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HEN a man offers to marry a woman who 
confesses to an unsavory past he must 
surely love her. Captain Austin loved Birdie 
passionately. He wanted her more than he 
had ever wanted any other thing on earth. 
What mattered it if she had gone astray. 
The world was full of such women. He had 
known many of them during his career. 

But he had never heard of a single one 
* honest enough to bare her soul in a crisis like the one 

confronting Birdie now. He would have offered to make 
her his wife with the secret of her past locked away. 

“You know, dear,” he said very gently, “no mat- 
ter what you have done, I feel that you would give any 
man a square deal if he was fair with you.” 

“IT would — I would!” replied the girl. 
“And I feel as though you would make a good 

wife to a decent man, Birdie. If you marry me, you ° 
won’t be making a mistake. I promise you that.” 

She was crying aloud now. 3 
Her tears trickled down her cheeks chasing one 

another. 
In an instant he was kneeling beside her again 

and this time her hands were in his. She leaned forward 
and she slipped into his arms. 

The kiss she gave him was bitter with tears. To 
him it was sweet. 

“You will marry me, won’t you?” he begged. “You 
do care for me a little or you would not have told me all 
you did.” 

“God, boy, I do love you,” she cried, clinging to 
him frantically. “I love you dearly — dearly.” 

When Captain William Austin went home that 
night, he experienced a new sensation. He was happy, 
yes, very happy, for he had won the Wonder Girl. He 
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never gave her past another thought. 

She had done the most noble thing she sonill have 

done and he loved her all the more for it. 

He was so wrought up that he bursted into his 

brother-in-law’s room upon his arrival home and awoke 
him rudely out of a sound slumber. 

“Hello, William!” that individual cried good-na- 

turedly. “What’s happened? You seem all lit up.” 

_ Austin seated himself on the edge of the bed. 

“T am going to be married, Henry,” he said, com- 

ing straicht to the point. 
_ “Married?” The other seemed surprised, but he 

wasn’t. 
“Ves, married.” 
“Who is the girl?” 
“Birdie Mortimer.” 
The other whistled softly. 

He regarded his brother-in-law for a moment, 

then he smiled. 
“You—you know what she is, . suppose?” he said 

very slowly. 
“She is the sweetest and dearest girl in all the 

world,” Captain Austin exclaimed. “She told me the 

truth about herself, yes, she did. She was frank and 

honest about that. And she did not tell me until after 

I had asked her to become my wife.” 

“She did?” came back incredulous: 
“Vos, Henry. She might have married me with- 

out telline me, but she refused. I honor her for that.” 

Neither spoke for quite a while. 

“Tf I were you I would not publish the fact,” the 

eaptain’s brother-in-law remarked presently. “Birdie 

Mortimer is too well known among a certain class of men 

who micvht ridicule vou.’ 

“Ridicule me?” Captain Austin sat up straight. 

* 
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“Why, that is absurd.” 
“Nothing of the kind, old man,” the other re- 

turned. “We might as well look the facts squarely in the 

face. Birdie Mortimer has a past. The man who marries 

her won’t get any credit for doing it. They will assume 

that you have been duped, that you fell for her beauty 

and charm. 
“And it will generally be believed that she put 

something over on you. As a rule men of your standing 

don’t marry that kind of a woman. I suggest that you 

think this over for a few days. Don’t do anything you 

might regret afterwards.” | 

Captain Austin, completely under the magic spell, 

merely laughed. 
“T don’t give a continental what others might think 

of my marriage to Miss Mortimer,” he said. “But as 

my wife I expect every man to respect her. The first one 

who offers her an intentional sight, will have to answer 

to me.” 
Again a space of silence fell. 

“Then you are determined to marry her, are 

you?” the brother-in-law asked. — 3 

“Indeed I am,” came back quickly. “And I am 

planning to have the ceremony performed in a few days. 

Of course, I shall leave your house. I couldn’t think of 

bringing her here.” 

“Certainly not,” the other retorted rather em- 

phatically. : 

Captain Austin glanced at his brother-in-law for 

~ a moment. 
“You are not going to snub her, are you, Henry?” 

he inquired, a wave of color surging into his face. 

| “No, William. Never fear,” was the answer. 

“Personally I believe that this girl will do everything to 

make you happy. She has it in her. No matter what her 
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ee past has been, one must respect her for her honesty and 

| frankness toward you.” 
“T am glad to hear you say that.” Austin rose. 

- Well, I’ll turn in. Good night.” 

| But the good captain could not sleep. For hours 

he paced the floor mentally going over everything that 

happened during his last meeting with Birdie Mortimer. 

He was not the man to judge even a woman who had 

erred, with any degree of harshness. 

Captain William Austin was the descendant of an 

eh old Southern family who traditionally honored and wor- 

ae shipped women. | | 

or He was absolutely convinced that Miss Mortimer 

eould never have been bad at heart. She had been a vic- 

tim of circumstances as so many others. Instead of giv- 

ee ing her another kick down the ladder he meant to raise 

tia her to his own honorable level. 

2 “Thank God she told me the truth,” he murmured. 

“Now I can trust her.” 
It was nearly morning when he dropped into a 

fitful sleep. Upon arising he found a special messenger, 

who had just arrived, awaiting him. : 

“T was told to give you this personally, sir,” the 

boy said, passing over a sealed envelope. “And you are 

to call up the steamship company as soon as you have 

read the letter.” 
To his dismay, Captain William Austin was or- 

dered to take command of the ship scheduled to leave 

New York for Constantinople within a week. 

Of course, he had to accept the commission. There 

was no way out of it. As per instructions he called up 

the office and sionified his readiness to comply. 

One of the first things he did after that was to 

hurry to Birdie Mortimer’s apartment. In a few words 

he told her the news, then insisted that they be married - 



— 839 — 

at once. 
_ The girl did not refuse. In fact she seemed happy 

to become an honest man’s wife as quickly as possible. 
Two days later they were married. A _ short 

honeymoon was spent in a family hotel where the cap- 
tain had engaged a suite of rooms. 

“This will be our home for the present,” he told 
her. “And as soon.as I return from my trip to Con- 
stantinople, we’ll go house hunting. I want you to have 
the best, sweetheart. Only promise that you'll remain 

true tome. You will, won’t you?” 

ow 

Birdie promised, and Captain Austin went away 

happy. 
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Chapter 100 

THE LEOPARD’S SPOTS. 

HEN CAPTAIN WILLIAM AUSTIN re- 

turned from his long trip, he took his wife 

into his arms and looked deeply into her 

eyes. She seemed to grow uneasy under 

his prolonged stare. But she managed to 

convince him by fervid assurances that she 

had indeed remained a true wife. A lengthy 

period of loneliness had not hurt Birdie’s 

physical charms. 

If anything, she had become more beautiful. She 

had gained several pounds in weight and her eyes were 

as clear and innocent as a baby’s. 

“Now we'll go house-hunting,” he said to her the 

following morning as they sat at the breakfast table. “If 

you have any preference as to location, speak up now, my 

darling.” | 
But Birdie had none. One place was as good as 

another so long as they lived in a nice big house. 

And s0, finally they decided to make a trip out to 

the Bronx. Captain Austin had a personal friend there 

who was a real estate agent. With the aid of the latter 

a suitable home was quickly found. 

The buying of furniture and rugs provided a new 

- thrill for the young wife. But those who knew her, felt 

sorry for her husband. 
“He is spending thousands of dollars to feather 

the nest,” they said. “And he’ll come home from one of 

those trips and find the bird flown. It is a wonder that 

she lived with Captain Austin as long as she did.” 
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But these prognosticators were all wrong in their 
deductions. Birdie Austin was not the Birdie Mortimer 
they had known. . 

At least not in one respect. 
Tired of roaming about the city’s cabaretes and 

of listening to the blandishments of eager lovers, she en- 
joyed this haven of rest and security. 

In her home, and under the protection of a hus- 
band, the gossips dared not wag their tongues as they 
had done of yore. 

She had learned to love her home. And loving it, 
she had to retain a certain degree of decency in order to 
deserve it. 

Birdie Austin was like the old Birdie Mortimer in 
another respect. Admiration was the breath of life to 
her. She loved to hear other men compliment her on her 
good looks and snappy mode of dress. And as she no 
longer went out to give them a chance to utter compli- 
ments elsewhere, she invited them to her home. 

It has been said quite often that a leopard don’t 
change its spots. This is only too true. 
7 Neither can a woman, who has been a flirt all her 
life, rid herself of the habit after she becomes a wife. 
At least Birdie couldn’t. And, it might be added, she 
did not try very hard. 

Three years of married life seemed to have made 
Captain William Austin young again. This does not 
infer that he was ever an old man. He was still in the 
forties and he had more pep and enthusiasm than many 
aman of twenty-five. 

After each trip abroad, Birdie assured him that 
she had remained a true and loyal wife. Of course, he 
believed her. 

Scandal mongers knew better than sow the seed 
of suspicion in Captain William Austin’s ears. He would 
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have crushed the man who dared say a single word 

- against his wife. 
And then the captain returned, bringing with him 

the girl he found adrift in the ocean. 

They were standing in the hall downstairs, wait- 

ing for Mrs. Austin to come downstairs. Finally she ap- 

peared. With characteristic impulsiveness she flew into 

her husband’s arms, ignoring the girl in the rear. 

“Oh, I am so glad you are back, William,” she 

cried. 
“Well, I am more than glad to be back,” he told 

her. 
Mrs. Austin’s eyes then wandered to Joan, still 

standing a few feet in the rear. 

“Who — who is she?” Birdie’s eyes had suddenly 

grown hard. 
“She is a poor waif I fished out of the sea,” Cap- 

tain Austin answered, drawing Joan forward. And then 

he explained as briefly as he could. “I brought her home 

with me, dear. You need a companion, sweetheart. I 

hope you won’t mind having her.” 

| Birdie was scrutinizing the lovely stranger. Then 

her glance wandered over to her husband. 

“Your will is law in this house, my lord and mas- 

ter,” she said with mock seriousness. “If you saw fit 

to engage a companion for me, I must accept her.” 

Joan, after having been introduced, had a pecu- 

liar feeling toward Mrs. Austin. What it was, she could 

not tell, for her power of analysis had been weakened 

by the loss of memory. 
And this feeling was reciprocated by the other 

woman. They stood, regarding one another critically. 

“T _.T hope, I am welcome,” Joan faltered. 

3 “Why, certainly you are welcome,” answered 

Birdie, although the tone of her voice seemed to beiie 
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her words. 
While Joan was being shown to her room, Cap- 

tain Austin made himself comfortable in the cozy sitting 
room. Puffing complacently at his pipe, he allowed his 
thoughts to ramble at will. 

That evening at dinner he was pleasantly sur- 
prised to notice that his wife and the lovely young guest 
agreed very well. 

Captain Austin took no part in the conversation. 
Suddenly his attention was attracted by a small silk Eng- 
lish flag hanging in the window. 

“What’s the idea, Birdie?” he inquired, pointing 
at the small flag. ‘‘We are in America here.” 

“Yes, I know,” his wife responded apparently 
somewhat nettled. “But I am an Englishwoman by 
birth. Surely you don’t object if I display my colors once 
in a while.” 

The captain’s face darkened with a perceptible 
frown. | 

“Listen to me,” he grumbled as he rose and strode 
toward the window, “I don’t mind you displaying the 
English flag. But don’t do it when I am home. I am . 
employed by an American Steamship Company. From 
the stern of my vessel always flies the American flag. I 
want to see that hanging in the window and no other.” 

With these words he removed the offending little 
flag. | 

Mrs. Austin remained silent. But the look in her 
eyes betrayed that she was displeased. 

Further amiable conversation seemed to have be- 
come impossible after that little tiff between husband and 
wife. When the captain left the house perhaps fifteeen 
minutes later, Mrs. Austin breathed an audible sigh of 
relief. . 

And now the two women were left alone. 

oma gh i bey : * 

Rela Pern ee ye — C - 

i ll ll alge a 

7 
* ; <_< ¥ 4 ‘ 

eT ae ee Oe ey et. fee 

+ 

ee eT eee ee — Pee aera Te Rid Bh ee D 

athens Si 

elie eta lh on lata hegeenie lt. Tae 



— 844 — 

“Since my husband saw. fit to bring you here as 

our guest,” Birdie began, staring hard at Joan, “I sup- 

pose I must make the best of it. He always does such 

foolish things. By the way,” she added after a pause, 

“did you see much of him on the trip here?” 
“Yes, quite a bit, Mrs. Austin,” Joan replied. 
‘Did you ever smell whisky on his breath?” 
“T_T thought I did once or twice,” came the halt- 

ing retort. 
“Well, that does not surprise me,” Mrs. Austin 

continued very seriously. “I might as well tell you now 

that William is a slave to strong drink. And when he is 

under the influence of liquor he is not responsible. In 

fact, he becomes dangerous. For that reason, if for no 

other I advise you to leave this house as soon as you pos- 

sibly can. ; 
“There are a lot of places where a pretty young 

girl like you con get a room. Of course, you must find 

a position. Now, please, don’t misunderstand me, Joan. 

I mean it for the best. You see, William is too fond of 
9 

pretty girls when he is drunk. He might 

“T understand you perfectly,” Joan interrupted. 

“And I thank you for your kindly interest in me.” 

A long interval of uneasy silence followed. 

When Mrs. Austin finally reopened the conversa- 

tion she plied her lovely young guest with questions. 

Joan told about herself as much as she could remember. 

And so the evening hours wore on. 

Suddenly they were startled by a loud altercation 

+n the hall. Running out, they saw Captain Austin hold- 

ing a well dressed man by the collar. 

“Now I want you to tell me what you mean by 

sneaking into my house,” he shouted, shaking the man. 

“I was right in back of you and saw you open the door 

with a latchkey.” | 
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“T’ll ask you the same question,” the other replied, 
breaking away. ‘Who are you,and by what right do 

9 . 
you presume to—— 

“Who am 1?” the captain guffawed. “Now that — 

is a good joke.” 
“Joke, nothing,” came back quickly. “This is no 

joke. Early this evening I saw the English flag in the 

window. That meant that the coast was clear and that 

I could visit our pretty Birdie without danger of finding 

someone else here.” 
“What?” Captain Austin stared at the speaker, 

then at his wife. 
“TRat man is crazy,” his wife spoke up. “Don’t 

pay any attention to him, William. Come with me.” 

With the strength of a man she forced her hus- 

band to leave the hall with her. She talked fast and fur- 

ious in order to convince him that nothing out of the 

ordinary had happened—that she had remained true to 

him. 7 
In the meantime, Joan, who had remained in the 

hall with the strange man, tried to get him to leave. 

“Captain Austin will kill you if you don’t go,” she 

warned. 
“And who is Captain Austin?” he demanded. 
“The lady’s husband—Birdie’s husband.” 

The man laughed. 

* “Te]] that to the marines,” he cried, still laughing. 

“That man was not Birdie’s husband any more than I 

am. He is one of her boy friends like I am. I guess he 

became jealous:when he saw me come here. And you,” 

he came a step closer and attempted to fondle Joan’s 

cheek, “you are some pretty chicken yourself. By God, 

I like your looks. Give me a kiss, little one.” 

She shoved him away, pale and trembling. 

“If you value your life, you better leave at once,” 
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she warned for the seceond time. 

“Not so that you can notice it,” the man, obvious- 

ly under the influence of liquor, returned. “T have been 

coming here for the last two months. Birdie and I are 

good friends. I bought her a diamond and ii 

That was as far as he got. 

Captain Austin, with plain murder in his eyes, 

- stood in the open door. He had heard every word of the 

last sentence. Witha howl like that of an enraged wolf, 

he sprang at the man’s throat. 

“Damn you!” he hissed. “I'll teach you what it 

means to invade an honest man’s home and debauch his 

wife!” 
The man, sensing the fearful danger, and fully 

aware that he would be killed if he stood his ground, 

fought fiercely to break the strangle hold on his neck. 

When he finally succeeded, he ran to the door, jerked it 

open, and fled down the street. 
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Chapter 101 

MRS. AUSTIN’S PENALTY 

APTAIN WILLIAM AUSTIN stood in the - 
open door, his gleaming eyes following the 
fleeing man. His broad bosom was heaving 
and his hands were clenched. A sickening 
sense of the most crushing disappointment 
held him securely in its torturing grasp. He 
fought against it with all his! physical 
strength. But the strength of the body 
could not subdue the mind. What he had 

heard but a few moments ago was still crashing in his 
ears. 

The one woman he loved — the one woman for 
whom he had risked everything — the one woman whom 
he had trusted, had deceived him. She had trodden his f 
name into the dirt. She had again become a thing to be | 
reviled. 

And that one woman was his wife! 
During that brief space of time he stood there, 

swaying back and forth, undecided in what manner to 
punish her, his thoughts turned to those who had warned 
him against marrying Birdie Mortimer. Certain remarks 
came back to him with an ugly force. 

But in spite of all that had been said against her, 
he had made her his wife. He had dragged her out of 
the mire and made a futile attempt to restore her good 
name by giving her his own. 

Ah, what a fool he had been! He might have 
known that such women can’t be trusted. 

| What hurt him most was the fact that she re- 
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ceived her lovers in the home he had provided for her. 

Very slowly he turned. The hall was empty. His wife 

and Joan had disappeared. yee 

With a muttered oath he ran toward the sitting 

room. Joan met him halfway. | 

“Please don’t do anything hasty,’ she pleaded, 

taking a hold of his arm. “Although appearances are 

against your wife, I refuse to believe that she did a dis- 

honorable thing.” | 

Captain Austin brushed her aside as gently as his 

fierce anger permitted. In a few long strides he entered 

the sitting room. 

His wife was leaning against the table, one hand 

clutching her breast, the other hanging 
down at her side, 

She seemed to know what was coming and dreaded it 

worse than death itself. | 

- One glance at her husband’s face told her what 

she had to expect. 

With a sudden, inarticulate cry she darted past 

him and made for the door. 

“Oh, no!” he shouted, hurling her back with ex- 

tremely brutal force. “You are not going to get away 

like that. I have something to say to you first. .And 

when I get through with you A 

‘Tet me go, you beast!” she screamed, clawing at 

him. 
| 

- Birdie Austin could not have done anything worse 

than utter that epithet. For by that she betrayed how 

she loathed him. | 

“So Tam a beast, am 1?” he said in a low, menac- 

ing growl. “I am a beast because I attacked the man 

who came here to — to make love to my wife. lama 

beast because I—I——””. His voice gave way in the over- 

~ whelming emotion that shook him. “Oh, Birdie—Birdie, 

why did you do it?” 
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The woman made no retort at once. She seemed 
to be studying him. His attitude of utter dejection and 
his hurt tone indicated that he was going to let her off 
easy. A peculiar smile curved her lips. 

| But Birdie Austin was making a very serious mis- 
take. And that smile of her’s removed any possible 
chance for clemency at her husband’s hands. For he saw 
it, and it made him angry. 

“Damn you!” he hissed. “I am going to kill you 
now!” | 

As he spoke his wild eyes roved swiftly about the 
room as if in search for a suitable weapon. There was 
none save a pair of long scissors which lay in a sewing 
basket on the table. 

She followed his gaze. But her limbs seemed 
paralyzed as she tried to seize the scissors. 

“Now take your medicine!’ the infuriated hus- 
band cried, the dreadful weapon raised and about to 
strike. “I am going to bury these scissors in your black, 
faithless heart!” | 

Before he could carry out his intention, the cap-’ 
tain’s arm was seized from behind. 

“You must not commit murder,” Joan’s tender 
voice pleaded. “By doing that you will ruin your own 
life. I won’t let you. If you kill your wife they will ar- 
rest you and send you to prison. They will hang you 
No woman is worth a sacrifice like that. Come, give me 
those scissors.” 

For a moment it appeared as if Joan’s beseeching 
eyes and admonition were having the desired effect. But 
Captain Austin did not give her the weapon. 

Instead he threw them on the table and stepped 
back, viewing his wife with cold hatred. 

“There is one thing I’ll ask you to do,” he said, 
his breath coming in short gasps. “Pack your thing and 
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get out. I’ll give you two hours. If! find you here after 

the expiration of that time, I won't be responsible for 

what happens.” | 

Birdie’s attitude changed to quick defiance. She 

shot an evil glance at Joan. 

“Ah, I see through your game now,” she answered 

sneeringly, “you want me to get out so you can be alone 

in this house with — with the pretty hussy you brought 

home. You tried to make me believe you picked her up 

at sea. That is a nice fish story, William Austin. You 

really don’t expect me to believe that, do you?” 

Captain Austin was chewing his under lip. In- 

stead of allowing his terrible wrath to break loose again, 

he exerted every ounce of his willpower to hold it in 

check. 
“T don’t care much what kind of a construction 

you place upon my order,” he said as quietly as he could. | 

“You better leave this house within two hours as I told 

you. And you might as well hire a good lawyer to repre- 

sent you when we meet in the divorce court.” 

The woman laughed. And what an ugly laugh it 

was! } 
“So you are going to divorce me, are you?” she 

shrilled. — 3 

“You bet, 1am. You can go back to your name of 

Birdie Mortimer. You can go back to your old friends 

and have as many lovers as you choose.” 

‘Well, let me tell you something, William Austin,” 

the woman returned, her attitude still more defiant. “You 

are going to have plenty of trouble getting a divorce 

from me. What is the charge? What can you prove 

against me? Simply because some drunken idiot breaks 

‘nto the house and rambles about being a personal friend 

of mine, you jump: to the conclusion that I am his mis- 

tress, do you? | 
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“What do you suppose the judge will say when I 
tell him the story about you bringing a pretty young 
woman here to live with us? I have just as much right 
to suspect that she is your mistress as you have to sus- 
pect me of deceiving you. I have : 

“Not another word!” the captain broke in. “Don’t 
you dare mention Joan’s name in connection with any- 
thing that is unclean. Get out of this house and be quick 
about it!” 

But Birdie made no move. And by her continued 
open defiance she courted disaster. 

Captain Austin’s well controlled anger broke 
loose all of a sudden. And once released, it flamed up. 
With a cat-like movement he snatched up the scissors. 
The next instant he had his wife by the throat. 

“Help—help!” screamed Birdie, seeing death star- 
ing her in the face. “Help — help!” 

The man only laughed. 
“Shut up!” he snarled. “I am not going to kill 

you, you fool. But I’ll shear your beauty. And when I 
finish your many lovers might not be able to recognize 
ou!” 

A The woman began to struggle against the inevit- 
able with all her might. But she could not compete with 
her husband’s strength. 

Slowly she was forced back until she lay across 
the table. The most horrible fear clutched her by the 

_ throat. She tried to scream again and couldn’t. 
Slowly and methodically the infuriated man went 

to work. The sharp scissors severed Birdie’s luxurious 
golden blond hair from front to back. And not satisfied 
with that, he clipped the lobe of her left ear. 

By the time he got through with her she was a 
dreadful sight. 

“Now look at yourself in the mirror,” Captain 



— 852 — 

Austin taunted, releasing her. “If you are not satisfied 

Y’ll cut both of your ears off. And by God!” he added, 

his eyes glinting wickedly, “T’ll do it if you are still in 

this house after two hours.” | 

Birdie Austin was too frightened to feel~any pain. 

Even when she wiped the blood from her clipped ear she 

made no outcry. 

She staggered from the room, sobbing hysteri- 

cally. Up the stairs she went, slamming the door of her 

boudoir behind her. But all of her defiance had gone 

for good. She had at last begun to realize that she could 

not trifle with her husband. 

While she packed her belongings, Captain Austin 

was quietly seated in the sitting room with Joan. 

“You must let me go,” the latter was pleading for 

the second time. “I could not stay here after what your 

wife insinuated. Oh, it was horrible. It was eruel. I 

have never done a thing in my life I need be ashamed 

of.” 
“T feel you haven't,” he soothed. “In fact, I know 

you haven’t. And I won't let you go, Joan. You are 

alone in the world. Well, so am I. You have known 

sorrow and bitter disappointments. I found them to- 

day. I need you and you need me, You must not worry 

about — about her upstairs. She'll be gone in a little 

while, and that will be the end of her so far as you and 

Tare concerned.” 

Joan was on her feet and made another attempt 

to convince her benefactor that she must leave his house. 

But he silenced her. 

“When I brought you here,” he spoke as he took 

a hold of both of her hands, “I did so with the firm con- 

viction that you have a mysterious past behind you. You 

have passed through some kind of a calamity which af- 

‘fected your mind. You are suffering from amnesia, a 
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common mental ailment, which makes people forget the 
past. 

“You may have been married for all we know now. 
You may even have a child that is erying for you some- 
where. Both, your child and your husband may be long- 
ing for you at this moment. 

“I consider it my duty to protect you. You shall 
have the best medical treatment. I’ll put you under the 
care of a specialist. In the meantime you shall have full 
charge of my house. No, there is nothing wrong about 
such an arrangement,” he added quickly when Joan 
seemed about to voice some objection. “I am old enough 
to be your father. 

“No one will dare to utter one word against you 
while you are in my house. I’ll treat you like I would a 
daughter. And some day you will be glad you listened 
to me. If it will make you feel any easier, I’ll take the 
neccessary steps for a legal adoption. [’J]I—~” 

The speaker did not finish because steps sounded 
in the hall. A moment later the door was opened and . 
closed. 

Birdie Austin, carrying a suitcase in each hand, 
and her head enveloped in a heavy veil, was passing out 
of the house with the avowed intention never to return. 
But she had vowed also that she would be revenged upon 
Captain Austin and the beautiful young woman under 
his protection. 

; Baie Jipetuicameae ei 
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Chapter 102 

A NEW YORK ROUNDER 

HE YACHT with Donald Whitney and Sid- 
ney Adler on board, had reached New York 
after a long journey. These two, often 
joined by Stephen Blanchard, Donald’s con- 
fidential and very close friend, had managed 
to pass away the time in a rather agreeable 
manner. Neither Whitney nor Blanchard 
had the least idea as to the other’s real bus- 
iness.. They did not suspect for a moment - 

that this man, whom they had rescued from certain 

death in the ocean, was a white slaver. 
Adler was a very good actor. He affected the pros- 

perous New York broker in a most convincing way. He 

seemed to know every club in New York. He spoke of a 

number of prominent Wall Street financiers as if they 

were his intimate personal friends. 
These stories, coupled with an engaging personal- 

ity, served to blind Donald Whitney and Stephen to the 

man’s real character. 
As soon as the yacht docked in New York harbor, 

Sidney Adler went on his way, after having thanked 

them profusely for every kindness shown him. That was 

the end of their association. 
The first thing Whitney did, was to get in touch 

with the owner of the.yacht. He had learned to love this 

trim pleasure craft and longed to possess her. 

As it happened, the vessel was for sale. The 

negotiations were concluded over the long distance tele- 

phone in a day. 
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“Now I want you to assume command of the 
yacht,” Donald told Stephen Blanchard. ‘See to it that 
she is put in first class condition.” 

The young Frenchman was overjoyed and started 
to express his gratitude, but the other stopped him. 

“Not another word,” Donald said, placing a hand 
affectionately upon his loyal friend’s shoulder. ‘What 
you have done for me no amount of money could pay. You 
have served me faithfully and well. From this day on 
you are my’partner for life.” 

“You are more than a brother to me,” Blanchard 
answered, his face soft with the grateful emotion he felt. 
“Tl do anything for you, Donald.” 

They had taken rooms in one of the best New 
York hotels and seemed in no hurry to depart. Of course, 
Whitney’s eventual destination was to be Richmond, his 
home town, but. he said nothing about the immediate 
future. 

Being in ned of considerable ready cash, he de- 
cided to go to the National Equity Bank with which he 
had done business in the past. 

But instead of meeting President Closson, whom 
he knew quite well, he was, upon arrival introduced to a 

gentleman by the name of Mr. Elbert Caine. 7 
“Yes, I am the new president,” the latter admitted 

modestly in the course of their opening conversation. 
“Mr. Closson retired a few months ago because of failing 
health.” 

“Ah, I see,” Donald answered regretfully. “Then - 
I suppose [’ll have to do business with you, Mr. Caine.” 

“Glad to oblige you in any way I can,” the new 
president smiled. 

Whitney made known his wants and was given the 
amount desired at once. Mr. Caine showed a decided in- 
clination to cultivate the handsome young banker from 
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Richmond. kee 
“How long will you be in New York, Mr. Whit- 

ney?” he inquired. 
“Two more weeks, perhaps longer,” was the un- 

certain reply. | 
“Then I’ll have to show you some of the high 

spots,” the other said, smiling again. “I—I suppose you 
like pretty women, don’t you?” 

Donald made a wry face. 

“Oh, I guess I like them about as well as the aver- 

age man,” he conceded after a pause. “But we have 

plenty of them back home in Richmond, Mr. Caine. New 

York, I am told, is dangerous hunting ground.” 

Mr. Caine shrugged his shoulders. 

“Only for those who don’t know the ropes,” he 

declared. “A man with plenty of money and who is gen- 

erous can have the time of his life here in this city. No 

questions are ever asked. You know what I mean. Ev- 

erything is perfectly safe. One can go as far as one 

likes.” 
Whitney was rather surprised at the man’s line of 

talk. While he did not enjoy it, he was slow to disagree. 

He had never made enemies readily. 

“What would this world be without pretty young 

women?” the president of the New York Equity Bank 

~ went on, smacking his sensuous lips. “I love them. And 

the more the merrier.” | 

Donald hesitated, then finally said: 

“T presume you are unmarried, Mr. Caine.” 

“Lord, yes,” came back with a sigh of relief. “But 

even if I were married, that wouldn’t make the least dif- 

‘ference. One woman could not hold me. I like to roam 

about and — well, variety is the spice of life, you know.”’ 

The young banker from Richmond had begun to 

form a dislike for this self-confessed lady killer. 
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_“T had the most amazing experience,” this indiv- 

idual went on, his voice toned down to a confidential 

whisper. “Quite accidentally I met an old flame a month 

or so ago. Everybody knew Birdie Mortimer. She mar- 

ried an old sea captain by the name of Austin — William 

Austin. They live in a nice house in the Bronx. 

“Birdie always was a high-stepper. I was not 

much surprised when she asked me to visit her during 

her husband’s absence. What business had a man who 

is away from home months at a time to marry, anyway? 

He has no business to make a pretty girl like Birdie 

Mortimer his wife. Don’t you agree with me, Mr. Whit- 

ney?” ) 

“Well, that all depends,” he started to say, when 

he was interrupted. 
“T had the bad luck of calling upon dear Birdie 

when her husband had just returned from a long trip,” 

Caine said. “There was the devil to pay for a few brief 

minutes. You know, she used to hang a small English 

flag in her window, which denoted that the coast was 

clear. 
“But somehow she got her signals mixed. I called 

when the coast was not clear. The old captain would have 

killed me if I had not made my escape. There was plain 

murder in his eyes, and——” 

“Pardon me, sir,” Donald broke in with dignity, 

“T am really not interested in your story.” 

“Too gtraight-laced,” the other grinned disdain- 

fully. “Most men from small towns are that way. Well, 

I won’t tell you anymore about dear old Birdie, but I 

must tell you of the exquisite blond young beauty I saw 

_ in her house upon my last and rather disastrous visit. 

“By jove, I never saw anything like her. I’d give 

a hundred even for just one kiss from those sweet lips of 

hers. But I guess, I’ll have to give up the idea of adding 
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her to my list. She didn’t look as if she could be caught 
easily. 

“But, oh boy, what a lovely morsel of feminine 

flesh she was. Big blue eyes, a perfect nose, wonderful 

golden blond hair and 4 

“What's her name?” Donald asked at this point 

somewhat anxiously. ~° 
“Couldn’t find out,” was the disappointing res- 

ponse. “Didn’t get a chance. But I haven't given up 

hope yet. I know the kind of a man to call on in a case 

like this. I hope he is in New York just now. Sidney 

Adler never fails.” | 

The young banker from Richmond half rose from 

his seat, then sank back again. His face was a study.- 

“What is that name you mentioned, Mr. Caine?” 

he said in a whisper. 
“Sidney Adler,” the other answered without a 

moment’s hesitation. “No doubt you never heard of him, 

Mr. Whitney. And perhaps it would shock you too much 

if I explained about him.” 
Donald shook his head. | 

“Hardly,” he murmured. “I know a Sidney Adler 

who is a prominent Wall Street broker. At least that 

is what he called himself.” 
“Did he?” Mr. Caine laughed aloud. “Oh, that 

doesn’t surprise me, Old Sidney is full of those tricks. 

So he passed himself off as a Wall Street broker. That’s 

really good. But the Sidney Adler I happen to know is 

a merchant. He deals in pretty young women exclu- 

sively. = | 
“When one wants a lovely bit of femininity, one 

calls on Sidney. He furnishes them. Of course, the 

price is sometimes rather steep. But a man with money 

to spend don’t mind that when you have nothing to fear 

—no responsibilities. The girl he sells usually knows 
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what is expected of her. She don’t squeal.” 
And then Donald Whitney caught the drift. This 

beast of a man who went by the name of Sidney Adler 
was a white slaver. But before he made up his mind as 
to the next move, he must be quite sure. 

“Please describe this Sidney Adler to me, Mr. 
Caine,” he said. : 

The latter did so. There was not the least doubt 
that the Sidney Adler of his acquaintance and the Sidney 
Adler Mr. Caine referred to, were one and the same 
man. 

“T would really like to have you meet this won- 
derful girl,” the New York banker chatted on. “If you 
don’t agree with me that she is the most bewitchingly 
beautiful young woman you ever met, Mr. Whitney, I'll 
buy a dinner in one of New York’s swellest restaurants, 
and treat you to a good show afterward.” 

But Donald Whitney did not hear what the other 

was saying. ‘He was too deeply in thought. 
“Well, what do you say?” came Mr. Caine’s voice 

in a challenging tone. 
“Yes—yes,” Donald said hastily. “I would like 

to meet this girl you rave about. As soon as this Mr. 
Adler delivers her into your hands, introduce me to her, 

will you.” 
“With pleasure,’ came back promptly. “But—” 

and the New York rounder shook a warning finger at 
-Whitney—“you’ll have to promise me not to interfere. 
In other words don’t try to steal her away from me.” 

“T’ll promise that gladly, Mr. Caine,” replied Don- 

ald Whitney. | 7 

Shortly afterward the latter took his leave. On 
his way back to the hotel he did a lot of thinking. 

It did not take long to make up his mind to one 
thing, however. This lovely young girl, whoever she 



— 860 — 

might be, should not be sold into white slavery while he 

could prevent it. 
Luckily he had, before he left the New York 

banker’s office, secured Captain William Austin’s ad- 

dress. | 
“T’l] put a crimp into that deal,” he muttered as 

he took out his memorandum book and glanced at a cer- 

tain page. “That girl is no doubt a close relative of the 

captain. She may be his daughter for all I know. Well, 

we shall see what we shall see.” 

Back at the hotel he found Stephen Blanchard 

waiting for him. | 

“What is the matter?” the young Frenchman in- 

quired, scrutinizing his friend’s face. “You look wor- 

ried, Donald. What's happened ?”’ 

In a voice that quivered with indignation, Whit- 

ney repeated his conversation with President Caine of 

the New York Equity Bank. And he made known his 

determination to save the girl from such an awful fate. 

“The least we can do is to warn this Captain Aus- 

tin,” he said. 

“We certainly will,” Blanchard agreed quickly. 

Then they fell to discussing the man they had res- 

cued from a watery grave. 
| 

“Too bad we did not leave him drown, the damned 

scoundrel,” Donald muttered through his tightly com- 

pressed teeth. “I can’t understand why a just God al- 

lows a beast like him to live. Just think of a young inno- 

cent girl being sold into a life of shame. It is unbeliev- 

able.” 
Blanchard was staring hard at the floor. He shook 

his head. 
“Yes, it is unbelievable,” he responded. “But I 

happen to know that such things happen. And now, that 

I come to think of it, this same Sidney Adler was once 
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implicated in a similar affair in Paris. Why didn’t that 

occur to me while we had him aboard the yacht. I would 

have——” 
“No,” Donald interrupted, “we have no right to 

take the law into our own hands. “This Sidney Adler 

will get his punishment, never fear.” 

“He'll get some of it the very next time I lay my 

eyes on him,” the other threatened. 
After a lengthy discussion of various plans, they 

decided to call at the home of Captain Adler that same 

evening. For both agreed that some action must be 
taken at once to forestall any activities on the part of 
Sidney Adler, the white slaver. 
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Chapter 103 

“JOAN — JOAN!” 

=== APTAIN WILLIAM AUSTIN sat alone 

smoking a pipe. The expression on his 

honest face indicated plainly that he had 

just passed through some serious trouble 

or either that he had suffered a bereave- 

ment, He did not seem to hear or see the 

middle-aged woman, now his housekeeper, 

who came into the room and passed out 

again. 

The clock on the mantel had just struck eight. 

Heavy rain drops driven by a sharp wind, pelted the 

windows. A sudden fierce fiash of lightning was fol- 

lowed by a frightful crash of thunder. 

But the man so quietly seated there, neither saw 

nor heard. His deep-set eyes stared at the floor. 

Occasionally a dry sob rose to his throat. Again 

the housekeeper came in. This time she touched his 

elbow. Still he did not move. Bending low, she spoke. 

“Two gentlemen to see you, sir,” she said. 

The captain jumped up. Instantly his features 

changed. Perhaps they were the bearers of good news. 

“Show them in here, Mrs. Margeson,” he cried. 

A moment later Donald Whitney and Stephen 

Blanchard were being ushered into the room. Captain 

Austin’s face fell. He did not know these two visitors. 

They were both strangers to him. 

“Well?” he snapped. 

“You-are Captain Austin, are you not?” Whitney 

spoke up. — 
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“That’s my name. What is yours?” 
Donald introduced himself, then drew his friend 

forward and introduced him. 
“Well, what do you want?” the captain demanded 

even before Whitney finished speaking. “I am not in a 
mood to talk much. Please be as brief as you can.” 

This kind of a reception did not please the two 
visitors. But neither gave expression as to what they 
felt. | 

| _ “We came upon a rather delicate mission, sir,” 
Whitney said at length. “And before I go any further 
I want to assure you that we have not the least desire to 
pry into your family affairs. So please do not answer 
any of my questions unless you care to.” 

“Too many words,” growled Captain Austin. “I 
asked you to be brief.” 

“It is this way,” Stephen Blanchard spoke up at 
this point. “We have been told that a very beautiful 
young woman lives with you. We——” 

“Yes — yes,” the captain interrupted eagerly. 
“What about her? Have you seen her?” 

“No, we have not, sir.” It was Donald who ans- 
wered. “This young woman of whom my friend spoke, 
just what are the relations between you and her? Is it 
true that she is being held a prisoner in this house? 

Captain Austin’s brow clouded ominously. 
“What, a prisoner?” he shouted. “Where did 

you fellows get that fool idea? That lovely blond angel 
a prisoner in my home? ‘Say, if you mean that as a joke, 
go home and try it on somebody else.” 

“We meant no offense,” Stephen Blanchard 
soothed. “Really, we didn’t Captain Austin. We are 
merely interested in the girl’s welfare.” 

“And why, please?” 
“Well, we would rather not reveal that until you 
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have told us something about the girl and your relation- 

ship to her,” Whitney interposed. “T want to assure you 

again that we have no desire to become obnoxious in this 

matter, We feel friendly disposed toward you, and we 

hope you have that kind of a feeling toward us.” 

With a motion of his hand, the captain asked his 

two visitors to be seated. Then he dropped back upon 

his own chair. | 

- Tt took him some time before he could make up 

his mind what to reply. These two were obviously gen- 

tlemen worthy of considerate treatment and entitled at 

least to the courtesy any host would show under similar 

circumstances. | 

And the longer he looked at them the better he 

liked them. Donald Whitney, in particular. 

“So you want to know what sort of a relationship 

exists between this girl and myself,” he said very slowly. 

“Well, I’ll tell you the whole thing. I found the girl 

clinging to an upturned boat at sea. She had been ship- 

wrecked. I brought her home with me because the poor 

child was all alone in the world. 

“T am no blood relative to her, as you might sus- 

pect. But I wish I had the right to call her my daughter. 

Late this afternoon I had to go to a store in order to 

make some purchases. 
‘When I returned, the girl was gone. But wait, 

T’ll call the housekeeper.” Captain Austin walkede to 

the door and called: “Mrs. Margeson — Mrs. Margeson, 

please come here a minute.” 

- Presently the elderly woman entered. 

“What is it, sir?” she asked respectfully. 

“T want you to answer any questions I may ask 

you in the presence of these two gentlemen,” said the 

eaptain. The woman nodded and stood waiting. — 
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