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SYNOPSIS,
eorge Anderpan atdl wife ues & PFe-
markablys Tooking man come out of the
Clermiont  Loatel loak Aty furtively,

wanh nix handa in the snow
Coammation mliracts them to
Whers It Is Tound thalt t-.

Badith Chalbinor in fn Apder
Mon deseribos the msn 1 sh lim
'\ul-r‘« in tha snow,: The T

A Him iy e Orinndao rresn

vigne Nod thar Mise Challo wa

wl mnd not shor, whict I L1}
clear Hrotherson of sitapleion Gryece, an
mped ditective, and Bwsolwialer, ns
sistant. take np the ecane Mr. Clinlloner

telln of n bateh of letiers found in i

Auughter's desk, migned * All e
ove Jetierm wxoepl ‘ 1OwH fhint
the writar wuas Thin letier

Wi nun- Wl by Ohrlpnd I Prothorann Ant I
fraon woes with Swesdiwater to Ment
Bratherson, who s 'I'u-m-l In A tefome
under the nnme of 1Dunn Ho Is hn In
vinlom Prothivraon tells o conroner Miss
Challiner repulsad him with scofn whon
he offerod her his love Hwoalwaler re
ealle the mystary of the murder of a
wisharwiomng In which some detnlls were
imilpr o the Clhinlloner afadr hal
onar ndmits hils dpughter was deeply In
Rernted, If not In love with Brothermon
Footwnter gets Iodeings In th Hirne
millifing with HBrotherson He watohos
the Inventor at work of night and is de
teoted by the latter, The detetiive movés
e a rowimy wdjolndng Beothorpon” i
barea a hale 1o the wall to spy on Rreath

Fraon Hie vinite hlm ntd aenixts the Iﬂ-'

venlor In M- work, A girl sent by Bwnol-
winter with Edith Challoner's  lotters Is
prdered out by Rrotherson He dpclaros
the Jettors were not wrllten Ly  him
Bweotwator 18 unmasked by Brotherson
who declires ho recogniged him nt onee
The diseovery s made that the lottern
Flaned Y0, 1 were  written by  two
different men, Bwentwater goes Lo Derby
I aeareh of the second "0, I." whom he
papacts lo locals through one Dorlu Sloln
mentioned In the Jetters.  Bhe s found
arting as nurse for Oswald Brothorson
who Is eritigally mlek and calls the nwme
of  Fadith his  delirlum, Bweetwator
fomes across n peduliar hut In the wonrds
o wons n Inu-l of hoxes miarked "0
rothersnn.” taken In the hut under
the superyinion ut Dorly Bontt

CHAPTER )(XVIII.—-ContInued.

“1 eannot tell; 1 do not know,” sald
she. “Nobody knows, not even the
floctor, what effect the news we dread
lo glve him will have upon Mr, Broth
ergon, You will have to walt—we all
phall have to walt the results of that
ovelation, It ecunnot be kept from

im mueh longor,”

“You huave had much to earry for
one a0 young," was Mr, Challoner's
sympathetic remark. “You must let
me help you when that awful moment
comes, | am at the hotel and shall
atay there till Nr, Brotherson is
pronouneed quite well. I have no
pther duty now in life but to susiain
him through his trouble and then,
with what ald he can give, search out
and find the cause of my daughtor's
death which 1 will never admit with.
pat the fullost proof, to have boeen
sne of sulelde.”

Doris trembled.

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

Her hand fell clanched on her breast
and her eyes gleamed strangely, Mr.
Challonor was himeelf greatly startled,

"“I've not told any one,” she went
on, ay he stopped short in the rond,
In his anxlety to understand hor, “But
I will tall you. Only, not hers, not
with all these people driving past;
most of whom know me, Come to the
house later—this evening, after Mr
Frotherson’s room is closed for the
uight, I have a lttle sitting-room on
tha other side of the hall where we
pan talk without being heard. Would
yon object to dolng that?"

“No, not at all,” ho nssured her.
‘Expect me at elght. Wil that be too
early 1"

“No, no. Oh, how thoss people
stared! Let us haston back or they
may connect your name with what we
want kepl seoret.”

He smiled at her fears, but gave in
to her humor; he would see hor soon
agaln and possibly learn something
which would amply repay him, both
for his trouble and his patience,

But whan evening came uand she
daurned to face him Io that litle sit-

ting-room where he had quietly fol-
lowed her, he was consclous of a

thange in her manner which forbude
these high hopes,

“1 don't knew what you will think
of me," ghe ventured at last, motion
iog to a chalr but not sliting herselt

*You have had time to think eovoer
whist | sald and probably expect some.
thing real—something yoi could taell
jrople. But it lsn't ke thuat, It's &

Lettng—a belief. I'm so sure—"
“oure of what, Mlss Heotr 1
8he gave & glapce at the door be

fore stepping up neerer. Ho hud not

taken the chalr she proffered.

“Sure that | have seen the face of
din man who murdersd her. It wur in

% dream.” she whisperingly ecomplot
pd, her groal gyos misty with awe.

“A dream, Miss Sdott?" He tried to

aide his disappointment,

“Ye#; 1 knew that it would sound

{oollsh to you; 1t sounds foollsh 1o me

Bt lsten, sir. Listen to what | have
to tell and then you can judge. 1 was
very much agitatod yosterday., | had
o write a letter at Mr. Brotherson's
glotation-—a letter to her, You can
enderstand my horror and the effort
i made to hide my emotion., 1 was
guite unnerved. 1 could uot sleep till
morning, and then—and then—I saw

~1 hope 1 ean desoribe it.”

Grasplng at a nearby chalr, wh
feaned on it for support, closing her
&yes to all but that Inner vision. A
breathless moment followed, thss she

murmured In stratnod monatonous |

ones

T soe It agiin—just ps | saw It in
the owrly morning—but even maore

plainly, if that in possible A hall—
(1 should eall it o hall, though 1 don't

remember sealng any place ke It be-
fore), with a llitle staltense gt the
side, up which there comes a man,
who stops just at the top and looks
Intently my way. There (8 Nerconoss
In his fuco—a look which means no
pood to anvbody-—and #as his hand
goen to his overcoat pocket, drawing
out something which 1 eannot de.

surlbe, but which he handles as \f 1t

were o pistol, 1 fesl a horrible foar,

and—and—" The child wnn atugger

Ing, nnd the hand which was free had

sought her lenrt where It Iay

clenched, the knuckios showing white

in the dim light
Mr. Challoner watched her with &

lated eyes, the spell under which she
apoke falllng In some degree upon
im.  Had she finished? Wak this all?

~No: fhe I8 sponking ngaln, but very
Iow, nlmost In o whisper,

“There In music—a corash—but 1y
plainly see his other hand approach
the objeet he In holding Ho takes

something from the end-—<the object I8

pointed my way——I nm looking into

into—what? 1 do not know., 1 can-
not even see him now. The space
where e stood is empty, Everything
fades, and T wake with n loud ery in

my ears nnd a sense of death here,
She had lfted her hand and struck at

her heart, apening hor eyvos as she did

s, “"Yet It was not T who had been
shot,” she andded softly

Mr, Challoner shuddered. This was
like the reopening of hig daughter's
grave. But he had eontered upon the
gcene with a full appreciation of the

ordeal awaltlng him and he did not

loie his calmuess, or tl'w' control of

hin judgment,

“He sented, Miss Seott,” hg entreal-
od, laking a chalr himself, fou have
described the spot and some of the
clreumatunees of my dnughter's death
a8 accurately as if you had been there,
But you have doubtless read a full ac-

count of those detalls In the papers;

possibly seen pletures which would
manke the place gulte real to you, The
mind s a strange storchouse. We do

not always know what Ues hidden
within It.,”
“That's true,” she admitted. “But

the man! 1 had never scen the man,
or any ploture of him, and his faee

was clearest of all. 1 should know it

if ) saw It anywhere. It {8 Imprinted
on my memory as plainly as yours.

Oh, I hope never to see that man!”
Leaning toward her that he might

got her ftull attentlon, he walted till

her eyes met his, then quietly asked:

“Have you éver named this man to

yourself 7
She started and dropped her eyos.
"1 do not dare to,” anld she.
“Why

“Decause I've rond in the papers

|d

Ll

“It Is He! It In Hel"

Bame noime as
“Toll me, Misg SBeott,"
“As My, Drotherson’'s brother™

brother?"
“1 do not know."
"Yeu've never sefm his brother?”
“"Never."”
“Nor his pleturs ?
“No, Mr. Hrotherson has none.”

er mention Orlando

torme. 1 know they correspond.”
“Ming Beott?”
“Yes, Mr, Challoner.,”

your droam.”

ngain,

that youy dream s sueh.”
“How?" She looked startled

think of a plstol”

thut the man who stood there had the

“But you do not think It was his

"Arven't they friends? Does he ney-

“"Vory, very rarely But I've no
reason to think they are not on good

by

AU‘I'HOH op*“
“ITHE PILIGREE BALL

ANNAIG&I'HARINT. GREEN |

LEAVENWORTH CASE”
HOUSE OF THEWHISPERING PINES |
lmusmnoms DY

CHARLES B 4 ROSSER
L sspymigly {9l BEELAS T

“But my daughter wag not shot, She
divd from n stnb”

Doria® lovely face, with its tonder
lines and girllgh curves, took on a
strungn look of conviction which deap-
enad, rather than melted under hisg in-
dulgent, but ponetrating gade,

“1 know that you think so—but my
droam spye no. 1 saw this objeet, It
was pointed directly towards me—
nbove all, 1 saw hia face. It was the
face of one whose finger 18 on the trig.

1
ger and who means death; and 1 be-

Heve my dream.”

Well, It was uselesgs Lo reason furth-
er. Gentle In all else, she wus Im-
movable so far a8 this Jdea was con
parned and, vseeing this, he let the
matter go and propared to take his
leave,

She secmed to be quite ready for
this. Anxlety mbout her patient had
regalned its plues In her mind, and
her glance aped constantly toward the
door. Taking her hand 10 his, he said
gome kind words, then erossed to the
door and opeted It Instantly her fin-
gor Mew to her lips and, ebedient to
Its silent Injunction, he took up his
hat in sillence, and wns proceeding
down the hall, when the bell rang.
startling them both sand cauvsing him
to step qulekly back.

“Who is 1t?" she asked. “Father's

In and visltors scldom come so late,

“Shall 1 peat”

She nodded, looking strangely trou
bled as the door swung open, reveal-
Ing the tall, strong figure of a man
facing them from the porch,

YA stranger,” formed iteelf upon her
lips, and she was moving forward,
when the man suddenly stepped into
the glare of the lght, and she stopped,
with & murmur of dismay which
plerced Mr. Challoner's heart and

prepared him for the words which |

now fell shudderingly from her lips.

“It Is he! It |8 he! 1 sald that 1
ghould 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
something wonderful. Orlando Broth.
argon, thus met, stared for a moment
at the vision before him, then slowly
and with effort withdrawing his gaze,
he sought the face of Mr. Challoner
with the first sign of open disturb-
ance that gentleman had ever seen in
him.

YAm I In Oswald Brotherson’s
house?’ he nsked, “I was directed
here, But posslbly there may be
some mistake?"

“It s here he lves,"” 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 gee him
tonight? If wo, I fear it s impossible,
He has been very Il and I8 not al
lowed to recelve visits from
strangers.”

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

She did not answer. Her Hps had
parted, but her thought or at least the
expression of her thought hung sus-
pended in the terror of this meeting
for which she was not at all prepared.
He sesmad to note this terror, wheth.
or or nol he understood {ts cause, and
smiled agnin, ns he ndded:

“Mr, Hrotherson must have spoken
of hin brdther Orlando. 1 am he, Mias
Scott. Will you lot me come In now?"

Hor eyas gought those of Mr. Chal- |

loner, who quletly nodded. Immedl-
ately she stapped from before the door
which her flgure had guarded and,
motioning him to enter, she begged
Mr, Challoner, with an lmploring look,
to sustain her In the interview she
paw before her. He had no desire for
this encounter, espoclally as Mr,
HBrotherson's glance In his direction
had been anything but conciliatory
He was quite convineed that nothing
was to be gained by it, but he could
not roulst her appenl, and followed
them loto the little ropm whose 1im

ited dimenslons made the tall Orlando
look biggoer and stronger and more

lordly In his self.confidence than ever

“I s sorey (U 14 8o late,"” she began,
contemplating his Intrusive figure
with foreed composure, “We have to
bo very qulet In the evenlngs so as

not o disturb your brother's first

sleop which I& of great Importance to

him,™

“You must not prely too much upon
Her eyos fAashed to his and then foll
“Dreams are pot revelations; they

are the reproduction of what nlready
Hea hiddon In the wind. | ean prove

“You speak of seelng pomething be
ing leveled ar you which made you

“Yeu, | wan looking divectly lnto it ™

n vory sick man.*
“Dangerously so?”
Y on."

with a peculiar awakening gage show

ng, Mr., Challoner thought, more n

wnd us if 1o wole obedlence to the pro
prieties of the occasion

consenl,

“Then I'm not to see him tonight?”
“I pray you to walt, He's—he's been

Orlando continued to regard her

terest In her than o his brother, and
when Ye spoke It was mechanieally

"I did not know ho was 111 till very

|.ll"]_'|' His last lettor was o cheerful
one, and [ supposed that ull was right
il chanee revealed the truth., 1 tame
on at once, I was Intending to come
anyway. I have busglness here, as you

probably know, Miss Scott.”

She abgok hor head. “l know very

Hitle about buslness,” sald she
“My brother has not told you why
he expeoted me?”

IHe has not even told me that he

expected you,"
"No?" The word was highly ex

presgive; there was surprise In it and
| toueh of wondear, but more than all,
aptisfaction, "Oswald was always
close-mouthed,” he declared. “It's a

tood fault; I'm oblliged to the boy.”
Fhese last words were uttered with

a lghtoness which tmpused upon his
two highly agitated hearers, causing
Mr. Challoner to frown and Dorls to

shrink back in Indignation at the man
who could Indulge In a sportive sug:

goeatlon In presence of such fears, If

not of such memories, a8 the situation
ovnked,

“The hour I8 late for further con- |
versation. I have a room at the hotel ‘
| and will return™to It at onee. In the

morning I hope to ses my brother*

He was poing, Doris not knowing |

what to #ay, Mr. Challoner not desir-

ous of detaining him, when there

came the sound of a littie tinkle from
the other side of the hall, blanching
the young girl's cheeks and causing
Orlando Hrothergson's brows to rise

in peculinr satisfnction.

“My brother?” he antsked,

“Yes,” came ln faltering reply. “"He
hae heard our voleos; | must go 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

on Mr. Challoner. He was pale and

looked greatly disturbed. The pros-
pect of belng left nlone with & man
whom she had herself denounced to

| him as his daughter's murderer, might

prove o tax to his strength to which
she had no right to subject him. Paus-
Ing with an appealing alr, she made
him a slight gesture which he at once
understood,

“lI wiill accompany vyou into the
hall,” sald he. “Then if anything is
wrong, you have but to speak my
name."

But Orlando Brotherson, displeased

by thls 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 elther of
ug leave this house, and this oppor
tunity Is as good as ancother, Go to

my brother, Miss Scotl; we will awalt

your return.”

A flash from the proud banker's
eye; but no demur, rather a gesture of
Dorls, with a look of deep
anxiety, sped away, and the two men
stood face to face,

“Mr. Challoner, do you know my
brother?"

“I have never geen him."

“Do you know him? Does he know
you?"

“Not at all. We are strangers.”

It was sald honestly. They did not

know each other, My, Challoner was

quite corraet in his statemeont,

“Men sometimer correspond who do

not know each other. You knew that
a Brotherson lived here?"
"Yt'li."

“And hoped to learn wsomething

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 (s—"

Suddenly a thought eame—an unim-
aginable one; one with power to
blanch oven hls hardy cheek and
shake a soul nnassailnble by all small

emotions,
“Oswuld Brotherson!™ he repeated;

adding In unintelligible tones to him-
pelf—"0, B. The eame initinle! They
are following up these Initlals. TPoor
Oswald!” Then aloud: “Iit hardly be-
comes me, perhaps, to question your
motives in this attempt at making my
brother's acqualntance. |1 think 1 can
guess them; but your labor will be

wasted. Oswald’s interests de not ex

tend beyond this town: they hardly |
extend to me. We are strangers, ol
most. You will learn nothing from
him on the subject which naturally

engroafes youw."

Mr, Chnlloner simply bowed, *1 do
not feel called upon,” sald he, "to ex-
plain my reasons for wishing to know
your brother. I will glmply satiafy you
uypon & point which may well rouse
| your curlosity, You remember that
that my daughter's last act was the
writing of a letter to & little proteges
of hers. Miss Scotl was that proteges
In seoking her, | came upon him. Do
you reqguire me to say more on this
subject? Walt till 1 have seen M:. Os.
wald Brotherson and then perbhps |

can do s0."

Recelving no answer to th's, Mr.
Ohalloner turned agaln to (s man
who was the object of his deep®at sus.
pictons, to find him still In *ae daze
of that unimaginable thought battling
with It, scolling at it. sucevinbing to

It und all without a word.
loner was without elue
, but the might of it and the mys
tery of it, drove him In extreme agita-
Though proof
was Incking, though proof might never
nothing could evar
el from this
was right in her estimate of this vinn's
however unsubstantial ber rea-
sining might appear.

How far he might have been carried

o this strug-

ave left the house without see.
ing Doris agaln or exchanging another
word with the man whose very pres-
ence trifled him, he had no opportun-
ity to show, for before
another step,
ryfog fgure of Douris,
Ing to her guests
markad rellef

» encounterecd the hur

' whispered to My
m, & ahe agnin
confronted Orlando
her approach,
she sald quite gally:

heard vour volee, and is glad to know

you this key nnd say that you would
have found things In better shape if
he had been in condition to superin-
tend the removal of the
place he had prepared for you before
I was the one to do
that,” she added, controlling her aver.
#ion with manifest effort.
Brotherson came to himself he makm!
If 1 had heard about any large boxes
having arrlved at the station shipped
to his name
tices of such had come to the house
requested me to see that

boxes to the

he became 11l

At which he

looking shed he had put up
I thought that
, and 1 saw to the
Two or three others
have come since and been taken to
I think you wlll find
or disturbed;
Brotherson's wishes are

for him in the woods.

the same place;

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

But Orlando Brotherson
himself, not at all himself as he bowed
a formal adieu and withdrew past the
drawn-up sentinel-like figure of
without a motion on
part or on the part of that gentlenian
to lighten an exit which
thing In it of doom and dread presage.

CHAPTER XXX,

It 18 not difficult to understand Mr.
Challoner's feelings or even those of
Doris at the moment of Mr. Brother-
son's departure, But why this change
sense of something néw and terrible
rising between him and the suddenly
Let us follow him
to hia lonely hotel room and see i we
can solve the puzzle,

beclouded fature?

“What Do You Wish

| flaring gns Jet he had no recollection
of lighting, his firgt act was to lift his
hand to his head In a gesture of sur-
prising helplessnese for’
anatches of broken sentences fell from
hig Hps among which could be
“What hag come to me?
Doubly undone!
n fnce and then by this thought whiche

r and Oswald! What
ig the link between them? Great God!
Not myself?
then or what?"
buried his face In his hands.
were two demons to fight

throb of his heart,
{ his eyes, and the
all imaginable

This was no passiung admiration of

was not even the love he had given
to Edith Challoner. He did not know
himself, There was nothing In his
whole history to give him an under
standing of such feelings as these,

He, Orlando Hrotherson, had never
thought much of love Selence had
hean hils mistress: ambitlon his lode
gtar, Misg Challonér had roused—
well, Wis pride. He could see that
now, The might of this new emotion
made plain many things he had pasged
by as useless, puerile, unworthy of »
man of mental ealiber and might. He
had never loved Edith Challoner af
any moment of .their acguaintance
ahip, thoueh he hind been sincere v
thinking that he did. Dorls' beauty,
the hour he had Just passed with her
had undecelved him.

Did he hall the experience? It was
not [tkely to bring him Joy. Thig
young girl whose imagoe floated In
light before his eves, would never love
him. 8She loved his brother. He had
heard thelr names mentloned together
before he had been in town an hour
Oswild, the ¢leverest man, Doris, the
most beautiful girl in western Penn
sylvanin

He nnd pecepled the gossip then;
he had not seen her and It all seemaed
very natural—hardly worth a mo
ment'ds thought., But now—

And here, the other demon sprang
erect and grappled with him before
the first one had let go hls hold. Os
wald and Challoner! There Is more

|t|nn Fate's caprice In Challoner's in:
[ terest in a man he never saw. Had he

found the connecting link? Had R
pean—acould it have been Edith? The
preposilerous Is sometimes true;
could it be truo in this case?

He recalled the letters read to him
a3 hers In that room of hig in Brook
lyn, He had hardly noted them then
he was so sure of their being for
geries, gotten up by the pollee to mis
losd 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, B., his brother?
Oswald had been east, Oswald had
even been in the Berkshires before
himself. Oswald— Why it was Os
wald who had suggested that he
should go there—go where she still
was. Why this second coinecldence, if
there were no tle—if the Challoners
and Oswald were ag far apart as they
seemed and as conventionalities would
naturally place them. Oswald was a
gentimentalist, but very reserved
about his sentimentalities. If these
suppositions were true, he had had a
pentimentalist's motive for what he
did. As Orlando reallzed this, he rose
from his seat, aghast at the possibili
tles confronting him from tals line of
thought, Should he contemplate them?
Risk his reason by dwelling on a sup
position whieh might have no founda-
tion In fpet? No. His brain was too
Yull—hia purposes too Important for
ANy unnecessary straln to be put upon
his faculties. No thinking! investigat-
ing flrot Mr, Challoner should be
able to settle this question. He would
gee him, Even at this late hour he
ought to be able to find him in one of
the rooms below; and, by the foree of
an frresistible demand, learn in a mo-
ment whether he had to do with a
mere chimera of his own overwrought
funecy, or with a fact which would call
into play all the resources of an hith-
erto unconquered and undaunted na
ture.

There wag & wood-fire burning In
the gitting-room that night, and around
it was grouped a number of men with
their papers and plpes. Mr, Brother
son, entering, naturally looked that
way for the man he was in search of,
and was disappointed not to fAnd him
there; but on casting his glances olse
where, he was relieved to sea him
standing in one of the windows over.
looking the street. His back was to
the room and he seemed to be lost ina
fit of sbstraction, .

Orlando was. as 1 have sald, an extra
ordinary specimen of manly vigor in
body and in mind, and his presence in
any eompany always attracted atten-
tion and roused, II It never aatisfied,
curiosity. Conversation accordingly
censed as he strode up to Mr, Challan-
ar's side, so that his words were quito
audible as he addressed that gengle
man with a somewhat curt:

“You e me again, My, Challoner
May [ beg of you a few minutes'
further conversation? 1 will not de
tain you long.”

The gray head turned, and the many
wwes walching showod surprise at the
expression of dislike and repulslon
with which this New York gentleman
met the request thus emphatically
urged. But his answer was courteoys
enough, If Mr. HBrotherson knew &
place where they would be left undis
turbed, he would lsten to him if he
would be very brief

For reply, the other pointed to a
small room gquite unoccupied which
opened out of the one in which they
then stood. Mr, Challover bowed nnd
in anothier moment the door closed up
on them, to the Infinlte dlsappolot
ment of the men about the hearth.

“What do you wish to as

Wiis

youth for s captivating woman.

Mr. Challoner's immediats Inquiry
(TO DE CONTINUED.)




