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SECOND INSTALLMENT

The photo-drama corresponamg fo the mstaliments of
*“The Trey O'Hearls™ may now be seen at the leading
Mmowing pictuve theafers. By this wnigue arvangement
wwith the Uniwersal Film Mfg. Co. # (s iherefore not only
possible do read *' The Trey O'Hearis' in this paper.
also fo see each installment of # of the moving
theaters,

PEIS—The § of Hearts to the “dunil siga” need by
Trise In private war of vengeance, whish,
T S S S S T

whose father (now desd) Teime nu"mwmm tor
t which made him a helpless crippla. Law loves
bat under dramatio cireumatances saves the life of

har twin sister, and uawilliagly yalns her love, slse.

I=THE HUNTED MAN.

(Copyright, 1814, by Lonls Jaseph Vanes)

That day was bot and windless with an oncloud-
®d aky—a day of brass and burning.

Long before any sound audible to human ears
the noonday hush, & boboat sunning on &
log In & glade to which no trail led, pricked ears,
rose, glanced over shoulder with a snarl and—of &
sudden was no mor~ there,

Perhaps two minutes lster & succession of re-

to be heard, a cumulative

of sound made by some heavy body forcing
through the underbrush, and
man broke into the clearing,
pulled up, stood for an instant swaying, then recled
to & peat on the log, pillowing his head on arma
and shuddering uncon-
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to ealm himself and
rest, the feeling that something was pesring at him
?’Nxdnmuumwhm.r

acy
At length he jumped up, glared wildly at the spot
thing no longer was, flung himself
tioally through the brush In pursult of it, sad

d
With a great effort he pulled himself together,
clamped his teeth upon the promlse not again to
to ballucinations, and turned back to the

upon the log on which he had rested, he
to balleve he saw—a playing

eard, & Trey of Hearts, face up In the sun-glare.

& gosture of horror, Alan Law fled the
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sole steward of one of America’'s most formidable
fortunes.

Procisely at sloven minutes past noon (or at the
identical instant chosen by Alan Law to catapult
over the «dge of a cliff in northern Malne) the
muted aignal of the little man's desk telephone
elloked and, sagerly lifting recaiver to ear, he nod.
ded with a smile and eald in accents of some relief:
“Ask her to coms In at once, pleanse.”

Jumping up, he placed a chalr in intimate juxta-
position with his own; and the door opened, and a
young woman enterad.

The mouse-brown man bowed, “Miss Rose Trine?”
he murmured with a great deal of deference,

The young woman returnad his bow with a show
of perplexity: “Mr. Dighy?

“You are kind to come in response to my—ah—
unconventiBual Invitation,” sald the lttls man,
“Won't you—ah—eit down?”

ghe sald, “Thank you,” gravely, and took the
chalr he indicated. And Mr. Digby, with an admira-
tion he maode no effort to conceal, sxamined the
falr young face turned so candidly to him.

“It is quite comprehensible,” he sald difidently

OMAHA SUNDAY

IREY O HEARI

A7 1OUIS JOSEPH VANC

BEE:

that he should be brought Into such peri]l through
me!™

“You can tell me nothing?™

“Nothing-—as yet. | did not dream of this—much
less that the message of the rose was known to
any but Alan and myself. 1 cannot understand!™

“Then 1 may tell you this much more, that your
fathor meintains a very efliclent corps of secret
mgents.”

“You think he spled upon me!” the girl flamed
with Indignation.

“1 know he did.” Mr, Digby permitted himself a
quiet smile. “It has seemmed my business, in the
service of my employer, to employ agents of my
own. There s no doubt but that your father sent
you to BEurope for the sole purpose of having you
moat Alan.”

“Oh!" she protested. "But what earthly mo-
tive—1"
“That Alan might be won back to America

through you—and so—"
There was no need to finish out his sentence.
The girl was sllent, pale and staring with wide
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had power to serve his irom will, a hand like the
claw of a bird of nrey, moved toward a row of but-
tons sunk in the writing-bad of his desk.

“1 warn you 1 have ways to ke you speak—"

With a quick movement the girl bent over and
prisoned the bony wrist in her strong fingers. With
her other hand, at the same time, she whipped
open an upper drawer of the desk and took from it
& revolver which she placed at a safe distance,

“To the contrary,” she sald quletly, “you will re
member thal the time has passed when you could
have me punlshed for disobedience. You will eall
nobody: If interrupted, | shan't hesitate to defend
myself. And now"—laying hold of the back of his
chalr, sha moved it some distance from the desk—
“vou may as well be gquiet while I find for myself
what 1 wish to know."

For n moment he watched In silence as she bent
over the desk, rummaging {ts drawers. Then with
an infuriated gesture of his left hand, he began to
curse her,

Bhe shuddered a little as the black oaths blis.
tered his thin old lips, dedlcating her and &ll she
loved to sin, infamy and sorraw; but nothing could

Y

the Canoe Swam Broadside to a Boulder, Turnad Turtle and Precipitated Both Haadlong Inte

And
=it you will permit me to say so—now that one
sees you, Miss Trine, It Is quite comprebhenaible
whﬂwunhm—ﬁ-—m

toward you mas he
The girl flushed. “Mr. Law has told you?™

“l have the honor to e his nearest friend, this
side the water, as woll as his man of business.”
He paused with an smbarrassed gesture. “So I
have ventured Lo request this—ah—wurreptitious
Appointment in order to—ah—take the fyrther Iib-
erly of asking whether you have recently sent Alan
& measage!™

Her look of surprise was answer snough, but she
confirmod it with vigorous denial: "I have not
communioated with Mr, Law in more than & year!™
“Procisely as 1 thought" Mr. Digby nodded.
“None the less, Mr. Law not long since recelved
what purported to be a message from you: In fact
~—a& rosa” And as Miss Trine sat forward with a
start of dismay, he added: "1 have the information
over Mr. Law's signature—a letter recelved ten
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ago—{rom
“Alan In Americal” the girl eried in undiaguised

5

“He cams in response to—ahi—the message of
the rose”

“But I did mot send It1*

“1 felt sure of that, because,” sald Mr. Digby,
watoching her narrowly—"hecause of something
that acoompanied the ross, & symbol of another sig-
Hnm altogether—a playlag card, & Treoy of

earts.”

Her oyes were blank. He pursued with openly
sincere reluctance:

the Savage Water—Te Collapse, Exhausted Against the Bank.

oyes, visibly mustering her wits to cope with tlis
emergency, _ '

“l may depand om you' Mr. Digbr suggested,
“to advise me if you find out anything?"
. “For even more.” Tha girl rose and extended a
hand whose grasp was firm snd vital on his fingers.
A fine apirit of resolve set her countenance aglow.
“You may count on me for action oo my own part,
it I find eclrcumstances warrant it. 1 promised not
to marry Alan because of the feud between our
fathers—but not to stand by and see him sacrificed.
Tell me how | may communicate secretly with you
—-and let me go as soon ss possible!”

IV—-THE MUTINEER.

Within the hour Ross Trine stood before her
father in that somber room wherein he wore out
his crippled days, In that plsoce of silence and shad-
ows whose sinlster color-scheme of orimson and
black was the true llvery of his mosomania—his
passion for vengeance that alone kept warm the
embers of life ln that wasted and moveless frame

An impish malice gllmmered In his sunken eayes
as he kept her walting upon his pleasure And
when at Jength he decided to speak, It was with
& ring of hateful iropy in that strangely sonorous
volee of hias,

“Roee,” he sald slowly—"my dsughter!—] am
told you have today been gullty of an act of dis
loyalty to me

8he sald coolly: "You had me spled upon.”

“Naturally, with svery reason to guestion your
loyalty, 1 had you watched”

She walted a significant moment, then dropped
an impassive monosyllable Into the asllence:
“Well ™

“You have visited the man Digby, servant and
friend of the man I bate—and you love."”

Bhe sald, without expression: “Yea™

stay her in her purposs. He was breathless and
exhausted when she straightened up with an ex-
clamation of satisfaction, studied Intently for a
moment a sheaf of papers, and thrust them hastily
Into her hand-bnag, together with the revolver.

Then touching the push-button which released a
secret and llttle-used door, without a backward
glance she slipped from the room and, closing the
door securely, within another mioute had made her
way unseen from the house.

V--THE INCREDIBLE THING.

Broad darlight, the top of & morning as rare as
ever broke upon the morth country: Alan Law
opening bewildered eyes to realize the substance of
& dream come true,

Then it proved itself, at least, in part. He lay

‘ between blankets upon a couch of balsam fans, in

& corner of somebody's camp—a log structure,
weatherproof, rudely but adequately furnished.
His clothing, rough-dried but neatly mended, lay
upon a chair at his side.

He rose and dressed in haste, at once exulting
in his sense of complete rest and renewed well
being, & prey to hints of an extraordinary appetite,
and provoked by signs that seemed to bear out the
weirdest flights of his delirious fancies,

There was no other living thing in sight but a
loon that sported far up the river and saluted him
with a shriek of mocking laughter,

The place was & cleft in the hills, & table of level
land some few acres in area, bounded on one hand,
beneath the cliff from which he had dropped, by a
rushing river fat with recent rains; on the other
by a second cliff of equal height. Upstream the
water curved round the shoulder of a towering
hill, downstream the cliffs closed upon it until it
roared through a narrow gorge.

Near the camp, upon & strip of shelving beach
that bordered the river where 1t widened into a
deep, dark pool, two canoces were drawn up, bot-
toms to the sun. Dense thickets of pines, oaks,
and balsam hedged in the clearing.

He was, it seemed, to be left sevarely to himself,
that day; when he had cooked and made way with
an enormous brenkfast, Alan found nothing better
to do till time for luncheon than to explore this
pocket domain. "

He feasted famously again at ndon; whiled away
several hours vainly whipping the pools with -rod
and tackle found in the camp, for trout that he
really didn't hope would rise beneath that blazing
sun; and toward three o'clock lounged back to his

aromatio couch for & nap.

“ The weslering sun had thrown s deep, cool shad-
ow across the cove when he was awakened by
importunate hands and a volce of magie.

Rose Trine was kneeling beside him, clutching
his shoulders, calling on him by name—distracted
by an inexplicable anxiety.

He wasted no time discriminating between dream
and reality, but gathered both into his arms, And
for & moment she rested there unrealsting, if sob-
bing quietly.

“What is 1tT What is it, dearest ™ he guestioned,
kissing her tears away.

“To find you all right. , .,
ehes cried brokenly,

“Of what? Wasn't I all right when you left me
bere this morning™

Bhe disengaged with an effort, rose, and looked
down strangely at him.

“I did not leave you here this morning, Alan. 1|
wasn't here—"

That brought kim to his own fest In a jify. “You
were not!™ he stammered. “Thea who—1

*Judith," she stated with convietion.

« I was so afrald!™
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ﬂlit! You don't understand.”

The girl shook her head. “Yet [ know: Judith
was here until this morning. 1 tell you 1 know—
I snw her only a few hours ago. She passed us In
a canoe with one of her guides, whila we watched
in hiding on the banks. Not that alons, but an-
other of her guldes told mine she was here with
you. BShe bad sent him to South Portage for quil-
nine. He atopped thera to gel drunk—and that's
how my gulde managed to worm the informatlon
from him."

Alan passed a hand across his eyesa
underatand,” he sald dully.
gible she could—"

A shot Interrupted him, the report of a rifie from
a considerable distance upstream, echoed and re-
echoed by the eliffa. And at this, clutching fran-
tieally at his arm, the girl drew him through the
door and down toward the river,

“1 don't
“It doesn't seem pos-

“0Oh, come, come!" she cried wildly. “There's no
Ume!"™
“But, why? What was that®"

“Judith is returming. 1 left my gulde up the
trall to signal us. Don't you know what it means
if we don't manage to escape before she gets here ™

“But how?”

“According to the guide the river's the only way
other than the trail." .

“The current ls too strong. They could follow
—pot us at lelsura from the banks."”

“But downstream—the gurrent with us—*

“Those rapids?”

“We must shoot them!"

“Can it be done?”

“It must be!’

Two strokes took it to the middle of the pool
where immediately the current caught the little
craft in its urgent grasp and sped it smoothly
through more narrow and higher banks. A moment
more and the mouth of the gorge was yawning for
them.

With the clean balance of an experienced canoe-
man, Alan ross to his feet for an instantaneous re-
connoigeance both forward and astern. He looked
back first, and groaned in his heart to ses the
sharp prow of the second canoe glide out from the
banks. He looked ahead and gre==2d aloud. The
raplds wers a wilderness of shouting waters, white
and green, worse than anything he had anticipated
or ever dreamad of.

But there was now no escaping that ordeal. The
canoe wase already spinning between walls where
the water ran deep and fast with a glassy surface.

The next instant It was In the Jaws; and the man
settled down to work with grim determination, pit-
ting courage and strength and experience against
the ravening waters that tore at the canoe on
every hand, whose mad clamor beat back and forth
between the walls of the gorge like vast bellowings
of infernal mirth,

He fought like ons possessed. There was never
an instant's grace for judgment or execution; the
one must be synchronous with the other, both in-
stantaneous, or else—destruction.

The canoe wove this way and that like an insave
shuttle threading some satanic loom, Now it hesl
tated, nuzzling a gigantic boulder over which the
water wove & pale green and glistening hood, now
in the apace of a heartbeat it shot forward twice
its length through a sea of creaming waves, now
plunged wildly toward what promised instant anni-
hilation and cheated that only by the timely plunge
of a paddle, gulded by luck or Instinet or both.

The one ray of hope in Alan's mind, when he
surveyed before committing himself and the
woman he loved to that hideous gauntlet, sprang
from the fact that, however rough, the rapids wers
short. Now, when he had been In their grasp a
minute, he seemed to have been there hours,

His laborings were tremendouns, unbalievable, in-
spired. In the end they were all but successful.
The goal of safety was within thirty seconds more
of quick, hard work, when Alan's paddle broke and
the canoe swung broadside to a boulder, turned
turtle and precipitated both headlong into that sav-
age welter,

As the next few moments passed he was fighting
ke & mad thing sgalnst overwhalming odds. Then,
of a sudden, he found himeslf rejected, spewed
forth from the cateract and swimming mechanioal
ly in the smooth water of a wide pool beyond the
lowermost eddy, the canoe floating bottom up near
by, and Rose supporting herself with one band
on ft

Her eye met his, clear with the sanity of her
adorable courage,

He fioundered to her side, panted instructions to
transfer her hand to his shoulder, and struck out
for the nearer shore.

Both found footing at the same time and waded
out, to collnpse, exhausted, against the bank.

Then, with a siockening qualm, Alsn remembered
the pursuit. He rose and looked up the rapid just
In time to view the lnst swift quarter of the canoce's
descent: Judith In the bow, motionless, a rifle
across her knees, in the stern an Indian guide
kneeling and fighting the waters with scarcely per
ceptible effort In contrast with Alan's supreme
struggles.

Like a living thing the cance seemad to gather
fteelf together, to polss, to leap with all {ts
etrength; it hurdled the oddy In a bound, took the
still water with a mighty splash, and shot down-
stream at diminished speed, the Indian furiously
backing water.

As though that had been the one moment she
had lived for, Judith lifted her rifle and brought it
to bear—upon her sister.

With & cry of horror, Alan flung himself before
Rose, a living shiald, anticipating nothing but im-
mediate death. This was not sccorded him, For
a breathless Instant the woman in the canos stared
along the sights, them lowered her weapon and,
turning, spoke indistinguishably to the gulde, who
lnstantly began to ply & brisk paddle,

The canos sped on, vanished swiftly round &
bend.

After & long time, Alan volced his unmitigated
amazement :

“Why—in the name of heaven'! why—1

The girl sald dully: “Don't you know?!"
when he shook his head. “Her guide told mine
you had saved her life on the dam at Spirit Lake.
Now do you see?

His countensnce was blank with wonder: “Gratl

tude ™
Rose smiled wearlly. “Not gratitude alome, but
something more terrible, . . . " She rose

and held out her hand. “Not that | ean blame
her. . . . But come; if we strike through here
wé will, I think, plck up & trall that will bring us
to Black Beaver settlement by dark.”

(To be continued)
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