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DY

murmured in  atrained

Oy

1 sen it apain—just af 1 saw It in
the early morning=—but even mor
plainly, If that {s possible. A hall—

(1 should enll it 0 hall, though | don't

remomber seelng any place ke it be

monGlonous |

“Put my davghter was not shot. She
died from a stab.”

Dorls' lovely faes, with ita tendar
' | lines and girlish curves, took on a
strange look of convietion which deep-
aned, rather than melted under his in-
| dulgent, but penetrating gaze,

fore), with a litle stalrense ot the “1 know that you think so—but my
glde, up which there comes & AN | dream saye no. | seaw this object. It
who stops Just at the top and looks | wis pointed directly towards me—
Intently my way. There 18 loreeness | yhove all, 1 saw his face. It was the
It his face—a look which means no | fueo of one whose finger 1s on the trig
pood to anybody—and as his hund | gor and who means death; and 1 be-
goes to his overcoat pooket, drawing | flova my dream.”

out something which 1 cannot de- Well, It was useless to reason furth.
seribe, but which he bhandles as IF It | qp Gentle in ull else, she was lm-
were n pistol, 1 feel a horrible fear. [ yoyable so far as thie idea was con-
and—and The ¢hlld wan Stageor | porned and, sseelng this, he let the
Ing, nod the hand which was free had

sought her heart  where It
plenched, the knuckion showing
i the dim Hght

Mr, Challoner watehed her with di

Inted eyes, the spell under which she

Iny

white

matter go and propared to take his
leave

She seemed to be gulte ready for
this. Anxlety mbout her patlent had
rogained fte place in her mind, and
her glance sped constuntly toward the

AL work 0t night and 1s de- | :\ruliil" falling In |<t|r'|..' .iw-.'_t—a- H.r-_n: door. Taking her hand 16 his, he aald
latior, The o -luu-""" moves | hlm Had she finkgshed? Was this all some kind words, then crossed to the

o |‘.-r.‘:l‘}l.:'“"‘l-:.1|7‘;.'.",.h,‘,-‘- On ..l'ir .:Il. No; she s speaking again, hut very door and opened it Instantly her fin

rraan.  He vinlta him and assists the in- | low, almoast In a whisper, ger flew to her lipe and, obedient to
::r‘..;-' l"::“I'l'L-I I\?-‘-!-I:I:l i':‘lnfl‘ll::!:.;‘r':-‘l li:..‘!:-.tl-.'v:. ;ﬂl ‘-.1-11.-1.. 1] ?n\l, le—n orash—but "\ Its sllent fnjunction, he took up his
:II'III‘-I.I.I-:-I:II.-”;‘ h.\,' [hmh{: -.un” r]h- l:'ru_-- I::|‘._. planinly H‘.W hin other 1...‘.:”! .1plnr|':.1'|..n_ hat in ellence, and was procesding
ﬂ“m-tw,n:.r I\: ;r;,.n|';l|(|:k..“;'|,: llilrlltwi .“*‘”:: the oblect he ls holding Ho takes down the ]'I:l“. when the bell rang,

who declares he
The diseovery 8 made that lattern
el O, BY weoere Lwo
different men, sitwntor gors tn Derhy
An mearch of the seoond 63, B, whom hoe
rApecia to lorate through ons Darls Bobia
mentloned In the Tolters, #Hhe I8 found
meting as murse for Oswald Brotherson,
who Iu eritignlly mlck and calls the ronme
of  EAlth 1 hie delivlum. Bweetlwater
comes aeross f peculiar hut In the woonds
He somm o lond of boxes marked 0
Brotherson,” taken in the hut under
the supervislon of Dorls Hoott,

recognized him at one
the
written by

CHAPTER XXVIl).—Continued.

“1 gnnot tell; 1 do not know,” sald
ahe. “Nobody knows, not even the
floctor, what effect the news we dread
lo glve him will have upon Mr, Broth.
prson. You will have to walt—we nll
phall have to wait the results of that

avelation. It ounnot be kept from

Im much longor.”

“You have had much to carry for
one k0 young,” was Mr, Challoner's
sympathetlc remark. “You must let
me help you when that awful moment

comes, 1 am at the hotel and shall
aay there till Mr. Brotherson |s
pronounced quite well, 1 have no

pther duty now in lfe but to susiain
him through his trouble and then,
with what ald he can give, search out
and find the cause of my daughter's
death which 1 will never admit with-
put the fullest proof, to have been
pne of sulelde.”

Dorls trembled,

“It was not suleide,” she declared,
sohemently. “1 have always felt sure
that It was not; but today I know."

Her hand fell clenched on her breast
and her eyea gleamed strangely. Mr.
Challoner was himself greatly startled

“I've not told any one,” she went
on, na he stopped short in the road.
in lis anxiety to understand her, "But
I will tell you, Only, not hers, nol
with all these people driving past;
most of whom know me. Come to the
honse later—this evening, aflter My
Irotherson's room Is closed for the
uight, I have a little sitting-room on
tha other side of the hall whore we
pan talk without being heard. Would
you object to doing that?”

“No, not at all," he assured her.
‘Expect me at elght. Wil that be too
early

“No, no. Obh, how those people
stared! Let us hasten back or they
may connect your name with what we
want kept secret.”

He smiled at her fears, but gave in
(o her humor; he would see her soon
agnin and possibly learn something
which would amply repay hilm, both
for his trouble and his putlence

But when evenlng came and she
aurned to face bim In that lttle gl
tingroom where he had guletly fol
fowed her, he was consclous of g
phunge In her manner shioh forbade |
thase high hopes, |

“I don't knew what you will think |
af me,” Bhe ventured at lust, motion. |
Ing to & chalr but not sitting hoerself |
*You have had time to think
whit | sald and probably expeet some
thing real—something you could (el
jrople. But it Isn't ke that, 1t's a
Loeting=—a belief. T'm so wore—"

"wure of what, Mlss Scoty?”

Blhie gave o glunce at the door be
fore stepping up negrer. He had nol
Luken the chalr she proftered

"Sure thut | have geen the face of
e man who murdored her. 1t war in
% dream.” she whlsperingly complot
ed, her groat gyas misty with nwe.

“A dream, Mise S8dott?™ He trled to |
alda his disappointment,

"Yeu; 1 knew that it would sound
doolish to you; it sounds foolish 10 me
But listen, sir. Listen o what | have
to tell and then you can judge.
very much agitated yesterday.
o write a lotter ut Mr. Brotherson's
flotation—a letter to har. You can
anderatand my horror and the effort
f imade to hide my emotion. |
guite unnerved.

I wan
I had

1 could not sleep till

morning, and then—and then-—1 suw
~1 hope 1 ean describe it
Grasplng at g nearby chalr, she

feaned on it for support, closlng her

eyes to all but thet Inuer vision. A !

breathless moment followed, th:4 ghe

%
-
: b L..-.-.'. -
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was |

someathing from tha end-—the object Is
pointed my way—I am looking into
intfo—whnt? 1 do not know. | can
not oven see him now The space
where he stood {8 empty. Everything
fades, and T wake with a loud ery In
my enrs nnd 8 sense of death here”
She had lifted her hand and struck at
her heart, opening hor eyver a8 she did
g0, "Yet It was not [ who had been
shot,"” she ndded sgoftly,

Mr, Chinlloner shuddered, Thia was
like the reopening of his daughter's
grave., It he had entered upon the
geene with a full appreciation of the

ordeal awalting him and be did not

lose his calmuess, or the control of
his judgment, :

"He sented, Miss Scott,” Ih entront-
ed, taking n chalr hlmself, fou have
described the spot and some of the
cireumstances of my daughter’s death
a8 accurately as if you had been there.

iut you have doubtless read a full ne-
count of those details In the papers;

possibly seen pletures which would
mnke the place gquite resl to you, The
mind {8 a strunge storchouse. We do

not always know what 1lles hidden
within it.,"
“That's true,” she admitted. “But

the manu! 1 had pnaver seen the man,

or any pleture of him, and his face

was olearest of all,
It 1 saw It anywhere. It {8 Imprinted
on my memory as plalnly as yours.
Oh, 1 hope never to gee that man!"
Leaning toward her that he might
gel her full attention, he walted till
her eyos met his, then quietly asked:
“Have you eéver named this man to
yourselt
She started and dropped her eyes.
“1 do not dare to," sald she.
“Why
"Hecnuse

I showld know it

I've read In the

papers

“It Im He! It In Hel™

“Nor his plotues?
“No, Mr., Brotherson has none "
"Aven't they friends?
er mention Orlnndo
“Very, very rarely

Does he nev

Hut I've m

1:r-usun o think they are not on goot

termue. 1 know they
"Migs Scott?”
“You, Mr, Challoner.”

|‘iill‘t'h‘pll|||i -

"You must not rely too much UL
l your dream.”
Her oyos flnshed to bhis ond then ol
aEnin

"Irenms
Lhe
[ Nga hidden ln the mind

|Ihnl yvour dream in sueh™
| “"Howl" She looked sturtled

wre not reyvelption

Are

“You spoak of seolng womathing be

ing leveled ar you which
think of a pistol*

“Yeu, | was looking directly intw 1t

madw

Lhisy
reproduction of what alreads
| can prove

You I

startling them both and causing him
to gtep guiekly back.
“Who s 1t?"" she asked.
41n and visitors scldom come so late.
“Shall | pea?”
She nodded, looking strangely trou:
bled as the door swung open, reveal-

"

facing them from the poreh,

YA stranger,” formed itself upon har
lips, and she wns moving forward,
when the man suddenly stepped into
the glare of the Hght, and she stopped,
with a murmur of dismay which
plerced Mr. Challoner's heart and
prepared him for the
now fell shudderingly from her lips.

“It 18 he! It 18 he! I mald that 1|
should know him wherever 1 saw
him.” Then with a quiet turn towards
the Intruder, “Oh, why, why, did you
come here!”

CHAPTER XXIX,
Do You Know My Brother?

Her hands were thrust out to repel,
her features were fixed; her beauty
vomething wonderful. Orlando Broth-
erson, thus met, stared for a moment
at the vision before him, then slowly
and with effort withdrawing hls gaze,
he sought the face of Mr. Challoner
with the first slgn of open disturb-
ance that gentleman had ever secn in
him.

“Am I in Oswald Brotherson's
house?” he asked. "I was directed
here. But possibly there may be

some mistake?”

“It 18 here he lives,'” sald she, mov-
ing back automatieally till she stood
again by the threshold of the small
room In which she had recelved Mr.
Challoner. “Do you wish to see him
tonight? If so, T fonr It (s impossible,
He has been very i1l and I8 not al-
lowed to recelve visits from
strangers.”

“I am not a atranger,” announced
the newcomer, with a smile few could
gon unmoved, It offered such a con-
lrast to his stern and dominating fig
ure, "1 thought I heard some words
of recognition which would prove your
knowledge of that fact.”

She did not answer. Her lps had
parted, but her thought or at least the
expreasion of her thought hung sus-
pended in the terror of this meeting
for which ghe was not at all prepared.
Ho seemed to note this terror, wheth-

smiled again, as he added:

“Mr. Brotherson must have spoken
of his brather Orlando, T am he, Migs
SBeott. Will you let me come In now?"

Her eyves sought those of Mr., Chal-
loner, who quletly nodded. Immedi-
ately she stepped from before the door
which her figure had guarded and,
motloning him to enter, she begged
Mr. Challoner, with an imploring look,

to sustaln her in the Interview she

over | that the man who stood the e had the | gaw bafore her. He had no desire for

HUTDG T e this encounter, especially as  Mr.

“Tell me, Mizs Scorr™ Hrotherson's glance In his direction

“Ax Mr. Brotherson's brother™ hand been nuvthing but conclliatory

"Hut you do not thiok It was his | He was quite convineed that nothing

brother?" was to be galned by it, but he could

"1 de not know." not reslst her appenl, and followed

"Yea've never sefti his brother them into the little room who.e lm-
"Never."

ited dimensions made the tall Orlando
look Dbigger and stronger and more
lovdiy In s self-confidence than ever
- “I nm sorry It 18 80 late,” she begun,
contemplating his  Intrusive fgure
| with foreed composure,. “"We have to
| bo very qulet in the evenlngs so as
not to disturb yvour brother's first
slecp which Is of great importance to
| him,"

v "Then I'm not to see him tonight?”
“1 pray vou 1o walt, He's—he's been
1| a very sick man.”

“Dangaorously so?

“Yus"

Orlando coniinued to regard her
with a pecullar awokenlng gage show
g, Mr. Challoner thought, more in
terost In her than 10 his brother, and
when he spoke It was mechanically
nd ne I In gole obedience to the pro
prieties of the nccasion

T did not know he was {11 till very

“Father's |

ing the tall, strong figure of a man |

words whieh |

or or not he understood its cause, and

lately, His Inst letter was a cheerful
one, and I supposed that all was right
til! ehanece revealed the truth, 1 came
on at once. | was intending to come
anyway. 1 have husiness here, as you
probubly know, Miss Scott.”

She shpok her head. "1 know very
little about business,” snild she.

“My brother has not told you why
he oxpectad me?

He has not even

: expeated you™
| “No? The word was highly ex-
| proaglve: there was surprise In it and
a toueh of wonder, but more than all,
sulisfaction, “Oswald was always
close-mouthed,” he declared. “It's a
good fault; I'm obliged to the boy."

Fhese lust words were uttered with
a lightness which lmposed upon his
two highly agltated hearers, causlug
Ar. Challoner to frown and Dorig to
shrink back In Indignation at the man

told me that he

it and all without a word. Mr, Chal-
loner was without clue to thia strug-
gle, but the might of It and the mys-
tery of it, drove him in extrems aglita-
tation from the room
wis lacking, though proof might nevar
come, nothing could ever alter his be-
Hef from this moment on that Doris
was right in her estimate of this man’s
guilt, however unsubstantial her rea-
soning might appear,

How far he might have been carried
by this new convictlon; whether he
would have left the house without soe.
Ing Dorig again or exchanging another
word with the man whose very pros-
ence trifled him, he had no opportun-
ity to show, for before he had taken
another step, he encountered the hur

Though proo! |

wans not even the love he hoad given
to Edith Challoner. He did not know
himself. There was nothipg in hle
whole history to give him an under
standing of such feelings as these,
He, Orlando Hrotherson, had never
thought much of love. Secienee had
been his mistress; ambition his lode
star. Miss Challoner had roused—
well, his pride. He could sea thal
now, The mizht of this new emotion
made plain many things he had passed
by ag useless, puerlle, unworthy of o
man of mental ealiber and might, He
had never Joved Edith Challoner at
nny moment of thelr acqualntance
ship, though he lhad been sincere ip
thinking that he did. Doris' beauty
{he hour he had juat passad with her

rying figure of Dourls, who was return- | had undeceiyved Him.

ing to her guests with an  &alr  of Did he hail the experience? It was

marked rellet. not lkely to bring him joy., Thig
“"He does not know that you are|young girl whose image floated 1n

who could indulge In & sportive syg- | here,” she whispered to Mr. Challoner, | liglit Delora Lis oves, would never love

godtion In pregence of such
not of such memories,
evohed

“The hour is late for further con-
veersntion, 1 have a room at the hotel
and will returnto It at once, In the
morning 1 hope to ses my brother ™

He was poing, Doris not knowing
what to gay, Mr. Challoner not desir-
ous of detnining him, when there
came the sound of a little tinkle from
the other gide of the hall, blanching

fears, If
a8 the situation

the young girl's cheeks and causing |

Orlando Brotherson's brows
in peculiar satisfaction,

“My broiher?" ho asked.

“Yes," came In faltering reply. “He
| has heard our voleos; I must ge to
| him."

“Say that Orlando wishes him a
good night,” smiled her heart's enemy,
with a bow of Infinite grace.

She shuddered, and was hastening
from the room when her glance fell
oti Mr. Challoner. He was pale and
| looked greatly disturbed, The pros-
[ pect of being left alone with a man
'whom she had herself denounced to
him as his daughter's murderer, might
prove a tax to his strength to which
ghe had no right to subject him. Paus-
ing with an appealing air, she made
him a slight gesture which he at once
understood,

“1 will accompany you into the
hall,” gald he. “Then If anything Is
wrong, yonu have but to speak my
name,"”

But Orlando Brotherson, displeased
by this move, took a step which
brought him between the two.

“You can hear her from here if she
chances to speak. There's a point to
be settled between us before either of
us leave this house, and this oppor-
tunity Is as good ag another. Go to
my brother, Miss Scott; we will await
your return.”

A flush from the proud banker's
eye: but no demur, rather a gesture of
consent. Doris, with a look of deep
anxiety, sped away, and the two men
stood face to face,

“Mr. Challoner, do you
brother?"

“l have never seen him.”

“Do vou know him? Does he know
you?"

“Not at all, We are strangers.”

1t was suld honestly. They did not
know each other., My, Challoner was
quite correct in his statement.

“Men sometimes correspond who do
not know each other. You knew that
a Brotherson lived here?"

ilY‘.s.u

“And hoped to
about me—""

“No: my Interest was solely with
your brother.”

“With my brother? With Oswald?
| What Interest can you have in him
| apart from me? Oswald 1s—"

‘ Suddenly a thought eame—an unim
aginable one: one with power to
blanch even hig hardy cheek and
shake a soul unassailable by ail small

| emotions,

“Oewald Brotherson!" he repeated;
adding In unintelligible tones to him-
gelf—"0, B, The same initinls! They
are following up these initials, FPoor
Oswald!” Then aloud: *“It hardly be
comes me, perhaps, to question your
motives in this attempt at making my
prother's acquaintance. | think 1 can
{ guess them; but your labor will be
wasted, Oswald's Interests do not ex-
tend beyond this town; they hardly
extend to me, We are strangers, al
most You will learn nothing from
him on the sabject which naturally
pngrogses you"

Mr. Challoner simply bowed, *1 do

not feel called upon,” sald he, “to ex-
plain my reALONs for wishing to know
vour brother, 1 will simply gatiafy you
;I[u?l‘l a point which may well rouse
| your euriog!ty, You remember thut
lilmt my daughter's lust act was the
writing of n letter to a little proleges
of hers, Miss Scott was that proteges
In socking her, 1 came upon him. Do
you require me to say more on this
;mhjvcl'.' Walt till I have seen Mi, Os-
wild Brotherson and thon pertaps |
can do s0.”

|  Recolving no answer to th's, Mr.
Challoner turned again to tFa man
who was the object of his deej®sl sus:
pleions, (o find him still In tae daze
| of that unimaginable thought hattling

| with it, sceffing at it. succviabing to

to rise

know my

learn something

u8 she passed him, Then, ag she again
confronted Orlando who hastened Lo
| dismigs his trouble at her approach,
| she sald quite gaily: “Mr. Brotherson
heard vour volce, and s glad to know
that you're here. He bade me glve
you this key and say that you would
have found things in bhetter shape If
he had been In condition to superin-
tend the removal of the boxes to the
| place he had prepared for yYou before
he became {ll. 1 was the one to do
that,” she added, controlling her aver

slon with manifest effort. “When Mr.
Brotherson came to himself he asked |
If 1 had heard about any large boxes
having arrived at the station shipped
to his name, 1 said that several no-
tices of such had come to the house
At which he requestad me to see that
they were carried at once to the
strange looking shed he had put up
for him in the woods. 1 thought that
they were for Liim, and 1 saw to the
thing mysell. Two or three others
have come since and boen taken to
the same place! 1 think you will find
nothing broken or disturbed; Mr.
Brotherson's wishes are uvsually re-
spocted.”

“That is fortunate for me,” was the
courteous reply.

But Orlando Brotherson was not
himself, pot at all himself as he bowed
g formal adieu and withdrew past the
drawn-up sentinel-like figure of Mr.
Challoner, without a motion on his
part or on the part of that gentleman
to lighten an exit which had some-
thing in It of doom and dread presage.

CHAPTER XXX,
Chaos.

It is not difficult to understand Mr.
Challoner's feelings or even thoge of
Doris at the moment of Mr, Brother
son's departure. But why this change
in Brotherson himself? Why this
sense of something néw and terrible
rising between him and the suddenly
beclouded foture? Let us follow bhim
to his lonely hotel room and see if we
can solve the puzzle,

But first, does he understand hig

“What Do You Wish to Ask?"

own trouble? IHe docs not seem to
For when, his hat thrown aside, he
stops, erect and frowning under the

| laring gas jet he had no recollection
of lighiing, hig first nct was to Hrt his
hand to hig head in o gesture of sur
prising helplessness for’ him, while
gnatches of broken sentences fell from
hig lips among which could be heard

*“sWhat hus come to me? Undone In
an hour! Doubly undone! First by
surely the devils have whispered to
me. Mr. Challoner and Oswald! What
{s the link between them? Great Ged!
what is the link? Not myself? Who
then or what?"

Flinging himse!f
buried his face in
were two demons to fight—the first In
the gulse of an angel. Doris! Un
known yesterday, unknown an hour
ngo; but Had there ever been
a day—an hour—when she had not
been as the vary throb of his heart, |
the light of hiz ayes, and the crown of |
all imaginable blisses?

This was no passing admiration of

into a chalr, he
his hands, There

now!

| able to settle this guestion.
| E&R

n face and then by this thought which®expression of dislike

youth for a captivating woman, This

him, 8She loved his brother, He had
heard thelr names mentloned together
bofore he had been In town an hour

Oswald. the cleverest man, Doris, the

mogt heautiful girl in western Penn
sylvania
He npd accepted the gossip then;

he had not sean her and it all seemaed
very natural—hardly worth a mo
ment's thought. But now—

And here, the other demon gprang
and grappled with him before
the first one had let go his hold. Os
wald and Challoner! There Is more
than Fate's caprice in Challoner's in
terest In & man he never saw, Had he
found the connecting Hnk? Had 1t
been—could It have bheen Edith? The
preposterous I8 sometimeés true;
could It be true in this casa?

He recalled the letters read to him
as herd in that room of his in Brook
lyn., He had hardly noted them then
he was so sure of their being for
geries, golten up by the police to mis
lead him. Could they have been real
the effusions of her mind, the breath
ings of her heart, directed to an ac
tual O, B., and that O. I3, his brother?
Oswald had been east, Oswald had
even heen in the Berkshires before
himself. Oswald— Why it was Os
wald who hnd suggested that he
should go there—go where she still
was. Why this second coincldence, if
there were no tle—if the Challoners
and Oswald were as far apart as they
seemed and as conventionalities would
naturally place them. Oswald was a
sentimentallst, but very reserved
about his sentimentalities, If these
suppositions were true, he had had a
sontimentalist’'s motive for what he
did. As Orlando realized this, he rose
from his seat, aghast at the possibili-
ties confronting him from tais line of
thought, Should he contemplate them?
Risk his reason by dwelling on a sup
position which might have no founda-
tion in foet? No  His brain was too
Yull—his purposes too important for
any unnecessary straln to be put upon
his facultlies, No thinking! investigat-
ing first, Mr. Challoner should be
He would
him. Even at this Iate hour he
ought to be able to find him in one of
the rooms below; and, by the force of
an Irresigtible demand, learn in a mo-
ment whether he had to do with a
mere chimera of his own overwrought
fancy, or with a fact which would call
into play all the resources of an hith-
erto unconquered and undaunted ua
ture,

There was a wood-fire burning in
the sitting-room that night, and around
it was grouped a number of men with
thelr papers and plpes. Mr, Brother
son, entering, naturally looked that
way for the man he wag ln search of,
and was disappoioted not to find him
there; but on casting his glances else-
where, he was relieved to see him
standing in one of the windows over-
looking the strect. His back was to
the room and he seemed to be loat ina
fit of nbstraction, '

Orlando was, as I have sald, an extra-
ordinary speclmen of manly vigor in
body and in mind, and his presence in
any companny alwavs sttracted atten
tion and roused, If it never satisfied,
curlosity, Conversation aeccordingly
ensed ns he strode up to Mr, Challon-
or's slda, so that his words were

erect

quite
audible as he addressed that gendle
man with g somewhat curt:

“You ses me again, Mr, Challoner
May 1beg of you a few minutes’
further conversation? I will not de
tain you long.”

The gray head turned, and the many
wwes watching showoed surprise at the
and repulsion
with which this New York gentleman
met the request thus emphatically
urged. But hls answer was courteous
enongh, If Mr. Brotherson knew a
place where they would be left undis
turbed, he would lsten to him f
would he very brief

For reply, the
small room guite unoccupled which
openped out of the one in which the ¥
then stood. Mr, Challover bowed and
in unother moment the door closad up

he

other painted to a

on them, to the Infinite disappoint
ment of the men about the hearth
“What do you wish to asek?" was

Mr, Challoner's lmmediate Inquiry
(TO BE CONTINUERD,)
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