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ORACE SHANNON and Barbara had just 

been married and were talking over their 

plans for the future. The written agree- 

ments which made Horace Shannon the 

head of the bank had been handed him by 

Barbara. He looked them over, then 

reached for the bell on the table. In answer 

to the ring the maid appeared. 

“Please telephone to the bank and ask 

Mr. Lewis to come here at once,” he ordered. 

“What do you want with him?” Barbara inquired, 

wnuch disturbed. , 

“T want to have a thorough understanding with 

the old eodger,” came back rather gruffly. 

“On our wedding day?” she protested. 

“Why not?” 
“Most likely Mr. Lewis is already in the house, for 

I included him in the list of invited guests,” said Barbara. 

“Well, that much the better,” her second husband 

grinned. “This is as good an occasion to discharge him 

as any other. And I propose to do it. I never liked that 

old sneak. He’ll be first to go, and I'll “ 

“Wait a moment,” Barbara stopped the speaker. 

“That old man has been employed in the Whitney bank 

for nearly fifty years.” | | 

“What of that? He was paid a liberal salary all 

those years. We owe him nothing. No, nota thing. As 

the new head of the bank he and I would never agree. 

His ideas and mine are not the same.” 

As Barbara looked toward the door she noticed 

that the maid had disappeared. She was mildly sur- 

prised at this. 
But she was more surprised when a moment later 

the maid returned and announced Mr. John Lewis. The 

old gentleman stepped into the room in a most sprightly 
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manner. — 
“You wanted to see me?” he said, addressing Bar- 

bara. 
“No, I sent for you,” Shannon spoke up verry un- 

eraciously. 
“Oh, did you?” There was a defiant smile on the 

older man’s face. 
“Yes. Come here and I’ll show you siething, 7 

Mr. Lewis.” ~ 
The latter ¢ came forward and waited. 
Taking one of the agreements from we folder, 

Shannon held it up. 
“Read this,” he ordered. | 
Mr. Lewis gave the document a casual glance then 

returned it. 

“T expected just that, Mr. Shannon,” he declared. 
“Since you are now the second husband of Mrs. Whit- 
ney, an advancement of that character is a natural thing. 
I congratulate you upon being selected as the next head 
of the bank.” 

Horace Shannon was not mistaken when he 
thought he detected a note of irony in the old man’s 
voice. It nettled him. 

“T don’t like your attitude,” he cried. 
“No?” Mr. Lewis was still smiling. “Then I am 

sorry.” < | 
The other’s eyes flashed with anger. 
“Now I’ll give you something else to be sorry for,” 

he exclaimed, taking a step forward. “From this day on 
you are no longer connected with the bank. You are as. 
charged—fired, if that is making it plain enough to you.” 

The old gentleman bowed. 
_“T expected that, too,” he said quietly. ‘“How- 

ever, allow me to seed vou that I have an iron-bound 
mtract with the owners of the Provident Savings 
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Bank.” 
“That contract is not worth a damn if Il-——" > 

| “Just a moment,” Mr. Lewis interrupted Shan- 

non. “You are either amazingly ignorant or you have 

lost your mind. Perhaps both.” 

Shannon, almost. beside himself with wrath, 

hissed: | 
‘Have a care, you old fool. Have a care. You 

can’t insult me in my own house.” 

The other shrugged his shoulder meaningly as he 

replied: 
“That statement is a rather doubtful one, my dear 

Mr. Shannon. This house has been the home of the Whit- 

ney’s for at least five generations. [I don't think you'll - 

ever have a legal right to call it your own.” 

“Well, that remains to be seen,” Shannon snorted. 

“So it will.” | 
Barbara pee between the two men undecided 

what to do. 
She heartily disliked this old man, the only con- 

fidant of her former husband. And since she was deter- 

mined to forget everything connected with Donald, she 

was not averse to seeing him leave the bank. 

However, she did not approve of Shannon’s 

method. When she whispered something in the latters’ 

ear, he growled: 
“Tet me handle this thing without interference, 

Barbara. This old fool is prating about a contract. [ll 

show him that such a Seen is not worth the paper 

it has been written on.’ 

“You'll probably change your mind about that,” 

‘Mr. Lewis answered in the same exasperating quiet tone. 

“Allow me to inform you, in the first place, that my 

contract calls for a pension after fifty years of faithful 

service, In the second place it was signed — Wes ose 
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Whitney himself. This makes it binding in the eyes of 
the law.” | EES | 

For a moment Shannon seemed at a loss what to 
reply. | 

Mr. Lewis made good use of the opportunity and 
addressed Barbara. | 

“I am sorry for you, my dear,” he said in a kinder 
tone than he had employed“hitherto. “This day you are 
making the greatest mistake of your life.” 

“What—what do you mean?” she gasped. 
“Simply this, Barbara. You allowed yourself to 

be influenced by a man who is hardly fit to be named the 
head of the Whitney Bank.” 

Shannon sprang at the speaker fiercely. | 
| “Not another word out of you!” he shrieked. “Get 
out.” 

“You seem to forget that I am in the lady’s bou- 
doir,” came back without insolence. ‘‘Whenever the lady 
asks me to leave, I shall do so and not before.” 

Then the scoundrel appealed to Barbara, 
“Tell him to get out, sweetheart,” he begged. 
But Barbara did not issue any such order. On the 

contrary she seemed to stand in dread of this fine old 
man, 

He looked to her like an old prophet. There was 

something in his eyes—in his entire demeanor she could 

not fathom. She gave an involuntary shudder. 

“Mr. Lewis has a right to defend himself, my 

dear,” she said at last. “And we can not deny him——” 

“T deny him the right to insult me in your pres- 

ence,” her second husband interrupted, white with anger. 

“If he were a younger man I’d thrash him soundly and 
throw him out bodily.” | : 

Old John Lewis rose to his full dignified height. 

“Well,” he drawled, his voice cold as an icy blast 
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from the north. “You may be a good many years younger 

than lam, Mr. Shannon. ButI dare you to lay a hand on 

me. If I can’t whip you, there are at least a dozen men 

downstairs who ean and will.” | ae 

This threat cowed Shannon. And not without 

reason. — 
He knew he was not popular with Barbara’s social 

set, He knew also that old John Lewis counted his 

friends by the hundred. 

“You must not forget that you are speaking to 

my husband, Mr. Lewis,” Barbara rose to Shannon’s de- 

fense. “I resent your intimation that others might do 

him bodily harm. For that reason, if for no other, I 

must ask you to leave.” 

Mr. Lewis bowed. 

“T shall do so presently,” he said. “But before [ 

relieve you of my presence, I would like to ask you just 

one question.” | 

“What is it?” she whispered. 

“Have you the positive proof that Donald is 

dead?” 
: 

This question, coming so unexpected, was a ter- 

rible shock to the woman’s already overtired nerves. 

“Why — why do you ask me that?” Her eyes 

were wide and staring. 

The old man shrugged his shoulders. 

“For no particular reason, Barbara.” | 

But that did not satisfy her at all. The mere 

suggestion that the newspaper report of her first hus- 

band’s death in Algeria might have been false, sent her 

into a fit of the most horrible suspicion. 

“You — you had some reason for asking me that, 

Mr. Lewis,” she pleaded. “Tell me—please tell me.” 

“Tnless you have the positive proof from another 

source,” the old man answered finally, “I have known 
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cases where a man reported dead by newspapers came 
back to life.” 

Barbara stood like a statue. She did not want 
Mr. Lewis to go just then. But she could not find enough 
voice to ask him to stay. 

Before the latter quitted the room, he stared hard 
at Shannon and said: 

“It is quite likely that your stay in this house is 
shortlived, sir. You know the old saying: ‘He who laughs - 
last, laughes best.’ And unless I am greatly mistaken, 
you have a shock coming to you.” — tee ae 

> — 2 - ee ray 

a kee WS i ae. . 

ch Soe : 2 mY i : 

ae 3 A ots Oe sr re 
at hes * eae uy a ae p> ee 2 NT AS Set Ped oS eae 

. hy ae s 

eo 

a 

TS 
ee 

Aye es: 
yr a 

aE OS IND oy Ae ee oo ORNS 

Rives 

cas Re 

A) ad ap ae ee 
, ie 

af | 

yoann pe ay a9 
Das ESS ll, 

.™) 

, eee MSE ics > ee eae 24 
Pe ee ee ek: 2) 1 a are ‘F- " 2 <> es ‘ ! z ; 2 

aes 
Fe be 
a 

een od ot eee ae 
ec 2 ae 



on I 

Chapter 111 

‘THE UNINVITED GUEST 

HE COUPLE now facing each other looked 

very little like a happy bridge and groom. 

Barbara saw some terrible specters dancing 

about. Her heart turned cold as Mr. Lewis’ 

last words came back to her. What had he 

meant? She tried to make herself believe 

that the old man had spoken in anger and 

for the purpose of frightening her. __ 

| “Horace — Horace!” she gasped, sink- 

ing into his arms. “It can’t be true. Donald is dead.” 

“Why, of course your first husband is dead,” he 

assured her. “No responsible newspaper would dare 

spread such a report unless it were absolutely true. Dis- 

miss such ideas from your mind my dear. Let’s forget 

what that old fool said. Come, let’s go down.” 

“Wait a moment; please, dear,” she begged. 

Stepping before the mirror Barbara applied rouge. 

generously to hide the ghastly pallor of her cheeks. 

She did this slowly, almost automatically, in the 

meantime striving heroically to get a firm grip on her- 

self. 
“Now, I am ready, Horace.” 

The words were spoken in a low whisper. Link- 

ing her arm through that of this man who was now her 

second husband, they walked slowly down stairs. 

In the spacious room perhaps fifty invited guests 

awaited the coming of the newly married couple. There 

was some handclapping and then the orchestra engaged 

for the occasion, began to play. 
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The guests present were for the most part per- 
sonal friends. , 

Horace Shannon quickly joined a group of men, 
who like himself, did not stand very high in the social 
register. From time to time he shot a furtive glance at 
Barbara, who stood, obviously nervous, chatting to sev- 

| eral women. 

Presently the big double door leading to the im- 
mense dining room, was thrown open. 

“Dinner is served,” announced a butler. 
Almost instantly the rush for the table began. Ap- 

parently it had been taken for granted that all the guests 
present.knew one another. And believing that, no intro- 
ductions were deemed necessary. 

In a few minutes all were seated at the gigantic 
table specially built. The arrangement made it impos- 
sible for any of the seated men and women to take notice 
of every one present. While good wine was being served, 
the orchestra struck up a lively air. 

Horace Shannon, seated beside his bride, drank 
several glasses in rapid succession. 

At last he wiped his lips and glanced about. Then 
he became aware that Barbara had not touched her glass. 
And he saw the dreadful look in her eyes. He saw how 
she trembled. 

“What is the matter, dear?” he asked, bending 
close. “Come, cheer up. Give mea kiss.” 

“No, not here in the presence of all these people,” 
she answered, drawing back. “You must be mad to want 
to embarrass me like that. Behave yourself. Please— 
please let me go.” | 3 

But Shannon’s wine-flushed face came-closer and 
closer. 

“Just one kiss,” he begged. 

“Go away, you are drunk,” she gasped, 
i 
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_ _ "hen before she could make a move to prevent it, 

Shannon grabbed her by the shoulders, pulled her over, 

and imprinted a kiss upon Barbara’s quivering lips. 

“Oh, you beast!” The words came in a low, in- 

dignant whisper. 

Those who had witnessed the scene were amazed 

at the man’s utter lack of tact and good breeding.
 

But there was a far worse shock waiting for Bar- 

para. At the other end of the table stood two vacant 

chairs. It was somewhat of a distance from where she 

sat. 
Two men, no doubt late arrivals, were

 being seated 

there. The one she recognized as Mr. Grossman, the 

president of The First National Bank in Richmond. 

The other’s features seemed familiar. She had 

seen those dark curly hair and the high forhead before. 

The straight Roman nose reminded her of someone she 

had known or still knew. | 

However, there all resemblance stopped. No one 

n the circle of her friends and acquaintance wore such 

a pointed Van Dyke beard. 

Perhaps this man with the professional look was 

a physician who had been brought by Mr. 
Grossman. Yes, 

he must be a physician or something like that. His shell- 

rimmed glasses seemed to testify to that. 

Barbara tried to put her mind at ease. It could 

not be done. Her face had gone very white and her eye
s 

could not be dragged away from this mysterious and yet 

familiar stranger. 

“What is the matter, dear?” inquired Shannon 

when he saw the woman half rise from her seat and drop 

back again. 3 

“Nothing—nothing!” she said in a low, quivering 

tone. 
: | 

“There must be,” he insisted. “You look terrible, 
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Barbara.” 
“Nothing is the matter, Horace,” she assured him. 
Then his anxious gaze followed hers. 
“It is that man sitting yonder,” he whispered in 

her ear. “Who is’ he and why was he not introduced % 6 
“I—I don’t know, Horace.” 
These words had hardly been uttered when the 

mysterious stranger rose. With a fork he tapped on the 
empty glass standing before him. At the sound quick 
silence prevailed. 

Most of the eee present were under the impres- 
sion that the man was about to make a congratulatory 

speech and perhaps present the newly married couple 
with some gift. They waited expectantly. His voice, as 
he spoke the first words, had a very familiar sound. 

Barbara was sure she had heard it before But 
where? — | 

She leaned close to the man beside her as if seek- 
_ Ing protection. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he was saying, his tall, 
well-knit figure slightly bent forward, “it has become my , 
duty to make certain statements in order that you may 
be thoroughly enlightened why I, an uninvited guest, am 
here to-day. I am doing this in defense of a man who 
formerly presided over this household. I am speaking 
for Donald Whitney.” 

The silence had now become intense. Barbara 
scarcely seemed to be breathing. She was listening with 
wildly dilated eyes and every nerve strained almost to 
the snapping point. 

“Perhaps some of you do not know,” the man of 
mystery went on, “that Donald Whitney suffered the ig- 
nominy of being sent to prison for having committed 
bigamy in Paris. Well, he was. And his own wife—that 
is his first wife, elected herself as the prosecuting wit- 
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“Prompted by jealousy and hatred she caused him 

‘to be sent to the lowest depth of despair. But the fates 

‘were kind to Donald Whitney in spite of all efforts to 

‘destroy him. 
“He had a few loyal friends who managed to free 

him from prison. They brought him home. And what 

did he find? He found that the woman who had pros- 

ecuted him for bigamy, committed the same crime dur- 

ing his absence. This day she became the wife of a man 

who is utterly unfit to be any decent woman’s husband. 

“And so, my friends,” the speaker continued after 

drawing a deep breath, “I must tell you that you are 

the guests of a dishonored woman and a crook. Both 

have been guilty of the same crime — intimacy before 

their ill-advised marriage. 

“T am saying this because I have the positive proof 

to substantiate this statement. The woman dare not de- 

ny it. The man hasn’t the nerve. If he had he—— 

“You are an imposter — a damned liar!” shouted 

Shannon, beside himself with rage. 

He made a move as if to run around the table and 

attack his acuser. But Barbara, now trembling in every 

limb, held him back. 
“T will tell you who I am,” the uninvited guest 

retorted coolly. “Look at me—all of you. Iam the man 

believed dead. I am Donald Whitney.” 

With a few swift movements he had removed the 

dark beard and the shell-rimmed glasses, 
There could not be any doubt. It was indeed Don- | 

ald Whitney. 
Half-fainting Barbara sank back against the sup- 

porting arm of Horace Shannon. Not a single man or 

woman present uttered a sound. They were stunned. 

“Now then,” Donald spoke again, “I must ask you 



— = 942 om 
ee: 

folk fo leave this — All of you ‘with the exception 
of that woman—’” pointing a finger at Barbara, “and the 
man beside her.” ~ 

The exodus began immediately. Men and women 
left the table and disappeared through the door. 

As might have been expected, the matter caused 
a tremendous sensation. In the spacious hall where 
coats and wraps were donned hurriedly, many voices 
were saised in consternation, in surprise, in condemna- 
tion and disgust. 

Horace Shannon could not hold himself any longer 
in check. Unless he took some action he must be regarded 
as a coward. 

With plein murder in his eyes he ran to the other 
side of the table where Donald Whitney stood awaiting 
him. It was a good thing that he did not happen to have 
a gun on him. But he chose as a weapon a heavy cut 
glass vase. | 

_ “Damn you!” he hissed. “T’II——” 
The last sentence was never finished. A tall, 

athletic young man who seemed to come from nowhere, 
leaped suddenly forward. His clenched fist was raised 
and struck Shannon on the point of the jaw. 

Without making a sound the latter dropped to the 
floor, the cut glass vase shattering to a thousand pieces 
beside him. 

| “That’s enough, Stephen,” Whitney said, taking 
the young man, who was none other than Stephen Blan- 
chard, by the arm. “T’ll take care of him. Please do not 
interfere unless I ask you to.” 

The Frenchman stepped back and waited. 
Shannon recovered quickly enough. But his bel- 

ligerent attitude was missing. Like the coward and 
scoundrel he was, he attempted a retreat. But escape 

_ Was quickly cut off. 
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“Come into the library, both of you,” Donald then 

ordered. 
Barbara showed no inclination to obey. She stared 

~ at Donald with open defiance. But this did not last long. 

She had gone too far to evade the final denouement. And 

she was really anxious to have it over with. 

Although in a frightful mental state, she won- 

dered what the outcome would be. 

Of one thing she was quite sure. She would fight 

to the finish for what belonged to her. She hated Donald 

with all the vindictiveness of which a mean woman Can 

be capable. 
: 

“Well, come on,” Whitney said impatiently, “You 

go first, Barbara. I will bring this second husband of 

yours.” | 
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Chapter 112 

THE FINAL DENOUEMENT 

ORACE SHANNON had quickly regained 
some of his bravado. With an evil expres- 
sion in his unsteady eyes he had to submit 
to being led into the library by Stephen 
Blanchard’s strong hand. Barbara as well 
as he paramour husband were surprised to 
find the room already occupied. Mr. Gross- 
man, the president of the First National ' 
Bank sat beside the desk. 

Next to him, a stern-faced man of perhaps forty, 
reclined in the swivel chair. 

| The presence of this individual gave Barbara a : 
sudden shock. She had always stood in awe of Judge 
Marmon. For she knew him to be Donald’s lawyer and 
intimate personal friend. | 

And Judge Marmon, having presided over the 
criminal branch of the court for a number of years, was 
an acknowledged student of human nature. © 

| Having gone back to the practice of law since re- 
signing from the bench, he was nevertheless feared and 
respected. 

Barbara saw instantly that everything had been 
prepared by Donald in order to make the final denoue- 
ment complete. | 

Obviously Mr. Grossman, the banker, had come to 
fight against her. She gave him a hostile glance then 
slid into a chair. In the chair next to hers slouched 
Horace Shannon with an insolent look on his face. 

_ They exchanged glances as the library door was 
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closed and locked by Stephen Blanchard. 

Donald Whitney, obviously the master of the sit- 

uation, walked over to Judge Marmon. They talked for 

about a minute in low voices, then he turned around and 

faced Shannon. 
“T am anxious to have this affair settled as quickly 

as possible,” he began. “And it shall be settled in the 

presence of three witnesses. All of them are my loyal 

friends, and I may speak freely, feeling that none of them 

will betray my confidence. 

“Kirst of all—”’ addressing patee: Shannon, “I 

must ask you to return to me the contract drawn up be- 

tween you and that woman——” indicating Barbara 

with an unfriendly gesture. : 

“What if I refuse?” the scoundrel growled. 

“Tf you happen to have them on your person, we 

will get them easy enough,” grinned the young banker. 

“But I don’t think it is necessary to go to that extreme. 

Those documents are null and void.” 

“They are not,” the other returned quickly. 

“But they are,” Judge Marmon spoke up. “I wish 

to remind you that Mr. Whitney, since his return, is the 

head of his own home as well as the head of the Provi- 

dent Saving Bank. In addition I might as well tell you, 

Horace Shannon, that your arrest will follow instantly 

if you insist upon making further trouble. 

“Perhaps you are not aware of the fact that we 

have the goods on you. Several charges are pending 

against you. I will name two. You forged your name 

to a check which you cashed at Mr. Whitney’s bank. 

“You are a suspicious character, and a known 

associate of burglars and outlaws. You escaped a long | 

prison sentence by running away to Cuba a few years 

ago. Whether you escape arrest depends entirely upon 

your own conduct. If you have those two contracts in 
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your possession now, you better hand them over at 
once.” 

With a vicious grin, Shannon reached in his 
breast pocket. He drew out the papers and tore them 
in half, | | 

“There they are,” he snarled, tearing them once 
more and throwing the severed parts on the floor. 

Donald Whitney, backed up by Stephen Blan- 
chard, stepped close. 

“Pick them up!” he commanded. ~ 
Shannon paid no heed. 
“Pick them up!” Donald repeated. ys are not 

among your own kind now.” 
Again Shannon refused by a stubborn siti of his 

head. 
| “Pick them up and be quick about it ” This time 
Blanchard gave the order. And it was accompanied by 
an angry growl. . 

: When the scoundrel still demurred, the young 
Frenchman seized him by the nape of the neck and al- 
most tore him out of the chair. The iron grip caused 
Shannon to cry out with pain. 

“Alright, damn you!” he snarled. 
“Now then,” Donald Whitney took the lead, “you 

have also in your pocket a check made out to you by your 
lady love there. You might as well hand that over too. 
You'll never cash it.” 

After some hesitation Shannon produced the 
check. He did not tear it in half as he had done the two 
contracts. He even went to the trouble of laying the ob- 
long piece of paper on the desk within reach of Judge 
Marmon. 

“That ll be all for you,” said the hides. “You can 
go now.” 

“Ni 0, not yet, ” Whitney intervened, 

7 > Ph 2 ee 
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‘What do you want now?” Shannon grumbled. 

For an answer the young banker pulled out a 

lower drawer of the desk. When he straightened up, his 

hand held a short, heavy whip. 

| “Take a good look at this, Shannon,” he said with 

ominous quietness. “If you ever set foot in this house 

again, I’ll cut you to ribbons. You'll get the same dose 

if you open your mouth to anyone about what transpired 

in this room to-day. Now get out.” 

Shannon gave one look at the fearful weapon. As 

if fearing that it might fall on his shoulders the next 

moment, he walked unsteadily to the door. 

Stephen Blanchard saw him out. | 

As soon as the scoundrel had faded out of the 

scene, Donald Whitney turned to Barbara. His voice 

- geemed less harsh as he addressed her. 

“T suppose,” he began, “vou know by this time 

what kind of a man your lover is. And he is the man you 

married in such undue haste. | dare say you two make 

a perfect match. Your ideals are about the same. Now 

listen to what I am about to say.” 3 

Barbara sat there, her hands covering her face. 

She seemed to know what was coming and tried desper- 

ately to steel herself against it. 

“Tf JT followed my own inclination, I’d strangle 

you,” continued the man she had so basely betrayed. 

“You do not deserve anything better. Take your hands 

from your treacherous face and answer me. Who set 

that villa in Paris afire.” : 

She gave him a frightened look. — 

“J —. I don’t know,” she faltered. . 

“You don’t know? Of course you do. There is 

no use of you lying to me, Barbara
. You did it yourself 

or hired someone else to do it for you. It was done. for 

the purpose of robbing me of everything I held dear in 



ys 

a 

rei 

“ ~~ 

SIS Se ee 
Es 
yer? 

= 

ae eae ieee 
+ ‘es ‘ 7 fae 

“hi Saas Ea re eer ey He, oe, 
c rar S: ee Sean 

tog, eee Peat Der MER a cm ’ ; ‘ a : 

eR ah, Sea 

— 948 — 

life. But I believe you did it yourself.” | 
Barbara saw trouble ahead. And unless she fought | back she would be driven into a corner. She might even 

be tricked into making some fateful admission against 
herself. | 

“If you believe that,” she cried defiantly, “why 
don’t you have me arrested.” - 3 

“I would if I had the positive proof,” answered 
Donald. ? | 

She inclined her head and forced an ugly smile. 
“You refuse to tell the truth about the fire,” came 

from the young banker in a raised tone. “But you must 
tell me what became of the girl you tried to destroy. 
What became of Joan?” 

“I don’t know.” 
“What became of the baby?” 
Again: “I don’t know.” TA 

» For a moment it looked as if Donald was about to | 
use personal violence in order to make this woman con- ‘ 
fess. A few whispered words from J udge Marmon served 
to steady him. 

It had become convincingly apparent that Barbara 
would refuse to tell the truth. 

While Donald knew that this woman had been 
directly responsible for all his bitter heartaches and un- 
happiness, he had no way of forcing her to admit any- 
thing that might be used against her. 

Neither did she show a sign of repentance, 
As she sat there, her face white and tense, her 

lips tightly pressed together, she presented a picture of 
feminine viciousness. | 

“T have nothing more to say to you,” came Don- 
ald’s voice, now filled with unutterable pain. “I gave you 
a chance to come clean and undo some of the mischief 
you have done. But you would not. I will now turn you 

ar ou 
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over to my friend Judge Marmon. He will tell you what 

is expected of you.” | 
Barbara shifted her position. With a defiant toss: 

of her head she turned away from Donald and faced the 

judge. | | 
‘Well, I am waiting,” she said. 

“Mrs. Whitney—for that is still your legal name,” 

Judge Marmon began at once, “I have prepared a docu- 

ment, which is in the nature of an agreement between 

you and my client, Mr. Whitney. You are to give your 

consent to an immediate separation. No specific charges 

will be brought against you in the divorce court. Mutual 

incompatibility will suffice in this case. 

| “My client will pay you the sum of five hundred 

thousand dollars. You will be allowed to take all of your 

personal belongings out of this house, such as clothes, 

jewelry and furniture you bought and paid for with your 

own money. You must relinguish your interest in the 

bank. | | 

“You are to discontinue using the name of Whit- 

ney. From this day on you must resume your maiden 

name, that of Barbara Hannaford. Now if you are will- 

ing to agree to all this, please sign your name here at 

the bottom of this document.” 

“Suppose I refuse to sign?” she cried, her voice 

pitched unnaturally high. | 

| “Then we shall institute divorce proceedings at 

once,” Judge Marmon answered. “And I may as ‘well 

tell you that you will not receive the large sum my client 

is ready to pay you now.” 

It was now strictly up to Barbara. And she knew 

it instantly. 
“Tet me make one thing plain to you, madam,” 

the lawyer spoke uponce more. “In case we are compelled 

to go ahead with the divorce proceedings as the matter 
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stands now, you will find yourself in a most unfortunate . 
— and I dare say — a very embarrasing position. For 
one thing, the ugly fact will be brought out that you have 

been the mistress of a man like Horace Shannon. ~ 
“No, don’t fly into a rage and attempt a denial,” he 

added swiftly as the woman seemed about to interrupt 
him. “We have the positive evidence that you received 
the man in your home during Mr. Whitney’s absense. 
Further that that we can prove that he spent several 
nights alone with you. 

“Now these very unpleasant facts will never be 
brought to light if you are reasonable and meet us half- 
way. I urge you to do so, my dear madam. It is within 
your power to prevent one of the worst scandals that 
ever besmirched our fair city.” 

* Barbara was too shrewd a woman to ignore this 
advice. Guilt was written in every line of her pale 
features. Even the look in her eyes shrieked it. 

It did not take her long to reach a decision. 
“Alright,” she said in a gasp, “T’ll sign that agree- 

ment.” 
She rose abruptly and approached the desk. 
“One question,” she said, the pen poised. 
“T’ll answer that if I can,” said Judge Marmon. 
“When will the sum of five hundred thousand dol- 

lars be paid to me if I sign.” 
“This very day, madam.” 
“Yes, within an hour,” Whitney added. “TI will 

write out a check for the amount and you can cash it at 
_ the bank.” | 

That assurance seemed to satisfy the woman. She 
wrote her name on the line indicated by the lawyer. Hav- 
ing done this, she straightened up. As it happened Don- 
ald stood very close, and their eyes met in a long glance 

of fierce mutual hatred. 
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“T suppose I may go now,” she muttered, turning 

hastily away. | | 

“That is your privilege,” Donald answered. ‘And 

you have twenty-four hours to remove all of your be- 

longings from my house.” | 

| Once more their eyes met. Then with a toss of 

her head she strode to the door. No one looked after her 

as she opened it with a vicious jerk, passed through and 

disappeared. 

= 
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Chapter 113 

‘AN OATH OF VENGEANCE 

| || FOR A longe time the three men remained 
in the library, discussing the situation as 
only loyal friends can. They were not sur- 
prised when old Mr. Lewis walked in with- 
out having been announced. As soon as the 
Jatter was informed of the fact that Bar- 
bara had agreed to leave the house and also 
relinquish all interests in the bank, he al- 
most broke into tears. 

“IT am happy for you, my boy,” he said, his wrink- 
led face convulsed with emotion. Again and again he 
pressed Donald Whitney’s hand. “Now you can work 
with us again since all your troubles are over.” 

The young banker shook his head slowly. 
“No, my troubles are not over, dear old friend,” 

he averred. “You don’t know that woman. She'll leave 
no stone unturned to get even with me.” 

“But she can’t harm you once your petition for an 
absolute divorce is granted — which surely will come to 
pass,” Judge Marmon interposed. “You will be able to 
checkmate her every move. Moreover, I don’t believe 
that Barbara will remain a single woman for any length 
of time. She is bound to tie up with some other man.” 

“She is already tied to one,” Mr. Lewis said. 
“Horace Shannon will punish her enough if she 

stays with him,” the lawyer replied, smiling ironically. 
- Donald Whitney took a few turns up and down 

the room. He really cared little what became of Bar- 
bara, All his thoughts at that particular moment were > 
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of Joan, the woman he loved with every fibre of his 
being. 

His uneasy mind found quick cause for new doubts 
and fears. He was not absolutely positive that the beau- 
tiful girl with the golden blond hair he had seen in the 
opium joint owned by Yong Lee, was Joan. But no mat- 
ter who she was, she must have perished in the fire. 

“God, I’d give twenty years of my life to know 
where she is,” he moaned half aloud. “I can’t stand this 
awful uncertainty much longer. It will drive me mad.” 

| “You must not let it,” Mr. Lewis, who had heard 
the words, spoke up. “You must not give up hope, my 
boy. Remember that God is just and merciful.” 

And so while the four men decided upon a plan of 
procedure in the library, Barbara stood in the center of 
her boudoir. The expression on her face resembled that 

of a tigress in defeat. 
Her maid came in to ask a question, then disap- 

peared again. She received the more emphasized order 
to pack everything and be quick about it. 

Barbara’s state of mind can easier be imagined 
than described. She had been forced to agree to a bar- 
gain which meant endless gossip and criticism. 

Like a criminal she was compelled to leave the 
house she had so prematurely regarded as her own. 

What would he so-called friends say? 
How could she explain why she had voluntarily 

agreed to a divorce? How could she satisfy the curiosity 
of the world and the anxiety of her parents? 

Her father would storm, for had he not sacrificed 
millions in order that she might become Mrs. Donald 
Whitney? Yes, his money and Donald’s name had 
shoved her up the social ladder. But that was all over 
now. 

| She could not assume the name of Shannon. For 
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her marriage to this man was illegal. - 
As plain Barbara Hannaford she would again be- 

come the social outcast. All the most desirable drawing 

rooms would again be closed to her. | 
And who was responsible for it all? 
Donald Whitney, of course. She blamed him for 

everything. He had committed the first wrong by fall- 
ing in love with another woman. And then he had tricked 

and deceived her. 
He had betrayed her by his self-evident intimacy 

with Joan and the marriage ceremony in Paris. 
The thought uppermost in her mind now was that 

of revenge. } 

‘Tf you think I am through with you, Donald 

Whitney,” she hissed through her tightly clenched teeth, 

“vou are badly mistaken. Because of you I am branded 

with infamy. Because of you my name will be stricken 

from all the social registers. For that you shall pay very 

dearly.” 
| She had begun to keep her feet in rythm with her 

racing thoughts. She was almost running back and forth. 

Not until she was near physical exhaustion did she sit 

down. | 
And even then her maddened brain continued 

framing plans for revenge. ; | 

~ “You may feel that you have beaten me, Donald,” 

she went on in her soliloquy. “But you haven’t. This 

is my oath of vengeance: I can not reach your heart 

through the woman who stole you from me. She may be 

dead. I hope she is. I’ll reach you through a channel 

you least suspect. There is a baby boy in this world who 

bears your name. | 

“T’l] raise him as my own. I’ll surround him with 

every luxury. And as he grows up to manhood, I’ll teach 

him every vice. He'll become a criminal of the worst 
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type, and when he sits behind prison bars; when he faces 

a life sentence or perhaps the hangman’s noose, lll re- 

veal his name to the world. 

“rom the housetops I shall proclaim that he is 

the son of Donald Whitney, the Richmond banker. And 

I won’t stop at that. Through that boy of yours—that 

illegitimate brat, I'll make you suffer as you never suf- 

fered before. I’ll ——” Here the woman’s whispered 

words died in her throat. 
Once more the maid came in for further instruc- 

tions. 

“tT don’t care what you do with my things or how 

you pack them,” she shrilled. “Get done with it. I want 

to get out of this cursed house as soon as possible.” 

Once more alone, Barbara began to grow rational. 

She walked over to the dressing table and opened a 

drawer. 
The velvet-lined box she uncovered contained 

enough jewelry for a queen. She stuffed them in a large 

handbag. On the dresser stood another box. From that 

she took a diamond-studded wristwatch and several 

rings. 

She was about to stuff them also in her handbag, 

when a timid rap came on the door. 

“Come in,” she cried impatiently. 

Mr. Lewis stepped through the door, his gray head 

bared. 
“Well what do you want?” she snapped. 

- “JT wag told to bring you this check,” the old gen- 

tleman answered respectfully. “And I have instructions 

to cash it as soon as you present it at the bank.” . 

Barbara rudely snatched the check from the 

man’s hand. | 

“Alright,” she said in a tone of finality. 

But Mr. Lewis did not leave as she obviously ex- 
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pected him to do. He remained standing where he was, 
fumbling with his hat. 

“Do you want anything else?” she barked at him. 
“I would like to say a few words to you, madam,” 

he replied in a tone so quiet and so filled with entreaty 
that Barbara barely heard him. 

“What can you have to say to me, Mr. Lewis?” 
facing him. 

“Just this, Barbara,” came back slowly and dis- 
tinct. “And pardon me for using your Christian name. 
I am very sorry things turned out the way they did. I 
am sorry for you. I am worse than sorry for Donald. 
You two were mismated. You know that. 

“That day when your father insisted upon buying 
Donnie for a husband, I knew trouble lay ahead. Donnie 
did not love you and you never loved him. No man can 
live without love very long. 

“Donald was naturally of an affectionate disposi- 
tion. His heart yearned to love someone. And then the 
girl fate intended for him, came along. She worked for 
him as private secretary. I saw their friendship ripen 
into a love that nothing could stop. 

“What happened after that I will not discuss. But 
I want to plead with you in Donald’s behalf. He has suf- 
fered as no other man suffered. His heart is broken be- 
cause he loved Joan and the baby. 

“T am afraid he will never recover. What he did 
so far as you are concerned, may have been justified, or 
it may not. Perhaps I would not have done what he did. 
But every man has his own way about dealing with 
others. | 
“Tf know how you feel, Barbara,” the old gentle- 

* man ended, tears coming into his honest eyes. “You feel 
- that you have a grudge to settle. You'll want to be re- 
venged. Let me beg you to abandon the idea of being 
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Saas It will only add to your own unhappiness and 

is.” 
An uncomfortable space of silence followed this 

lengthy speech. 

“Ts that all, Mr. Lewis?” Barbara asked, her 

bosom heaving. 
“Yes,” he whispered. “Quite all.” 

“Then hear what I have to say in return.” She 

advanced a step and met his eager gaze. “Donald Whit- 

ney is to be congratulated upon in having such a loyal 

friend as you. But if you think that I'll forget and for- 

give what happened to me down in the library a while 

ago, you are mistaken. I could not forget it no matter 

how hard I tried. | 

“And forgive it?” Her eyes were afire with hate. 

“Never! Donald Whitney in the presence of others has 

insulted me past pardon. I wonder if you know what the 

word ‘revenge’ really stands for. You don’t and neither 

does the man whose cause you plead. But he’ll find it 

out. 

“Pl] tear his heart to pieces as he has torn mine. 

’ll make him suffer a thousand times worse than he made 

me suffer. Iamawoman. Anda woman’s hate is more 

uncompromising than that of a man. It is fierce. 

“Nothing can quench its flame save the satisfac- 

tion that I mean to get. Now go and deliver this mes- 

sage to the man you Serve SO faithfully.. Repeat to him 

every word I have said. It will give him something to 

think about.” 
Mr. Lewis raised a hand in supplication, but she 

would not hear him. | 

“No, not another word,” she eried. ‘I could not 

stand it.” 
With his head bowed and his heart sad, the old 

gentleman left the room. All the way down the staiis 
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he kept mumbling to himself. 
He did not go back to the henry immediately. 

Instead he entered the reception room, sank into a chair 
and covered his face with his hands. For how long he 
sat thus, he could not remember. 

It was the rustling of silk that brought him out 
of his unhappy reverie. He rose. 

_ But before he could reach the door he saw Bar- 
bara pass through the hall, her head held high and her 
face flushed. If she noticed him, she did not betray the 
fact. 

Barbara made her exit through the front door. 
She climbed into the waiting taxi and drove away with- 

: out looking back. | 
i “T don’t know how it will end,’ Mr. Lewis mur- + 
e: mured. “I don’t know. That woman will stop at nothing 

to be revenged. I can’t tell Donnie what she said. I 
haven’t the heart. But I’ll watch over him. For I love 
that boy as if he were my very own.” 

It seemed as if he lacked the courage to return to 
the library. He walked up to the door several times, 
then turned back. Finally he pulled himself together. 

He gave the knob a slight twist and the door 
opened. 

Judge Marmon, Stephen Blanchard and Donald 3 
Whitney were seated close together, engaged in an 4 
earnest conversation. | 

“Well, did you give cher the check?” the latter 
asked. | 

“T did, Donnie,” the old man answered. 
“She took it, of course?” 
Mr. Lewis nodded. 
“Vas. ”? 

~“Ts she still in the house?” was the next question 
asked, 
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“No,” came back. “She just left.” 

Whitney caught something in the old man’s voice 

that made him look up quickly. And he was not a little 

surprised when he saw a tear rolling down Mr. Lewis’ 

cheek. Silently he reached for his hand and shook i; 
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Chapter 114 

THE POOR RICH MAN 

N THIS Chapter we must introduce a man 
who is destined to play quite a part in the 
events to follow. Incidentally he had been 
singled out by providence to take under his 
wing the unfortunate young heroine of this 
story whose fate still rested in the lan of the 
gods. é 

Joan surely would never again have been 
heard from but for the timely intervention | 

BS of Woodrow Fulton, the eccentric New York painter, 17 
ie musician, popular millionaire clubman and artist par : 

excellence. But more about that latar. 
Woodrow Fulton had everything a man could de- : 

| sire, and still he was not happy. He had come to the rae 
< conclusion that life was not worth living. | 

There is no telling to what extremes he might have 
gone if his only married sister had not done her utmost 
to keep him from sinking into the oblivion of utter des- 
pondency. | 

Mrs. Carnovan loved her brother with the de- ‘ 
votion and worship rarely seen these days. She always | 
tried to cheer him up, but it had became a thankless and 
a useless task. | 

As nearly all rich young bachelors in New York, 
Woodrow Fulton maintained an apartment in an exclu- 
sive down-town section of the city. . 

It was a very luxuriously furnished establishment 
which included a splendidly equipped art studio. 

Continued in next number 
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