CAN YOU GUESS EATON’S IDENTITY?

ABRIEL WARDEN, Seattle capitalist, is murdered while on his way to
G “right a great wrong' done a nameless young man. Warden, you must

remember, was a contemporary of the famous Latron of ‘‘the Latron
properties,” who was murdered five years earlier.

Speculation is still rife, and the mysterious young man is still being sought,
in the hope that his ‘‘wrongs’’ may show up the real murderer, when Conductor
Connery of the famous Seattle-Chicago train, is notified by the road’s president
to hold the train one hour before starting, and to place himself at the utter
4 disposal of whoever presents to him a certain card. He notes that five people
board the train after its usual starting time. They turn out to be the famous
' | blind lawyer-financier-magnate Basil Santoine, his secretary Avery, his daugh-
. ter Harriet, a plump business man and young Eaton. Various incidents lead
him to associate Eaton with the descriptions of the ‘“‘wronged’’ young man.

The great train is snow-bound. In the re-arrangement of sleeping cars
Basil Santoine’s berth comes to oceupy the same relative position in the train
as young Eaton’s. Santoine is discovered almost dead in ‘his berth. Eaton is
suspected and persists in refusing to tell who he is, or whence he comes, or who
his friends are. Various incidents tend to make Haton appear to be guilty.
Avery, Santoine’s secretary, seems eager to blame Haton. Miss Santoine is
compelled to stand by and see him locked up in' the snow-bound train, To all
questions Eaton gives a refusal,

Santoine, operated on on the train, recovers. Through his daughter he
questions Haton sharply. The train arrives in Chicago. Eaton is gently but
firmly made a sort of guest-prisoner of Santoine’s and taken to the great blind
man’s estate. Here he meets “Cousin Wallace,” devoted to Santoine, also Miss
Mildred Davis, an oceasional - stenographer for Avery. He and she form a
league to get certain papers concealed in Santoine’s library.

While out walking with Miss Harriet Santoine, Eaton is deliberately run
down by a passing motor party of men. Eaton insists it was an accident. Miss {
Qantoine believes otherwise and declares she recognized one of the occupants
of the motor as the plump business man who seemed to be interested in Eaton

on the train.

CHAPTER XIV.—(Continued.)

EATON stood an instant longer,
studying Santoine, trying fruitless-
1y to make out what was passing
in the blind man’s mind. He was
distinctly frightened by the revela-
tion he had just had of Santoine's
: .el_ear, implacable reasoning regarding

him; for none of the blind man’s de-
etions about him had been wrong—
‘all had been the exact, though in-
complete, truth. It was clear to him
hat Santoine was close—much closer
‘@ven than Santoine himself appreciat-
d—to knowing Faton’s identity; it
. Was even probable that one single
* additional fact—the discovery, for in-
Stance, that Miss Davis was the
ource of the second telegram receiv-
€d by Eaton on the train—would re-
Veal everything to Santoine. And
Eaton was not certain that Santoine,
even without any new information,
ould not reach the truth unaided at
any moment. So Eaton knew that he
‘himgelf must act before this happen-
‘€d. But so long as the gafe in San-
toine’s study was kept locked or was

P

ntil he had received help from out-
ide; and he had not yet received
hat help; he could not hurry it or
'ven tell how soon it was likely to
€ome, He had seen Miss Davis sev-
times as she passed through the
lls going or coming for her work
vith Avery: but Blatchford had al-
rays been with him, and he had been
Inable to speak with her or to re-
Ceive any signal from her.

S hig mind reviewed, almost in-
stantaneously, these consider-
ations, he glanced again at

riet; her eyes, this time, met his,

t she looked away immediately. He

Could not tell what effect. Santoine’s
velations had had on her, except

at she seemed to be in complete ac-

rd with her father. As he went to-

Yard the door, she  made no move to
ompany him. He went out with-

t speaking and closed the inner

ld the outer doors behind him; then

> went down to Blatchford.

For geveral minutes after - Haton

d left the room, Santoine thought in

Harriet stayed motionless,

; the extent to which he

serie '
ith Warden’s murder, came home
ely to her now that she saw him

n had shown partly what was
_ ‘mhis mind, o

and now that his talk with

“Where are you, Harriet?” he asked
at last.

She knew it was not necessary to
answer him, but merely to move so
that he could tell her position; she
moved slightly, and his sightless eyes
shifted at once to where she stood.

“How did he act?” Santoine asked.

She reviewed swiftly the conversa-
tion, supplementing his blind ap-
preciations of Eaton’s manner with
what she herself had seen.

“What have been your impressions
of Waton’s previous social condition,
Daughter?” he asked.

She hesitated; she knew that her
father would not permit the vague
generality that Eaton was “a gentle-
man.” “Exactly what do you mean,
Father?”

“I don’t mean, certainly, to ask
whether he knows which fork to use
at table or enough to keep his nap-
kin on his knee; but you have talked
with him, been with him—both on the
train and here: have you been able to
determine what sort of people he has
been accustomed to mix with? Have
his friends been business men? Pro-
fessional men? Society people?”

The deep and unconcealed mnote
of trouble in- her father’s voice
startled her, in her familiarity
with every tone and every expression.
She answered his question: “I don’t
know, Father.”

“] want you to find out.”

“In what way?”

“yYou must find a way. I shall tell
Avery to help.” He thought for sev-
eral moments, while she stood wait-
ing. “We must have that motor and
the men in it traced, of course. Har-
riet, there are certain matters—cor-
respondence—which Avery has been
looking after for me; do you know
what correspondence I mean?”

“Yes, Father.”

“1 would rather not have Avery
bothered with it just now; I want him
to give his whole attention to this
present -inquiry. You yourself will
assume charge of the correspondence
of which I speak, Daughter.”

“Yes, Father. Do you want anything
else now?” ;

“Not of you; send Avery to me.”

She moved toward the door which
Jed to the circular stair. Her father,

_ghe knew, seldom spoke all that was

in his mind to any one, even herself;

she was accustomed, therefore, to

looking for meanings underneath the
directions which he gave her, and his

present order—that she should take
charge of a part of their work which

" ordinarily had been looked after by
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Avery—startled and surprised her by
its implication that her father might
rnot trust Avery fully. But now, a3
she halted and looked back at him
from the door and saw his troubled
face and his fingers nervously press-
ing together, she recognized that. it
was not any definite distrust of Avery
that had moved him, but only his
deeper trust in herself. Blind and
obliged to rely on others always in re-
spect of sight, and now still more
obliged to rely upon them because he
was confined helpless to his bed, San-
toine had felt ever since the attack
on him some unknown menace over
himself and his affairs, some hidden
agency threatening him and, through
him, the men who trusted him. So,
with instinctive caution, she saw now,
he had been withdrawing more and
more his reliance upon those less
closely bound to him—even Avery—
and depending more and more on the
one he felt he could implicitly trust—
herself. As realization of this came
to her, she was stirred deeply by the
impulse to rush back to him and
throw herself down beside him and
assure him of her love and fealty; but
geeing him again deep in thought, she
controlled herself and went out.

CHAPTER XV.
Donald Avery is Moody.

ARRIET went down the stair in-
to the study; she passed
through the study into the main

part of the house and found Donald
and sent him to her father; then she
returned to the study. She closed
and fastened the doors, and after
glancing about the room, she removed
the books in front of the wall-safe to
the right of the door, slid back the
mioovable panel, opened the safe and
took out a bundle of correspondence.
She closed safe and panel and put
back the books; and carrying the cor-
respondence to her father’s desk, she
began to look over it.

This correspondence—a consider-
able bundle of letters held together
with wire clips and the two envelopes
bound with tape which she had put
into the safe the day before—made
up the papers of which her father had
spoken to her. These letterg remre-
gented the contentions of wilful,
powerful and sometimes ruthless and
violent men. Ruin of one man by an-
other—ruin financial, social or moral,
or all three together—was the inten-
tion of the principals concerned in
this correspondence; too often, she
knew, one man or one group had car-
ried out a fierce intent upon another;
and sometimes, she was aware, these
bitter feuds had carried certain of
her father’s clients further even than
personal or family ruin: fraud, vio-
lence and—twice now—even murder
were represented by this correspond-
ence; for the papers relating to the
‘Warden and the Latron murders were
here. There were in this connection
the documents concerning the Warden
and the Latron properties which her
father had brought back with him
from the Coast; there were letters,
now more than five years old, which
concerned the Government’s promised
progecution - of Latron; and, lastly,
there were the two envelopes which
+had just been sent to her father con-
cerning the present organization of
the Latron properties.

She glanced through these and the
others with them. She had felt al-
ways the horror of this violent and
ruthless side of the men with whom
her father dealt; but now she knew
that actual appreciation of the crimes

. that passed as business had been far

from her. And, strangely, she now
realized that it was-not the attacks on
Mr. Warden and her father—over-
whelming with horror “as these had

been—which were bringing that ap-.

preciation home to het. It was her

- understanding now that the attack was

ot meant for her father but for Eaton.
For when she had believed that some
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ORANGE CHARLOTTE

2 tablespoonfuls lemon
juice
1 cup orange juice and

pulp
Whites of three eggs

i3 envelope Knox
Sparkling Gelatine

13 cup cold water
19 cup boiling water
1 cup sugar

‘Soak gelatine in cold water five minutes and
dissolve in boiling water. Add sugar, and when
dissolved, add lemon juice. Coolslightly and add
orange uice and pulp. When mixture begins to
stiffen, beat, using wire whisk, until light; then
add whites of eggs, beaten until stiff, and beat
thoroughly. Turn into mold thathas been di;{pad
in cold water and if desired line mold with lady
fingers or sponge cake. One pint whip) cream
ma¥ be used in place of whites of eggs. Other
fruits or nuts may be added.

APPLE CHARLOTTE

Make same as Orange Charlotte, using cooked
apple pulp in place of orange juice and pulp.

Each package of Knox
Sparkling Gelatine makes four
times as much jelly as the so-
called ready prepared kind.

Besides jelly, Knox Gelatine
makes Salads, Puddings,
Candies, etc.

Hundreds of pleasing uses for it
suggested in our
LATEST RECIPE BOOK

'Sent FREE for your grocer’s
name, - If you wish a pint sample,
enclose 2¢ stamp.
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‘No dirt, smoke nor odor.
Over 200 styles, ranging from
100 to 2000 candle power.

- Absolutely guarant {
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