.; ""n”‘ ‘,.,
| “Now, make a long jump
, | down to the present, . First. then, 1
. want you to follow with me the course
| ot figure that leaves Hedgerow
- Bouse on the late afterndon ot July 5.
'By chance, the figure ix not seen, ex.
tept at a distance Dy Gansett Jim. who
Suspected nothing then, Otherwise it
wonld have heen stopped. as it wears

Tl

.~ mor rose topazes, with a miscellaneous .

“First, the jewels.” :
Kent turned to Preston Jax,. who
samded bim‘a package. ‘Opening it
Kent displayed the wonderful Grosve:

iot of rings sparkling amid their coils.
With a cry. Marjorie caught up the
necklace,

“Are all the remainder of the lost
valuables there. Mrs. Blair?’ asked
Kent.

She glanced carelessly at the rings.
“1 think 80. Yes. But this is what
matters to me.” 3 ,

“These are all that Preston Jax

found om the body.” . i\ .
the

“It was ysu who' found
demanded Blair of Jax.

“Yes,” sald the astrologer ‘unegsily.

“Were you alone when you : found
ity / :
“Yes. No. 1 don’t know. ‘Tbere wars
4 man somewheres near. I heard him.
blt I mever saw him.”

“Was Mr. Francis Sedgwick with
You that might?" pursued Mr. Blair in
measured tones. ;

“l never saw Mr, Sedgwick until to-
day.”

There ‘was a little soft sigh of relief
from where Marjorie Blair sat.'

“That may or may not be true,” said
Alexander Blair sternly. *“It is the
word of a man who has robbed a dead
body if, indeed, he did not also ‘kili”"—

“l1 didn’t kill or rob any one.” said

BN
B o

Jax. - -

“How came you by my d&ughzer'si
jewels, then, if you did not take them'
from the body?”’ : :

“Who ever ‘said | didn’t take ’em
from the body?” retorted the other |
“I1 did take 'em, but it wasn’t robbery

And what 1 want to know is how dié
they come to be on the body anyhow -
What was that Astraea woman doing
with your danghter’s rings and neck
lace? Tell me that!”

“Wait & moment,” put in Kent. “Ex-
plain te Mr. Blair, Jax, what your pur-
pose was in taking the jewels.”

“Te hide ’em. I thought the less
there was on the body to identify it
the better chance I’d have of getting
away. 1'was so scared that I guess ]
was half crazy anyway. Arnd now 1
hear she never has been ideintified. Is
that right?”

Sheriff Schlager half rose from his
chair. “Ain’t yeu told ’em, Professo:
Kent?” Ctd

Kent shook his head.

“Ner you, Mr. Blair?"

“N.‘" 3

“Then I don’t see why we can’t keep
it among omrselves;” said the sheriff.

“There is no reason why it should
ever be known outside of this room,”
spid Kent, and ag the words Alexan-
@er Blair exhaled a pent up breath of
relief. “But it is due to one person
here that she should know everything.
Follow me through a page of unwrit:
ten local history. The beginning of
this story goes back some seventy-five
years, when there lived not far from
Hogg’s Haven in a house which has
since been destroyed an older sister
of Captain Hogg, who married into the
Grosvemor family. She was, from the
evidence of the Grosvenor family his-
toriah, ‘who, by, the way, Jhas withheld-
all this from his pages, a woman of the

most extraordinary charm and mag.
Letisme. - Not beautiful in the strict
sense of the word, she had a gift be
yond beauty, and she led. men. in
chains. Her husband Aappeats to have
been a weakling who counted for
Bothing in her life after-the b!tth;,ot %
her: children. Seeking distraction, she
fung ‘herself into mysticism and be-
came the priestess of a cult of. star
worshipers, which included many of
the. mere cultivated pecple, of this, re-
glon. Among them was a young Ger-
man mystic and philosopher who

fied te this country to escape. punish.
ment for political offenses. ‘Hermann
von, Milts was his name,”

“That's why she called -me Her-

pn,” broke in Preston in an awed

3 't jump to wiid@ ‘conclusions,”
sald Kent smilingly. “Some of their
correspendence ‘s still extant. She
signed herseif Astraea in bhandwriting
similar to the signature of that note of
yours, Jax.  There seems to have been
no gufit between them as the jaw
Judges guilt. The bond was a mystic
one. RBgt it was none the less fatal.
It culminated in a tragedy of. which
the detsils. are lost. Perhaps it was
an elopement that they planned; per-
baps a double suicide. with the “idea
that their souls would be united in
death. There are hints of that in the

0ld letters in the historian’s possession |

and im the library at Hedgerow house.
This much is known: The couple em-
barked together in a small boat. Von
Miltz was never again heard cof.-  Ca:
milla Grosvenor’s bedy came ashore in
Lonesome Cove. She was the Cove’s
carliest recorded victim. -The sketch
which that mischief monger, Eider
Dennett, left at your door. Sedgwick,
Supposing it to be a likeness of the
unfortumate creature he had seen on
“the road to your bouse, is a Charles
Plliott sketeh for the portrait of Oa-
m]"a T RSN SR et A g
‘My God!” Jax burst out. “Wasita
ghost |
Hawkil heights?”

: dt

g2 ‘ Tt ,v { o > ‘l 2 2 :
t : eht wm . A did you
met up with that night om “Then h(,"{ ! y m

Mrs, Blair's neckluce and rings.”
“‘Dressing “the part of ~Astraea”

§ guessed Lawyer Rain.

“Precisely. Our jeweled tigure, in a

dress that is an old one ot Mrs. Blair’s
and with a package in hand, makes its

Wway across country to the coast.”

“To join me,” said Preston Jax. |

“To join you. ' Chance brings the
wayfarer face to face with that gen-
tleman of the peekaboo mind, Hlder
Dennett. ‘They talk. The stranger
asks—quite by chance, though the el-
ler assumed it was otherwise—about
he home of Francis Sedgwick. At
the entrance to Sedgwick’s place the
pair met. "Phere was a curious  en-
counter, ending in Sedgwick’s demand-
ing an explanation of the rose topazes,
which he knew to be Mrs. Blair's.”
“How ‘did be know that?’ Wemanded
Alexander Blalr. .. -
““Because | had worn them when I

sat to him for wy picture,” said Mar _

jorie Blair quietly.

“The stranger,” continued Kent, “re-
fused to give Sedgwick any explana-
tion, and when he threatened to fol-
low stunned him with a rock and es-
caped. Some distance down the road
the wayfarer encountered Simon P.
Groot, the Jtinerant merchant. Sedg-
wick afterward met him and made in-
quirles; bnt obtained no satisfaction..

“Sedgwick was back in his house by
9 o'clock, and we have a witness here
who was talking with the wearer of
the necklace at that hour. Jax, let us
have your statement.”

Holding the copy of the confession
in his hand in case of comfusion of
memory, the starmaster told of his
rendezvous, of the swift savage at

tack, of. the -appalling incident of the
“manacles,

cles, of the wild race across the
beights and of the final tragedy.

“I've thought and wondered and fig-
ured day and night,” he said in con-
clusion, “and I can’t get at what that
rope and the handcuffs meant.”

“The bandcuffs must have come from
that dreadful collection of Captain
Hogg’s things in the big hallway at
Hedgerow house,” said Marjorie Blair.

“Yes,” assented Kent, “and the dim
clew to their purpose goes back again,
I fancy, to the strange mysticism of
the original Astraea. The disordered
mind, with- which we have to deal,

seems to have been guarding against |

: fRE R S-S e
. GHAPTER XX,
/i The Face In the Coffin.

“F  JULD on a bit” interrupted
- ‘Lawyer Bain. “I remember

¢

there was a fuss about the

{ corpse. not - being -publiciy
shown for identification.: - Somé of us’
iusisted. . The sheriff gave. in. The. |
coffin Nid wasn’t quarter off. when
Breed gave a yell and clapped . it on
ugmﬁl' and they took the body back te
his house and shut themselves in wit
it for half an hour before they took it
to the ball again. | rather opined that
some one had changed bodies."”

“That’y what made you so. cussed
curious. ‘was it. Adam?' barked the
sheriff. :

“There was no exchange. of bodies,”
said Kent. “But there was a change
in the body itself.” il

“What. kind: of -a change?’ asked. |
Sedgwick. S

“Has it ever occurred to you to think -
that after death the hair grows fast?"

“I've  heard it said’" said Lawyer
Bain, *“that it grows faster than in
life.” -~

“And that it grows not only on the
head, but on the face as well?” |

“The face! A woman's face?’ ex-
claimed Sedgwick. iy ’

"N gm0 i

“What man?” o '

“The man in the coffim”

“Have you  lost your mind, Chet?
The body in the coffin was that of the
woman who met me at the entrance to '
the Nook.” : g '

*No. It was the body of .the man !
who, dressed in woman’s clothing,' met
you at the Neok and knocked you
down with a stone flung overhand as
not one woman in a thousand could
bave thrown it. That, in itself. ought
to bave suggested the secret to me
long before I discovered it."

“But how .did you discover it?’ in-
quired Sedgwick in bewilderment.

“By the cut on the cheek.  Yeon see,
the sheriff had failed to foresee that.
telltale beard. They had the body
taken to the house and did the best
they could. That cut on the.cheek was
a razor cut. . Having realized that
much, 1 had to deal thenceforth with
the mystery of a dead man masquerad-
ing’ as -a. woman and‘ being abetted
in the deception by the officers of the
law”=

“Astraea a man!"” broke in Preston
Jax, his chin in a spasm. *“No wonder
shethe put ap such a fight Who
was he?”

“My son, Wilfrid -Blair,” said Alex-
ander $lair.

“You see, Mrs. Blair,” said Kent
very gently, “it isn’'t so bad as you

| feared. Fhere was no other woman in

the case, no disgrace, no shame. You

any: such separation ,as- divided in| feel nothing but pity for an unhappy.

death Astraea from her Hermann.”

heard yell when she went over.-
what became of him?”

“Simon ' P. Groot spoke of hearing
that map’s scream, too,” confirmed
Bain.
Professor Kent?”

“The other man wag Francis Sedg-
wick,” declared Alexander Blair dog-
gedly. .

Chester Kent shook his head.

“I've got a witness against that the- I

ory from your own side, Mr. Blair”
said he. “Gansett Jim at first thought
a8 you do. In that belief he tried to

¢ Kl Mr, Sedgwick. Now he knows his |

mistake. Isn’t that so, Jim?”

“Yeh,” grunted the half breed.

“Theré was no other man,” said
Chester Kept. “Don’t you understand,
Mzr. Blair,” he ad with. significant
emphasis, “the source of that ery in
the night heard by Jax and Simon P.
Groot?”’ ’ .

‘A flash . of enlightenment swept
Blair's face. “Ah-h-h!” he said in a
long- drawn breath. . Then: “I was
wrong. I beg Mr. Sedgwick’s pardon.”

ick. bowed: Marjorie Blair's |

and: went out, and: her fingers closed
#oftly on the tense hand of her father-
in-law.

“No third person bad any part what- |
soever in the drama which Jax has re-

counted .to, us,” pursied. Kent. “Ip
the morning the body was discovered.
Sheriff Schlager was sent for. He
found in the pocket something that be-
k:;?d the w&%u of the body with
Hedgerow houge.” 5

“A_Dbit of writing paper with the
heading still legible,” said the sherift.

“With this he accosted ' Gansett Jim,
who after a night long search bag
come out on the cliff. Jim, assuming
that the sheriff knew all, told him ot

the identity of the body. The sheriff -

saw a chance for money in it. If I do
g)cu{h ustice, Schlager, you'll cor-
> mo.”

"ﬁ& right ahead. Don’t mind me.
I'll take my medicine,”
 “Nery. well.- Schlager adopted the
ready madg theory which Mr. Jax had
prepared for him, so to spegk, that the
body was washed ashore, and arrang-
ed, with the cobnivimce of Dr. Breed,
the medical- officer. to bury, it as am
ung:nown. For this perversion of their
duty Mr. Blair rewarded them hand:
somely. As I understand it, he dread:

‘ed, any. publicity attaching itself to

Hedgerow house and. his family.

“To avoid this, Mr. Blair was will
ing even to let the suppoused murderer,
\H’W believed to be Sedgwick, go

ungeathed of justice. By' chance )
sdw the body on the beach. Not unti)

inquest, however, did T realize the
really startling and unique feature of
‘the case. There is where you and Dr,

; - made your: fatal error,
Msmﬂﬂ ” .

“That's right. You saw the face
when we lifted the lid, 1 s’pose.”
. “Ne. . You were too quick in replac.

on to the
e

- N

| wrecked mind., for which death was

“It was the other man that killed | the happiest refuge.”

her,” said’ Preston Jax, “the man I
Bug | Jax.

“But the man’s voice!”, exclaimed
*“The voice of the man on the
clifey” p o
“Wilfrid Blair’s,” said Kent. *“In the
final moment he came to himself. At

“Have you got any clew to him, | last he resumed his voice. Up to then
; | he had been in voice, manner, thought,

burpose, unconsciously playing a part.”
‘“‘Astraea!” said Sedgwick and Jax in

| breath. -

“Yes. It was one of those strange
and complete assumptions of person-
ality which pugzle the alienists. -Wil-
frid Blair’s diseased mind had fasten-
ed~upon the strange history of his an-

cestress and broeded on it until he be-
| came convinced that her spirit was re-
| Incarnated in himself.
| his striking likeness to the portrait of

Undoubtedly

Camilla Grosvenor powerfully aided
the obsession.” <

“We thought it melancholia.”” said
Alexander Blair.. “As you say, he had
been very secretive, very silent too.
We kept Gansett Jim with him as a
sort of bodyguard.”

*“l must understand this all,” ‘said
Marjorie. *“Wilfrid’s body is where?”

“In Annalaka churchyard.”

*“Then" who—what is btried in his
grave at Hedgerow honse?”

“Nothing,” said Alexander Bliar.

“A mock funeral!"

“My dear.” said the man—he seemed
to. havé grown suddenly old under the
unspoken arrgignment—“l -could not
tell you what'l thought the truth. I
thought then that Wiifrid had encoun-
tered Mr Sedgwick and that—that
there had been a fight, in which he,
was killed. Rather than face thescan-
dal of a murder trial, a scandal in
which the family name would™ have
been dragged through the mire of the

public prints again, 1 choséthe part of

deceit.” : ! 55t ]

*But you made me Belfeve that Mr.
Sedgwick killed Wilfrid!” she accused.
' *1 believed it myself,” he retorted.

*“But what basis bad you for sus-

pecting me of the crime?” cried Sedg-
wick. turning to Marjorie Blair.
- She flushed to her temples. *1—i—
thought,” she murmured, “that he
mjght have known of our acquaint-
ance and bhave misconstrued; that he
might have gone to find you and at-
tacked yo@ and that you killed him.
In self defense, 1 mean.’"

Thank you for that last at least,”
sald Sedgwick rather bitterly; then,
ag he saw her wince, ‘‘Forgive me!”
be added in a, low tgne. "But to be
suspected - by you, even though you
were misled”— He stopped, catehing
Kent's-frowning Zlance.

“Who discovered that the burial was
a false one?” she.asked after a panse.

Proféssor Kent.” said Blair “He
and Mr. Sedgwick exhdmed the  cof-
fin.” A £ 3 Foadh,

That. was the night”— Her eyes
questioned Sedgwick.

“That | found .you at Hedgerow >

house. Yes.™ he said gently.
“Whatever Wilfrid may have been,”
-she continued after a moment's si-
lence/ “he was my husband, | bear
hig name, and to leave him in a.name-

WM dishonor. BQt bim

vone, but myself.” i

R
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“You would. elaim
Alezander Blair. .

“What else is there for us to do?
she countered. e _ :

“And bring down upou s ufavoidu.
bly the ‘publicity. which we have es
caped at. so bitter a price?" cried the
elder. Blair. “Have we not suffered
enough from the scandal of his life
that we should be further involved im
the scundal of bis death” .

‘“‘He’s right, miss. It won't do.” said

the: body ?" cried

the sheriff-kindly..

The tension wais broken by a tremen
dous sigh. Al eyes turned to ton
Jax, who had' risen and was éan.ing
against the wall, his chin jerking gal-
vanically. :

“Well?* said Kent.

“What are you going to do with me?"

*You? Oh, you go back to Irene,”
said Kent, with his half smile. ‘‘That’s
Jour sentence if Mrs. Blair, approves.”

The astrologer drew a quick ‘breath.
The light of a great relief softened his
bard little eyes. A startled look wid-

‘ened them-as Marjorie Blair, her own

trouble forgotten for the moment, rose
and went over to.him, the reflection of
another’s happiness shining in her face
and-making it doubly lovely. A ring
glinted in her outstretched hand. :

“Take this,” she said softly, “‘foryour
Irene. May you be very, very happy
together)”

“Wh-wh-whut'll | say? Whatll 1
do to thank you, ma’am? I—1—D1 jest
tell you this: It's me for the straight
and narrow from now on. And if ever
you or Professor Kent or gny of you
want an Al, speciai charted, extra ce
lestial star reading for self or friends,
you--you—you ¢-c-c-come”— Hg made
a rush for the hallway, and the -door
banged & period to his emotion.

“L think,” said Chester Kent gravely,

, “that lefSon will last.””

As Marjorie Blair stood smiling, soft
eyed, at the door whence the overcome
starmaster had disappeared, Sedgwick
started to pass. With quick and unex-
Dected tact, Alexander Blair drew the
sheriff and the lawyer aside, giving to
the young' people their moment. She
looked up at Sedgwick with lifted eye-
brows,

“Are you not going to speak to me?”
she said sorrowfully.

“What is there.to say, except one
thing—and that I may not say now.”

“No, no!" she whispered, in affright. -

“But say you forgive me.”

“You! For what?" .

“For having believed, even for -an
instant, what Father Blair said, that
you were the murderer.”

Sedgwick smiled bravely.
all past.”

_“And you'll think of me at least
kindly ?”

“I’'ll think of you with every beat of
my heart,” he said passionately.

Across her face passed the !gok of
fairy wistfulness that was all ber own.
*“No,” she-gaid, “it would be better—for
both.of us—that you should forget, for
the time.” :

He leaned over her:

‘“What shall assuage the unforgotten

pain

And teach the unforgetful to forget?”
he quoted very low.

“And yet,” ‘she persisted, “it would
be easier, now that I am going away.”

“Going away! For long?"

She. nodded. with. compressed lips.
Sedgwick turned very white. N

“Ob, don’t ‘look like that!" she fa)
tered. *“I can’t bear it! Can't you see
that after what has happened I must
g0? I must have time to forget.

“That is

There is so much to forget! Surely

you can be patient—and trust.” :

He drew her gaze to his own. held
it for the space of a heart beat and
was gone.

- . w = » . =

‘Summer had waned:from the coast
and with it had passed the keenness
of local interest in the strangest vie-
tim of Lonesome Cove. Other subjects
of absorbing interest supervened dup
ing the long winter, among them the
rumor that Hedgerow house was to
be sold before summer. Y

“And young Blair's body along with
it, I expect,” remarked Elder Dennel;
malevolently. “Seems'to me, if 1 was
a lionaire ke Alexander Blair, 1
wouldn’t sell my own flesh and blood,
dead or alive.”

Of Alexander Blair himself nothing
had been seen in the neighborhood
since mid-July nor of his daughter-in-
law. Hedgerow house was in charge
of Gansett Jim as caretaker. Profes-
sor Kent had left about the same time
as the Blairs, but Francis Sedgwick
had stuck to. the Nook. Though his
work prospered, the worker had paled.

Wind borme ‘on: the blast of a mid:
March gale. Chester Kent. dropped
down at the door of the Nook one wild
afternoon without warning. As ak
ways, he was impeccably clad. though
his. stout boots showed the usage of
recent hard wear. Throwing open the
-door, he called his friend’s naiie. ;

Instantly the \artist came lopg
down the stairs and had him by the
shoulders.

*I’ve got a caller up above,” he said
after the usual greetings and ques-
tionings were over.

“Yes? Have yon gone in for local
society 7 ¢

“Not exactly loeal.
Blaln_f" 5 3

“Hel-lo!” said Kent  in surprise.
“What brings him?*

“Why. he came down to Hedgerow

It’s Alexander

-bouse to look after certain books and
. papers dnd ran over here to make:his

amende honorable in form. Chet, |
hate being apologized to.”

“Of course. Every oune does. 'Nev-
ertheless, it's good exercise for Mr. A.
Blair. Esquire.” : .

“He's the grim jawed, hard bitted
Blair of old. Just the same. he made
his apology as handsomely ad need be
I'll bring him down bere.”

The fabric magnate descended from
the studio and greeted Kent briefly.
then tirned to his host. “You_ will ex:
Cuse uieif | ask Mr. Kent to step out-

| house.

back t¢ my studio.” ‘Which he did.
.1 need your assistance,” Some om
88 Dbeen tampering with my som’s
grave,” sald Rlair.

house?"

“Yes.. Gansett Jim reports that ther:
are signs of recent digging. It look:
as if’ ghouls Jhad been at work Chere
with the idea of getting the body an¢
holding it for ransom. They woulc

got the coffin out!”

“Because they’d have.found no body
in it; you mean?”

“Certainly. But suppose they discov
ered that there were no remains, noth
ing but a punctured sand bag? Do yo
see the potentialities of blackmail?”

“Do you know of an old lady namec
Orcutt in Annalaka?” asked Kent.

“No.”

“She owns the house just next t«
Annalaka churchyard, where your sor
was buxied as Jane Doe. She is g very
worthy old lady. But she suffers se
verely. from asthma. In fact, it keep:
her awake most of the night. So somq
interested - persons have subseribe
money and sent her south to a sanato
riom. SFd like
her gage.”

“You wish e to subscribe?”

*“Oh, more than that. T think it woulé
be & good idea if you were to assume
the entire expense of the proceedings.’

“You. _Wean reimburse the subscrib
m-;?l e

“Bxaetly.” :

For a few seconds the. millionaire
studled Kent's candid face: ‘*Very
well,” he agreed.. “How much?’’

“Sheriff. Schlager cap tell you.. He
Is keeping the accounts. = You see, it
was necessary to get her out of the
way. Her windows overlook the
churchyard.”

“So you took occasion to indicate be-
fore.”: " T a
is excusable. She left two weeks 480,
very much mystified but pathetically
thankful, poor old girl!

“When she was safely out of the
way and no longer overlooking Anna-
laka churchyard by night from her

| window Schlager, Adam Bain and I
paid & visit to the place.

What lay,
nameless, in Annalaka churchyard now
rests in its own place at Hedgerow
I wish that you might have
‘beard the little prayer made by that
simple country lawyer over your son’s
grave.”

Alexander Blair's clinched hands
went to his temples in a singular ges-
ture and dropped again. *“What inter-
est did Schlager and Bain have in the
matier?” he added in a low tone.

“Why, Schlager had done some dirty
work for you and wanted to even ac-
counts with his own conscience. As
for Bain. we needed a third man we
coptld trust. 1 asked him and got him
It was no small risk for him. [f you
felt that-his risk is worth some reward

you might”— \
“Yes. yes!™ interrupted the other
eagerly.
or perhaps more" —
Kent smiled. *“By thinking hard 1
not more in this case. It wouldn't be
shock.

Thank you very mygch, Mr.
Blair.” ¥ '

CHAPTER XXI.
Reward,

“ ND now,” said Blair, “I am still
in the dark as to your interest
in the matter.”

"Mine? Why, for one thing,

I dislike to leave any affair unfinished.

Besides, there was a promise made to

Mrs. Blair. Is she back from Europe?”

asked Kent. 5 &

“She. is at Hedgerow house”  Blai:
communed with ' himself for a time
then said abruptly: “By. the way, dc
you think your friend,  Mr. Sedgwick
would come over to a pickup dinne:
before we leave?”’

Kent’s.face lighted up. “Ask him.’
said he heartily, “and see.”

day.” ' Biair hesitated: “Kent,” he
blurted, “I realize now why you won’t
take my money. [ can always  buy
brains, but I can’'t buy the bigger
better thing. It isn’t in the market
-Thank yon!" He caught the scientist’s
bhand in ‘a swift hard grip and strode
off down the road. !
Chester Kent went back mto\ the
house with a glow at his heart. ™ He
shouted upstairs to Sedgwick: “Go on
with your work, Frank. I want to loat
and-, invite my soul for am hour
Where’s your reading matter?”
Three-minutes later Kent was stretch:
ed luxpriously on the divan, with the
window shade pulled down and the big
electric chandeélier glowing, immersed
ini the joyous nonsense of: “Rhyme and
Reason.” The wind alternately shout
ed profane protests at the window -be

cause it conldn’t get in, and them fel

silent, waiting for an answer. In one
of these lulls Kent heard \footsteps
outside. { A

approsiched the window. - Tiptoeing tc
the ‘door he threw it open. Chester
Kent and Marjorie Blair stood faée tc
face.

“I=~I~I beg your pardon!” gibbered
Kent,

Feminine wise she bufit up her self
possession on the ruins of his. ‘T won.
der.” she'sald, with a emile, “whether
'm the worse frightened one of ps.” %

“¥ou see,” he sald lamely, “it was
klludden. ¥our—your coming that way
I didn’t expect you.” L

‘And. for that reason you intend t¢
bar me from the house? It's quite dis
gustingly wet out here.” ‘ ; 5

With a muttered apology Kent step
ped aside, and she entered. Bven amid

-bis JIl ease he could not but note how

the girlish loveliness had ripened gné

“You mean the grave at Hedgerow-

have had a fine surprise if they ha(‘w

to get youinterested 41 | 1

“Repetition of a really relevant poini |

But there glinted pow In her _

deep eyves an elfish spirig ‘off mischief.

“What « surprise to find -yon nere
Mrs: Kent! she remurked sweetly
“Or are you calling vourself Mr. Blalf
nowadays?’ His tormentor considered
him with malicious eyes. e
“‘Did any woman ever say ‘Boo!
you suddenly, | wonder?" she museé
aloud, My the kindly fates give mi
lo De wong those present when you
fall in love!™ A

* Kent favored her with an elalorate
how, .. “Your presence would be the
one essential.” ‘ i

“Really,” she approved. ."you're pro
gressing.” | begin to feel repaid fo»
my visit atready. .

This time Kent, looked her in thy
eye. “You're not very demanding is

“Finlshed]” he said.

the matter of returns for your trouble,™,
he remarked. “You haven’t asked me -
about Sedgwick.” ‘
“Is.he well?” she inquired formally,
but with quickened breath.
“He is more than that. He. is cured

| —and a man—a man,” he added mean-

ingly, “for any woman te_be proud of.”
There was a step on the floor abeve:

“Do you think a thousand— |

could think a thousand.” he said., “but |

safe.| Bain might not survive the

. It: matter?” she faltered.

“1 will as soon as I get home. Good |

He dropped his book. The, footsteps

| all- other words-of whatever

; Marjorie Blair's hand went to her
‘ heart,

“I didn’t know he was here,” she
panted aﬂr;ghtedly. “T came just to—
look at the place.”

Chester Kent raised his' voice

' “Frank,” he called, “come down hereg
" quick? :
1 Wot twice in his life had Sedgwick.

heard that tone in his friend’s voice,.

{ He took the, stairs at a leap and em

the landing stopped dead.
“Marjorie!” he whispered.
She shrank back a little from
light in his eyes.
“What do you do here?”’ he said very
low: v §i &
Still she did not speak, but steod;

the

| tremulous, her face half panie, half
i passion.

Unobtrusively Kent slid aleng the

~ wall, like a shadow, and vanished inte

the night.

“Where have you 7’ Sedgwiek
asked the woman of love.

“Bverywhere.. Nowhere. What does
“I've come
back.”

He went forward and took her b
in his; cold little hands that clung as
they touched.

“Why did you never write me?” he
asked gently. ’

“1 don’t kmow. 1 couldn’t. Dow'§
ask me to explain. It was Jjust that ¥
—1 felt. 1 must come back to youw as F
had come to You first, unexpected and.
without- a word. Can you wumler
stand 7 :

*“No,” he said.

“No; 1 suppose not. A man coulds’t.”.
“Good God!” hé burst out. “Deo you
realizse what it is to live in ‘such-uscer
tainty and longing as I've Hved iwsingd
you left, to wait and hoped‘ndl‘
hope and hope and wait again: fer Y
word that never. comes—to eat yems -

beart out with waiting?” :

A slow wonderful smile trembled @
ber lips. “My dear,” she said, “I have
waited -ﬂor,m all my life.”

“Ob, forgive me! I will make it ap
B 7 e s

C . and the rain Ch
Kent drew in the deep htutlo?‘!hia‘h.
Ged and rounded achieveme; He had
beheld aguinst the wide window shade
two shadows, which, standing motivs-
less for:a moment & few feet apart’
mm mmmuu;. by somie
merged ipto one. The unintentional
savesdropper nodded in grave gratp-
lltlontothohouseandthntm'ml

rway.
“Finished! he said. est coneln, .

Finis.  Telos.. Das End,
wmeaning & sound conclusion!™
THE. END, :
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