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EARLE WILLIAMS -

- Tommy Barclay

ANITA STEWART - - - - - The Goddess
WRITTEN BY GOUVERNEUR MORRIS

(Oae of the most notable figuresin American Literature)
Dramatezed into a Photo-Play by
CHAS. W. GODDARD

The Star Co.
ts Reserved.

’ Copyright, 1915, by All Foreign
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Synopsis of Previous Chapter.

After the tragic death of John Amesbury,
prostrated wife, one of America’s greatest
uties, dies. At her death Prof. Stilliter, an

agent of the the
three-year-old baby girl and brings her up
in & paradise where she sees mo man, but
thinks she is taught by angels, who instruct
Ber for her mission to reform the world, At
the age of eighteen she in suddenly thrust
inte the worid where agents of the interests
are ready to pretend to find her. Y
The one to feel the loss of the little Ames-
b-r.y sirl -1?-(. after she had been ted
ay, was Tommy lay. .
Fifteen years Iater, while in the Adiron-
‘::ck.z..’l‘:o:-y :. the first to meet Celestin
es from her paradise. Nelth
recognises the other. 5

> C from
They hide in the mountains. Later Stiiliter
> {_?&Celutll back, and taking her to New
her in Belleview Hospital, where
her sanity is proven. Returning to get her,
he finds she left with Tommy, who loses
jher im New rik, but
living with the Douglas family.
|{Celestia to a factory w
the workers.
ll‘.- ;nr.
T, Barclay reads the account and sends for
mmy. After a long imterview Barelay is
\ unable to change Tommy’s views. Barelay
and Stilliter send for Celewti She comes to
) Barciay’s office at their reqm and before
an assemblage of prominent m which Bar.
::;.e‘:e:.l.. b;o.-l:‘lt“(:“:tler. makes her first
led
. (‘- “:.'. . po &% are stromgly
‘elea attends. a fashignabie ball
elay’s home. She at once becomes tle.:-::::;
of attraction. Soclety aecepts her message
in a manner that greatly pleases the Trium-
virate. Tommy, on leaving his father's
home, meets Carson and Cracowits, who have
J‘l'l::'.-gwedh from FPennsylvania.
or meet with their approv:
::r'y"::k: him b-r‘k to the mines. nlgeon:'!he:
© prevent an out-break,
bring about a state of peace. el

CHAPTER IX

The Triumvirate and Professor Stilliter
jWwere together when Kehr's cyphergram was
handed to Barclay,'and although they imag-
ined that ‘its contents were Important they
couldn’t help laughing at its wording

Suckers won’t bite. Your muttering car-
buretor Tommy has tickled Aphrodite,
Please pound his whiskers quick.

“Something about that blessed son of mine,”
said Barclay. He opened a drawer in his
writing table and took out a code book, and
then with the ald of the others deciphered
:)‘:? message. The plain English of it was

8:

Strikers won’t fight. Your adopted som
Tommy has spoiled our plans. Please call

He follows
ere she addresses
A fire breaks out and Tommy

®

m off quick.
‘;w-ll," sald Sturtevant, “what will you
07"

':Kehr." said Barclay, "is blood. thirstily

enxious to teach the strikers a lesson. He
being the man .on the spot, I have felt
obliged to give him a pretty free hand. But
I am glad there has been no blood shed. It

seems to me that this is a matter for Her
to settle. Stilliter—"can you make Her call
this strike off and bring about a state of
amity in Bitumen?”

Stilliter simply reached for a telegraph
blank and wrote:

“ehr, Bitumen, Pn.
Am sending Her,”
and signed it Barelay.

‘“What will you do about Tommy?’ he
asked. "He'll be even more in the way when
Celestia gets there.”

fter a moment’'s reflection Barclay wrote
& telegram to Tommy:

“Come home at once, must see you on im-
portant business.”

These telegrams dispatched, Sturtevant and
Bemmes took their leave, while Barclay and
tilliter sat on for a time in silence. Barc-
Y was the first to break it.

“You will have no trouble in persuading
her to go?”

‘She dislikes me, but she does what I tell

er—only I don’t tell her. I don’t understand
er aversion to me. She knows that I am
with her heart and soul for the common good.
And she is willing to work with me. ut 1
gepel her.” v
larclay smiled grimly.

*“You have never made any great effort
to please the ladles,” he said.

“A mistake of youth of which I begin to
nﬁent in middle gge. I have made the mlis-

o of Imagining that I could live and die
@an abstract intellect. It's my ey sup-
P They made me hypersensitive.

ut you weren't born with weak eyes.”
“No—when I was at college a retort burnt
n my face. I had splendid eyes as a child.
obody ever had a better physical equipment
I had—a stronger body or a stronger
rain. I am the kind of man who ought to
: marry and have children.”
Both were silent again. Then Stilliter said:
“P've been giving the matter more and more
Ihuufhl‘ It seems to me a sort of duty."
Stilliter sat gazing off into space through
g!a thick lenses which gave him sight, and
arclay, a troubled smile on his lips, sat and
~watched Stilliter's face.
“You must have some one in mind” he
puggested presently.
tilliter gave a kind of gullty start,
“And suppose I have?"
The smile faded slowly from Barclay's

mouth,
“] do suppose that you have” he sald
i sternly: “but don’t tell me that our plans are

to be wrecked because you have turned amor-
ous in your middle age.”
“] thought,” said Stilliter, “that I had my=-
i @elf In absolute control.”
“phis is frightful!” said Barclay simply.
h, don't worry,” sald Stilliter; “the great
work shall be accomplished first. But it
ms only right to tell you what my inten-
:I.:n- are—after the work is finished. Has
anyone so great a claim on Her as I?"
“You repel her. You have said it."
*] have willed her to like me. It is the
e thing I cannot successfully will her to
.. » « » Pm just saylng what my ultl-
mate intentions are.’”
‘Don’t you think,” said Barclay, “that when
work is done, the poor child ought to be
rned free to live—to love and

-~

Y.
y W’ do not” exclaimed_Stilliter., “for the
} @o0d of the human race, I do not."

¥ E&m and started slowly ior che door.
'ait & minute,” sald Barclay, and he in-
; ed himself between Stilliter and the
; 3 "have I your word of honor that you

Author of *“The Perils of Pauline”

to be

“The Exploits of Elaine”

will attempt nothing against her, that she
will be safe with you, until her work is
done?”’

“You have my word of honor,” said Stil-
liter, but the dog did not look his master
in the eye.

At what was really in his mind and heart
Stilliter had only hinted. His statement,
however, that he was a perfect man mentally
and physically could not have been cavilled
at. The easy rolly polly strength of his youth
had vanished. He was no longer covered Ly
a porpoise-like thickness of adipose deposit,
but looked hard, fit and trim, like an ath-
lete. And his mind clear as a bell, and ca-
pable at a moment's notice of tremendous
concentration, was like a machine carried to
the power of perfection. He was the most
perfect man he had ever known; Celestia
was the most perfect woman; and he could
not but believe that offspring of a marriage
between them would be more perfect still.

Ever since her return to earth he had
this proposition. At first its
It was

broeded on

acfé!ﬁmc side only had inspired him.
a ‘#cientific duty for two such perfect human
beings not to remain forever apart. He had
brooded coldly.

But gradually her beauty and her indif-
ference to him (it was more than indifference,
it was positive dislike) had warmed him out
of his coolness. He no longer wanted to
marry her solely because he thought that
such a marriage would be scientifically cor-
rect—but because he wanted to. Further-
more, he felt that he had a right to her.
He had picked her out as a little child; and
he was by way of making her the most
famous woman in History, and the most use-
ful. Surely she owed him something in re-
turn. Something? She owed him everything.

Meanwhile, Tommy had been invited to live
with the Gunsdorfs, and had carried his be-
longings to their house. This was an unpre-
tentious structure exactly like several hun-
dred others In Bitumen. It differed ogly
from the majority in the fact that it was gfe

of the two end houses of a long row.
Downstairs there was an entrance ‘hall
which contained a hat rack. On thé left

as you entered was a room that was a din-
ing room when it wasn't a sitting room and
vice versa. Back of this was a kitchen and
store closet. Upstairs there was a large bed-
room and a small one, and two closets. Above
these there was an attic with head room for
a dwarf. A faucet in the kitchen sink sup-
plied running water.

Similar mansions in Bitumen housed a
dozen people. Tommy was lucky to have a
whole room, however small to himself. There
was also in the backyard, a well with a
bucket, and here, if a man really wanted a
bath and was willing to get up so early that
nobody would see him, he could get one.

As leader of the discontented, Gunsdorf
ran an open house. There was always talk
and something to drink In the front room
downstairs. Here, policies were hatched just
as they are In the cabinet room in Washing-
ton, and here drinks of the most vile rye
whiskey could be had by the Initiated for
the asking.

From the very first, Mrs. Gunsdorf had
done her best to make Tommy comfortable.
Not a tidy woman by nature, she put her
house in order for his benefit and kept it so.
From the looking glass in the kitchen at
which you combed your hair before meals,
she scrubbed the fly-specks. She bought a
new comb with a full complement of teeth
to hang on the chaln, she washed the roller
towel, and for the first time in her life took
an Interest in cooking, seeking instruction
from neighbors who had reputations in that
line. But she managed for a time to confine
her amorous feelings toward Tommy to deeds
and attentions. She tried to make her man-
ner toward him just what it was to other
young men who came to the house.
when discussion was hot in the front room,
and the whiskey was going, and nobody was
noticing her, she feasted her eyes on his
brown face and her ears on his quiet, re-
sonant well-bred voice.

It was a shirt-sleeve house. Directly you
came in, you hung your coat on one of many
hooks in the hall, and if you had been much
on your feet, you sat with them on the table
after removing vour shoes. This last was a
custom which Tommy found himself unable
to adopt: but he hung his coat in the front
hall, with the others. and got used to sit-
ting In & room in which, to use his own
phrase, the atmosphere was “chained to the
floor.”

Mrs. Gunsdorf was always coming and go-

ing. ar, silent as a ghost,
listen for a while to what the men had to say,
and as silently v Sometimes she

“ghoved in her oar.” L
hitting the nail on the head.
always with a kind of restrained,
ferocity.

All the time her mind was ‘fllled with
thoughts and visions of Tommy. Sometimes
she would take his coat from its hook and
strain it to her brea Sometimes when he
was out of the house she would go to nis
room, and sit by the hour, feasting herself
on day dreams of him.

In her mind at least, she was already faith-
less to her husband. But this did not trouble
her in the least. If she ever had a conscience
or moral scruples of any kind about any-
thing, all these had vanished with her first
sight of Tommy.

If Tommy had suspected her passion for
him, he would have felt very sorry for her,
and he would have changed his lodeing. But
his mind was very innocent about women;
and he accepted the flowers which appeared
on his bureau in a cracked shaving cup just
as he would have accepted the same flowers
growing in a wood. i

It was some time before he even reallzed
that she was very good looking, In a sullen,
smouldering_way, that her cyes and teeth
were very fine, and that she had a lithe,
strong, pantheresque way of moving.

One day there was a violent socialistio
discussion going on in the front room. Mrs.
Gunsdorf had appeared twice at the hall door
to listen, and gaze surreptitiously at Tommy,
and had twice vanished upon some household
duty or other.

Having closed the door softly, she turned
swiftly to where Tommy’'s coat hung, &nd
pressed it passionately to her cheek, a paper
rustled in the breast pocket, where she k#lew
no paper had been earlier In the 3lay, and
after a moment’'s hesitation, and impelled by
a sudden unreasoning jealousy, she snatched
it out of the pocket and examined it.

But she spoke
feline

Thomas Barclay,
Bitumen, Pa.
Come home at once, must see you o -
portant busineas. Barelay.

Mrs. Gunsdorf felt as if she had been
atruck a heavy blow between the syes. Was
her God-like champion of labor only a hypo-

.

But. .

crite and a spy? For a moment it seemed
as If her knees had turned to water. She
ut the telegram back in its pocket, and
aving pulled herself together, once more
entered the front room. She seated herseil
somewhat heavily between Tommy and her
husband, and with a hand that shook, reached
for the whiskey bottle and poured herself &
stiff drink. Presently she began to take an
animated part in the discussion. No one
ever remembered her to have been so bitter
against capital and the crimes of capital, or
80 Imaginative in the invention of horrors
by which those crimes should be punished
She became so eloquent after her second
drink of whiskey, that for the first time
Tommy found himself regarding her with a
certain admiration.

It was flve o'clock when the sitting broke
up with everyone except Gunsdorf and Tom-
my (who drank nothing) the worse for liquor.

Gunsdorf had business elsewhere and he
hustled his guests out of the house, feeling
rightly that they were sufficiently primed
for the time being.

Tommy and Mrs. Gunsdorf remained seated,
side by side. Mrs. Gunsdorf reached for the
whiskey bottle and Tommy laid his hand on
her arm and sald: “Don’t, what's the use

Her arm trembled under his hand.

“I'm sick,” she said in a thick volce; “sick.”

“That stuff won’t help any. I'll go for the
doctor."”

“I'll be all right. I'm faint. That's all.”

To Tommy she seemed to be making an
effort to pull together.

“It's the air in this room,” he sald.
me take you outside.”

She seemed to acquiesce, and he helped her
to her feet, and toward the door, his left
arm around her walist. .She leaned more and
more heavily against him, until it took real
strength to keep her from falling. In the
front hall she appeared to collapse entirely.
Her head dropped backward as If her neck
had been suddenly dislocated, and she
lurched against Tommy with all her weight.

t was necessary, he felt, to go for the
doctor at once, but he could not leave her
lying in the front hall. So, not without diffi-
culty, for the stair was very narrow, he
carried her up to the room which she shared
with her husband, and laid her on the bed.

Then he was for leaving her, but she had
flung her arms about his neck, and was hold-
ing him tight.. Her eyes had opened and
shone brilliantly in his face. Her cheeks
and temples were crimson, and there was no
longer any fear of him in her or shame.

For a moment, so innocent was Tommy,
thought that her sudden fainting sickness
had culminated in a sort of fit, and it was
not until he felt that her lips were greedily
seeking his that he realized his position. 5.

He shook himself free, net gently,
without a word, turned and marched out o
the room, and down the stair. He took his
coat from its hook and put it on, laid his
hand on the knob of the front door, hesi-
tated, turned on his heel and went back up

“Let

the stalr. He had closed the door of Mrs.
Gunsdorf's room behind him. Now he
knocked on it, and in a stern voice, r

youth and Innocence are very stern, & id:
“Mrs. Gunsdorf.”

There was no answer.
a trifle

“Do you need the doctor, or don't you?"

This time she answered him:

“] don't need any doctor, and you can goO
to hell.”

Tommy shrugged his shoulders, went to
his own room, bolted the door and prepared
to read till supper time. But he couldn't
read. The new problem which had suddenly
risep in his life was too disturbing.

Pr(enenﬂy he heard Mrs. Gunsdorf stirring
in her room. She came out, and stopped in
front of his door

“Are you in there?*

“Ves'

He raised his volce

‘What are you going to do?”

“I'm thinking.”

“Are you going to tell on me?”

*No. I'm not goilng to do that.
must find some other place to live”

Silence. Then Mrs. Gunsdorf:

“Please don’t . . .won't you open the door?
We can talk better.”

It seemed such a confession of cowardice
open the door, that Tommy ope¢
they faced each other across
threshold.

“It was the liquor’* she said. *I'm like
that when I drink. If you won't go away
I won't drink any more.”

Her halr was disheveled and she had been
crying.

“If Gunsdorf found
away, he’d skin me allve.
you any more.”

She looked very frightened and pathetic
“Then you'd better fix yourself up' s:
Tommy. “You look as if—well you look us
if yvou'd make your husband suspect some-

But I

out why you wer
I won’t trout

thing or other.”

“I know. TI've put my curling tongs on t
heat T'll look all right when he comes
back.”

There was a somewhat awkward sllence
which Mrs. Gunsdorf hroke.

“I know you despise me.
wouldn't understand.”

“r'd try. If you told me.™

“Would you forgive me? I wouldn’t have
done it, only, only—I feel about you the wa\
a dog feels about her master, and—oh can't

ive me a chance?”

chance?”
“I'd follow you

But—oh

you

to. the ends of the eart!

I'd slave for you, and when you sickened
of me, I'd take my medicine.”

“But, Mrs. Gunsdorf, you are a married
woman."”

“That's no reason. That's an excuse. Wha!
does marriage matter to a woman like me

“T don't know. But I'm afraid it matters
a whole lot to a man like me. I'm terribly
sorry for you.”

“Sorrow never filled an empty heart.”

“What do you want me to dot”

“T want you to cherish me when you're in

temper, and to kick me down stairs when
you're out. I want——"

“Mrs. Gunsdorf, I'm not that kind of a
man. If you're sorry—I'm sorry—but res

now, do be reasonable.
same way about somebody
about me?”

It was as if he had
explanation. For she n a grim, de
perate sort of voice: “So t 'm it and turned
abruptly and went back 'te "her own room
But she had no sooner passed the threshold
than she turned and exclaimed:

“For CGod’'s sake, come quick, the house ls
on fire.,”

Tommy darted after her, and perceived that
the alcohol lamp with which she heated her
curling tongs had run over and set fire to
some papers in a scrap basket. It was the
work of a few seconds to subdue this in-
cipient conflagration with water from Mrs
Gunsdorf's wash pitcher, and when he had
reduced the paper to a wet blackened m
and blown out the alcohol lamp, he turned,
and found Mrs. Gunsdor! laughing at him.

“I don’t know why you are laughing,” he
said coldly; “it might have been serious.”

She was between him and the door, but she
stepped aside and let him pass.

“What's the matter with this door?
d. after a fruitless effort to open it.
t's 1 ed.”
“Why?

“Because we've got to have our talk out
And I don't want you running away from it.”

“Do be reasona’llﬂ:l. Mrs. Gunsdorf. Let me

s won't do at all, u
Where is the key?" =

She smiled at him, half closed her eyes, and
held up her hands high above her head, as
people do at the command of a highwayman.

“You can search me,” she sald,

Tommy’s temper was beginning to rise, and
he frowned.

Suppose I feel .
that you fee!

L':\'vn her a detailed
er

he

down from outside in."

pee

- MONDAY. OCTOB

“If you wont give me the key, I shall
But
,I'll say you broke it

have to break the door down.”

“Yes, and I'll say you broke it down.
not from inside out.

“You had better give me that key,” sald

Tommy.

She smiled inscrutably, for she had hidden
the key in a very safe place. It was at the
moment reposing in the right hand pocket of
Tommy's own Jjacket, into which she had
dropped it, while he was busy putting the fire
out

“Dare you “1
won't resist.”

Tommy took a'step forward.

& is getting serious,” he said; “what's

to look for it,” she saild;

“Guese.
: room had two windows on the street

side. Tommy turned from her in disgust and
approached these. But there were people in
the street. And he knew at once that to be

seen climbing out of Mrs. Gunsdorf{'s bedroom
window would excite the most unpleasant
of comment. He was so angry that it

80
occurred to him to ghoke that key out of

Pregented By This
NEWSPAPER 1N COLLABORATION
With The

VITAGRAPH (0.of AMERICA
s R 166

X ! P
\’lw_:l\?; Q

PN Y i

So great was his concentration that the crowd
surrounding him seemed to grow vague. and
misty, and he actually seemed to see her—
in her white dress with the band of jewels
across her dark hair—and the vague misty
crowd, was falling away before her to right
and left and she was coming swiftly toward

“She’'ll tell you next” sald Tommy, “that
I locked the door and put the key in my
pocket.”

He spoke with so much scorn and assur-
ance that Gunsdorf hesitated, and turned
toward his wiie.

“It's just wnat he did do,” she sald; *“he
locked the door and put the key in his
pocket.”

Tommy's hands dropped into the pocket of
his jacket, and his right hand closed upon
the door key. He did not need to speak. His
face told the story. Slowly he withdrew the
key from his pocket and tossed it onto the
thread-bare carpet.

“This looks bad, Gunsdorf,” he sald; “but
if you’'ll listen to me . . .”

“I will listen to you in Hell,” sald Guns-
dorf. “Take him, boys.”
Gunsdorf’s three friends came slowly for-

him.

Presently she seemed to be directly bencath
him, looking up into his face. He smiled at
her. He couldn’t help it. Then she turned,
her back to him, her face to the others, and
she spoke in a gallant loud votce:

“What has he done?

A shiver went up and down Tomm{'l spine.
In the name of all that was miraculous that
hallucination in white with the gallant volce
was really Celestia. Yes. And there, hang-
ing back in the crowd was Professor Stil-
literd with his thick glasses, and Freddie the
Ferret, Freddie brandishing that big auto-
matic which his father had forbidden him to
carry. Celestia was answered with crixs
from here and there:

“He's a traitor, a spy!
betray us!”

Gunsdorf crept toward her holding in his
outstretched hand the fateful telegram.

ard. {

"They'rré going to kill me if they can,”
thought Tommy; “and don't want to be
killed.”

:!e drew a long breath and clenched his He was golng to
sts.

“Don’t kill him,” cried Mrs. Gunsdorf sud-
denly, “not yet!”

e —

“This looks bad, Gunsdorf,” sald Tommy, “but if you w i1l listen to me—"

the Gunsdorf woman He turned and looked
her over with cold angry eyes.

“Did you ever hear that a woman scorned
was more dangerous than a loaded gun?’ she
asked. And added sweetly: “Gunsdorf ought
to be getting back.”

“I hope so,” d Tommy. *I shall feel
obliged to tell him the whole story.”

Mrs. Gunsdorf laughed out loud

“You're too good to be true” she added
“You blessed innocent!"”

“We shall see” sald Tommy He started
toward the window and stood looking out

Looked at from any angle he felt 1 E

ta be in the very devil o
had outraged Mrs. Gu
would not spare herself i
avenged upon him. If he made a pl
ment of fact to Gunsdorf w
that he would not be believed, ur r
more his mind revolted against telling such a
story 2bout any wom

Presently he perc
others coming down
sombre and frowning
eves followed them
like Gunsdorf would act
yther man in his wife's roor
loor.

an
ed Gunsdorf with three
B! face,

)w & man
vering an-
1ind a locked

“Your husband ls coming home no“_'," ‘lm
:atd; “hadn’t you better let me out? You've
v a moment to make up your mind.”

her. She had
¢yes shone at
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