


| IGNON seemed to have the strength of an 
amazon in the struggle for possession of the 
gun. She knew well enough that her very 
life depended upon the outcome of that 
struggle. Suddenly another shot rang out. 
But it was not the woman who reeled and 
fell. It was Giacomo Boticelli, the inter- 
national criminal, who sank to the floor 
with the blood oozing out of a small hole in 

his left breast. He gasped a few times then lay still. 
| “My God, he has killed himself,” gasped Mignon, 
kneeling beside him. 

Prince Alexis Krakoff sprang forward. 
“Is—is he dead?” he whispered. 
There was no need for answering the question. 

For the prostrate man’s eyes were already closing in the 
sleep that knows no waking. For a few moments the 

- room remained in deathly silence. 
: With her head resting against her lover’ s breast, 
Mignon stood, paralyzed with dread. 

“T—I wanted to save you, Alexis,” she breathed. 
“Yes, I know you did,” he answered. “I owe you 

my life, princess. But what is to be done now? ‘The 
dead body will be found here and——” 

“Don’t worry, I’ll take the blame,” the girl said, 
clinging tohim. “The gun went off while we were strug- 
gling for the possession of it. I will swear to that if it 
becomes necessary. But I don’t think it will. Men have 
committed suicide before.” 

The Russian nobleman glanced at the speaker. He 
caught her drift at once. 

“You—you mean ?” he faltered. 
~ “T mean that this dreadful affair will never touch 

us if we use our heads,” she told him. “He brought it 
upon himself. He would have murdered us both in cold 
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blood. If he had killed you I would have wanted him to 

_ kill me too, Alexis, dear. We are blameless, both of us.” 

“Of course we are,” he agreed. 

“Now let me handle this matter,” Mignon coaxed. 

“T am in command at Castle Hoheim. My word is lay 

here.” 
If Prince Krakoff could have seen the girl’s face 

that moment he would have been shocked by the trium- 

phant smile on it. For Mignon was glad that her part- 

ner-in-crime was dead. 

He was the only one who knew that she was an 

imposter. And he had tried in every way to make her 

acceed to his wishes. Day after day he had made her 

feel his power over her. He had threatened her with 

exposure if she refused to do his bidding. 

And now she was free to do as she chose. She 

could love where she willed. 

“Tisten to me, Alexis,” she spoke in a guarded 

tone. “You and I must leave this hunting lodge at once. 

We'll let this matter take care of itself for the present. 

You go back to your hotel and I’ll return to the castle. 

Come to see me to-morrow, and we'll decide what is best 

to be done.” » 
The Russian nobleman shook his head. 

“T don’t think it would be wise for us to be seen 

together for the next few days,” he said. “Let us wait 

until és , 

“Until when?” she inquired as he paused. 

“TIntil the dead body has been found. 
Our move- 

ments must depend upon what disposition the authorities 

will make of the case. Luckily he was shot with his own 

gun. That is in our favor. Of course, I am taking it for 

eranted that no one saw US leave the castle and run 

toward the hunting lodge.” 

“No one saw us,” she assured him, “And even 
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if we were seen, I can hush inquisitive servants. Leave 
that to me.” 

As they extinguished the light and left the room, 
Mignon glanced furtively in the direction where the dead 
ee lay. A shudder ran through her frame and she 
clung to her companion’s arm. 

They parted under a sheltering tree close to the 

“Remember, dearest,” were Prince Krakoff’s last 
words, “that I love you with all my heart and soul. I re- 
gret this tragedy. But fate was kind to us, for it has 
removed the one man who stood between us. As soonas . 
‘the proper mourning period is over, I shall ask you to 
become my wife.” : 

Mignon kissed him once more, then entered the 
mansion through a side door. When she reached her 
boudoir she sat on the edge of the bed to reflect. 

Her dark eyes were those of a victor. They 
flashed, not with tears, but with a new hope and deter- 
mination. In a short time she would become a real prin- 
cess. 

Of course, her mind wandered back to the past. 
Hers had been a life filled with tragedies. She had tasted 
joy. She had tasted sorrow. But through it all had 
come this final triumph. In the silence and solitude of 
her boudoir she acknowledged herself an adventuress. 

But what of that? She had been the plaything, 
_ the toy of men. And now she felt that she had a per- . 

fect right to rejoice in her achievement. 
Although her nerves were on édge, she slept sur- 

prisingly well. She gave no sign of being mentally dis- 
_turbed when she appeared at the breakfast table. She 
even had a pleasant word for the servants who waited 
on her. 

It was not until noon that the absence of the Mar- 
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quis de Delavera caused comment. Some of the servants 

wondered what had become of him. | 

All that day the pseudo princess Johanna of Habs- 

burg remained indoors. She pretended to be worried 

about the continued absence of the man who was re- 

garded as her husband. 

“T shall have to ask the police to help me find 

him,” she said to her maid that evening as she retired. 

“But Pl wait until to-morrow.” 

To-morrow came and again nothing was heard of 

the missing man. But toward evening, as Mignon stood 

at the window of the drawing-room; she saw two men 

approach the castle. One of them was Carl Trentman, 

the head servant, and the other was the forrester. 

She turned pale, for between them on a crudely 

constructed stretcher, they carried the dead body of 

Giacomo Boticelli. | 

Mignon had always been a shrewd actress. With 

a shrill cry she ran into the hall and threw open the door. 

She played the part of a heart-broken wife with con- 

summate skill. 

“Oh, what have they done to you, my darling!’ 

she wept as she threw herself across the cold body. 

“Tt looks like suicide, Your Highness,” the for- 

rester said. “We found him in the hunting lodge with 

the gun lying beside him.” 

“T can’t believe it—I won’t believe it!” she sobbed. 

“There was not a single reason why my husband should 

want to take his own life. Oh, call the doctor quick. He 

may not be dead. Call the police.” And then she fell in- 

to a well simulated faint. 

Servants carried her up to her boudoir. Carl 

Trentman, now in charge, sent for a physician and the 

police. 
: 

The physician made a short examination and 
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stated that the man had died from a gun wound in his 
heart. The police conducted an investigation. All the 
servants were questioned, but not a single one seemed ~ 
able to shed any light upon the tragedy. 

The supposed princess allowed herself to be in- 
terviewed. Again she did a smooth piece of acting. 

Finally the coroner was sent for. As might have 
been expected, he returned a verdict of suicide. That 
ended the investigation and the dead man was prepared 
for burial. 

And so it happened that Giacomo Boticelli, an 
Englishman by birth, and the most dangerous criminal 
the world had even known, was interred in the private 

cemetery of Castle Hoheim. Mignon wept aloud, as she 

stood, supported by her maid, at the open grave. 

For the first few days she denied herself to all 

eallers. But a week later a gentleman presented himself 

at the castle and demanded to see the princess. 

When Mignon was informed that she had a vis- 

itor, her first thought was of Prince Alexis Krakoff. And 

she was a little surprised, for she had told him not to ~ 

eome until she sent for him. There was half smile and 

half frown on her face as she entered the drawing room. 

But the visitor was not the Russian nobleman. He 

was tall and extremely well built. His sharp features 

were unmistakably those of a detective. 

“T am the Princess Johanna,” she announced with 

dignity as she approached the man. “Did you wish to 

see me?” | 

He bowed low. 

“Yes, I am anxious to see Your Highness,” he de- 

clared. “Iam Joseph Waller, the head of the Vienna De- 

tective Department.” | 

The false princess trembled slightly. 

“What can I do for you?” she queried, her voice 



— 1672 — 

betraying just a shade of excitement. 

For a few moments the chief of detectives 

fumbled in his breast pocket. Finally he drew out a large 

envelope. With slow deliberation he displayed an official- 

looking document. 
“This,” he said, “is a communication from the 

Prefect of Police in Paris. If you don’t mind I would like 

to have you read it.” 

“Please read it to me,” she murmured, her face 

very white. | 

Joseph Waller hesitated a second or two, then he 

read: 
“Some months ago there appeared in the Paris 

newspapers the announcement that Count Franz Von 

Hoheim was desirous of getting in personal touch with 

his niece, the Princess Johanna of Habsburg. In this 

announcement the princess was requested to return to 

Castle Hoheim at once. 

“Recently we had occasion to prosecute .a young 

woman by the name of Juliette Bartponne for murder 

and complicity in another murder. To our great sur- 

prise and consternation, this Juliette Bartponne declared 

*n court that she is the Princess J ohanna of Habsburg. 

She——” 
At this point the reader was interrupted. 

“That girl is an impostor,” Mignon broke in 

vehemently. “I am the Princess Johanna.” 

“T do not doubt it,” replied the detective. “But 

please let me finish reading this letter to you.” He went 

on: “The judge presiding over this ease and the jury, 

have decided to look into the matter thoroughly before 

passing sentence. 

“We are asking. you therefore, to go to Castle 

Hoheim and ascertain if a Princess Johanna of Habs- 

burg has returned. We would like to have all the infor- 



Lat eet se ee SS —_ ”™ — a 4% et) >. i o ee ae tee ae ar w ety + mes a ‘ i a tei RA aie RE ek Ma ein REN pene Sor : Ptah : 3 , : oe) a ne {et Tk is ~ . 
£ v . : 

oe eee 

-mation we can get in connection with this matter as soon 
as possible. All expenses incurred during your investi- 
gation will be borne by us.” 

Mignon saw at once that she must not show the 
least sign of fear. This man with the keen eyes was 

looking right at her. Yes, he seemed to be looking 
through her. 

“TI—I can only say what I said before,” she de- 
clared with a little less vehemence. “This girl is an im- 
postor.” 

The detective was studying the pattern of the 
costly Persian rug. Occasionally his glance shot upward 
and brushed the girl’s face. In the rather uncomfortable 
silence which prevailed, she did some swift thinking. 

Had not Giacomo Boticelli assured her that Joan, 
the real Princess Johanna of Habsburg had been swept 
out of the path and that she was no longer among the 
living? Or could it be possible that the man had lied to 
her? But such could not have been the case. Boticelli 
never took chances on anything. tee 

He would never have accompanied her to Castle 
Hoheim unless he was absolutely sure of his ground. 

“With your permission I will make a suggestion,”’ 
the detective broke the silence. 

“T shall be glad to hear it,” she said with a some- 
what forced smile. 

“The case of this Juliette Bartponne is to be set- 
tled within ten days,” Mr. Waller declared. “The report 
of my findings here will play quite a part in the final 
disposition of the matter. Of course, I must have some 
documentary evidence which shows that you are the real 
Princess of Habsburg. Can you furnish that?” 

Here Mignon found herself against a stone wall. 
She could not produce any such documentary evidence. 

“T_T am afraid you must take my word, sir,” she 
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_ gaid. 
He shrugged his wide shoulders. 

“That would hardly be sufficient,” he responded. 

“However,” he added after 2 moment's thought, “I might 

make another suggestion. Why don’t you go to Paris 

and face this Juliette Bartponne? The question could be 

settled right then and there.” 

| “T]] do that,” she cried, her features suddenly — 

lighting up. 
“Then I may inform the Paris authorities to that 

effect, Your Highness?” 

| “You may, Mr. Waller,” was the prompt retort. 

“Please say that I shall arrive in Paris within a week.” 
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Chapter 200 

NIGHT PROWLERS 

|| FEW DAYS before Giacomo Boticelli, or 
| the Marquis de Delavera lost his life, a well- 

dressed couple arrived from Paris and 
asked for a room in one of the best hotels 
in Vienna. As the clerk shoved the register 
across the desk he watched the man sign 
his name and that of the woman with him. 
Then he called a bellboy and had them as- 
signed to a room on the seventh floor. 

His first impression was that they could not be 
newly-weds. He had that impression in spite of the fact 
that the young and modishly dressed woman clung af- 
fectionately to the man’s arm. 

The latter’s face wore a frown which even her 
bright smile could not remove. His demeanor and gen- 
eral attitude was that of a man about to be led to the 
gallows. His eyes wore an expression hard to describe. 
They were openly hostile whenever they rested on his 
fair companion. 

“What a strange combination,” muttered the hotel 
clerk to himself as the couple disappeared in the eleva- 
tor. “I wonder who they are.” 

| He found this out with little difficulty. He turned 
the register around and read: “Mr. and Mrs. Horace 
Shannon, Paris.” 

“Must be Americans or English,” the clerk mused, 
“The man looked and acted like a Yankee. The woman 
with him was Irish or at least of Irish descent. She was 
pretty enough but she seemed hard. Yankee and Irish 
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make asnappy pair.” | 

In both instances he was right. Horace Shannon 

was an American, and his companion was none other 

than Florence Kelley. 
Neither were they the first couple who registered 

at a Vienna hotel as husband and wife. But the clerk 

‘knew better than to question that. | 
Shannon and the Kelley woman had come to 

Vienna with a definite purpose in view. They meant to 

profit by the knowledge that the girl who had established 

herself at Castle Hoheim as the Princess Johanna of 

Habsburg was an impostor. 

“Well, now that we are here,” he grumbled as they 

made themselves comfortable, “what are you going to 

do?” 
“What am I going to do?” Florence Kelley ex- 

claimed with a short laugh. “That is surely a foolish 

question to ask me. I told you everything before we 

started from Paris. When we leave this nice old town 

we'll both be rich enough to live in luxury for the rest 

of our lives.” 
“You are quite sure about that?” Shannon 

taunted. 
“You bet, I am, Horace, old boy. This Princess 

Johanna at Castle Hoheim now is an impostor. She'll 

have to pay me good and plenty to keep silent. But what 

is the matter with you?” she inquired_somewhat testily. 

“Why are you so grumpy?” 

“T am not grumpy,” he denied. “Only I don’t like 

the idea of spending money in chasing a wild goose.” 

Florence Kelley laughed with confidence. 

“This is not a wild goose chase, my dear boy,” she 

eried as she sat on the arm of her companion’s chair. “I 

wish you would cheer up and be a little nice to me. You 

acted like a mule when you signed the hotel register. I 
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wonder what the clerk thought of us.” 
“T should worry about that sap,” Shannon erowled 

ominously. | 
In the course of the conversation which followed, 

Florence succeeded in drawing her tover out of his shell. 
And she smiled happily when he kissed her voluntarily. 

“That is the way I like you, dear,” she murmured. 
“Kiss me again.” 

Until it was time to go down to dinner they dis- 
cussed the immediate future. The Kelley woman was so 
sure of success, so enthusiastic and saturated with con- 
fidence, that Horace Shannon fell into her mood. 

“You see,” she cooed, “we are not taking any 
chances at all. To-morrow we'll begin our inquiry. Aftér 
I have all the information I need, I’ll call on this princess 
and talk straight from the shoulder.” 

“T’ll go with you,” he offered. 
“Certainly I want you to go with me,” she smiled. 

“Ah, how we’ll enjoy her surprise when we tell her that 
we have the goods on her.” 

Shannon still seemed a little pessimistic. 
“We better be careful that she don’t get the goods 

on us, Florence,” he said. “This young woman who is 
posing as the Princess Johanna must be clever. And a 
clever woman is always dangerous.” 

“Thanks for the compliment,” she grinned. \ “I 
am dangerous, but you never told me before that I was 
clever.” | | 

“Oh, you are clever enough,” he admitted. “If 
you weren’t I would not be here with you. I like Paris 
best for mine. I'll be glad when this business here is set- 
tled and we can return.” 

“Tt ought not to take more than a week, Horace,” 
the Kelley woman said. 

As they went down to dinner a little later Shannon 
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no longer frowned. He was in fine spirits and sug- 

gested a show for the evening. She at once took him up 

on it. | | 

They bought tickets for a comic o
pera of Viennese 

make. And even if they didn’t understand a word that 

was sung in German, they enjoyed the charming music. 

They had a late lunch after the show, then took a taxi 

back to the hotel. | | | 

As they entered the lobby they noticed two well- 

dressed gentlemen leaning against the clerk’s desk. They 

were conversing in English. 

In passing Shannon heard the Princess of Habs- 

bure’s name mentioned. Anxious to hear a little more, 

he sent Florence Kelley up on the elevator alone, saying 

in a guarded whisper: | 

“Stay up for me. I think I’ll have some informa- 

tion for you.” 

Florence flashed him a smile and disappeared. 

Shannon chose a chair close to the clerk’s desk. 

Here he sat down and lit a cigar. The man he had ob- 

served was still talking to the young clerk. 

“Ts is really true what you have been telling me 

about the beautiful Princess Johanna of Habsburg?” he 

was saying loud enough for Shannon to hear. “TI tell 

you, it is almost unbelievable. I knew the old Count Von 

Hoheim, her uncle. He was a very proud man.” 

“He was one of the finest men who ever drew 

breath,” the clerk replied. “Of course, he was proud. 

But he was human and had a heart of gold.” 

“And do you believe that this wonderful young 

princess is running around with the violin player of an 

orchestra?” the man went on. “T think it is scandalous.” 

“That is hardly a name for her -eonduct,” the clerk 

responded. “I have been told that they are on the most 

intimate terms, and in spite of the
 fact that she is a mar- 
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ried woman. You know, when she returned to Castle 
Hoheim she brought a husband with her. I believe they 
call him the Marquis de Delavera,” 

Horace Shannon shifted his position so as to be 
better able to hear everthing that was said. 

“A friend of mine knows one of the servants at 
the castle,” the clerk went on. “The princess has been 
seen walking through the grounds with her lover on dark 
nights. A nice place for their purpose. There is an old 
hunting lodge which is Supposed to be their trysting 
place. ; 

“I also heard that the marquis is terribly jealous 
of his beautiful young wife. It wouldn’t Surprise me to 
see murder done at Castle Hoheim. There surely is some- 
thing wrong there.” 

Then the conversation was shifted into other 
channels. 

Shannon smoked on for a while longer, then he 
rose and walked leisurely toward the elevator. But 
while he was smoking he had done a lot of thinking. 

He was no longer in doubt now that the woman 
posing as the Princess Johanna of Habsburg was an im- 
postor. For the real princess was supposed to have been 
a single woman. Other reasons crowded in upon his 
wide-awake mind, and he smiled to himself. 

But it was not a pleasant smile by any means. It 
was a sinister smile—an evil sniile. 

For one thing he had been heartily sick of being 
dominated by a woman like Florence Kelley. But he 
hung on to her because she furnished the money. 

“What a chance,” he muttered softly to himself. 
“What a chance. I might kill two birds with one stone 
now.” 

When, a few moments later he was whisked up to 
the seventh floor, there was murder in his heart. There 

id ee 
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was murder in his heart when he kissed Florence Kelley 

and drew her into his arms. 

e She listened to his narrative with bated breath. 

As he finished she smiled triumphantly. 

“The game is ours, Horace ' she cried. “Aren't 

you glad now you came with me. Just think what we 

would have missed if I had listened to you. Our money 

was dribbling away fast and e 

“Yes I am glad,” he interrupted as he kissed her 

once more. 
But he was glad for a far different reason. 

Until long after midnight they sat making and 

unmaking plans. When they finally retired they had 

eome to a thorough understanding. 
| 

The next day they took a walk toward the castle. 

Of course, they had no intention of molesting the sup- 

posed princess. They were merely after some more in- 

formation. Some of that was furnished by a servant 

whom they saw coming through 
the high iron gate. 

Another day was spent in gathering information. 

That night Shannon and Florence Kelley decided to in- 

vade the castle grounds. 
} 

It was very late and they were surprised to see 

9, closed car speed through the winding drive. Like two 

shadows they crept toward the massive front entrance. 

A man and a woman alighted from the vehicle 

which drove away immediately. 

From where they stood, hidden behind a big tree, 

they saw the couple enter. | 

“That is the princess and her lover,” whispered 

Shannon. 
; 

Florence Kelley nodded. 

A moment later the couple who had ente
red was 

seen to rush from the door with a man in hot pursuit. 

Ah, the guilty wife has been 
caught,” murmured 
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Shannon. ae 
“It looks that way,” answered his companion. 

“What shallwedo now?” 
_ “Follow them,” he said quickly. “This is our 

chance to get some information worth thousands. Fol- 
low me, but let’s be very careful.” | 

| Shannon and Florence Kelley made slow progress 
because they were not acquainted with the grounds. Tak- 
ing the direction the couple, followed by the man, had 
taken, they walked steadily on. 

Suddenly they heard a shot. Then came another. 
The last shot seemed muffled and not so loud. 

| “What did I tell you?” said Horace Shannon. 
“Hither this Marquis de Delavera has killed his wife’s 
lover or he has killed them both.” 

Proceeding through a clearing in the grounds, he 
saw a dark strip of woodland ahead. At the edge of this 
they observed a low-roofed building. 

By taking a circuitous route they approached the 
building from the rear. It.was the hunting lodge as they 
surmised. | 

From within came the murmur of voices. First 
a woman spoke, then a man. | 

A few minutes later the couple emerged. ‘ They 
walked arm in arm and very close together. As soon as 
they were out of sight, Shannon whispered to the Kelley 
woman: 

“Now that the coast is clear, let’s go in and see 
what happened.” 

They entered the hunting lodge and Shannon 
struck a match. | 

| “My God, look at that!’ he gasped as he saw the 
man lying on the floor with a gun beside him. 

Florence Kelley uttered a little shriek and turned 
to flee. 
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“T can’t stand the sight of blood,” she whimpered. 

“Come, Horace, let’s get away from here. We already 

know enough.” 
“T’ll be with you in a minute,” he called after her. 

“T want to look this fellow over. There is a valuable ring 

on his finger and he may have money in his pocket.” 

The woman did not wait to hear half that was 

said. She ran a short distance from the hunting lodge 

and sought refuge under a tree. | 

Every now and then a shiver ran over her frame. 

Her teeth began to chatter. Somehow a feeling of ab- 

ject fear crept over her. She looked anxiously toward 

the low building in whose window’s a faint light ap- 

peared. 3 | 

Horace Shannon was making the best of his op- 

portunity. Like the filthy coward and thief he was, he 

stripped the dead man of his valuables and ‘money. Sev- 

eral papers taken from a breast pocket arrested his at- 

tention. As he scrutinized their contents he nodded his 

head with satisfaction. 

When at last he glided from the room, there was a 

diabolical gleam in his eyes. 

He was in a strange country and among strange 

surroundings. It was a place ideally suited to his pur- 

pose. When he saw Florence Kelley standing under the 

tree he ran up to her. | 

“Come, let’s go,” he muttered through his clenched 

teeth. 
She thought he was rather rough when he took 

a hold of her arm and shoved her forward. For a short 

distance they walked on in silence. Suddenly she noticed 

that they were headed in the wrong direction. 

“Where aré you taking me?” she gasped and then ° 

stopped. | 

~ The last word had hardly left her lips when the 
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man’s hands were fastened about her throat. 
Her faint cry for help did not travel ten feet. She 

was nearly unconscious when she realized that Shannon 
meant to murder her. Her struggle was but feeble. 
Everything grew blood red in front of her eyes, then her 
senses fled. | 

As she lay on the ground, the murderer’s fingers 
were still about her throat. He did not release them 
until he was sure that his victim was dead. 

“Now I am rid of you, Florence Kelley!” he mut- 
tered through his teeth. “You went too far when you 
thought you owned me body and soul. This world will 
be a safer place for me with you out of the way.” 

The murderer stood gazing about for a long mo- 
ment. He knew that he must hide the body. 

Going back toward the hunting lodge he stumbled 
across the very implement he needed. It was a spade. 
And now came the gruesome task of burying the woman. 
Among the heavy underbrush he found a suitable spot 
for a grave. 

With his coat off he worked fast. The soft ground 
offered little opposition. When the hole was deep enough 
he tumbled the body into it and quickly covered it with 
dirt. 

On top of that he placed a lot of dried leaves and 
broken twigs. By the time he finished the perspiration 
was oozing out of every pore. It was the hardest work 
Horace Shannon ever done in his life. | 

Replacing the spade where he had found it, he 
sauntered away with a grin of diabolical satisfaction on 
his face. 

When he entered the hotel he did not go directly 
to his room. He knew that he would have to make some 
kind of an explanation to the clerk as to why the woman 
registered as his wife did not return with him. 
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An opportunity to do so came presently. In a 

matter-of-fact way he told the story his brain had in- 

vented. | 
“My wife left for Paris on a late train,” he said 

without a quiver in his voice. “She was called away by 

her sister who is seriously ill there. I expect to follow 

her in a day or so.” 
The hotel clerk merely nodded. He was used to 

that sort of thing. And so Horace Shannon retired very 

well satisfied. a 
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Chapter 201 

AFTER THE CATASTROPHE 

4, HE FRIGHTFUL disaster which befell the 
Twentieth Century Limited headed for 
Chicago, was not any different than the 
usual railroad accident in which two trains 
collide head on. This one was worse be- 
cause every car was crowded with passen- 
gers. Among those who were carried away 
dead or injured was Barbara Hannaford. 
With scores of others she was placed on the 

ground, awaiting the arrival of medical aid from the 
nearest town. 

As she opened her eyes she imagined someone had 
touched her lips. Then she uttered a ery. For kneeling 
beside her, his head bent low, was Mr. Albert J Morrow, 
the friendly traveling companion. 

She smiled up at him, and with his help struggled — 
to a sitting posture. 

“Where am I?” she asked in a pitifully small and 
hollow voice. | 

“You are with me,” the man cried, reaching for 
her hand and kissing it. “Don’t be afraid. You have 
nothing to fear. You are under my protection. Tell me, 
are you hurt?” | | 

“I—I don’t think so,” she answered, then rose to 
her feet. 

“Thank God,” Mr. Morrow murmured. “I was 
afraid that——” 

“Listen, what is that?” Barbara broke in, her 
voice quivering with alarm. “Who is that crying and 
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why are all these people—look, look, they are carrying 

someone on stretchers.” | 

As she uttered these words she stared about in a 

dazed sort of way. | | 
“There was a. wreck, my dear,” he said gently. 

“Luckily none of the passengers in our car were killed. 

This was due no doubt to the fact that we were in the 

rear as the two trains collided.” 

Barbara Hannaford came out of her stupor pres- 

ently. With the assistance of Mr. Morrow she walked 

a few steps. And she was appalled at what she saw. 

Cries of pain and pitiful moaning struck her ears. The 

three forward cars had been totally demolished and 

caught fire. 
“The boy — my boy!” she exclaimed suddenly. 

“Oh, what has become of him?” 
| “T haven’t the least idea,” he answered. “But we 

will find him in a little while. He was in the same car 

with us and I don’t think that he is seriously hurt 

wherever he may be.” 
She showed signs of becoming hysterical. 
“Oh, my poor boy—my poor boy!” she lamented. 

Mr. Morrow looked at her curiously. 

“T _. I understood you to say that the boy was 

your nephew,” he declared. 
“He is my boy—my boy!” was her frantic retort. 

“Oh, please help me find him. If you have the least feel- 

ing of friendship for me, dear Mr. Morrow e 

“T have more than that kind of a feeling for you,” 

he interrupted with a tender note in his voce. ‘Don’t get 

too much excited. You won’t be able to stand it. Wait 

a moment. I'll find a comfortable seat for you and I'll 

bring the boy to you if he is still alive.” - 

Barbara Hannaford was playing the role of a 

erief-stricken mother very well. And she did this with 
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a definite purpose in view. 
Mr. Morrow assisted her to a seat, then petted 

her shoulder reassuringly and hurried away. Dead 
bodies and horribly mutilated bodies were still being 
dragged from the wreckage. 

Seated alone, Barbara rapidly became her old 
quiet and calculating self. 

She wondered if little Clifford would be found 
alive. If he was killed it would relieve her of a burden. 
Yes, the boy had become a burden since her meeting with 
Mr. Morrow, the wealthy oil magnate. 

Her thoughts were all of this handsome man right 
now. Her woman’s intuition told her that she had made 
a very favorable impression upon him. 

And she felt quite sure that he had kissed her as 
she returned to consciousness a few minutes ago. 

With the boy dead and out of the way, her desire 
for revenge would be appeased. She could think of the 
future and its possibilities. 

Her mental attitude underwent a complete 
change. All that had gone before was crowded out of 
her mind. Ah, what a fool she had been to embitter her 
life because of her unhappy alliance with Donald Whit- 
ney. 

If Mr. Morrow proposed marriage to her—as he 
probably would if she played her ecards right, her social 
position was assured. 

As the wife of a multi-millionaire oil magnate she 
could snap her fingers at those who formerly scorned and 
ridiculed her. Happiness might be hers at last. 

She pressed both hands to her heart and a soft 
smile came to her lips. 

While she thus was left to herself and her pleas- 
ant thoughts of the future, the man who constantly stood 
before her mind’s eyes was endeavoring to find a trace 
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of the boy. Sage 

He walked briskly along the row of silent bodies 

lying on the ground. But there was no boy among them. 

In the distance he saw the headlight of another 

train. A shout went up. It was the relief train which 

had been telegraphed for. As soon as it came to a Stop, 

a number of physicians and nurses alighted to give first 

aid to the injured. 

The excitement was intense. Mr. Morrow asked a 

number of questions, but neither the conductor of the 

wrecked train or the brakeman, the only two men left 

alive of the crew, could answer them. 

“But I must find that boy dead or alive,” he said, 

desperate. 

| The wrecked train was being rapidly consumed by 

: flames. Those still confined within those shattered cars 

must perish miserably. 

Once more he conducted a systematic search by 

himself. Once more he appealed to the conductor and 

then to the brakeman. The latter, attracted by the gen- 

erous reward offered him, finally consented to help. 

“T ouess it is no use, mister,” he said at the end 

of a thirty minute effort in trying to locate little Clifford. 

“That poor boy was never carried from the train after 

the collision. And if he was left in any of those cars, he 

is a dead one sure enough.” 

Mr. Morrow also came to the conclusion that fur- 

ther searching would be in vain. 

With great reluctance he returned to Barbara. 

“Have you—have you found my boy?” she asked 

shrilly as she started up. 

He shook his head. 

She fell half fainting into his outstretched arms. 

It was 2 shrewd piece of acting on the woman’s part. 

“You must be brave, little girl,” he said softly as 
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he held her very close. “TI have done my best. I am 
afraid the boy lost his life. I wasn’t able to find even 
a trace of him.” 

Barbara Hannaford knew the value of her phy- 
sical charms. She knew, too, that a woman under the 
stress of great emotion always appeals to a man. With 
her soft body pressed against his, she flung both of her 
arms about Mr. Morrow’s neck. 

“Oh — oh!” she cried, amid broken sobs. “T can’t 
stand this. My poor boy dead—I can’t believe it!” 

“Please be brave,” he exhorted her again. “I'd 
give every dollar I possess to be able to bring that boy 
back to life. But you must bow to the inevitable. We 
all must yield to a higher will than ours.” 

She had raised her head and was looking at him 
with a strange expression in her eyes. | 

“Tl be brave — I'll be brave,’ she whispered. 
“And I am deeply grateful to you for the comfort you are 
giving me, dear Mr. Morrow. I know you are my friend. 
I know——~” 

“I want to be more than a friend if you’ll let me,” 
he broke in with a mutely pleading smile. 

A wave of color suffused her cheeks. Her breath 
was hot as it fanned his face, now so close. Her lips in- 
vited and he accepted the invitation by kissing them. 
Barbara Hannaford sighed and closed her eyes. 
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Chapter 202 | 

HIS FATHER’S FRIEND 

ONALD WHITNEY was pleasantly sur- 

prised when he read the card one of the 

bank clerks had just brought to him in his 

private office. It bore the name: “Douglas 

Manning”. Ah, how well he remembered 

the man. He had been one of his father’s 

most loyal friends. But he remembered, 

too, that the gossips had been busy using 

his name in connection with an affair in- | 

volving a-certain clergyman... What the details were 

Donald could not recall, for it had happened many years 

ago. Nor could he recall the name. 

“Show the gentleman in at once,” he ordered and 

rose. 
Presently a fine-looking old gentleman was 

ushered into the private office. His kindly countenance 

beamed. | i ) 

“Donald, how are you?” he cried, holding out both 
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hands. 
“Quite well,’ Whitney replied. “It is nice of you 

to call on me, Mr. Manning. What are you doing in 

Richmond?” 

“Just passed through to say hello to some of my 

old friends,” the visitor answered. “Of course, | could. 

not forget the son of the finest pal any man ever had. 

Let me look you over.” His sharp eyes studied the 

younger man intently. “You may be well, my boy, but 

- you don’t look it. What's gone wrong?” 

Donald hung his head. He was not quite sure of 
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his voice as he said: 
“A good many things, Mr. Manning.” 
“Yes, so Mr. Lewis told me,” the latter asserted. 

“T had a long chat with dear old John. He told me to 

come here and give you a lecture. Are you ready for 

it now?” | 
Both men laughed as they seated themselves. 

“You'll have to go some if you want to beat Mr. 

Lewis at lecturing me,’’ Donald said. “He came to me 

when I was about ready to give up. I suppose—” he 

paused and colored up— “I suppose Mr. Lewis told you 

my story. I made the mistake of falling in love with the 

wrong woman.” 
Mr. Manning nodded. 

“Yes,” he admitted, “John Lewis told me every- 

thing. And I am glad of an opportunity to tell you what 

a darned young ass you are. The idea of giving up be- 

eause of a woman. Why, the world is full of them.” 

“Maybe,” the unhappy young banker murmured. 

“but they are not for me. I loved but one and could 

never love another.” — | 

“Nonsense,” the other cried with a deprecatory 

gesture of his hand. “I thought that way once myself 

but was cured. After all life is what we make it. And 

everything that happens to us is good for something. 

If it is the will of providence that you should meet this 

woman whom you loved, again in this world, it will come 

to pass. In the meantime make the best of the situation 

and life in general.” 
“TJ am trying to do that now, sir,” Donald res- 

ponded bravely. “But it is hard — very hard. I have 

lost so much. You don’t know the half of it.” 

“Yes, I do,” came back quickly. “And I don’t 

want you to blame old John Lewis for telling me. I~ 

wheedled the truth out of him. He was very reluctant 
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about some things. Perhaps you do not know it, Donald, 

but that fine old gentleman loves you like a son. He 

actually shed tears when he told me how miserable you 

were.” | 

Whitney’s haggard face grew soft with emotion. 

“Dear old John,” he murmured. “I don’t know 

what I would have done without him. He is one of the 

best men who ever lived.” 
“He is that, and so was your dad,” Mr. Manning 

exclaimed. “There was a time when the three of us 

were inseparable. And strange to say we were all sweet’ 

on Kay Kummer. I don’t suppose you dad ever men- 

tioned her, did he?”’ 
Donald shook his head repeatedly. 
“No, he didn’t,” he said. “Dad never spoke of the 
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| ee past.” | 
3 “Did you ever hear him mention the name of 

Joseph Matterlink?” the other inquired. 

The young banker searched the chambers of his 

memoiy for a few moments. And then he recalled hav- 

ing read that name himself in the newspapers quite a 

few years ago. 
“T believe a clergyman by that name was found 

cuilty of murder in California or some other Western 

State,” he declared. 

“That was the man.” Old Mr. Manning’s lips 

tightened and his kindly face grew hard. “But he paid, 

that damned hypocrit. And it was his own son who sent 

him to prison for life. Ah, I don’t think a more tragic 

thing ever happened. Let me tell you about it. 

“Few men are called upon to face the horrible 

situation I did, my dear boy. But I did not give up the 

fight. Happiness — real lasting happiness often comes 

through suffering. I think my story will be an object 

lesson to you. It will teach that no matter how dark a 
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cloud may be, the sun is always shining brightly behind 
ie 

Donald Whitney gazed at the speaker with new in- 
terest. Any kind of a story was welcome if it could 
divert his mind from its present miserable channel. 

“Please tell me, Mr. Manning,” he said in a voice 
so low that the other scarcely heard it. 

The old gentleman settled himself a little more | 
comfortably in his seat. His eyes had a far-away look in 
them. But they were visualizing once more the things 
he had tried to forget and could not. 

He coughed slightly, cleared his throat, then be- 
gan the story unequaled in criminal annals. It was as 
follows: | 

The Matterlinks lived in a big, dignified house on 

the principal street of Edgewood. The grounds were al- 

most like a park with the well cared-for shrubbery, the 

great over-hanging trees and exquisite shallow lagoons. 

My father owned the house on the opposite cor- 

ner — an old graystone mansion not at all showy, but 

comfortable and large. 
It was inclosed by a high stone wall, and the chil- 

dren said it was haunted. 
Probably, as it was vaeant the most of the year, 

the old caretaker would tell weird stories about ghosts 

wandering about the place; that he might keep tres- 

- passers out of the sunken gardens. 
My father had known the Matterlinks well, but I 

had seen hardly anything of them, as we had spent so 

little time at Edgewood. 

Joseph, Matterlink’s only son, was eight years my 
junior and a student at some seminary in the east, pre- 
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— for the Ministry, and only spent his summers at 

ome. ° 
| Mr. Matterlink was a figure in the political world. 

He was the controlling power in the Continental Trust 

Company, and considered himself a just and righteous 

man. | | 

He was a strong pillar of the church, and prided 

himself in the fact that his son would some day fill the 

pulpit. oe 

My first meeting with the Matterlinks was during 

the days immediately before and after my father’s death. 

Mr. Matterlink had spent many hours at my 

father’s bedside, and I must admit, at that time, his pres- 

ence there was a great comfort to me. 

I was the sole surviving relative and, though I was 

twenty-seven years of age, I was a child in those first 

bitter hours of grief and loneliness. 

After my affairs were straightened out, I left 

Edgewood again, for a trip to Europe. 

Returning in the early springtime I settled for an 

indefinite period at the old home, to complete a book I 

was writing. 

It was then that I met Joseph Matterlink. 

I saw him first at the water-edge. He was talking 

to’Kay Kummer, their gardner’s daughter—an exquisite 

child of sixteen years. 

I came upon them quite unawares, and I was as 

much surprised as they. : 

Kay was the first to see me. 

Springing forward and holding out her slim little 

brown hand, she cried excitedly: 

_ “Why, Douglas Manning, you here? lam so glad! 

You remember Joseph Matterlink, don’t you? Isn’t it 

wonderful,” she continued, “a preacher and a writer— 

two notables, and both friends of Kay Kummer?” 
~ ate. 

' 
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1 turned and met Joseph Matterink’s gaze full 
upon me. | | 

He flushed slightly and said: 

“How do you do, Manning? Kay seems to know 

you very well.” | Sh 

I looked him straight in the eyes and a curious 

sense of irritation grew up in me that this fellow, who 

was studying for the pulpit, should be here with Kay at 

all. 
I disliked him already, even while admitting to 

myself that such a dislike was altogether foolish and un- 

reasonable. 
But I answered: 
“Yes, I have know Kay since she was a baby. We | 

have always been pals. I helped teach her to walk. Ina 

sense she belongs to me; I helped to raise her and I prom- 

ised her mother before she died, that I would always 

keep an eye on her.” 
I turned to Kay, who was looking at me from wide 

luminous eyes. 
“Aren’t you coming to have tea with me, Kay? 

We can have it out in the Sunken Gardens. There are 

tarts, too; I saw them on my way out. Do you remem- 

ber how you used to tease old Nanny for tarts?” 

She laughed merrily. 

“Oh, may I come, Douglas? It would be lovely— 

but Joseph, can he come too?” 

“Most assuredly,” I answered. “Do come Mat- 

terlink.” 
“Thanks: some other time perhaps! I am due 

home now,” and with a low bow and a smile to Kay, he 

turned and walked down the path along the river bank. 

Kay stood looking after him for a moment, and 

then turned and sauntered slowly home beside me, chat- 

ting in her usual gay strain. 
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We reached the house and turned in at the drive- 

way. 3 
“Do you remember, Douglas,” she asked, “how 

I used to stand here and peak through the bars of the 

gate, watching for you to come and let me in to play 

with the puppies in the stable? 
“And how old Henry would call me ‘that Garden- 

er’s Brat.’ Oh, how I loved this place! To me it was 

Utopian—it meant so much to me too; old Nanny’s kind- 

ness and all. 
“lll never, never forget it. But for you, Douglas, 

and this,” spreading her hands out toward the great gar- 

dens, “I would have ran away after mother died. I could 

not have stood it. Dad is very poorly now.” 

“Heis? Ididnot know. You still live in the river 

shack?” I asked her. “Yes,” she nodded. 

‘Have they ever fixed it up for you; done any- 

thing at all—the Matterlinks, I mean?” | 

“No,” she said. “Matterlink keeps promising but 

does nothing; his whole life has been just promises.” 

“And his son—this preacher fellow—” I asked 

—“can’t he do anything?” | 
“T haven’t asked him. I couldnt ask him,” she said, 

most emphatically. 
I looked at her keenly for a moment. “You like 

him, do you, Kay?” I asked 

“TJ don’t know,” she said soberly. | | 

We had tea out in the gardens, after which we 

ambled aimlessly around until it was time for Kay to go. 

I accompanied her to the gate. 

“Good-by,” she said, “this has been the loveliest 

day of my life.” 
“T am glad, Kay,” I answered, holding her little 

hand in mine, “but there will be other lovely days, too.” 

Continued in next number 
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