking of a man's livelihood or life—but often
| Fisking of my own.

A before it perceptibly winked an eye I recognized
Wy opportunity. That M. Archie Gooddale stopped
10 leave her key at the hotel desk was of satisfylng

" t. That she did not leave a red leather box,
long and fat, was momentous! *
pi0ut of my ehair behind the curtalns of the writing
tobim 1 drew myself with an Inward gasp of non-he
h_f. Only a few moments earller Mrs. Gooddale's
French mald had hurried through the corridor to the
sireet, jsunty turban set far down on her head, and
from it, floating over her face, a black lace vell. 1'd
sthdled that make-up from :‘ew York to Parls, from

Farls to Naples, from Naples across the sea again,
Bvery detall of It I knew by beart. Likewise I knew
the ways of hotel clerks.

A0 less than filteen minutes by the hronse clock io
the foyer a trim little Sgure, with black lsce vell cov-

‘ering her face, walked up to the bifive desk,

" “Mees Gooddale key, plees,” stie demanded with an

Wpward trill, _ Ll
»{The clerk indifferently dragged lils hand across the
rows of pigeon holes, Inserted It and clapped
d0wn a key. It was just as Indifereiitly pleked up.

hen. the bearer whisked into an eleviator and was
whirred out of sight.

. The tenth floor reached, she stepped out, hurrled
flown the maln gorridor and Into a seml-private hall-
WAy Jutting from it. At the extretne end was a door,
Hm'l which she stopped, eyes shining. The little
French mald was little me (with apologles for Incor-
rect English). And that door was the gate to Fortune.

lﬂulﬂ: a® a fiash I had it open and shut agaln, locked

t, with key and me on the inside. I was In a goid

, Beyond were bed and dressilng rooms. This
door formed the sole entrance to the apartment.

place had not yet been put in order. It was

, too, that Mrs. Gooddale's mald bad been sent

it in haste on a misslon for her mistress. For over

bung slik and lace garments, flung there care-

Iesaly, and umopg pastes and powd.rs on the dresaing

table chaos relgned. 1 took in the rooms. thelr ar-

at and furnlshing, at a glance, Not even the

ln thelr frames Incrusted with brilllants es-

w me. Filuney, the theatrical manager through

m

been

[

poor Archle's attentions to Totty Gllinore had
“press agented” Into a proposal of marriage,
stopd on the burean surrounded by dlamonds. Mazle
a Balle, Mrs, Goofdale's chum of showglir! days, re-
on a reading table. In spite of eight months of
tavel, away from the past into a very different future,
Aroma of the theatre still clung to everything.

_ A pulled ddwn all the window shades and made for
the bureau, lntent on one object, the feel of an oblong
siiboth leather case under my hand, the sense that it
was red, and within, the flash of the famous Gooddale

Ms. But the bureau from drawer to drawer
Eﬁ no , Nelther did the chiffonler, or dressing
In the lng room. .
“‘Back to the toom 1 made my way, groping, for
things were still In semi-darkness. I could not risk
the window shades,
stepping across the threshold T tri over o
m with me the chiffon :!muln=p::wn that
iny When I stumbled to my feet there lay
the.long, red leather box. It had been reposing all the
on the chair under that gown! 1 blinked hard,
Inughed uII:rI hit at Hﬁr lu.lﬂpl-dlrr. and, clutching
CASe, aprang n. » the gleam of green fire,
the disembodied eyes of a Clree! 1 conld—hon-
estly, I could bave made love to them,

& Surprising the Thief,
Fhad Just snapped to the case and made a dive for

the voplous bandbag 1I'd left In the salon when a timid
‘sounded on the door.

Frightened? Not a whit! 1 simply Ignored the

and continned to dive, It was repeated. Again

, At Jast the doorknob was turned. But,

‘,'El'lm it failed 1o yleld. 1 had it securely locked

here, 1 kng'w._“ came from without. *‘I seen

“I1f she's in

.Iﬂ. 8o wi
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“Eet ees all right,” trilled I sweetly. ‘“I "ave remem-
balr and at once ‘ave return to take the cuse to the
offeece. Already ees ecet down below.”

“You're a good girl, Marcelle,” Archie approved
heartlly. *1 told Mrs. Gooddale the jewelry would be
safe" :

To which I 4id not reply. My acceni was beginnlog
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moment was how {o dispose of the real Marcelle with-
out disclosing the presence of the sparious one.

At last be’opened wiage the door. With swift agliits
I slipped in back of It, flattensd againei theewall

Marcelle walked in, sniffing llke a fox terrier, and
made straight for the curialoed win ‘ows.

“Never mind that!™ cried Archie, nervously, “I'll at-
tend to iL.” ;

French shoulders went up, and, 1 darg say, eye-
brows, too, Through the crack where the door hinged
I watched her siop before Archie, give him one long,

Before 1 could stop him he bad raised the window
shiade amd the light glancing in touched a corner of
the red leather box. | § pulled it from under my
cout. A thoroughly frightened look came Into his eyes
as he quickly jerked open the cover. There they lay—
neckiace, bracelets, brooch, earrings and rings- their
green gleam shot serily into the shadow. “The man
netunlly shivered with rellef, they came over to where
I sat huddled In an armchalr.

s comprehensive stare, shrugr again, and with evident re-
lactance retire nto Lhe bedroom,
| ! ; “Now wlill you please explaln to me"—— As 1
. : Ay : came forward he led the way to the extreme énd of
: p the room, close—oh, disastrously close—to my bat,
';-'_ 3 i coat and booty. "l suppose »ou had an objéct” ——

# "

BY RITA WEIMAN. >}

“Do You Mean to Say;” He Breathed Incredulously, “That You Meant to Steal These?"

R

As he turned and started for the salon 1 was hanging
away the gown carefully, with great regard for dewali.
With every step he made I took a breath of reilef; aug
when he banged into a sharp corner of the bed [ gave
a shriek, so tight wns my tension keyed.

Then, impatient to be rid of him, and with belated
compunction for the trick 1 was playing his short sight,
:;Illurried inte the salon and opened the door to the

L
“Oh, by the tl;‘." he remarked. pausing on his way

out, “if Mrs. Gooddale "phones, teil her everything's all

right.” He crossed the threshold. Then he stopped
with a sharp exclamation, .

1 peered from behind the door. A miracle had come
to pass! For there lu the ball outside stood another

le, vague as to outlines, but unmistakable the

lostant she ope her lips,

“Monsieur ale, I ’ave "urry 'ome. We "are for-
got to take madam's™ —— _ !

never so real as the other's accent. Faclug discovery,
¥ § strangely, deceptively calm. It's ot In moments
perll that polished financler loses bead or cour-
other professions whose business s to
from money

“Ihia youl mean fo say,” he bréathed ihcredulously,
“that you meant to steal these ¥

I nodded, gulped hard,

“I—I've been Ih{r tool of a—a Fagin,” 1 murmured.
“For mon(hs I've Yollowed you, waitiug for just such
an epportuniyy as presented itself this morning. ©Oh,
you don’t Know what it Is to be ferced to this kind of
thing agalost your wii! Il've been watching you,
Your wife, your mald, day and night ever since youd
left London. Fve scarcely slept, scarcely eatén, And
to-day my mowent of release came. You'd all gone
out—you had forgotten to lowk up the emeralds. 1
gt lnto your apartment—no matter how. | AT
1 didn’t lock the door securely when I closed It on the
chambermaid. 1 beard it open—aud my heart stood
stiil. All sorts of plans rushed through my bead. 1
wanted to throw tayself from the window.”

I turned away. A convincing sob canght In my
threat. “I'm so tired of it all” 1 mouned.

Poor Arthie covered bis eyes with his hand as
the tears commenced to mil down my cheeks, great
pearly drops, beautiful enough to string.

Archle cleared his throat—I could almost feel the
lump in it. “IU's & pretty seeions state of affairs.”
he sald, with desperate attempt at severity. “You'll
admit my duty seems clear,”

“Yes," 1 shuddered, siuking still further into the
chair, a crompled heap, =1 suppose there's nothing
else you can do. I've kpown—I'd come to this some
day. And there at the déor when I saw that little
French girl outside, 1 knew she was Fate—that uny
hour had struck. But somehow L felt—hoped—that
if 1 should tell you my story, you wight Tdu'lhudﬂ
and pity. Why shouM you, though?” hiroke off,
with subtie appeal to his generosity. “I came here

to steal, and the fact that 1 didn’t swecesd doesnt
change maMers, does ity 1

B
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that thes lay trampled on the foor, he took a sacond

4 palr from his walsteoat pocket, adjusted, took them

off and surreptitiously wipged sach gliss.

“If 1. should give you up'— the haif-questioned,
taking np the jewel case mgain, .

“It will mean' prison. of course™ I answered In
terrified whisper. And 1 know I lookied every inch
the belpless little girl “Evervthing's agalust me,
even the confession I've just givem you. Why 1
baven't a shred of defence-—none whatever. You see
I've not been at the gawme loug enough to be well
versed In all s tricks. I'm hopeless—a bungler.”

Archie sprang-open the case agre more, made sure
the emerulds still pested In iheir velvet bed, then
looked at me. “What would you do if 1 wereé to let
you ' go

“0n,” 1 breathed, with a little unbelleving gasp,
“I'd leave it—all this—and try to find sompething
decent to do. If only | had the chance™——

"?'rrim;w." mused Archie slowly, “1 could help
you ' -—- .

“You don't miean ¥—— 1 ¢rled, hands clasped before
me.

- “%es” be Interrupted softly, “I belleve that at the
rore you are goond. Your very confession proves it
You've got to keepeout of the clutches of this—this
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Fagin you speak of, that's all. Let me BOp—R1 pnse
you weet me at my lawyers, Kirke, Brown & Halsey,
to-morrow, at twelve, and I'll see Il 1 can't find some-
thing for you."

I glavreed up at him in gulck suspiclon. Of course
I wouldn't go 4o his lawvyers’, ut was be cleverer than
Wias this a seheme ———-

“No—no,” he added bastily, lnterrupting my look.
This—er—experience will be guite safe with me. 1
Kive yon my word o one shall ever know of I, He
extended his hand and 1 bent my head over it In mute
thoogh tearful gratitude,

The Broken Appointnient.

*“To-morrow,” be reminded me, as 1 whisked off
the apron, speared on my hat and pleked up my hand-
bag In rapld succession. And on his face 1 conld read
the smmile of compiancent self-satisfaction that lova-
riably creams the milk of human kindpess.

Of course that to-morrow pever came—save In one
BrTRe,

My brother Bill took me to dioner the following
pight at the Waldorf. It's a way we have of elther
celebrating a big coup or forgetting a big disappoint-
ment. Dangerous if you lke. Bul, then, risk rapidly
becomes eat and drink to one who depends oa it for
Doth. HBesildes, yon'd never have recognized me as I
paused nonchniautly in the doorday of the rose colored
room. Drexsing up to look lo the manner born is a dis-
guise I've cultivated like many women not in my pro-
fession. To-nigut 1 wore moonshine with green lights
i it, and a black picture hat swooping down over my
ey R Also under the last was a tinge of ahadow—
Dot cast by the hat—and the red of my lips bad come
not exaatly through biting them. Yes, I flatter myself
1 did look the iady as 1 stood waiting for Bill and the
maltre d"hotel tv declde on a table. Suddenily I turned
hand lald lightly on my brother's arm.

“The table next (o the corver one,”’ | draw
gestion. "1 ahould ke It 1 think.™ s

Bl glanced in the direction (ndicated and I folt his
muscles tighten. At a table shoved close to the one
I'd pointed out sat Mr. and M. Archie Geoddale, she
was talking excitedly. Every hair In her red

ﬂm

F i i i
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deur seemed to spring from the confining band

isniz and poiot ace ¥ at ber hysband. wWas
fuirbling nervously with his glasses, At

Brother Bill besitated, eyes on me g rapid gquestion.

My answer was (0 move languidly toward the table I'd
selec el '

“Can’t you see.” my lips formed the words hurriediy
as [ seated myself back to Mrs. . chalr pushed
up against hers, “T've got to ﬂom Argument’'s
about.”

“Run rmhu&htnthlhn';. "
G mouth,” brother Bill

But I was wore Interested in the /

“
B
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“Dop’t ‘my dear” me. I want to know the mea
of It, that's all. A strange woman-—and when Mas
celle comes in, you keeping her out, and the shades
drawn and whispers so that Marcelle couldn’t catch
a word. And then she vanishes and'——

“My dear,” Archie managed to Interject, “do I ever
question where you lunch or dine? Didn't you go off
with Fianey yesterday? I assure you this was a mat
ter of business, nothing more.”

“Buslness—in a dark corner for hours!
may be hdlf blind; mine are not!
of me?™

“Nothing-—I mean, dear,” Archle soothed, a hopeless
note In his volce, “you're exaggerating. It was half
an bhour at most."

“1 don't care if it was five minutes. I want to know,
and I'm golng to!™

Aund there, with brother RIill ealmly ordering the
dinner while 1 wanted to shriek to Archie to keep
gllence at all costs, Mrs. Gooddale gradually drew forth
the story as a dentist extracts a tooth—with protest-
ing, Odgeting and reluctance on the part of the pa-
tlent. When she had finished I was clinging with both
hands to my chair like a shipwrecked sallor-to the
mast.

“Archle Gooddale,” she gasped finally, “1 thought
you were a fool when you married me. Now 1 know
you must bave been the original one.’ Lord, you make
me wanl—to—scrateh!™

“*Why,” there was hurt astonishment In Archie’s
tones, “no harm's done"——

“And you dkin't even have her searched ™
choked.

“Bearched? Why, no.
You saw for yourself this morning.
been the nse? ' The poor thing”——-m

“Give me the key to that box!™ Mrs. Gooddale in-
terrupted swiftly. “Hereafter I'll look after the jJewel
ciife,

Amd the next day she left her hashand,

The papers were full of it. Under the direction of

John Finney, ber former manager, she wes going hack
on the stage, and would ajppear in vandoville wearing
the famous emeraids Goouaale had presented to_her
on their marringe. Buch was the announcement.
* Iaring the three mont. . that followed those emer-
alds ‘were manipulated by her press agent until she
might have been entwined, chaiged, lu them, just as
the biliboards pletured her. For It was generally un.
derstood that a dazzled pablic would rush to see the
Jewels rather than to hear tae sougbind. Even in show
Eirl days Mrs, Gooddale's volee had never rivalled her
shoulders. :

Poor Archie fled town to escape persistent reporters.
But fromn the absolute Indifference to his wife's deser-
tion 1 judged freedom had not been unwelcome, even
wlthe sacrifice of family Jewels. :

hnmedigtely after our dinner at the Waldorf brothaer
BRIl too, had left the city “on urgent business.” 8o 1
kept out of sight and amused myself following the
press reports of Mrs, Gooddale's progress,. Buot three
lays, before the lady's début, blagonsd Lirilliantly oo
the first page of an evenlig paper were the beadlines
“"Famous Emeralds Stolen!™ P

Bets on the Emeralds,

Of course no one belleved It though rewanls wore
offered broadcast for thelr retnrn. It was NSl pos-
sible, the management explained, that they'd been
logt. A day passed and no results. Added to the re.
ward came a promise of “no questions asked.” 8t
another day went by. Then the openlng was pe
poed n week. At last the public bega® to take no-
tice. Could It be possible that the story was true?
Curiosity was aronsed, conjecture stimulated, the
usual assortment of cranks came forward witp theo-
ries. - The case was discussed In bhotel corridors, on
Etreel corners, It hecame an absorbing tople of -
terest. Archie's friends in clob windows along Fifth
avenue lald bets on the ontcome. Jaded old New
York took to wondering whether this press agent tithit
had been hetually served with the reilsh of trath,

Yoar eyes
What do you think

slie

The emeralds are all right.
What would have

>

"And speculators began to ask ten dol'urs a seat for

the night of Mrs. Gooddale’s first appearance,

Then came the Aagh of the expesed alfter all,
Goodale emeralds had been found!—by a poor
old seamstress whose family was on the verge of
starvation. A beautiful story—and oh, pathetle to
the polnt of tears. But Just here a doubting news-
paper lavoached forth It advised (ts readers
none ftoo delicately that during last week's uproar
Mrs, Gooddale's jewels had probably been reposing in
a safe deposit vault. 1t published letters Uiy the score,
And at length came one, terse, to the polut.

“How s a poor bew lldered publliec to know." the
eymleal writer Inguired, “that the Gooddale lady's
goms are the real thing after all* Why has her hus-
band made no effort to recover them since ber un-
ceremonlous leave taking? The answer ls, Because
they're probably made of paste.”

At opce the newspapers seixed on the question and
dauntéd it. Certminly It offered a sensatlonal solu-
tion of the whole affalr. The emeralds a fake! The
bare possibiiity of it made reportorial lips smack. An
army of press representatives visited Mrs. Archie at
her hotel

Bhe rose up shriecking deflance
she stormed. She let them send an expert. Bhe'd
have the stones examined before witnesses, Ehe'd
prove to them, to every one. Bhe'd sue for libel, For,
naturally, doubt as to the reality of her star drawlug
card mean flasco,

A meeting was arranged and a connolssenr se-
lected to test the preclous stones. Reporters of other
pupers were Invited to be present,

I put on a thick vell and a brisk, businesslike alr
and to that meeting 1 went.

It was held in Mr. John Finney's: private office, at the
top of his big vaudeville theatre. Unlike other roots
of the type—Dbare, tobacco stained and lined in posters
~—this was a stunning place. , A multitude of signed
photographs covered the gold-tinted walls. On a dull
green rug in the centre of the room stood a huge, fiat
mahegany desk. At this—dicially-—sat the man-
ager. Beslde him, in high back chair, Mrs. Gooddale re-
clined like a queen holding court, her manner that of
delicate disdain, but in her eyes a sparkle that told
she realized the advantages of the situation. On the
desk lny a long—oh, 8o famillar--red leather box.
Obviously the scene bhad been arrmanged with care cal-
culated to prove the climax of advertisement

We were ushered in with the ceremony of a Fifth
avenue reception. [ balf expected to bave my name
required. Wonder which 1I'd have glven. But no ques-
tions' were asked. In I walked, one of the Iss! 10
arrive. A group of reporters lolled near a window
through which the sun streamed. Some strolded about
examining pictures, All were but mildly thrilled
at the proceeding. That smile In Mrs. Gooddale’s
e¥e was enough to dispel any doubt. But she vouch-
safed no word, and when the expert horried in she con-
tinved to nit sllent, while Fiuney banded bim the
red leather case, e

He snapped it open.

The emerald eyes gleamed, winked.
But the sunfire played with theirs.
one of the several shades. The stones glittered more
brilliantly. He fingered them, carried them o a
window facing a side sireet cut of from wirong
light, ®llence, while he took a glass from his pocket,
examined them closely through it. Again he ran
sensitive fingers over necklace, bracelets, brooch, ear
rings and riags, taking up each in turn. A ripple of
exclipment stirred the alr. Mm. Archie glanced at
the expert—curionity tinged with impetience. He
was handing the jeweis agaln, stff more carefully,
Presently he looked across them st ber, something
like a question in his eyes. She balf bose, uneasiness
replacing the early sovereign polse.

The were rousing themselvea, grown alert

seconds sped by, Mrs. Gooddale
cmlmcmm-mkm:

The

“How dared they!

coquetteg,
He pulled down
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