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The Sealed Room
Kerch 6. 181 ft

Happiness is Born In the Shadow of a Tragedy
T«| M jawreeyed In blnkt or i 

P»rv,f»ie, that We. ta Wla baa**. ba4
befeta

k|# k aet * W*4 l.kafc Ik*

»»*■» airaat ear: We was iravslheg north aim 
be ought ta We get eg eeelh

A light lag at the aeel aaraer, be beheld a a. iIlea 
"> garlab aalwfba. cheep batata a*4 white free! 
raelaeraeu Tbe aa»a aete aaa etraeb 
ia tbe down town district, eely tt bod a ■»««

Ifa eaat Wla gaea eloeg tbe eetey thoroughfare. 
a*d it we* I bee be at lb* shabby gill alga WaW 
Hi eg La.

Il udoraod iWa ear mid Imr level of a disreputable 
building, a ad eaat lb* dingy floor below a t allow 
a ad rad glaaa sign, lllewlneted by a fltebarleg gaa 
)*<. proclaimed tbe upper ragtoe of a rbtaeae eellag 
H*ea

New, Tear MeKay, fee all Wla period leal trip* ta 
CWleaga aad Wla thirty rear* of bachelorhood, Wad 
aeaar lasted ftriealai fi»-1 Moreover, Wia
traie woeld aet lea** far el l*a*t two 
Wear*, lie rmsaed Ibe at real, aeraaded lb* 
eerrew etalreaae. aad related tbe se- 
labltabaiaet of WebRleg lx.

It wee a qaeer «moiling. dimly lit 
glee*, aad. alee* lb* boar waa aa 
rig* far Nertb Herb III reel. H we* 
totally devoid of |*lreee. Tow look 
a oral al oee of tbe greasy marble 
lopped la btao, aad a shrivelled, 
enabled Hill* CWIaamaa unwrapped 
blataelf from a hlgb stool bebiad 
lbs fly specked rigor r»ee, padded 
eeroaa lb* floor la a rat libs fashion, 
aad stood awalllag orders

Tam drew a n.ffee slsined mseu 
from betweea a bottle of tomato 
ketchup aad a vinegar eraet, gloared 
a boat him, I bee heel a parried gare 
of «on tbs foreiga word* oa lbs bill 
of far* Aad lb**, fat we apparent 
reason, there rame between him and 
thee* meaningless words the dark 
bins eyes of a girl, aad lbs eye* 
seemed wistfal and fall of sa darse

IN range, Italy! Aad yet not half 
no strange as that which swiftly 
fallowed : Ils | awed hie band before 
bis eyas ss if to eras* the vision, 
and when he drew hi* hand away he 
■w, not two rods distant, lb* girl 
beraelf!

There mold bo ao doobl of it. 
lie- woeld have known her la a mil
lion Rh* stood near the rigar rase, 
glenrieg about in a frightened way, 
and even in that moment of mental 
larmnil h* remarked an inrreaa* la 
her aervousn***.

Ilimself agitated, he renamed roe 
temptation of the menu, alferling 
In be oblivious of her. Rot his heart 
wOs pounding tamnlloaslv, end fhfc uninviting room 
wherein k* sat was suddenly glopifled. Her inex- 
plirahl* preneur# bad changed everything.

He looked up into the expressionless far* of the 
Chinaman end smiled la sheer exuberance: " Are 
you Wsh Ring l<ol"

The Mongol nodded silently. Ilia fare was a 
yellow mask.

••Well. Mr. Ix>. 1 think somebody wants to se* 
yon over there.”

Without so murh a* a glanre toward the girl, Mr. 
Lo answered tunelessly:
”1 know. She wait, nil light. What you want— 

huh»"
••Bee what she wants first,” anid Tom.
Btill the Chinaman displayed no interest
••Nelly mind gal. Whnt you want eat—huh»”
Tom Aung the menu on the table and half rose 

from his rhair. At the same moment the girl tame 
toward them, and when she drew near a new delight 
surged in hie veins—for she rouldn’t disguise the 
rerognitlon which leapt to her eyes when she saw

Ignoring his presence, however, she addressed the 
Chinaman At their first words Tom saw that they 
knew each other.

••Lo,” she said in her soft, musics! voice, 
••I've come for Dora. Where is she!”

Lo was swabbing the table with a dirty towel, 
his back toward her.

••Nelly mind Dois. Dois all light. Ton mind 
own business.”

•M've come to take Hors home, Lo.”
••Mind own business.”
•‘Is she up-atairst”
••Mind own tamn—”
At this juncture Tom entered matters—and en

tered zestfully. Like the jaws of a steel trap bis 
sinewy fingers closed on the Chinaman's shriveled 
neck. <

By Edwin Baird
fd*r *

•*Bp*ah civilly l* tbla lady,” be ordered. ”er 
I Tl shake tbe life aet ef you! "

With a da St avoue materna at I* wriggled fra* aad 
baabad harriedly sway, hie yellow fee* lived With 
«sgarI and fright II* pointed a trembling take at

"Oat out!” he vroaked baarwly "Cheapskate' 
CM out!”

ignoring him, Tam t a read t* tbs girl 
”1 gather you're looking far earn sons here,” be 

said "If I caa help yew—”
The girt flushed, sad stood baoitatiag. evidently 

reluctant la accept help from a stranger and yet la 
dire Bead of that help ay.

”1—I—ysu. A friend,” 
\j «b* stammered, "up

stair* If

•y*d at the grappling mao. both beads

rlast bar cbeaks Aad aba raw bar
mplaa set** aa* *f bis eetagoetsS* nr.

place

Lika the faw* ef a steal trap kit siaawy lagers dess* aa 
tka Ch Is ess**', sack

Swathing of her predicament dawned on Tom, 
and he interjected respectfully:

"It really isn't safe for a woman to be alone in 
a place like this Can't I find your friend for you»”

The girl nodded mutely, and they started toward 
the rear. Neither knew, of course, that Lo was sig
naling savagely, behind their backs, to another 
Chinaman who stood in tbe kitchen doorway, and 
who, aa it chanced, failed to observe these signala.

As they approached, this second Oriental drew 
from his blouse a bit of soiled paper on which was 
penciled a street address, and silently gave it to 
Tom. Lo uttered an angry sound and, still un
noticed, crept stealthily in their direction; a murder
ous expression distorting bis yellow fare.

Tom haatily scanned the writing on the paper and 
handed it to the girl.

• ‘ What do you make of it»”
She, reading, was [thlpably puzzled.
“It’s only a block away—the next street south,” 

she said, knitting her pretty brows over the lead 
fceneil scrawl. But—that's all I know about it.”
“What next»” he asked.
••I thiak we’d better go upstairs.”
As they moved toward the narrow stairway be

yond the kitchen door, the second Chinaman began 
chattering in bis native tongue and, gesticulating 
excitedly, essayed to bar their way. •

Disregarding him, they attempted to ascend the 
stairs, and in that instant Lo darted forward, aa 
swift and silent aa a panther, and flung himself on 
Tom's back with the ferocity of a wildcat. Simul
taneously the other Chinaman joined the conflict.

During the violent struggle which promptly en
sued, the girl stood on an upper step, staring wide-

flat teaed 
aa knows 

outages lata evened tbe 
wets* aad heel Mm bead long dews Ibe stain, sad 
•bee. with a well directed blew, be seat Ik* other 
< Idaamea reeling after

"Qekh!" be pealed •'Up tbe etain* ”
Aad new they were eeetterlag up tbe dark pea 

aegeway, and the rtrhstv deer at the top admitted 
them to a low eetllaged corridor, nub. feel, aad 
excseatsely hot. aad reeled wttb eeet aad **wwtw 
A hunting gaa let. turned lew, shed a waa light eo 
lb* s-|*aler, aad *a*t a pule gl»em eerily along the 
black*sml walls

Aad they pen sired that it* fllchsetsg flam* re 
reeled the I gar* ef a queer little ewe—ee queer, la 
deed, as t* seem sa apparition—earning toward them 
akag the ball. Rele***d precariously step his head 
waa a girl's flambyaat picture hut, sash as see 
might fled at a bargain sale la a department store, 
aad be carried ia hie arm* a bag*, misshape* beadle. 
Issesly tied la b bedsbeet

When a few feet away, be lowered hie harden aad 
gaped at them over bis black rimmed eyeglass**, 
whieb straddled the tip ef bin aquiline a oee The 
sctleo. though slight, dislodged hie feminine heed 
gear aad it fell to the floor, unheeded lie was 
totally, glaringly, funnily bald Ills dome not only 
was qeile devoid of hair, it was polished till it shone 
like aa ostrich egg aad he wee clad la clerical garb 

•‘ Dear, dear I" said he la a surprisiaglv 
deep vole*, and plucked a large white hand
kerchief from hi* ministerial coat tails "Dear 
me»” he repeated, applying lb* baadkenhtef 

to hie perspiring brow. •• What's 
this»” What 's this.”'

Tom, staring curiously al the odd 
little man, acutely aware of aa In- 
creasing mystery, aiewlally echoed 
the question

If Parkiagtowa waa a strange 
ia which to sprout th* 
of romance, how much 

stranger still to find a minister 
In a spot like this!—and eo ordinary 
minister, either, but a bald beaded 
minister wearing n girl's bat and 
decamping, evidently, with a sheet 
load of plunder!

Marvellous things, truly, were bap 
peeing on this summer's night!

Part of the mystery, at any rule, 
was Speedily dissolved. Thé bald 
little man introduced himself, ia 
nervous agitation, aa Rev. Philip 
Webb, who lately had assumed con 
trol of the.Star of flood Hop* Mis 
sion for Friendless flirts.

"Are you two, I wonder, look leg 
1h. jZ for Misa Dora Kirk, the unhappy young 

woman who formerly lived here»”
They told him that they were, and Tom’s 

companion added, a world of anxiety in her 
gentle voice.

"Vou say she 'formerly lived here.’ Isn’t she 
living hers now» She was here this morning, I’m 
sure.”
“Only two hours ago,” said Rev. Webb, ”w* 

took her to our mission—a frail and broken flower. 
Rut I'm happy to say,” he went on, vigorously 
mopping the bead* of perspiration from bis glisten 
ing scalp, "she’s quite comfortably situated now. 
She is In the care of our matron, Mrs. Buckle, a 
most excellent woman. ” .
“Thank Heaven for that I” breathed the Oirl 

with the Wistful Eyes.
"We rescued her just in time. An hour more and 

we should hav* been too late, I fear. 8hs was very 
despondent when we found her, and I 'ro afraid she 
was contemplating sui—”

The girl, as If dreading to hear his thoughts, ruth
lessly interrupted:
“How did you know she was here»”
"Oae of the Chinamen—Lung Nom Quong—told 

us. ”
"By George! ” said Tom, unfolding ths piece of 

dirty paper "I’ll bet he's the one who gave me 
tjjis. Is that the address of your mission. Doctor»” 

The “doctor” held the bit of paper beneath tbe 
dancing gas flame and nodded affirmatively.

"Yes. He's not a bad sort—Lum Quong. He 
was trying to do the decent thing. ”- 

"Then why,” asked Tom, sorely pezplexed, 
“did he try to murder met”

Reverend Webb looked up, surprised.
"He attacked you after giving you this paper»” 
Tom narrated briefly bis encounter at the foot of 

the stairs, and when he was done the little minister 
shook his head in a slow, bewildered fashion.

"They’re a queer lot—Chinamen. Full of
. mystery and strange ways. Maybe he thought you 

roatiausd a* Ps*. to


