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Louls Joseph Vanes |

. & gign from her, so that he had grown

| accustomed to the unfattering beliel

H-lup of the Rose.
,ihped deep in the leatber-bound
juxary of an ample Jounge-chair,
" apart from the world by the
* ible solitude of the library of
_ 2 most exclusive club, Mr.
n Law sprawled (largely .on the
of his peck) and, squinting dis
Mtnﬂlr down' bis nose, admitted
t he was exhausstively bored.
Now the chalr filled so graceles=iy
‘#tood by an open window, some twen.
feet below which lay a slzable
walled garden, an old Englsh garden
ih full lower. And through the win
‘dow, now and then, a half-hearted
'i‘l‘ln‘.ll walted gusis of warm air,
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that she had foergetten him.

And now the sgign had come—but
what the deuce did the trey of hearis
mean?

When morniug came, London had
lost Alan Law, No man of his ac-
Guaintanes—nor any woman—bhad re-
celved the least warning of his dis-
appearance. Me was simply and suf-
ficlently removed from English ken.

CHAPTER IL.

The Bign of the Three.
Out-of-<deorm, high briien noon,
day in spring, the clamorous life of

sauve and enervating with the heavy

!IFI]:I'I.IIH of English Poses, I

in |

and
sighed |

.~ Mr. Law drank deep of it,
- ‘Apite of his spiritual unrest,
Mlightly apd shut his eyes.
Anr unspoken word troubled
‘depth of his consciousmess. so that
old memories stirred and struggled to
Its surface. The word was “Rose,”
and for the time seemed to be the!

‘Name nelthér of & woman nor of nl

‘flower. but oddly of both, as Thnughl
the two things were one. His mental |
‘vislon, bridging the gap of a vear, con-: |
u‘l'lﬂ up the vision of a lithe, sweet
igllhsvette tn white, with red roses'
ml her belt, posed on a terrace of the
JRiviera agalnst the burning Medlter:
sranean blue.

dlr. Law was dully consclous that

‘he ought to be sorry about someihing. |

flll- hl was really very drowsy indeed;
, drinking doep of winescent
l'ﬂlll he fell gently asleep.

S The clock was striking four when
jh awoke: and before closing his |
& igyes bhe had noticed .that its hands
' Indicated ten minnf®¥ to four So he

1, jeould not have slept very long.
. For some few seconds Alan did not
cbut . rested ag he was. increduo- '
ulk Ir regarding a rose¢ which had ma-
! ferinlized mystertously upon the littie
'l.thla at hiz elbow. He was quite sure
‘.hl wot been there when he closed
" hls eyes, -.H aRlmost ag sure that it

: - And In Ih:t instant of awakening

*  the magioc fragrance of the rose-garden
mrﬂ to be even more strong and
oloying sweet than ever.

Then be put out a gingerly hand
and discovered that it was rea! bevond
wll guestion. A warm red rose, fresh-
plucked, drops of water trembling and
spariding ke tiny dlamonds on the
i¥elvet of It fleahy petals. And when

: ‘;Inpultlﬂl,r he took It by the stem, he
: red & most Indisputable thorn

the |

|
| tha lonely
|

| lexsly into the light,

: 10 Fpeak.

silver through itg brilliant streets
Within-doors, neither sound nor sun
heam disturbed a perennial quiet that

| Was yYel nol peace.

The room was like a wide, deep
well of night, the haunt of teeming
shadows and sinister silences

Littie, Indeed,
ghape that brooded over
it, the figure of an old man motion
leém In & great, leather-bound chair.

His halr was as white as his heart
was black. The rack of his bones,
clothed In a thick black dressing-
zown with $alat-e ord of cerimeon silk,
from the thighs down was covered by
it black woollem rug. He stared un-
blinkingly at nothing: a man reven-
clghthe dead, completely paralyeed
but for hig head and his left arm.

Presently a faint clicking signal dls-
furbed the stillness. Beneea Trine put
‘orth his lelt hand and touched one
of A& row of crimeom buttons embedded |
in the desk. Something else clicked
~this time & latch. There was the
faintest possible nolse of =a rinﬂlllg
toor, and A smallish man stole noise-
paused beside the
deak and waited respectfully for leave
“Well 7 -

"A telegram, sir—from FEngland.”

“Give 1t me!™

The old man seized the sheet of vel-
low paper, scanmned it hungrily, and
crushed #t in his tremulous claw with
& gesture of uncontroilable emotion

"Bend my daughter Judith here'™

Two minutes later a young woman

| In street dress was admitted to the

chiambear of shadows.
“You sent for me, father?™

St down.”

She found and placed a chalr at the
desk, and obediently gsettled herself
in it

“Judith—tell me—what day is thia?"

"My birthday. 1 am twenty-one.”

F-ﬂleh did sérviece for the traditional

vinced that he wasn't dreaming,

tﬁglrlnihrrﬂl the rosa to his sound

and meditatively sucked his

“And , your sister's birthday:' Rose,
too, is twenty-one. "

"“Yes.™

“You could have forgotten that” the
old man pursped almost mockingly.

o you really dlslike your twin-slster
=0 fntensely ™

Tha girl's trembled “You
know.” she said “we have nothing In
common——bevond parentage and this
ahominable reéemblance,
difer as lght from darkness.”

“And which would vou say
light **

“Hard!y my own: I'm no hypoerite
Rose is evervthing that thevy tell me
my mother was. while 1I"—the giH
smiled strangely-—""1 think—I am more
your daughter than my mother's.”

A'nod of the white head confirmed
the suggestion. “Tt I true. 1 have
watched you closely, Judith, perhape
more c¢losely thanm even you knew.
Hefore’ 1 was brought to this"—the
wasted hand made a significant ges

volea

waa-—-

With Red Roses at Her Belt

thumb. . Then Le jumped up from the
and glared suspiclously

T room. It was true that a prac-
. tiéal joke in that atmosphere
W_ &t 1 ; Still, there

" here wes 5o one but himeelf in

-ll' pausing on the way out
the envelops bhe found ad-

. hﬂu:hmhuu-mt

ture=~"1 was a man of sirong pas
sions. Your mother never loved, bhut
rather feared me. And Rose Is the
mirror of her mother's nature, gentle.
unselfish, sympatheticc. But vou, Ju-
dith, you are llke a second self to
me."

An accent of profound satisfaction
informed his voice. The girl walted
in a sllence that was tensely expect-
ant.

“Then, If on this your birthday 1
were to ask a service of vou that
might injuriously affect the happiness
of your sistér—*"

The girl laughed briely:
ask !

“And how far would you go to do
my wilil™

"Where would you etop in the servy-
ice of one you loved?®™

Beneca Trine nodded gravely. And
after a brief pause, “Roge is in love.”
he announced.

"Oh, I know—I know!” the father
affirmed with a faint ring of satisfac
tion. “I'am old, a eripple, prisoner of
this lving thmb: but all things |
should kmow--somehow—1 come to
know in course of time'™

“It's true—that Englishman she
scraped an acquainiance with on the
Riviera last year—what's his name *—

“Only

|{ Llaw, Alan Law."

|

“In the main,” the father corrected
mildly, “you are right. Only, he's not
English. thﬂhrmmm
Law, of Law & Son.”
mmmmnm
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New York runnfong as fdemt as quick- |
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: made his life a reign of terror
' 8o often 1 would s

|
!
:

Liur natures |

.!
- |
|
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i Law hack to America:

| “Well, there ls the history

™
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then—it eame to pass that we Inﬂil
one woma . your mother.
-—all but her heart: too late she real |
lzed it was Law she loved.
forgave me, nor 1 him. Though he
married another woman, still he heid
from me the love of my wife. | eould
not sleep for hating him-—and he was
no bettar off. Each sought the other's
ruin; it came to be an open duel be-
tween us, in Wall street.. One of us
had to fail—and 1 held the stronger
hagd The night before the day that
wWas to bhave spen my triumph, |
walked in Central park, as was my
habit to tire my bady so that my brain
might sleep. Crosging the East drive
I was struck by & motor-car running |
at high speed without lights. | was |
pleked up Insensible—and lived omly

He never !

to be what | am today. law tri-
umphed in the strest while | lay help-
less. ouly a llving rempant of my
fortune remained to me. Then ?Iu

| columns of dun-colored smoke spring |

We Both Loved One Woman. 1

chanfleur, discharged, came to me and |
sold maé the truth: it was Law's car !
with Law at the wheel that had struck I
me down—a deliberale attempt at as
sassination. 1 sent Law word that 1
meant to have a life for a life.. For
what was 1 better than desd? [ prom-
iged him that, should  he escape, J
wonld have the life of his son.  He
knew | meant 1t, and sent his wile
and son abroad, ' Then he died iﬂld‘-i
denly, of some common ailment-—they
sald; but I kpew better. He died of |
fear of me.” |

Trine smiled a cruel amile: “1 had |
Ever |
nd L.aw, one way |
another—mysteriously alwave—a '
irey of hearts; It was my desth=ign
for him: you . know, our name, |
iripe, signlfies a group of three. And
évery time he received a trey
hearts, within twenty-four houks an |
ut!t-mpt of some sort would be made

upon hie life The strain broke down
hiz nerve

“Thean | F'Iﬂwi my attention to the |
gom, but [he distance was too great ‘
the diflculties insuperable. The Law
millions mocked all mv eNMofts: their
allfance with the Rothechilds placed
mother and son under the protection
¢f every gecrel police in Europe. Put
they dared not come home. At length
I realized 1 could win onlr by playing
1 walting game. | needed three
things: more mcaey: to bring Alan
and one agenl
| copld trust, one Incorruptible agent
| ceased to persecule mother and son,
Iulled them into a sense of false
gurity, sud by careful speculstions
repairad my fortupes. In Rose | had
the lure to draw the boy back to
America; In you, the one person 1}
conld trust

“I sent Rose abroad and arranged
thal ghe ghould meel Law. Thev fell
n love st slght. Then I wrote inform-
ing her tbat the man she had chogen
was the son of him who had murdered
all of me but my brain. It fell out as
I foremaw. You can imagine the scene
of passionate renunclation—pledgzes
of undying constancy—the arrange-
nwent of a secret code whereby, when
she needed him, she would send him
a slngle rose—the birth of a great ro-
mance!”

The old man laughed rardonically.
Now ths |
rose has been sent; Law is already
homeward bound; my agents are

or

LR

Ef-

! Jarobh more narrowly, though no other |

of] *

walching his every step. The rest ia
In your hands.” |
The girl bent forward, breathing |
hearily, eyes aflame in a face that had
assumed a waxen pallor. .
"“What is it you want of me?™
“Bring Alan Law to me. Dead or
nlive, bring him to me. But alive. If
you can compass it; 1 wish to see him
die. Then 1. too, may die content™
The hand of bot-blooded vouth stole
forth and grasped (he fcy hand of
death-in-life.
“1 willi bring him."” Judith swore—-
“dead or allve, you whall have him
here.”

{-'-HAFTEH M.

The Trail H "I'rutlurr.
But young Mr- Law was soie agent
of his own evhrishment: just as he
was nobody’s fool, least of all his own.

The answer forestalled his arrival | him overseas to this mortal pass. Fea-
1 won her } In Liverpool:

Trine's death sign for voor father. For
Cod's sake, ook T vourself and keep
"way from America 1

But Alan had more than once vis
ited Ameriea lncognito and unknown
to Seneca Trine via 4 Becret route of
hie own selection.

Eight days out of London, a second-
clags passenger newly landed from
one of the C.-P, steamships, he"walked
‘e streets of Quebec—and dropped
out of sight between dark and dawn,
o turm up presently in the distant
Canadian hamlet of Bale St. Paul, ap-
parently a very tenderfooted American
woods-traveler chaperoned by a taclh
turn Indian guide pleked up heaven-
knows-where.

Crossing the St. Lawrence by night,

the twe struck off qufetly into the
hinterland of the Notre Dame renge,
then crossed the Malne border. -
On the second noon thereafter,
trall-worn and weary, as lean as their
depleted packs, the two paused on a
ridge-pole of the wilderness up back
of the Allagash country, and made
their midday meal in a silence which,
Il normel fu the Indian, was one of
deed misgivings on Alan’s part.
Continually his gaze questioned the
northern skies that lowered porten-
fously, fonl with smoke—a country-
wide conflagration that threatemed al

*mine’

northerft Maine,  bonedry with
i roaght
Only the south offered a falr pros
ct. And the fires were making
southward far faster than man might
hope. te trayel through that grim and
stubborn land. i
Even ns he stared, Alan saw fresh

up in the northivest,

Anxiously he consnlted the Impas-
sive mask of the Indlan, from whom
his gquestions gained Alan little com-
fort Jacob recommended forced
marches to Spinlt lake, where canoes
might be found to ald thelr flight:
and withdrew into sullen reserve.

They traveled far and fast by dim
forest trails befors sundown, then
again paused for food and rest. And
a8 Jacob sat deftly about preparing
the meal, Alan stumbled off to whip
tha little trail-side stream for trout

Perhaps a hundred yards- upstréam,

he back-lash of a careless cast by his

veary hand hooked the state of Maine. |
Too tired even to remember the ap
rropriate  worde, Alan serambled
2chore, foreed thrnugh the thick un-
dergrowth that masked the trafl,
found his fly, set the stats of Maine |
iree—-and swinging on his heel
'rmsht up, mose to a sapling. trans-
fixed by a reéctaiigle of white paste.
bogrd fixed to its trunk, a trey of
Lhearts, of which each pip had been
ieatly punctured by a 22-caliber bul
el,

He carrfed it back to camp, mean-
img to consult the gulde, but on. sec-|
crid thought, held hMe tongue. 1t wab
not Hkely that the Indian had over
lcoked an object so eomspicuous on !
the trall,

S0 Alap waited for him to speak—
and meantime determined to watch

nepicious eircumstance -had marked |
the several days of thelr assoelation.

The first half of the night was, as
tha day, devoted to relentless prog- |
resa southward: thirly “minutes of |
steady jogging, five minutes for rest—
and repeat. ,

No morg question as to the need for |
such urgent haste: overhead the north
wind muttered without ceasing. Thin
vells of smoke drifted through the for-|
e§t, hugging the ground, like some
welrd aerld mist; and ever the cur
tained heavens glared, livid With re.
Mected fires.

By midnight Alan had come to the
bounds of enduranee; flesh, bone and
“irew could no loager stand the strain.
Though Jacob declared that Spirit
lake was now only six hours distant,
as far as concerned Alan he might
have said 600. His blanket once un-
rolled, Alan dropped upon it like one
arugged.

The sun was high when he awak
ened and sat up, rubbing heary eyes,
etretching aching lNmbs, wondering
vwhat had come over the Indlan to let
Lhim sleep so late =

Of a sudden be was assatled by pick-
ening fears that needed only the brief-
cat investigation to comfirm. Jacobd'
had absconded with every rllunh!ul
ftem of their equipment.

Nor was his motive far to le-rk‘

Overnight the fire had made
mendous gains. And ever and umu
the wind wodld bring down the rutr*

of the holocaust, dulled by lﬂltﬂﬂ.{'ﬂi |

animals feeding on thelr kill f

but not unlike the growling of wild

Alan delayed long enough only tu|
swallow a few mouthfuls of raw food.

gulped water from a spring, and set
out at a dog-trot un the trail to Spirit
Lake,

holding to the trail mainly by instinet.

At length, panting, gasping, half-
blinded, h» staggered into a little nat-
ural clearing and plunged forward |
headlong, so bewildered that he could | |
not have sald whether he was tripped
or thrown; [or eves as hs stumbled a
heavy body landed on his back and

 4ry logs snd branches.

| conveying Lthe blade to his mouth., he

I
i
|
For hours he blundered blindly on, t
i

against the razor-sharp m

pine blazing llke a toreh.

= .. " "‘E‘-q‘#ml '-"-..TIL-"H" e
s, i { L

tore for feature, even Lo the hue of
her tumbled halr, she counterfeited |
the wownan Le loved; ounly thpse eyes,
aflame with their look of inhummn
rithlessness, denled that the two were
one,

He sought vainiy to speak The
breath rustled in his parched throat
like wind whispering among dead
leaves.

Thrusting the Indian roughly aside,
the woman knelt in his place® by
Alan's head.

“No,” she sald, and smiling eruelly,
sghook her head—'no, I am not your
Rose. Hut | am her sister Judith, her
twin, born in the same hour, daughter
of—<can You guess whosa daughtar?
Hut ses this!™ She fashed a ecard
from within her hunting shirt and held
it befere lijs eves. “You know it, eh”
The trey of hearts—ihe symbol of
Trine—Trine, vour father's enemy,
and vyours. and—Rose's father and
S0, now, perhaps you know!¥

A gust of wind liké a farnace blast
swept the glade. The woman sprang
up, glanced overshoulder into the for
est, and signed to the Indian.

“In ten minutes.” she said, “these
woods wlil be your funeral pyre.”

She gtepped back. Jacob advanced,
picked Alan up, shouldered his body,
nnd etrode back into the foreat. Ten
feet in from the clearing he dropped
the helpless man supine upon a bed of

Then, with a siogle movement, he
disappeared.

CHAPTER V.
e
Many Waters.

Overhead, through a rift in the
foliage, a gsky was visible whose abon
darkness called to mind a thunder |
clond.

The heat was nearly intolerable;
the volee of the fire was very loud.

A heavy, broken erashing near by
made Alan turn his head, and he saw
n hrown bear break cover and plunge
on into the farther thickets—forerun
ner of a mad rout of terrified forest|
lolk, deer, porcupines. a fox or two, a
wildeat, rabbits, squirrels, partridges

a dozen maore -

Two minutes had passed of the ten.
Something was digging vncomfortably
into Alan‘s right hip—the automatic
1'1[-!‘n] in his hip pocket, of which

‘acob bhad neglected to relleve him.
‘I hen a -sharp, spiteful erackling
hrought him suddenly to a sitting pos!-
tion, to find that the Indian had
thoughtfully toucheéd a mateh to the
nvre before departing. At Alan's feet
the twigs were blaging merrily.

It wopuld have been easy enough,
neting on instinet, to enateh his Wmbs
away, but he did not move more than
to strain his feet as far as thelr bouds
permnitted Consclous of scorching
heat even through his hunting boots,
he suffered that torture unt!l a tongue |
flame licked up., wrapped iteelf |
roiind the thick hempen cord and hltn'i
it through i

i
i

Tmmediately Alan kicked his feet
lifted to a kneellng position, and
crawlied from the pyre.

As for his hands—Alan’'s hunting-
knife was still In t8 sheath belted
the small of his back. Tearing at
the belt with bis hamperod flngers, Be
conirived to shift it round until the
shweath knife stuck at the beltdoop
over his left hip. Withdrawing and

free,

1

Sawed the Cords Against I'I':lm Razor-
Sharp Blade.

gripped it firmly bétween his teeth,
and sawed the cords round his wrists

Befora Alan could furn and run he
saw a vanguard' of bridge 50
yards at a bound and start a dead

e —— v —— W R
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Trine and the Iudtan—the Iatter wisld- T

ing the paddie.

In the aet of tuming
dam he saw Jgcob dvoj
The next instant a bullet from a Win:
chester .20 kicked up a spurt of peb-
bles only a few feet In advance of
Alan.

He quickened his pace, but the next
bullet fell closer, while the third ae

tually bit the earth bepeath his run- |

ning feet as he galned the dam.

Exaspérated, he pulled up, whipped |
out his pistol and fired without aim. |
At the same time, he noted (uat the |

|
‘ !
r
:

distance between dam and cance had ,

-x ._,....ﬂ_..-.

F-t-..

toward- the |
the paddle. '

A Tremendous Weight Tore at MHig
Armes.

lassened perceptibly., thanks to the
strong current sucking through the
apillway.

Hia shot flew wide, But almost In-
stinetlvely his finger «<losed again
upon the trigger, and ha saw the pad
die spap in twain, its blade falling
overboard. And then the Indlan fired
again, his bullet droning past Alan's
Sar.

As He fired In response Jacob start
ed, dropped his rifia and erumpled uu
in the bow q; the canoe,

Simultaneously earth and hr-nan:
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CORSETS
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many new models in
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rocked with a terrifie clap of thun- - SSE

der.

Ie turned agaln and ran swiftly
along the dam, toward two heavy tim-
hera that bridged the torremt of the
apillway.

Then a glance aside brought him up
with a thrill of bhorror: the suck of
the overflow had drawn _the canoe
within & hundred yards of the spill
way. The dead Indian in its bow, the
ltving woman helpleas in its stern,
it
tinn

His next few actions were wholly
unpremeditated. He was consclous
only of her white, staring face her
strange llkeness to the woman that he
laved.

He ran out upon the bridge, threw'
himself down upon the innsrmost tim- |
ber, turned, and let his bodwyall back: !
ward, armsa extended at length, and
swung, braced by his feet beneath
the onter timber. '

With a swiftness that pl.nlad con- '
scious thonght, he was aware .af the
canoe® hurtling onward with the speed
of wind, its sharp prow .apparently
almod directly for his head. Then
hands closad round his wrists like
clamps;: a tremendous welght tore at
his arms, and with an effort of incon-
teivable  difficulty he began to Hft,
to drag the woman up out of the foam-
ing jaws of death. '

Somehow that impossible feat was
achieved; somehow the woman gained
a bold upon his body, shifted it to his
balt, contrived inexplicably to {*]lmhi'l'
over him to .the timbers: and lnmq-|
how he in turn pulled himself up to |
safety, and sick with reaction !prnwlad
prone, lengthwisa upon that foot-wide'
bridge, above the screaming abyss. |

Later he became aware that the
woman had erawled to safety on the_
farther shore, and pulllng bhimself to-|
gether, Imitated her example Solid!
earth underfoot, he rose and stood|
swaving, heset by a great weaknéss,

Through the gathering darkness—a

swepl swiftly onward to destruc | pe

GIRLS _ 10 teants:
fal giv lich mofd will keep yoo
lowas s iould s R s h’1I'IHIH i
fmn s viksnoee wod deosey thet you will
b Liswe oy y of all your frionde. LS e Qe vyory newesl pil-
law i iaw g enlrm ntps D sies. I:u_l'lil-l-rl"lnll'h'lﬂrll‘“
Ly inepea wods by 10 inches déop, 1 s Hned B
wadiiw Black sabin with L teew rolle sdge and

w L !Ern_. 1
f-lr--n wi o b m el wreE aord. This lovely mll fawarm

mrd dressy, =10 givs you years of wear sod sstlslaolion

aid s sarsly osl whab you most wanl.

[T L e 4] .-pnd‘n“l‘l‘f‘lfl' ARy, .mh!m
i

ol Ll vt v poikifs b gubekly unk it e ded gt

[T ru-.u- leoy ad Japarness Porfama. hﬁuﬂr1 mﬂ-‘
cond mddeess boday u:ri'uﬂ rlm-t e ‘l“ﬂ-

s ipE bin & o reak el o s
Cars Lﬂu Weod Vielot, Whike Rows, sbe. Halp us adver
i e lighiinl perfonm by selling thess smonyg Four

Fri |-.,ntrh|rn|-ncnllnul:d-iuﬂﬂlﬂbﬂﬂlm e emicls

It i wery sy 1y ladies by A i bl L
E |,||-.‘. ire pn wlghil. Heforn our

Tami wild Bod =@ PEGTRY
njun. n'l.-l.n:l all cherges ;u,.jjl
Froaructes sabisfaotion Wrile

MNiE REGAL HAHUFAL'THIING C0. &
Dept. M, 221 Torontw, Canada

e
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SUGGESSFUL
MEDICINE

[Known All Over The World
—Known Only For The
Good It Has Done.
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We know of no other medicine which
has been so successful in relieving the
suffering of women, or received 5o many
genuine testimonials, as has in ki
Pinkham’'s Vegetable Com

In nearly every mmmumt;; you will

nd women who have been restored to
health by this famaous-medicine. Almost
every woman you meet knows of the
great good it has been doing among suf-
l'nrln:mun for the past 30 years.

Fox Creek, N. B.—*1 have always
hadp-hiiuﬂulbdmanmd a weak-

ghastly rwillght in which the flaming [}
farests on the other shore burned with'

an uneéarthly glare—he diseovered the
Wan, writhen face of Judith Trine
close to his and he heard her volce, &'
&cream barely audible above the com-

mingled volces of the mnllmﬂu:-

and the cascades:
“You fool!

The uliter grotesqueness of 1t all
broke upon his Intelligence like the

Nature. _He
langhed a little hystarieally.

Darkness followed. A flash of light-
ning seemed to flame between them
like a flory sword. 'To its
llllllh‘, be lapsed into uncomscious- |
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Why 414 you save me? |
‘I tell you, I have sworn your death!”




