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B8YNOPSIS,
George Anderson and wife swere a re-
friark blis WilIng muan come out of the
Ciermont  hutel, look around furtively,

wanl hiw hoands In 1
Commotion aitricms thom 1o the Clermont,
Whara it s found that the beautlful Miss
Edith Challonor has fallen dend, Ander
son deacribws the man e saw wanh hiy
hands In ths wnow

snow and pass on

The hotal manager

declures him to be Orlando Rrotherson
Fhynlcians find tint Miss Challoner was
Riabibed and not whot, whilch séoms Lo
clear Hrothorron of susplelon, Gryee, an
aged detective, nml SBweotwiler, lils as-
migtant. take up the came. Mr, Challoner
el of o ¢h of letters found In bin
Asughter's denk, sgned YO, 1Y Al are
luve Imttors wuoi ', which shiows Lhnt
the wetter waon  displeaned This letter
Wiak mgred by Orlasdo Brotherson., And

BTRON o0
Brothermon,
under the nauma of Dunn, He I8 an In-
Yantor Brotherson tells the coroner Misn
Challoper repulsed him with scorn whon
he afferad her his Jove. Swectwater re
onlln the myatery of the murder of a
wWiaherwaorman in whioch some delalin wory
similar 1o the Challoner affalr Chni-
loner admita hiln doughter was deoply -
teroated, If pot In Iove with Beothopson
Bwestwater gots lodgings In the same
bullding with Hrotherson. Me watehos
the inventor gt work at night and s de
tecind by the lnttar, The detective moves
m n room adjoining Brotheraon's He
borox # lhiole In the wall to spy on Broth
oreon. He visits him and asslsts the in-
vontor in hia work., A girl sent by 8waont-
walor with Edith Challoner's lotters s
ardered out hy Brotherson, He deoluros
the letters wore not written bty  him.
HBwontwitor (s nnmasked by Brotheraon,
whn decinren he rocognized him at onee
The diwcovery In made that the letters
sipgned O, B.” were wrilton by two
difarent mon.  Bweotwater goes to Darhy
in menrch of the second 0. B.." whom he
cxpecin to locats through one Doris Soolt,
misntioned In the letters, Rhe Is found
acling a8 nurse for Oswald Brotherson,
who it ofitieally -slck and cnlls the name
of Edith in his delirfum. Sweotwnter
fames across . peculinr hut in the woods,
He moen u Joad of bLoxes marked O
Brothorsan. taken Into the hut under
the mupervision aof Doris  Soott Dorls
telln Challoner of seding In a dream the
facn of the man who killed Balth, The
door bell rirge and sho recogiizen In the
¥isltor the man of her dream. It (s Or-
Iando Irotherson, who requests an lnter-
Ylew with hin brothor, It is denled. Or-
Bando I greatly agitated st ihe renlize-
;_I;l;:‘ thut he har fallon ' love with
..

Bwentwuior 1o

with
who Is Tound In

identify
n tendmenl

| CHAPTER XXX, ~Continued.

“This, 1 make no apologies and ex.
pect In answer nothing more than an
uneguivocal yos or no. You tell me
that you have never met my brothor.
Can that be saild of the other mem-
bers of your family-—of your deceased
daughter, In fact?”

|l~°.'l

“Bhe was acquainted with Oswald
Frotherson.”

“She was?"

“Without your knowledga?"

“Entirely so.”

“Corresponded with him?”

“Not_axaotly.”

“"How, not exactly?”

“He wrote to her—oconsionally, She
wrote to him frequently—but she ney-
or pent her letters,”

ltul!l

The exclamation was sharp, short
and conveyed litle. Yet with ita os
cape, the whole scafolding of this
man's hold upon life and his own fate
went down in Indistinguighable chaos.
Mr. Challoner reallzed & sonse of
havoe, though the eyes bent upon his
countensnce had not wavered, nor the
stalwarl flgure moved.

“1 have read some of those lettars,”
tle inventor finally acknowladged.
"T'he pollce took great pains to place
them under my oye, supposing them
to have beon meant for me because of
the Initials written on the wrapper.
But they were meant for Oswald, You
belleve that now "

“l know it.”

“And that ls why I found you in
the same house with him.”

“It 1s. Providence hag robbed me
of my .daughter; If this brother of
¥ours should prove to bo the man 1
am led to expect, 1 shall ask him to
take that place In my heart and Ile
which was once hers.”

A quick recoll, u smothered excla.
mation on the part of the man he ad.
dressed, A barb had been hidden In
this wimple statement which had
reached some deeply-hidden but vul
nerable wpot In  Brotherson's breast,
which had never been plerced before
It was & sight no man could ses un.
moved. Mr. Challoner turned sharp
1y away, in drend of the abyss which
the next word he uttersd might open
boatween them.

But Orlando Brotherson possessoed
M cources of stréngth of which, pos
villy, he was not aware hlmself, When
Mr, Challoner, sUll more affected by
the, silence than by the dread | have
mentionsd, turned to  confront lLim
ugain, It wus to find his features com
yosed and his glance clear. He hod
vonquered all outward manifestation
of the mysterious vmotion which for
an instant hed lald his proud spirit
low

"You are conslderate of my bLroth
@r," were the words with which he re-
opened this painful conversation “You
will not find your confidence mis
placed. Oswald Is a straightforward
fellow, of few faults ™

"I belleve It. No man can be so uni
versally beloved without some very
substantial clalms to regard. 1 am
glnd to soo that your oplnlon, though
&iven somewhat coldly, colncides with
2hat of his friends."

“I am not glven to exaggeration,”

Wi the even reply,

Nothing which had yet  pasmed
#howed that this man reallzed the fact
that Oswald bad been kept In jgno-
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| that sou

rance of Miss Challoner's death. I
thass brothers ware to meel on the
morrow, It must be with the full un-l
derstanding that thisn especial tople
was to be completely avolded, But In
what words could he urge such a re
fluest upon this man? None suggest
ed themseives, yet he had promised
Misg Beott that he would insure his
allence In this regard, and it was with
this difliculty and no other he had
been struggling when Mr, Hrothorson |
eame upon him in the othér room

“You have still something to say,”
Buggestod the Infter, a8 an oppressive
gllence swallowed up that ley sentence
I have already recorded,

“I have,” returncd Mr. Challoner, re
gulning his cournge under the exigen-
dles’ of the moment “Miss Scotlt s
very anxious to have your promlse
will avoid all disagreeable
toples with your brother till the doe- |
tor pronounces him stroog enough to
mest the trouble which awalts him.*”

“Youn mean—*"

“He is not as unhappy as we. He
knows nothing of the afMiction which
has befallen him, He was taken H11—="
The rest was almost Innudible.

“DDo you think I should be apt to
broach this subject with pnyone, let
alone with him, whose connection
with it 1 shall need days to realize?
I'm not so given to gossip. Bosides,
he and I have other toples of interest,
I have an Invention ready with which
I proposs to experimeént in a place
he has already prepared for me. We
ean talk abopt that”

The irony, the hardy self-possession
with which this was sald struck Mr.
Challoner to the heart. Without a
word he wheeled about towards the
door. Without a word, Brotherson
slood, watching him go till he saw his
hand fall on the knob when he guietly
prevented his exit by saying:

“Unhappy truthe cannot be long con-
cealed. How msoon does the doctor
think my brother can bear thess in-
avitable revelations?"

“He sald this morning that If his
patient were as well tomorrow as his
present condltlon glves promise of, he
might be told in another week."
Orlando bowed hls appreciation of
this faet, but added qulckly:

“Who 1a to do the telling?"
“Doria," nobody else could be trust-
ed with so delicate a task.”™

“l wish to be presenc.’

Mr, Challoner looked up, surprised
at the feeling with which this request
was charged, !

“As hls brother—hls only remalning
relative, I have that right. Do you
think that Dor—that Miss Boott, can
be trusted not to forestall that mo-
ment by any previous hint of what
awalts him?"

“If she so promises. But will you
exact this from her? It surely cannot
be necessary for me to eay that your
prasence will ndd Infinitely to the diffi-
culty of har task"

“Yot it is o duty I cannot shirk. 1
will consult the doctor about it. 1 will
make him see that I both understand
and shall Insist upot: my rights in this
matter. Hut you may tell Migs Dor
Is that I will sit out of slght. and that
I shall not obtrude mysell unless my
name I8 brought up In an undesirable
Wl)’."

The hand on the door knob made a
sudden movement,

“Mr, Brotherson, I ean bear no more
tonlght. WIith your permlission, 1 will
lenve this question to be settled by
others.,” And with a repetition of his
former bow, the boreaved father with
drow.

Oriando watched him till the door
cloaed, then he too dropped his mask

But Is was on again, when n a little
while he passed through she sitting
room on his way upstalrs,

No othor diay In his whole life had
bean like this to the hardy Inventor:
for in it both his heart and his con
#clence had been awnkened, and up to
thia hour he had not really known
that he possossed eithor

CHAPTER XXX

What Is He Making?

Other boxes sddreessed to O, Broth
areon had been recelved at the sta
flon, and cartled to the mysterlous
shed In the woods: and npnow. with
looked door and lifted top, the older
brother contemplated his
prepared bimsell for work

He had been sllowed a short (nter
view with Oswald, and he had in
dulged himself In a few words with
Dorls. Hut he had left those mem
ories behind with other and more seri-
ous mutters, Nothing that could un
nerve his hand or weaken his insight
should enter this spot spered to his
| great hope Here geolus  relgned
Hore he was himself wholly nnd with
out flaw—a Timn with his grasp on a
mechanieal ldea by means of which
he would soon rule the world

Not %0 happy were the other char
acters  In this drama. Oawald's
thoughts, dlaturbed for & short time
by his brother, had flown eastward
again, In sllent love and longlug:
while Doris, with n double dread now

stores and

in her heart, went about her dally
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the horrors of this weelk, without be-
traying the anxleties secretly devour
ing her.

And Mr. Challoner? The sight of
Hrotherson, though they never really
met, acted like acld upon a wound,
and it was not L1l six days had passed
and the dreaded Sunday was at hand,
that he slept with any sense of rest or
went his way about the town without
that halting at the corners which be.
trayed his parpetual apprehension of a

| most undesirable encounter

Tha reavon for this change will be
wpparent in the short conversation he
held with a man he had come upon

{ one evening in the small park just be-

yond the workmen's dwellings.

“¥You see | am here,” was
stranger's low greoting.

“Thank God,” was Mr, Challoner’s
reply. "I could not have freed tomor-
row alona and 1 doubt If Mles Scott
could have found the regpisite cour-
nge. Does she know that you are
here?"

“I stopped at her door.”

“"Was that safe?”

“I think so. Mr. Brotherson—the
Brooklyn one—Is up in hig shed. He
#leeps there now, I am told, and
soundly too I've no doubt.”

"What Iy he making?"

“What half the inventors on both
sides of the water arc engaged upon
Just now. A monoplane, or a biplanae,
or some machilne for carrying men
through the alr. I know, for I helped
him with it. But you'll find that If he
suceesds In this undertaking, and I be-
leve he will, nothing short of fame
awalts him. His Invention has start.
ling points. But I'm not going to give
them away. I'll be true enough to him
for that. As an Inventor he has my
sympathy; but—well, we will see what
we shall gee, tomorrow, You say that
he I8 bound to be present when Miss
Scott relates her tragie story. He
won't be the only unseen listener, I've
made my own arrangements with
Miss Scott. If he feels the need of
wittehing her and his brother Oswald,
I feel the peed of watching him."

“You take a burden of Intolerable
welght from my shoulders, Now 1|
sghall feel easler about that Interview
But I should like to ask you this: Do
you feel justified in this continued
survelllance of a man who has so fre
quently, and with such evident sin-
cerity, declared his innocence?”

"l do that. If he's ns gulltless as
he says he s, my watchfulness won't
hurt him. If he's not, then, Mr, Chal-
loner, I've but one duty; to match his
etrongth with my patience. That man
is the one great mystery of the day,
and mysteries call for solution. At
least, there's the way a detective looks
at i

“May heaven help your effortat”

“I shall peed Its assistance,” was
the dry rejoinder. Bweetwater was
by no means blind to the difficulties
awalting him

Lthe

CHAPTER XXXII.
Tell Me, Tell It All,

The day was a gray one, the first
of the kind in weeks. As Doris
stepped Into the room where Oswald
#at, she felt how much a ray of sun-
shine would have encouraged her and

“Dead!™ He Shrieked Out,

vot how truly these leaden akles and
thig dismal atmosphere expressed the
gloom which soon must fall upon this
hopeful, smillng man,

Advancing slowly, and not answer.
Ing becansge she did not hear some
casunl remark of his, she took her
stund by his slde and then slowly und
with her eyes on his fuee, sank down
upon her knees; still without spenk.
ing, almost without breathing,

"“Whut Is the matter, ehlld? 8o
weary, eh? Nothing worse than that,

I hope.”
“Are you quite strong this morn.
Ing? Strong enough to listen to my

troubles; strong enough to bear your
own If God seos fit to pend them?”
came hositatingly from her lps as she
witchod the effect of each word, In
breathless anxiety,

tusks, praying for strength to endure

“Troubles? There ean be but one
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trouble for me,” was his unexpected
reply. “That | do not fear—will not
fear in my hour of happy recovery.
S0 long as Edith 18 well—Doris!
Doris!  You alarm me, Edith is not
H—not "

The poor child could not answer
gave with her sympathetle look and
halting, tremulous breath; and these
glgns, he would not, eould not read,
his own words had made such an echo
In his vcars,

YN T eannot imagine BEdith {1 |
alwuys see her In my thoughts, na 1
gaw her on that day of our first meet-
Ing, o perfect, anlmated woman with
the joyous look of a glad, harmonlous

nature.  Nothing has ever clouded
that vislon, If she were {1 1 would
have Known It. We are so truly one

thut—Doris, Doris, you do not speak.
You know the depth of my love, the
terror of my thoughts. Is Edith {117

Thn eyes gazing wildly into |his,
plowly left his face and raised them-
salves aloft, with a sublime look
Would he understand? Yes, he un-
th-rn!myﬂ, and the ery which rang from
hig llps stopped for a moment the
beuting of more than one heart in that
little cottage,

“Dead!"” he shrieked, and fell back
fainting in his chalr, his lips still
murmuring In semi-unconsciousness,
“Dead! dead!”

Doris sprang to her feet, thinking
of nothing but his wavering, slipping
life till she saw his breath return, his
eves reflll with light, )

But the rest must be told; his
brother exacted it and go did the sit-
uation. Further waiting, further hid-
ing of the truth would be insupport-
able after this. But oh, the bitterness
of it! No wonder that she turned
away from thoea frenzled, wildly-de.
manding eyes.

“Doris?"

She trembled and

looked behind

her. She had not recognized his
voles, Had another entered? Had
his brother dared—No, they weare
alone; seemingly so, that is. S8he

knew—no one better—that they were
not really alone, that witnesses were
within hearing, If not within sight,

“Doris,” he urged agaln, and this
time she turned In his direction and
gazed, aghast., If the volce were
strange, what of the face which now
confronted her. The ravages of sick-
ness had been marked, but they were
nothing w0 those made in an in-
stant by a blasting grief.” She was
startled, although expecting much,
and could only prese his hands while
ghe walted for the question he was
gathering strength to utter. It was.
simple when It came; just two words:

“How long1"

8he answered them as simply:

“Just an long as you have been il1,"
sald she; then, with no attempt to
breank the Inevitable shock, she went
on: “Miss Challoner was struck dead
and you were taken down with Cy-
phold on the self-same day.”

“Struck dead! Why do you use
that word, struck? Struck dead! she,
a4 young woman. Oh, Doris, an m:ci-l
dent! My darling has been killed in
an accident!™

“They do not call it aceldent. 'I'h-.-_v!
call it what It never was. What it
never was,"” she inslsted, pressing h!m
back with frightened hands, as he
atrove to rise, "Migs Challoner wus—-"l
How mnearly the word shot had left |
her lips. How fiercely above nll else, i
in that harrowing moment had risen
the desire to fling the accusation of |
that word into the ears of him who
listened from his secret hiding-place
She refrnined out of compassion for
the man she loved, and declared in-
stend, “Miss Challoner dled from a
wound; how glven, why given, no one

knows. 1 had rather have died m\'-‘
salf than bave to tell you this Oh,
Mr, Brotherson, speak, sob, do uny-i
thing but—" I

S8he started back, dropplng his

hiands as she did so. With quick intu-
ition she saw that he must be left to
himself If he were to meet this blow
without succumbing, The body must
have freedom If the spirit would not |
go mad. Consclous, or perhaps not |
consclous, of his release from her re-
straining bgnd, albeit profiting by it, |
he staggered to his feet, murmuring
that word of doom: “Wound! wound!
my darling died of & wound! What
kind of &8 wound?* he suddenly thun
dered out. "1 cannot understand what
you mean by wound, Make it clear to
me, Make It clear to me at once. If |
| must bear this grief, let me know
its whole depth. Leave nothing to my
imagination or | cannot answer for
myself, Tell it all, Doris.”

And Dorls told him
“She was on the
f the hotel where sha lives. BShe
was seemingly happy and had been
writing a letter—a letter to me which
they never forwarded. There was
no one else by but some strangers—
good peopls whom one must belleve
She was crossing the floor when sud- |
denly she threw up ‘ber hands and
fell. A thin, narrow puper-cutter was
in her grasp; and it flew into the

mezzanine floor

lobby. Some say she struck herself
with that cutter; for when they picked
'hur up they found a wound Iu her
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breast which that eutter might have
made.”

"Edith? never!"

The words were chokingly said; he
was swaying, almost falling, but he
steadied himself.

“Who says that?" he asked,

“It was the coroner's verdiet."

“And ghe died that way—died?”

“Immediately.”

“After writing to you?"

"“Yen ™

“What was in the letter?”

“Nothing of threat, they say, Only
Just cheer and expressioms of hope.
Just like the others, Mr. Brotherson.”

“And they asccuse her of taking her
own life? Thely verdict {8 a lle. They
did not know her.” Then, after some
moments of wild and confused feeling.
he declared, with a desperate aeffort at
self-control: “You sald that soma be-
lieve this. Then there must be oth-
ergs who do not. What do they say?"

“Nothing. They simply feel as you
do. They see mo reason for the net
and po evidence of her having medl-
tated it. Her father and her friends
ingisl besides, that she was incapable
of such n horrar. The mystery of it
I8 killing us all; me above others, for
I've had to show you a cheerful face,
with my brain reeling and my heart
like lead in my bosom.”

She held out her hands. She tried
to draw his attention to herself: not
from any sentiment of egotism, but
to break, If she could, the strain of
thegse insupportuble horrors where so
short a time before Hope sang and
Life reveled In réawakened joys.

Perhaps some faint realization of
this reached him, for presently he
caught her by the hands and bowed
his head upon her shoulder and finally
let her seat him again, before he said:

"Do they know of—of my interest
in this?"

“Yes:
0. B's.”

“The two—" He was on his feet
agaln, but only for a moment: his
weakness was greater than his will
power,

“Orlando and Oswald Brotherson,”
she explained, In answer to his brok-
en appeal. “Your brother wrote let-
ters to her as well as you, and signed
them just as you did, with his ini-
tials only. Thespg letters were found
in her desk, and he was supposed, for
o time, to have been the author of
all that were so signed. But they
found out the difference after awhile.
Yours were easily recognized after
they learned there was another 0, B.
who loved her.™

The words were plain enough, but

they know about the two

the stricken listener did not take
them 1. They carried no meaning
to him. How could they? The very

Idea she sought to impress upon him
by this seemingly carcless alluaion
was an Incredible ene. She found it
her drendful task to tell him the hard,
bare truth.

“Your brother,” she sald, “was de
voled to Miss Challoner, too. He even
wanted to marry her. I cannot keep
back this fact. It is known every-

lwhare, and by everybody but vou.”

“Orlando? His lips took an iron-
ical curve, a8 he uttered the word.
Thig was a young girl's imaginative
faney to him. "Why Orlando never
knew Ther, never saw her, never—"

*He met her at Lenox.”

The name produced its effect. He
stared, made an effort to think, re
peated Lenox over to himself: then
suddenly lost his hold upon the idea
which that word suggested, struggled
again for it, seized it In an instant of
madness and shouted ont:

“Yes, yed, | remembaor,
there—" and paused,
again.

Poor Dorls, frightened to’ har very
soul, looked blindly about for help;
but she didnot quit his side; she did
not dare to, for lhis lips had ra
opened; the continuity of his thoughts
had returned; he was going to speak

“I sent him there.” The words
came in a sort of ghout. “1I was so
hungry to hear of her and 1 thought
he might mention her in his letter
Ingane! Insane! He saw her and—
What's that you =ald about his loving
her? He couldn't have loved her:
he's not of the loving sort. They've
you with strange tales.
deceived the whole world
with fancies and mad dreams. He
may have admired her, Lut loved her
—no! or if he had, he would have re-

I sent him
his mind blank

| spected my cluims.*

“He did not know thew."

A laugh: a lnogh which paled Dorls’
cheek; then his tones grew even
agaln, memory cime back and he mut-
tered faintly

“That i& true. 1 gald nothing to
bim, He had the right to court her—
and he did, you say; wrote to her:
imposed hlimeelf upon her, drove her
mad with Importunities she was
forced 1o rebuke; and—and what elsa?
There is something else. Tell me: 1
will know allL™

He was standing now, his feeble
ness all gone, puesion In every linea-
ment and his eye alive and feverish,
with emotion, “Tell me.” he repeat-
ed, with ouresiralned vehemence.

“Tell me all. Kill me with sorrow but
#ave me from being unjust”
“He wrote her a letter; it fright

ened her. He followed it up by a
visit—""

Dorls paused; the sentence hung
suspended. 8he had heard a step-

a hand on the door.
Orlando had eantered the room.

CHAPTER XXXIII,

Alone,
Oswald had heard nothing, seen
nothing. But he took note of Dorig’

silence, and turning towards her In
frenzy suw whal had happened, and
80 was in a measure prepared for the
atern, short sentence which now rang
through the room:

“Wait, Misa Scott! you tell my
story badly. Let him llsten to me.
F'rom my mouth only shall he hear
the stern and seemingly unnatural
part 1 played in this family tragedy.”

The face of Oswald hardened.
Those pliant features—beloved for
thelr gracious kindliness—set them-
sclves In lines which altered them al-
most beyond recognition; but his
voice was not without some of its nat.
ural sweetness, as, after a long and
hollow look at the other's composed
countenance, he abruptly execlaimed:

“Speak! I am bound to llsten; you
are my brother.”

Orlando turned towards Doris.
was slipping away.

“Don't go,” sald he,

But she was gone,

Slowly he turned back.

Oswald raised his hand and checked
the words with which he would have
begun his story,

“Never mind the beginnings,” said
he. *"Dorle has told all that. You
saw Miss Challoner In Lenox—ad-
mired her and afterwards wrote her a
threatening letter because she reject-
ed you"

“It is true. Other men have fol-
lowed just such unworthy impulses—
and been ashamed and sorry ufter-
wards. 1 was sorry mnd | was
ashamed, and as soon as my firet
anger was over went to tell her so.
But she mistook my purpose and—"

“And what?"

Oriando hesitated. Even his fron
nature trembled before the misery he
saW—a misery he was destined to aug-
ment rather than soothe. With pains
altogether out of keeping with his
character, ha sought in the recesses
of his darkened mind for words less
bitter and less asbrupt than those
which sprang involuntarily to his lips.
But he did not find them. Though he
pitied his brother and wished to show
that he did, nothing but the stern
language sultable to the stern fact he
wished to impart, would leave his lips.

“And ended the pitiful struggle of
the moment with one quick, unpre-
meditated blow,” was what he sald.
“There is no other explanation pos-
sible for this act, Oswald. Bitter as
It is for me to acknowledge it, I am
thus far guilty of this beloved wom-
an's death., But, as God hears me,
from the moment | first saw her, to
the moment I saw her last, 1 did not
know, nor did I for a momen: dread
that she was anything to vou or to
any other man of my stamp and sta:
tion, I thought she desplsed my coun-
try birth, my mechanieal attempts, my
lack of mristocratic pretensions and
traditions." .

“Edith?"

“Now that I know she had other
reasons for her contempt—that the
words she wrote were in rebuke to
the brother rather than to the man,
[ feel my guilt and deplore my anger,
I eannot say more. 1 should bhut in-
sult your grief by any lengthy expres
slons of regrat and sorrow.”

A groan of intolerable anguish
from the glck man’s lips, and then the
quick thrust of his reawakened intel)
ligenee rising superior to 'the over
throw of all his hopes.

“For a woman of Edith's principle
to seek death in 8 moment of despera-
tion, the provocation must have been
very great. Tell me if I'm to hate you
through life—yea through all eternity

or if I must seek In some unimag:
inable fullure of my own character or
conduct the cause of her Intolerabla
despalr.”

“Oswald!" The tone was controlling,
and yet that of one strong man to
another. “Is It for us to read the
heart of any woman, least of all of a
woman of her susceptibilitles and
Keen innor Hfe? The wish to end all
comes to some natures like a light-
ning flash from a clear sky. It comes,
It goes, often without leaving a sign.
But if a weapon chances to be near—
(here It was In hand)—then death
follows the impulse which, given an
instant of thought, would have van
ighed in a back sweep of other emo-
tions, Chance was the real accessory
to this death by sulelde. Oswald, let
us realize it sas such and accept our
sorrow as a mutual burden and turn
to what remalng to us of life and
labor. Work Is grief's only consola
tion. Then let us work.”

But of all this Opwald had caughs
but the:one word.

ITO BE CONTINUED.)

She




