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A7 TOUIS_JOSEPH VANCE

The photo-drama comesponding to the installments of
“ The Trey O Hearts'" may now be seen af the leading
mowing pictiree theaters. By this enigue arrangement
with the Unioersal Fiim Mfg. Co, i iz therefore not only
passible fo read ** The Trey O'Hearts'’ in this paper.
bt also to see each instaliment of # af the mdbing
victure theaters.

I—-THE MESSAGE OF THE ROSE.

(Copyright, 134, by Louls Joseph Vanca.)

Lapped deep in the lenther-bound luxury of an
ample Joungschalr, walled apart from the world by
the venerable solitude of the library of London's
mont exclusive <lub, Mr. Alan Law sprawled
(iargely on the nape of his peck) and, squinting
discontentedly down his nose, sdmilted that hae
was exhaustively bored,

Now the chair he filled so gracelessly stood by
an opsn winfow, some twanty fest below which
Iay & sisable walled garden, an old English girden
in fall flower. And through the window, now and
then, s halfhearied

, suavs and on ng with the heayy
Mr. Law “of it, and In spite

opiritual unrest, sighed stightly and shat his

An unspoken word. troubled the depth of his’
sciousness, no 'that oid memories adruq_ug strug-
gled to s surface’ The word was “Rose,’ and lor
the time seamad to be the name neither ofnra
nor of & flower, but oddly of both, as thowlt Y
things wore one. Hia mental vision, bridginlg ‘the
gap of a year, conjured up the vision of a Hthe,
stweet slihovette In white, with red roses:at her
belt, posed on a tarrace of. the Riviera against the
burning Mediterranean blue.

Mr. Law wag dully.. t he
sorry about something, But he was Iy, vary:
drowsy Indeed; and po, drinking deep of wine-scent

of roses, he fell.gently aslesp. . . i

The clock was striking four when he awoke; and
before closing his eyes he had noticed that its
hands indicated tan minutes to four. 8o he ecould
not have slept very long.

For some few seconds Alan did not move, but
restad as he was, Incredulously regarding a rose
which had materialized mysteriounly upon the little
table at his albow. He was quite sure it had not
bean there when he closed hia éves, and almost
that it was not real,
that {nsatant of awakening the magic fra-
the ross-garden seemed to be sven more
cloylng aweot than ever.

o put out a gingerly hand and discovered
it was roal bayond all question. A warm red

ose, freah-plucked. dropa of water trembling and
-m ke tiny -diamonds on the velvet of ite
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- fleshy petals, And when impulsively he took it by

S

the stema, he discovered & most Indisputable thorn
service for the traditional pinch.

ha wasn't dreaming, Alan trans
pound hand, and meditatively
. Then he jumped up from the
mvldul! round the room, It
® in that solemn stmos-
kable; still, there wae
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snivelope open in absent-minded
nt.rud as if stung. The enclosurs
waa & simple playing card—a trey of hearts! ;
A

change your mind, you'll send for me." And her
promisa: ‘1 will send you a rose.”

But the year bad lapsad with never a2 sign from
her, ao that he bad grown accustomed to the unfiat-

did the Trey of Hearts mean! NELy
When morning came. London had lost Alan Law.
man of his ueqnltnunu—urmm woman—had
the least warning of disappearance.
simply and sufficlently removed from Eng-

II—-THE S8IGN OF THE THRER

 Out-of-doors, - high brasen noon, a day in spring.
the cl.lnoruun life of New York running as auwt
ite brilliant streets, a;
sound nor sun i&-

turbed a persunial quiet that was yet not peace.
The room was 1lks 8 wide, desp wall of night, the
Basunt of teeming shedows and sinister silences.
o, ipdeed, was visible beyoud the lonely
‘that brooded over It, tha figure of an old

AR minumt.lmmmuolm

His bair was as white as his heart was black.
The rack of hia bones, clothed in a thick black
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He stared unblinking at pothing: » man seven-
tha desd, completely paralyzed but for his heéud
Juft arm.

Presently a falnt clicking nl;ul dlllurw “the
stillness. Seneca Trine put forth his left hand apd
touclied one of & row of crimson buttons smbedded
in the deak Bomething else clicked—this time a
latch. ‘There was the faintest possible nolse of a
closing door, and a smalllsh man stole nolselessly
into the light, paused beside the desk and waited
respectfully for lsave to speal

The old man seizsed the sheet of yellow paper,
scanned It bungrily, and crushed it in his tremu-
loll claw with a gesture of uncontrollable emotion.

my daughter Judith here!"
! Hun- later & young woman in street dress
was admitted to the chamber of shadowa.
sent for me, father™

“Judith—tell me—what day Is this?™
1 am twenty-one."
wmm Rose, too, is twenty-

& wafted gusts of WA

l.tn bn . '

THE OMAHA SUNDAY BEE:

“we have nothing In common—beyond parentage
and this abominable resemblance. Our natures dif-
fer as light from darkness.”

“And which would you say was—light?”

“Hardly my own: I'm no hypoorite. Rose is
everything that they tell me my mother was, while
1"—the girl amiled strangely—"1 think—I am more
your daughter than my mother's”

A nod of the white head confirmed the sugges-
tion. “It Is true. | have watched you closely,
Judith, perhaps more closely than even you knew
Bafors 1 was brought to this'—the wastad hand
made a significant gesture—"1 was & man of strong

“AND THEN,
passions.  Your mother never loved, but rather
feared me. And Rose ia the mirror of her mother's

nature, gentla, unselfish, sympathetic. But you,

Judith, you are Hke a second self to me.”

An accent of, profound setisfaction informed his

volge., The girl waltedin a ullenc- that was tensely -
\ & sscret code whoreby, when she needed hlm, she

expgctant.

“Dhen, if on this your birthday I were to ask a

service of you that might injurfously affect the
happiness of your sister—?" :

The girl J§ughed briefly:" “Only ask it!"

“And how far would you go to do my will?”

“Whaere would you stop in tha service of one you
loved ™

Seneca Trine nodded gravely. And after a brief
pause, “Rose ig in love,” he announced.

“Oh, T know—1I know!" the father afMrmed with
a falnt ring of satiafagtion. “1 am old, a cripple,
priscner of this Nving tomhb; but all things I should
know—somehow—] come to know in course of
time!"! -

“It's true—that Englishman she scraped acquaint-
ance with on the Riviern last year—what's his
name?—Law, Alan Law."

"In the maln,” the father corrected mildly, “you
are right. , he's not English. His father was
Welllugton Law, of Law & Son.”

Shajknew betier than to interrupt, bat her seem-
ing patiente wal belied by the whitening knuckles
of a hand that lay within. the little pool of blood-
red light, -

And pregently the desp volce rolled on: “Lawand
1 were onoe friends; then—It came to pass that we
loved ons woman, your mother, 1 won her—all
but her heart: too late she realized it was Law she
loved. He never forgave me, nor 1 him. Though
be married another woman, still he held from me
the love of my wife. 1 could not sleep for hating
him—and he was no better off. Each sought the
othar's ruin; it came to be an open dusl between
us, n Wall street. One of us had to fall—and I
beld the stropger band.. The night before ths day
that was to have seen my trivmph, | walked in
Central Park, as was my babit to tire my hody
so that my bruin might sleep, Crossing the East
Dirive 1 was struck by & motor-ear running at high-
spead without lights. 1 was picked up insensible—
and lived only to ba what 1 am today. Law. tri-
umphad in the street while 1 lay helpless; only a
living rempant of my fortune remained to me.
Than his chauffeur, discharged, came to me and
sold me the truth; it was Law's car with Law at
the wheel that had struck me down-—a daliberate
attempt at sssassination, [ sent Law word that I
mesnt 1o have & life for a life. For what was 1|
better than dead? 1 promised him that, should he
escape, | would have the life of bis son. He knew
1 meant it, and sent his wife and son abroad. Then
he died suddenly, of some common allment—ihay
sald: but 1 knew better. He died of fear of me.”

Trine amiled a eruel smile: “T had made his life
a reign of terror. Ever sc often I would send Law,
ons way or another—myrteriously alwayn—a Trey
of Hearta: it waa my deathalgn for him: as you
know, our name, Trine, signifies a group of three.
And every time he received a troy of hearts, within
twenty-four .ours an attempt of some sort would
be made upon his life. The siraln broke down his
nerve.

“Thea [ turned my attention to the son, but the
distance was too greal, the dificulties lnsuperable.
e #a ol lons mocked all my éfforts; thelr alll
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ance with the Rothsohilds placed mot“er and son
under the protection of every sscret police in Eu-
rope. But they dared not come home. At length
I realited | could win only by playving a walting
game. | needed thres things: more money; to bring
Alan Law back to America. and one agent 1 could
trust, ons incorruptible agent. 1 ceassd to per-
escuts mother and son, lulled them into & sense of
false security, and by careful speculations repalred
my fortunes. In Rose I pad the lure to draw the
boy back to Ameriea; In you, the one person |
could trust

“I nent Rose abroad and arranged that she should

They traveled far and fast by dim forest trails
bafora sundown, then again paused for food and
rest. And as Jacobh sat deftly about preparing the
meal, Alan stumbled off to whip the little trall-side
stream for trout,

Perhaps a hundred yarda upstream, the back-lash
of a careless cast by his weary hand hooked the
State of Malne. Too tired even to remember the
appropriate words, Alan scrambled ashore, forced
through the thick undergrowth that masked the
trall, found his iy, set the Stata of Maine free—and
awinging on his hesl bronght up, nose to a sapling,
transfixed by a rectangle of white pasteboard fixed

IT CAME TO PASS THAT WE BOTH LOVED ONE WOMAN—"

merc Law,. They fell'In love at sight Then 1
wrote Informing ber that the man she had chosen
was the son of him who had murdered all of me
but my braln. It fell out as I foresaw. You can
imagine the scene of passionate renunciation—
pladges of undying .constancy—the arrangement of

would send him & single rou—tha birth of & great
romance!"

The old man laughed iﬂdonirally “Well, thare
“ is the history. Now the rose has been sent; Law
i» already homeward bound; my agents are waloch-
ing his every step. The rest is in your hands.”

The girl bent forward, bresthing heavily, eyes
saflame In a face that had assumed a waxen pallor.

“What Is It you want of me?"

“Bring Alan Law to me. Dead or alive, bring
him to me. But allve, If you can compass it; 1
wish to see him die. Then I, too, may die content.”

The hand of hot-blooded youth stole forth and
grasped the iey hand of death-in-life

“1 will bring him,” Judith swore—"dead or alive,
you ahall bave him here.”

IMI—THE TRAIL OF TREACHERY.

PBut young Mr. Law was sole agent of his own
evanishment: just as he was nobody's fool, least of
all his own. The hidden meaning of the trey of
hearts perplexed him with such distrust that before
leaving London, he dispatehed a code cablegram to
his confidential agent in New York.

“What do you know about the trey of heartal?
Angwer immediately."

The answer forestalled hll arrival in Liverpool:
“Trine's death sign for your father. For God's
sake, look to yoursslf and keep away from Amer.

fea.”

But Alan had more than once visited America
incognito and unknown to Sensca Trine via a
sacret route of his own selection.

Eight days out of London, a second-class pas-
senger newly landed from one of the C..P. steam-
shipe, he walked the sireets of Quebec—and dropped
out of sight betwesn dark and dawm, to turn up
presantly in the distant Canadlan hawm'et of Baila
Bt. Paul, apparently a very tendesrfooled American
woods-traveler chaperoned by a taciturn Indian
guide plcked up heaven-knows-whaere.

Crossing the St. Lawrence by night, the two
strueck off quietly into the hinterland of the Notre
Dame mnge, then crossed the Maine border,

On the second noon thereafter, trall'worn and
wegary, A8 lean as their depleted packs, the two
paused on & ridge-pole of the wilderness up back
of the Allagash country, and made thelr midday
meal in & sllence which, If normal In the Indian,
was one of deep misgivings on Alan's part.

Continually hia gaze gusstioned the northern skies
that lowered portentiously, founl with smoke—a
country-wide econflagration that threatened all
northern Maina, bome-dry with drought

Ounly the south offered a falr prospect. And the
firea wore making southward far faster than man
might hope to travel through that grim and stub.
born land.

Even as he stared, Alan saw fresh colomns of
dun-colored smoke spring up in the porthwest.

Anxiously he consuited the impassive maak of -

the Indian, from whom his questions gained Alan
Mtle comfort. Jacob recommended forced marches
to Spirit Lake, where cances might be found to aid
thelr fight; snd withdrew Into sullen reserve,

a

to its trunk, a trey of hearts, of which:each pip
had been neatly punctured by w 23-callber bullet

He carried it back to camp, meaning to consult
the gulde, but on second thought, held his tongue.
It was not likely that-the Indian had overlaoksd

an object so conspicuous on the trail.

8o Alan walted for'him to spesk—and meantime
determined to watch Jacob meore.parrowly, though
no other susplolous circumstance had marked the
several days of thelr assoclatiph.

The first half of the night was as the day, de-
votad to relentless progress-southwarde; . thirty
minutes of steady jogging, five minutes for rest—
and repeat.

No more question as-to the need for such urgent
haste; overhead the north wind muttersd without
censing; thin veils of smoke drifted through the
forest, hugging the ground, like some welird acrid
mist; and ever the curteined heavers glared, livid
with reflected fires.

By midnight Alan had come to the:bounds of
durance; flesh, bone and sinew: could 'no longer
stand. that strain. Though Jacob declared that
Spirit Lake was now_only six hours distant, as far
&s concerned Alan he might have said six hundred.
His blanket once unrolled, Alan dmppod upon lt
liks one drugged.

The sun was high when he awakened and sat up,
rubbiog, heavy eyes, stretching aching llmbe, won-
dering what had come over the Indian to let him

¢ aleep so late.

Of & sudden he was assalled by sickening fears
that needed only the briefest Investigation to eon-
firm. Jacob had absconded with every valuable
item of their equipment,

Nor was his motive far to sesk. Oyernight the
fire had made tremendous gains. And ever and
anon the wind would bring down the romr of the
holocaust, dulled by distance but not unlike the
growling of wild animals feeding on their kill.

Alan delayed long enough only to swallow a few
mouthfuls of raw food, gulped water from a spring,
and set out at a dog-trot on the trajl to Spirit Lake,

For hours he blundered blindly on, holding to
the trall mainly by instinet.

At length, panting, gasping. half-blinded, he
staggered into a little natural clearing and plunged
forward headlong, so bewildered that he could not
have said whether he was tripped or thrown; for
even as he stumbled & heavy pody landed on his
back and crushed him savagely to earth.

In leas than a minute be was. overcome; his
wrisis hitched together, his ankles ' bound with
heavy cord.

When hie vislon cleared he found Jacob 'lthln

a8 yard, regarding him with & face as immobile as
though it had been cast in the bronse it resembled.

Beyond, to one side, o womean In & man's hunting
costume stood eyeing the captive as narrowly as
the Indian. but unlike him with & countenance that
seemed aglow with & flerce exultancy over his
downfall,

But far that look, he could have believed hers the
face that had brought him overseas this martal
pase. Feature for feature, even to the hue of her
tumbled hair, she counterfaeited the woman be

; only those eyes, aflame with their look of
inhu ruthlessness, denled that ‘the two were
ons.

He sought wvainly to speak. The breath rustied

in his parched throat lke wind m among

Thrusting ths Indian roughly aside, the woman
knelt in his place by Alxtn's head.

“No,” smlie sald, and smiling cruelly, shook her
head—"no, I am not your Rose. Put | am her sis-
ter, Judith, her twin, born in the same hour, €augh-
ter of--can you guess whose daughter? But see
this!"" She flashed a card from withia her hunting
shirt and held it before his eves. “Youn know it,
ch? The treay of hearis—the symbol af Trine—
Trine, your father’s enemy, and yours, and—Rose's
father apd mine! 8o, now, perhaps you know!"

_ A gust of wind like a furnace blast swept the
glads, The woman wprang up, glanced over
shoulder Into the forest. and signed to the Indfan.

“In'ten minutas,” she sald, “these woods will be
your funeral pyre.”

She steppad back. Jacob advanced, ploked Alan
up, shoulderad his body, and strode back Into the
forest. Ten feet in from the clearing he dropped
the helpless man supine ypon a bed of dry loks and
branches,

Theh, with a singls movement, ha disappeared.

IV—MANY WATERS.

Overhead, through a rift in the folinge, & sky was
vigible whose ebon darkness called to mind »
thundercloud.

The heat was nearly intolerable; the valce of the
fire was very loud.

Two minutes had passed of the tem. Something
was digging uncomfortably into Alan's right hip.
The sutomatic pistol in his hip pocket, of which
Jacob bad neglected to relieye him. Then s sharp,
spiteful crackling brought him suddenly to s 'sitting
position, to find that the Indian had theughtfully
touched a match to the pyre before departing. At
Alan's fest the twigs were blasing merrily.

It would have -been easy enough, acting on in-
stinct, to snatch his 1imbs away, but he did not
move more than to straln his fest as far as thelr
bonds permitted. Conscious of scorching heat even
through his bunting boots, he suffered that torture
until & tongue of flame licked up, wrapped Itself
round the thick hempen cord and ate it through.

Immediataly Alan kicked his feet free, lifted to
a kneeling -position, and crawled from the pyre.

As for his hands—Alan’s hunting-knife was still
in its sheath belted to the small of his back. Tear
ing at the belt with his hampered fingers, he con-
trived:to shift it round until the sheath knifs stuck
at the belt-loop over his left hip. Withdrawing
and conveying the blade to his mouth, he gripped
it firmly between his teeth, and sawed the cords
round- his wrists ageinst the razorsharp blade.

Before Alan coulfl turn and run he saw a van-
guard of flames bridge fifty yards at a bound nd
start a dead pine blaring llke a torsh.

And then he was pelting llke & madman Mm
the smoke-filled clearing, and in less than two min-
utes broke from the forest %o the pebbly shore of a
wide-bosomed Take, and within a few hundred feet
of a substantial dam, through whose spillway a
heavy volume of water cascaded with a roar rival
ing that of the forestfire {tself,

Two quick glanges showed Alan two things: that
hisx only way of escape was via the dam; that thers
was a_solitary canoe at midlake, bearing swiftly
to the farther shore Judith Trine and the Indian—
the latter wielding the paddle..

In the met of tmia.l toward the dam he saw
Jacob drop ‘the paddle.’ The mext' instant s bullet
from s Winchester .20 kicked up o spurt of pebbles
only a few fest in advance of Alan.

He quickened his pace, but the next buyllet fell
closar, while the third actually bit the.earth be
neath his running feet as he gained the dam.

Exasperated, he pulled up, whipped out his pistol
and fired without aim. - At the same time, he noted
that the distance between dam and canoe had les-
sened perceptibly . thanks to the strong current
suoking through'the plilway.'

‘His shot flaw wide, but almost instinctively his
finger closed again upon the trigger, and he saw
the, nw- snap lo twaln, "its .blade falling over
board, Anlthn ‘the Tndian fired sgain, his bullet
dronfhg past Alan's sar.

As he fired in mm:mm dropped his
rﬂl&denuﬂd up in the bow of the canoe.

mnuiunmﬂy earth and hclnns rocked with s
terrific clap of thunder.

He torned agals and man wlmv along the dam,
toward two heavy timbers M\ﬂd.m the torrent
of the apillway.

"Then a glance aside brpught him.up with & thril
of horror: the syck of the overflow:had drawn the
canos within & Imlm yards 'of)the spiliway. The
dead Indian in {ts bow, the living’ woman helpless
{niits slern, it swept awiftly onward to destruction.

His next few actions.were wholly unpremeditated.
He.was consclous only of her white, staring face,
bher alrahge llh.nm to the woman that he loved.

. He ren ott um the bridge, threw himsslf down
upon the innérmott timber, turned, snud let his body
fall- beokwards, ‘arms extended ' at length, and
swung, braced by his feet-beneath the outar timber.
* With_ a swiftnesa. that passed consclous thought,
hs was aware of the cance hurtling onwerd with
the s «of wind, {ts sharp prow apparently almed
a1 y, for his head. Then hands c¢losed round
his wrists like clamps; a tremepdous welght tors
at his arme. and with an effort of inconcelvable
diMoulty he began to lift, to drag the woman up
out of the : jaws of death.

Bomehow that impossible feat was achieved;
soméhow the woman cobtrived to clamber over
bim to the timbefs: ant he in turn pulled himaelf
up to safaly. and sick with reactlon aprawled prome
above the screaming abyss.

Later . he became aware that the woman had
erawied to pafely on the farther shore. and pulling
himeelf together, imitated her sxample.

In.a ghastly twilight In which the flaming foresta
on the other shore burned with unearthiy glare, he
discoversd the wan, writhing face of Judith Trine
close to his and he heard her scream

“Fou feol! Why did you save me?
I haye sworn your death!"

The uttar grotesqueness of it all broke upon his
intelligence llke the revelstion of some enormous
fundamental absurdity in Nature. He laughed »
little . hysterically.

Durkn ess followed. 'A flash of lightaing seemed
to flame betwesn them like & Sery sward. To its
cruun; thunder. he lapsad into unconsciousness.

mnmm it was with & shiver and s shad-

1 tell you,

But in bis Band, tattered and bruised by the
dowppour, he found—a roee. -
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