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i [ooxTiNUED.] "

Loder looked down ot him,  “No,” he
solill decisively “It's vour thirn nosw
Tt's yorr wha've got to do gomething”

Chleste's foee tnened o shiude grayer,
ST enn'' e said bwlow his brenth,

“Can't? Oh, yes, you ean
all do—anythine. It not late:
there's Just gutleient e Chileote,”
he added suddenly, “don’t you see that
the thitg: has been madness all along-—
hns been Hke playing with the most ine
fernal explosives?  Yon thank
wliatever you have faith in that no-

TTHRY

You are
vlerstnnd me?

Lody has been smaslhosd upl
going back. Do you u
You are golni today, be
fore it's too Inte There was 0 greal
change in Loder; his stroag, inper-
turbable fmee was =tirred; he  was
uioved o both volee  and  manuer,
Tine nfter thne he repented his injune-

ek - o,

We cun |

| elief aeross hils Hps,

tion, reagoning, expostulating, Insist
; " I
ing, 1t alwost seened that he fought

some steenuous invisible forcee rather
than the ghattered man hefore him,
Chilleote mwoved nervously In his seat,
It was the first real clash of personali
tlos.  He felt it—recognized it by in-
stinet, The sense of domipation had
fallen on him; he koew himsell -
potent In the other's hands.  What-
ever e might attempt in moments of
solltude he possessed no voice in pres-
ence of this invioeible second self.
For awhile he struggled—he did not
fizhi, he struggled to resist—then, lift-
ing his eyes, he met Loder's, “And
what will you do?” he sald weakly.
Loder returned his questioning gnze,
but almost immediately he turned
aside, “I?" he said, *Ob, I shall leave

Loudon."

B following his  dismissal of
Chileote found him agalin in his

aitting room.

I1e sat at the center table surronnded
by n clowl of smoke; a pipe was be-
tween his lips and  the morning's
newspapers lay In a heap beside his
elbow, To the student of humanity
Lis attitode was intensely interesting.
It was the attitude of a man tram-
mweled by  the  knowledge of  his
strength.  Before him ns ke sat smok-
ing stretehed o foture of  absolute
nothingness, and toward this blank fu-
tnre one portion of his consclonsiness—
o struggling and as yet scarcely sen-
tlent portion—puszhed him inevitably;
while another—a vigorous, persistent,
Imiman portion—eried to him to panse.
S0 actunl, so clamorous, wis this silent
mental combat that had raged unceas-
Ingly since the moment of his renun-
cintion that at last in physicul response
to it he pushed back his chair,

“It's too Inte,"” he sald aloud.
fool. 1It's too late.”

Then abruptly, astonishingly, as=
though in direct response to his spoken
thought, the door openced and Chilcote
wilked into the room.

Slowly Loder rose and stared at him.
The feeling he acknowledged to him-
sAAf was anger, but bhelow the anger a
very different sensation run riotously
strong.  And it was in time to this see-
ond feeling, this sudden, lawless joy,
that hig pulses beat as he turned a cold
face on the intruder.

“Well?" be said sternly.

But Chileote was impervious to stern-
neas, He was mentally shaken and dis-
treasad, though outwardly Irreproacha-
hle, even to the violets in the lapel of
his cont—the violets that for a week
past had been brought each morning
to the door of Loder's rooins by Eve's
mald, For one second, 08 Loder's eyes
roested on the tlowers, n sting of ungov-
ernable jealousy shot through him;
then as swddenly it died away, super-
seded by nnothier feeling—a feeling of
new, spontaneous Joy. Waorn by Chil-
cofe or by himself, the flowers were a
symbol!

“Well”" he sald again in a gentler
woice,

(hileote hind walked to the table and
loid down his hat, ITis face was white
and the museles of his lips twitched
nervously as he dreow off his gloves,

“Thank heaven, you're here!” he sakd
shortly. “Glive me something to drink."

In silence Loder brought out the
whisky and set it on the table; then in.
glinetively he turned aslde.  As plainly
a5 thongh be saw the aetion he men-
tally figured Chileote's furtive glanee,
the furtive movement of his fngers to
his walstcoat pocket, the hasty drop-
ping of the tablolds Into the glass,
For an lnstant the sense of his tacit
connlvance came to him sharply; the
next, be flung It from him. The hu-
man, Inner voice was whispering 1ts
ald watchword. The strong man has
a0 time to waste over his weaker

CHAPTER XXVIIL
UT Loder did not leave London,
and the hour of 2 on the day
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brother!

When he heard Chilooate Iny down his
tumbler he looked back sgnin, “Well,
whot Is 17" he safd. “What have you
come for?'  IMe strove resolutely o
keep his volee severe hat, try us he

| might, he eonll not quite subilie the

eager foree that lay bhehind hils words
Onee ngain, ns on the night of thelr
second Interchange, e hind become n
phioenix, rising to fresh existonce oven
while he ifted its ashes, “Well7* he
salil onee agein,

Chileote had set down his glass, e
wie nervously  passing his handker
There was gome-
thing In the gestore that attractdd Lo
der. Looking at Wl more sttentively,
hie saw what his own feelings and the
other's conveutionnl dress had Dlinded
him to the alinost pitestis panie and
excitemoent in his visitor's pyes

“Something's gone wrons! he said,
with abruapt intaltion,

Chilleote starvted,  “Yes—no-—thnt s,
o e stamraered,
Lodor  moved  aronnd  the  table,

“Something's gone wrong” he repeat- !

e, “and you've come to tell me ™

The tone unnerved Chileote, 1o sud
deoppedd into a0 chair,  “I—it
was=n't my fanlt!" he began,
had a horrible time!™

Loder's 1ips  tightened,
gild, “yes, 1 understand.”

The other glanced up with a gleam
of hig old suspicion.  *“"T'was all my
nerves, Loder”—

“Yes," he

“Of course,  Yes, of course” Lo
der's interrnption was curt,
Chileote eyed him doiibtfully, Then

recollection took the place of doubt,

':tml n change passed over his expres.

glon, *It wasn't my fault,” he began

hastily.  “On my soul, it wasn't! It

wias Craphum’s beastly fanlt for show-
Ing her into the morning room"—

Loder kept silent.  His curiosity had

o Lee at the other's

e teatred to break the shat-

b tendn of thouzhit even by o word,

In the Chilleote moved un-
msily, “You see.”™ he went on at last,
“when T owas here with vou 11 felt
1—-1"- e stoppd,

“Yeu, ves. When you were here with
me you felt strong.”

“You, that's it,  While T was here 1
felt 1 eonuld do the thing., Pat when 1
woent home—when I went up to my
roons"—  Again he pansed, possing his
hanakerchiof neross his forehead,

“When you went up to your rooms?”
Loder strove hard to keep his control,

silence

dason i g
CR KLY

“To my room?— Oh, -1 forget
abiont that, 1 forget nbout the night"—
Ile hesitated confusedly.,  “All 1 re

wember is the coming down to break-
fust next morning—this morning— at
l'_' (I':'IC'IL‘]{"-—

Loder turned to the table aod poured
himself out some whisky, “Yes," he
acquiesced in a very quiet volee,

At the word Chileote rose from his
seat,  His disguietude was very evl
dent,  “Oh, there was breakfoast on the
tubile when 1 enme downstairs—break-
“ast, with flowers and a horrible, daz-
zling glare of sun. It was then, Loder,
as 1 =tood and looked into the romm,
thnt the impossibility of it all came to
me—~that 1 know 1 eouldn't stand it—
couldn't go on.”

Loder swallowed his whisky slowly,
Ilis sense of overpowering curlosity
held him very still, but he mide no
effort to prompt his companion,

Again Chileote shifted his position
agitatedly, It bad to be done,” he
said disjointedly. “I had to do it—then
and there, The things were on the bu-
renu—the pens and ink and telegraph
forms, They tempted me"”

Loder laid down his glass suddenly.
An exclamation rose to bis lps, but he
checked it

At the slight sound of the tumbler
touching the tuble Chileote turned, buot
there was no expression on the other's
faece to affright him,

“They tempted me,” he repeated has-
tily. “They seemed like magnets; they
scemed to draw me townrd them, 1
snt ot the bureau staring at them for a
long time, ‘I'bhen a terribile compulsion
selzed me—something you eould never
understand--and 1 eaught up the near-

“1—1 have |

ost penand wrote just whnt was in my |

mwind, It wasn't a telegram, properly
was more a letter, 1
wiantid you back, and [ bhad to make
myself plain, T'he writing of the mes-
gige seemedl to steady me; the mere
forming of the words quicted my mind,
1 wis almost cool when I got up from
the burenu and pressed the bell"—

“The bell 7"

“Yes, | rang for a servant, I had
to send the wire myself, so I had to
get a cab.” 118 volee rose to lreita-
bility. “I pressed the bell several
times, but the thing had gone wrong;
"twonldn't work. At last I gave it up
and went Int  ie corridor to call some
“g..
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“Well?” In the Intense suspense of
the moment the word escaped Loder,

“Oh, T went out of the room, but
there at the door, before 1 could ceall
anybody, 1T knocked up azalnst that

idiot Greening. 11e was looking for me
—for you, rather—-about some beastly
Wark affair. 1 tried to explain that 1
wasn't in n state for business, I tried
to shake him off, but he was worse
than Blessington! At Tast, to be rlid of

the fellow, 1 went with him to the
study''—
“hnt the telegram?' Loder began,

Then again he checked himself. “Yes—
yos I understand,'” he added guietly,
“I'm getting to the telegram! 1 wish
you wouldn't jar me with sudden gues-
tions, T wasn't In the study more than
a mionute mwore than filve or six min-
utes'-—— His voice beceame confused, the
straln of the connected recital was tell-
Ing upon him, With nervous haste hoe
made n rugh for the end of his story.
“1 wasn't more than seven or elght

' . e
e -

“Loder, what are you going to do "

minutes in the study; then, as I came
downstalrs Crapham met me in the
hall. He told me that Lilllan Astrupp

Yol
N 3
 scene, When 1 got to the morning room
{ my hamd was shuking so thut I could |
| scareely turn the handle; then, as the

|lmn1 enlled and wiskhed (0 see pe nnd
that he bl shown ber into the morn
| Ing room™

“T'he morning room?"  Loder sudden
Iy stepped back from the table. “The
morning room? With your telegranm
Iving on the burean®"

His swliden speech
startled Chileote,

and moveiment
The blood rushed to

| his face, then died out, leaving it ashen,

“Don't do that, Loder! he eried, “I-1
enn't bhoar fit!"

With an Immense effort Loder con-
trolled himself. “SBorry,” he sald. “Go
on!”

“'m going on. T tell you I'm going
on! 1 got a horrll shoek when Crap

[ ham told me. Your story eame clatter-
Lillian |

fng through my mind. I knew

L come to see you, I knew there was
golng to be a scene'—
“Lot the wlegram! The telegram!"
Chileote pald no heed to the Interrup-
tion, Ile was following his own train
of idens, “1 knew she had come to see
1 knew there was golng to be a

door gpened, 1
with rellef.
“Eve?
“Yes, 1 don't think I was ever so
glad to see her in my life.,” He laughed
wlmost  hysterleally. 1 was  quite
civil to her, and she was—quite sweet
to me"—  Again be laughed,
Loder's lips tightened,
*You see, it saved

could have cried out
Eve was there as well!”

the situation.

[ Even if Lillian wanted to be nasty,

she couldn't while Eve was there, We
ftalked for about ten minutes. We
were quite un amiable trio, Then Lil-

lHan told me why she'd called,
wanted me to make a fourth in a
theater party at the Arcadlan tonight,
and I
that 1 yesl"  He
lnugzlicd again unsteadily,

Iin his teonse anxiety Loder ground
Lis bheel nto the toor. *“Go on!" he
sild fiercely, “Go on!"

wiid

“Doun’t!” Chileote execlaimed. “I'm
golng on—I'm going on.” He passed
his handkerchlel across his lips. “*We

tallked for ten minutes or so, aud then
Lilllan left, 1 went with her to the
hall door, but Crapham was there too
~80 1 was stlll sufe, She laughed and
chatted and seemed In high spirits as
we crogsed the ball, and she was still

She |

I was 8o pleased aud so relleved |
paused and |

smiling a8 she waved to me from her

motor, HBut then, Loder—then, as 1

stood in the hall, it all came to me

suddenly. 1 remembered that Lilllan
must have been alone in the morning
room before BEve found her! | remem-
bered the telegraom! 1 ran back to
the room, meaning to question Eve as
| to how loug Lilllan had been aloue,
| but ghe had left the room. 1 ran to
the. bureau—but the telegram wasn't
there!”

“Gone'?"

“Yes, gone,
| stralght here,”
] For a moment they confronted each
‘ntlu\r. Then, moved by a sudden lm-
pulse, Loder pushed Chileote aside
and crossed the room, An instant lat-
| er the opening and shutting of doors,
the hasty pulling out of drawers and
{ moving of boxes came from the bed-
| room,

Chileate, ghaken and nervous, stood
for n minute where his compaunion had
left him, At last, impelled by curios-
Ity, he too erossed the narrow passage
and entered the second room.

The full light streamed In through

the open window; the keen spring alr
| blew freshly across the housetops, and
i on the window sill & band of grimy,
Joyous sparrows twittered und preened
] themselves, In the middle of the roowm
stood Loder, HIis coat was olf, and
! round bl on chalrs and floor lay an
array of walsteoats, gloves and tles.

For a space Chileote stood in the door-
wny starlng at him, then his lips part-
ed and he took a step forward,
“Loder,” he sald anxionsly, "Loder,
what are you going to do?"

Loder turned. His shoulders were
stifY, his face alight with energy. “I'm
golng back,” he sald, “to unravel the

| tangle you have made.”
L Trafalgar square. The focts
of the case were slmple, Clll-
cole had left an Incriminating telegram
on the burecan In the mworning room at
Grosvenor square, By an unlueky
chance Lilllan Astrupp had been shown
up into that room, where she had re-
(Continued on Page tix.)
—ly §
Get one of those clocks we are giw
ing away.

That's why I've come

CHAPTER XXVIII,
ODER'S plan of actlon was ar-
rivil at before he reached

l
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