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\]| F COURSE, it created a little stir when 
(| Franz Von Hoheim and Rudolph Von 
»|| Stetten left the room together and without 
|| making any excuses. It was an unusual 

procedure, one which did not conform with 
even ordinary etiquette. But the situation 
demanded an exchange of opinions at this 
particular moment. 

The two noblemen stood face to face 3 
after the door had been closed. a 

“What is it?” Franz Von Hoheim gasped. a 
“I—I believe that you are being imposed upon, my 

dear old friend,” Von Stetten said in a carefully guarded 
whisper. 

“You — you mean, Rudolph?” 
“Something tells me that this young woman who 

claims to be the Princess Johanna of Habsburg is an im- 
| poster,” the other answered in the same carefully 

guarded whisper. 
The old count staggered slightly, but he struggled 

bravely to retain his self-possession. _ 
“That is hardly sufficient evidence to accuse her 

of being an impostor,” he said, looking at his young 
friend pleadingly. “What makes you think that—that 
she is not i 

“Her features first of all,” Rudolph Von Stetten 
interrupted. “They are not those of our own Princess 
Johanna. There is a resemblance, I admit, but it igs not 
a marked resemblance. Then this young woman is too 
sure of herself. To me she appears rather brazen. 

“Another thing,” the speaker went on earnestly, 
“T ean not bring myself to believe that our own Johanna 
would have married without consulting you, and not that 
kind: of a man. This Marquis de Delavera bears all the 
earmarks of a shrewd adventurer. Instinctively I don’: 
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trust him.” | 

Count Franz Von Hoheim shook his head dis- 

consolately. = | 

“My God, boy,” he whimpered, laying a hand on 

the younger man’s shoulder, “what shall I do? What 

woud you do, Rudolph?” 

“There is only one thing to do,” the latter replied. 

“Co back and openly accuse this young woman of being 

an impostor. I’ll watch her closely. I feel confident that 

she will betray herself.” 
Pulling himself together with a visible effort, the 

old Austrian nobleman strode back to the reception 

room, followed by Von Stetten. 

With an angry mien he confronted the self- 

styled princess. His face was deathly white and he trem- 

bled. It could easily be seen that he was laboring under 

the strain of some terrible excitement. His voice was 

throaty as he shouted: 

| “You are not the Princess Johanna. You are an 

impostor !” 
But the effort must have been too much for him. 

‘He swayed, both hands clutching at his breast. Then 

‘suddenly he toppled over in a dead faint. 
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Chapter 183 

AT THE HOSPITAL 

HE GOOD Samaritan Hospital in Paris is 
one of the best institutions of its kind in the 
world. Everyone of the nurses employed 
there is a graduate from a Nursing College, 
and is, in addition, a woman who has ded- 

_icated her whole life to the service of Him 
who said: “Clothe the naked, heal the 
wounded and feed the hungry.” 
‘Contrary to the belief in some quarters, 

men, women and children of all faiths, received treat- 
ment at this hosital. No human derelict, however poor, 
was ever refused admittance. 

Here members of the sisterhood can " seen day 
after day, performing labors of love, which often include 
tasks most women would shrink from. 

In ward No. 5, lay a beautiful young woman with 
her eyes closed. She had been brought in after a street 

_ fight in which two apaches had knifed each other to 
death. No one seemed to know how she had received the 
dangerous stab wound. 

Twenty beds stood lined up against the wall, each 
one of them holding a woman whose reputation was 
black. For Ward No. 5 was known as the haven of the 

; hopelessly delinquent females found for the most part 
oars in the streets. 
| Sister Margaret, in charge of Ward No. 5, was 

still a young woman. Her soul had not yet been embit- 
tered by experience. Her sympathy had not yet been 
dulled by disappointments. 
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She was a firm believer in the doctrine of spiritual 

regeneration. Like the merciful Christ Himself, she be- 

lieved that no human soul was ever entirely lost. 

Had not Christ forgiven the thief and murderer 

on the cross? Surely these poor women, the playthings 

of fate, could not be entirely lost. They could not be ab- 

—solutely beyond redemption. 
At the present moment Sister Margaret was more 

than ordinarily interested in the patient named Juliette 

Bartponne. 
As she stood at the bed which held the latter, deep 

in thought and pious meditation, the Sister Superior 

came in. Sister Margaret greeted her superior with the 

usual salutation. 
“How is our blond young patient this morning?” 

the Sister Superior inquired. 

“Not much change,” the other answered. “I am 

very sorry for her. She seems so different than the rest 

of the patients in this ward. She can’t be thoroughly 

bad.” 
The Mother Superior shrugged her shouders. 

“J wish I could feel like you do about the girl,” 

she said. “But this Juliette Bartponne has for years 

been regarded as a most dangerous character. Because 

of her beauty men fought to the death over her. She 

was known to enjoy things like that. She had neither 

heart nor soul. Why, when the police picked her up on 

the street with a deep gash in her breast, two apaches 

had killed one another for her favors.” 

“Tt — it is hard to believe that of her,” Sister 

Margaret responded. “She has a pair of innocent blue 

eyes. She hasn’t any marks of dissipation on her face. 

She Fs | 

“Don’t allow misplaced sympathy and misplaced 

confidence to lead you astray,” the Mother Superior in- 
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terrupted. “Every woman in this ward is a police char- 
acter. We must guard against being imposed upon.” » 

Sister Margaret still stood beside the bed of the 
lovely blond young woman long after her superior had 
departed. 

. She had been at the Good Samaritan Hospital 
only ashort time. Not quite a month. She had seen and 
heard much during that period. But nothing had affected 
her as much as the arrival of two young women, who 
looked so much alike that it was almost impossible to tell 
them apart. 

| The one came with a bullet through her head. She 
had died almost immediately and had been taken to the 
city morgue. 

The other, with a dangerous stab wound in her 
breast, called Juliette Bartponne, was now under her 
eare. While this patient was still in a precarious condi- 
tion, there was not much doubt about her ultimate re- 
covery. 

When a bell rang suddenly, Sister Margaret 
started. | 
Jt was the usual signal that the physician in 

charge of the hospital was about to make his morning 
eall. 

/ A moment later three professional-looking gentle- 
men entered the ward. One of them was the physician 
in charge. He looked about for a moment, then ap- 
proached Sister Margaret. 

‘Where is the Mother Superior?” he inquired. 
“T will call her,” Sister Margaret said. | 
But she did not even reach the door when the 

Mother Superior came in hurriedly. 
“Good morning,” she cried, then stopped short 

upon seeing the other two gentlemen. “Who are they, 
Dr. Conde?” she asked in a whisper. | 
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“T am District Attorney Richelieu,” the first man 

spoke for himself. “And this is the police physician, Dr. 

Lyon,” indicating the other. “The case of Juliette Bart- 

ponne has been referred to us. We are here to make a 

thorough examination.” 

The Mother Superior nodded. 

“Come with me, gentlemen,” she said. 

They proceeded to the bedside of the supposed 

Juliette Bartponne. 

“That is the young woman.” 

As they stood there gazing down upon her, the 

patient opened her big blue eyes for 
a moment. Her lips 

were moving, but what she said in a searcely audible 

voice could not be heard. 

“Where—where am 1?” she said at last very dis- 

tinctly. ' 

While she spoke her eyes wandered in every di- 

rection. 
“How long has this young woman been here?” in- 

quired the police physician. 

“Just ten days,” the Mother Superior replied. 

“Has she passed the crisis?” he asked, turning to 

Dr. Conde, in charge of the hospital. 

“She will pass the crisis to-morrow,” the latter 

said. 
Police Physician Dr. Lyon bent over the patient 

and commenced his examination. His hand first sought 

her pulse. Then he laid his head on her breast and lis- 

tened to the beating of her heart. 

The injured young woman’s eyes followed his 

every move. They were filled with childish wonder and 

awe. 

“T don’t know whether it is advisable to question 

her, my dear friend,” he declared, turning to. District 

Attorney Richelieu. “The girl’s pulse is low and her 
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heart action irregular.” 
The district attorney frowned. 
“You better be sure about that, doctor,” he said. 

“This case is of utmost importance. I have the positive 
evidence that this Juliette Bartponne participated in 
two recent holdups, one of which resulted in the death 
of one of the victims. She is also suspected of having 
had a hand in the murdering of the rich banker, Hugo 
Blanche. They called her “The Tigress’ in the Mont- 
martre district.” : 

Dr. Conde shook his head. 
“Ah, it is hard to believe,” he murmured. “It 

seems utterly impossible that so beautiful a body could 
shelter such a black soul.” 

The police physician went on with his examina- 
tion. When he bent lower and scrutinized the girl’s eyes, 
he gave a low exclamation. He straightened up quickly 
and said something to the district attorney. 

“Nonsense,” the latter answered. “I don’t be- 
lieve in such things. Hypnotism is all bosh. It can’t be 
done.” 

The police physician smiled. 
“T suppose it is rather useless to discuss that ques- 

tion with you, my dear friend,” he averred. “My col- 
league, Dr. Conde, here, is an authority on such things. 

_ I shall rely on his good judgment.” 
Dr. Conde advanced. 
“Look here, and look close,’”’ Police Physician Dr. 

Lyon went on. “I have discovered something of a most 
peculiar nature. This young woman’s eyes show beyond 
question that she is under a hypnotic spell. See the 
strange dilation of her pupils.” 

At the first glance Dr. Conde realized that this 
declaration was a true one. 

“The first thing we must do is to get her out of 
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it,” Dr. Lyon spoke again. “But we can not experiment 

with the patient here. She must be placed in a separate 

room.” 
After a short conversation with the Mother 

Superior, the girl was removed to a private ward. 

Here the two physicians went to work after hav- 

ing made it clear that all others must be excluded. Dr. 

Lyons knew a good deal about the methods usually em- 

ployed in placing a person under a hypnotic spell. And 

he also knew something about breaking such a spell. 

The supposed Juliette Bartponne was like a child 

in his hands. She obeyed his every command willingly. 

Suddenly her eyes opened wide and she began to 

stare at the two men. Then she closed them again. When 

she opened them for the second time, their expression 

had changed entirely. 3 

“Donald — Donald,” she said in a complaining 

voice, “why don’t you come to me? Why must we always 

be separated? I need you. I want you.” 

The two physicians stared at one another. What 

did this mean? This beautiful young woman, now ap- 

parently restored to mental normalcy, mentioned a name 

they had never heard before. 

“T don’t think it is advisable to trouble her any 

more now,” the police physician declared. “What the 

girl needs now is rest and sleep. To-morrow the district —— 

attorney can question her. And,” he added with a pecu- 

liar grin, “unless I am much mistaken, my friend is in 

for a surprise.” 
| 3 
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Chapter 184 

IRENE WHITNEY’S DISCOVERY 

] LWAYS a lover of good music, the young 
Mrs. (Whitney enjoyed the performance of 
“The Student Prince”. She even forgot.as 
she applauded vociferously that the man be- 

Blanchard, her husband’s best friend. This 
fine young man had been very nice, very at- 
tentive during the evening. Never for a 
moment had -he stepped out of the role he 

was playing—that of a trusted friend. 
“Oh, isn’t it wonderful?” Irene exclaimed en- 

thusiastically. “I haven’t heard such lovely music for a 
long while.” 

“It is splendid,” Blanchard agreed. “I am glad 
you like it.” 

After the play was over, he guided her through 
the dense crowd to the Whitney limousine waiting at the 
curb in front of the theater. Before she allowed Blan- 
chard to hand her in she turned to him and said: 

“T am sorry Donald had to miss the show. It 
surely was a good one. Don’t you agree with me?” 

“Indeed I do,” her companion replied. “But per- 
haps Mr. Whitney can be persuaded to hear the ‘Student 
Prince’ later in the week. He ought to go by all means. 
Really good operettas like this one are rare.” 

Upon their arrival home, Stephen Blanchard went 
at once to his room after having bid Mrs. Whitney a 
pleasant “Good night.” 

Irene was in a happy frame of mind. She felt 

side her was not her husband, but Stephen 
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she could not retire without telling Donald all about the 
show. But as she entered his room, she was surprised 
to notice that the bed was still untouched. 

‘‘Where—where can he be?” she whispered, then 
ran back into the corridor. 

The house was deathly quiet. With her wrap still 
about her shoulders she hurried down-stairs. And it 
was then that she discovered a light burning in the 
library. 

She opened the door, then stood as if paralyzed 
for a moment. At first she could not believe her eyes. 

Before her, fastened to a chair, and bound hand 
and foot, was her husband. His face was distorted with 
a gag in his mouth. With a shrill cry of horror she 
rushed to his side. 

“Donnie — Donnie!” she cried. “What has hap- | 
pened ?” 

She did not remain inactive while waiting for him 
to answer. The gag was removed from his mouth in an 
instant. | 

Then she tugged at the knots of the heavy cord, 
trying to loosen them. At last she succeeded. But in- 
stead of Donald replying to her repeated question, he 
fell back and lay like one dead. 

Irene ran to the door and called for help. In a lit- 
tle while quick footsteps pattered down the stairs and 
through the hall. 

Stephen Blanchard was among the first to arrive 
upon the scene. 

“What is the matter?” he demanded. 
“T.00k—look!’’ cried Irene, tears welling up in her 

eyes. “I don’t know what they have done with him. 

When I came in here a moment ago, I found him bound 

and gagged.” 
Blanchard was at Whitney’s side in an instant. 
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“Speak to me, old man,” he begged, his eyes sym- 
pathetic, then flashing with fire. “Tell me who did this 
thing to you, and I’ll tear them limb from limb.” 

But Donald seemed incapable of speech. | 
“Get him a glass of water, someone,” Stephen 

ordered as the servants began to stream into the room. 
This was done at once, and while he tried to force 

a little water through his friend’s obstinate lips, Irene 
questioned the servants. None of them was able to give 
a satisfactory explanation. 

“Where is Nina, the nurse?” Mrs. Whitney in- 
quired, not seeing this woman among them. 

“T’l] call her,’”’ someone offered. 

In a moment the information was brought that 

Nina lay in the nursery, bound and gaged. This caused 

a new sensation. Then Irene was about to run upstairs 

to question the nurse, she heard Stephen Blanchard’s 

voice. 
“Come here, please, Mrs. Whitney,” it said. 

She hurried over. 
Donald seemed to be able to sit erect and he was 

making a frantic effort to say something. Very slowly 

his tongue became somewhat loosened. 

“Trene — Irene,” he said heavily. “I have just 

passed through the most miserable hour of my life. Lit- 

tle Clifford—the boy we had both learned to love, is my 

own flesh and blood. He is my son. But he was taken 

away from me by force.” 

Then he fell back again, apparently in a stupor. 

Mrs. Whitney knelt beside her husband. She 

stroked his head, his cheeks and seized his hand. 

“Your son, Donnie,” she said, her voice quivering 

with an emotion beyond control. “Ah, how gladly I 

would have been a mother to him. But tell me, how was 

he taken from you by force?” 
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Donald tried desperately to get a better grip on 

himself, and finally succeeded. | 

Irene listened with bated breath as he told her 

about the affair. His former wife, Barbara, accompan- 

ied by a big burly stranger, had come into the room and 

overpowered him before he eould offer any resistance. 

“Damn that woman!” said Stephen Blanchard 

under his breath. 

His face paled with fierce anger as he listened to 

his dear friend’s story. He looked at Irene and saw her 

tremble. But Donald Whitney was staring hard at the 

floor. 
Suddenly he raised himself from the chair. He 

looked tall and terrible. 

“I may not be too late,” he eried, again master’ 

of his physical as well as his mental forces. “That 

devilish woman and her accomplice may still be in the 

city. \We must rescue my boy. Let me go. I know what 

to do.” , ) 

He was already well on his way toward the door 

before his wife exclaimed: “What are you going to do, 

Donnie?” 
He turned only half way around. 

“T am going to police headquarters at once,” he 

said. “I must not wait another moment. I won't know 

another happy hour until I have my boy back.” 

Irene shook her head helplessly. She could not 

blame her husband for wanting to go after his own son. 

But she did not want him to go out alone at this 

late night hour. There had been too many holdups re- 

cently. Outlaws and stick-up men were making the city 

unsafe. 
| 

‘Don’t you worry, Mrs. Whitney,” Stephen Blan- 

chard’s voice said reassuringly. “I am going with him, 

we will catch them.” 
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With tears gathering at her lashes she watched 
the two men leave the house. Then she told the servants 
to keep quiet about the affair and go back to bed. 

And once alone, she dropped into a seat and began 
to weep quietly to herself. 

“Oh, if I only knew what to do,” she moaned. “I 
want to help poor Donnie. I love him—I love him. He 
is dearer to me now than he ever was. God help him find 
his boy.” 

Irene, passing through a dark hour, quite natur- 
ally thought of her father. Yes, she would call him up 
and ask him to come at once. He would help her. Be- 
cause of her he would help her husband. 

It was the work of a. few moments to get in touch 
with her father over the telephone. 

Amos Cohan could tell by the sound of his only 
daughter’s voice that something out of the ordinary had 
happened—that she was in trouble. She was his only 
child whom he idolized. To rush to her aid was his first 
thought. 

Fortunately the distance from his residence to the 
_ Whitney home was not great. Without calling upon his 
chauffeur for assistance, he jumped into one of his cars 
and drove away at break-neck speed. 

Irene admitted him, and without saying a word 
she drew him into the library. As they stood face to face, 
she made two attempts to speak, but failed each dimes, 
Finally she burst into tears. 

Amos Cohan at once took it for granted that his 
daughter and her husband had quarreled seriously. 

“IT see Whitney has not kept his promise to me,” 
he said, a hard line about his mouth. “He hasn’t been 
treating you right. If he had you would not be shedding 
tears.” 

Irene wiped her wet cheeks quickly. 
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“But daddy,” she protested. “Donald is really the 
best of men. You are doing him an injustice.” 

“Am I?” he laughed discordantly. “Then what are 
you erying about?” 

| She remained silent. 
“What are you crying about?” he demanded. 
Again Irene refused to answer. 
“Took here,” her father said in a threatening 

voice as he advanced a step. “I want to know the truth. 
No married woman sheds tears unless there is some good 
reason for it. You are my only child, and I’ll stand in 
back of you no matter what has happened. Out with it 
now.” os | 
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Chapter 185 

THE ULTIMATUM 

&r6)| RENE dreaded revealing the fact that Don- 
ald had had a romance in his life long be- 
fore he met her. She knew that her father 
was a straight-laced man who would not 
tolerate anything that savored of dishonor. 
She feared that he would be terribly upset 
and shocked if she told him that her hus- 
band had a child with another woman un- 
der circumstances not approved of by con- 

ventional society. ' 
But there was no way out of it. Before her stood 

her stern-faced parent waiting for her to speak. 
“Let us sit down, daddy,” she said weakly. 
Old Amos Cohan dropped upon a chair, his eyes 

riveted on his daughter. 

“Well, don’t keep me waiting,” he said with con- 
stantly growing impatience. “I want to know why you 
are crying. I have every right to know. Now out with 
it, or I'll leave your house.” 

In a voice soft with emotion, the unhappy young 
wife told the story. She related Donald’s meeting with 
Joan, the ill-advised marriage ceremony in Paris and the is 
natural consequences of that union. 

She had but to look at her father’s face to see how 
wrought up he was. 

She had hardly finished when he sprang up and 
began to pace the floor. There was not the least color 
in his usually ruddy cheeks. Even his lips were pale and 
his eves dark with wrath. | 
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“How long have you known this?” he demanded 
as he came to a sudden stop in front of his daughter. 

She told him. : 
“And you—you continued to live with him as his 

wife?” Amos Cohan’s voice had risen to almost an angry 
shout. “My God, girl that doesn’t seem possible. That 
man was not fit to marry any decent woman. How dared 
he accept your hand knowing himself to be what he was. 
Why the dirty seut! I'll 4 

“Please—please, daddy,” Irene implored, raising 
her hands in mute supplication. 

“Please nothing!” he shot back. ‘“‘You are the 
daughter of honest parents. Why, your sainted mother 
would turn in her grave if she new what kind of a dirty 
scoundrel you married. Why, he is nothing short of 
being a criminal. He ought to be in jail. He 2 

Again his daughter stopped him. And for a good 
reason. For the door had opened noiselessly, and there 
stood Donald, her husband. 

“Tet him finish,” Whitney said, advancing into 
the room. “Go ahead, Mr. Cohan. You will find that I 
am a good listener. No matter what you say, it can’t 
hurt me. Too much has happened. My sensibilities are 
calloused.”’ 

Old Amos Cohan whirled upon the speaker. For 
a moment they stood eye to eye. The older man seemed 
about to spring at the other’s throat. 

“Well, what have you to say for yourself?” he de- 
manded, his anger at fever heat. “Where have you been? 

- What’s the idea of leaving your wife all alone at this 

hour of the night? Was it necessary to conduct a per- 
sonal search for that—for that——-” He had an ugly 
term in mind, but he did not use it. 

Donald held himself in check. 
“IT know what you meant to call the boy,” he de- 
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clared. “But don’t you dare to apply that name. Men 
- have been killed for using it. I want you to know right 
now that little Clifford is not the fruit of illicit — 

9 His mother was my wife 
Cohan’s harsh, derisive laughter seteedeul 

him. 
“So she was your wife, eh?” he cried derisively. 

“I suppose you would have us believe that she was also 
your legal wife. Then according to your idea a man can 
marry one woman in America, go to Paris and marry 
another; and if this one doesn’t suit him, he may marry 
a third in London. He may do this without breaking the 
law, I suppose. 

“You had no legal right to go through a marriage 
ceremony with this Joan without previously having se-_ 
eured a divorce from your first wife. You committed 
bigamy of 

“Dad!” Irene’s pain-filled voice broke in. “You 
have gone far enough. You have no right to talk that 
way to Donald in his own home.” 

The old man snorted. 
“You can’t shut me up!” he bellowed. 

“TY don’t mean to do that, dad. But you are not 
just in this matter.” 

“Not just?” Amos Cohan contented his daugh- 

ter, his anger rising. “How dare you accuse me of that 

—you of all women? I sacrificed half of my fortune to 

put his bank on solid footing. And why did I do that? 

Because you wanted him for your husband. Well, I got 

him for you. But has he made you happy? Will you 

answer that question?” 
Irene raised her head with dignity. 

“T have never had reasons to complain, dad.” 
“No 7 9? 

“No, I haven’t.” 



— 1556 — 

The old man seemed at a loss what to answer. And 

now Donald Whitney, who had been listening quietly to 

this exchange of words spoke up. 

“Trene,” he said, giving her a grateful glance. ee 

want to thank you for that.” Turning to his father-in- 

law, he added coldly, “as for you, sir, you have no right 

to mix in our private affairs.” | 

Amos Cohan laughed harshly. 

“T haven’t?” 

“No, you haven't.” 

“But I gave you my only daughter, Whitney.” 

“T know that,” the latter admitted. 

“T sacrificed great sums of money in order to buy 

her happiness,” the other went on. “And when I come 

here, I find her in tears. But I knew that something was 

wrong. I received some very interesting information 

from my detective in Paris.” 

Irene had turned frightfully white. She faced her 

father with: 
“Not another word, dad.” 7 

Her husband stepped between them. 

“So you saw fit to put a detective on my trail, Mr. 

Cohan,” he exclaimed with a perceptible sneer. “That 

was the act of a sneak and a coward. It was an act well 

worthy of you.” 

And now the two men stood face to face, bitter 

enemies. 

“Have a care—have a care 1? Amos Cohan mut- 

tered, fiercely. 
“T am well able to take care of myself,” Donald 

answered. “And I advise you to leave my house.” 

“If I do, ’ll take my daughter with me,” came 

back swiftly. “And I won’t stop at that. Ill demand 

every dollar I put in your bank, I’ll ruin you financially 

and——” 
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“Now let me tell you something,” the young 

banker interrupted. “You better go slow with that. 

Your own slate is not as clean as you would have the 

world believe. Some of your financial transactions in 

the past are known to me. Some of them were unlawful. 

“But I might mention something else. While I 

was away you usurped my place in the bank. You have 

done several things you had no right to do. Then my 

dear, old friend, John Lewis took mysteriously ill. You 

_ wanted him out of the way. 3 

“Tf the statement of a certain physician is to be 

believed, someone tried to poison him. Perhaps you can 

tell me who——” 

Old Amos Cohan seemed about to have a fit. 

“You—you dare accuse me?” he shrieked. “You 

dare?” 
“Yes I dare,” Whitney replied with forced calm- 

ness. 
‘ 

“T’l] have the law on you for that,” returned the 

other. ° 
“Go ahead, Mr. Cohan, and I assure you that rl 

tell a story to the court that will be a shock to your 

friends and your daughter here. T’ll make you-——" 

“Donald—Donald!” Irene was clutching his arm. 

“Take that back.” 

“Pll take nothing back,” he said. 

Conditions had reached a stage where only re- 

traction could restore even a semblance of friendship be- 

tween Whitney and his father-in-law. But both seemed 

stubborn to the last degree. 

“Well,” drawled Cohan, looking at his daughter, 

“it ig now up to you to decide, Irene.” 

“Decide what?” she cried under her breath. 

“You must decide between that man and me,” he 

told her. 
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The unhappy woman stared at the speaker, then 

at her husband. How could she chose between them? 

She loved them both. But she owed much to her 

father. All his life and all of his wealth had been used 

in an effort to make her happy. No, she could never back 

out on her generous dad. | 
But she imagined she saw a way out. This matter 

between her father and her husband must be adjusted 

amicably. If Donald would only make the first break. 

“Donnie,” she said, turning to her husband, “you 

have accused my father of some dreadful things. Won't 

you apologize?” 
He uttered a short laugh. 

“Apologize for what?” he demanded. 

“For—for the lies you told about him, Donnie, I 

will never believe that about my father.” 7 

This unexpected turn of affairs nearly knocked 

Whitney off his feet. Nothing could be further from his 

mind than even the thought of apologizing to his father- 

in-law. 
And he bitterly rec-~ ted Irene’s stand in the con- 

troversy. | | | 

 “T have only one thing to say, Irene,” he remarked 

as quietly as he could. “A moment ago your father said 

that you must decide between us. I—I quite agree with 

him about that.” 
“Donnie?” It was the ery of a soul wounded unto 

death. 
“T mean it,” he said as he shook her off. “Your 

statement indicates that you believe me capable of telling 

a deliberate falsehood. No loyal wife could do such a 

thing. No matter what the consequences will be, I’ll never 

apologize to your father. I'll face him in court or any- 

where else and repeat every word.” 

-~“You—you won't dare,” the old man shouted. 
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“Try me and find out,” the young banker res- 

ponded. 
Amos Cohan grabbed Irene by the arm. 

“Vou have heard!” he growled. ‘Now chose be- 

tween us. If you stay with him, you and I are strangers. 

If you x 
“Daddy — daddy!” she wailed, hiding her tear- 

wet face on his bosom. 

“Are you coming with me?” he demanded im- 

patiently. 
‘She gave her husband a look. But his back was 

turned. 
“Donnie — Donnie?” Her very soul was in the 

words. 
“Choose,” he said without facing her. 

With his arms about her, Cohan drew Irene 

toward the door. Once more she called her husband’s 

name. When no response came, she followed her father 

crying bitter tears. 
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Chapter 186 

A DYING MAN’S CONFESSION 

N THIS chapter we must take the reader 

back to Paris and into the chamber which 

harbored the dead. Here lay what was 

mortal of poor Armand Duverne, the vic- 

tim of despondency. When he' fired that 

shot into his breast with suicidal intent, his 

aim had been none too certain. The bullet 

plowed through his body, barely grazing 

the left lung. 

And what a tragic scene it was’when his sister 

found him lying there, weltering in his own blood. For 

Lola Duverne had loved her only brother dearly. Ever 

since he was a little boy she had been his best pal and 

chief adviser. 
Being a few years older than Armand, she took 

the place of a mother. She fought his battles. She 

nursed him when he was sick. She had always petted 

and pampered him as only a few sisters pet and pamper 

their brothers these days. 

Armand’s fateful meeting with Joan had always 

been a sort of a tragedy to Lola. Her woman’s intuition 

told her that no good would come of it. And she was not 

mistaken. 
But she had never dreamed that her brother 

would take his own life because of a disappointed love 

affair. And even as she found him, bleeding and breath- 

ing but faintly, she could not believe that he was to be 

taken away from her by the cruel ‘hand of death. 

Her grief was so great that she remained dumb. 
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Not a single cry escaped her white lips. While holding 

him in her arms, calling him by every endearing term 

her bewildered mind could grasp, she wasted precious 

time. 
Perhaps if the family physician had been sum- 

moned at once, Armand’s life might have been saved. 

But this was not done. 

Weakened frightfully by the enormous loss of 

blood, the man was not physically able to fight the blood- 

poisoning which set in. He died in his sister’s arms 

twenty-four hours after firing the shot. 

Not until she knew that her brother had passed 

into the great beyond, did Lola realize the full import of 

her loss. For three days and three nights she wept at 

his bier. The servants came in and went out again shak- 

ing their heads. ! 
Lola scarcely heard what the many friends said 

who came to sympathize with her in her bereavement. 

It was pitiful to see her throw herself across the 

inanimate body of her brother, wailing: 

“Armand—Armand, why did you do it? Why did 

you leave me like this? Ah, you should have known that 

I was ready to give my life to save you a moment’s pain. 

And now you are gone—dead—dead. Oh, God!” 

Ah, what a pity it was for a young man like 

Armand Duverne to end his life — a life so filled with 

promise. For he had everything a man could wish for. 

He had wealth, position and a legion of loyal friends. 

And all was thrown away for the love of a woman. 

Lola desired that her brother’s funeral should be 

simple. There was to be no vulgar display of wealth, 

and she had given instructions that flowers be omitted. 

And so the time was drawing near when Lola 

Duverne was to say goodbye to what was left of her dear 

beloved brother. For within twenty-four hours his re- 
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mains would rest under the sod. Only one more night 
with him, and she would never see his face again. 

Lola was disturbed in her sorrowful meditations 
by the entrance of her maid. 

“T — I don’t like to intrude,” the girl said in an 
awed voice. “But the Reverend Fallon has called to see 
you. He is waiting in the drawing room.” 

With an effort Lola Duverne pulled herself 
together. She could not deny herself to this visitor, for 
the Rev. John Fallon was to officiate at her brother’s 
funeral. No doubt he had come to ascertain her wish 
with regard to the interment. 

As she entered the drawing room the minister 
greeted her with a few appropriate words of sympathy. 
She smiled bravely. 

“It was kind of you to come,” she murmured. 
“Won't you sit down?” 

Rey. John Fallon took a chair and waited until 
Lola had seated herself. The expression of his face 
seemed to indicate that he was the bearer of some im- 
portant message. And he was. 

“My dear Miss Duverne,” he began presently. “I 
am here in behalf of an unfortunate man whom you no 
doubt will remember.” 

Lola shot him a swift glance as he paused. 
“Who—who is it?” she breathed. 
“Your former husband, Count Harcourt.” | 
“He?” Lola spoke the one word almost harshly. 

“Why should he send you to me? What does he want?” 
“He is dying,” said the minister. 
“Dying?” 
“Yes. He may live another day. or perhaps two. 

But he can never recover. You see,” the Rev. John Fal- 
lon went on, his voice very quiet, “he met with an auto- 
mobile accident and was fatally injured.” t cheat: i 
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“Oh, I am sorry to hear that, sir.” 

A slight pause followed. 

“When a man realizes that he must die—as your 

former husband realizes now,” the minister spoke again, 

“he usually stands face to face w
ith his conscience. And 

before facing a just God in eternity, a man—if he has 

not been made too caHous with sin, wants to make atone- 

ment. — | 

“Count Harcourt is about to pass into the great 

beyond. He has sent me to you. He has a confession to 

make which only you must hear. I don’t like to burden 

you with this request, since your heart is already bowed 

in deep sorrow. But I have come also in the name of 

Him who said: ‘You shall forgive your enemies 
not seven 

F932 

times, but seventy times seven. | 

Lola sighed and fought back the tears. Then she 

shook her head. 
| 

“T__J can’t see him,” she gasped. “I bear him no 

‘JI will since he is about 
to die, but-——”’ 

“Don’t refuse,” the minister pleaded. “I know 

that Count Harcourt is sorry for all the unhappiness he 

has caused you. It would be worse than crue! if you re- 

fused a dying man’s last request. Won't you come es 

have my car waiting at the curb.” 

For a few minutes she debated with herself, then 

finally she nodded. 

“Alright, Pll come with you,” she said. 

It took Lola Duverne only a minute or two to dress 

for the street. Leaning on the Rev. Fallon’s arm, she 

walked to the waiting automobile. Within fifteen min-- 

— utes the vehicle halted ‘n front of the hospital. 

“Please be kind to him, my dear child,” mur- 

mured the minister as they walked up to.the front en- 

trance. “Forgive him if you can.” 

They were ushered into the room where the dy- 
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iny man lay, attended by a nurse. Lola Duverne was 
trembling like a leaf. 

She saw her former husband lying there with his 
face turned to the wall. The nurse and the minister with- 
drew, leaving her alone with him. 

Although she had hated this man justly. For he 
had brought nothing but misery and disappointments in- 
to her life. But her heart softened at sight of him. 

“IT — [I am here, Felix,” she said, her voice near 

breaking. 
Slowly he turned his head.” 
“Ah, thank God you have come,” he cried feebly. 

“Come dloser, Lola. Won’t you—won’t you let me hold 

your hand—please.” | 
She suffered him to do that. 
“You—you wanted to see me,” she murmured. 
He nodded. 
“Yes, I wanted to see you, Lola. I can’t die until 

I have the assurance that you have forgiven me. I have 

wronged you. I have wronged your — your brother. I 

wish I had never met Mignon Farraget. I wish—I wish 

I had never stopped to what I did in Algeria when—— 

Lola stopped him with a gesture. 

“Why mention that, Felix?” she said in a plead- 

; ing tone. “Years have passed since then. Let us forget 

5 
A tired smile lit up the dying man’s face. . 

“Ah, then you—you forgive me?” he whispered. 

She drew a long breath. 

“Yes, I forgive you.” 3 

Count Harcourt made an iiicnoousetd attempt to 

kiss her hand. Apparently he had not the strength. 

“T_T am glad,” he murmured. “I—I thank you 

with all my heart.” 

_ With his eyes closed he lay there. His hand had 
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relinquished hers. It lay nerveless and inert on the 
coverlet. But presently he moved it, searching for hers. | 
She helped him find it. | | 

“You—you must grant me one favor, Lola,” he 
said, his voice appearing a little stronger. 

“T will if I ean,” she said. 
“You must make good the wrong I have done this 

lovely young woman whom your brother loved,” he ans- 
wered. “Joan is in reality the Princess Johanna of 

Habsburg. Her uncle is searching for her. I want your 

brother to be happy with her.” 
Lola shook her head and wiped a furtive tear from 

her eyes. | 

“Too late—too late,” she sobbed. 

Count Felix Harcourt was startled. 
“Too late?” he repeated. “Why?” 
“TT can’t tell you,” Lola replied. She did not 

want to make the last hour of this dying man hard by 

revealing the fact that her brother had taken his own 

life because of this same Joan. “Let us not speak of 

her, Felix. Please, not another word.” 

For a long moment the dying man remained 

silent. He seemed to be conserving his strength. 

“Have the Rev. John Fallon come in,” he said at 

last. “I want him to put down on paper what I must say. 

And when I have finished, you must promise not to 

waste time in bringing the guilty to justice.” 

“T’}] do what I can,” said Lola as she rose and 

moved toward the door. 

With the return of the minister, Count Harcourt 

made his last stand. Within the hearing of Lola and the 

Rev. Fallon he confessed having heard the Marquis de 

Delavera and Mignon, his erring wife, plan the crime 

which had already been put into execution. 

This plan revealed that the former Mignon Farra- 
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get was to pose as the missing Princess Johanna of 
Habsburg. 

Lola listened with constantly growing surprise. 
She had reasons to remember this Marquis de Delavera. 
For he was none other than Signor Giacomo Boticelli, 

the Italian hypnotist. It was this same man who had 
played such a tremendous role in Joan’s destiny. 

“You—you must warn Count Von Hoheim that ho 
_ is being imposed upon, Lola,” the dying man said. “This 
Marquis de Delavera is an adventurer of the worst kind. 
Mignon is no better.” 

“T’ll do what I can,” she promised, then rose. 
There was nothing more to be said really. And 

she was more than anxious to leave. For a few minutes 
she talked to the minister in whispers as they stood at 
the door. 

The nurse had entered and stood beside the bed. 

She made a sudden motion which seemed to indicate that 

Count Felix Harcourt was about to breath his last. The 

Rey. John Fallon joined her, but Lola, already under a 

a frightful mental strain, felt that she coud not bear the 

sight of her former husband dying. 

With her heart torn with many conflicting emo- 

tions, she left the hospital. But upon her arrival home, 

she met with another surprise. 
It came in the person of a private detective en- 

gaged by her brother before Armand fired that fatal 

shot. This man came to report that he had located the 

missing Joan. 
He had scarcely begun to speak when Lola 

stopped him. 
“You — you are too late, my friend,” she said, 

giving way to tears. “My poor brother is dead.” 

“Dead!” the man repeated, aghast. “How 

“Please do not ask me to go into details,” she in- 

99 
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terrupted almost fiercely. “I could not stand it.” 
The private detective bowed. _ 
“But won’t you receive my last report?” he asked. 

“You are his sister, and I believe you were interested in 
the girl.” 

“Yes—tell me,” Lola said, turning away. 
And then the man told his story. He had traced 

Joan to a hospital where she had been brought with a 

bullet in her brain. When he mentioned this, Lola stood 

rigid. One tragedy after another. It was frightful. 

When she faced the detective a moment later, her 

face was ghastly white. ... 
“If—if the girl is dead,” she said in a voice that 

sounded strange to her own ears, “I wish to claim her 

body. Please tell the hospital authorities to hold the re- 

mains for me.” 
‘Long after the man was gone, the unhappy woman 

knelt at the bier of her brother. 

“Cruel fate has decreed that you should not be 

united with her in life, Armand, dear,’ she whispered 

as she stroked his cold cheek. “But you shall rest side 

by side in death.” 
But Lola, the private detective and all the world 

had been deceived by appearances. The beautiful blond 

young woman who died at the hospital with a bullet in 

her head, was not Joan at all. She was none other than 

Juliette Bartponne, Joan’s double. And the real Joan, 

although taken for Juliette was slowly recovering from 

a knife wound in her breast. 

w nar Cae a,. wee ane APylhy "a Oy . Syl een", | “ } Vr: = ? Pte a 

a o, wt e 



y 
*, a + * ge 

i 3 
: yy 

— bes — 
> ig § 

y vin a ; - 

Chapter 18% 

PAID OFF 

HEN GIRLS are grown up and they begin 

to be courted and caressed, they think that 

recommending themselves to the affections 

of the men is the only business they have 

to attend to. And so most of them fall to 

tricking and dressing and practising all the 

little engaging arts peculiar to the sex. In 

these they place all their hopes. . 

However, it is fit that they should be 

given to understand that there are other attractives 

more powerful than these. 

They should be made to understand that the res- 

pect we pay them is not due to their beauty so much as 

to their modesty and unaffected virtue. And that these 

‘rresistible charms will make the surest and the most 

lasting conquest. 

The average American girl knows how to make 

herself attractive physically. The present mode of dress 

+3 all in her favor. But it is sad to say that too many of 

them think of their personal attractiveness more than 

they do of their spiritual and moral welfare. 

Take the case of Barbara Hannaford for instance. 

Nature had endowed her with sufficient beauty to war- 

rant a second look. Backed up by ereat wealth, she had 

the means of making herself personally attractive with- 

out worrying about expenses. 

She craved admiration and had her fill But 

she was not concerned about her moral welfare. 

Continued im next number 
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REVEALED! 
Tell your own fortune. 

Amuse yourself, your friends 
and your family, with the mys- 
terious processes described in 
this compendious volume. In it 
are revealed in detail, the var- 
ious methods used in both the 
Orient and the Occident, for 
the interpretation of dreams 
and the telling of fortunes by 
practically every known method. 

FORTUNE 
TELLING 

Made Plain To All 
In this work, are brought together the accumulation of centuries of 

mysterious lore, which, having its origin in the deserts of Asia Minor and 
of Egypt and in the dark forests and mountain fastnesses of Europe, has 
found its way by devious routes, often by word of mouth, frequently by 
ancient, worm-eaten parchment and papyrus, down to modern times. Here 
all is made plain, so that the general public may derive profit and amuse- 
ment. MEHEMET ALI’S DREAM BOOK is really 

Four Great Books in One 
The contents of this book embrace Bismarck’s Wheel of Fortune, to \ 

the use of which some ascribe Prince Bismarck’s great success and by which © 
any. one can tell fortunes in an astounding manner; the Oriental Interpre- 
tation of Dreams, over 2,000 different dreams being made plain, together 
with the Lucky Numbers winning prizes at fairs, bazaars, etc., etc; the 
Art of Fortune Telling by Physiognomy, explaining in simple language the 
art of interpreting character by the features; the Art of Fortune Telling 
by Phrenology which explains how to read the meaning in the shape of the 
human head; simple directions in the Art of Fortune Telling with Cards, 
Fortune Telling with Dominos; Fortune Telling with Dice; Fortune Telling 
by Tea Grounds, Coffee Grounds, Eggs, Finger-Nails; to which are added 
lists of Lucky Numbers, Lucky Names, Lucky Letters, Unlucky Days, etc. 

Price 35 Cents 
Agents can make large sales and earn good profits. Very easy to sell. 

Enclose amount in postage stamps and secure sample copy. 
You can order Dream Book from person delivering this book or we 

send same well packed, by mail, postage prepaid, on receipt of price. 
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501 PLYMOUTH COURT 

CHICAGO, ILL. 
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