RINCE WILLIAM”
John's first class hotels
. WA, pirmpmnt. guats. i

am Street.

JEEN HOTEL

TFIELD .... Proprietress
NCESS STREET,

t. John, N. B.

AND $2.80 A DAY,

)YAL HOTEL.
King Street,

hn’s Leading - Hotel.
& DOHERTY CO,
Reynolds, Manager.

;TORIA HOTEL

sr Now Than Ever.

G ST., St. John N. B. v

iN HOTEL CO, LTD.
Proprietors.

PHILLIPS, Manager.

'TEL DUFFERIN-
& COMPANY, Proprietors,

re, St. John, N. B.
J. T. DUNLOP, Manager.
e ———————————————

S AND LIQUORS.
RD SULLIVAN & CO.

Established 1878.

Wine and Spirit Merchants,
Agents for

' WHITE HORSE CELLAR

COTCH WHISKEY,

ON'S LIQUEUR SCOTH
WHISKEY,

)N'S HOUSE OF LORDS

COTCH WHISKEY,

GEORGE IV. SCO.T(.‘H
WHISKEY.

K'S HEAD BASS ALE.

{ILWAUKEE LAGER BEER,

JRGE SAYER COGNAC
BRANDIES.

| Stores, 44-46 Dock Street,
Phone 839.

OLESALE LIQUORS.

[AM L. WILLIAMS successors

Finn, Wholesale and Retail
\d Spirit Merchants, 110 and
ce William St. Established
/rite for family price list.

M. & T. McGUIRE.

. imparters and dealers in all
ing brands of Wines and Lig
e also carry in stock from the
ises in Canada, very Old Ryes,
Ales and Stout, Imported and
ic Cigars.

and 15 WATER STREET.

ne 578.

LTD.

ELEVATORS

nmanufacture Electric Freight,

ger, Hand Power, Dumb Wait:

s. STEPHENSON & CO,,
8t. John, N. B.

Jnion Foundry & Machine
Works, Ltd.
JINEERS AND MACHINISTS.

Iron and Brass Castings.
* §T. JOHN, Phone West 15

v
. FRED WILLIAMSON
CHINISTS AND ENGINEERS,
samboat, Mill and General Re. ’
pair Work.
JIANTOWN, T. JOHN, N. B.
jes, M-229; Residence M-1724 1}.

WATCH REPAIRERS.

Balley, the English, American
Swiss watch repairer, 133 Mil
st.  Work guaranteed. *

PATENTS.

ATENTS and Trade-marks pro
d. Featherstonhaugh and Co., Pal
Building, St. John.”

sical Instruments Repairec
VIOLINS,  MANDOLINS
all string instruments and Bows

pired.
SYDNEY GIBBS,

1 Sydney Street.

ENGRAVERS, :

F. C. WESLEY & CO.
{sts, Engravers and Electroty
§9 Water Street, St. John, N |

Telephone 982 -

NERVES, ETC., ETC.

ctric
ROBERT WILBY, Medical BElec
Specialist and Masseur. Treats all

rvous diseases, weakness and ‘wast’

g, neuasthenia, locomotor ataxia,
ralysis, sciatica, rheumatism, = etc.
wcinl Blemishes of all kinds removeds
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;. bed in her stateroom. She is very tired and
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collaborafion with the

tated, the driver sald, “Here—one side!”
; “Are you speaking to me?” ‘asked Tommy
cily.

The man did not answer. He merely at-
;Pmpled to get hold of the doorknob, and
afled.

“Better luck neat time,” sald Tommy.

“Please open the door,” said Celestia, “I
have to go for a drive.”

“What do you want mixing in this?” sald
the driver. Tommy did not answer, but sald
to Celestia:

And Mrs, Gunsdorf, her eyes fixed andNone was,
.dead, but the rest of her features wearing ago-lucky
wicked, murderous expression, béegan a hor- them.
tible, grotesque, tiptoed advance toward the Through the night, now standing by the
open door of Celestia’s stateroom. Then, In pour on sidings, now at water tanks, now
ber hypnotized brain, she seemed to see crawling forward, the snow-white train had
Celestia asleep upon her bed; and then she covered the few miles which separated its
was driving her knife many times to the jJast stop from the chief city of the morth
hilt in the beautiful white breast. woods, which was to see the finish of Celes-

“‘Once more for luck,” sald Celestia, with tia's “upstate” campaign.
& kind of awful grimness, “‘make it a baker's . An energetic tramp walking the ties could
doz?tni Tth";ele“' nﬂ‘b' she'l dead. NOYW 8he have covered the distance in about a quarter
can't try to help anybody any more. You're of the time. “I wouldn’t go alone with this man. Why
sorry now and frightened, arent you? Well, ~ y .. 4p.n midway between the last stop not take me to look after you? I won't

perhaps they won’t catch you. Nobody saw ’ ”
you come, nobobdy will see you go, But, of °f the snow-white train and the chief city &peak. even once, if you'd rather not.

and presently, in his usual happy-
way, he had forgotten all about

Copyright, 1915, by The Star Co. All: Foreign
4 Rights Reserved.

Synopsis of Previous Chapter.

After the tragic death of John Amuhur{, his
rronratod wife, one of America’s greatest beau-
les, dies. At her death Prof. Stilliter, an agent
of the Interests, kidnaps the beautiful three-
year-old baby girl and brings her up in a para-
dise where she sees no man, but thinks she Is
taught by angels, who [nstruct her for her mis-
slon to reform fhu world. ‘At the age of eighteen
she is suddenly thrust Into the worid, where
:Igzn;: of the intereste are ready to pretend to
or. 4

Fifteen years later, while in the Adirondacks,
Tommy s the first to meet Celestia as she comes
from her parad neither recognizes the other.
Tommy rescues Celestia from Stilliter. They
hide In the mountains. Later Stilliter gets
k, and nkln? her to New York

course poor Celestia will be found mur-
dered, and there will be a great hue and
cry. And if they find a woman- hiding In

Iaces the woods with a wild hunted face, and Y
“"':::l";“:?'l e erie ANty i® bloody hands and a bloody knife in them, ”: 4
Tommy, who loses her in New Y they’ll know just what to think. So slip ()
but finds her next da Q with the Dougl into the bath room there and get the blood
0 a factory, where off your hands and off the knife.

The left- ld

A firo breaks out There

ball at

hand tap is the hot water. .
is no time to -lose.”

So Mrs. Gunsdorf hurried and hurried
and washed and washed, and Celestia stood
grimly by and looked on.

Ty “It is curious that it doesn’t all come off,
B but then there was such a lot of it.

ommy saves her, Ty
a

elay’s home. once becomes the ce!

of attraction. Soclety accepts her messa

manner that greatly p! es the Triumv

She Is sent to the mines to settie a

there she saves Tommy from being lynched.

stockader " Kent r Panned an attack upon the pummice stone, try that little Yottle; It for
prepared. That night Celestia visits the stock- rémoving ink stalns. I'm afrald it's no use

ade and speaks to Kehr's men, causin

~—you'll always see those spots on the hand
to tyrn against him. Kehr h

that held the knife. You'll really have to go

them
as her locked up
In the morning, but with Tommy’s help she

now. Someone is sureé to come, and you'll
escapes and speaks to the miners, be caught.”
During one of these addresses Mary Black-

8he accompanied Mrs. Gunsdorf, now
quaking with terror, horror and remorse, to
the rear platform of the car.

“You'll hide In the woods at first,” saild
Celestia, ‘“Do you see that star? Follow it,
for an hour-—then you'll wake up.

At midnight a locomotive was attached to
the snow-white train and it was drawn
slowly on its way deeper into the heart of
the north woods.

Soon after the train had started, Professor

stone, who Is In love with Tommy, arrives in the
mining town, and after displaying a string of
valuable pearis to Mrs. Gunsdorf, solicits her ald
in a plot to put an untimely end to Celestia.
Mrs. Gunsdorf had started out to accomplish
Shis end. In the meantime Celestia’s manner
of settling the coal strike at Bitumen and bring-
Ing together for the first time capital and labor
was wholly responsible for a whiriwind cam-
palgn which started to sweep the country. Bar-
clay was to be president. Tommy opposed to
such a campalgn, followed closely In order to

upset Qolestia’s plans. Maey Stilleter entered Celestia’s car from his own, x NINES =
,':,': te FomIny ""d: fniares and after plying a well-olled pass-key, stood e e DARASUNIS 2
.".,.v; ;:.cld- looking down at the darkness where she lay. “Coma, Ol‘rxb said, “and beBow me.

Presently he touched the button of an

efactric torch and her face shone brightly ¢ ¢he north woods was Tommy’s old stamp-

in the circle of radiance. Then with his ing ground, and the cave in which Celestia
free hand Professor Stilleter began to make pa4 peen brought up.

caressing passes over the smooth white fore- ~ mommy - traveling through the night st
head, up and down, and across and across, gargt op g bicycle, along the ties, and then on
never touching it, but always so close that foot, knowing now that there was a cave to
his hand had a sensation of warmth. “be found, and about where to look for it,

Atter a while Celestia passed from natural p,4 giscovered the entrance thereto, just
to hypnotic sleep; her eyes opened partially at dawn, and had penetrated deep enough

and had no expression in them. to dissover certain traces of human habita-
“To-morrow, Celestia, dear,” whispered ¢, ang geceit.

Professor Stl:lleter. “zhentyoull" work 1]- d‘":;; All through that night another person had
when youb ave lp;)hen ho the rD'SOD 8, h};ch been journeying through the north woods;
o G, M0k A, IR S0, N bk i 8 aiferont moive omey” had
22 astened toward something whic e hope:
ge::ﬂ- Yglllll; dtl;"é";::‘}:;5-!30:;&;9“;?:“‘:: was ahead; Mrs. Gunsdorf h‘nd been nee:)nl
. r vhi e~
going is not what you think, my blessing! :,‘::; something which ahe feared was
It will be a heaven on earth. I .h‘t:l be in Having made a great circle, she camie out
it with you. To-morrow we are to be mar- ., tng rajiroad track, and walked the tles.

ried. Bay that you are glad.” But she dld not reach that city to which all
Celestia’s lips parted, and In a voice cold were bound until the middle of the after-

and without emotion, she said: “I am glad.” Then enquiring the way, and hiding

“You will say that you wish to go for an pe; rignt hand (because of the blood stains
automobile ride in the forest. At five o’clock wpion she had not been able to wash off),
there will be a motor ready and walting. g, yought and found a certain quiet hotel

You will enter this, refusing to be accom- Blackstone had given her th
panied by anyone, and you will do exactly gd;;.::;h Mary. e i e o

what the driver tells you. I had planned 'y pgq o this same address that Tommy,
our elopement for to-night, but there Was & ¢roq), from his disgoveries, had hurried for
difficulty about the license. i but ® bath and rest. he rest turned into the

He bent over her as if to k ch"- 3 same kind of rest that a fallen tree enjoys.
something at the very last moment seemed p. slept like a log on his narrow bed, and
m"rsellet::’:o}:m&arllng" e snid: “the other ™8 darc;used late In the afternoon by a

) g ; sound of voices.

sleep, the sleep of nature that makes us all e partitions of the little north woods’
over again between days. hotel were of thin pine boards. The occu-

He tiptoed out, closed the door of her : ¢ inge
stateroom behind him, locked it, turned and Pent of room No. 1 could hear the snorings

“Better get in, Miss,” said the driver.

“Something wrong here,” sald Tommy, as
Celestia pushed himm gently to one side, and
started to open the door for herself.

“Hurry up,” sald the driver.

Celestia hurried and Tommy's face began
to flame with rage. At the same time he
formed a pretty shrewd guess at the condi-
tion Celestia was in,

“How can you tolerate such insolence?"
he exclaimed, his brows lowering.

“I have to do everything the driver says,’”
exclaimed Celestia in an unemotional voice.

8he climbed into the car, and shut the
door after her, the driver sprang to his seat,
and Tommy stepped calmly on to the foot-
board. The driver, seeing this, attempted
to throw Tommy off the footboard. Tommy

XIII INSTALLMENT.
Presently Celestia’s bresathing sounded
slow and regular.
‘“She’s asleep” thought Mrs.
“the time has come,” and she began cau-
tiously to edge herself out sideways from

Gunsdorf,

under the bed. But Celestia was not quite
asleep and the noise Mrs, Gunsdorf made
waked her, and just as Mrs. Gunsdorf was
beginning to rise from the floor, Celestia
slipped from the bed, eluded a hand that
clutched at her dress, snatched from the
bureau a heavy silver hand-mirror, the only
weapon of defense that was in sight, and
darted into the observation eompartment,

Celestia was less like a creature flying for
its life than one who attempts to understand
a stiuation with a view to mastering it, but
who in the meanwhile ig not going to run
any risks of being accidentally hurt. Had
the other been the case, she must have fled
screaming through the outer door of the ob-
servation compartment, out into the night.
Bhe did nothing of the kind.

In the center of the place was a heavy
table covered with periodicals; behind this
Celestia took her stand; ready, llke a child
Pplaying tag to dodge-in either direction. Her
eyes, wildly excited, but fearless, strove to
meet and master the eyes of her assailant,
but could not, so bound was Mrs. Gunsdorf
by the knowledge that she must look any-
where but at those eyes.

Followed a time of stillness, tenseness and
Quick breathing. Then efforts by Mrs. Guns-
dorf to get on the same side of the tahle

jerked him clear of the car, and let go. The
man fell heavily on his head and lay still.

“If you have to do everything the driver
says,” crled Tommy in a jubilant voice, “I
shall be the driver! Jump in, Freddie, while
the jumping is good. I may need you.”

Freddie jumped in and seated himself by
Celestla with every evidence of pride and
importance, and the car lurched forward
just as its former driver began to shown
signs of life.

It was only a hundred yards to where the
road entered the woods; a dense second
growth of spruce, birch, pine, balsam and
larch, succeeded after about a mile by a
splendid fragment of primaeval forest. Here
Tommy brought the car to a stop, got out,
and opened the door of the tonneau.

“I'd llke you to git in front, by me,” he

of the occupant of No. 5—four rooms away. sald gently.
with Celestia, and calm reasoned thwartings ;i‘;‘:“:"n “‘m’l":;';’b‘:f _‘:3‘;_‘,’:‘ '::fd tr:;c:i-a :‘1: Mary Blackutonem}md the next room to 3“ Celestia obeyed him like an auto-
of these efforts by the latter. Tommy’s, and to this room came Mrs. Guns- maton. <
Mrs. Gunasdorf was at a disadvantage. Not ;!(',t:’-rtﬁu&so!xt:m to pleces as they hit the 5,0 i) the hand she dared not show and - "'nure'-A girty work n}\m. tht:uf%lr:t
Ci 8. 0! . ore ® car wen -
ro‘au:il:rlga:n:ih:l?.%:l:::lj:'o:l:n::.; };:?lv{xa:e' For a long time he had been in the habit DT story of murder done in the night. mmy. And once mi

To Tommy it did not matter who had
murdered Celestia. She was dead. He list-
ened in a kind of trance to the story of the
killing. He heard Mrs. Gunsdorf rejecting
the pearl necklace, and he overheard a vio-
lent struggle in which Mary Blackstone pre-
vented Mrs. Gunsdorf from killilng herself,
and got the knife away from her—and a
little later he heard Mary saying, “Take this,

ward, He addressed various questions to
her, but got no answers.
did not hear him. S8he sat bolt upright,
looking straight ahead with unseeing eyes.
It was only when he spoke words or phrases
with a semblance of command that she
showed signs of understanding. As when he
said, “Don't try to fight this road. Take it
easy., Lean back.’”

The road came out of the forest, passed
between two swamps, and ascended a long
hill, fenced, and pastured, from which there
was a view of rough farm land, and in the
distance a wooden village with a steeple
in the midst.

At the bottom of the hill a car had skidded
from the road, and come to grief in a boggy

of carrying two spare pairs in leather cases,
one in each of his waistcoat pockets; he now
reached for one of these and it was knocked
from his hand, as he strove to ward another

of her eyes, Her face averted, so that with
the talls of her eyes she only had partial
slimpses of. Celestia, her rushes were more
or less at random. Once she threw herself
headlong half across the table and stabbed,
a8 & snake strikes—only to find that she had
miscaloulated the distance entirely.

There wag another pause,

“Why do you want to hurt me?” asked
Qelestia. “Why won't you look at me?”

Mrs. Gunsdorf’s only angwer was another
rush. " Celestia threw a chair in her way and
ence more succeeded in keeping the heavy
table between them.

She was getting angry. What right had
@nyone to chase her with a knife? If the

It was as if she

Guarding his face and head with one up-
turned arm and elbow, a;d ttrrenthlsn[ "!:st
with fear and excitement, Professor eter .. o
sought and found the door of the passage f:nsao‘x;lry‘:t.suarter of a grain. You'll sleep
that led to the other end of the car, and P
succeeded in placing it between himself and To get away—to hide in the woods—to
his assailant. Then groping with both hands, escape to Canada—anywhere for g respite—
and in his blindness bumping from side 'to

nothing else seemed to matter to them.
side of the brightly lighted passage, Some man tried to oppose Tommy’'s en-
turned and fled.

trance to the observation end of Celestia’s

b icked up ditch vas trylng to lever it out
woman would only look at her! Meanwhile Freddie, the Ferret, p 'P car, only to be thrown so violently to one ch. The driver was trying to er
'oMrl. Gunsdort {hwarted. and murderous ”l“‘ broker(\’ 1:;‘”“ (t‘tf\ P"T“S)"’; sc"g‘:i';;r” side that he realized he had encountered a With a fence rail. Two wum;n’lstood watch-
was - §lasses an B EROTh AN . force with which he could not cope. And ing him. At the sound of Tommyj car

HOR-BIVMNE 5t the saws with which. So Percelving the leather case containing the P

‘far, Celestia had eluded her,
downcast, had for their tary range of
vision, a pile of reviews, just in front of
Celestia, and a portion of Celestia’s dress.

Quick as thought, Celestia 1aid the hand-
mrror with which she had armed herself,

e up upon the pile of reviews, and behold
in the depths of the shining refractor the
eyes of the two women had met at last.

Bo great was Mrs. Gunsdorf's dread of
those wonderful eyes, 80 greatly had the
memory of what they had once done to her,
worked upon and grown in her imagination,
that the sudden sight of them gazing com-
mandingly up into her own from the depths
of the mirror, numbed and dazed her like a
blow on the head, With a great effort to
gollect her swimming senses, she jerked her
head up, and found herself looking into the
@yes themselves. Catastrophe was upon her;
she had no longer the power to look away.

First hatred of Celestia was wiped clean
from her heart, she did not know why she
had come, what she was doing In that ob-
gervation car. - Then the knife fell from her
merveless fingers, and she felt peacefully
owsy and as If many heavy -troubles had

n lifted from her shoulders.
But Celestia, having about her something

Her eyes, Tommy, half-dead with grief and rage, burst

d pair lylng where it had fallen, he ¢, the car and found himself face to face
picked it up, and after a moment’s hesita- i) Celestia.
tion opened it, slipped the glasses into his She was standing and appeared to be in
pocket (he thought there might be a reward iy, pest of health; but she had a dazed look,
offered for them), snapped the heavy ca#e .. .iner an inattentive look. She did not
shut, and laid it in a prominent position OR geom, o resent Tommy’s violent intrusion in
the centre table. the least, nor to be surprised at it, nor to

There was only one light burning very 10w express any other emotion. The clock in
in the observation car. Freddle turned this the car indicated a few minutes to five.
out and started to stand guard in front of During the day Celestia had spoken to
Celestia’'s door. After a while he moved half a dozen audiences. Many who had
further off and sat guard, and then slept heard her first speech had heard the other
guard. Then he heard something moving, five. And the culmination of her upstate
and without thinking, for he was still half tour had been a triumph.
asleep, attacked that thing, and as he would “It's so wonderful!” exclaimed Tommy.
have sald himself, “made a monkey of it.” “I heard—but you're not even hurt, are

Discovering now that his victim lhad been yout”
Prof: 8tin » who had only come, o ” in
probably, to fetch a magazine or something :x.;;;‘e;‘l’rix:i::rv:lg'v?" ’8:: f.:-‘:ﬂ:'e?"
of that sort, Freddie was in mortal terror. < 1
It would have comforted him greatly could Yes, the car Is there,” sald Tommy.
he have known that Professor Stilleter was  “I have to go at five o’clock.”

She neither looked at Tommy nor spoke

sweeping down upon them, they looked
around, and Tommy recognized Mary Black-
stone and Mrs. Gunsdorf. His face became
white and grim. He gave his engine more
gas, and rushed by them, hurling a column
of thick dust high in the air.

Mrs. Gunsdorf, at sight of Celestia, be-
came for a moment like a stone image of
horror. Only her head turned a little, and
30 standing, she looked after the car. Then
very slowly as if she was lifting heavy
weights, her arms twisted and tense rose
from her sides, reached the horizontal—
and then without a word or a sound, she
dropped dead in the dust.

Next to the church in the village stood the
little parsonage. A car was drawn up in
front of this, and in the middle of the road,
looking expectantly at the car which Tommy
was driving, stood Professor Stilleter with
a white flower in his button hole. Also on
the look out was a clergyman and a lady
who waas doubtless his wife.

To Tomm; the scene was like a page in
a book, written for children in words of two
syllables. Stilleter, the white flower—the
clergyman. It was almost too simple.

To Stilleter the driver who should bring
Celestia to him was a man of importance.
Not until the car was almost upon him with
undiminished speed, did he divert his eyes
from Celestia’s face to that of the man be-
side her. Upon the face of that man there
was a jubilant boyish grin.

Tommy pressed a button, the car gave one
of those sudden signals of warning that
sound llke a glant being sick at his stomach.

Professor Stilleter leaped aside, but not
in time to escape being grazed by the mud
guard which sent him rolling,

equally frightened.
One thing was sure, Freddie mustn’t be to him, but as the clock began to strike five
discovered in the morning. So he made his she hurried out on the rear platform, de-
way forward to his own quarters, his teeth scended to the ground, and crossed the down
knocking together. with fear of Professor track to a large black touring car that was
Stilleter, but encountering nothing more walting at the side of the road, the engine
dangerous than a number of negro porters turning slowly.
sound asleep. The driver of the car, a dark man heavily
The next morning Professor Stilleter re- goggled, sprang to the door for Celestia.
covered the leather case which he imagined Freddle, the Ferret, who was hanging about,
to contain what was now his one remalning also sprang to perform the same office, with
pair of extra glasses, and without opening it the result that this small service for their
slipped it into his waistcoat pocket. . Goddess fell to the lot of Tommy. At least
The glasses themselves were, of course, in he was the one to get his hand on the door-
the Ferret's possession; throughout the day knob. But he did not at once open the door,
he kept his ears open in the hope that a re- Celestia’s behavior was so strange that he
ward uld be offered for their return. thought she must be {ll. While he hesi-

knife, and put it back in Mrs. Gunsdof's

nd.

“At last,” said Celestia, “you shall go away
thinking that you have done what you came
to do—Celestia, who has done you no harm
in this world, but whom you wish to stab
to death with that knife is asleep on her

‘ary “.‘fnd asleep; still you m_ult move cau-

simply got his fingers in the man’s collar Me

Freddie, the Ferret,
for the sheer joy of being alive to see his
enemy bite the dust. When Professor Stil-
leter got his feet, the car was passing out
of the village. To get his own car under
way was not the work of a moment, the
driver having gone into the back yard of
the parsonage for a pail of water, and re-
mained to gossip with the maid of all work.

But Tommy knew that there would be a
pursuit, and thenceforth drove his own car,
or rather the one with which he had eloped,
as fast as he dared. He had no personal
fear of Stilleter. But he wished, if pos-
sible, to show Celestia the cave, and the
proofs, that she had once inhabited. The
state of hypnosis, that she was in, troubled
and distressed him. But sooner or later, it
must pass, he thought. Certainly nature
must come to the rescue. Meanwhile, he
took a pathetic pleasure in working on her
mental condition with a view to promoting
her comfort.

“You look tired, dear,” he sald. “Are
7

“The driver says don’t
have to obey the driver.”

This had a marvelous effect. Her head
no longer drooped, color came into her
cheeks, and into her eyes a look of vivacity.
In one way Tommy was rejoiced; at the
same time, he felt as if he would rather like
to cry. There was something so pathetic
about her absolute docility.

“Soon,” sald Tommy, “you are going to
leave the car and go for a long walk through
the woods with me. You'll walk fast and
not get tired. We're going to the wonderful
cave where you lived and played when you
were a little girl, and which they taught you
to believe was Heaven'”

He broke off suddenly. Then asked her a
question.

“Do you have to do as the driver tells
you?”

“Yen."

“Do you have to believe a thing if he
tells you to belleve it?"

“Yen”

be tired. And you

It would be absurd to say that Tommy
was not tempted then and there to do an
unmanly thing. In a few moments, by the
power of mental suggestion he could under-
mine her belief in herself, in her origin and
in her destiny. It would not even be neces-
sary to take her to the cave. They would
simply drive on and on until they came to
a civilized place and could be married. All
this occurred to Tommie and tempted him.
But like the good gentleman that he was,
he resisted the temptation at once, and with
finality. If he was to shake her beliefs, it
would be by fair means, open and above
board.

Half an hour passed. Tommy shut off
power, and brought the car to a stand at the
side of the narrow road.

“Come, Celestia,” he sald, “and follow
"

He turned his back upon the road and
stepped off boldly into the woods. Celestia
followed him, walking as she had been told
to do with swift tirelessness. And the Fer-
ret followed her.

There is no need to describe that walk or
the country through which it led them. It
was just a walk as Tommy had told her of,
long and fast. But {t didn't tire her. It
was for the most part along narrow blazed
trails, but sometime Tommy took short cuts
known to himself. When there was no
longer light to see by, they rested, and
Tommy put his coat around Celestia, and
Freddie put his over her knees. They rested
there till the moon rose, and then went on
more slowly, but no less surely, until they
came to the bold, upthrust mountain mass
at whose feet Tommy had found the en-
trance to the famous cave.

And now the fact that Celestia showed
no sign of coming out of her trance, worried
him immensely. What was the use of taking
her into the cave and showing her its charm
and tinsel? Better to explore it more thor-
oughly himself, but carefully lest he get
lost, s0 that when she came tp her right
mind he could show her through with more
speed and authority. Once more he put his
coat about her, and told her to sit just
within the entrance of the cave. To Freddie
he gave his knife and showed him how
to cut balsam boughs for a couch and pil-
low.

“When Freddie gets enough,” he sald,
“he will make you a bed, and you must lie
down on it and rest.”

To Freddie he said:

“Go back down the trail, and do your
cutting there. I don't think Stilleter can
have followed us, but if he has you will hear
him coming. In that case, get back to the
cave as fast as you can and shout into it as
loud as you can.”

Then he took from behind a ledge one of
a number of candles which had served him
on his previous visit, and the piece of chalk,
lighted the former and proceeded to his
work of exploration. His method was
simple. Whenever he made a turning that
might be difficult to remember or retrace, he
made a chalk mark on the granite, accord-
ing to a system of directing marks which
he had devised. So proceeding, and ever
gradually ascending, he penetrated deeper
into the mountain, his mind glowing with
amazement at the subterranean marvel of
nature, and with indignation at thought of
the deceitful and irreverent use to which
it had been just used by man.

To retrace his steps would be perfectly
simple, because of the chalk marks. All
he needed was enough light to see them by.

Tommy had entered the cave in ignorance
of two things. The first was that there was
another entrance to the cave, known only
to Professor Stilleter, and the other is but
told perhaps in Tommy's own words. It
was a plece of knowledge that came to him
suddenly out of a clear sky, or should we
say a dark cave.

He stood stock still and swore twice.

Then he said to himself:

‘“What a confounded blithering idiot T am,
All I had to do was to tell her to wake up,
to come out of her trance, to be herself, and
she would have obeyed. Better late then
never, though.” He turned suddenly to re-
trace his steps, and that motive saved his
life.

There was a deafening crash, and the

leaped to his feetbullet which was intended for Tommy's

heart, drew blood from his hand and
knocked the candle from it. The place was
in total darkness.

Then Tommy heard Professor Stilleter's
volce:

“Got him, by God!"”

Tommy had the sense to keep perfectly
stilL. He even held hisébreath. Then he
heard cautious footsteps, as one who groped
in the dark, and then died away until there
was no longer any sound at aill. He went
down on his knees and began to grope for
the candle. Every second wasted favored
the chance of Celestia’s falling into Stilleter's
power. Tommy’s mental state was half a
groan and half a cry of impotent rage. If
only he could have got his hands on Stil-

leter! What had become of Freddy the
Ferret? Why hadn’'t he given warning?
Oh, God! Oh, God!

Freddle the Ferret had not given warning
for the simple reason that Professor Stil-
leter had not reached the cave by the trail
along which Freddie was cutting balsam
from the shrubbler trees. He had come up
from a different direction, and entered the
cave by its other mouth. He had expected
to find Tommy and Celestia somewhere in
its depths. As we know he had found only
Tommy. Having, as he thought, disposed
of Tommy, he had now to find Celestia, who
was, as he imagined, somewhere near the
outer entrance to the cave. And there, just
within it, he found her, Tommy's coat about
her shoulders.

“Come,"” he said.

“The driver told me to walt for him.”

“I tell you to come with me. You are no
longer to obey the driver. He is a dirty
hound.”

Bhe rose with a kind of reluctance,

“The driver is a dirty hound,” repeated
the Professor. *“Say it yourself.,”

“He is a dirty hound.”

“He is dead. Say you are glad.”
“I am glad.”

“You want to come with me.”
“I want to come with you.”

“Up the mountain there is—there is &
minister and witness. We are going to be
married tonight. I have telegraphed the
triumvirate that, your work done, you have
gone back to Heaven. Boon you will‘be in
Heaven. Say that it will be heaven with
me—my bride.”

“It will be heaven with you.”

Nothing colder or more automatic than
Celestia’s voice can be imagined.

“Kiss me.”

She kissed him. And as to what has been
sald of her voice the same may be sald of
her kiss. And at that moment, it may be
sald that Professor Stilleter earned what-
ever fate might befall him.

Grinning like a satyr, his pulses thunder-
ing with passion, the Beast took Beauty by
the hand and led her up the mountain side
toward a little hut that was known to him.

At that moment Tommy groping in the
darkness, half dead with dread and anxiety,
had not yet found his candle, but was just
going to—too late to be of any help.

But, at that moment also Freddie the
Ferret, coming up the trail, with his usual
luck, perceived Celestla and the Professor
in the moonlight.

He dared not ghout to Tommy in the cave.
He laid down the great double armful of
balsam boughs on which hias divinity was
to have rested, and, weighing in his un-
balanced mind the little penknife that he
carried against his mortal fear of Stilliter,
he drew a deep breath and followed after
them up the mountain side, on feet that
made no sound.

In far New York, the triumvirate, dining
at Gordon Barclay’s house, received the fol-
lowing telegram, which Professor Btilleter
had sent, so sure was he of outwitting
Tommy, from the village in which he had
intended to marry Celestia.

Wayside, Adirondacks.
To Gordon Barclay, Esquire:

Sure now that the cause for which she
came to earth will triumph. Celestia the
Goddess has gone back to Heaven. We shall
never see her any more.

STILLETER.

Sald Semmes: “The blank of a blank has
abducted her himself."”

Sald Sturtevant: ‘“What the devil does
he mean?”

Gordon Barclay, after thought sald: “Her
work is over. We are going to win. There
is no doubt about that. It is better for hu-
manity that she should go. And yet it is
very horrible to think—to think what it is
possible to think. I hope to God that it
wasn't bungled—that she didn't suffer.”

He was silent for a moment. Then, his
voice strengthening:

“The Gospel that we have taught her to
preach has more to it than we thought. Let
us speak bluntly. Many years ago the
scheme was convicted by greed and the lust
of power. With the years, these passions
fail in me. 1 would like to do good to
humanity. Our scheme—the Gospel which
we have preached through Celestia is a
weapon with a double edge—a philosophy to
use—or abuse. If I am elected President,
gentlemen, I shall do what I may to—to—
oh, you know what I mean. . . . I
thought I wanted Power. To hell with
power! I want to be great.”

He shut his mouth on the word like a
steel trap and, deeply moved, sent for his
butler, and told him to bring another bottle
of wine. . | |

Celestia and Stilleter came to the door off
a little log hut.

“That,” said the Psychologlan,
gate to Heaven—enter, my angel.”

As the Beast was about to force her into
the hut the silence of the night was broken
by a twig crackling sound that might have
been made by a cautious foot pressing gently
on a very dry twig.

Stilleter faced sharply about, and listened.

His eye glasses and his strong white teeth,
the upper lip being drawn back with a kind
of snarl of apprehension, gleamed in the
moonlight. .

“is the

(To be continued.)



