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Another dead one up there, eh?"
persizted the same voice.

“No. Maps 'n° things 't Hodges.
up at the camp. Devil of a burry,
ain't he, to order us up at night?
Tell — 1o hustle out with the bot-
tle. will \D\|

Th> speaker sent the lash of his
whin = through the air in
place of supplyizg a nime.

Maps aud thim -for  Hodges—
Wekusko!™ misped Philin inwardly

He listened for {further information.
None came, and soon the raan called
Fingy jumped from the hox. cracked
his whin with a wheezing command
to the dogs. and the sledge moved on.

And so his caotors were taking
him to Wekunsko?—and more than
that. to Hodges. chief of construction
whose life had been attempted by
the prizoner whom Inspector Mac.
Gregor had ordersd him to bring
down! Had Fingy spoken the truth”
And. if 0. was this another mart o
the mvstirious plot foreseen by the
fnczomos?

During the next ho!f howr, in which

the slodge traveled steadiiy over-the

smooth, hard trait into the north.
Philip asked himeelf ‘these and a
score of other questions equally per.
plexing. He was certain thaj the
beautiful voung womasn whom he had
followed had pnrposely lured hinr in.
to the amhush. He considered him-
selt her prisoner. Then why should
he “constuned, \lke a parcel. o
freight. to Hedges. her husband’s ac
cuser. and the man who demanded
the full penaity of the law for hir
assailant? The more he added fo
the cuestions that leaned into his
mird the more mvstified he became.

18 strove to unburden his mind for
a time. and turned his head so that
he conld peer throngh the hole in the
side of the box. The moon had risen,
and now and then he caught flashes
ot the white srow in the opens. but
more frequentls only, the black
shadows of the, forest through which
they were passing. They had not
left 1o Pas more than two henrs be.
hind when the sledgs stopped again
and Philip saw a few
a short digtance awa

“Must be, Wekusko,

be

he thought.

A volce came sharply from the op.
posite side of the box.

“Is that you. Fingy?" it demanded.

“Your maps and things. =ir)"
piled Flngy hoarsely,
.80, thought we'

. do 1t

Phllip heard the closing of a door,
and footsteps erunched In. the snow
close to his ears.

“Love .0 God’" came the voige,
again.. "What's this you've brought
them 4p in, ‘Fingy?”

“Coffin box. sir. Only thing the
maps 'd 6t into, and it's been layin’
around useless since MacVee kem
down [o Tt. "Mebby you can find use
for it, later," be chuckled grewsome-
1y. “Ho-ho-ho! mebbe you can!"

A moment later the box. was lifted

" and Philip knew that he was belrr

cdrried up a step and through a door
Then with a suddenness that startleéc

., him he found himselt standlng up.
! right. Hisprison had been set on
> end!

ot et man-oblectér
“Hodged, for Phillp was now certaln
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)
|(hnt he was In the presence of the
chiet of construction. “Put it down
—over there in the corner.”

“Not on your life,” retorted Fingy,
cracking his finger bones fiercely.
See here, Mister Hodges, 1 ain't a
cownrd, but 1 blieve in bein' respect-
ful to the d:ad. 'n’ to a box that's
held one. It says on .that red card,
‘Head—This end up’ en’, s'elp we,
it's going to be wp. unless you put It
down. I aia’t goin’ to be ha'nted by

no ghosts! Ho, ho, ho—" ile ap-
proached close to the box. “T'l taker|
‘lhlt red card off, Mister Hodres. [t

-jain’{ nat’ral when there aln't nothing

but maps ‘n’ things in it"

| =1t the cloth had not been abont his
that

mouth. it s possible
! would not have restr:
| pression of his astonishment at what
happened an instant later, The card
was torn off, and a ray of light shot
linto his eves. Through a narrow stit
;not more than a nuarter of an inch
wide. and ¢lx inches long, he found
! himsell staring eut into the room.
The huge gray-bearded man wha had

Philin

set upen him from the ambush was
the door, about to leave. Fingy
| was close behind him. And in the

rear of these two. as if eager for
ltheu' departure, was Hodges, chiet of
construction,
No sooner had the men gone than
;ll')d"bs turned back to the table in
I'the center of the office. It was not
difficult for Philin to see that the
.man’s face wa¢ fiushed and that ‘he
was laboring under some excitement.
He sat down, fumbled over some pa-
pers. rose quickly to lis feet, looked

" at his watch. and began pacing back

.and forth across the room.

“So she’s cominz.” he chuckled
at last!™
1 He lonk(‘d at  his watch again,

2 straightenéd bis cravat before’a mir-
{ror. and rubbed his hands with a Jow
Ilaugh. “The littie beauty has sur-
réndered.” he went om, his face
turning for an instant toward the
coffin box. “And it's time—past
time.”

A lizht knock sounded at the door,
and the chief spranz to open it. A
figure darted past him. and for but a
breath a white. beautiful face was
turned-toward Phillp and his prison
—the face of the young women
whom he had seen but two hours he-
‘ore in Le Pas. the face that had
pleaded with him that night, that had
smiled upon him from the photo-
graph, and that seemed to bé masked
now in a cold marble.like horror. as
'ls glorious eyes. like pools of glow-

ng fire, seemed scarching him out
'hm\lgh that narrox slit In the
zoffin box.

Hodzes had advanced. with arms

-eaching out, and the woman turned
with a low. gobbing breath breaking
+ ‘rom her Jlps.
Another step and ifodges wauld
. ave taken her in h\s&inrma. bt she
svaded him with & qifick movement,
and pointed to a chair at one side of
the table.

“$it down!" she crled softly.
down, and llsten!™

Was it fancy, or did her eves turn
with almost a prayer in them to the
box againet the wall?” Philip’s heart
vag beating like @ drum. That one

“8it

vord “listen”™ he knew was intended
“or him.
“Sit  down. she reneated. as

“Todges hesitated. “Sit down—there
-—and 1 will sit here, Refore—betore
vou touch me, I want an understand-
ing.
—listen!™

Again~ that one word—"listen!"—
Philip knew was intended for him.

The chiel had dropped into his
chair. and his visitor seated herself
opposite him, with her face toward
Philip. She flung back the fur from
i about her shoulders, and took off her
i *ur turban, so that the light of the
| bix hanging tamp fell full upon the
“glort of her hair, and set off mors
v the ivory pallor of her cheeks,
in which = short time before Philip
{had seen the rich crimson glow of
ll.e and something that was not fear.
e must come to an understand-
|ng, she repeated. 8xIng her eyes
Lsteadily upon the man before her.
“I wovld sacrifice my life for him—
for mv husband—and you are de.
manding that [ do more than that. T
must be sure of the reward!"
7 Hodges leaned forward eagerly, as
i it about to speak, but she Interrupted
fhim.
“Listen!” she cried, a fire begin
| ning to burn through the whitenes
of her cheeks. “It was you whe
urged him to come up hera when,
through Tistortunie, we lost our little
home down fn Marion. You offered
him work. and he accepted it. be.
Jleving you a friehd. He stnl thought
you 2 friend when T knew that you
were- a traltor. planning and schem.
ing to wreck his iife and mine. He
ivould ‘mot listen when I spoke to
“4m, without arousing his suspicions,
3t my, abhorrence of you. ‘He trusted
:ou. He was ready to fight for you.
And you—vou.

In her excitement the young wo.
Tan's hands gripped the edges "o
he table.” For' 8 "few moments her

You will let-me talk, and listen |

.he was about to say.

breuth seemed to choke her. and

u followed me about
like & aerpenl‘ maklng every hour of
my life one of mlsery, because he be.
leved in you, =nd I dared net tell
him. 8o 1 kept it from him—until
that night you came to our cabln
when he was away, and dafed to
take me in your arms, to kiss me,
and 1—1 tald bim then, and he hunted
you down: and would have killed you
if there badn't been others near to
glve you help, My God. I love him
more because of that! But I was
wrong. T should have killed you'!™

She stopped, her breath brecking
in a sob. With a sudden movement
Hodges sprang from his chowr and
canie toward her, his face fushed.
his lips smiling; but, quicker than
he, Thorpe's wife was upon her feet,
and from his pricon Philip saw the
rapid rising and falling of her bosom.
the threatening fire in her beautiful
ves as she faced aim.

“Ah, but you are beautitul!™ he
heard the man say.
With a ery, in whieh there way

mingled all the passion and gloating
Joy of triumph, Hodges cauzht her
in his arms. In that mement every
vein it Phillp’s body seemed fvoded
with fire, He saw the woman's face
agzain, rew tense ond white in an
~qony of terror, saw her struggle to
frop horsell, heard the smothered cry
that foll from her lips. For the first
tlme he strained to free himsell, to cry
out throuzh the thick bandage that
xagzed him. The bot trembled. His
mightiest effort almost sent it crash.
ing to the floar. Sweating, power-

legs, he looked again through the
narrow slt. In the struggle the
wom~n's hair had loosened, and

tumbled now in shming magses down
her back. Her hands were gripplng
at Hodges' throat.. Then one of
them crept down to her bosom. and
with that movement there came &
terrible. muffled repori. With a
groan the chief staggered back and
sank to the floor.

For a moment. stupefied by what
she had done. Thorpe's wlite stood
wlith smoking pistol In her hand. gaz-
ing upon the still form at her feet.
Then, slowly, like one facing a ter-
rible accuser, she turned straight to
the coffin box. The weapon that she
held fell to the floor. Without a
tremor in her beautiful face she went
to one side of the room. picked up
a small belt-ax, and began prying oft
the cover to Philip's prison. There
was still no hesitation. ne tremble ot
fear in her face or hands when the
cover gave way and Philip stood re.
vealed, his face as white as her own
and bathed in a perspiration of ex-
citement and horror. Calmly she
took away the cloth about hiz mouth,
loosened the straps about his legs
and arms and bedy, and then she
steod  back. still  speechless. her
ands clutching at her bosom while
ghe waited for him to step forth.

His first movement was to fall up-
on his knees beside Hodges. He
bowed his head, listened, and held
his hand under the man's walstcoat.
Then he looked up. The woman was
bending over him, her cyes meeting
his own unflinchingly. -

. low tones of the wo-
man's volce rose scarcely above a
whisper. The meaning of her words
sank into his very soul.

“My sister—" he repeated, hardly
knowing that the words were on his
Hps. “My—"

“Or—your wife.” she Jnterrupted,
and her hand rested gently for a
moment upon his shoutder. "Of your

“wife—what would you have had her

do?"

Her voice—the gentleness of her
touch. sent his mind flashing back
to that othar tragic moment in o Ij
tle cabln far nerth, when he had al-
mst killed a man, and for less than
this that he had heard and seen. Tt
seemed, for an instant, as though
the volce 50 near to him was com-
ing. faintly, pleadingly, from that
other woman at Lac Bain—the wo-
man svho_had almost caused a trage-

dy simllar to this, only with the
sexes changed. He would have ex-
cused Colonel Becker for killing

Bucky Nome. for defending his own
honor and his wife's. And here—
now—was a woman who had fought
and kliled for her own honer, and to
save her husband. His sister—his
wife— Would he have had them do
this? Would he have Mrs, Becker,
the woman he loved, defend her
honer as this woman had defended
hers? Would he not hdve loved her
ten times—a hundred times—more
for doing so?

He rose to his feet, making an ef-
tort-‘to. steel - himdelf- against the
Iustice;of what he.had seen—against
the glory of love. of womanhood, of
trlumph which he saw shining in her
eyes.

“I understand now,” he sald. “You
had me brought here—in this way—
that I might hear what was sald, and
ase 1t as evidence. ‘But—"

“Oh, my God. I did not mean to do
this,” she erfed. as If knowing what
“I thought
that If he betraved his vileness to
you—ijf he knew that the world would
know, through you..how he had at-
tempted o destroy a home, and how
ke offered my husbaud’s freedom In
exchange - for—but you saw, you
beard, and you must understand! He
would not dare to go on-when he
knew that all this would become
public. My husband would have
been free.:. But mow—" .

“You have killed him,” satd Phiilp.

There -was- bo- $ympathy fn his
volce, -1t ‘was the cold, passlonless
accusation of & man of the law, and

L her yolce liem-

‘them.

e weuwun Dowcn her
hands. He put on his service cap,
tightened bis belt, and touched her
gently;on the arm.

“Do you know where your husband
is confined?" He asked. *I will take
you there, and you may remaln with
him ténight.”

She brlghlened
she said. “Com:

They passed lhmugh the door, clos-
Ing it carefully behind them, and the
woman led the way to a dark, win.
dowless building a hundred yards
from the dead ‘chier’s headquarters,

“This s the camp prison,” she
whispered.

A man clad (in a great bear-skin
coat as on ghard at the door. In
the he Philip’s
uniform. B

“Hete tire orders from the inspec-
tor,” sald Philip. holding out Mac-
Gregor's letter; "I am to have charge
of the prisoner.. Mrs. Thorpe is to
spend ithe night with hir.”

A moment later the door was open.
ed and the woman pacsed in. As he
turned: away Ppilip heard a low sob.
bing cry, a mags startled voice. Then
the dopr swung heavfiy on its hinges
and there was silence.

Five. minutes later Philip was bend-
ing agaln over m:o dead man. A sur-
prising transform-tion had come over
him now. His,face was flushed and
his strong teeth shone in eneerine
hatred| as he govered the body with

lnstanll)‘, “Yes,”

a bhn!{etv Oif the wall hung a peair
of overalls ond a  worklng.man’s
heavy coat. These ard Hodges' has

he quickly put o In place of his own
uniform Once more he went out
into the night.

This| tlme he came up back of the
prison.! The ghurd was pacing back
and forth in beaten path, 8o
thickly muffled :about the ears tha’
he did not hear Philip's cautlous
footsteps behind him. When he turn-
ed he Tound the ‘mnazle of a revolver
within!arm's lepath of his face.

“Hands up!” dommanded Philip.

The  astonishPd wman oleved wih-
oul a word, |

“It you make,& move or the slight.
est sound T'l,kill vou!" continued
Phillp. threatedinglv. “Drop your
hands behind yan—there, like that!"

With quicknbss and skill he, se-
cured the guard's wrists with one of
the coffin box ‘straps .and gagged
him h the 'sAme cloth that hac
been tjsed upon himerlf. He had ob
served, fthat hisypriconer carried the
key to the padid@ked cabin in one of
his codt pocket§-and after possessing
himself of thig"he made him seat
himeelf in the deep shadnw, strapped
bis ankies, and:then unlocked the
prison; door.

There was a 3ight tnside, and from
berond this the white faces of the
man and the woman stared at him a-
he entered. e man was leanins
back In his cot,find Philip knew tha
the wife had rigen suddenly, for on:
arm was still enclrcilng his should
ers, and a hand was resting on hi:
cheek as if shé 'had been stroking 1
caressingly  ‘when he Interrupted
Her beéantiful, startled eyes
gazed at him defiantly now.

Hei advancedginto the light. took
off bis hat, and’smiled.

With a cry Thorpe's wife sprang
to her feet.

“Sh.h-h-h-h!” warned Phillp, raising
s hand and pointing to the door be-
hind ‘them.

Thorpe had rigen. Without a word
Philip advanced\ and held out his
hand; Only half understanding, the
prisoner reached forth his own. As.
for an instant, the two men stood in
this position, one smiling, the other
transfixed with wonder, there came a
stiflell, sobbing , cry from behind.
Philip turned. The woman stood In

t th—and never, not
even at Lac Bain, had he seen a wo-
man; more beautiful than Thorpe's
wife!at that moment.

A8 if' nothing had happened, he
went to the table, where there was a
pee and ink and -a pad of paper.

“Perhaps )Dunvxlle ‘hasn't told you
everjthing that has happened tonight,
‘Thorpe,” he sald. “If she hasn’t, she
will—soon. Now, listen!”

He had pulled a small book from
an [hner pocket and was writing.

“My name I3 Steele. Philip Steele,
of the Royal Mounted. Down in
Chicago T've got n father, Philip Eg-
bert: Steele, a banker, who's worth
halt a dozen milllons or so. You're
going dewn to.'him gs fast as dog-
sledge and tralt can_carry you, and
youll give him’ this note. It says
that! your name 1s Johnson, and that
for my sake hel§ going to put you on
your feet, so t it is going to be
pregty. blamed Fomfortable for your-
self-—and the oblest little woman
l\e»e\er met.3 Do you understand,
Thorpe”"

HE looked ‘up. “Thorpe’s wife.had
gone to her husband. She stood now,
half {n bls arm§¥ and looking at him;
ag_they were, they reminded him of
a cuuple who had played the finale in
@ drame which. he had seen 4 year
Yefore.

“There is one favor which you
mugt do me, T}orne.” he went on.
“At home I am rich. Up here I'm
only Phil Steslé of the Roval Mount-
ed.! I'm telllnfgrou #o that vou won't
think that T'mFAriphing myself when
1 make you (i} this. Its a little
ready cash, ‘a check for a thou-
sand dollars. ime day. if you want
to, 10‘1 can pay it back. Now hustle
up ‘and get on your clothes. T imagine
that vour rrlends are somewhere
nedr—with the sledge that Brought
me up from Le Pae. - Tomorrow, of
codrse. 1 shall _be compelled to take
upi the pursult”” But If you hurry §
don't belfeve that T shall catch you."

He rose and put o his hat, leav-

ing the mone
table. The woman staggered toward
him, the man following In a dazed,
stucned sort of way. He saw the
woman's arms reaching out to him
again, a look in.her beautitut face
that he would never forget.

In enother mioment he had opened
the door and was gone.

CHAPTER VIIL
Another Letter For Philip.

ROM beside his prisoner fn

the deep gloom Philip saw
" Thorpe and his wife come

out of the cabin & minute
later and hurry away through the
night. Then he dragged the guard
into the prison. relocked the door,
left the key 4n tbe lock, and returned
to Hodge's office to replace the old
clothes for his uniform.

Not until be stood looking down
upon the degd body again did the
enormity of Wis own offense begin to
crowd upon him. But he was ot
frightened nor did he regret what hr
had done. He turncd out the light.
sat down, coofly filled his pipe. and
began {urning the affair over, detail
by detall, in his mind. He had, at
least, followed Inspector MacGregor's
injunction—he had followed his con-
sclence. Hodges had got what he de
served. and he had saved a man and
a woman,

But in spite of his first argument
he knew that MacGregor had no!
foreseen n tragedy of this sort, and
that, in the eves of the law. he was
suilty of activelv asslsting in thr

-fight of two people who could no*

mossibly escape the penalty of justlec
—it'caught. But they would not Be
~aught. He assured himself of that
smiling grimly in the darkne€d Ne
ane al Wekusko eould explain wha*
had happened. He was positive tha’
the guard had not recoznized him
and that .he would think one o
Thorpe's friends had effected the
rescue.  And MacGregor—

Philip chuckled as he thonght o
the condemning evidence in his pog
session, the stranze arders whict
would mean dismissal for the inspec
tor. and perhars & greater punlsh
ment, if he divnlzed them. He woul”
be safe in telling MacGrezor some
thing of whz* had occurred in th
'ittle cabin. And then, as he sat i
his grim atmosphere of death,
thought came to him of M'sieur Jan
ette’s skull. of Burky Nome. and o
the beautiful young wife at Lac Bain
1t Mrs. Becker could know of this
too—if Bucky Nome. buried some
where deep in the northern wilder
ness, could "see Hedges as he la*
there. dead on the cabin floor! T
the one it would be a still greate
nunishment. to the other a warnlns
And vet, even as he thought of th
wolonel’s wife and of her flirtatlo®
vith Nome, a vision of her face cam
o him again, filled with the marve!
ous sweetnegs, the purlty and th-
Tove which had enthralled him besid
the camp-fire:

For several hours Phllip remaine:
in the shelter of Hodges' office. Wit
early dawn he stole out into th:
‘orest, and a Iittle later made his ap
pearance in camp. saying that he ha-
spent the night at T.e Pas. Not unt’
an hour later was it discovered thr
Hodges had been killed. the guar
made a prisoner. and that Thorp
and his wife were &one. ¢ Philip »
onee took charge of affairs and put
strain on hlg professional knowledg
by declaring that Thorpe had ur
doubtediy fled into the North. Earl
in the afterncon he started in pur
sult.

A dozen miles north of the Wekus
ko camp he swung at right angles t-
the west, traveled fifteen miles, the"
cut o straight course south It wa-
three dags later before he showed u
at Le F:IS. and learned that no on
had seqn or heard of Thorpe and hi
wife. vo days later he walked Int
MacGrefor's office.  The inspecto
fairly leaped from his chair to greer
him.

You got them, Steele!” he cried
ou got them after the mur—the
killlng of Hodges?"

Philip handed him a erumpled bi*
of paper.

“Those were your latest Instruc.
tions. sir.” he replied quietly
followed them to the letter.”

MacGregor read. and his face turn-
ed as white as the paper he held
“Good God!" he gasped.

He reeled rather than walked back
to his deek, dropped into-a chair an®
buried his face in his nrms, his
shoulders shaking like those of a sob.
hing bor. Tt-wes a“long time before
he looked up, and during these min.
ntes. Philip, with hig head bowed low
to the other, told him of all that had
happened In the llttle room at We.
kusko. But he did not say that it
was he who had surprised the guard
2nd relessed Thorpe and his wlite.

At last MacGreror raised hls head.

“Philip.” he sald. taking the young
man’s hand In both his own, “since
she was a little girt and T a big.
strapping playmate of nineteen,” 1
have loved her. She Is the onl¥ gir!
—the only woman—I have ever loved.
You understand? 1 .am almosti- old
enough to be her father. She w:
never Intended for me. ‘But thififs
ike this happen—sometimes, and
when she came to plead with me theé
other day 1 almost vlelded That Is
why 1 choge vou. warned you—"

He stopped. and a sob rase in his
breast.

“And at Jast you did yleld." sald
Philip.

The inspector gazed at him' for a
moment in sitence. Then he eal
“It was tenm years ago, on her sev.

enteenth birthday. that T made her a
present of a littls siiver-bound auto.

d the check on the |

1 bouk, and on the first page of
< beok I wrote the words which
“aved her husband—and her. Do you
nnderstand now, Philip? It was her
last card, and she played it well” .

He smiled faintly, and then sald,
s if to wo one but himself, “God
less her!”

He looked:down on the big, tawny
“oad that wos bowed agaln upon the
‘esk. and placed his hands on the
ther's- shoulders.

‘God bless her!” echoed Philfp.

on are not alone In your sor-
‘ows, Felix MacGregor,” he said soft-
‘v. “Yon asked me if | was beauty-
aroof Yes, I am. And it is becausa
»f something like this, becanse of &
‘ace and a soul that have filled my
“ieart, because of a woman that is not
‘nine, and never can be mine, because
f a love which ever burns. and must
~ever be known—It is bacauce of this
‘hat T am beauty-proof. God bless
‘his little woman, MaeGregor—and
‘ou—and I—will never ask where she
1as gone.”

MacGregor's hand renched out and
ripped his own in silence. 1n that
hand-clasp there was se2led a pact
“etween them, and Philip returned
‘o his barrm:kﬁ room to write a let-
‘er, n caré of his father, to the man
-nd woman whom he had helped to
sscape luto the south. He spent the
weater part of that day writing. It

;ame fn with the mail.
“One for you. Ph! he sald. tossing
U letter on Pbillp's table. “Looks as
*hough it had been through a war.”
Philip nplcked up the letter as the
-ergeant left him. He dropped his
sen with a low whistle. He could
ee at a glance that the letter had
‘ome an unusual journey. It was
firty. and crumpled, and ragged at
he ends—and then. on the back of
‘t, he found written in ink, “Lac
3ain.”  Hls fingers trembled as he
‘ore open the envelope. Swiftly
'Ead His breath came in a msnmg
v from between his lips. his face
urned as white as the crumpled pa-
ner, and then. as suddeniy, a flush
St excitement leaped into his cheeks,
-eplacing the pallor  His eves seem-
~d blinded before he had half finished
‘he letter, and his heart was pound-
‘ng with suffocating force. |
‘This was what he read:
“My Dear Phillp Steele:
Your letter, and the skull, came to
18 today | thank God that chance
“rought me into my Isobel’s room in
ime,.or 1 fear for what might have
wappened it was a terrible punish.
nent, my dear Steele, for her—and
or me. But I deserved It more than
the. That very night—after lsobel
‘eft the table—she insisted that I ex- .
slain.  When [ returned to lhe’mom
Jelow, you were gone. [ waitedr and
hen went to vour cdbin. You know
vhy I did not find you. Steele. Isobel
is not my wife. She is my daughter.
“Mrs. Becker had planned to come
with me to Lac Bain from Fort
Churchill. and we wrote the factor
to that effect. But we changed our
nlans. Mrs. Becker returned on the
London ship. and Isobel came with
me. Tn a spirlt of fun she suggested
that for the first fow hours ehe be al-
fowed to pass as—well, you under-
stand. The joke was carrfed too far.
When she met you—and Bucky Nome
—it ceased to be a joke, and almost
hecame a tragedy. For those - few
minutes before the fire Tsobel used
her disgulse as a test. She came to
me, before you jolned us, and whis-
pered to me that Nome was a scoun.
drel, and that she would punish him
before the evening was over. In thad
short space of that evening she knew
that she had met one of the most
despicable of blackguards in Nome,
and one of the neblest of men in you.
And not untll she saw on you the
effect of what she was dolng did
n\er\(hlng dawn fully upon her.
ou know what happened She
left the table suddenlv, overcome by
shame and terror. When I returned
later, and told her that T could not
find vou. it wae impossible to com-
fort her. She lay In her bed cr)'h*
all that night. | am telling you &
this, because to me my daughter is
one of the two mast preclous things
on earth, the sweetest and purest
little eirl that ever breathed [ can
not deseribe to vou the effect unan
her of.the skull and the letter, For-
give us—forgive me. Some day we
moy meet again.
“Svivester Becker.”

Like one in a dream Philip pirked
up the tors envelope. Something
dropped from it upon the table—a
Uny. cluster of violets that had been
pressed and dried between the pages
of a book, and when he took them tn
hig fingers he found that thelr stems
were tied with a slugle thread ot
golden hair!

(TO BE CONTINUED)
TREASURE-ISLAND.

Trinldad thé Place Where Piraten
Sscreted Their Plunder,

Eight hundred miles from the gnaln-
land, far but {n the South Atlanto,
les the rocks. uninhabited island of
Trinidad, }yhich,_is reputed to be full
of treasure loft by plrates and wreck-
ers -nearly” @ hundred years ago.
,'{’PW gmiable gentry made the lone.
' 1eland a rendezvous from which
they preved upon safling ships blown
out of thelr courese to the Horn and
becalmed in these inhospitable seas.
Somewhere in the recesses of the
island, according fo all accounts, a
rich store of golden treasure lies
‘hidden, and rn etpedition te search
Tof it"has recentlv ‘beeni projected.

Tt 18 easler to take things as they
come than to give them up as they go.

vas late fn the afternoon that Moody4r™
i,

ke



