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. HE WOMAN had quit the game Joe said to 
_ himself. Had he misjudged pikers for 

sports? | 

Shannon looked at her with a slight 
frown, saying: “I say, you don’t want to go, ~ 
do you?” he asked anxiously. 

“Oh, no,” she answered. “T’ll be alright.” 
And she seemed so as her companion played 
on. 

Then Shannon began playing rather erratically, 
changing the position of his chips at the last moment and 
persisting on a single number, Florence called his atten- 
tion once to a misplay. | 

“Why, Horace,” she cried as the ball slowed down. 
“You are betting against yourself.” 

“How is that?” he asked. 
| “You’ve got two hundred on 29 and a hundred on 
the second dozen.” 

“That’s alright,’ he answered. “Saves my stake 
”” as the ball dropped into 17. 
“Ah, that is the little lucky old number, Joe, my 

boy,” he said. “It is the number of our stateroom com- 
ing over, eh, Florence. No, of course not the number of 
the suite at the hotel. Let’s have another drink, Joe. You 

are a game old sport. Come, drink.” | 
Joe drank and the waiter, at the quiver of an eye- 

lash, filled Shannon’s glass, which the latter tossed off. 
“One more win,” Joe decided. “The wine is doing 

_its work. One more win on the single number, and then 
this sport should ride his luck to a fall.” 

As was to be expected, Shannon again pinned his 
faith on the number 17. Again he won. 

“Ah, you lucky seventeen,” he cried. “Give me a 
marker for that, Joe.” And then he turned to his com- 
panion. “Why, what is the matter, my dear? You look 

see 
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as pale as a sheet.” 
It was a true description, for Florence had deftly 

removed all.the rouge from her face with the handker- 
chief dampened-upstairs in the ice-water. But Joe knew 
nothing about that. 

“I — I am a bit faint, Horace,” Florence com- 
plained. “I —Iam afraid you'll have to take me home.” 

: Shannon looked genuinely surprised. He could do 
that very easy. 

“Oh, I say, my dear,” he expostulated. “That is 
beastly tough. Just when lam winning. I don’t want to 
quit now. But I beg your pardon. I did not mean that. 
Have a glass of water. Maybe you'll feel better.” 

The woman shook her head. 
“No, water won’t help me,” she protested. “I am 

sorry, Horace, but you'll have to take me home. That is 
what you get for coaxing me to drink wine. You know 
what it always does to me.” She closed her eyes and bhe- 
gan to sway a little. 

Horace Shannon sprang to her assistance. 
“My dear — my dear,” he cried. “Oh, it is all my 

fault. Of course, we’ll go home.” Then he faced Joe. 

“Pll have to cash in. You owe me money at that, Joe. I 

was just starting to win. But we'll be back to-morrow 

night. You may depend upon it.” 

Joe, with his mouth very awry as he tried to smile 

cheerfuly, handed back Shannon’s crisp bills and several 

others. | 
“Never mind the water,” said Shannon to the 

waiter who had come up with a glass filled with the 

harmless fluid. “Fresh air is the thing she needs now. 

Help me get her out of here. See you to-morrow, J oe,” 

over his shoulder to the croupier. 

“T’'ll be here,” replied Joe as he stacked up the 

chips. 
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Joe had spoken these last three words with the 

cheerfulness characteristic of him. But underlying 

them was a note of anxiety. _ 
Although this Englishman had told him that he 

would return the next day, promises like that were sel- 

dom kept if the man who made them walked away with 

his winnings. | ? 
“You’ve got to come back!” Joe growled savagely. 

“And when you do, I’ll pluck your feathers plenty.” 
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i Chapter 156 9 

THE INEVITABLE 

LORENCE KELLEY was assisted into the 

taxi standing at the curb. But she was very : 

little like a woman about to faint now. She 

was smiling and her companion was 

erinning from ear to ear. Both of them had 

indeed cause to feel happy for they had 

beaten the game through trickery and were 

no longer in financial distress. 

“Tt worked fine,” she whispered as she 

dropped on the rear seat. | | 

“Pll tell the world it did,” Shannon agreed. “And 

you are some actress, my dear. Sure have to hand it to 

you. You did that stunt just at the right moment. For 

Joe was just about to clamp on the breaks. Now let’s see 

what we made out of it.” 

Florence dumped her winnings in her lap. Her 

companion did the same thing. 

And then they began to count. 

“Not so bad at that,” Shannon exclaimed. “We 

didn’t win the five thousand I expected to win, but we’ve 

got over four thousand. And now we'll celebrate, old 

kid. Kiss me.” 
Back at “The Chalet” Joe was balancing accounts 

with his boss, Bodin, the Spider. 

“Over four thousand to the bad,” the latter mut- 

tered angrily. “That is bad business Joe—very bad bus- 

iness. Are you sure that woman did not trick you when 

she was about to faint?” | 

Joe shook his head with vehemence. 
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“She was as white as chalk, I tell you,” he cried. 
“They can’t fake that stuff. But they’ll be back to-mor- 
row,” he consoled himself and his boss, too. “If not to- 
morrow, some other night. I have never known it to 
fail. They always come back for more.” 

“And if they do come back,” Bodin growled, “are 

you going to let that woman faint again.” 
“Not by a damned sight,” spit out Joe with an 

oath. “I’ll tip them the next time before she get’s a 
chance to faint. That English dude is not going to cash 
in again. Leave it to me.” 

Three days passed and the couple did not return 
to “The Chalet”. 

There was really no need for it, for Shannon and 

his female partner were enjoying Paris as only folk with 

plenty of ready eash can. But four thousand dollars are 
quickly spent in a city like Paris. 

A large part of the money went for clothes and 

jewelry. When at last, their winnings were nearly gone, 

Shannon suggested another visit to “The Chalet”. 
“T am afraid to risk it,” Florence told him. 

“But we'll have to do something,” her lover ar- 

gued. “We haven’t found a trace of our old friend Bar- 

bara. If she is in this city, she is keeping her tracks well 

eovered. She may even have left.” 

The Kelley woman shook her head. 
“No, she hasn’t left,” she declared confidently. 

“Barbara Hannaford is still right here in Paris. And 

we'll run across her some day when we least expect it.” 

Horace Shannon was dubious. 

“But it might take weeks,” he argued. “And what 

are we going to live on in the meantime? We'll have to 

look for a cheaper hotel. We might have to pond or sell 

those jewels I gave you. We'll have to take another crack 

at our old friend Joe. What do you say?” 3 

| 
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She eyed him suspiciously. 
“And play the same game?” 
“Of course.’ He burst into a loud laugh. “You 

did that fainting stunt so well that it bears repeating. 

Just think what another four thousand will mean to us. 

We might even win more.” 
The decision was made right then and there. 

That night they boarded a taxi and had them- 

selves driven to “The Chalet.” 
Bodin, the proprietor, received them even more 

cordially than before. He insisted upon paying for the 

wine brought by the waiter. He even sat at the same 

table with his guests and talked in a most interesting 

manner. Not a word did he mention about gambling. 

Horace Shannon was becoming impatient. Occa- 

sionally he shot a glance at Florence. She gave him a 

nod — an encouraging nod. 

“We would like to have another tussle with our 

old friend Joe,” he said to the proprietor of the place. 

“You know, I have always felt a little cheap since we 

were here the last time and took so much money away 

from him. I really didn’t need it.” 

Bodin smiled in a very kindly fashion. 

“Joe will be glad to see you both,” he answered. 

“But you must not feel that you owe him or me some- 

thing. If one of our guests has unusual luck, we lose 

graciously. | 

“That is spoken like a true sport,’ Shannon ex- 

claimed. “Of course I may not be so lucky to-night.” 

“You may not.” And Bodin’s lips tightened. 

Strange as it may seem, this man was not at all in 

a hurry to take his two guests to the gambling room. He 

appeared to be enjoying their company, and his eyes 

rested admiringly on Florence now and then. | 

She was too shrewd a woman to resent this. 
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But she did not know the reason for Bodin’s oft- 
repeated stare. How could she have guessed that he was 
trying to ascertain whether the lovely red on her cheeks 
was their natural color or a drugstore red. And Bodin 
quickly came to the conclusion that it was the latter. 

He concluded, too, that this vivid coloring could 
be easily removed. And with the red gone, a woman like 
this one might look pale. 

When perhaps fifteen minutes later he led his 

special guests down to the gambling room, Joe was at the 

wheel, ready for business. He intercepted a swift glance 
from his employer. 

“Ah, if it isn’t Mr. Shannon, my English friend,” 

he greeted etuiewhat boisterously. “Glad to see you, old 

top. And you, too, madam—” with a courteous bow to 

Florence. 
Bodin excused himself and went back upstairs. 

Joe began counting the chips as a crisp bill was 

laid on the table. It was a repetition of the previous visit. 

Play was opened in precisely the same way. 

But this time there was no call for champagne. 

Horace Shannon was losing his chips as fast as he bet 

them. 
Florence Kelley was faring no better. This time 

they had to depend entirely upon luck. Joe was not al- 

lowing them to win regularly in order to break them 

later. 
“Not so lucky to-night,” Joe grinned. 

Florence tried to nudge her companion with her 

foot. She reached out so far that she nearly fell from 

her chair in doing it. 
Horace Shannon oe a few words she could 

not understand. His face was hard and pale. His lips 

clung together. He seemed determined to win back the 

money he had lost. But instead he lost still more. 



The woman could not stop him. She was first to 

quit with a lone twenty-dollar bill in her purse. 

When Shannon quit—as he was forced to, a few 

minutes later, he was absolutely broke. They rose. to- 

gether and without bestowing a glance upon the trium- 

phantly grinning Joe, staggered up the stairs. 

Again they boarded a taxi at the curb. Again they 

counted the money. 

“Twenty dollars — is that all?” he wanted to 

know. 
“You are lucky to have that much left,” she flared 

up. “They were laying for us to-night to get even, 

Horace. I saw that the minute we started to play. I 

tried to stop you, but you wouldn’t pay any attention to 

me.” | 
“Well, they got even,” admitted Shannon with a 

curse. 
When they got back to the hotel they found them- 

selves in a nice fix. Luckily their bill was paid up to that | 

night. 
“That means we'll have to leave to-morrow,” said 

Florence. 

“T guess so,” answered her lover glumly. ~~ 

“And to-morrow——” 
“Why worry about to-morrow until it comes?” 

Shannon snapped impatiently. “I am tired and I want 

to sleep. Let’s go to bed.” 

They spent a restless night. The next morning 

they dressed and went for breakfast. Neither had very 

much to say. After breakfast they decided to take a 

walk along the boulevard. 

In silence they sauntered straight ahead. 

Suddenly Florence Kelley stopped. Her eyes had 

become fastened upon the figure of a woman perhaps 

twenty feet in front of them. 
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“T.ook—look!”’ she whispered excitedly. “Do you 
see her?” 

“See who?” her companion demanded. 
“Barbara — Barbara Hannaford. That’s her, 

right ahead of us.” 3 
Horace was still somewhat in doubt after having 

“watched the woman for some little time. But he sup- 
pressed a cry of joy when he recognized Barbara at last. 
He gripped Florence by the arm and held her back. 

“Not so fast,’ he warned. 
“We'll have to move fast in order not to lose her,” 

she reminded him. “This is the chance I have been wait- 

ing for, and believe me, I’ll not let it slip through my 

fingers.” 
Shannon grinned. 
“You mean this is the chance WE have been wait- 

ing for,” he corrected. “And I am just as anxious to 
see our friend Barbara as you are. I guess,” he added 
with a low laugh of satisfaction, “we won’t have to leave 
our hotel just yet. For yonder is the goose that will lay 
the golden eggs for us.” 

| Tense and expectant, they hurried on, making 
sure not to loose sight of the woman ahead of them — 
Barbara Hannaford. 
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Chapter 157 | 

FIGHTING FOR HER OWN 

= || N THIS chapter we must take the reader 
/|| back to the office of the probate court judge. 

The scene, as we left it, was one of un- 
paralleled import and excitement. Donald 
Whitney, pale as death and still in a mental 
stupor, was being assisted into a chair. 
Trene, his heart-broken wife, was sobbing 
convulsively. For this was indeed the bit- 
terest hour of her young married life. But 

a moment ago her husband had held another woman in 
his arms and she had been compelled to listen to his piti- 
ful plea for recognition. Who this woman was, Irene no 

a longer suspected — she knew. 
It was Joan — the sweetheart of years gone by 

—Joan, the woman who still owned his heart. 
All the many incidents of the past weeks swept 

back into her mind. But she was determined to fight for 
her own. No other woman should take Donald away from 
her. Least of all this beautiful golden-haired maniac. 

So while Joan was being taken in charge by two 
probation officers who led her from the room, Irene tried 
to soothe her husband. 3 

But all her gentle words fell upon deaf ears. 
Donald half lay in the chair, staring into space. Nota 
sound came from his white lips, except a low moan now 

- and then. 
“Oh, if I only had him back in our suite at the 

hotel,” she wailed as she stood there wringing her hands. 
“T’ll be glad to help you if you will let me,” tne 
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woman probation officer suggested. “I don’t think we'll 
have much trouble. The taxi driver will lend a hand.” 

| It was not a pretty spectacle to see a strong man 
led through the corridor and across the wide pavement 
like a gibbering imbecile. 

But that is just what Donald Whitney appeared 

to have become. In addition his physical strength 

seemed gone. Every now and then he sagged in his 

knees, and had to be half carried. 

And it was pitiful to see little Clifford trot along, 

his big eyes looking on wonderingly. 

Immediately upon their arrival at the hotel, Irene 

sent for the same doctor who had taken care of Donald 

after his recent injury. He made a hurried examination 

and shook his head. 
“He should never have been exposed to excite- 

ment,” he declared. “That was a mistake, Mrs. Whitney 

—a serious mistake.” 
“Then — then you think that he has suffered a 

setback?” she asked in a low, sobbing voice. 

“Worse than a setback,” was the brutally frank 

retort. “Judging by indications, your husband’s mind 

has become impaired. What the eventual outome will be, 

is hard to say at present.” 

Irene was trembling like a leaf. 

“What the patient needs now is absolute rest and 

quiet,” the doctor went on. “And I suggest that you 

stay away from him. I'll send a nurse as soon as I get 

back to my office. He must be watched every minute 

and the symptoms must be recorded. You are not phy- 

sically fit to endure such a hardship, my dear Mrs. Whit- 

ney.” 
She shook her head, trying hard to keep from cry- 

ing out loud. 
“You — you better send two nurses, doctor,” she 
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said as the latter was about to leave. “One to take care 

—of my husband, and one to take charge of our adopted 

boy ) 

The physician’s eyebrows were raised, but he 

asked no questions. 
And g0 the Whitney suite at the Hotel Violet was 

once more transformed into a hospital. How Irene spent 

the first night she was never able to tell afterward. 

Ah, if Joan could only be kept from crossing Don- 

ald’s path again! That was the main idea dominating 

her mind. : 

She could not stand another scene like the one she 

had been called upon to witness. But what was to be 

done? She felt that her husband, after his recovery, 

would leave no stone unturned to find this girl who had 

been his first love. 

And then another idea — a saving idea occurred 

to her. The Hotel Violet sheltered another man who wa
s 

desperately in love with Joan. 

Armand Duverne was the man. He was no longer 

a stranger to her. And she and Duverne’s sister Lola 

were old friends. 

Irene smiled hopefully — pitifully. 

Never had she welcomed a morning as she wel- 

comed this one. She found her husband sleeping soundly. 

This was a good sign. She exchanged a few whispered 

words with the nurse, then withdrew. 

When the physician came to make his call, he said 

that the patient was doing very nicely. An injection into 

the arm served to prolong Donald's sleep. The young 

Mrs. Whitney showed a certain degree of uneasiness 

when she was told that her husband might be up and 

about in a few days. = 

“T’l] have to do something at once,” she murmured 

to herself. _ 



— 1327 — 

And she did. She called up the probate court and 
was told that the young golden-haired beauty had been 
taken to Dr. Hildebrand’s hospital where she was being 

~ held for observation. | 
It was a few minutes past ten o’clock when she 

telephoned to Lola Duverne and asked permission to call 

at the suite occupied by Armand Duverne and his sister. 

“Why, we shall be happy to see you, dear,” the 

latter answered. | 

Irene hesitated. 
“But I am coming to see your brother this time,” 

she said, her lips in close touch with the transmitter. 

Then she added hurriedly: “I have some good news for 

him, Lola.” 
“What is it?” Lola inquired almost in a whisper. 

“Can you tell me?” 
Again Irene hesitated. 

“Tt is about the girl he is in love with—Joan. She 

is in Paris. If your brother is still interested, I can tell 

him where to find her.” 

“Interested?” came back with a gasp. “Why, the 

poor boy is simply mad about Joan. He’ll be the happiest 

man in the world if you can help him find her. Please 

come over at once. I’ll manage to keep Armand here.” 

That ended the telephone conversation. 

Armand Duverne was surprised to receive a visit 

from Mrs. Whitney at such an early hour. The usual 

commonplaces were exchanged. 

“T hope Mr. Whitney is well,” he said. 

| “Not so well as might be expected,” Irene res- 

ponded, her lips drooping pathetically at the corners. “He 

has suffered a slight relapse. I had to call the doctor 

and——” | 

“Sorry to hear that, my dear,” Lola Duverne 
broke in. 
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“36 am I—terribly sorry,” the young wife said with
 

a covert glance at Armand. 

She realized that her errand was such an unusual 

one that she hardly knew how to begin. But Lola, notic- 

ing her friend’s obvious embarrassment, came to the res- 

cue. She took her brother’s hand in hers and held it. 

“Mrs, Whitney -is the bearer of some good news,” 

she said. 
He stared at her, his eyes widening. 

“Good news for me, Lola?” 

“Vos, for you. And it concerns the girl you fell 

so desperately in love with.” 

“You — you mean Joan?” 

Lola’s only response was a nod. 

Armand faced Mrs. Whitney, white and trem- 

bling. 
“Tf you have any news of Joan, please tell me at 

once,” he begged. 

And then Irene unburdened her unhappy heart. 

She told Armand Duverne that he would find Joan in the 

private hospital operated by Dr. Hildebrand, and that 

she was being held for observation. 

“Perhaps you do not know about her ailment,” she 

ended, feeling very small. “But the unfortunate girl’s 

mind is affected. She suffers from a total loss of her 

memory 
“Yes, we knew that,” Lola Duverne broke in. | 

“Of course, we knew that,” her brother cried, 

trembling with eagerness. “Poor Joan was already af- 

ficted when I first met her and fell in love with her. But 

that doesn’t matter in the least. I must see her at once. 

You will excuse me, won’t you?” 

He made a break for the door. | 

“Wait!” Lola called after him. “I am going with 

youl” 
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“But—but Mrs. Whitney——?” he stopped. 
. “Don’t mind me in the least,” Irene said. “Run 

along, both of you. I must return to my husband. He 
needs me.” 

peer was sean in ; the adjoining room, 
dressing for the street with feverish haste. Lola kissed 
her friend affectionately, then accompanied her to the 
door. 

“What — what do you suppose your brother will 
do when he finds Joan?” Irene asked apprehensively. 

“Do?” Lola uttered a soft laugh. “Why, he’ll move 
heaven and earth in order to make her his wife. Joan is 
really his promised bride, for she accepted Armand’s 
marriage proposal before she disappeared in Algeria. Ah, 
and I am almost as glad as he is. I had learned to love 
the girl like a dear sister.” 

| Mrs. Whitney nodded, and with a quiet smile 
playing about her lips she went back to her suite and 
Donald. 

A few minutes later a taxi took on two passengers 
in front of the Hotel Violet, and discharged them at Dr. 
Hildebrand’s private sanitarium. During the trip Ar- 
mand Duverne said little or nothing. Impatience and 
deep anxiety marked his pale, handsome features. 

“Ah, how glad I am that Dr. Hildebrand is not‘a 
stranger to me,” he said to his sister as they were about 
to enter the big stone building. “I have met him several 
times in a social way. You remember him, too, don’t 
you, Lola?” 

Lola made no reply. She was hoping for the best 
for her only brother’s sake. 

Dr. Hildebrand seemed surprised when Armand 
Duverne and his sister were ushered into his office. He 
rose at once and extended both of his hands. 

“Well — well,” he cried. This is a pleasure in- 
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deed. What can I do for you folk?” 

Armand did not take the seat proffered. He re- 

mained standing and at once made known the reason for 

his coming. The moment he mentioned Joan’s name, the 

physician looked at him keenly, and perhaps a little sor- 

rowfully. | 

“Of course, I’ll do all I can for you, my dear 

friend,” he said. “But unless the unfortunate young 

woman can be brought to recognize you, I am afraid I 

ean do nothing. Now let me explain. She was sent to 

me by the judge of the probate court. I can not allow 

her to leave without his sanction.” 

As kindly as he could, Dr. Hildebrand spoke of 

the legal tangles involved. The young man listened with 

~ eonstantly growing impatience. | 

“What is the judge’s name,” he asked in a trem- 

bling voice. 
“Cannes — Judge Cannes,” came back. 

“T know him — I know him!” Armand cried. 

Dr. Hildebrand nodded and smiled. 

“That may make a difference, my dear Mr. 

Duverne,” he declared. “But before we go any further 

in the matter, I’ll have the girl brought in here. We must 

try to awaken her memory.” 

~ One of the nurses was summoned. She listened 

to the doctor’s instructions quietly, then left. 

Armand Duverne was still standing, his eyes now 

riveted on the door. Lola, seated close by, whispered a 

few words. Whether he heard them or not was hard to 

‘tell. He shook his head, however. 

Then the door opened and Joan entered, accom- 

panied by the nurse. At a motion from Dr. Hildebrand, 

the latter withdrew. 

“T have two visitors here to see you, my dear,” 

the physician said in a kindly tone and indicating 
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Armand Duverne and the latter’s sister. “Do you now 
who they are?” 

Joan looked at her former lover, who was staring 
at her with his very soul in his eyes. Then she gave 
Lola a passing glance. 

“No — no, I don’t know them,” she mifeasisned: 
Young Duverze. no longer able to control himself, 

sprang forward and seized the girl in his arms. 
“Joan — Joan!” he cried, his voice breaking with 

a choking sob. “Don’t you remember me? I am Armand 
Duverne — Armand Duverne, the man you promised to 
marry before we went to Algeria. And this,” pointing 
to his sister, who had risen, “is Lola. Don’t you recall 
how we went together on the steamer. In Tunis we met 

Count Harcourt——” 
At the last word an expression of sudden fright 

crept into the girl’s eyes. 
“Count—Harcourt ” she said as in a dream. 

“Armand Duverne—Lola, and Algeria. Oh, where did 
I hear all those names before? They are so familiar — 
and yet—and yet——” 

“Try her again,” whispered Dr. Hildebrand. 
This time Armand Duverne did not use words. He 

crushed Joan to his heart and kissed her, not once, but 
several times. 

For a moment she lay passively in hisarms. Then 
she began to struggle. 

Instead of releasing her, Armand held her still 
more tight. Utterly overwhelmed by an emotion he was 
unable to ontrol, he poured out his pent-up longing and a 
flood of endearing terms. 

Joan’s face was flushed. Her eyes, now wide and 
staring, had become suddenly normal in their expression 

‘No — no, you must not——,” she stopped and 
broke into hysterical weeping. 
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Dr. Hildebrand nodded to Lola 
Duverne, who took 

the girl in charge. For a long moment these two sat with. 

their arms about each other. When Joan finally grew 

quiet, she stole a glance at Armand. It was the first 

glance of recognition. 

“Joan — Joan!” he almost sobbed, and fell upon 

his knees at her feet. “You know me — you know me, 

don’t you?” 
“Yes, I know you, Armand,” came back in a shy 

whisper. “I know you, and you, too, Lola.” 

> ~ 
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Chapter 158 

FATHER AND SON 

ONALD WHITNEY was once more on the 
road to recovery. The two nurses had been 
discharged and the doctor had ceased to pay 

tog || his daily visits. He was seated in a com- 
fortable leather armchair, his eyes half 
closed. His young wife, busy about the 
room, gave him an occasional glance of deep 
concern. Her beloved husband was again 
on the way to health, but she was far from 

satisfied with the future. 
Since the unhappy incident at the probate court 

building Donald spoke very little. “If she asked him a 
question, he answered either with a short “yes” or “no”. E 

This denoted that his thoughts were not of the 
present. And it worried Irene not a little. 

Yet, she was secretly glad that Joan had failed to 
recognize him. And if matters progressed as she hoped 
they would, the beautiful blond girl would pass out of 
her husband’s life forever. 

She felt confident that Armand Duverne would 
make her his wife. 

7 Irene never mentioned anything about their un- 
expected meeting with Joan at the probate court build- 
ing. She was afraid to risk it. 

Donald seemed to hold the same ideas secretly. 
As she stepped up to him and laid a hand affec- 

tionately on his shoulder, she asked in a soft tone: 
“Do you feel alright, dear?” 

He merely nodded his head. 
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“Don’t you think it would be better for you if we 

went back home. I would like to go, Donnie.” 

“Tf you want to, Irene.” 7 

After a short pause, filled with the usual disap- 

pointment, she put. another question, prefacing it with: 

“T want to do a little shopping, dear. Do you mind 

if I leave you alone?” 3 
eSNG 

“Shall I bring you something to read?” 
“No.” 

“Don’t you want anything, Donnie?” 
‘NOx’ 3 

Irene breathed a deep sigh. It was always the ~ 

same. He never asked for anything. Every question she 

put to him was answered in the same short manner. He 

was brooding over something she could not remove from 

his mind. She walked to the door. © 

“Don’t worry if I stay a little long,’ she told him 

as she turned to face him. “If you should happen to 

want something ring the bell.” . 

Donald moved his head to one side. 

“Are you taking little Clifford with you?” he in- 

quired. 
| 

“No. Do you want him?” | 

An expression akin to pleasure crossed his pale 

countenance. | 

“Yes — the boy —I want him.” 

The young wife could not keep the feeling -of bit- 

terness out of her heart. At the bottom of it was a lov- 

ing wife’s inherent jealousy. He asked for this strange 

orphan, but he never asked for her company. Was little 

Clifford more to him than she? | 

But she smiled bravely. There was still hope for 

her. She nodded to him and said: 

“Alright, Pll send the boy in, I hope he will help 
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you while away the time while I am gone. Now don’t 
get lonesome. I’ll hurry back as fast as I can.” 

With that she closed the door and disappeared, 
Presently it was opened again, and little Clifford 

bounced into the room. He was the picture of health 
now and as neat and clean asa pin. He ran up to Donald 
and addressed him as “Daddy Whitney”. 

“Aren’t you sleepy anymore?” he asked, his big 
blue eyes beaming. 

“Not now, my boy,” Donald answered as he gen- 
tly stroked the lad’s curly blond locks. 

“Then I cen talk to you all I want to, Daddy 
Whitney?” 

“Indeed you can. le fact I want you to, Clifford. 
I would like to hear you tell me all about yourself. Just 
how far back can you remember?” 

The little fellow’s white brow became wrinkled in 
thought. 

“Not — not so far,” he said at last. 
“How far?” 
Again the boy’s brow wrinkled. 
“I was with Aunt Sonia and Aunt Joan,” he de- 

clared. “You know Aunt Joan, don’t you, Daddy Whit- 
ney? She is the lady who did not want to recognize 
you when you met her at the E 

Donald closed the boy’s mouth wih a kiss. 
“Yes, I know,” he groaned. “I know.” 
During the next few minutes the unhappy man sat 

in usual silence. He did not seem to hear the ad S con- 
stant. prattling. 7 

Suddenly he asked: 
“Did you like Aunt Joan very much, Clifford?” 
“Awtul much,” the latter replied at once. “She 

was always so kind to me — much kinder than the bad 
man who wanted me to steal and tell lies. But,” he 
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cried, his handsome face brightening, “T liked Aunt Dor- 

othy, too. You know her, don’t you, Daddy Whitney? 

Aunt Dorothy was in the movies. She made pictures.” 

Whitney- nodded. He had never met Dorothy 

Vicente personally. All he knew about her was from 

hearsay. 
“But I like you and Aunt Irene best,” the boy 

chatted on. “I am never going to leave you. You don’t 

want me to, do you?” His pleading baby eyes sought 

those of the taciturn man in the chair. 

“Indeed, I don’t want you to, you little darling,” 

Donald cried, his voice quivering with emotion. 

Gathering him up in his arms, he placed the boy 

on his knee and crooned over him as only a loving mother 

ean croon over her own child. The room was intensely 

quiet. 
And what a strange situation this was! 

Not for a moment did Donald Whitney have even 

the faintest suspicion that this fine boy of tender years 

was his own flesh and blood — his son. 

After the fire which destroyed the home in which 

he kept Joan — and incidentally caused her to lose her 

- memory, he took it for granted that their baby had per- 

ished. 
While he was ready to believe that Barbara, then 

his wife, had been in some way instrumental
 in bringing 

the catastrophe about, he scouted the idea of her bother- 

ing with an infant. 
7 

Two things had attracted him to the boy. He re- 

minded him very strongly of Joan — the Joan he could 

never forget if he was to live to be a thousand years old. 

He had the same violet-blue eyes, the same profile and 

dimpled smile. The other was the name. . 

: He and Joan had alled their baby boy “Clifford”. 

In giving the boy a home, he had been a
ctuated by 
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the desire to bow to his wife’s whim. Irene had always 
been impulsive and warm-hearted. 

But now that he had learned to love the hild, he 
could not think of parting from him. Sure, he and Irene 
might have children of their own. He profoundly wished 
they would. But there would always be a place in their 
home for little Clifford. 

| This boy, putting the entire situation in a few 
words, represented the embodiment of an ideal loved and 
lost—Joan. | , 

But the thing called “Fate” is prone to play pecu- 
liar pranks upon us poor mortals. | 

Although Whitney was not aware of it, sinister 
forces were combining to tear the boy from his arms. ae 
And the main moving factor was none other than his di- ae 
voreed wife. 

_ Barbara had not given up hope of ultimately get- 
ting little Clifford in her clutches again. And she had a wai 
worthy companion in the person of Leon Laroche, the eg 
hunchback from “The Isle of Death’’. 

The side of the hotel on which the Whitney suite 
was located, had an iron porch running along from one 
end to the other. It was very much like the usual Amer- 
ican fire escape. And like a fire escape, it was accessible 
from the alley below. 

As a matter of fact it had been designed for just 
such a purpose as the American fire escape, only it was 
differently constructed. 

With the boy prattling on on his knee, Donald had 
fallen into a deep reverie. He did not seem to be hearing 
what little Clifford said. But his mind was suddenly 
called into action by a cry of fright. 

“What is the matter, my lad?” he asked. 
“There — there, at the window!” the boy gasped 

ee rather than said. “I saw him — that ugly man with a 
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~ hump on his back.” 
Donald smiled indulgently. 
“You were mistaken, Clifford,” he sought to quiet 

the boy’s fears. “No one would attempt to-——” 
“But I. saw him,” the child insisted. “He was 

sneaking past the window and he looked in here. Oh, 
Daddy Whitney, hold me tight. You won’t let that aw- 
ful man take me back to that big house.” 

Vaguely alarmed, Donald put the boy down and 
stepped over to the window. Had he taken the trouble 
to lean out a little farther, he might have seen the figure 
of a man cowering on the floor above. But as it was he 

returned to his seat and lifted little Clifford back on his 

Ds 
“Don’t be afraid,” he murmured, petting the boy’s 

soft cheek. “There isn’t anyone out there. Someone has 

been telling ugly ghost stories.” } 

But the boy, as if from instinctive fear, snuggled 

close into the strong protecting arms and heaved a sigh. 

Donald hugged him and leaned back to resume his pain- 

ful reverie. 
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Chapter 159 

BACK FROM THE DEAD 

of her own. She had taken a suite of three 

de Bologne. Here she did not have to 
bother with inquisitive, spying servants. A 
maid’s service or that of a butler, was fur- 
nished by the hotel upon request. This new 
arrangement suited her very well. She 

could go and come as she pleased with no questions 
asked. She was permitted to entertain whom she pleased 
in her suite, and that also suited her very well. 

The one thought uppermost in the revengeful 
woman’s mind was that of again getting little Clifford 
in her clutches. And she was determined not to leave 
Paris until this had been accomplished. Already Leon 
Laroche, her devoted slave, had given her the assurance 
that the boy would be found. 

She had just returned from a long walk on the 
boulevard. As usual, she went straight up to her suite 
on the second floor, using the stairs instead of the con- 
venient elevator. 

If she had known that she was being followed, she 
would doubtlessly have locked the door after entering. 
However, she failed to do this. 

Barbara, in the dressing room, which adjoined 
that of the “salon” — as the French call it — had just 
taken off her wrap. She laid it quickly on a chair and 
listened. She imagined she had heard a door open and 
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To make sure whether or not she had been mis- 

taken, she walked back into the salon. 

And there, leaning against the door stood an ap- 

parition that brought the quick pallor of fright to her 

face. Fright became horror, and she pressed her lips 

firmly together to keep from screaming. 
The apparition, or rather the woman, who stood 

there with an evil grin on her features was Florence 

Kelley. 
“You — you!” she gasped and stopped. 

“Yos, it is I,” the unwelcome intruder affirmed. 

“You did not expect to see me again, did you, Barbara 

Whitney — or Barbara Hannaford, as you call yourself 

again now.” 
Barbara’s hand went to her throat, then to her 

heart. Her lips were moving, but no word came. 

“T —. [ thought — you — you were ” She 

gasped out that much at last, then paused. 

“Dead,” the Kelley woman finished. “You thought 

I lay at the bottom of the river into which you threw me 

with murderous intent. Didn’t you? Well, you didn’t 

quite get away with it. Sometimes the Seine gives up its 

dead and allows them to come back to seek justice.” 

Cold horror gripped Barbara Hannaford. She was 

still staring at Florence Kelley. 

“What — what do you want?” she panted. 

“What do I want?” the other repeated, then 

laughed. “What a foolish question. Well, T'll tell you. 

I am here to make you pay for what you have done to 

me.” 
Barbara was beginning to recover from her panic. 

This was most emphatically not the time to lose her 

nerve. Florence Kelley constituted a terrible menace. 

Quick action was needed. .But before that, some quick 
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thinking. _ 
No doubt Florence had come to demand hush 

money. Her visit was one of business and nothing else. 
“Alright,” she said, forcing a little smile, “since 

you come to make me pay, I suppose I must ask your 
price. But I want to warn you before hand that you'll 
have to be reasonable. I won’t be bled.” 

“You'll pay me any price I care to ask,” returned. 
Miss Kelley with. aggravating promptness, “and sie be 
glad to do it in the bargain.” 

This statement aroused Barbara’s anger. 
“Don’t be' too sure about that,’ she retorted. 

“Suppose I refuse to submit to your blackmailing 
scheme?” 

“T can’t imagine such a thing,” the other woman 
laughed harshly. 7 

“But I can, Florence. We are here in France, 
and not in America. Please remember that. The Paris 
police may not believe your story. Besides, I may deny 
it point-blank.” 

This answer seemed to disconcert the Kelley 
woman, and the expression of her face showed it. En- 
couraged, Barbara went on: 

“Tf you really came to blackmail me, you have laid 
yourself open to punishment by law. If I want to get rid 

of you, all I have to do is to ring the bell. The house 
detective will come and show you the way out. He might 
even arrest you if I insist upon it.” 

Florence Kelley was in deep thought. But her face 
showed cold determination the next moment. 

“So you would like to defy me, would you?” she 
cried, her voice shrill with excitement. “Well, you won’t 
get away with it. I’ve got too much on you, Barbara 
Hannaford. I can prove that you paid me to set your 
former husband’s house afire here in Paris. I can prove 
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that you took his child. I can prove “ 

“Prove it, then!’ Barbara interrupted fiercely. 

“You never had a single eye-witness. If you dare men- 

tion a word about that fire, you'll be arrested, for you 

started it.” 
With something like fear showing in her wavering 

eyes, Miss Kelley retreated a step. 

: Instantly Barbara saw her advantage and pressed 

it. 
“Pll give you five minutes to get out!’ she ex- 

claimed. “If you are not gone at the expiration of that 

time, I’ll ring for the house detective.” 

And now Florence did a surprising thing. She 

whipped a revolver from her purse and pointed it 

straight at her enemy’s head. 

“T dare you to ring for the house detective!” she 

snarled, white with rage. “But for you I would not be 

what I am to-day. With your wealth you made me a 

criminal — an outcast from decent society. But you shall 

pay me for the rest of my life.” 

“Shoot — shoot!” screamed Barbara, now utterly 

beside herself. _ 
But her screaming did not have the desired effect. 

It brought hurried footsteps to the door. When it opened, 

however, the man who came in was not the house detec- 

tive, but Horace Shannon, Barbara’s old lover. 

“You — you?” she hissed, almost paralyzed with 

amazement. 

“Yes, why not?” he orinned impudently. “T heard 

you yell so loud that I feared you were about to be 

killed.” 
“And — and you came to help me?” Barbara 

gasped hopefully. 

“Help you?” His laugh froze the blood in her 

veins. “Most certainly not. You remember when you and 
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I parted after that wonderful wedding feast we had in 
Richmond, we neglected to settle a few business details. 
You left the city the following day without ee a thing 
about your intentions. 

“T went bankrupt chasing after you. But Iwasa 
first-class detective. Florence and I traced you to Paris. 

Surprised to hear that, eh? Oh, yes, we have become 

partners. And we are not going to let you cheat us this 
time. You'll pay, my dear Barbara. You'll pay.” 

Barbara Hannaford made but a feeble effort to 
defy this man whom she had picked for a second hus- 
band. 

“T.et me remind you of a few things,” her former 
lover went on, and then he stunned her with his know- 
ledge of all of her crimes. She listened with a bowed 
head, realizing at last that she was trapped and that she 
must sue for peace. 

“Alright, please say no more,” she begged as he 
finished. “I am at your mercy. How much do you and 
Florence want?”’. 

The latter, grinning from ear to ear, drew Shan-. 
non in one orner of the room. In scarcely audible whis- 
pers they decided upon the sum which the rich Barbara 
Hannaford was to pay in monthly installments. 

Horace Shannon made the demand. 
“We want two thousand a month each,” he told 

her. “That makes it four thousand in all and forty-eight 
thousand per year. At that we are letting you off 
cheap, my dear Barbara. Your father is worth millions. 
You can——” 

“Very well,” she broke in nipintientiy. “You shall 
have it.” | 

As she spoke Barbara Hannaford waved her hand © 
in dismissal. But if she expected that her two visitors 
would leave, she found herself mistaken. They obviously 
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had not the least intention of going empty-handed. 

And there was a little formality to be observed. 

“Shannon demanded a written agreement which stated 

why the money was being paid. 2 

When he made this known, Barbara flew into a 

rage. Z 

“Listen to me,” Florence Kelley spoke up. “You 

have been getting away with murder, Barbara Hanna- 

ford. If your diabolical plan had succeeded, I would not 

be alive to-day. You better agree to our proposition at 

once. No use trying to evade it. We've got you just 

where we want you.” 

And they had. No one realized it more than Bar- 

bara herself. She was burning inwardly with wrath. 

“See here,” she objected vehemently, “I won't be 

forced to make any such agreement in writing and then 

sion my name to it. You'll have to take my word for . 

Hee 
“The trouble is,” Shannon remarked, “that your 

word alone isn’t any good with us.” 

Barbara shook her head. | 

“But I won’t break this promise,” she assured 

them. “I really couldn’t afford to. I know what would 

happen if I did. You'd follow me everywhere and make 

life miserable for me.” 

“You bet, we would,” Florence interposed with a 

great deal of vigor. “But we don’t want to do that. 

Besides, we'd be taking all the chances. You could have 

us arrested for blackmail and that would be the end of 

*t for us. We demand a written agreement and you are 

going to make it right now before we leave.” 

With her teeth clenched, Barbara bowed her head 

in silent acquiescence. They had her cornered and she 

knew it. | 
Continued in next number 
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