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the unfortunate
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In the fuct that Kennedy had killed
A man and hnd beer sent to prison
for the deed. ‘Tortured by the sty
pendoun v of the enlamity which
had befailen him, he woan not to e
hield strictly necountable for his I
medinte aote

“We ought not to léave him alone
tonight, Jerry. He might—"

“1 wn taking blm home with un”

niwiyn be mo
T'o her

nothing

whe would

thote rapellant

“The houwe we live in, that was
once bl how dreadfull™

Wil you toarry me, Nuncy?''

“1 rather expect to wlter hoviog

pul my arins wround your neck anod
Invited you to kiss me*
Find the woman whe
‘ vén in the great moment
perior over the man: who doen not
flent recover polse and wit! With
man it Is o stunning Incident tn his
Ufe, he b astounded ut his tﬂm'ruy.
astonished at his success, With a
wonan It s an lnevitable sequence,
bound to happen, sooner or liter;: so
she v more or lesw prepared,  But
for all that, it weemod to Naney that
her heart win filled with Httle ning
Ing Wrds, She was polng to belong,
“Hart we'll have o watl a lttle
while, Jerry. Mr. Munthelm han
been very kind to me and 1 can't
leave him until May, when my con
trnet explres, And po U'm going to

does  nol,
Fine Wl

Mow the footsteps of the Follles
Birlg-—~marry the milllonalre!™

Y1 didn‘t want any fulse friends,
Naney, 'l walt, You shall go to
Ttaly, and study all you want to."”

“No, Jerry. Never any more of
that nonsense. [ want a home—
that old house of yours in the vil
lage, the room with nll those beau-
tiful books and vases your father
maved for his friend, T want to rend
that splendid letter, May 177

“Tho momenl we return.”

"Have him in my roomn fest 10
get wome ten for him. 1 play and
sing from the opern: apything (o
leowp his mind off himwself, The poor
unhappy man, through no fault of
his own, DBut bewr with me, Jerry,
in the days to come. 'm oftén
moody and crochety, I am a found-
ling: [ don't know who my peoplo
ure; and nevey willinnd  that makes
mé want to weep for this man who

has lont everything on earth. 1
have brogled over my own story
too mueh, Remoember Thanksglye

ing? That night I told My, Cralg 1'd
marry hlm:; and then 1 backed out,

T tolt him that all T wanted wald his

money. I hurt him, who had been
kind to me That's the kind of
glel T am. 'm not hall as good s
Jenny. When i you learn that

von loved me?' For sooner or later
this question was to be nsked

In the daylight he would hlave
had to He: but In the dark, how easy
it was to tell the truth! 1t will
gound idlotle; maybe It is: bhut T loved
you the night T kissed Jenny P

Well, of all—="

"The poor devil:®

“Whint—=Jenny?"

“No, no; Cralg.”
“I ke the way vou take It
Jerry, It was hard 1o ‘confeas, even

In the dark. But It's all T have to
confess, "

The man downstalrs
everything eould walt: this hour
woulidd never be repeated, The orest

of such a wave hangs but for a lit-

could wall;

tle: then lurches back to ordinary
levela

“The celebrated Nancy Bowman!"
he sald

"Nonsensge! 1 am lke Koko o
The Mikado.'
Watted by a favorite gals,
Ax somelinies ons is in B
To a halght that fow can
Have by long and weary danoe
There aguin, I am quecr. T should
be mad with joy: and I hate the
whole business. What fun—talking
in the dark lke this!"

He began to wonder, and o
waorry a litle, too, All this In the
ark, What would be their sensa
tions when they faced each other
in the light™ Woulin't she beoome

AeHN,

critienl? Wouldn't =ls  olserve
Naws In Litn ahe conld not now Als:
oernt

ALt ls the matter? she asked
ns thotgh his hand had translated
his thought

Nolhing. ™

*Teoll mo; what s 1

“You won't change your mind In
the lightY"

“Paor oy! OF course not. T doy

you, Jorr it 1 didnt Jove Mg
Cralz I wanted (o got awas from
dreary back » = nnd thes |
and the theater, 1710 go with Jenn
1M Ket ™
J I
And
| A f ] +
) [ 1 Vet
" Y " tl
[ }; "
tokd s What » i alle
& W i i in

Yo losy

thinr k¢
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It wis not two Nights of stnirs

e It's  wiill

ugaln?

that he led ber down o wtepped
fraom mountain poak to mountain
peak, with all the clear winds of
virth and sens Llowing [nto his face
Nuney loved hilm!

The taxlcab was ab the ourh,
Kennoedy walting patiently Inslde,

I'tl have to put out the lights
and loek up,” he said, ‘It's a house

I bought recently.”

“Clive me the Key,” sald Bancroft,
who wor il 0 little doubtful, 1I'N
ke care of everything.”

“Vary  woll,”  Keunedy
Alone with Nanvy he sald:
worry for my roughness to you
you forgive me?"”

“To be sure I wil
everything,"

“He will always tell you overys
thing,” sald Kennedy; “"for he Iy the
ane  human  belng 1 have ever
Known who has nothing to conceal
Nevor permit any blemish to fall
upon the mirror of his hewrt. You
love him?"*

“Yen, It woas wslrange; but the
guestion did not embarrass her,

upgresd,
“I'm
will

Jorry told nie

“I um glad, For swne time 1 have
known that he loved you. A little
while gone I thought of dying. but
no. The boy wants me, he says, 1
mm bewildered, For years thero has
beenn fn my heart nothing but
venom; und now it s emply, of
ovorything 1T oan’t hate and T can't
love, 1 have cmoerged from my
madners; but T am nothing, FPer-
hitpe you and the boy—"'

“We will try with nll our hearts.

“He told you that I have been in
prison, that I bave killed & man?”

“Yes, Butl you d4id not mean Lo,
You were mad with grief; you
weren't accountable for what you
did. You wouldn't have gone to
prison at all if you had told every-
thing. Why did yom keep silent?

‘I owas mad, quite mad, and Jid
not know it 1 had only one idea;
to got my hands sround Silas Ban-
troft's throat. I suddenly became
possesed of & profound patience, nn
infernnl  cunning, Nobody knew
me, | wore a heard, 1 wad golng
to play a trick on Mary, my wife.
The court had o appaint A lawyer
to defend me, which he could not do
becdause 1 offered no help. My sul
len attitude Impressed the Jury un-
fuvorably. I expected the sentence
in the second degree; but they
found me gullty In the first. I had
struck the vietim In anger. Iwan
stuplfiecd for a few days, Fourteen
yeoars among the deega. And all
the while I wos quite mad. Well,
perhups God will let me be now."

The qulet despalr of the tone
wrung Nancy's heart, “"Please! Yon
mustn't btood.,  There will bhe Lo-
morrow !

“Ay, for you two; but for me there
never wil be anything but yester.

day. T om old and empty. But, no
more; here comes the bhoy,"
They heard Bancroft give direc:

tions to the tax| driver,

“To wleep under the old roof
ngaln! 1 wonder,” mused Kennedy,
“Cihowts  everywhers;  ghosts  of
foces, of mugle, and loughter, Per-
haps they will be kindly ghosts.'

Innoroft got In, making Nancy
wit betwoeen, He wos transcendent-
Iy happy, and he hoad to express

aloud this happiness to keep his
body from flylng up through the
roof of the taxl and vanishing Into
the other. He said so. But under:
nenth this bubbling nonsense wis a
serlous purposs,  For a long time
o come Kennedy would brood over
the death of Sllaa Bancroft, Tle
would be eterpally acelng Silas
reach out towmrd him and die, him.
aclf a poassive murderad, He had
shocked Silas Bancroft to death; but
any one of a thousand surprises
would have shocked Bllas Baneroft
to death. The point was to make
Kennedy accept this fact. Kennedy
had brooded himself Into one mad-
ness; he might easily brood himselt
into another—suleldal.  Desides, he
would now be deawing comparisons
—RBancroft's loyalty as ngainst his
own, and finding his a flabby thing
indead, So young Dancroft was de.
termined to keep by the man. If he
saw that the son rejected the ldea
that murder had been done, eventu:
Ny Kennody might e made to do
L2k

Bancroft analyzed Jis  thoughts
carfully nnd found that there wan
no emotion other than profound pity

for the wan his father had loved,
The hell through which the man
had possied! A weak man might
have whimpered and gone on; but A

strong man, vital In brain and body!
Sormethlug had twisted In Kenne
v’ brmin, under the lernild Im
it of his misfortunes, and only
Lady ht head il b k been straght
e i, The lettor had sald that
there wetey higl I worthy 1
1 e TR
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“Will you be wanting those hook
e he axked

"No They nre VO I ‘I'hey
mean o good deal roore to you now

thin they
came of

dio ta me,  Hut what

‘ vour father's things"
“Pon't you remember?  He subd
In the letter that he had to sell

ovarything to make n new sturt
“A new start"

Thor wias o lull Banorofi
wearched for Nancy's hoand  and
found It Then he fell to desorih
Ing the wdventure of the hmbus

widor's culte, of his mijestic sensen
Lionmw, of ronting his first dress suit,
of diseavering Naney's photograph,
itk Interpolated Ly shrewd commens
Larios.

Strange (o wiate, Kennedy fotnd
this ehatter amuning, The boy had
the gift of describing things ns they
were, of tearing off the motloy and
revealing the bones, but without the
bittarnes of the matured philoso.
pher,  Kennedy felt himself amus-
ed; and from this basis a thought
hegan to work outwird If the
boy could amuse him in this black
hour, it might be thut contact with
the youngster would stir Into life
again nll those attributes so long
atrophicd for want of usage. Of
course, this Inconsequent chatler
witn uilered purposely to divert a
brooding mind; but the point was,
the ruse succeeded. Kennedy found
himself amused

“Jerry, mald
Jeremlah mean?”

“"Hang it I know."”

“It means the Lord's exslied—
in his case,'” sold Kennedy. "What
it means In my case, only God
knows,”’

“Nancy, what am I going to do?
My father's letler—which Is really
the true will—orders that 1 pay
over to Mr. IKKennedy half of what [
have, and he refuses it."”

“"And nlways will, I am no lpnger
troubled by an obsesslon; 1 am
troubled only by regret. When 1
camo ont of prison it was too Inte
to plek up the truth; and such was
the power of my obscusion 1
shouldn’t have recognized the truth
had I seen it A little puatlence
in the beginning, and Silas and 1
might Yave worked togpether to res
trieve our fortunes, But no.  Bat-
tle, murder, and gudden death! But
always rometuaber, T went to prison
for an net of my own, Wao shall
not relate It to the original catus
trophe."!

“8ir, they are Inseparable On
board of the ship, befors you pul
in, you weére tremendously happy.
You were, nceording to the market
roports, n vich man; the years of
Londage were over, From the peak
of happliess to the bottom of de-
ppidr, all in an hour or two, is more
than any human brain can stand.
Something became twisted In your
poor head and only this slght read-
Justed jtselr.”

“PBul what confuses me s your at-
titude, You ghould held me In hor
ror."

“But there 8 always my father's
lotter, sir; his will that I should
find you and help you It T could
That wad enough for e, Bealdes,
yvou were coming back on your own,
Your original  notlon was to do
awny with me: in the end yvou de-
manded only what you considered
legally youprs, The past was coming
back. You began, perhaps, subcon-
sclounly, to seo my father In me/
when you were young., After all—
ran your thought—1 was guilty of
nothing. So you would takKe what
vou considered yours, and vanish.
The Great Adventure company!
Don't you see, sir, that I am great-
ly Indebted to you? You have indi
rectly glven me more than I ever
dreamed of having, If you had not
lured me out of it I might still be
In that village;, whereas I came (0
the great clty and found adventure
and love."”

Nanecy, with pasalonate tenders
nees, pressed his hand. It came to
her that she would always be two
things In this boy's life—his molh-
er and his sweetheart,

“Innocent bystanders, mused Ken-
nedy.

“All of us, every humann being
that lives, passively or mctively, in
nocent bystanders, paylng the price
of ancther man's roguery, half the

Nancy, "what's

time A man we never henrd of.'"

“Do with me as you will,” =said
KRennedy, in complete  surremler
“The Bhadow was rlght

*The Shadow?!™

“"For several days vou were un-
der conntunt survelllance, He warn-
ed me that | was upderestimating

vou. And 1 told him not to think,
thinking Wwing my part o was
right Wihat o wilid night that wan!
| T |

I beside your window, watch

g you, welhing

Aud 1 walked five milvm through
it ot ) NANOY1
i 1 i raLm
Terry's

L 1

The ob rouf i K 1 1

wonder what will hapype .

The tux/ind I tonl

heard thely sl
mounting
and  guomesd at  thelr
rushed the  hall Joerermiioh's
clolies were conmlderabdy disordered
] stren bied with dust, pid Naney's,
her bt nl & precarious wngle;
othorwise there wak nothing o sty

entriange
uf the stalre,
Ilently  Hhe

Jenny
Wil e b

into

fims

gesl o homwdous adventure n the
night, Jenny, however, wWos seine
wiuil  purzled over the pule, hand

wome stranger, who npparently tool
it lithe note of hig surroundings
and wtood waiting for Nancy
or Jorvmluh to direct What
wan he dolng In the Mhi
embraced Nanvy,

“Have they hurt y
all rlght?”

“Wa'ronll right, Jenny, but a it
tle tired,” sald Naney, Wil you let
me share your bed tonlght? This In
Mr. Kennedy, who once owned this
houwe, He I8 golng (o tulie my room
for the night.”

Jenny bobbed her head; but Ken.
ey did not seem aware that an
Introduction  had  been made, A
thousand quesions bubbled In her
throat, but Jenny did not volee one
of them, comprehending that ot this

vither
him
111. Luri

kid? Are y'

moment guestions were not In or
der nnd that  soms  extraordinary
event had happened, Where  hind

whe seen this man before?

“Want any help?”

“Have you got some lemonyg™”

“Abagful,' Lemons' whe thought,

“Aring one in. 1 am golng to
make some ten.'"”

“Ten--"" bagan Jenny, but
ped, observing that Jeremlnh
holding a finger to his Hps
right."”

Bhe bLrought In the lemon,™ The
stranger wos silting on the lounge,
Ling Foo on lis knees. He ap:
peared to be In a dream: fondled
the puppy's ears and stared dully
nt the far wall. This stranger was
no ordinary guest, Was he the man
in Jeremiah's story? If &0, what In
the world had happened to birlng

wlap
wie
Al

him here? Kennedy; now she re
membered-—the name on the door
plate He was the man! Pio

foundly stirred. Jonny tried not to
stare; but the pallor on the hand
gome foce, the inertin of the body,
the dullness of the eyes, fasclnnted
her. This was the man who had
stuck daggers into Jereminh’s door-

jamb, and here wore Nancy and
Joreminh  fussing over him s
though he were some long lost
uncle, roturned!

“1 pass” said Jenoy iowardly
Here, in Nancy's room, whon he
ought to be explaining to the palice,
on an abduction chiarge!

Then her gaze strayed to Boane
croft, thenee to Naney; but their
faces offered no key to the riddle.
On the contrary, something on Ban-
croft's face, something on Nancy's,
pomething In the way they wers
smiling ot each other ncorops the
tenlcettle, made plain to Jenny that
thers had been a double adventure:
for these exchanpgos weore patently
adoration. All the hope she had
hitd—and so long 44 Nancy did not
love Jercminh thers would be hope
in Jenny's breast—fickered and
died. They had not even heard her
enter; or If they had, considered the
ineident ®o ordinary that It wnsn't
worthy the turn of the head. Jeonny
Malloy wasn't wanted here.

Jenny had never heard of the
Tron Virgin of Nuremberg: but for
all that, she knew that dull iron
spikes were belng slowly pressed
Into her heart.

“Cateh!"” she called, and gally.
Baneroft turned and Jenny tossed
the lemon, “See y' later, Nancy.

I'il leave th' door unlocked. But
don't wake me up if youn c'n
help i

Jenny went out, closing the door
goftly: not to mentlon another door,
forever. Love! The poor kids; why,
they fairly shouted it. Well, It was
Nancy and Jereminh, the two hu-
man beings she carved for. They
would never know what a fool Jenny
Malloy wus. The rescue; hero stuff,
and Nancy had fallen Into Jeremi-
ah's arms, and they were gulng to
he happy ever after. Maybe, To
morrow she would  be all right; but
tonight she wasn't properly keyed
Lo listen. When Nancy came in she
would pretend to be niledp; no con.
fidences am to how it happened. June
ny was wild to hear all about the
man Kennedy: bhut she didn’t care
to hear all about Jeremiah at the
sama Lime,

She paused before her mirror and
offered bher refloction a caustio
smile, for Jenny bad the virtue of

sometimes seeing horsell an others
maw her

¥ poor nut! she sald “You
an® that kid in Sunday school are
In th' same boat. Our golden text
Is; Thann wol's got gile i Tham
wol aln't got gite left

Jeniny nifrvans] nidd wer to besl
whith the ofe (rtie Cotitpepsation
f all our petty jils The ondy
real mag b life Is the | ow.

Kennedy began (o talk, bulk to na
one In e it ra . i

"He called Jeeomnbaly, alter e, The
innovent bystonder aguin, 1 hnted

“Why, it's & beantiful nume wo i
N

Then the Incldent s closed. This
sed to e o parsery,” woent on Ken
nedy, deeamily “Little dolls and
crudlen; Mury wan Just besggi i g
to  walk, The window with the
miare, her modher used 1o call that
one ™

The window with the stk o
peintad Naney, "What o poor thing

I am, fiw I never saw anyihing out
of that window but dingy yoards and

wodden olothesiines!'

Bancroft nudged her, and she un
ntowd thot she was not ta jnters
puolate ngain,  The causual tone  In
which Kennedy  reculled the room
wan n gowd shign. They must ot
Kim run on as he pleascs, any
whither,

“The old roof. T wan born under

It In those days it was quite fashs
lonable  down  here, Miury, my
wife, lived over luo Washington
place, and I used to go to her pars
tien, I wore a white sailor collar,
stiMy starched, und & blus pollis dot
tie. 1 met your futher there, and
we hud o fght over Mary in the
conservitory, | won, Your father
had a bloody nose nnd 1 a black eye:
but I was atop of him when they
pulled un npart. Later, at college,
he woved my life while we were in
swimming, There's a quecr phass
In waving  poople's liven, You're
bound to watch over them forever
aftor, ns your fathor watched over
me. Banky, old Banky; and he used
to eall me Chuok; but when he want-
ed to get a rise out of me he'd cgli

mo Jeremioh,” He paused. Ling
Foo yawnsd,
The window with the stara!

thought Nancy, throwing s glance
over her shoulder, Had sho ever
notiead the stars particulariy? She
wondered.  Se could visunlize the
mother with the Hitle child in her
urms, croonifg a lullaby and watch

lng the sturs grow crisper and
brighter ns the night deopened
What a hondsome young man ha
must have been Her hoeart wog
wrung aguln by the thought 'of
what the tmun bind gone through

The torturing memories of this mo-

ment: this house In which hoe had
been born and known  happiness
The mother and the child, here In
this room. The lender ghosts thint

he nust be seclng!
“Bo he bought the house, to hold

{t for me? And he did not have
time to tell me Your clork wun
wrong, Thoere were no high words

He put out his hands—to fend e
off ns 1 thought—and gave o greot

ory, and fell vpon his desk. Caod
should have struck me down alko
Dut your father wos (it 1o die, and
1 waen't

Kennedy let Ling Poo alide to the

floor and began to move aboul, in
epecting this objeet and that, 1o
dike the crowding flood of mem-
orlea. 1le was finally drawn to the
Jalpur box, a8 he would have heen
drawn toward anvthing of beanty
Iia Interest was only easunl, The
box was not valunble as a cuorlo;
there were thousanls of them in
exigtence, He opened (£ anld saw
the gold chaln and broken loeket
end. There were milllons of such
things. Suddenly his volee shot
aeross the room electrically,

“Where did you get the Julpur
box?" Tableaw. Bancroft wnos
siricken dumb by the prognant sug.
gestion In Kennedy's demand nnd
the vigorous expression of i while
Nancy was hypnotized. The cup
she was holding slipped from her
hand and tingled and retinkled a»
it shattered and rolled upon the
door. It seemed to her that thought
was suddenly suspended, no longer
hers to command,

“Answer me! Whose it it?" Ken-
nedy ceassd to wear the aspect of
the broken man; he was nlive, terri
fyingly alive,

“"Putience, Mr. Kennedy,"
Baneroft, finding his voles,

“Patlence? Well, yves, that s s0™
Some of the tenseness went out of
Kennedy's body. “But 1 demand (o
know how this box came to be In
the possession of Miss PBowarmn $

“Why 2 naked Papneroft, speaking
for Nancy, who could not have uls
then had her 1ife

warned
.

tered a word Just
dependad upon it

“Why? ecause the hox s ming,
mine!

INancy orled Tanoroft, beglos

ning to understand what was tos
ward, He lald hin bhand oa her nom,
The touch Lroke the spoll “n

wiuas with me when Daddy Bowman

vutslde his door,” =sie

found e
whinpered, hecause sven Lo Wiilspor
took &Ml the strength she had

Don't vou understand, Naney?™
mud Dancroft, the Blood thundering
n his » M e { | ' il
' \ f e

1 i} K ! I« &
8| v | r i o fron
La=1 I walls, « out of 1
And [ thought o] was dians wilh
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