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CHAPTER VI I—Contlnued.

That night, srler calling upon the
dotectivo, Mackenzle, 1 took the sleep-
ing car exprogs to Euston. The res
taurant whic%cheson had Indicated
was, I found, situated about haltway
©p Westbourne gGrove, nearly oppo-
site Whiteley’s. R was soon after nine
o'clock when 1 entered the long shop
Wwith ita rows of marbletopped tables
and greasy lounges of red plush. An
unhealthy-looking dnd was sweeping
out the place with wet sawdust, and &
blg. dark-bearded, flabby-faced man fn
shirt sleeves stood behind the small

“1 wish to see Stgnor Ferrarl,” I sald,
addressing him.

“There 13 no Ferrari, he {s dead,” re-
sponded the man in broken English.
“My pame {a Odinzof. I bought the
place from madame.”

“l bave coms toinqulre after &
walter you have In your service, an
ltalian named Santinl. - He was my
servant for some years, and I naturally
take an interest In him.”

“Santini?" he repeated. ~“Oh, you
mean Olinto? He ls not here yet. He
comes at ten o'clock.”

This reply surprised me. 1 had ex-
pected the restaurant keeper to ex-
Dress regret at his disappearance, yet
he spoke as though he bad been at
work as usnal on’ the previous day.

“You find Olinto a good servant, I
suppose?” [ sald, for want of some-
lhlng else to say.

“Excellent. The Itallans are the best
walters Jn the world: I am Russian,
but I dare not employ a Russian walt-
er. These English would not come to
my shop if I did.

“How long has Olinto been with
you?” I Inquired.

“About a year—perhaps a little
more. I trust him Implieitly, and I
leave him fn charge when 1 go away
for holidays, He does not get along
very well with the cook—who Ia Ml
lanese. These ltalians from different
provinces always quarrel,” he added,
laughing. "It you live in Italy you
Xknow that, no doubt.”

1 laughed In chorus and then, glane-
Ing at my wateh, sald: “I'll wait for
him. If he will be here at ten. I'd
much Ifke to see him again.”

The Russian was by no means non.
plused, but merely remarked: “He fs
late sometimes, but not often. He lives
on the other side of London—over at
Camberwell.”

Suddenly a s{de door opened and the
cook put bis bead in to speak with
his master in French: He was a typl-
cal Italian, about forty, with dark mus-
taches turped upwards, and an easy-
golng. careless manner.’ Seelng me,
however; and bellesing ine'to be a cus-
tomer, he turned and closed the door
quickly. .Iu that instant I notieed the
high Broadness of his shoulders, and
his back st me ak atrargely simi-
lar to that of thd mad In brown whoz
we had seen afnm;wng {0 Raxnoch
wood. |

The xuumclon held

Presently Odinzoff went outside, car-
rying with him't¥o boards upon which
‘the menu of the “Elghtperny Lunch-
This ' Day!" ¥as written in
scrawly characters, and proceeded to
afix them to the shop front.

Thie was my opportunity, and quick
as thought I meved towards whers the
unbealthy youth was at work, and
whispered: . .

“I'll glve you half-a-soverelgn u
you'll answer my questjons truthfully.
‘Now, teil.me, s the cook, the man
T've Just seen/Nere yesterday?”

“Emillo? Yes, air.7
Ay, betore?™
He's _been away IIl for

me breathless.

tour a3

“Ani ny:urmuter"'

I bad no time to put any further
question, for tlis Russjan re-entered at
“that moment. 'and ‘the youth busled
_bimself rubbing the front of the coun-
ter in pretensd that I had not spoken
to bhim. Indeed, I had some difficulty
4n’ lﬁpplns promised cdln into his
sand al knent wha,.n Ma ‘masger

lhera a uuzer thin, re-
régsed man entered and
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lounges at the farther end, removed
his bowler hat and ordered from the
proprietor a chop aud a pot of tea.
Then, taking a newspaper from his
pocket, he settled himself to read, ap-
parently oblivious to his surroundings.

And yet as I watched I saw that over
the top of his paper he was carefully
tzking in the general appearance of
the place, and his eyes were keenly
followlng the Russian’s movements,
So deep was his Interest In the place,
and so keen those dark eyes of his,
that the truth suddenly dawned upon
me. Mackenzio had telegraphed to
Scotland Yard and the customer sitting
there was a detectlve who had come
to (nvestigate. I had advanced to the
counter to chat agaln with the proprie-
tor when a quick step behind me
caused me to turn.

Before me stood the slim fifure of a
man iz a straw hat and rather seedy
black jacket.

“Dio Signor Padrone!” he cried.

1 staggered as though I had recelved
2 blow.

Olinto Santlni in the flesh, smiling
and well, stood there before me!

cAAPTER Vil

Lite’'s Countar-Claim.

No word of mine can express my ab-
solute and abject amazement when I
faced the man, whom I had seen ly-
ing cold and dead upon that gray stone
slab in the mortuary of Dumfries.

My eye caught. the cuatomer who,
ou the entry of Olinte, had dropped
his paper and sat staring at hlm in
Wwonderment. The detectlve had evi-
dently been furnished with a photo-
graph of the dead man, and now, like
;nyselr, discovered him allve and liv.
ng.

“Signor Padrone!” cried the man
whose appearance wzs 50 absolutely
bewildering. “How did you find me
here? T admit that 1 decelved yon
when 1 told you I worked at the Mf-
lano,” he went on rapidly {a Itallan.
“But It was under compulalon—my ac-
tlons that nlght were not my own—
but those of others.”

“Yes, I understand,” 1 said. “But
come out into the street. I don’t wish
to speak before these people. Your
padrone knows Itallan, no doubt.” And
turning with a_smile to the Pole, |
apologized for {aking away hig serv.
ant for a few minutes.

And when we were outside, Olinto
walking by my side In wonderment,
I asked suddenly:

“Tell me. Have you ever been In
Scotland—at Dumfries?"”

“Never, slgnor, in my Hfe. Why?

“Answer me another question,” [
sald quickly. “You marrled Armida
at the Itallan consulate. Where is
she now—where Is she this morn.
ing?"

He turned pale, and I saw a com-
plete change in his countenance.

“Ab, signore!” he responded,
only wish I could tell.”

“I cast no reflection whatever upon
you, Olinto; 1 have merely nquired
after your wife, and you do not give
me a direct reply.”

We had walked to, the Royal Oak,
and stood talking on the curb outside.

“l give you po reply, because I
caw't” he sald in Itallan. “Armida—
my poor Armida~—bas left home.”

“Why 814 you tell me such a tale of
dlstress regarding her?"

“As 1 bave already explalned, sig.
nore, I was not then master of my
own actlons. 1 was rifled by others,
But 1 saved your life at risk of my
own. Some day, when it {5 safe, I
will reveal to you everything.”

“Let us allow the past to remaln,”
it sald. “Where {8 your wife now?”

He hesitated a moment, looklag
straight into my face.

“The truth ls, Slgnor Commeudn-
tore, that my wife has mysteriously
disappeared. Last Saturday at eleven
clock she was talking over the gar-
den wall with a nelghbor, and’ was
then dressed to go out. She apparent-
1y went out, but from that moment no
one has seen or heard of her.”

It was on the tip of my tongue to
teil him the ghastly .truth, yet so
strange was the circumstance that his
own double, even to the mole upon his
face, should be lylng dead and burled
in Scotland that 1 hesitated to relate
what 1 knew.

“She spoke English, I suppose?”

“She could make herselt understood
very well,” he sald with a sigh, and I
8aw a heavy, thoughtful-look upon his
‘brow. That he was really devoted to
her, I knew. With the Italian' of
whatever statlon in life, love fa all-
consuming—it-1s elther perfect love
or genulne hatred. The Tuscan char
acter is one of twq extremeas. .

I glanced across the road, and saw
that the detective who. had ordered
his chop and coffes had stopped to
light his pipe and was watching us.

“But Why haven't you told the po-
Uca?”

;;l‘_"preter to make u\qulrleu tor wy-

“y

se
“And {n what have your inquiries re-
sulted
“Nothing—-ahsolutely nednnx." he
sald gravely,
“You do uot suspect any plot? |

recollect that night fn Lambeth you
told me you had enemies?"

“Ah! so 1 have, signore—and so
have you!™ he exclaimed hoarsely.
“Yes, my poor Armida may have been
eotrapped by them.”

“And If entrapped, what then?"

“They would kill her with “ns 1it-
tle compunction as they would a fly."
he sald. “Ah! you do not know the
cellousness of those people. 1 anly
bope and pray that she may have es-
caped and is in hiding somewhere, and
will arrive umexpectedly and give me
o startling surprise. She dolights in
startling me,” he added with a laugh.

“Then you think she must have been
called away from home by some urs-

which I kad deen tn Murfel's cozy little
room up at Rénnoch.

1 recollected that she had told me
the name of the original was Elma
Heath, and that she had been a school-
tellow of hers at Chichester. There-
foré T inquired of the photographer’s
lady clerk whether she could supply
me with & print of the negative.

For a considerable time she searched
In ber books for the name, and at last
dfscovered it. Then she sald:

“I regret, sir, that we can't give you
a. print, for the customer purchased
the negative at the time.”

“Ah, I'm very sorry for that,” I said.
“To what address did you send 1t?”

“Tho customer who ordered it was
** she said, at

ent mesange?” 1

“By the manner in which she left
things, it seemed as though she went
-away hurriedly. There were five gov-
ereigua in a drawer that we bad
saved for the rent, and she taok them
with her.”

I paused, hesitating whether to tell
him the terrible truth. I recollected
that the body had disappeared, there
fore what proof had I of my allega-
tlon that she had been murdered?

“Tell me, Olinto,” [ sald as we
moved forward agaln in the direction
ot Paddington station, “have you any
knowledge of a man pamed Lelth-
court?”

He started suddenly and looked at
me.

“I have heard of him,” he answered
very lamely.

“And of his daughter—Muriel?”

“And also of her. But I am not ac-
qualnted with them—nor, to tell the
truth, do I wish to be.

“Why?”

“Because they are enemies of mine
~—Dbitter enemles.”

His declaration was strange, for it
threw some light upen the tragedy in
Rannoch wood.

“And of your wife, alao?"

“I do not know that” he respond-
ed. “My enemles are my wile'a also,
I suppose.”

“You have not told me the secret of
that dastardly attempt upon me when
last met,” I sald in a low volce.
“Why not tell me the truth? I surely
ought to know who my enemles really
are, 80 as to be warned agalnst any
tuture plot.”

“You shall know some day, signore.
T dare not tell you now.”

“You said that before,” I exclaimed
with dissatisfaction. “If you are

Olinto Santinl In the Flesh, Smiling
and Well, 8tood There Before Me.

faitbful to me, you ought at least to
tell me the reagon they wished to kill
me in secret.”

“Because u:ey fear you,” was his an-
swer.

“Why should they fear me?"

But he shrugged his shoulders, and
made a gesture with his hands Indica-
tive of utter ignorance,

“I ask you ome question.
yes or no.
enemy ?*

The young Itallan paused, and then
panswered:

“He 18 not your friend. 1 am quite
well aware of that 1 have kmown
him several years. Wlen we first
met he was poor.”

“Suddenly became rich—eh?"

"Bought a fine house In the country;
Iives mostly at the Carlton when he
and hia wife and daughter are In
London—although I believe they now
bave a house somewhere in the West
end—and he often makes.long crulses
in his steam yacht.”

“And how did he make his money?”

Again Olinto elevated his shoulders
without replylng.

He walked with me as far as the
end of Bishop's rord, endeavoring with
all the Italian’s exquisite dlplomacy
0 obtain from me what 1 knew con-
cerning the Leithcourts. But I told
bim Dothing, nor did I reveal that I
had odly that morning returned from
Scotland. _Then at last we parted, and
he retraced his steps to the little s
taurant {n Westbourne Grove, while 1
entered & hansom arnd drove to the

well-known photographer'’s In New
Bond street, whose name had been

upon the torn photograph of the young
girl {n the white pique blouse and her
air fasteved with a'bow of ribbon,

e picture that I had found on board
the Lola on that memorable night in
the Medilerranean, and a duplicate of

Answer
Is the man Leithcourt my

the same llme turning round the ledger
80 that I could read, and I saw that
the entry was: “Heath—Miss Elma—
three dozen cabinets and mnegative.
Address: Baron Xavier Oberg, Vos-
nesenski Prospect 48, St Petersburg,
Russta.”

Who was this Baron Oberg? The
name was German undoubtedly, yet he
iived in thé Russian capital. From
London to St. Petersburg ls a far cry,
yet 1 resolved if it were necessary.l
would travel there and Investigate.

At the German embassy, In the Carle
ton House Terrace, I found my friend,
Captaln Nieberding, the second sec-
retary, of whom 1 inquired whether
the name of Baron Oberg was known,
but having referred to & number of
German books in his excellency's li-
brary, he returned and told me that
the name did not appear in the lists of
the German nobllity. *

“He may be Russian—Polish, most
probebly,” added the captain. His
opinlon was that it was not a German
name, for there was a little place
called Oberg, he said, on the rallway
between Lodz and Lowicz.

Next day I ran down to Chichester,
and after some dificulty found tbe
Cheverton College for Ladles, a big
old-fashioned house about balf a mlle
out of the town of the Draston road.
The seminary was evidently a first-
class one, for when I eatgred I no-
ticed how well everything was kept.

To the principal, an elderly lady of
somewhat severe aspect, I sald:

“I regret, madam, to trouble you,
but I am In search of Information you
can supply.
certain Elma Heath whom you had as
pupll here, and who left, I belleve,
about two years ago. Her parents
lived in Durham. There has been some
little_friction In the family, and I am
making inguirles on behalf of another
branch of it—an aunt who desires to
ascertaln the girl's whereabouts.”

“Ab, I regrot, sir, that I cannot tell
you that The baron, her uncle, came
here one day and took her away sud-
denly—abroad, 1 think.”

“Had she no school {rlends to whom
she would probabl> write?"

“Tkere was a girl named Leithcourt
—DMuriel Leijthcourt—who waa bher
triend, but who has also left.”

“Acd no one else?" I asked. “Girls
often write to each other after leav-
ing schodbl, until they get married,
and t.hen the correspondence usually
ceases."

The principal was sllent and refiec

"Well” she sald at last, “there was
another puplt who was also on friendly

terms with Elma—a girl named [ydia
Moreton. She may have writfen to
her. If you really desire to know,

sir, 1 dare say 1 could fiod her ad-
dress. She left us about nine months
after Elma.”

“I should esteem it a great favor it
you would give me that young lady's
address,” I sald, whereupon she un-
locked & drawer In her writing-table
and tock therefrom a thick, leather
bound book which she consulted (or)n
few minutes, at lost exclalming:

“Yes, hete it {s—'Lydla Moreton,
doughter of Bir Hamilton Moreton,
K. C. M. G., Whiston Grange, Doncas-

And with that I took my leave,
thanking her, and returned to 149“
don.

Could Lydia Moreton furnish any
information? 1t so, I might find this
girl whose photograph had aroused the
irate jealousy of the mysterious un-
koown,

The ten o'clock Edinburgh express
from King's Cross next morning took
me up to Doncaster, and hiring a musaty
old fiy at the station, I drove three
miles out of the town on the Rother-

ham rond, inding Whiston Grange to
be a fine old Elizabethan mansion In
the center of a great park, with tall
old twisted and

It 18 with regard to a’

6ckool at Chichenter, referred me to
you for informatlan as to the présent
whereabouts of Miss Eima Hoath, wha,
1 belleve, was one’of Your most fntt
mate friends at school” ' And I added
a lle, saylng: “I am irying, on bebsalf
of an aunt of hers, to discover her.”

“Well," responded the girl, “I have
only one or two letters. She's in her
uncle’s bands, I belleve, and he won't
let her write, poor girl. She dreaded
Ieaving us.”

“Why?"

“Ah! she would never say. She had
some deep-rooted terror of her uncle,
Baron Obefg, who lived In. St. Peters-
burg, and who came over at long inter-
vals to see her.” But possibly you know
the whole story?”

“I know mnothing,” [ cried eagerly.
“You will be furthering her interests,
as well as doing me a great personal
favor, lt you will tell me what you
know.’

“It i very little,” she answered,
leaning back against the edge of the
table and regarding me seriously.
“Poor Elma! Her people treated her
very badly indeed. They sent her no
money, and allowed her no holidays,
and yet she was the sweetest-tempered
and most patlent girl in the whole
school.”

"Well—:md

the story regarding

"It wag puppased that her people at
Dyrham did not exist,” she explalned.
“Elma bad evidently lived a greater
part of ker life abroad, for she could
speek Franch and Itallan better than
the professor himself, and therefore
always wan the prizes. The class re-
volted, and then she did not compete
any more. Yet she never told us of
‘where she had lived when a child. She
came {rom Durham, she eald—that
was all.”

“You had a letter from her after
the baron came and took her away?”

“Three or four, 1 think, They were
all from places abroad. One was from
Vienna, one was from Milan, and one
from some place with an unpronounce
able name in Hungary. The last—"

“Yes, the last!” I gasped eagerly, In-
terrupting her.

(TO BE CONTINGED)

RECLUSE lS A PHILOSOPHER

Negro Found lelnq |' Cave Near
8anta Barbara, Cal, Hells Some
Plain Truths,

“There’s rich living {o garbage,”
says. Orrin Swift, negro recluse, who
has just come Into publicity through
the lodgment of a complaint question.
ing his sanity, reports a dispatch from
Santa Barbara, Cal. He has for 20
years lived Jo a little cave on ths
mountalnside, between Rincon snd
Ventura.

When the omcers went out to in-

vestigate they found him curied up in
8 corner ot the ecave sleeping the
morcing away. The place was fit-
tered with tin ecans. When aroused
Swift greeted his visitors cordlally and
explained to them his mode of llfp
and the reason therefor.
" “Civilization,” he eaid, “Is only an-
other evidence of how slavery can be
lifted up and made possibly. more re-
fined outwardly. The man who works
for his living is nothing more or less
than a slave. He Is a slave to the
whith of his employer, who.may dls-
charge him just like that,” and the
negro snapped his finger.

“If & man bas an {ncome today he
may not have ome fomorrow. The
consequence Is that both the man who
tolls for an employer and the man who
draws his income are slaves to worry,
neither of them knowing the peace
and happiness -that comes with the
quiet life. Men would llve forever if
it were not for worry, That's the
most subtle destroyer the human fam-
1ly 1s prey to, for it leads to all other
allments whose windup !s death.

“Here 1 am lving contented. No
one can demand rent or taxes, and
1 ind my living io the garbage on the
town dump, many fine morsels being
left in cans and otherwise thrown
away. There's rich living in garbage.”

The man's talk was rational, though
strange, and his conduct was qulet.
Therefore, the officers left him to his
lonely life.

“There ‘s a whole lot of genuine
truth in his phllosophy,” sald the
sheriff. “Men die from worry and
what comes in its train, and the race
will dle more rapidly as it advances
in clvilization, for the burden of tax
ation grows apace

Bullt-In Oll Palntings.
As & rule ofl palntinga are not

kept gardens.

When I descended at the door and
rang, the footman was not aware
whether Miss Lydia was in. He looked
at me somewhat suspiclously, I
thought, until I gave him my card and
fmpressed upon him meaningly that I
had come from London purposely to
see his young mistress upon a very lm-
portant matter.

“Tell her,” I said, “um I wish.to ece
her rasu:dlng her friend, Misa Elma
Heath.”

“Miss Elma’ *Eath," repeated the
wan. “Very well, sir. Will you walk
this way?” : .

T followed him across the blg old
oak-paneled hall; filled with trophies
of the chase and arms of' the clvil
wars, Into a small paneled room on
the left, the deep-set window with its
diamond panes giving out upon the old
bowling-green and the flower garden
beyond.

Presently the door opened, and a
tall, dari-haired girl in white entered
with an inquiring expressigh upon her
face as shbe halted and bowed to me.

“Mlss Lydla Moreton, I believe?” I
commenced, and a8 she replled in the
affirmative, I' went' on: 1 have first
to apologize for coming to you, but

Miss Sotheby, the nrh_:clml of the,

strikingly in the average
house. They do not harmenize with
efther water colors, blacks and whites
or brown photognphn and 1f ‘hung in

themselves. Often, too, the color of
the wall is not a good background
for an oll. A delightful disposition
for a low sort of a figure atudy Is
to leave it unframed and fit it in to
the central space of the wooden chim-
ney plece. The “plcture, thus’ made
a part of the structure of the room,
and surrounded by dark wood, has a
dignlty and value which It would never
achieve Io 2 gold {rame snd hanglng

on a wall.

Strength of F};h

An Englishman has made many ex-
periments with varlous insects,- such
2a caterplllars, fleas, butterfiies and
files, which show how extraordlnarily
strong these insects are. B

A bluebottle fiy ,weIghlne 1-28 of an
ounce was hitched by a thresd to a
tiny wagon and drew & total welght
of a little aver six ounces, or. practic-
ally 170 tlmes its own weight A
caterpillar harnessed {n & similar man-
per pulled 25 times its own welght.

A strong man with a “lke equip-
ment of large slze can at most move
but ten times his own weight

the same-room need a Wall space to | |

Nended victim.

COULD NOT -
STAND ON FEET

Mrs. Baker So Weak—Could
Not Do Her Work—Found
Relief In Novel Way.

Adrian, Mich. — 1 suffered terribly
with female weakness and backache and

the floor I would get
sowesk that Iwould
have to get & drink
every few minutes,
and before I did jny
dusting Iwould have
to lie down. I got
80 poorly that my folks thought I was
going into consumption. One day I
found & piece of paper blowing around
the yard and I picked it up and read it.
It said *Seved from the Grave,’ and
told what Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegeta-
ble Compound has done for women. I
showed it to my husband and he aaid,
*Why don't you try it?’ SoIdid, and
after 1 had taken two bottles I feit
better and X said to my husband, Tdon’t
need any rore,” and he said ‘You hnd
better take it a littlo-ignger anyway.’
$01 took it for three months and got
well and strong.” —Mrs. ALONZO E.
BAKER, 8 Tecumseh St., Adrian, Mich,
Not Well Enough to Work.
In these words is hidden the tragedy
of many a woman, housekeeper or wage
earner who supports herself and is often
helping to support a family, on mes;
wages. ‘Whe&aer in house, office, fac-
tore or kitchen, woman
Ahould remember that there is one tried
and true remedy for the ills towhich all
‘women are e, and that is Lydis E.
Pinkham's ergetabla Compound. , It
promotes that vigor which makes work
easy. The Lydia E. Pinkham Medicino
Lo., Lynn, Mass,
It a ten-year-old boy had the privi-

lege of selecting bis parents he wouid
plek out a different set.

4 Cross Ball Blue, made in America,
therefors the beat, delights the housenie.
sood grocers, Adv.

On the Farm.
Stella—You have been running.
Bella—Yes,- the milk condenser

chased me.

His Reason For Thinklng So.
Willlamson — What books have
helped Hooker most? .
Henderson—The ones he borrowed
from me, 1 suppose. He never re-
turned them.—Judge.

Not in It

Oldboy—1 suppose your many ad-’

mirers are getting jealous of me?

Miss Livelelgh—Oh, no! On account
of your age they all think you are call-
ing on mother.—Judge.

Lesser Evil.
“I see they are having fresh earth-
quake shocks {n Calitornfa.”
“Yes; criticized as it is, I prefer
our ground rept system to the one
they have out there.

The War Zone.
“Have a plece of this old Engilsh
‘cheese?”
“Why, it looks llke Swiss cheese;
it's full of holes.”
“Yes, I know; it got riddled coming
over.”

No Sale.

“Can I interest you in a set of the
‘Secret Memolrs of the Court of Louis
XIV?'" asked the book agent. _
.o, you can’t/ answered his In-
TI'm all fed up with
that kind of resdlng. I'm a court
stenographer, and I've just . finished
transcriblag the testimony in a sensa-
tional divorce case.”

Men Out
To Win.

appreciate  that  brain,
nerves and muscles can be
kept up to par only by
right' living and careful
selection of food.

" Thousands of such men
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GrapeNuts

because this food yields
the maximum nourishment
of prime wheat and barley
of which it is made.

Grape-Nuts also retains
the wonderful mineral ele- .
ments of the  grains so
esgential for the daﬂy Tepair
of brain and nerve tissue,
but which are so often lack-
ingiﬁ the usual dietary.

“There s a Rea.son

for

Grape-Nuts

.i —sold by Grocers.




