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ONOLD nodded, and stared dreamily at the 
sky. As his eyes came back to earth again, 
there was a look of unsatisfied longing in 
them.. Then suddenly, their expression 
changed. They mirrored boundless sur- 
prise, then horror. For a police automobile 
was passing through the street. It had no 
top. On the rear seat were two officers and 

_______|} between them sat a pale, but nevertheless 
lovely young woman with golden blond hair. 

“Joan — Joan!’ Donald’s voice was hoarse with 
excitment, ‘“Joan—oh, Joan!” 

With a bound he was off the terrace and ran after 
the automobile. 

Quite naturally this caused a small sensation. A 
number of the guests seated, rose and came forward. 
The young Mrs. Whitney, utterly at a loss how to under- 
stand the strange conduct of her husband, rose and 
moved over to the head of the stone stairs. 

“Donald — Donald!” she called after him. But 
he did not hear. 

Then she turned, tears coming to her eyes. 

Almost directly in front of her stood.a young 
woman. Irene felt the slight touch on her arm. 

“Why — Lola!” she exclaimed. “Lola — you 
here?” 

‘Trene — Irene!’’ came back with equal surprise. 
“Ah, how glad I am to see you again after so many long 
years.” 

And then the two women held each other in an 
affectionate embrace. Mrs, Whitney disengaged herself 
presently. In the street Donald was still pursuing the 
police automobile. 

Lola had followed Irene’s gaze. She had a glimpse 
of the pale face between the two officers. She saw the 
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golden blond head, and then she knew that her brother’s 

trip to Paris was not in vain. She recognized Joan in- 

stantly. But before she could speak, a cry of warning 

came. Then a cry of horror. 

a The sudden screeching of automobile brakes ap- 

plied too late told of another accident. 

And the victim was none other than Donald Whit- 

ney! 

In rushing after the police car he paid no atten- 

tion to the vehicles coming from the opposite direction. 

He was struck and hurled into the gutter, where he lay 

unconscious and bleeding. 

Irene uttered a shriek and dashed down the stairs. 

She reached her husband’s side just as a curious crowd 

began to gather. | 

“Donald — Donald!” she wailed, kneeling in the 

dust beside him. ‘‘How could you be so rash, Speak to 

me — speak to me. Get a doctor, someone,” she added, 

appealing to the bystanders. | 

A police officer stepped up and forced the crowd 

back. | 

“Come on, you people,” he said in a commanding 

tone. “Give this gentleman air. He is badly hurt.” 

Bending over Irene he inquired gently: 

“Do you know him, madam?” 

She nodded, stricken dumb with misery. 

“He is my husband,” she moaned. _ 

The officer quickly took out a pad and pencil. 

“What is his name?” « 

“Donald Whitney.” The young wife thought she 

was screaming her answer, when in fact she spoke in a 

scarcely audible whisper. “We are from Richmond, 

Virgina, U. 8. A.” 

“Where are you staying here in Paris, Mrs, Whit- 

ney?” was the officer’s next question. 
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“At the Hotel Violet,” she came back. 

“Do you want him taken to the hospital or back 
to the hotel?” 

To the hotel, please.” 

Willing hands lifted the injured man, and he was 
tenderly carried away. While this was being done, the 
officer began to make inquiries about the accident. But 
no one seemed able to give a clear account of it. Nor 
was the machine that had struck him visible. 

As Irene came upon the terrace, she was joined by 
Lola Duverne. The latter did not say a word. She only 
gripped Mrs. Whitney’s hand sympathetically and en- 
tered the hotel with her. - 

“Let me help you, dear,” she offered as Donald 
was placed on the bed in his room. ; 

A physician was immediately sent for. In the 
meantime Lola Duverne began to wonder what had be- 
come of her brother. Could it be possible that he had 
also run after the police automobile which conveyed 
Joan? This might be quite possible. For she felt sure 
Armand had seen her, 

Irene, wailing and lamenting, sat on the edge of 
the bed, her hands caressing her husband’s bleeding 
cheek. 

She did not move from the spot until the physician 
arrived. 

During the examination she stood close, almost 
afraid to breathe. Her tear-filled eyes followed the doc- 
tor’s every move. And she nearly fainted when that in- 
dividual shook-his head. 

' “My God!” she shrieked. “Don’t tell me that he 
is dead!” 

The physician shook his head again. 
“No, madam,” he announced, “he is not dead. But 

he has suffered a possible fracture of the skull. And if 
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that proves to be the case, no power on earth can save. 

him.” fs ieee Ae oN Ne | 

-Trene was fighting bravely against the black veil 

of unconsciousness. She tottered back, clutched at her 

heart, then her eyes closed. Lola Duverne who hap- 

pened to be standing back of her, receiyed the limp figure 

in her arms. oe ane : | 
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Chapter 144 

‘A STRANGE LOVER 

HE BOAT RIDE from “The Isle of Death” 
to the city’s shore seemed frightfully long. 
Barbara Hannaford thought it would never 
come to anend. She sat in silence, watch- 
ing Leon Laroche, the hunchback. His fig- 
ure loomed up before her more grotesque 
than ever before. He was indeed a repul- 
sive creature with those huge shoulders and 
unkempt hair. The only redeeming feature 

were his eyes, who met hers with dog-like devotion. 
How long this silence between them had lasted, 

neither knew. And Barbara, on the verge of a frenzied 
outburst of nervousness, wished with all her heart for 
him to speak. 

His continued stare had become unbearable. But 
when he did speak at last, his words gave her an addi- 
tional fright. 

“IT am going to take you home — all the way,” he 
said, the latter part of the sentence emphasized in a most 
peculiar manner. “And you better let me,” he added. 
“You might get lost in the darkness.” 

“But you don’t know where I live,” she answered, 
for the want of anything better to say. “You can’t——” 

“Oh, yes, I do,” he cut her short. 
“Suppose — suppose I don’t want you to come all 

the way with me?” the woman declared.. 
“T shall come anyway, my dear madam.” 
Barbara controlled her rising anger. She dreaded 

the prospect of this hunchback accompanying her home. 
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What if they were seen together? It would create no 

end of talk. 
“Tf it is all the same to you, I’ll go the rest of the 

way alone as soon as we reach shore,” she hazarded. 

The cripple shook his head stubbornly. 

“No, I am coming with you.” He paused a mo- 

ment. “And you better let me. You see, the police might 

stop you and ask you questions. You don’t want them to 

know what business you had on the island. What if they 

knew—about the boy and your dealing with my brother? 

Attila is under arrest now, and if I cared to talk ”* he 

grinned diabolically. 

And now Barbara Hannaford began to realize 

what this ugly creature was driving at. 

Obviously he was under the impression that he 

had her in his power. He knew her secret — the secret 

that must remain hidden from the outside world. He 

eould ruin her with his story. Ah, what a frightful sen- 

sation this would create. 

The police would, once suspicious, dig and dig into 

her past until all the ugly details came to light. 

What excuse — what logical excuse could she give 

for turning an innocent child over to a beast like Attila 

Laroche? The fact alone that she associated with a man 

like him. would condemn her forever. | 

Yes, there was no way out of it. She must accept 

the ultimatum handed her by this hunchback. She must 

humor him. She must accept his company. | 

“Alright, Leon,” she said with a shrug of her 

shoulders. “Have it your own way.” | | 

As the boat slid upon the sand, she was first to 

alight. She sprang upon the shore and stood there while 

the hunchback fastened the craft to the stake in the 

ground. | 

It was long after the midnight hour. The streets 
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were deserted. Here and there a police officer could be 
seen patrolling his beat. 

But not a ‘single one of them seemed interested 
enough in the couple to give them a second look. Leon 
Laroche walked unnecessarily close to Barbara. She 
gave a slight shudder whenever his arm touched hers. 

They walked rapidly and in silence. The house 
was open. It was not necessary for the American woman 
to search for the key. But she did not know that all of 
her keys had been stolen from her until she entered the 
boudoir and saw the open trunk. 

She retreated a step, her eyes filled with dismay. 
“You need not worry, madam,” said Leon La- 

roche. “Nothing was taken by the burglar. I prevented 
that. Attila meant——” 

Barbara turned swiftly upon him. Her patience 
was at anend. This ugly hunchback was not going to 
intimidate her any longer. This was her house. The 
time had come when they must understand each other. 

“Now tell me,” she demanded. “Why are you so 
interested in my welfare, Leon?” 

“Can’t you guess, my beautiful queen?” he grin- 
ned at her. 

“Why, no!” Barbara stared at him with widening 
eyes. 

“Because — because I love you.” At last it was 
out, cnd the hunchback seemed relieved. 

“You — you?” She burst into a peal of laughter. 
“Yes, why not?” he growled, a pained expression 

eroscin? his dark face. “Why may I not love you?” 
Barbara laughed again. 
“Surely you must be jesting, my dear friend. And 

pardon me for this outburst of merriment. This is too 
absurd for anything. What.a foolish thing for you to 
do.” 
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The hunchback watched hungrily as she took off 

her hat and coat. As she now stood before him with a 

dress that showed her wonderful figure to its best ac- 

vantage, he wet his lips. In his eyes was a look all 

women fear. 

“T am a cripple — a homely hunchback,” he said 

evenly. “But I am a man just the same. I am a man 

with a man’s desires and passion. I would give ten years 

of my life for a single kiss from those lips of yours. Yes, 

I love you,” he repeated, coming closer. “And you are 

going to love me. You must be kind to me, if you re- 

fuse o: 
| 

Barbara stared at him with sudden fright. It was 

not at all necessary for the man to finish the last sen- 

tence. She knew only too well what any additional wo
rds 

would convey. 
“So you want to make me yield with threats?” she 

“Tf T have to —yes.” | 

A cunning smile flashed across her face. 

“But wouldn’t you like it better if I came to you 

of my own free will, Leon?” she teased. = 

His bosom began to rise and fall stormily. 

“Would you — could you, my beautiful queen?”’ 

he gasped. 
~ Again that cunning smile. 

“Why not, my dear boy?” Barbara touched his 

burning cheek with the tip of her finger. “Why not? 

You are areal man. No one can deny that. And I am 

a real woman. We are alone. You won’t have to give 

ten years of your life for a kiss of mine. Here it is.” 

She touched his lips lightly with hers. He stood 

there shivering as with an ache. | 

Then, with a low moan, he sank upon his knees 

and kissed the hem of her dress. He seemed utterly ov- 
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ercome. Ah, the glory of having this woman kiss him 
voluntarily. Ah, if he only had the nerve now to take 
her in his arms and make her wholly his. 

“My queen — my beautiful queen!” he cried, al- 
most beside himself. “I am your slave. Yoy have but 
to command and I will obey. Ah, you have made me the 
happiest man alive.” 

“Then get up,” she commanded. 
Leon Laroche staggered to his feet. 
For a moment it seemed as if he meant to crush 

her to his wildly heaving bosom. But she was watching 
him narrowly. 

“Kiss me again!” he panted. 
Barbara did. This time she pressed her lips hard 

to his. 

“Tl die for you!” the hunchback almost sobbed. 
“Tll kill for you. My queen — my own lovely queen.” 

Barbara knew that she had gone too far when it 
was too late. As a consequence she had to endure the 
uglyy brute’s rough caresses. 

Sick with revulsion and with her eyes closed, she 
lay in his arms. She shoved him away with a tolerant 
laugh. | | 

“Now you must behave yourself, Leon,” she said 
as she shook a warning finger at him. ‘There are rea- 
sons.” 

The hunchback kept himself under control with 
difficulty. 

He took the chair she pointed out to him with evi- 
dent reluctance. Tor he had tasted the sweets of her lips 
and yearned for more. Ah, but the very look in her eyes 
told him that she was his body and soul. 

“Tam going to put your love to a test,” the woman 
spoke again presently. “And if you prove worthy, I’ll be 
yours.” 
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“jl do anything for you — anything!” he cried 
aagerly. 

“Are you quite sure about that, my dear boy?” 
“Try me and see, my queen.” | 
Barbara Hannaford was apparently in no hurry 

to make the request. She noted that the hunchback’s 

bloodshot eyes ran several times from her trim ankles to 

the top of her head and back again. 

She had intoxicated him with her tantalizing 

charms. She had made him her willing slave with mere 

promises. 
“Alright, I’ll try you,” she said languidly. “I want 

you to return to the island and bring that boy to me. I 

must have little Clifford.” 
Leon Laroche shot her a swift glance. 
“Ts—is the boy yours?” he asked. 
“No, he is not mine.” 
“Then why do you want him?” 

For an answer the tempting woman rose and de- 

liberately walked over to the window. With her back 

turned she remained there for almost five minutes. And 

when she faced him again, her eyes were moist. 

“T guess you are like all other men,” she com- 

plained. “You profess to love me and when I make a 

simple request ee 
“No, I am not like other men,” he protested ve- 

hemently. | 
“Then why do you ask useless questions when I 

only-——” 
Again he interrupted her. 

“T had a right to question you regarding that boy, 

my queen. If he is your own flesh and blood, I want to 

love him as my very own. I don’t care who his father 

may be.” 
“Ah, that is indeed noble of you,” the woman res- 
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ponded. “But I would rather not satisfy your curiosity 
on that point, Leon. At some other time you shall know 
all. Now run along and bring little Clifford to me. And 
when you come back, you shall have the reward you so 
much crave,” 

With this promise ringing in his ears and urging 
him on, the hunchback rushed for the door. The next 
moment he was gone. 

Barbara closed the door softly behind Leon La- 
roche. Then she burst into a low laugh. It was a trium- 
phant laugh — the laugh of a woman who had won a vic- 
tory rather easily. 

“You ugly beast you!” she hissed, her eyes flam- 
ing with fire. “Do you think for a moment I’d let you 
touch me again. I'll put a bullet through your head if 
you try it. But you are going to bring me that boy. And 
then we'll settle—not your way, but mine.” 

De 
nel 
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Chapter 145 

A COINCIDENCE 

<==] NOTHER morning had dawned and Bar- 

| bara Hannaford was still waiting for the 

hunchback’s return. When the noon hour 

arrived and still no Leon Laroche, she began 

to worry. Something surely must have gone 

dreadfully wrong to prevent this love- 

erazed man from coming back to her. But 

she refused to give up all hope. 

| With an ugly grin on her pale face she 

prepared for every ‘eventuality. If Leon brought little 

Clifford and demanded that she make good her promise 

of becoming his mistress, she meant to kill him. 

And she made the necessary preparations coldly. 

Every little detail she arranged before hand. 

After the fatal shot had been fired she would 

claim that she had killed the man in defense of her honor. 

Conditions were in her favor. 7 

She was a rich American citizen living in her own 

house. Leon Laroche was an outlaw like all his kind who 

lived on the disreputable island. The police would readily 

believe her story. 

Barbara had just seated herself in a comfortable 

leather armchair. She reached for a current magazine 

and tried to become interested. 

‘Occasionally she stole a glance at the mantel, 

where she had hidden the revolver behind the clock. She 

measured the distance with her eyes. — ee 

| Throwing the magazine aside she fell into a 

reverie. It was not a pleasant one, judging by the dark — 
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frown which clouded her brow. 
She was startled suddenly by the sound of hasty footsteps. The next moment the door was jerked open and the hunchback entered the room. He was okviously excited and he came alone. 
“Where — where is the boy?” Barbara asked, springing to her feet. “Why didn’t you bring him?” “IT couldn’t find him,” Leon Laroche returned, adding an oath. 

| “You couldn’t find him?” 
The hunchback shook his head. 
“But — but why not? What has become of him ?” 
Again the man shook his head. 
“I don’t know what has become of him,” he said. “But I found out who took Itim away from the island,” “Who ) se 

“Antoinette, my brother’s mistress,” 
“How do you know that?” 
Leon Laroche grinned. 
“I made inquiries,” he replied. “They told me that Antoinette left with both of the children. She took little Clifford as well as her own daughter Emily.” Barbara was bitterly disappointed. Without pay- ing the least attention to the hunchback she began pacing the floor, 
“I must have him — [| must!” she kept on saying to herself, 

| “You shall have him, my beautiful queen,” Leon Laroche assured her. “I’]] search every part of the city.” He paused for a moment, then added: “I think I knew where to find him within the next hour.” at The woman considered for a little while, “I am going with you,” she decided presently. “You won’t mind, will you?” 



“Ah, I shall be only too glad to have you,” the 
hunchback retorted, his furtive eyes filling with pride — 
and something else not so pleasant. “And you may rest 
assured that we’ll find the boy. Antoinette came from a 
house on the Rue de Chalons. It is a place where children 
are brought up to be crooks.” 

Barbara nodded eagerly. While this suited her 
very well, she must have personal supervision of little — 
Clifford’s training. 

It was the work of a few moments to dress for 
the street. She drew a heavy veil over her face and pre- 
ceded Leon Laroche to the door. Turning to him, she 
said: 

“We must not be seen together, Leon. I don’t 
think it would be safe. You go one way and I'll take an- 
other. We can meet in the Rue de Chalons.” 

_The hunchback raised no objections, although he 
would rather have remained with this beautiful woman. 
But he was not going to let her get away from him now 
without some token of affection—at least one kiss. He 
reached for her. | 

“No, not now, my dear boy,” she objected, draw- 
ing away. “Wait until we come back.” 

“But—but why not?” he begged, his eyes redden- 
ing. 

“Because I am not in a mood for that sort of 
thing now,” she told him. “First we must find the boy 
and then——” Her smile, filled with promise, said the 
rest. °. 

They left the house together, but separated as 
on as they came to the street. 
_~- Barbara seemed to be quite well acquainted in this 

s part «f the city. She walked on rapidly. In order to 
reach the Rue de Chalons, she had to pass through sev- 
excl streets of the better class. Directly ahead of her 
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loomed up a tall building. It was an apartment house. 

Right beyond that she saw a big sign which read 

“Hotel Violet.” 
Suddeny she‘became aware of a commotion in the 

street. 

People were running toward one spot from all 

directions. No doubt an automobile accident had oc- 

curred. This proved to be the case. 

All traffic had stopped. Questions asked excitedly 

were answered in the same manner. Barbara, having 

reached the edge of the constantly increasing crowd, 

heard them all. They were as usual: 

“What's happened?” 

“Somebody was struck by an automobile.” 

“A manor a woman?” : 

A-nann 

“Who is he?” 

“Don’t know.” 

“Ts he dead?” | 

“Tt wouldn’t be surprised.” 

In the midst of another group stood a man who 

seemed a little better informed. In response to a ques- 

tion hurled at him, he answered: 
| 

“The man struck isan American. He is a guest at 

the Hotel Violet.” 
The instant Barbara heard this, her interest be- 

‘came more keenly aroused. She managed to elbow her 

_way through the crowd. Several men, directed: by a police 

officer had just lifted the injured man and were about to 

carry him back to the hotel. - 

As they progressed rather slowly, she was given 

an opportunity to see his face. At the first glance she 

stiffened. | | et 

| “My God — that is Donald?” she gasped ander 

her breath. 
ae 

sd 7 
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Again she looked. 
Yes, it was indeed her former husband who was 

being carried away. A dozen questions raced through 

her mind. 
How had this accident happened? What was he 

doing in Paris at this time? And who was that woman 

who walked beside the cavalcade sobbing? . 

For a long time she stood like a statue. She did 

not seem to hear the commanding voice of the officer who 

was trying to disperse the crowd. ; 

Neither did she think any longer about the quest 

upon which she had come. Forgotten was her arrange- 

ment with Leon Laroche. Forgotten was little Clifford 

and her desire to get the boy back into her hands. 

Instead a new plan had entered her fertile brain 

and struck there. Instantly she saw an opportunity to 

be revenged upon Donald Whitney personally. Her hat- 

red for this man, who had ruined her life, who had hu- 

miliated her to the dust, increased a hundredfold. 

“Tf he is not already dead, I’ll finish him!” she 

hissed as she was being crowded back upon the side- 

walk. 
Before she made her way back home, she stopped 

at a department store that sold ready-to-wear dresses. 

Jo the saleswoman she said that she wanted an outfit 

' worn by professional nurses. 

It consisted of a dress of dark blue material, a 

white apron and cap to match. 

As soon as she arrived in her boudoir, she sat 

down to await Leon Laroche’s return. He came about 

an hour later. Of course, he wanted to know why she 

had failed to meet him as per agreement. ‘ 

“T was suddenly seized by a fainting spell,” she 

lied. “I had to return home. I have a terrible head- 

ache.” 

; 
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The hunchback seemed somewhat doubtful. It 
struck him rather peculiar that she failed to ask him 
whether he had found little Clifford or not. But he told 
her of his disappointment. 

“The boy was not where I expected to find him,” 
he said. “But I’ll renew my search to-morrow.” 

“Yes, do,” the woman retorted, holding her head. 
“T wish you would leave me now, Leon. I am not a bit 
well. Come to me when you have the boy, and you shall 
have your reward.” 

“And you won’t fail me?” the hunchback cried, 
his eyes afire with forcibly subdued passion. 

“T never break a promise,” she murmured, and 
gave him one of her tantalizing smiles. “Now let me a- 
lone, please. No—no, don’t kiss me,” she cried when he 
made a sudden move in her direction. “Come to-mor- 
row.” ‘ 

Leon Laroche left with evident reluctance. 
As soon as he had gone, Barbara got busy at the ' 

telephone. By calling the Hotel Violet she received all 
the information she needed. She was even given the name 
of the physician who had charge of Donald Whitney’s 
case. 

The next thing she did was to get in touch with 
the physician himself. He proved to be a kindly gentle- 
man all too easily duped. 7 

“Tt am an American Red Cross nurse,” she told 
him. “I understand that a countryman of mine was very 
badly injured by an automobile. If you have no objection 
I would like to wait on him. Without compensation, of 
course.” 

It so happened that this French physician had 2 
very high regard for American Red Cross nurses. 

And it also happened that he was rather careless 
in the matter of asking for references. Without making 
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any inquiries whatsoever, he told Barbara to present 

herself at the Hotel Violet the following day. 

When, before hanging up the receiver, he asked 

her for her name, she told him that she was known as 

“Sister Ada”, and that her full name was “Ada Brooks.” 

Barbara Hannaford’s face became distorted with 

a truly devilish smile. She was absolutely sure of her- 

self. 
A few changes in her appearance, which included 

a pair of heavy shell-rimmed glasses, would make her 

unrecognizable. At least Donald Whitney would never 

get the chance to. 
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Chapter 146 

SISTER ADA 

ONALD WHITNEY’S condition was grave. 
Nearly five hours had elapsed since he was 
carried, unconscious, to his room in the 
Hotel Violet. He lay like one dead. Dr. ~ 
Marrand, in charge of the case, sent for a 
specialist and together they went into con- 
sultation. They decided that nothing could 
done for the present. Nature must be al- 
lowed to take its course. 

The specialist suggested a serum injection at cer- 

tain intervals. And being a very busy man, he said he 

would not return unless his services were absolutely re- 

quired. 
Dr. Marrand’s very unpleasant. duty was to in- 

form the young Mrs. Whitney about her husband’s con- 
dition. He did so in the most gentle manner. 

“You are not strong enough to take care of the 
patient,” he said. “For he must be watched day and 

night. We must have a nurse.” . 

‘“Ves—yes, by all means get a nurse, doctor,” she 

answered, bravely fighting the tears. “I am all alone 

here in Paris. I don’t know a single person,. Oh, I hope 

you'll be able to find a competent nurse.” 
“T am quite sure I can,” Dr. Marrand returned, 

then rose to go. “That is all I can do for your husband 

now. I have given him an injection and he will fall into 

a sleep even if he should regain consciousness. I'll call 

again at an early hour in the morning.” 
Poor Irene Whitney gave vent to her misery as 
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soon as she found herself alone. Standing beside the bed 

upon which lay the man she loved so dearly, she wept 

scalding tears. pees 

| All night long she sat there watching him like a 

mother watches a child. Occasionally she took a hold of 

Donald’s damp hand and carressed it. Then she would 

rise and touch his lips with hers. On her knees she 

prayed to God to spare her husband’s life. 

When morning came she was nearly exhausted. 

But she braced up when Dr. Marrand came. 

“Well, how is our patient?” he inquired in a low 

whisper. 
“T ean see no change,” she told him, her lips droop- 

ing pathetically at the corners, “Oh, I hope you can save 

~ him, doctor. You must—you must.” 

The physician looked at the young wife as she 

stood there wringing her hands in-an agony of suspense. 

He felt deeply sorry for her. For way down in his heart 

he believed that the patient could not recover. 

“T’l] do my best,” he promised, as he held both of 

her hands for a moment. “You may rest assured of that, 

Mrs. Whitney.” eee 

“Did you find a nurse?” Irene~inquired after a 

pause. a: ae 
“Yes I have,” he responded quickly. “And I be- 

lieve you'll find her most satisfactory. She is an Amer- 

- tean Red Cross Nurse. Every one of them is very com- 

petent. I am expecting her some time this morning.” 

While Dr. Marrand examined, the patient and 

gave him another injection, Irene stood by and watched. 

“Do — do you think there is any hope?” she 

breathed, her face pitifully white. “I — I want you to 

tell me the truth, doctor. No matter what it is, I can 

stand it.” ee 

The physician’s eyes rested admiringly upon the 
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brave little woman. He did not have the heart to speak 

what was on his mind. 
“My dear Mrs. Whitney,” he murmured, “where 

there is life there is always hope. Men of my profession 

are not always correct in every diagnosis. But we fight 

to the bitter end for our patients. So far as your hus- 

band’s condition is concerned, I don’t like to make a pos- 

itive statement. But, asI said before, I’ll do my best.” 

And poor Irene had to be satisfied with this. 

She went to the door with Dr. Marrand. Before 

he left he pressed her hand and spoke words of encour- 

agement. 

About an hour later the nurse arrived. She was 

a tall, well formed woman. Her garb proclaimed her 

profession. Her features were regular, and she might 

have been very good-looking but for the shell-rimmed 

glasses which marred her face. 

“Ah, I am glad you have come,” said Irene as she 

held out her hand. “No doubt you are the nurse Dr. 

Marrand engaged.” 
“Yes, I am,” came back in a low voice. 

“You are an American Red Cross nurse, I am in- 

formed.” 
“T am, Mrs. Whitney.” 

“And you understand your business?” 

The nurse nodded her head with a smile. 

“T graduated from one of the best hospitals in 

New York City,” she said quite distinctly. 

“And what is your name, please?” 

“Ada Brooks. But they call me ‘Sister Ada’,” the 

nurse answered. “If you don’t mind, I want you to call 

me that.” 
“Of course — of course.” Mrs. Whitney forced a 

little smile. 
They walked together into the sickroom. The 
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nurse showed signs of becoming excited as she stood 

there looking upon that white face on the pillows. But 

Irene failed to notice it. 

“Has Dr. Marrand left any orders for me?” the 

nurse asked after a moment. 

“None,” the unhappy young wife responded. “He 

says the only thing to do for the present is to watch 

the patient closely and make a note of every symptom. 

You'll do that, won’t you?” 

“You may depend upon me, Mrs. Whitney,” the 

other woman said. 
Irene finally dragged her eyes away from her be- 

loved husband. She walked toward the door. 

“T am almost worn out,” she whispered. “I have 

been up with him all night. I'll try to get a little sleep. 

If my husband should become restless or show signs of 

becoming worse, please wake me at once.” 

“T will,” the nurse replied. 

As soon as she found herself alone with the in- 

jured man, the face of the nurse underwent a complete 

change. She looked like a vicious tigress ready to 

kill. 
During the next hour she sat rigid at the side of 

the bed. Her dark orbs, filled with fierce hatred, rested 

on Donald Whitney. 

Suddenly she saw him move. His head turned 

slowly from one side to the other and a hoarse groan 

eame from his pale lips. This was followed by another. 

Then his mouth gaped. 

‘TJ am thirsty,” he said, the words coming in 

an agonized whisper. “Water — water !” 

But the woman who sat there like an ominous 

specter paid no heed. It seemed that she actually en- 

joyed the obvious suffering of the patient. On the table 

beside the bed stood a glass pitcher filled with fresh 
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water. And there was a glass. But she left them un- 
touched. 

Presently the man’s lips opened again. And when 
he spoke this time, it became plain that his mind was 
wandering. 

“Joan — Joan,” he called feebly. “Oh, Joan!’ 
The nurse started up as if stung by an adder. Ah, 

how she hated the sound of that name. And then she 
threw off the quiet demeanor of a nurse. 

With her hands clenched behind her, she raced 
back and forth. She was now Barbara Hannaford who 
had come to seek revenge — the discarded wife who had 
come to kill. 

There was murder in her flaming eyes as she a- 
gain turned them to the suffering man lying on the 
bed. 

“Joan!” she hissed. “Ah, if I had you here I’d 
kill you both!” 

She knew she could not remain inactive any 
longer. Something must be done to satisfy her wild cray- 
ing for revenge. And without thinking of the conse- 

quence she stepped over to the table, filled the glass with 

water and glanced cautiously toward the door. 

From the bodice of her dress she took a small vial 

and poured its contents into the water. 
- “Now then, ask for a drink once more, Donald 

Whitney,” she muttered between her set teeth. “py give 
it to you and it will be the last. You'll never see the rise 
of to-morrow’s sun.” 

The devilish woman had made her calculations 

with inordinate cunning. If he was found dead, his pass- 

ing would undoubtedly be regarded as a natural conse- 
quence of his injury. No one would suspect that he had 
been poisoned. 

Seed Donald whimpered. His parched lips 
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opened with the words: 
“T am — Iam thirsty.. Water — water.” 

Like a cat Barbara glided over to the bed, the glass 

of water in her hand. With the other she lifted his head. 

“Here you are,” she whispered. “Now drink.” 

| His eyes, wide and staring, met those of the 

woman above him.. He must have either recognized her 

and sensed the danger he was in. He pushed her away 

and cried out feebly. | 

But the woman was not to be denied. 

“Drink, you fool!” she hissed. 

With the strength born of desperation, he strug- 

gled. Barbara, white with excitement and anger, in- 

sistently held the glass to his lips and was about to force 

some of the liquid down his throat. 

“Trene — Irene — help!” he shouted as loud as he 

could. 
Suddenly the door opened and the young Mrs. 

Whitney appeared. 

“What is the matter?” she asked, her breath com- 

ing fast. 
- The supposed nurse straightened up. - Her first 

move was to pour'the poisoned water back in the pitcher. 

Then she faced the intruder as if nothing had happened. 

“Why, the patient asked for a drink of water,” 

she said with well assumed innocence. “And when I was 

about to give it to him, he became delirious and. fought 

against it. Oh, I am so glad you came, Mrs. Whitney. I 

wish you would see what you can do with him.” 

Tf Barbara expected — and she obviously did — 

that Mrs. Whitney would pour out another glass of the 

poisoned water and give it to her husband, she was sadly 

doomed to disappointment. 

And then something happened that came entirely 

unexpected. 
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Donald, struggling to a sitting posture, pointed an 
accusing finger at the nurse. 

“Send that woman away,” he ordered. “Send her 
away, Irene.” 

But. it was. not necessary to go to that extreme. 
For Barbara Hannaford had already disappeared. 

' 



Chapter 147 

“AN UNHAPPY LOVER | 

MAND DUVERNE and his sister Lola 
were seated in the cozy sitting room of their 
suite, engaged in an earnest conversation. 
The young Frenchman was evidently close 
to tears. Again the fates had been against 
him. He had caught a glimpse of Joan, and 
then she had disappeared like an elusive 
shadow. Every effort to find a trace of this 
girl whom he loved so dearly, had remained 

fruitless and he was discouraged. 

Lola insisted that he must have been mistaken— 
that the girl he had seen in the automobile must have 
been someone else. 

“It wasn’t,” he cried. “It couldn’t have been.” 
She gazed at her wretchedly unhapy brother and 

sighed. 
“Suppose then, it was Joan,” she declared. “Sup- 

pose it was she whom you saw, what are you going to do 
about it? How are you going to find her?” 

“How?” he laughed miserably. 
“Yes, how.” 
“T’'ll tell you how,” and the muscles about his jaw 

tightened. “T’ll search from house to house if it need be. 
I won’t stop until I have the positive knowledge that she 
is either alive or dead.” 

Lola Duverne gave another sigh. 
“Oh, I wish we had never left Paris and gone to 

Algeria,” she complained. ‘We could not have made a 
worse mistake. In doing that we gave General Harcourt 

2 
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a chance to mix in your affairs, Armand. Oh, that des- 
picable beast. And to think that I called this man my 
husband.” 

The mentioning of General Harcourt’s name sent 
Armand Duverne into a towering rage. 

He jumped up and ran over to the window. There 
he stood for quite a while, his twitching fingers drum- 
ming upon the glass panes. 

“Yes, you are right, Lola,” he exclaimed without 
turning to look at his sister. ‘We made a frightful mis- 
take by going to Algeria. Had we remained here in Paris 
Joan would have become my wife and I would have been 
the happiest man in all the world. Oh, I must find her,” 
he added passionately. “I must. If I don’t, I won’t care 
to live.” 

With a cry of alarm Lola rushed over to her | 
brother. 

“Don’t — please don’t talk like that,” she said, her 
heart filling with alarm. “What will become of me? I 
need you, my poor boy, and you need me.” 

When she placed her arms about his neck he 
stopped down and kissed her. 

“Alright, sis,” he said, caressing her white brow. 
“T guess I am not myself to-day. And I will confess that 
I have not given up all hope. I have engaged the services 
of a private detective agency. If Joan is still in Paris, 
she will be found within a week.” 

“Ah, I pray God that this may come true,” Lola 
said devoutly. 

As she was about to return to her seat, a tap came 
on the door. Both, she and her brother faced about. 

“Come in,” she invited.: 
In answer an attache of the Hotel Violet en- 

tered. 
- “Tam bringing a message from Mrs. Whitney, the 
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American lady,” the young man announced. “You are 
requested to visit her suite on the fourth floor. 

“Alright, thank you,” said Lola. 
As the young man withdrew, brother and sister 

looked at one another somewhat perplexed. No doubt 
Donald Whitney had recovered sufficiently to permit his 
wife to engage in social activities. 

Armand Duverne was first to give voice to this 
theory. 

“Of course, Mr. Whitney is better,’ Lola told him. 
“) have heard that he is sitting up now.” 

“Well, Iam ety to hear that.” He turned again 
¢» tte window. 

“Are you going to call on Mrs. > Wiitttey I he 
asled after a pause. 

“Certainly, I am, Armand.” 
He grunted his assent. 
“And I want you to come with me,” Lola added. . 
He shook his head. 
“No, thank you.” 
“But why not?” 
“I am not in the proper frame of mind, my dear 

sister,” he responded. “I am miserable enough without 
seeing another man suffer. Mr. Whitney may not be so 
anxious to——” 

“Mr. Whitney was taken to the hospital yester- 
day, ” Lola informed her brother. ‘He is no longer here 
in the hotel.” 

For a few minutes Armand Duverne continued 
to gaze out of the window. Somehow he could not make 
up his mind whether to go with his sister or not. He was 
always so darned awkward in the presence of women. 

“By the way,’ he said suddenly. “I have been 
wondering why Mr. Whitney ran after that girl in the 
automobile — I mean the one I believed to be Joan. It 
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was a strange thing to do. It almost cost him his 

life.” 
Lola did not answer immediately. 

“T_T eould enlighten you on that point,” replied 

his sister slowly. “And it is a most interesting story. 

His wife told me all about it.” 

“But won’t you be violating a confidence in re- 

peating to me what Mrs. Whitney told you?” Armand 

queried. — . 
“Not at all, brother. Irene and I are old friends. 

She knows she can trust me. I may say certain things 

to you, but I would not say them to anyone else. Donald 

Whitney had a romance in his life before he married his 

present wife. He fell in love with some young girl and 

he lost her. But we must not waste time talking about 

that now. Mrs. Whitney is expecting us. Come, let’s 

go to see her.” | ) 

Armand Duverne, still reluctant, allowed himself 

to be persuaded to accompany his sister. Arm in arm 

_ they walked from the room a few minutes later. 

The fates must have had a hand in luring Armand 

Duverne into the suite occupied by the Whitneys. They 

found the young banker’s wife at the door, ready to re- 

ceive them as they entered. She kissed Lola affection- 

ately, then held out her hand to her brother. 

“Ah, it was nice of you to come, Mr. Duverne,” 

she said with a pleasant smile. | 

“T am glad to be here,”,the young Frenchman ans- 

wered gallantly. “Please permit me to inquire about 

your husband. I hope he is on the road to complete re- 
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covery.” 
| 

“Thank you, he is improving,” she replied, her 

lips quivering. “At least he has passed the crisis, thank 

God.” 
Nothing more was said until they were all seated. 

The young Mrs. Whitney appeared to be nervous, and 

her pale cheeks showed traces of recent tears. 

“You poor—poor dear,” murmured Lola Duverne. 

Irene smiled. It was a rather pitiful smile. 

“T am not poor at all, my dear friends,” she de- 

clared bravely. “On the contrary I am rich — rich in 

the knowledge that my husband will get well. He is 

everything to me—everything.” 

“You love your husband, don’t you?” murmured 

Lola. 
“Tove him?” Irene folded her hands across her 

breast. “I love him with all my heart and soul. Ah, how 

elad I'll be when I can fold him again in my arms.” 

Armand Duverne was beginning to feel rather un- 

comfortable. He was love-sick himself. 

And words such as this young Mrs. Whitney spoke 

with such deep feeling, affected him strangely. ° Already 

he wished he had not come. And he would have excused 

himself if his sister had not warned him to stay. 

Before the conversation, which had suddenly be- 

gun to lag, could be renewed, the telephone rang. 

Irene Whitney rose to answer it. 

“A gentleman from the Art Exhibition Building 

is here,” the hotel clerk informed her. “He has an oil © 

painting he said you purchased. Do you wish to have it 

brought to your suite?” | 

“Yes — yes, have them bring it up immediately, 

if you please,” she answered without a moment’s hesi- 

tation. 7 
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