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CHAPTER XI,—CONTINUED

Nevertheless, since he understood
little of the details of the service,
his giance wandered idly over the
crowded mass oi people—over the
rebozo-covered heads of women of
the lower orders and the laced.draped
heads of ladies ; over the forms of
men standing with folded arms ; some
in careful, fashionable dress, others
wrapped in blankets ;—all grave,
quiet, reverential, ready to sink on
their knees when the bell sbould
gound in the sanctuary. Among
them were many faces which he
kaew ; but suddenly his gaze was
arrested by one which, although he
was oconscious of having seen it be-
fore, he conld not at once identify.
And yet it was striking enough to
remember,—bthe face of a young man
who held his handsome head uplifted
with an arrogant air which after an
instant enabled Lloyd to recoguize
him. For it was Arturo Vallejo;
and just so he had stood, just 8o held
his head when he contemptuously
translated Armistead's speech ab Las
Joyns.

The gight of him recalled vividly
to Lloyd's mind the recollection of
Las Joyas and of the conflict over
the Santa Cruz. He had little doubt
that it was something relating te
this conflict which had brought
young Vallejo to Topia. Was it per-
haps to meet Armistead ? It seemed
unlikely ; but since his refusal to
assist in any active steps to assert
Teafford’s claim on the mine, he
knew nothing of how the situation
stood nor what Armistead’s plans in
regard to obtaining possesion of the
property were. Itany chance should
enable him to know or to guess thess
plans, it would afford him pleasure
to give even this gomewhat ill man-
pered young Mexican a hint of what
was to be anticipated; bub there
seemed no probability of getting
guch information, unless—and here
a sudden flash of enlightenment
came to him. Last night, had not
Miss Rivers when he bade her good-
night murmured some words which
he had not understood, buf which
now returned to him with a clear
apprehension of their meaning ? "'l
am in a quandary,’ she had gaid,
“and I want to talk to you about it.”

A quandary! The expression
possessed no gignificance for him,
and he had made some light repl
about' being at ber service alw
Bat ndw, remembaring her conver
tion with Armistead, he undorst
and understood also, in slow
line fashion, the command
been in her eyes when st i
join the picnic party that atber n
On such an ocoasion thers v
many opportunities for th
wanted, especially if he
other command and carri
sketoh-book along. 1% was nof, he
told himeself, what he desi:
brought into confidentinl relatl
of any kind with this girl,
charm he felt might be so potent &
gink so deep: but at pres
geemed no escape for him.
as Thornton had said, would
bold man who disobeyed Isabe! Riv
ers’ commands, but the‘appearance
of Arturo Vallejo quickened the mem-
ory of the other girl whom he had
promised to help. it this help might
be obtained through Mies Rive
was bound to go even to the lengi
ot exposing himself to poseil le dan
ger—the danger of finding
won peace of mind and heart taken
from him again by the witchery of a
woman's face and a woman'd gmile
—in order to obtain ib.

The bell in the sanctuary sounded.
The men dropped on their knees.
Lloyd waited a few minutes until
the solemn hush was over, and then
turned away from the door, back to
the sunlight and roses of the plaza.
Ag he did so he looked up at the

y8.

:to be
ing

whose

there
only,

vagt, solemn heights encircling the |
valley, and a great longing gtirred |

within him to indhimeelf in the wild,
green solitudes which lay beyond
them,—the soltitude so high uplifted
toward heaven, so remote from the
world of men's sordid struggles,
where he had never failed to find
content, pleasure and health. Yes,
the sooner he saddled his mule and
wae out im the Sierra egain the
better. To morrow perhape

“Hello!” It was .Armistesd’s
“ Have you been to ohurch ?
confounded bells wouldn't lel
sleep, 8o I had to come out:
how one is to get thro
in this beastly place—"

“ There are alleviations pr
gaid Lloyd, regarding with )
amusement the other's careful toilet
and air of being on exceedingly
good terms with himself and the
order of things in general. " For
one, youare invited to dins at the
Casa de la Caridad—"

“ Oh, very good! You've 8een
gome of the Caridad people, then ?"

“ Yes. It's the early bird that
oatches the worm or is himself
caught, you know. I've had the
pleasure of receiving the comwmands
of the Lady of the Caridad. We are
to report for dinner ; and then, with
aselect party, go out this afternocon
to eat tamales at & mine near by."”

“Why at & mine ?"

“mhe nature of the country an.
swers that question. The patio of a
mine affords the only space sufficient-
1y level even for the eating of tam-
ales.”

Armistend gave a comprebensive
' glanoce arcund at the precipitous
heights,

th the day

mised,

“ Are you sure that Miss Rivers is
going ? ' he neked gkeptically.

* Perfectly sure, She thinks that
it would be picturesque, and says
would not miss it for anything.”

“In that case of course I'll go;
although it strikes me it will be n
tremendous bore, Miss Rivers, how-
ever, would make anything endur-
able. I'm more and more struck
with what an extremely lucky thing
{t is that she should chance to be
here.”

* Lucky for-?"

“ ¥or me of course—I wouldn't be
presumptuous enough to intimate

y

| her.
4 : | very cheap eneer.
30U~
bad |
| recognize sincerity,

pathy—ot
|
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d|
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| in
| Lloyd suggested ; for

| its characteristic pos). |
|

by T8 |
& hard- |

| tolerantly.

| materially.

| very
| of the western heights,
voice, in a tone of much surprise. |
Ihe |
me |
thwough | valley,

that it may prove lucky for her also.
But think of the difference her being
bhere makes—and, by Jove, yonder
she is !"

Lloyd looked after him a8 he
pushed his way through the people,
pow thronging out of the church,
to Isabel Rivers' side.

“ Extremely lucky for him that she
happens to be here!” Lloyd re-
peated to himeelf meditatively. ‘' It's
barely possible that he may find
reason to change his mind on that
point before all is said and decne—ab,
Don Arturo! how are you? And
how are the family at Las Joyas ?
You see I remember that you speak
English.”

There was anything but a cordial
light in Arturo Vallejo's dark eyes ag
he replied coldly, in almost the exact
words he had employed at Las Joyas:

“ I no epik English well, senor.”’

* Perhaps not, but you understand
it well—1 remember that. And we
oan talk in Spanieh, if you prefer.”

“ 1 do not know that we have any-
thing of which to talk, senor,” the
young mam answered distantly, in his
own language.

Lloyd smiled.

I think we might find a subject,”
he said. “ May I ask if any of the
tamily of Las Joyas pre with you in
Topia ?”

““No, senor.” There was suspi
cion as well a8 coldness now in the
tone and eyes. ‘' Iam here alone.”

“I am sorry. I should like to see
Dona Victoria.”

Vallejo started angrily.

“] am sure that Dona Victoria
would not wish to see you,” he said
rudely.

“Do not be too sure of that,”
Lloyd replied quietly. “1think Dona
Victoria is aware that I am her
friend.”

“ You have proved it so well " the
young Mexiocan cried in a tone of
sarcasm.

“| have not hed very much oppor-
tunity to prove it,” Lloyd said; " but |
Dona Victoria was good enough to
believe that in the matter of the
Santa Cruz my sympathy is with

Don Arturo permitted himself a

|
\
|
ﬁ

“"Dona Victoria is a woman "
gaid,

“ And has a woman's instinct to’|
Lloyd returned. |
“You talk of sincerity—of sym-
friendship for her,” the |
other cried indignantly, " when |

| have just seen you with our enemy !"

“ He is not my enemy, you know,”
Ll()}ﬂrl‘lh[\l‘l\w’xL.ih]\llbhi(}ﬂl!tel}'. ‘And
in point of fact, he is not your enemy
He is only Mr, Trafford’s
agent.”

‘It is the same thing. He is try- |

| ing to rob="

* Suppose we find a quieter place

which to discuss the subject ?”
the people
about began to cast curious glances
at the angry face and excited maaner
of the voung Mexican.

But Arturo threw back his head in ‘

“ We have nothing to discuss,” hel
replied. "I understand what you l
want. It is that 1 shall talk, betray
myeelf, tell you our plans perlmpﬁ“
because you profess to be sympath-
etic. You must think, senor, that
Mexicans are great fools.”

“ Not all of them,” answered Lloyd,
“ It is & pity your father
did not come to Topia. I gshould
have been glad to talk with him,
But now—" he shrugged his should-
ers slightly. " Life has a great deal
to teach you,” he added;" and I hope
the first lesson will be that it is very
bad policy, not to speak of bad man-

| ners, to insult any one, especially one |

who might have the power to aid you .
Good-day !” \
|

CHAPTER XI1I

THE USE AND FATE OF A SKETCH

The sun, which in Topia disappears ‘l
early behind the great rampart |
was dropping ]
toward these heights, and the latter

were already stretching their lovg

shadows out over the sun bathed |
when the picnic party left the
town. It had been said that they |
were to leave promptly at 8 o'clock.—

punta de la hova; and since thay

finally started at 4, they probably

came 88 near to punctuality as any-

body ever arrives in Mexico.

The San Benito Mine was very |
well gituated as an objective point for ‘
such an excursion. It lay close to
the town, in the heights that on the
wostern side immediately over-
shadow it. All Miss Rivers' love ot
the picturesque was gratified by the
appearance of the procession, which,
leaving the principal thorovghiare,
passed down a short, rocky, canon-
like street, crossed on stepping stones
over n stream which flows through
the gorge, and then, climbing up the
steep hill immediately beyond ; fol-
lowed a narrow path which wound
around its side. Very Mexican was
the order of progression. Arm in
arm, gaily talking and laughing with
each other, went the girle in advance.
Following them more sedately was a
group of matrons; and, at & consider
able interval, behind came a number
of men. Between the feminine nnd}

«Eknowledge by marriage !”

| I'm afraid,

| grea’ chasm
| them a8 they
| the

| arests, bathed in sunligh gt

| think of reproducing

| into the mountain,

magculine contingent was the Cari-
dad part,—Mr, ‘Rivers beguiling the
way by expreseing very freely (in
English) his opinion of the absurdity
of the arrangement.

“ Thoge men should be in front
with the girle, not only for mutual
pleasure but for practical useful
ness,’ he declared. “1t ien't as it
they were cirecling round the plaza,
or even walking on level ground.
There's positive need — take care,
Ieabel | Look out for your footing ?
—of their assistance. Some of these
oid women will be rolling down the
mountain presently—ah, I thought
80 !” (A stout lady in front stumbled
and almost fell) ‘‘Permitme senora,
to aeeist you."

“ Muchas gracias, senor i
mured the lady. . Muy malo
camino "

“ Very bad indeed,” Mr. Rivers
assented ; and then, seeing his way
to making & suggestion, went on in
fluent Spanish; ' It strikes me
genora, that those young men "—he
waved his hand backward—" ought
to be here, assisting the ladies over
the 10ad. Every lady shoald be pro
vided with an escort.”

* Ig that the custom in your coun-
try, senor ?"

“ Undoubtedly. And it adds very
much to the enjoyment of an occa
gion like this.”

“ Al " said the senora, in a tone
of much significance. ‘1 can be
lieve it. But with us it is different.
We have other customs.”

“And long may they keep them !”

mur-
el

gaid Isabel, laughing at her father's ‘
slightly discomfited expression a8 he | gor this kind of thing,

“Ign't it charming!’ Mies Rivers
exolaimed, as she stood watching the
scene. ' What wouldn't I give to be
able to seize and put it away, to re.
fresh myselt with on some cold gray
day, in a tame country, among & life-
lees people !

“You are immensely flattering to
your own people,” Thornton said,
with a laugh. " Won't you let some
of us prove that we are not alto-
gether lifelees ?” He held out his
hand. * Can you resist this music?’

“ The music with difficulty, the
floor—shall we call it ?—with case,”
gshe answered. ‘' Still, I like new
sensations; so I'll try how it goee to
waltz on the patio of & ming—just
once,"”

The next moment she was floating
around with the rest over the hard-
packed but somewhat uneven eur
face of the ground ; and to more than
one pair of watching ayes she seemed
the incarnation not only of grace—
grace a little different from that of
the Mexican girls, because there was
in it & quality which suggested an-
other and very different world—but
also of that healthy, heppy delight
in life which does not disdain the
simplest pleasares.

As she might have foreseen, how-
ever, she was not able to limit her
dancing to ' just once.” When she
paused Armistead claimed a turn,
and then half a dozen Mexicans
thronged arouund her. So she
danced with one after another, while
Thornton came up to Lloyd and
grumbled.

“ItI'd known I was letting her in
I'd never

tell back. “The world would be & | yave asked her to dence,” ho said.

very uninteresting place if there were
no variety in its manner and customs.
And for my part I like thege. Fanoy
bhow much more possibility of
romance there is between young
people here than between those who
associate together as freely as they
do with us 1"

“And how much room for disillusion
when romance is converted into
Thornton
added.

“The practical result is otherwise,”
ghe answered. 'Those who know
Mexico best tell us that one rarely
hears ot an unhappy marricge, and &
broken housebold is almoet un-
known,”

“Miss Rivers is right,” eaid Lloyd.
““The domestic virtues of
women
don’t clamor for righte or ocareers;
they don't form clubs and

govern them in on old and very wise
faghion.”

“ All the same, I am sure that Miss
Rivers would not like to be bound by
their hard and fast 8 2] rules,’
Armistead observed.

“Perhaps not,’ Miss
nowledged, “becauce I am & product
of other social conditions. And I
like freedom, but 'readom
that leads to forgetfu g8 of manners
first and duties aiterward—Oh, what
a view of the quebn: Mr. Lloyd,
what can we do with t A

“Not much more than
Lloyd replied.
It was indeed a gtriking view of the
which ened 1
turned the shoul
hill around whicl
winding. Far below
depths, they caughti the gleam
water ; while on eitherx gide rolled up
vast, broken heights--their rugged
nding
azajnet a sky of jew el-like-brilliancy
and intensity of color. 1i was &
scene of such wild grandeur thai o

Rivers ack

it,

admire

by pencil was to realizo the littl
of man's art in the presence of Na
at her greatest.

“It is hopeless,” Isabel confessed,
with a sigh, “ To attempt to photo-

pEs

would be impertinent.

“Lloyd can do wonders with sepia,” | }
| know.

Thornton suggested.

“I can do something,” Lloyd admit- |

ted.
that to attempt to put this scene on
paper would be hopeless.”

“I am pot sure about that when it

these |
are beyond praise. They |
|

make |

| speeches ; but they make homes and | of dancing for the sake of dancing on

| & place like this?

it by camera or |

ture |

“ Anybody else would just retuse
those fellows—tell 'em ghe's tired,
that the ground hurte her feet,—but
no! Thats Miss Rivers! Does
something confoundedly disngreeable
for the sake of other people and
then declares she enjoysit.”

“ Parhaps she does enjoy it. Con

| gideration for others is 8o rare that

we must find some selfish reason to
account for its existence at all.”

“Huom !” Thornton lighted a
cigarette. ' Look at that fellow
Martinez, how he is beaming all
over ! Who don't you go and have
your turn also? She dances de-
lightfully.”

“ And let her wear out her feet
practising the virtue of unselfishness
on my behalf ? Why don't you
follow her example and go and dance
with some of those Mexican girls ?

“ Good Heavens! who could think

It makes my bead
gwim to look over the edge and think
whereone would goif ons waltz ad too
far., We've heard of shivering and

| badancing and do'ng various other |
uncomfortable things on the edge of |
a precipice, but 1'm sure nobody ever |

heard of dancing on the edge of oue
before.”

The idea is certainly
Topian—if not Uioptian Bat,
matter of social duty, you ought to
take the rick and gapport the credit
of the Caridad.”

‘ Mackenzie's doing engugh
whole staff. He has alrea
with every girl here, and now
making a sccond roun
comes Miss Rivers. ©She
gshort her career of seli-g
unless she's coming fo ask

quite

for the
y waltzed
nes
Bat here
h

| dance, since you baven't as ked &
But it appeared that Miss Rivers |

had a very differsnt purpose In view.

made now, there will be no
make it at all; for we shell soox be
enlled to drink chocolate and ent
tamales, and after that ib will ba too
late to do anything except g home.
Won't you comse and try

can do in the way of making a pic

| fure out ot this wonderful scene ?”
graph thie would be a8 uselees a8 it |

“I'm at your orders, Miss Riverse,”
Lloyd answered., ' Buf the quebrada
is rather a large commiesion, you
Suppose you show the
point of view you care for.”

“1 don't care for this,” she aaid, in

me

‘But I ith Miss Rivers | .. 2 .
2 Rjres. with 1GAMA M VRS | dicating the patio, " 1 want the view
| of the quebrada.

Oh, I know it's &
large commission! But you can try.
And I think the place to try is a litble

: 4 g & a
is a question of sepia,” Isabel 6aid. | gayther on around the mountain, I'll

“You might try—just a sketch, you
know.'

“Here we are at the mine,” said her
father.

Ag be spoke they stepped from the
narrow path they had been tollawi

onto a level space—the patio of the |

mine, a platform about fifty feet

square, cut out of the almost precipi- |

tous mountain-side. On it
from the workings was
gorting, and from it the debris was
dumped.
great arched opening

the ore

which towered
high and steep above ; and over the
door of this tunnel ashed, a3 wide as

an ordinary corridor, led to the office |

—a gmall building at one end. The

rest of the patio wak open to the Bky; |
and its outer edgse dropped gheer to |

the depth of the quebrada, a thousand
feet below. Preparations had been
made for the coming of the pleasure
party. The ground had been care-
fully swept, seats were placed under
the shed, musicians were asgembled ;
servants were lounging around the
door of the office, within which pre-
sumably the tamales had been de
posited; and as the merry throng
spread out over the space, filling it
with life, movement, gaiety, it was
a pioture which for gtriking con-
trasts would have been hard to
matoh. In a few minutes, the mas
culine contingent haviog arrived,
the musicians began playing a waltz,
and one couple after another re-
sponded to its invitation. Soon the
whole patic was filled with young

{ people dancing with all the grace

and joyous abandon ot their Spanish
blood.

brought for |

On the inner side was the |
of the mine |

ghow you where 1 mean.”
Thornton, who did not feel encour-
aged to offer his assistance in

hey walked across the patio.

“It's a hopeless case with Lloyd,
as with the reet of us,” be reflected ;
“alga wild horses couldn't have
dragged bim here And how obedi

couldn’t be brought within
digtance of a woman & I
ago! Yet I'llswe
try in it
wouldn't be half as powertul as it is.”

Lloyd himselt had not the least
doubt on the last point. No man
would have been quicker to detect
even a-shade of coquetry in the beaut
iful eyes with their golden lights, or
in the manner tull of that highest ease
which is as free from familiarity as
from constraint. But undernsath
Isabel Riversa’' charm lay an exquisite
gincerity, an absolute freedom from
the small demands which many
women are constantly making for
admiration, and a possibility of sym-
pathetic comradeship noi to be mis-
taken. And so there was Do more
thought of the possibilities for flixs.
ation which the situation contained
in Lloyd's mind than in her own, as
they walked together on the narrow
mountain road, a little bayond the
patio where the mueioc was playing
and the dancers were cireling in the
faco of o scene so full of wild masjesty
and stern sublimity that it seemed as
if it muset inspire awe in the most
carelees soul,

“What do you think of this?" Isabsl
asked, as they paused ata point which

3 while

| lawyer or
as o |
| certaln
| $o-date, hie mannper reflned t

cub |

| for the rubicund tl

g e | for he had now b
O Mr. Lloyd,” shesaid, [ am socon- | - " :
| cerned about your sketch ! If it ien't |

time to |

| Atlantic
| would yet show up
| he was divorced : you never CC
| tell.
| strange about those ¢

| stock a palace, yet who
| live

this ‘
‘ gearch after the pickuresque, W atched |
them with' rather a cynical eye a8

1 | great deal in that &
ently he does her bidding,—be who | great deal 1 RIRES &
able members of chu

speaking |

y thera's no coque- |
1f there were, the charm |

commanded an admirable view of the
great earth-rith, in the depth of which
ghadows were anlready gathering, al-
though sunlight stiil gilded the sum-
mits of ite eastern heighte. “It s
tremendous—but magnificent,”

“I'll gee what I can do with it, "
Lloyd answered guardedly.

They seated themselves on 8ome
stones, and he dashed the outlines
of the picture on his paper with bold,
firm, rapid strokes, shading in almost
ae quickly ne he drew. It was such
skiltul work that Isabel watched with
tagcinated attention as it grew under
his hand.

T0 BE CONTINUED

e e

“« PHE OLE BACHELOR™
P J. Colem—;n in lln:ury Magazine

No trait of human nature is 8o
univereal or &0 overmsstering a8
curiosity, Hence, mystery piques
the curious, especially when the
mystery is incarnate and goes about
embodied in an interesting person-
ality. Then curiosity becomes &
passion, an obseesion of prying busy-
bodies, proving that Pope was right
when he penned the famous line—
“the proper study of mankind is
man,”

But curious folk are apt to resent
the mysterious when their curiosity
fails to solve the unknown or to
pierce the incognito of, for instance,
a stranger who has lately moved into
a gossiping street and keeps very
much to himself, Human nature in
such a case is apt to neglect itse own
business and attend solicitousely to
the business of others. Also, in such
a case, baflad and thrown off the
scent, curiosity becomes resentful
and vindictive and invents etrange

life stories for the man or woman |

whose reticence eludes its inquisi-
tiveness. Such a person becomes
presently & local hero or heroiue,
tagged with romance snd wrapped
with the fiction of neighborhood goe-
gip, like a butterfly in its chrysalis.

Van Pelt Street was bussing with
goesip. It was a quiet, tree shaded
street of ornate red brick houses, all

patterned alike according to an im- |

memorial Philadelphin
One house resembled

tradition.
another a8

clogely a8 two peas In & pod. Its |

men were
chaniocs

mostly
or small

prosperous me-
tradesmen who

owned their own homes, worked by |
whiled |

day in down town hives and
away their evenings with grapho
phone and newepaper. Its women
were idly curious and of late were
much exercised over the new arrival
in their midst, who ur
of van loads of rich furniture into a
house that had long stood untenanted
a fow doors from the corner of Dau
phin Street.
Was he married single? A
bartender ? A Mormon
or a Meth 9 His furniture was
andy,’ 1 § up

L his
yid or young
his temples

)
age
agev

Well, he might

not €0 young eltber fo

| were graying

bald sg
But

drank, There was

ot on U

one

C t of his face
claimed the fact to the ¥ hole observ
ant stre
from his wife,
week in the
yet moved
e she was at
geason and
Some one eald

He wr

gtreet and no wom
into the house.
City for

something
g who had
furniture enough and of a quality to
preferred to
hlone. He even did his own
hougekeeping and housecleaning—
did not even hire a chorewomal
scrub his front steps or wash
parlor windows on Saturdays
The grocers and butchers,
milkman, coalman and iceman

There was alw

the
de-

livered their goods at his hack gate. |
He made his exite and his entraunces |
By no chance did he |

by a ride door.
ever use the front door. Yes, he waa
a mystery and would bear watching.
He might even ba @ counterfeiter
a burglar, who had chozen that nice,
quiet, regpectable sirael as a eafe re-
great to evade pursult or detecti
It woe an easy way to camoufla
orime and balk the vinatured cu
osity of his prying neighbore. Wel
it he was o criminal he had better
look out. They would put up with a
{, bat respect-
+h and Sunday-
had bought Liberty
would not t
midst. Yes, he
his step and

school who
Bonds
their
watch
and Qs.
All th

name was

better
his

had
miod

y knew of him was that his
Whitt I'l

ker., This

milkman, Where he came from
what he wae, how ha ¢ rned his
money—made it or Wwc rked for it
what was the amount of his income,
what his family connections all
these remained mysteries. So gogeip
buzzed, flction was woven, and Whit-
taker became as inbe
teotive etory, the last chopter of
which would alone reveal the golu-
tion.

At last a clue was found and the
goent grew hot, Mrs. Da Lisie, who
lived in the middle of the block, had
geen him one day in Whittaker's
store on Chestnut Street, right in
the rich heart of the millionaire
shopping district— Whittaker's fam-
ous candy and ice cream shop, where
delicate 1adies sipped chocolate sun
daes and ate marshmallows in pauses
of their shopping. Not once but two
or three times had she seen him
there — emerging, too, from the

vded & couple |

or |

erate crime in |

Ps |
|

much |
they learned of the postman and the |

regting a8 a de- |

private office at the rear of the long
mirror-lined store,

Then Elwood James, who worked
for the United Gas Company and
rode about town fixing ges meters,
had found him one day in converse
with an elderly, aristocratic-looking
gentleman in the hall of a fine man-
sion out on West Spruce Street.
Elwood had gone there to repair &
meter in the cellar, but of course
Whittaker had not seen him. He
lived right across the street from
Whittaker and could not possibly
bave been mistaken in his man.
Afterwards Elwood had found out at
the office of the gns company that
Channing Wentworth Whittaker
lived in the manelon on Spruce
Street—Channing Whittaker of Whit-
taker's Chocoiates, famous through-
out the United States for the quality
of his candies—famous, too, for his
great ‘wealth, his yachte, his old
masters, his tapestries and his eccen
tricities. Yes, that was it; putting
two and two together, adding the in

| cident of the candy store to the inci
dent of the Spruce Street mansion, it l
| was clear as day that the reclusa of |
| Van Pelt Street wae none other than
"' the gon of the millionaire chocolate
| king. For some reason he had quer-
reled with his father, and his father
had cut him off with an allowance.

It was all very mysterious, all very

| interesting, all very sad that he, the .

| son of & millionaire, shounld be forced
to liye in retirement on & small
street, finding pleasure in his books \
tor he had a library—inetead of |
sporting around the world, as all
properly brought up sons of million ‘
aires are supposed to do.

The cat was out of the bag, the |
tension of curiosity was relaxed and
Van Pelt Street breathed a sigh of
reliet and turned to discuss and dis-

| gect soma other mystery.
[ Only that wife of his! It was pro- |
| voking, the way ghe insisted on not
1showing up! She had good remmn\
| tor it, you may be sure, or she would |
| not willingly sacrifice the income of |
the son of a millionaire. But, then, ,
\ no one could blame her for not living
with a brute who probably beat her
when he was drunk. No one had
ever seen him drink—there were
plenty of boys on Van Pelt Street |
who patronized the thirst parlore of
the neighborhood, and they would
know—but that was no procf that he |
did not drink. |
who did it at bome, were always the
worst, you know. |
Meanwhile, calmly indifferent to
| gossip and criticism—indeed, utterly
| ignorant of it — Whittaker went
quietly about his businees. That e |
was an object of interest he neither |
knew nor cared, for his heart was on
other matters than those that con- |
cerned his neighbors. Yet ther eigh-
bors were not whelly apart from his
concerneg, 4 AVe }_IIL‘l more |
thought than they knes A
they ' were

but in f
hen |
die rending |
was laying
them

em.

| 1t concerned or |
the least fortunate ax
There w widows
Pelt Street who made a brave
of prosperity to the but
toiled srduously over washtubs
their back kitchens to feed and clc
their little ones and keep & rool
their heads, 1 o was
Donald, whose hueband was a cripple |
dieabled at the Midvale St el Works, |
His allowance from the bed |
long eince run ot M re
Pritchard wl
ed her i

child.

ong t
Van
ghow

ore & 1ew on

orld, who
|

in

he

Mrs., Mac

company
There was
and had de b

1d or with a year-olc
There cld Tim Ds
whose wife wae a bed ridden inv

Tim himgelf, a ne'er 1l who did |
odd jobs where he could get them.

There were cases of misfortune
other forms among the nelg

community; for despite 1te
| brick fronts and its merry

phoneg, on Vvan Pelt Street, ag
| other more pretentious streets, '
was not gold that glittered."”

Then there was little Mary Des
mond, the blue eyed, golden-haired
daughter of Pal Deemond, whose
bouse fronted Whittaker's acrossg the |
street. A oharming little tot, with
the face of an angel, and the com
plexion ot a bisque doll, she had been
run over one day, shortly after Whit
taker's arrival in the street, i
after many weeks in hospita
| now limping about the bouge h ¢

shortened leg, the result of & broken |
hip bone. The little thing wes suf- |
tering, too, for the uomne
| geemed to seb right, and
trom & high-priced doc
ing most of Pat Desr hard
earned weges. And wad four
other mouths to feed besides little

Mary's !

Was
Jdid, |

do-we

in |
1boring
ornate

The unfortunate ones did not know
it, but Whittaker had notes oi
misfortune jotted down in & lttle
| notebook which he carvied in an
| uapper vest pocket. How he come by |
this information was his own affair,
but his inforr was authentic
| and detailed.
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Therefore, when & ton of conl was |
| ghot into this poor womans cellar
without having been ¢ dered by her;
when a basket of groceries was leit
at this other woman's door by some
good Samaritan; when Mre. Des
mond's medicines were filled without
paymept at the drug store and her
dootor's bills paid; when & whesled
chair cama to little Mary, so that
could be wheele d to and sit comfiort
ably at the parior window; W hen
this widow found clothes her
children on her doorstep and that
one an overcoat for her boy, the
neighborhood was coneocious of & new
experience in its midst.

for

No, Father Gough had not ordered
these thinge. The good priest was
imprassed by the tales of the women
who had gone to him to thank him ‘\
for hig anonymour, benefactions ; but |
he Lol not ordered coal or groceries l
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