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DUCING
= = Tommy Barclay

ANITA STEWART... .~ - - The Goddess
WBITTEN BY GOUVERNEUR MORRIS

&

(One of the most notable figures in American Literature)

Dramatized into a Photo-Play by

CHAS. W. GODDARD

Author of ““The Perils ot Pauline”

Copyright, 1915, by The Star Co.
Rights Reserved.

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTER.

After the tragic death of John Amesbury, his

Prostrated wife, one of America’s great:

st beau-
tles, di
of t

kidnaps the beautiful three-
and brings her up In a para-

ros
Yyear.old baby
dise where she se:
» who instruct her for her mis-
e world. At the age of eighteen
e Is suddenly thrust into the world where

find her.

Fift years later, while in the
Tommy ls'the first to meet Celestia
from he paradise, nelther recognizes the other.

Tommy rescues Celestia from Stiiiiter, They
7]

hide in the mountalns. Later Stilliter "1
Celeatla back, and taking her to New York plac

er In Beleview Hospital, where her sanity

roven. Returning to get her, he finds she has
eft with Tommy, who loses her In New York,
but finds her next day living with the Douglas
family. He follows Celestia to a factory where
she addresses the workers. A fire breaks out
and Tommy saves her.

Celestia attends fashionable ball at Bar-
clay’s home. She at once becomes the center
of attraction. Soclety accepts her message In a
manner that greatly pleases the Triumvirate.

Tommy goes to the Pennsyivania mines with
Carson and Cracowitz, after Mr. Barclay had
refused to see them. Arriving at the mines
Tommy prevents an outbreak among the min-
ers, but falls in bringing about a state of pe:
instead he gets In trouble, which would ha
resuited in his being lynched, only for the timely
arrival of Celes who saves him.

The Miners have planned &n attack upon the
stockade. ' Kehr having hoped for this Is well
prepared. That night Celestia visite the stock-
ade and speaks to Kehr's men causing them
to turn against him. Kehr has her locked up
in the morning, but with Tommy’s help she
escapes and speaks to the miners.

INSTALLMENT XI.

the narrowest kind of an escape from

being blown to pieces by dynamite, did
not make their feeling for Kehr and his men
any friendlier, but one thing was (jerlaln, it
harm came to the girl who had risked her
life to warn them of their danger, it would
have to come to her over their dead bodies.
Wherever she went among the strikers she
was welcomed with a kind of gallant adora-
tion. Sometning about her seemed, when she
entered a room to pull the rudest u.n‘d the
most ignorant men to their feet. Every-
where she went she preached her gospel,
softened hearts and made men and women
hopeful of better things. Her rostrum was
the kitchen, the front steps, the shade of
an elm. She was indefatigable. No mind,
however feeble, was unworthy of her great-
est pains. Little children she took upon her
knee and talked sense to them. And pres-
ently only those who were naturally blood-
thirsty and who loved violence for its own
sake, talked openly of attacking the stockade.
It seemed to Celestia that the strikers’ de-
mands were not unjust, and she determined
to end the strike by persuading Kehr and
the men he represented to meet their de-
mands.

Elections were coming on and the best way
to secure the labor vote was to see that la-
bor's envelope was better filled than ever
before. With a new’ form of government
in control of the nation’s most disinterested
"Fd able men, there would be such a saving
o

T}‘{A’I‘ 80 many of the strikers had had

national waste that doubling the pay of
every laborer in the country would be but
& drop in the bucket.
Tommy could not see any possible good in
4 Celestia’s form of millennium.
He felt that, innocently of course, and with
‘he best intention, she was trying to betray
" labor into the hands of capital, and he fought
her doctrine‘tooth and nail. But what she
seemed to offer was so glittering and allur-
ing to the poor and needy, that Tommy's
opposing arguments found few listeners in
Bitumen. e

Celestia preached that government of )
paogle by tlt)w people, for the people has been
proved a gigantic fallure, for two excellent
reasons (1) it isn't by the people, and (3)
it isn't for the people. The fathers who set
down some very noble aspirations in black
and white, were instantly succeeded by poli-
ticians who twisted those aspirations to their
own ends. We are to-day a government of
the people by the politicians and for the
politiclans. Patriotiem, if it isn't dead, has
gone to sleep. There are patriotic Virginians,

triotic Vermonters too, but theré are very
few patriotic Americans. If the great city
of New York under the threat of the enemy’s
guns was mulcted of a billion dollars in trib-
ute, do you think the states far from salt
water would care? They'd make a loud noise
with their newspaper, but a majority of their
patriotic inhabitants, I think, would laugh
up their slesves. And this sort of thing is
the fault of the politiclans who have be-
clouded all the clear issues.

That every city of the size of Pottawotauni
should have a post office twice too big for it
{8 not doing anything for the people. A navy

ywerful - enough to protect the Atlantic

'oast and the Pacific Coast from any enemy
or group of enemies, would be doing some-
thing for the people. The salaries of Con-

nd 8 1

A& a s, and paid
r\thout reason or justice would go far

to-
ward eradicating consumption. As it is, the
money is absolutely wasted. If some Con-
gressmen and Senators are able and patriotic,
ninety per cent. of them are the opposite,
and render really able and patriotic legisla-
tion out of the question.

No business run as these United States are
run could possibly be a success, Ng em-
ployee of such a busi could be
for failing in respect for his employers or

" in loyalty to them. So we want our coun-
try to _be respectable and a success, or don't
we? it be run with the same American

.“At her death Prof. Stilliter, an agent
n
8 N0 man, but thinks she ls

ents of the Interests are ready to pretend to

Irondacks,
she comes

“The Exploits of Elaine’

All Foreign efficiency with which the Standard Ofl Com-

pany has been run, and nobody will be poor,
and no part of any city will be dirty and
full of disease.

If there were no waste there would be
plenty of money for everybody, or at least,
of the things money can buy. Celestia was
insistent on this, and personally I am hanged
if I don’'t think she was right. The Lord God
gave us the apple tree. The kinder you are
to an apple tree, the kinder it will be to
you, and the more it will give you. But
maltreat it—let sod shut off air from its
roots, let horses and cows chew its bark
half off, let borers riddle it, San Jose scale
strangle it, Tent caterpillars defoliate it and
still it will for many years persist in giving
you something. Not the eagle should be the
emblem of America—a mean-heartsd, treach
erous bird—but the noble and generous ap-
ple. Belgium, I dare say, could be kept alive
for a month on the apples which rot on the
ground in Westchester County every Au-
tumn.

As we waste the apple, 80 we waste every-
thing else—raw material, finished product,
health and brains.

In the face of Kehr's stubbornness it was
not easy to make progress toward a settle-
ment of the strike; and at last Celestia tele-
graphed to Gordon Barclay and asked for
definite power to speak for the coal com~
panies and treat with the labor leaders.

He was very sharp with Kehr, humbled

<
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“But she doesn't seem to have im
His answer was a flying trip to Bitumen, You favorably?”

“Me! Hush!

I don’t say she hasn't

him gnd brow beat him, caused Gunsdorf and 800d looks of a kind, but what a man

the other leaders to be released, and then 56 in a namby pamby, goody-goody Iikemier
after a long secret conference with Profes- 8ets me.

sor Stilliter, he gave Celestia the power she long!”

asked for.

The stranger hesitated, then simply fol-

Well, I'm going to move on—So

Before returning to New York, he sent for lowed and overtook Mrs. Gunsdorf.

Gunsdorf et al, made a personal peace with

“Do you mind if I walk with you? I—I was

them, and obtained their political alleglance. B0INg your way.”

“Celestia,” he told them, “is right.” The
troubles between labor and capital are only &
one symptom of the great national wastage
that has gone on since the beginning of
things. The constitution is a fine instru-
ment, but it doesn't work as it was meant
to, because of the politicilans. We can't get
& new constitution without a revolution. But

I

“How do you know which way I was

olng 7"

“I fnean the way you are starting to go.”
The stranger laughed frankly.

ot the whole truth.

find out certain things.
porter and new at the business.
told me there was a big story here and for
He only gave me a

B
that revolution need not be bloody. We must ;:: thom{: &"gug‘;‘ l‘._:"dv ’

give up electing men to high office as prom-

ises of efficlency; and elect only men with thnf‘i):‘?

records of efficlency. We must be a nation

and no longer a collection of states pulling to

the government every which way for local 1
interests. We must see to it that the coun-
try is run like a trust bank or a great in-
dustry.

And he showed them how he believed that
Celestla’s system in question would wipe dis-
content from the face of the country.
to settle this strike.
you will get it.
recelve will no longer spell luxury.

No permanent good will come of makeshift

It isn’t a very
You see it means

“Tommy Barclay,”

want to ask me some questions?
Well, fire ahead.”

“Of course,” said the stranger, “anything
do with Mr. Gordon Barclay is a headline

or the newspapers, especially now that he

has taken up with the girl from Heaven, and

is advocating her policies. Mr. Barclay's
adopted son, as everybody knows, is on
the other side. I mean about the policies,

‘Well, I—I mean my newspaper has got a hint
that this—this young Mr. Barclay got into
“Celestia,” he sald, “has been empowered trouble down here—came very near getting
In her judgment you lynched, and that the reason was—well some-
are entitled to what you have asked for and thing to do with a woman.
But as the cost of living here.
keeps rising the advances which you are to must know all about everything that
You'll on.
be in precisely the same box you are in now. thing this story. Can’t you help me out?
began Mrs. Gunsdorf,
adjust; labor will find no permanent con- Pbaused, gritted her teeth—and went on,

such a lot to me,

tent under present conditions. I look to your mashed on the girl from Heaven.”
“Yes,” sald the stranger, almost in a whis-

individual and collective support for the
new constitution,
form it will sweep the country in November,

for its advantages to both labor and capital Gunsdorf resumed, “who'd be willing to

I believe that as a plat- per.

“There's a woman

in this town,” Mr

3

are 8o obvious that these two will be on the down and let bim tramp on her. No, I don't

same side for once, and henceforth, and when mean Celestia.
they are on the same side there is no resisting her namby pamby too-busy-to-think of love
them. kind of way.

Only Tommy and Mrs. Gundorf held out :;d !r\lo(vd in her veins,
Tommy had }'® oW

against Celestia’s influence.

I mean another woman w

Crazy jealous, she was, I guess

She likes him well enough in

Well, she made

Her love seemed to turn to hate, and sha
never been effected by her hypnotic sway, and o ﬁ.’ . ey
Mrs. Gundorf had devised a trick to thwart Made out that he—Oh, got too A Wi

it. Having learned that there was something

her, and yelled for help, and her husband
in Celestla’s eye, some power, which she 20d some friends came, and they was going

to lynch Tommy Barclay, had him on a lad-
could neither fathom nor resist, Mrs. Gundorf >
maintained her own independence in thought der with a rope around his neck, when along

and action by the simple expedient of never ®
meeting Celestia's eye.

Mrs. Gundorf was violently opposed to Ce-
lestia’s theories. This opposition was not ar-
rived at by elaborate mental process. The
two women loved the same man. And the

man very obviously loved Celestia (for when sh

he wasn’t with her, he was trying his best Wi
to be with her). This was enough to place
Mrs, Gunsdorf on any side of any Qquestion

if only it was the opposite to Celestia’s. that Mr.

Twice, when Celestia was addressing meet-
ings of strikers (in the interest of peace and
progress) Mrs. Gunsdorf succeeded in cre-
ating such violent disturbance that she had It
to be removed forcibly from the room.

The strikers’ favorite place fo. meeting was
in a large shabby dance hall, in the meanest
and most squalid section of Bitumen. Hav-
ing been ejected from this hall, Mrs. Guns-
dorf stood upon the outer steps, a picture of
impotent and jealous rage.

costume, rather suggested that she might be to
& lady’s maid, and whose features were not
distinctly visible, owing to a thick vell, turned

he came—-"

“The woman?"

“The girl from heaven.
and pretty soon she got hold of the woman,
and made her own up.”

“Made her?”

ants you to do.

And she talked,

“If you're fool enough to look in her eyes,
e can make you do any blame thing she
But I've learned sense. I
don’t look at her eyes, and then I'm all right.”

“And then there was no truth in the rumor

oman ?"

“No truth at all.”
The stranger made
wasn't a word or a

Barclay—got

too fresh with a

a small, falnt sound
sigh or & murmur, but

it seemed to mean something, for Mrs.
QGunsdorf stopped abruptly, looked sharply at
her companion, and said:

“You seem disappointed.”

g
“Yes, you!”

The stranger laughed nervously. They had
A young woman, who from her plain, neat halted just in front of the “Family” Entrance

a saloon.
X

want to know why you're disappointed.”
y,” said the stranger, a little lamely,

from perusing a bill-poster which announced I Might be a friend of Mr. Barclay's, and |

to the passerby the purpose of the meeting :"

at that moment in progress, to look at Mrs. f he

Gunsdort.

Mrs. Gunsdorf in turned eyed the stranger,
and her rage gave placed gradually to curi-
osity. Neatly and smartly dressed young
women were very rare in Bitumen.

being 80 I

igh

t think that it would be better for him
®got over his fancy for Celestia. And a
fancy for another person would prove that
he had, wouldn't 1t?”
‘Are you & friend of Tommy Barc!

ay ?”
After hesitation the stranger sald: “Yes”

“So am L" said

“Is the meeting over?” asked the stranger us. Let's g0 in here.”
A moment later Mrs. Gunsdorf and the

presently.

Mrs. Gunsdorf shook her head. stranger,

“Nor lkely to be as long as there's a fool in
left to listen. When she gets through speak-
ing, they yell for her until she has to speak
again. Ever hear her?"

shoulders with contem;
" sald
I don’t want to,”

“Thén what brings you to Bitumen? Peo-
ple are pouring in from all around to hear tu
There don't seem to be any
other reason for coming to Bitumen.”

t.
?ho stranger. “I think

water.
Mrs. Gunsdorf shrugged her vigorous mouthfu

Mrs. Gunadorf, “and that
guess we've got a talk coming to

facing other across a dirty table

& dirty windowed room that smelt of drink,

and a bartender with an evil face had served
them with a horrible mixture of whiskey and

Mrs. Gunsdorf gulped down a large
1 with apparent relish, but for the
stranger.one small sip seemed to be enough.

“We can talk straighter,” said Mrs. Guns-

dorf, “If you'll 1ift that vell.”

The stranger hesitated, then obediently
rned up the vell, and disclosed the reuglar

“I guess,” sald

and beautiful features of Mary Blackstone.

Gunsdort, after a mo-

“And that's
I came to Bitumen to
I'm a sort of re~
The boss

Is

Now you live
blg community. You

_ cover that thing up.

“is

Mary, smiling disclosed a string of Peark.

ment of admiring scrutiny, “we'll unswalow
the story about your being a reporter.
You're a friend of Tommy Barclay and you
belong in the same walks of life that he
does.”

Mary nodded.

“Well, I'm Mrs. Gunsdorf. I'm the woman
that tried to put him in Dutch.”

Miss Blackstone's eyes blazed with sudden
interest. .

“But you—you don't hate him any more?”

“Me. I hate him just the same way you
do. Neither more nor less. But I'll tell who
we de hate, if you don’'t know. We don't
hate each other because he's passed us both
up. We're in the same boat. We hate her.”

“We have good cause to.”

Mrs. Gunsdorf’s shapely hand shot across
the table and Mary Blackstone clasped it for
& moment in hers.

“I've told you my name,” said Mrs. Guns-
dorf.

“I am Mary Blackstone.”

“Gee!” exclaimed Mrs. Gunsdorf, “But I
thought she'd be dressed different. How do
I know you're not stringing me again?”

“These are my maid's clothes,” sald Mary,
“I didn’t want to be recognized.”

Mrs. Gunsdorf still looked a little doubt-
ful. And Mary, smiling a little touched the
neck of her dress and disclosed a string of
pearls, each pearl perfect and not much
smaller than a cherry

“I believe you,” saxd Mrs. Gunsdorf, *But
You don't want any-
body in Bitumen to know you've got that.”

“If I lost it,” sald Mary, “and the right
person found it,.I wouldn't care.”

She spoke in a cold, deflant sort of way, and
then fastened her dress once more over the
necklace.

“¥ou think,” said Mrs. Gunsdorf, “that if it
W= X't for her—you'd stand a chance?"

\, 't you feel a little that way too, Mrs.
Gum rf. You are wonderfully good look-
ing, » know, and Mr. Barclay seems to
in his lot with labor. It looks as if
3 ' the better chance of us two,
doesn't it?”

Mrs. Gunsdorf shrugged her shoulders.

“We couldn't stand any less chance than
we do now And the oftener he sees her, the
less that chance gets.”

“If she really comes from Heaven e

“The quicker she goes back the better?”

Mary laughed a cold little laugh.

“I'd not be the one to hold her back by
the skirts.”

“Nor L”

“But,” sald Mrs. Gunsdorf, “if she went to
Heaven, and anyone in this town had a hand
in sending her, and got found out—" she
shuddered, “that person would be torn to rib-
bons.”

“Where does she live?”

“They’ve fixed tents for her and her party
just outside the town.” They call it, “Head-
quarters of Celestia—the girl from Heaven.”

‘“Who is her party?”

“There’s Professor Stilliter—I guess she goes
to him when she's in a fix for what to say
next. There's a kind of half-witted fellow,
named Douglas. She keeps a couple of sec-
retaries going day and night. There's a cook
and servants, lots of people. Wouldn't be
easy to come at her.”

“Have you any idea,” asked Miss Black-
stone, “how much these pearls I showed you
are worth? No idea? A woman could live
on the income. Sk could wear pretty clothes,
and have servants. If she had a husband she
didn't Hke, she could afford to divorce him.
Do you knew what I'd do if anyone should
come to me and tell me that a certain per-
BON Was never going to get in anvbody’s way
again? I'd give these pearls to that person,
gladly or I'd lose them where that person
could find them.”

“What's the use of wishes when your
heart's sore.”

“No use at all” admitted Miss Blackstons,
“and still 'd rather be rich and heart broken,
than poor and heart broken, wouldn’t you?’

“Yesa.” sald Mra Gunsdorf, thoughtfully, “I
would.”

Miss Blacksktone rose, her hand at her
throat where the pearls lay.

“I hope,” she said, “that I shall have the
pleasure of seeing you again—soon. What
do you think?”

4 “Oh,” sald Mrs. Gunsdort, “I shouldn’t won-
er.”

And she too rose from the table, with a look
in her eyes at gnce and resolved.

4nd now the town of Bitumen became, as
one paper put it, the center of a new world

Kehr had assented grimly to the settlement
of the strike on Celestia's terms. He had
come out for Celestia's policies, And because
of his very grimness and stubborness, his
late enemies began to see that he would be
a tower of strength to any cause which he
should espouse. In that town where a week
ago his life would not have been worth a mo-
ment’'s purchase, he was already being talked
of as the next United States Senator from
Pennsylvania.

Special correspondents had begun to flock
into Bitumen. Many who came to Jeer,
stayed in a state of great wonderment, and
began presently to number themselves among
the faithful.

Stop for a moment and try to realize the
power for good or evil, the collective power,
of the newspapers of America. If they are
not the whole voice of the people, théy are
alone that part of it which can make itself
heard. Suppose some one man could get con-
trol of that voice, and make it speak loud
and bold for his own purposes, he would be
such a dictator, such a “man on horseback,”
as the world has not yet seen. The news-
papers united could elect any man they
pleased. They could elect a man taken for
the purpose from a lunatic asylum. They
could even elect Bryan. They could make
us as a people think exactly what they please
and when they please. They could turn us
over right into a war-loving nation, bent upon
& world conquest, or they could turn us into
the supine jellyfish that many well-adver-
tized men who call themselves Americans
would have us.

You could conjure up to yourself a hory
night marish monster out of the newspapers
united. But the newspapers will never be-
come the wicked or beneficent monster of
might. Some will always continue to speak
for the foolish, some for the wise; some, one
thing one day, and the other thing the next.
Even thus divided, great is their power.

If we have any wisdom as a nation, we
owe it to the newspapers. Likewise we owe
it to them that we are not always wise, or
on-the side of righteousness.

Celestia then began to develop strength in
the newspapers. She was to develop so much
before her course was run as is hardly be-
lievable. Already the idea of changing our
government was no longer a news Headline,
but a definite and by no means yncomforta-
ble thought in the minds of men Some news-
papers detested the thought because it was
new, others welcomed, and embraced it be-
cause it was new. Still others, and in the
end these became her most powerful sup-
porters, took some such attitude as this:

“You may argue for the new gospel, you
may argue against it. You may call it trea-
son, you may call it progress, but when all
is said and done certain facts will shine out
clear as crystal.

“As & people we ought to be happy, we are
not. Milllons who ought,to be clean and
healthy are dirty and sick. There is enough
money for everybody. A very small portion
of this is in the hands of the eficient few,

the rest 1s nowhere, being lost, wasted, thrown
overboard.

“In those whom we elect to high office two
qualities only seem necessary, inefficiency and
selfishness.

“What are we going to do about 1t?”

A certain scientific gentleman (of fiction)
having constructed a very large monster in
the image of man brought it to life—and it
got away from him and raised all kinds of
Cain.

Celestia was no Frankenstein; but Profes-
sor Stilliter no longer found in her the apt
and docile pupil of earlier days. He found
it harder and harder to control her. More
and more she thought for herself. The rea-
son for this fallure in his power over her was
not far to seek. He loved her with a love
that he found it daily more dificult to keep
in bounds. To control another person's mind
great concentration is necessary Now the
state of love makes it almost impossible to
concentrate upon any other state. So when
Professor Stilliter would be trying to will
Celestia—to say precisely so and so to an
audience, the half of his mind would be con-
centrated upon her beauty (jovously) upon
her desirability (gloatingly), upon his love
for her (ardently) and upon her dislike for
him (with fury and hatred of those whom she
liked much). Consequently she didn't always
say or do precisely what he willed her to say
and do. Still she had been under his sway
for so many years that it was only natural
for her to think upon many subjects as he
tiought. And indeed Celestia's oratory was
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finer on the new basis of self initiative and
she had more power on the minds of those
who listened to her.

If Stilliter could have been entirely elimi-
nated from her life, her life at least for a
time, must have gone on very much as it
was going on. She believed firmly in what
she preached. She belived that she came
from Heaven and that she had come to make
the world better, safer to live in, cleaner and
happier.

Tommy argued with her so incessantly and
often so intolerantly that if she hadn’'t been
in love with the mere sound of his voice, she
couldn’t have stood it.

Late one afternoon she came home to her
little city of tents, very tired and lay down
in a hammock under a shady tree to rest.
In spite of her Celestial origin, Celestia was
very human, and just as attractive to a
sticky house fly as any other human being.
Such a house fly made a dead set for her,
and she found it impossible to rest. So she
went into the headquarters tent which was
the biggest and coolest, and the day’s work
being over and the secretaries gome, tried to
rest there. And couldn't. She was tired and
discouraged. She was tired because she had
been doing too much, and she was discour-
aged because she was tired. Tommy had an
uncanny faculty for dropping in upon her
when she was in those moods. Possibly Fred-
dle, the Ferret, had something to do with
this faculty, for he worshipped Tommie.
that as it may, Freddie was about the tents
when Celestia came in tired. He vanished
presently and a little later Tommy appeared,
looking very brown and manly and refresh-
ing.

Celestia heard his voice and called out to
him, a little petulantly perhaps, Tommy poked
his head in through the door of the big tent,
and greeted her loudly and joyously. The
moment she saw him she felt, a little rested.

Meanwhile, Professor Stilliter, in his tent,
reading a deep and thick book on The Psycho-
logy of Government, heard the two voices—
and couldn’t read another work.

“Celestia,” sald Tommy, “you look so little
and helpless and unprotected, curled among
those curtains, that I'm tempted to pick you
up, put you in my pocket and take you some-
where where you can't get into any more
mischief.”

“I dare you to try!"” exclaimed Celestia.

Then they both laughed and Tommy ad-
vanced into the tent.

So much articulated speech Professor Stil-
liter overheard, but no more. After that there
came to him only the murmurs of one voice
or the other; sounds which to a jealous man
were far more provocative of impotent rage
than actual words would have been.

He stared at the book in which he was no
longer able to read a word, and “eat his
heart out,” as the saying is.

“One of these days,” he thought, “she’ll sy
‘yes,' to that moddling fool and leave all my
fine schemes highanddry . . . IfI really
thought that, and sometimes I really do think
it, r4, ra’—

Now the Professor took off his eyeglasses
and thought very hard indeed. And looked
very horrid and blind and evil. Every now
and then he murmured to himself “My God
—why not?’

“So you dare me to try, do you? said
Tommy

Her eyes sparkled now;
very much rested.

“Yes, I do.”

Quick as any cat, the young man leaned
over and picked her up from the midst of
the curtains as easily as if she had been a
kitten, and so held her almost at the level
of his chin. And now Celestia felt com-
pletely rested. It was as if she had received
refreshing strength from Tommy's strong
arms.

“Oh,” he sald
behold you now!

“Put me down,” she exclaimed,
might see us.”

“Of course they might,” comforted Tommy,
“The tent flaps are wide open. But I don't
care if I never put you down.”

“Tommy!” she exclaimed.

“I should worry!” said Tommy, but when
she began to struggle he put her down.

“And what did you mean,” she asked, her
Breat eyee flashing, but not with anger, and
her cheeks flaming, “By a deluded nation.”

“You dont look as if you could,” said he,
“but you've deluded several million people out
of a hundred million, and it looks as if you
were going to delude the rest. But you'll
be sorry enough for yourself when they find
out they've been deluded . . .! Celestia,
I've the most love for you that anybody in
the world has for anybody. Ism't that
enough? You love me, don't you?

“Yes, I do.”

“You assert and assert and assert, but you
don’t reason—-"" .

“I don't reason! Well, I like that.”

“Glve me just reason then for thinking that
too much efficiency is a dangerous thing.”

“That's a challenge,” said Tommy, “I ac-
cept it, and here's one good reason. The first
thing a government that was too efficient
would do would be to muzzle the press so
that nobody could complain of its efficiency.
When you muzzle the press, you extinguish
liberty. And I tell you that a man would

she was feeling

“if a deluded nation could

“somebody

rather be poor, filthy and free, than a rich
There's only one real difference be-
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tween an aristocracy and a republic.”
newspapers of a republic print the ne
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self away back to the town.
Celestia would have liked to have sat on and
on In the darkness thinking long thoughts.
But her revery was interrupted by a voice,
which its owner, without great e
evidently striving to make agreeable.

“Are you ready to talk a lhtle business
now? May I come {n?”

“Yes, come in.”

There was a reluctance and petulance in
Celestia’s voice which did not help to as-
suage the jealous frenzy which Ppossessed
Professor Stilliter,

“Celestia,” he eald, “look at me and listen
to me.”

Bhe looked and listened.

Presently her eyes faltered, and half closed,
her head dropped. An equally extraordinary
change came into Stilliter's voice. It became
At once greasily soft, caressing and tri-
umphant

“Come to me. Come close.”

It was now very dark in the tent.

“Kiss me! Kiss me!”

At that moment from far off there sounded
the whietle, of a departing train. On one of
the platforms stocd a young woman, thickly
veiled, who might have been mistaken for L}
lady’s maid. She was waving one hand te
a friend who waved back, with the other she
appeared to be somewhat significantly tap-
ping the neck of ,:mr ‘d.r:u. <o

The friend on the platform ked surprise
ingly like Mrs. Gunsdorf.

To be Continued.




