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AY KUMMER looked up at me and I mar- 

velled at the irresistible sweetness of her 

smile. Then in her old, impulsive way, she 

raised to her tiptoes and drawing my head 

down to her, kissed me full on the lips. And 

then she ran down the street, without say- 

ing a word or once looking back. I was 

glad that she had not seen me start, under 

the weight of passion her very innocence 
had aroused within me. | 

* 

Chapter 203 

A RUINED LIFE 

) DID, NOT see Kay again for many weeks, 

)| except to pass her on the street. I thought 

that at one time, instead of seeming pleased 

to see me, she rather avoided the meeting; 

and as I was very busy upon my book, I let 

the incident pass unheeded. But one day I 
heard that her father was sick, and that 
evening I called at the house. The Kummers 
lived in a long, low, rambling shack on the 

bank of the river. Mr. Kummer had spent his life on 
the Matterlink estate—first as a stable boy and then as 
under-gardener. 

Mr. Matterlink paid him merely what he consid- 
ered him worth and Matterlink considered no one, (ex- 
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cept himself) worth anything! | ) 

And so it was upon a very small pittance that 

Kummer eked out an existence. 

At times, spurred on by Kay, Kummer would 

rebel and ask for a raise and Matterlink would promise 

the raise in the near future. 

But Matterlink’s promises were never fulfilled, 

and yet, he called himself a just and righteous man. 

When I reached the house, I noticed that the lights 

were low. I knocked upon the door and it was opened 

softly to me by Kay. 

She started suddenly when she saw me, her face 

flushed, but slowly paled again. 

“Come in, Douglas,” she said. ‘Rather is very low 

to-night.” 
“IT am sorry, Kay,” I returned. “T did not know 

until this afternoon.” She led the way into the living- 

room, and I followed, noting with keen sympathy the 

haggardness of her face. 
“You are not alone, Kay?” I asked. 

“Yes,” she said. 

“Has no one been here? The Matterlinks, or no 

one at all?” 
“No,” she answered slowly. “No one!” 

“Then I am going out this minute and get your 

father a nurse. “You look all in,” I said. 

“Oh, no, no, please, Douglas! I will be all right 

soon.” | : 

L took her gently by the shoulders and looked deep 

into her eyes. , 

“Kay, dear, I feel like a recular beast not to have 

been here before. ‘I am going to get you a nurse now 

and you’re going to bed; and I’ll stay here and look out 

for the nurse.” 
) 

She opened her lips as if to speak and, swaying 



dizzily, itie drew her hand across her brow and collapsed — 
‘unconscious in my arms. | 

I picked her up and gently placed her upon the 
couch.. I turned to get some water and I saw the doctor, 
a stranger to me, standing in the doorway. | 

“Quick,” I said, “Kay has fainted!” She stirred 
uneasily. . “You wait here for me, Doctor, I am going out 
to get a nurse.” 

I was gone about twenty minutes and when I re- 
turned, I met the doctor outside the door. The evening 
was very warm. | 

“You found a nurse?” he asked. 
“Yes,” I replied. “How is Kay?” 
“She is resting; I suppose you are the husband,” 

and before I could interject, he continued speaking. ‘She. 
really should not be here at all. The strain is telling on 
her. Perhaps you are not aware of it, but she is ex- 
pecting a baby.” 

A baby! What did these words imply? I gazed - 
at him in dumb, blank amazement. 

Could it be possible that the man had gone mad. 
I had often heard of people going temporarily insane. 

And then I was conscious that he was looking at 
me strangely and I tried to speak. After one or two 
efforts, I managed to say: 

“But that is impossible, Doctor.” 
He laughed then, as if greatly amused. 
“No, nothing is impossible; some things are im-_ 

probable, but not this. This is quite true!” 
“You—are—sure?” I asked. 

| “Absolutely,” he replied, with a gleam of amuse- 
ment in his eyes. 

| He picked up his case and started out. “T’'ll he 
around again about ten. Mr. Kummer may not las’ 

through the night.” 
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I watched him walk down the pathway. I heard 
the click of the latch gate as he pulled it to behind him. 

~ [heard him climbing into his buggy and his kindly 
chirrup to the horse, and then I watched him drive off 
through the twilight. i, 

| Still I stood there, without moving, staring into 

the opaline dusk. Presently the stars came out, one by 
one, and I saw a white figure coming up the path. 

It was the nurse; she spoke to me. I answered her 
in hoarse, unsteady accents. | 

She passed on in, and I moved slowly down to the 

water-front. I threw myself prone upon the ground, 

face downwards and broke into bitter sobs. 
Kay, poor little innocent, sixteen year old Kay. 

And I promised her mother that I would look out for 

her! 
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“God,” I eried out to the merciful stillness of the 

night. I sat up suddenly. 
The thought struck me. Who could the damnable 

cur be? Who—how was he? 
I arose instantly as if impelled by some inner 

force. I would go to her and find out, and then I would 

throttle him with my own hands. 

I moved hurriedly toward the cottage door, I en- 

tered and paused for 4 moment gazing wildly about me. 

I saw her there still lying where I had left her; 

but she was not asleep. 
Her wide eyes were staring fixedly upon me. I 

moved over to the couch and knelt beside her. 

She seemed to shrink back like a frightened thing. 

“Don’t, Kay, don’t!” I said, “I must talk to you. 

Don’t you see, dear, you may be left alone any moment 

now, and we must be prepared. You are in trouble. 

-“T know all about it. The doctor told me. You 

must answer me truthfully. Are you married, Kay?” 

aie. 
: ae Ss 

~agy ¥ 

¥: 

Pa 
i z* 4 

A 
‘ Ss 

~ 

te 

awe 8 Fe #s 

£ Tas Py ey 

£ 

the Srp ie. Pay _— . >s ; “- 

ag tn eee Cae Fe Sete yt 
Pee i Sate on te 

% S > * > ’ 

* 

Se = tS Se pe ee Me 

= wae ie. > es WA x 

ai), ol poke eae Pals 

2 ; 7 AS 



ee 
, < " -— A CORE 

o 
<=" Pa > aS ' z Weegee se Pere > PQ EEL. OG 

7 i . b-y , w - 4 - a ie 5 ] ne: . * 

ious oan ee i en gl —_ ©; b een Lee ratte PA ey 

ie ee ah seal en pe ae Zs paNendrere ea eee) ee 

— 1703 — 

She covered her face with her hands. 

“Answer me, Kay, are you?” 

“No,” she said, almost inaudibly. 
“Then, who is the man?” I asked. 

“Oh, I can’t tell you. I can’t, please, please, Doug- 

las, don’t ask me.” 

“Listen, Kay, you must tell me. Who is he?” 

“No, no! I dare not tell — he would surely kill 
me se 

| “Nonsense, Kay. If you do not tell me, I shall go 

in there and ask your father who has been seeing you.”
 

“Oh, no, no! Please promise me you will not tell 

him; it would kill him! Please, Douglas, promise me,” 

she cried, half-rising from the couch. 

“Then out with it! Who is the man?” I demanded ; 

brutally. 
i 

She sank back and burying her face in her hands
, eo | 

she broke into piteous sobbing. 

“Tt ig — it is Joseph Matterlink,” she said, dis- 4 

jointedly. 
. 

“Joseph Matterlink.” Good God! — the would-be 

preacher, the detestible hypocrite! 

| So it was he who had ruined Kay, and made her 

the wreck she was. But he would answer to me. 

A wild impulse seized me to rush out of the house 

and find him and throttle him where he was. 

Kay must have read my raging thoughts in my 

face, for she grew suddenly calm, and reaching out her 

small hand, touched me timidly, saying: 

“Douglas, you will do nothing rash?” 

I looked at her then out of unseeing eyes. 

“Has he promised to marry you, Kay?” I asked. 

“No,” she said, “I told him about it, and begged 

him to marry me; but he said he eould not — it would 

spoil his career! He offered me money to go away to 
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tt doctor who would help me, he said—but I refused 

i 
Trose unsteadily from my chair. “T must go, Kay. 

I must think. I will be back later.” 

I stumbled through the open doorway and out into 

the darkness. I walked direct to Matterlink’s house. 

The butler met me at the door. 

“T will see if Mr. Matterlink is in,” he said. 

But I pushed past him and strode on into the lib- 

rary, into the very presence of Matterlink and his son. 

Recognizing Mr. Matterlink, I walked passed him 

and over to the son. 

| “T came here,” I began, “to see what you are going 

to do about Kay. Speak up, man : 

He stared at me in speechless amazement and 

then, somewhat collecting himself, he said coldly: 

“You'll pardon me, I don’t-understand what you 

are talking about.” 

“You're a damned liar!” I cried. “You know what 

Ym talking about—and you're coing to marry her and 

marry her soon! You sneaking hypocrite!” 

His face blanched to an ashen hue as he turned to 

his father. 
“Pather, will you ask the butler to show this man 

out? He must be insane.” 

Mr. Matterlink stepped forward. 

“Will you please tell me, Manning, what this is all 

about? I demand an explanation.” 

| “Tt ig about Kay Kummer. She is expecting a 

child, and this saintly son of yours is its father. And, I 

am going to see that he marries her.” 

The old man staggered as *¢ T had struck him a 

sudden blow. 
“T eannot believe it,” he eyied. “It is ouirocolus. 

What have you to say, J oseph?” 
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“Father, it is all lies! It is nothing but a piece of 
blackmail. I sincerely hope that you do not think that 
I, whose sole ambition is the pulpit, could have fallen so 
low as to be intimate with the servants. 

“Indeed, I have noticed the little witch trying her 
arts upon me and I have reprimanded her for it. 

“I suppose because she did not succeed in ensnar- 
ing me by her wiles, she has used other means to gain 
her end. Manning here, for instance, was more friendly 
with her than I have ever been.” 

Suddenly I was beside him and had him by the 

a 

neck. 
“You damnable dirty cur,” I cried. 

I could feel the tingling sensation in my fingers 
as they met about his throat. The fury of the beast was 
surging within me, crying for vengeance. 

I could feel him crumble to his knees. I could see 
his eyes protrude and grow fixed in a deathlike stare. 

His face was blue and still I held him there. And 
then, there came breaking the awful stillness—a piercing 
shriek. 

I was conscious that a woman had entered the 
room; and I was glad that another would see Judas Is- 

| cariot die. | 
| _ Then—I felt rough hands handling me. I tried to 

| resist, but my strength was gone and presently I found 
myself out alone in the darkness. 

After a time, I walked slowly back to the cottage 
and was surprised to see the lights turned high. 

A woman met me in the doorway. Mr. Kummer 
had just died. | 
. A week later old Nanny, my dear old housekeeper, 
moved to New York City, taking Kay with her. 

_ But I could not help brooding over the fate which 
had befallen poor little Kay Kummer. My hatred for 
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J oseph Matterlink blazed u
p anew every time I pondered 

upon his treachery. 

My mind was made up to one thing. No matter 

what the final outcome of the girl’s trouble would be, 

I meant to stand by her. 

Although I had failed to keep the promise 
I made 

her mother, it was not too late to atone for this neglect 

on my ae I was determined to redeem myself. 
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Chapter 204 

ANOTHER CRIME 

T WAS not my fate to meet the Matterlinks 
again for some time. In the early fall I 
married and took my wife to Japan for a 
honey moon trip. After a year’s absence, 
we returned and settled in California. In 
the golden glow of our perfect: happiness, 
my bitterness grew less and was almost for- 
gotten. One day, some three years later, 
I read of Mr. Matterlink’s death. He was 

numbered among the casualties in an eastern railroad 
wreck. 

Occasionally, I would read items about J oseph, 
known as the Millionaire Preacher, and always the 
beneficent. 

When our son, whom we call Dick, was ten years 
old, I had occasion to return to Edgewood. Our old care- 
taker had died suddenly. 

I took Dick with me, and he immediately fell in 
love with the old home. | 

One of the Matterlink’s old servants applied to 
me for the position of caretaker, and, because I had al- 
ways admired the old man and recognized his trustwor- 
thiness, I gladly accepted his offer. We stayed at Edge- 
wood until he became thoroughly cognizant of his duties 
and I became satisfied. 

I saw Joseph Matterlink from a distance. He was 
entering the church, dressed in his frock coat and stiff 
white collar. _ 

He had never married and our new caretaker in- 
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formed me of strange doings at the old home. 

Occasionally women were known to come there 

and stay days at a time and the servants were forbidden 

to mention the fact outside. 

Our son was admitted to the Bar in his twenty- 

third year; and, because I had given him a deed to the 

old home for a graduating present, he immediately 

opened an office in Edgewood and entered politics. 

In his twenty-fifth year he was elected States At- 

torney. While at college Dick had met a Miss Clair, whose 

home was at Edgewood. 

It was almost a case of love at first sight. Shortly 

after Dick’s election, he had written us that Inez Clair 

was home from college, and so we expected to hear next 

the announcement of their engagement. 

We little realized the awful tragedy that lay in 

store for them. 
The summer passed as summers do. My wife and 

I went around a great deal and occasionally 1 wrote a 

little, for I was still at the old game. 

And then, one morning sitting down to breakfast, 

I leisurely opened the morning paper and the ghastly 

headlines met my eye. 

INEZ CLAIR, SOCIAL DEBUTANTE, SHOT AND 

KILLED AT THE HOME OF THE REVEREND 

JOSEPH MATTERLINK! 

The newspaper dropped from my fingers. A cold 

perspiration came out on my brow. 

I heard my wife crying, “Douglas, what is the 

matter?” I handed the paper across to her. She read 

it through carefully. | 
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“Poor Dick,” was all that she said. 
“Yes,” I said, “we must go to him at-once.” Oh, 

why had I not killed Matterlink that day in the —e 
I picked up the paper again and read on. 

“Miss Clair entered the parsonage just as a 
burglar was making his escape. The Reverend Matter- 
link, mistaking her for the burglar, fired, killing her 
instantly, ns 

That night a telegram arrived from Dick. Three 
days later, we arrived at Edgewood. 

I had expected to find Dick a wreck, and was sur- 
prised when J met him. 

Iixcept for a hard line that had settled ahout his 
mouth, ageing him by several years, he looked the same 
as when I had seen him last. 

He took both my hands in his and held them close 
and hard for a moment, but his reserve was somewhat 
broken when he embraced his mother. 

He turned aside and wiped the moisture from his 
eyes. | 

We did not speak of the tragedy until dinner was 
over and Dick was the first to bring it up; and then I said 
to him: , 

“You are Prosecuting Attorney, are you going to 
handle the case?” 

“T certainly am,” he answered almost vindictively. 
“And for once, I thank God that I am Prosecuting Attor- 
ney.” 

| “You mean,’ I said, “that you think possibly that 
it was not an accident? That Matterlink might be guilty 
of murder?” 
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. “Think? Why, Dad, I know he is cuilty as hell. 

I never have had any faith in him. I disliked him the 

first time that I ever saw him. Somehow or other, he re- 

minded me of Judas of Iscariot.” 

“Yes-Dick, perhaps, but is it worthy of you to let 

personal feelings sway you in this case? Don’t forget, 

gon, that this is a matter of life or death. 

“You are very young, and you must not forget the 

great need of justice in the world. You must not let 

your personal feelings sway your better judgment.” 

He looked at me a moment, and during that brief 

period I caught my first olimpse of the smouldering fire 

that lay hidden beneath his srim visage. 

And, I suddenly realized that this son of mine 

needed no preaching to; that he was older and wiser 

than I é 

“Dad,” he said, “let me tell you something. I knew 

by Inez’s actions for the past three months that she had 

changed, and I could not figure it out. 

| “T knew she was not going out with any other 

man, and her mother told me she never entertained, but 

that she spent many nights in the suburbs, with one of 

her girl friends. 
| 

“T hunted up that ‘girl friend, and she told me 

Inez Clair had never been at her home. At the Coroner’s 

Inquest it was discovered that Inez was in a delicate 

condition. 

“One of Matterlink’s servants, old Hannah, who 

at one time was in service here, has talked. I have her 

here now in seclusion. She heard Inez and Matterlink 

quarreling. eee Reena ee 

“She heard Matterlink offer to send her to a doc- 

tor and the girl refusing, telling Matterlink in an hyster- 

ical voice, that she would show him up. That he would 

pay! 
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“A short time later the servants heard a scuffle, 
followed by the shot. 

“The butler and Matterlink fixed up the story 
about the burglar, and the butler received fifty thousand © 
dollars for his silence. i 

“The same amount was offered old Hannah, but 
she refused and came here to me afraid of her life. 

3 “So you see, Dad, I have it straight, and I am 
going to hound that butler until he turns State’s evi- 
dence; and he will too, because he is a damned coward. 

“Tf he doesn’t, I'll send him up with Matterlink. 
As for Matterlink, I am going to prosecute him to the 
full extent of the law. I am going to make him suffer a 
thousandfold what I have suffered in these last few 
days. 

“I don’t want him hanged. I want him to get life 
at hard work. I want to see him stripped of the clerical 
robes for prison rags. This is one case where his money 
isn’t going to cover up his filthy work!” 

He ceased speaking and dropped his face in his 
hands. 

I looked across the room at his mother and in spite 
of the paleness of her features, there seemed to be an 
ethereal beauty about her; but she said nothing. 

Suddenly Dick arose from his chair, crying in an 
awful young voice: 

“Dad, I could have gone there and killed Matter- 
link. I could have throttled him with my two hands and 
felt justified! But there is a better way—death would 
have been too merciful—too easy!” 

-And I thought then, of the night twenty-five years 
before, when I too wanted to throttle Joseph Matterlink, 
but I had not been as sane as this boy of the younger 
~eneration. 

Tt was a long, drawn-out case. The Matterlink’s 
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millions employed one of the best attorneys in the 

country and they put up a bitter, bitter fight. | 

But, as Dick had surmised, the butler turned 

State’s evidence, and with the story of the old servant, 

the case was clear. 

The jury, picked from a special panel of one hun- 

dred men of super-intelligence, returned the verdict af- 

ter deliberating twenty-four hours. | 

When the jury was given the case at eight o’clock 

on a Saturday evening and the defendant was led back 

to his cell, L asked for permission to
 see him alone and re- 

ceived it. 
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Chapter 205 

PAYMENT! 7 
x 

\|| WALKED down the long corridor, moved with a strong and. Singular agitation. I paused outside the door for a couple of min- utes and récovered My composure, The officer stepped back, and T walked into the Toom and faced Matterlink. Hae looked up at me as I approached — his face wore an _ €xpression of extreme weariness. 
“Well—what are you doing here?” he asked in a surly tone. 

“I am making a friendly call,” I answered. “Friendly call, be damned,” he exclaimed. “Tt js probably your fault that T am here. But wait — wait until I am free. You'll pay for this. You and that damned son of yours!” 
“Do you think it likely that you will be free?” I asked composedly. aa 
“Certainly, I shall be free,” and then losing his assurance for a moment, he cried, “If not, then God help me!” 
“That is what all criminals say when confronted with the disastrous consequences of crime — ‘God help me!’ But God’s assistance is not always to be relied up- on—it frequently fails as in cases of direct necessity. “The dying man in his agony, exclaims ‘God Help Me’ but his torments are not softened a bit. God spared you once before. It seems to me that I remember. you came hear being throttled by desperate fingers,” _ Our eyes met. A yellowish-red flush crept through 

. 



— 1714 — 

the sickly pallor of his skin. | 

| “Yes,” he said, “I do remember; it all comes back 

to me now. You had taken a great fancy to our under 

gardener’s daughter and I believe in your jealousy you 

tried to accuse me of being intimate with her. 

“T suppose that’s what brings you here now. I 

remember hearing at the time that she suddenly disap- 

peared, when the blackmail idea fell through. If you 

are still searching, you are on the wrong track.” 

I laughed savagely. 

“No,’ I said, “that is not what I came i ee 

wanted to tell you that I will soon be avenged, I am not 

looking for Kay. I came ‘here to tell you where she is. 

“T thought that it might be a good thing for you 

to know. It might help to ease your conscience. And, 

besides, I thought you should know in case you are con- 

victed, that it is your own son who is convicting you. 

“Tt is Matterlink against Matterlink; and that it 

was your own son’s fiancee whom you have betrayed and 

murdered. 

“T want you to know that you were instrumental 

in bringing him into this world to put you where you be- 

long—in‘hell!’ 

His eyes dilated with terror and he repeated the 

words after me like a dull child, repeating a lesson. 

“Your own son.” 

He turned upon me with a gesture of imperial 

authority, his lips turning white as he spoke. 

“Te]] me at once, what you mean.” 

“JT mean that Dick Manning, the Prosecuting At- — 

torney of the State, who gave that wonderful, record- 

breaking appeal to the jury out there this afternoon, to 

have you convicted for the murder of his affianced wife, 

was your son, and the son of Kay Kummer Y 

“And—Kay—Kay, where is she?” 
| 
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“Kay is my wife. I married her just before her 
child was born.” | 

He gave a smothered ery, staggered and seemed 
about to fall. I caught him on my arm and he leaned 
against me, strugeling for breath. 7 

_ “Kay’s son,” he gasped “and mine! Oh, no!—it is 
not—it cannot be true.” 

_ He put way my supporting arm decidedty, and 
pressing one hand against his heart, looked me full in 
the eyes. 

“Does—does he know this?” he asked. 
~ “No,” I answered, “he thinks I am his father.” 
“Thank God! Will you promise me one thing, 

then? May I ask that of you?” 
I shrugged my shoulders disdainfully. “Certainly, 

if you choose.” 
“I want you to promise me then that he shall 

never know.” | 
“You need not worry; I never intended to tell 

1 Saude ; ee 
The officer knocked at the door and I was obliged 

to leave. After’ the long wait, came the word, and a 
verdict of second degree murder was returned by the 

jury. : | 
wr I was present when they brought him into the 
court room; when the verdict which carries a sentence 
from twenty-five years to life imprisonment, was spoken 
by the foreman. _— 

The defendant stared blankly, then crouched low 
in the chair and shuddered. 

His lower jaw dropped but he made no audible 
sound. 

My son took me by the arm and midst the con- 
gratulations showered upon him, we walked out of the 
court. — 
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Reaching home, I met my wife in the library. I 
clasped her in my arms and held her close and hard 
against my breast. 

“Darling Kay,” I whispered, “we are avenged! 
The Matterlinks have paid!” | | , 

Donald Whitney sat with one hand shading his 

eyes, the other dropped listlessly over the arm of his 

chair. It seemed that he was not aware of the fact that 

Mr. Manning had finished his story. 

It was the sudden silence which had fallen that 
awoke him from the deadly lethargy. 

“T believe I almost talked you to sleep, Donald,” 

the old gentleman said with a little laugh. “I know it 

was rather a long story, but I could not——” 

“No—no!” eried the younger man, suddenly be- 

coming animated. “Your story was not a bit too long. 

You—you don’t know how I enjoyed listening to it. It 

was intensely interesting and I want to tell you how 

much I admired the part you played, sir.” 

Mr. Manning shrugged his shoulders. 

“T played the man’s part as well as I knew how,” 

he said. “That’s the thing for you to do now, my dear 

boy. You have seen how Joseph Matterlink paid. All 

of us must pay for the wrong we do. Yes, sometimes the 

innocent must pay. However,” he added thoughtfully, 

“very few of us are entirely blameless. We all make 

mistakes, don’t we, Donald?” — 

~The latter smiled feebly. 

“Yes, we do,” he admitted with characteristic 

frankness. “Perhaps I made more mistakes than others. 
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And I am paying for them, too. What is more, I shall 

have to keep on paying for the rest of my life.” 

The utter hopelessness in his tone caused Mr. 

Manning to look at him sharply. 

“Very few men are called upon to pay more than 

they owe,” he declared. “And I don’t believe that fate 

is cruel enough to make an exception of you. You have 

lost the only woman you loved. You have lost your boy. 

But both of them may be brought back to you by the 

same fate in a kindlier mood. So cheer up. The world 

needs men like you more now than it ever did.” 

Of course, the unhappy young banker’s heart had 

been lifted by the encouraging words. With an impulsive 

motion he held out his hand, which Mr. Manning pressed 

warmly. 
A clerk entered at this juncture, bringing the ® 

mail which had just arrived. Donald took it and laid it 

on his desk, deciding to look over the mail as soon as his a 

visitor had gone. 
But he noticed something that changed his mind. 

One envelope—the one lying on top, bore the postmark: 

“Paris.” 
No doubt this was a letter from his loyal friend, ‘ 

Stephen Blanchard, who had gone to Paris to see his ail- 

\ ing mother. Any message from Blanchard was welcome 

‘and always received quick attention. 

- “Pardon me a moment,” he said, turning to Mr. 

Manning. “I would like to see what’s in this.” 

He slit the envelope and leaned back to peruse its 

contents. His gleaming eyes and paling face indicated 

that he was becoming excited. His hands which held the 

communication, trembled. 

“Good God!” he gasped. “I don’t know what to 

make of this. I wish you would read it, Mr. Manning.” 

“With pleasure, Donald.” 

gic h: ai Roig Selene 
nae ae “* NS gt aeess 

bs PSE See 



— 1718>— 

‘The old gentIman put on his glasses then began to 

read. The letter was from the office of the Public Pros- 

ecutor in Paris. It read: 

“Dear Mr. Whitney :— 

“The police had occasion to arrest a young 

woman known in the Montmartre District as 

Juliette Bartponne. She was a member of a dan- 

gerous gang of crooks and outlaws. She was 

charged with having murdered her lover in a fit 

of jealousy, and also with complicity in another 

murder. 

“At the trial this young woman made a most 

amazing statement. She declared under oath that 

her name is not Juliette Bartponne. She claims 

to be the Princess Johanna of Habsburg, and that 

she became your wife at a marriage ceremony 

performed in this city some years ago. 

“Whether or not she told us the truth is still 

4 matter of conjecture. While she was convicted 

of the erimes charged to her, we are making an 

extensive investigation. The young woman is of 

striking beauty. Her hair is golden blond, and 

her eyes are of deep violet blue. 

“Final disposition of this case is being held 

up until we hear from you. We suggest, therefore, 

that you dome to Paris at once and assist us in 

identifying the woman. We want to give her a 

chance to prove that she is not J uliette Bartponne. 

“Yours very truly: 

Philip Montpelier, 

Prosecuting Attorney.” 



Mr. Manning returned the letter to his young 
friend and remained in abstracted silence for a long mo- 
ment. Then a slow smile crept into his features. 

“It looks to me as if you were in for a pleasant 
surprise, my boy,” he said. “I suppose you'll be taking 
the next steamer for Paris. I would if I were you. While 
I don’t know anything about that princess stuff, I am 
willing to gamble that this young woman is your Joan.” 

Donald was breathing heavily. The haggard ex- 
pression had left his handsome face. 

“Ah, I hope and pray it may be Joan,” he cried. 
“And I shall leave for Paris at once. You brought me 
luck, I believe, dear Mr. Manning. And you brought me 
more than that. You brought back my faith in myself. 
Yes, T’ll fight. life — I’ll fight anybody who stands be- 
tween me and the woman I love. 

“Tll——” He sprang up suddenly and began pac- 
ing the floor in his constantly increasing excitement. 
“T’'ll play the man’s part alright, Mr. Manning. And I'll 
play it to the end of the string. There will be no more 
complaining and moaning. There will be action — and 
plenty of that.” 
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Chapter 206 

A WIFE’S DETERMINATION 

HEN IRENE WHITNEY was being taken 

to Los Angeles her mind was made up not 

to yield to the inevitable without a struggle. 

‘She loved her husband far too well for that. 

Yes, she had reached the stage where she 

thought it utterly impossible to live with- 

out him. Ah, if she only had another chance 

to chose between Donald and her father. 

Obviously the latter had not played fair 

with her and she resented it. 

Old Amos Cohan had succeeded in making his un- 

happy daughter bow to his iron will. He kept her sub- 

jucated by repeated threats of sending her to a sani- 

tarium for the mentally unbalanced. 

So far as personal comfort and even luxuries 

were concerned, Irene had no complaint to make. She 

had everything money could buy. The home in which 

they lived was not a mere bungalow as her father had 

told her on the trip West. It was a beautiful building of 

Spanish architecture. 

It was situated on a large estate between Los 

Angeles and Hollywood. But to poor unhappy Irene it 

was a prison nevertheless. 

Every move of hers was constantly watched. She 

could not go anywhere without accepting the company of 

Mrs. Dressen, the big woman her father had engaged to 

spy upon her. 
The longer Mrs. Whitney was separated from 

her husband, the more ardently she yearned for him. 



mother. Donald was the father of her child. It was 
worse than cruel of her father to insist upon a divorce 
with the most sacred of all marriage ties on the way. 

Irene decided to make one more plea to her 
father. She approached him one evening after dinner 
as the latter sat in the library smoking and reading. 

“Dad,” she began, her voice pitifully small, “won't 
you please let me go back to my husband?” 

He looked her over scornfully for a moment, then 
broke into a harsh laugh. He threw the paper he had 
been reading, on the table and nearly bit the cigar in 
half. 

~“No!” he roared. “You'll never go back to that 
man!” 

“But — but I love him.” Irene ventured timidly. . 
_ “Love him?” the irate father sneered. “Damned 

nonsense. You are like most women. You want what 
is poison to you in love affairs. I tell you Whitney is not: 
fit to touch the hem of your gown. You’ll never go back 
to him so long as I am able to prevent it.” 

She began to sob quietly to herself. After a mo- 
ment she said: 

“You are making me the most miserable woman 
in all the world, dad.” 

“T am using my own best judgment in this mat- | 
ter,” Amos Cohan answered. “Now keep quiet for a 
while and I'll point out a few facts why you should not 
even think of wanting to go back to that scoundrel.-That 
night when I came to your house and found you in tears, 
where was he? 

“He was chasing after that woman whom he mar- 
ried secretly in Paris. When you went with him on your 
honey moon trip where did he take you? He took you to 
Paris. Why? Another woman was on his mind. 
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“Did you ever stop to think what would have hap- 

pened to you if he had found this Joan? He would have 

east you off like an old shoe. And then you would have 

been forced to come home to me. Now don’t interrupt 

me,” he cried fiercely as Irene made a gesture with her 

hand. “I know what I am talking about. | 

“Te-T had known what I know now the day I made 

that bargain with Whitney, you would never have be- 

eome his wife. As soon as you went to Paris and stayed 

there so long, I put a detective on his trail. What I found 

out shocked me. I am . 

The sudden ringing of the telephone stopped him. 

He turned and took the receiver off the hook. 

It was one of his friends reminding him that he 

was expected at the club, an exclusive social organization 

of which he was to be made a member that night. 

“No, I have not forgotten it,” Amos Cohan cried 

into the transmitter. “Don’t worry. I'll be there on 

time. I'll be there in thirty minutes.” 

Irene stood at the window, fighting back the tears. 

But the information that her father was going away this 

evening gave her an idea. She did not renew her plea 

because she knew how utterly useless it would be. 

“Alrioht dad,” she said in a tone of resignment, 

“Pll never mention this subject to you again.” | 

With that she swept from the library and went 

straight up to her boudoir. In the hall on the second 

Aoor she met the inevitable Mrs. Dressen. The big woman 

looked her over curiously. 

“Going to retire so early, Irene?” she grinned. 

“Yes, I am,” Mrs. Whitney replied. | 

“Had another quarrel with your father?” the big 

woman said. © | 

“You ought to know that.” Irene flashed the 

speaker an angry glance. “You were right in the hall 
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listening to it.” 
Mrs. Dressen flushed uncomfortably. 
“But you are doing me an injustice,” she pro- 

tested with some vehemence. “I am not spying upon 
everybody in this house. I wasn’t even downstairs. I 
heard your father’s loud voice way up here.” 

Irene seemed about to make another retort, then 
evidently thought better of it. 

Without saying a word she went into her boudoir 
and closed the door. Then she rang for her maid. 

“Nina,” she whispered to the girl as soon as she 
came, “you must help me. Will you?” — 

“What do you want me to do?” Nina inquired. 
“I want to go back to my husband. Dad is going 

away to-night. It is perhaps the only chance I'll ever 
have.” Mie 

The girl looked doubtful. 
“But Mrs. Dressen,” she ventured. “You’ll never 

get past her. I heard your father tell her that he holds 
her responsible for you. That big female brute won’t let 
you leave the house.” | 

The young Mrs. Whitney’s eyes flashed with de- 
termination. | | 

“I am going to leave this house in spite of her,” 
she declared. Now >listen ”. For several minutes 
Trene spoke in a low, excited tone. Nina nodded her head 
repeatedly. “It ought to be easy, Nina. And Ill pay 
vou well. You are not taking any chances. To-morrow 
‘cu follow me to Richmond.” 

For another few minutes these two women talked 
‘> careful whispers. Then Nina left the boudoir and 
‘yent downstairs. 

As she expected she found Mrs. Dressen seated 
‘9 drawing room which gave her ample opportunity 

io wateh the reception hall and the front exit. No one 
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could leave the house without her seeing it. 

With an engaging smile Nina approached the big 

“Mrs. Whitney is asleep,” she said. “She won't 

need me any more to-night. Iam going to a movie. Do 

you want to go along?” 

“Are you sure she is asleep?” Mrs. Dressen asked 

suspiciously. 
| 

“Positive,” the maid asserted. “If you don’t be- 

lieve it, go upstairs and peep into her room. There won't 

be anything to worry about to-night. Won’t you come 

with me? I would like to have you.” 

Mrs. Dressen considered for a moment. So far 

as she could see there was not any good reason why she 

should not enjoy an hour’s pleasure. 

Being confined in the house day after day and 

night after night had become rather irksome. 

Mr. Cohan had gone to the club and would not 

return until late. If Nina would keep her mouth shut 

he would never know that she had been out of the house. 

“T’d lose my job if Mr.,Cohan found it out,” she 

said with a questioning glance at the maid. 

“He won't find it out unless you tell him yourself,” 

Nine answered with a beguiling smile. “We won't be 

gone more than an hour and a half at the most. Come 

along, Mrs. Dressen.”’ 

The latter nodded her acquiescence. 

But before she left the house with Nina she went 

upstairs and softly opened the door to Irene’s boudoir. 

Irene, with her hair disheveled, lay apparently 

sound asleep. As an extra precaution Mrs. Dressen 

locked the room from the outside and put the key into 

her purse. 
As she returned downstairs fully dressed for the 

street, she found Nina waiting for her. 
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Arm in arm they sallied forth iw quest of an 
hour’s amusement. Nina glanced back and her eyes be- 
came fastened. on one of the upstairs windows. She 
smiled at what she saw. For behind the curtain stood 
young mistress making a farewell sign. 

- It took Irene Whitney only half an hour to get 
ready for her flight. With another key provided by the _ 
resourceful maid she opened the door and glided down- > 
stairs. eee 

All of the other servants had gone to their quar- 
ters. Not a single one of them was near enough to ob- 
serve Irene as she slipped through the front exit and 
hurried away. 

| She boarded a street car which took her within.a . 
square of the Los Angeles railroad station. | 

She purchased a ticket for Richmond, Virginia, 
hastened aboard the train and entered the sleeping car. 
Within a few moments the train moved slowly out of the 
station. 

The first half of the journey passed pleasantly 
enough. When she was not reading she passed the time 
in studying the expressions of the faces of her various 
fellow travelers. | 

At Chicago she had to change. From here she 
went to Cincinati and then on to Richmond. = 

But Irene did not know that she had to make an- 
other change at a junction about fifty miles this side of 
her destination. And she did not discover it until the 
train had already passed it. | 

“T am sorry,” the conductor told her, “But Ill 
let you off at the next station and you can take a taxi 
back. The distance is only seven miles.” 

_» Mrs. Whitney took her fate with a smile. What 
mattered it after all if she was delayed for an hour or 
so? 

‘ Lied .' AB 
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She was completely happy. to be so near to the 

man she loved. Ah, what joy would be hers when she 

felt her husband’s protecting arms once more about her. 

It was a little past two o’clock in the afternoon 

as she left the train and stood on the small platform. 

She at once appealed to the station agent and 

asked him if he could supply a conveyance that would 

take her back to the junction. He looked her over care- 

fully, then said with a grin: 
' “T am afraid not, lady. You see we have no taxis 

in this small village. One of the farmers might drive 

you back, but I doubt it. They are all busy harvesting, 

just now.” | 
Irene smiled. 
“Then I shall have to walk,” she said cheerfully. 

“T wish you would give me the direction.” 

“T’ll sure do that,” the agent replied. 

Within ten minutes she was on her way. The sun 

had been shining with intense brilliance all day. The 

high hedges boardering the roadside were covered with 

white dust. | 
Beyond, and apparently stretching for miles on 

either side, were fields upon fields of waving wheat, corn 

and oats. Long stretches of green meadows greeted her 

rapt vision. 
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Chapter 207 

A HARROWING EXPERIENCE 

0 IRENE’S city-bred ears everything 
seemed amazingly still and silent. Even the 
birds were taking their afternoon siesta, 
and except for a tumble-down looking farm- 
house she spied in the distance she must 
have walked at least a couple of miles with- 
out coming across a sign of habitation or 
meeting a solitary human being. Then sud- 
denly on turning a sharp bend in the road, 

she came upon a woman. The woman was seated on the 
dusty grass. 

| In spite of the heat the woman’s head was not 
protected by neither hat nor bonnet. She wore a long 
black cloak which was literally covered with dust from 
head to foot. Her hair, too, was not only dusty but ex- 
ceedingly untidy. 

To Irene’s surprise the woman sprang to her feet 
and came swiftly toward her. 

“So you have come, have you?” she said, shading 
her eyes with her hand and glaring at Mrs. Whitney. 
“But if you think I am going to return with you, you are 
badly mistaken. I won’t—do you hear me. I won’t!” 

Thinking that this woman must have mistaken 
her for someone else, Irene explained that she was on 
the way to the junction. 

“Am I on the right road?” she inquired. 
“Oh, there is no use lying about it,” the woman 

eried as she came close and stared into Mrs. Whitney’s 
eyes. “I know that they have sent»you to take me back. 

Se eee | 
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And Yl tell you I won’t go. I’d rather die than be shut 

‘up with those lunatics another day.” | 

~The woman’s eyes were gleaming and in their 

depths was an expression that made Irene’s blood turn 

cold. Her heart almost stopped beating. 

3 “Yes” the woman continued, “death is very easy. 

I would a thousand times rather die than be taken back. 

Oh, yes,” she repeated, “death is much easier than most 

people imagine, but——’” her voice had a hissing sound 

n it-—— “if I die you must die too.” 

The young Mrs. Whitney had never been a partic- 

ularly brave woman and at this moment she felt almost 

paralyzed with terror. She attempted to retreat from 

the woman, but she was not quick enough. 

The woman gripped her arm with both hands and 

swung her around. She was tall and powerfully built. 

Irene was too frightened to offer the slightest resist- 

ance. 
By degrees the young Mrs. Whitney felt herself 

forced against the hedge. And as she gazed into the 

woman’s eyes she realized, with a sudden chill sense of 

horror, that she was face to face with a lunatic. 

Her one hope was in vainine time, but even then 

it was very doubtful that help would come. 

This woman had evidently escaped from some 

asylum. Perhaps they were looking for her right now. 

Ah, if help would only come. But up and down the road 

not a human being was visible. : 

Irene’s knees were shaking so violently that she 

could hardly stand. All the time her enemy was watch- 

ing her as a cat watches a mouse. = 

“Perhaps,” the bie woman sureested, looking at 

her steadily, “you would like to make a will or say a 

prayer before you oie. 

Continued in next number 




