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BYNOPSIS. '

George Anderson nand wife s*a & Pe-
mirkwble looking man coms out of the
Clermoent hotel, look around furtively,

wash his handg in tha snow and pass on
Commotion attracts them to the Clermont,
whers I s found that the beautiful Miss
Edith Challoner haa fallen dead. Ander-
mon desoribes {he man he saw wash hia

hands In the snow The hotal llllllll‘l!l‘:
decinres him o b

Orlandn Brothsrson.
Physiclane And that Miss Challoner was
stubbied nnd not shot. Gryes, an aged ds. |
tective, nnd Sweelwaler, hls  assiatant,
thke up the case. Mr, Challoner tella of a
batch of letters found in his daughters |
deak, signed 0. B All are love letiera
oxcept one, which shows that the writer
wits displpased, Thin letter was signed
by Oriando Brotherson, Anderson goes
with Bweetwatar to identify Brotherson,
who in found In a tenemen! under the
name of Dunn. He In an Inventor, Broth-
ernon lells the caroner Misa Challoner re.
ulsed him with scorn when he offersad her
In Jove. Hweotwiter recnlls the mystery
of the murder of & wishierwoman In whieh
sorwe detnlls were similnr to the Challonar
Affalr. Bweotwater gots lodgings In the
mame hallding with Brotherson. He barea
a hole In the wall to spy on Brotherson,
e visits him and asslsts the inventor In
Is work, A girl sent hy Swestwiler with
Haith Challoner's lettors Is ordersd out by
Brotherson. He declaren the letiers wera
aot wreittan by him, Bweetwalaor in un-
masked by Brothareon, who declares he
recognized 1Wm at ance, The discovery e
made that the letteors signed 0O, B.* wore
written by two different man, Hwestwnter
ﬁm-n to Darby in search of the secand 0,
W whom he expoects to losats through
ona Dorin Beott, mentioned in the letters,
She s found acting us nurae for Oawnald
Brotherson, who s critically slok nnd ¢alls
the nimea of WAIth in his delivium, Bwoet.
wialer comens across a pecullar hut in the
wonds., He sees a load of boxes marked
“0. Brotherson,” takegdnto the hut under
the suporvision of hris Beott. Doria
talls Challoner of seelng In a dream the
fuce of the man who killed ¥dith. The
door boll rings and she recognizos In the
vimitor the maoan of her dream, It Ia Op-
Iando Hrotherson. who requests an inter.
view with his brother. It Asvelops that
Orlando In worklng on a fMying maohine,
Dawnld s told of Edith's death, Orlande
tells him brother of his repulse by Mimn
Challoner. Orlando nsks his hrother to
anxint In tentm of his nir car, an he oanp
trunt no one else Oswald refuses owlng
to hils wenkoned condition,

CHAPTER XXXV.—Continued.

“Who's Lhere?" he saked, imperious-
ty and with some ghow of anger

No answer, but another quiet knock

“Bpeak! or go away from my door.
No one has the right to intrude here
What ls your name and buglness?

Continued knocklng—nothing more

With an outburst of wrath,_which
made the hangar ring, Orlando lifted
his st to answer this appeal In his
swn ferce fashion from his own elde
of the door, but the impulae paused at
fulfiliment, and he let his arm fall
again In a rush of self-hatred which
it would have pained his worst en
emy, oven little Doris, to witness., Aas
1t reached his side, the knock came
again,

It was too much, With an oath,
Orlando reached for his key. But be-
fore fitting It into the lock, he cast
& look behind him. The car was In
plaln eight, filling the central spnce
from floor to roof. A single glance
from a strangere eye, and Its prinol
pal secret would be n socret no longer
He must not run such a risk. Before
he answered thiy call, he must drop
the curtain he had rigged up against
wuch emergencles as these, He had
but to pull a cord and a vell would
fall before hig treasure) concesling i
as effectually as an Eastern bride (s
poncenled behind hor yashmak,

Stopplng to the will, he drew that
ecord, then with an impatient sigh,
turned to the door.

Another gquist but Inslstent knock
greeted him,

In no fury now, but with a vague
sonse of portont which gave an as
poct of farewell to the one quick
glamee he cast about the well-known
apot, he fAtted the key in the lock,
and stood ready to turn It

“1 nsk you again your name and
pusiness,” he shouted out in loud
sommnnd, “Tell them or—" He meant
to say, “or I do not turn this kev."
But something withheld the threat,
He knew that it would perish in the
atternnoe; that he could not carry
It out. He would have to apen the
door pow, reSpPONEe Or NO FEEpPONNG.
“Speak!” was the word with which he
figished hie demand.

A final knock

Pulling & pistol from his pocket,
with his left hupd. he turned the koy
with bis right

The door remained unopened.

Stepping slowly back, he starod at
s unpainted boards for a momaont,
then he spoke up gquletly, almost cour
toously

“Hoter ™

But the command passed unhesded:

the latch was not ralsed, and only the |

alightest tap was hoard
With a bound he reachied forward
and pulled the door open. Then a
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portion of the {lly-lit intertor—*"to of-
for you my services, Mr. Brotherson.

I have no other motive for this intru. !

sion than tu be of use. | am deeply
Interested in your invention, to the
development of which 1 have already
lent gome ald, and enn bring to the
tost you purposd a sympathetice help
which you eould hardly find In any
other person living."

The ellence which settled down at
the completion of these words had a
wolght which made that of the previ.
ous moment seem light and all athrob
with sound. The man within had not
yet caught his breath; the man with
out held his, In an anxiety which had
little o do with the direction of the
weapon, Into which he looked. Then
an owl hooted far nway in the forest,
and Orlando, slowly lowering his arm,
asked In an oddly constrained tone:

“How long have you been In town

The answer cut clean through auy
lingering hope he may have had.

"Ever since the day your brother
was told the story of hin great mis
fortune."

“Ah! still at your old tricks! 1
thought you had quit that business as
unprofitable.™

“I don't know. I never expect gulck
returns. He who holds on for a rlse
sometimes roape unlooked-for profits,”

The arm and fist of Orlando Broth-
eréon ached «to hurl this fellow back
into the heart of the midnight woods,

But they remained guiescent and he
spoke Instead:

“I have burled the business, You
will never resuscitate it through me.”

Sweetwater smided. There was no
mirth in his arelle theough there was
lightness in his tone as he sald:

“Then let us go back to the matter
In hand. You need & helper; where
are you golng te¢ find one If you dom't
take me?"”

A growl from Brotherson's set lips.
Nover had he looked more dangerous
than In the one burning Inatant follow-
Ing this daring repetition of the de-
tective's outrageous request., But as
he noted how elight was the figure op-
po#img him from the other side of the
threshold, he was swayed by hls nat-
ural admiration of pluck In the physi.
cally wenk, and Jost his threatening
attitude, only to assume one which
Sweetwater secretly found It even
harder to moet.

“You are a fool,” was the gtinging
remark he heard flung at him. “Do
you want to play the police-officer
here and nrrest mo in mid ale?"*

“Mr. Brotherson, you understand me
as little ns I am supposed to under-
stand you. Humble as my place 18 in
soclety nnd, I may add, in the depart-
ment whose Intereste I serve, thore
are In me two men. One vou know
passably well—the detective whose
methods, only Indifferently clever,
show that he has very much to learn.
Of the other—the workman acquuint-

( |

s w

“How's That for a Start?™

ed with hammer and saw, but with
somd knowledge too of higher mathe-
muties and the principles upon which
great mechanical inventlons depond,
you know lttle, and must Imagloe
much. 1 was playing the gnwky when
1 helped you In the old house in
hrooklyn., | was Interested In your
Alrahip—0Oh | recogoized It for what it
wus, notwithstunding its oddity and
lnok of ostensiblg means for Nying—
but I was not caught in the whirl of

great allence fell ypon him and & rig
idity as of the grave solzed and stif
fened his powerful frame

The wan confrontng hiwm from the
darkness was Bweetwator,

CHAPTER XXXVI,

The Man Within and the Man Without.
An Instant of silence, during which

the two men eyed sach other; then, |

Bweelwater, with an  fronical smile
fiirected towards the pistol, lightly re-
marked:

“Mr. Challoner and other wen at the
fBotel wre acqualnted with my purposs
and awalt my return. | have come—"

Bere he cant a glowing look ut the | you think you have discovered, to
buge curtain cuttlng off the greater | make any ideas of your own available

Its {dea; the Idea by which you doubt-
lews expect, and with very good roason
| too, to revolutionlze the sclence of
aviation. Hut glnce then 1've been
| thinking It over, and am go flled with
your own hopes that elther 1 must
have a hand In the fAnishing and sall
ing of the ope you have yourself con
structed, or go to work myself on the
hinta you have unconsciously given
| me, and make a car of my own.”

Audacity ofton succeeds where
subtier means fall, Orlando, with a
curfous (wist of his strong lip, took

hold of the detective's arm and drew
him in, shutting and locking the door
earefully belhind blm,

“Now.” sald he, “you tell me what

in the manufacture of o superior self
| propelling alrship,”

Sweatwater, who had been so vio-
lently whoslod about In entering that
he stood with his back to the curtaln
concealing the car, answered without
| hesitation:

“You have a dovice, entirely new so

far as | oan judge, by which this ear
| ot leap at once into space, hold its
own In any direction, and allght again
| upon any given spot without shock to
the machine or danger to the people
controlling it.”

“Explain the davice,”

“1 will draw 1"

“You ean?"

“AB 1 see (L"

“As you mee ft1”

“Yes, It's a brilliant idea; 1 could
never have concelved "

“You bellave—"

1 know."

"Sit here.
know.”

Sweetwater sat down at the table
the other pointed out, and drawing
forward a plece of paper, took up a
pencil with an easy alr. Brotherson
approached and stood at his shouldoer
He had taken up his pistol again, why
he hardly knew, and as Sweetwater
begun his marks, his fingers tightened
on ita butt till they turned white in
the murky lamplight.

“You see,” came In easy tones from
the rtooping draughtsman, “1 have an
imagination which only needs a slight
filllp from a mind like yours to send
it in the desired direction. [ shall not
draw an exact reproduction of your
Idea, but I think you will see that |
understand It very well. How’'s that
lor a start™

Rrotherson looked and hastily drew
back. Ha did sot want the other to
note his surprise,

“But that s a portion you never
saw,” he loudly declared.

“No, but I saw this,” returned|
Sweotwater, working busily on some |
curves; ‘“and these gave me the nlllp'-
I mentioned. The rest came easily.”

HBrotherson, In dread of his own an-
ger, threw his pistol to the other end
of the shed:

“You knave!
ously cried.

“How #o0?" asked Sweetwater smll-
ingly, rielng and looking him calmly
in the face, "A thief Is one who ap-

Let's see what you

You thief!" he furl

propriates another man's goods, or.
let us eay, another man's ldeas I
have approprinted nothing—yet. 1've

only shown you how easlly 1 could do
80. Mr. Brotherson, take me In as
your assistant. 1 will ba falthful to
you, 1 ewear it. 1 want to see that
machine go up.”

"For how many people have you
drawn thoee lines?" thundered the in.
exorable volce.

“For nobody; not for myself even.
This s the first time they have loft
thelr hiding-place in my braln.*”

“Clan you swear to that?”

“l can and will, if you require (L
But you ought to believe my word, sir,
I am square as a dio in il matters not
connected—well, wot connsvied with
my profession,” he smiled In a burst
of that whimseical humor, which not
even the seriousness of the moment
could guite suppress,

“And what surety have I that you
do not cousider this very matter of
mine as coming within the bounds vou
speak of 7

“None.
far.”
|  Protherson surveyed him with an
| frony which conveyed a very differ-

ent message to the detective than any
he had Intended. Then quickly:

“To how muny have you spoken, di-
| Inting upon this device, and publish-
‘ ing abroad my secret?”

"1 have spoken to no one, nol even
to Mr. Gryce. That ghows wy honosty
ng nothing clse can”

“You have kept my secret intact?”

“"Entirely so, sir.”

“f that no one, hereé or cliewhere,
shares our knowledge of the

HBut you must trust me that

new

| which he had full faith.

1IDE.
prepare for flight 7

“1 sincerely do.”

“You consider yourself competent?”

“1 do.”

Brotherson's eyes fell and he walked
onee to the extremity of the oval floor-
ing and back

Well, we will grant that
not all that is necessary,
ments demand a companion in my
first flight. Will you go up in the car
with me on Saturday night?”

A quick aflirmative was on Sweot-
water's lips but the gilmpse which he
got of the ppeaker's face glowering

Put that's
My require

f

upon him from the shadows into which |

frotherson had withdrawn, stopped Its
utterance, and the silence grew heavy
Fhongh it may not have lasted long
by the cloek, the Instant of breathless
contemplation of each other's features
across the intervening space was of
inoaloulable moment to Sweetwater,
and, possibly, to Brotherson. As
drowning men are sald to llve over
their whole history betwoen their first
plunge and thelr final rise to light and
air, so through the mind of the de
tective rushed the memories of his
past and Lhe fast fading glories ol his
future; and rebelling a} the subtle
peril he saw in that sardonic eye, he
vociferated an impulsive:

“Nol! T1'll not—" and paused, caught
by & new and irresistible sensation.

A breath of wind—the first he had
felt that night—had swept in through
some crevice in the curving wall, flap
ping the cunvas enveloping the great
car. It acted llke a peal to battle.
After all, a man must take some risks
in this life, and his heart was in this
trial of a redoubtable mechanism In
He could not
say no to the prospeect of beihg the
first to share a triumph which would
send his name to the ends of the
eurth; and, changing the trend of his
sentence, he repeated with a calmness

which had the force of a great e
clalon:
“1 will not fail you In anything, 1If

she rises—" here his trembling hand
fell on the curtaln shutting off his
view of the ship, “she shall take me
with her, so that when she descends [
may be the firat to congratilate the
proud inventpr of such a marvel”

“S8o0 be {t!"™ shot from the other's
lipg, his eyea losing their threatening
look, and his whole countenance sud-
denly aglow with the enthusinsm of
awnkened genlus, \

Coming from the shadows, he Iald
his hand on the cord regulating the
rise and fall of the concealing curtain.

“"Here she is!" he cried and drew
the cord.

The canvas shook, gathered itselt
Into great folds and disappeared In
the shaudows from which he had just
stepped.

The aircar stood revealed—a start-
ling, because wholly unique, vision.

Long did Sweetwater survey it
then turning with beaming face upon
the watchful inventor, he uttered a
loud hurrah,

Next moment, with everything for-
gotten between them save the glories
of tonls invention, both dropped simul-
taneously to the floor and began that
minute examination of the mechaniam
necessary to thelr mutual worl

CHAPTER XXXVII.
His Great Hour.

Saturday night at eight o'clock.

So the fiat had gone forth, with no
concession to be mude on account of
weather,

As Oswald came from his supper
and took a look at the heavens from
the small front poreh, he was deoply
troubled that Orlande had remained
g0 obstinate an this polnt. "For there
wereg ominous clouds rolling up from
the east, and the storms in this region
of high mountains and abrupt valleys

were not Hght, nor without danger
even to those with feet well-planted
upon mother earth,

If the tempest should come up be

points in this mechanism?"
“1 say so, sir."
“Then If 1 should kill! you," came In
ferocious accents, "now
“You would be the only one to own

| that knowledge, Hut you won't kill
me."

“Why "

“Need 1 go Into reasons?

“Why? 1 say.”

“Because your consclence Is already
too heavily laden to bear the burden
of another unproveked crime.”

Brotherson, staring back, glared
with open ferocity upon the man who
{ dared to face him with such an accu-
sation.

“God! why didn't 1 shoot you on en-
trance!"” he eried. “Your courago is
certalnly colossal.”

A fine smile, without even the hint
of humor now, touched the daring de-
tective's lip. Hrotherson's angor
secmed to grow under It, and he loud-
ly repeated

"It's more than cologsal; 1t's abnor
mal and A moment's pause, then
with lronle pauses—"and gquite unneo-
GSEArY KAYO B8 & malter of display, un
lesn you think you need It to sustain
you through the ordeal you are court-

-here—"" |

fore eight!

Mr, Challoner, who, from some mys
terious impulse of bravado on the part
of Brotherson, was to be allowed to
make the third In this small band of

gpectators, was equully eoncerned at
this slght, but not for Brotherson., His
fears woere for Oswald, whose slow

Iy gathering strength could illy bear
the strain which this ndditional anx-
{ {ety for his brother's life must impose
| npon him As for Doris, she was In
'_:\ glate of excitement more connected
with the past than with the future
That alternoon she Wad lald ber hand
in that of Orlando Brotherson, and
\ wilahed him well, She! in whose breast
still lingered reminiscences of those
old doubts which had beclouded his
| tmage for her at their first mesting
|ﬁh« had not been able to avold It
His look was a compelling one, and it
had demanded thus much from her;
|ulu.l—-.j terrible thought to her gentle

| spivit—he might be going to his
| death!
It had been settled by the prospec

tive aviator that they were to wateh
| for the ascent from the mouth of the
grassy road leading in to the hangar,
The three were to meet there at a

and the air-car's rise. That time was
near, and Mr, Challoner, entching n
glimpse of Oswald’s pallld and unnat
urally drawn features, as he set dowu
the lantern he earried, shuddered with

foreboding and wished the houy
passed.

Dorls" watochful glance never lefs
the face whose lightest change was

more to her than all Orlando’'s hopes.
But the result upon her was not to
weaken her resolution, but to strength-
én It. Whatever the outcome of the
next few minutes, she must stand
ready to sustain her Invallid through
it. That the darkness of early eve
ning had deepened to oppression, was
unnoticed for the moment, The fears
of an hour past had been forgotten.
Their attention was too absorbed In
what was going on before them, for
even n glance overhead,

Suddenly Mr. Challoner spoke.

“Who 18 the man whom Brotherson
has asked to go up with him?"

It was Oswald who answered,

“He has never told me. He has
kept his own counsel about that as
about everything else connected with
this matter, He simply advised me
that I was not to bother about him
any more; that he had found the as-
sistant he wanted."

“Such reticence seemr unpardon-
able,
tlence, Oswald.”

“Because 1 understand Orlando
reads men's natures like a book. The
man he trusts, we may trust, Tomor-
row, he will speak openly enough. All
causa for reticence will be gone”

He

“You have confidence then In the
succers of this undertaking?"
“If I hadn't, 1 should not be here.

i could hardly bear to witneas hig fail-
ure, even In a secrot test like this, |1
should find it too hard to face him aft-
erwards"

“I don't understand."”

“Orlando hos great pride.
enterprise falls I cannot
him. He would be capable of any-
thing. Why, Doris! what Is the mat-
ter, child? 1 never saw_you look like
that before.”

She hud been down on her knees
regulating the lantern, and the sud-
den flame, shooting up, had shown him
her face turned up toward his in an
apprehension which verged on horror.

“Do 1 look frightened?” she asked,
remembering hersell and lightly ris

If this
answer for

ing. "I belleve that I am a little
frightened, If—if anything should go
wrong!  If an accident—" But here
she remembered herself again  and
quickly changed her tone. “But your
confidenca shall be mine. 1 will be-

lleve In his good angel or—or in his
gelf-command and great resolution, I'Il
not be frightened any more,”

But Oswald did not seem satisfiad,
He continued to lock at her in vague
CONCEern.

He hardly knew what (o make of

“Orlando!"” a Bhriek Went Up, “Or-
lando!®
the intense f[ecling she had manifest-
ed. Had Orlando touched her pirlish
heart? Had this cold-blooded nature,
with its steellike brilllaney and hon
orable but stern views of lle,
this warm and symputhetje
more than admiration? The thought
disturbed him so he forgot the near-
ness of the moment they were all
awailting till a guick ragping sound

maoaved

goul to

| from the hangar, [ollowoed by the sud-

den appearance of an ever-widening
band of light about itg upper rim,
drew his attention and swakened them
all to a breathless expectation.

The lild was rising, Now It was
half-way up, and now, for the HArst
time, 1t wae lifted to Its full height
and stood a broad oval disk against
the background of the forest. The ef-
feot was strange The hangar had
been’ made brilliant by many lamps,
and thelr united glare pouring from
its top and Mluminating not only the
surrounding treetops, dut the broad
face of this uplifted disk, roused In
the awed spectator a thrill such as o
mythological times might have greet-
ed the sudden sight of Vulean's
smithy blazing on Olymplan hills.
But the clang of iron on iron would

You have displayed great pa-

£ 3
You wish to help me finish and | quarter to eight and awalt the stroke

have attended the flash and gleam of
those unexpected fires, and here all
was #till save for that steady throb
never heard in Olympus or the halls
of Valhaila, the pant of the motor
eager for flight In the upper air

Ag they listened In a tranee of burn-
ing hope which obliterated all else,
this nolse and all others near and dis-
tant, was suddenly lost In a loud clat-
ter of writhing and twisting boughs
which set the forest In a roar and
seemed to heave the alr about them,

A wind had swooped down from the
east, bending everything before it and
rattling the huge oval on which thalr
eyes were fixed as though it would
tear it from its hinges.

The three caught at each other's
hands in dismay. The storm had come
Just on the verge of the enterprise,
und no one might gness the resull

“Will he dare? Will he dnre?”
whispered Dorls, and Oswald an-
awered, though It geemed next to tm-
possible that he could have heard her:

“He will dare, But will he survive
it? Mr. Challoner,” he suddenly shout-
ed in that gentleman's ear, “what time
is it now?" '

Mr. Challoner, digsengaging himself
from their mutual grasp, knelt down
by the lantern to consult his wateh.

“One minute to elght,” he shouted
back.

The forest was now a pandemonium.
Great boughs, split from thelr parent
trunks, fell crashing to the ground in
all directions., The scream of the wind
roused echoes which repeated them-
selves, here, there and everywhere, No
rain had fallen yet, but the sight of the
clonds skurrying pell-mell through the
glare thrown up from tho shed, ecre-
ated such havoe In the already over-
strained minds of the three onlookers,
that they hardly heeded, when with a
clatter and crash which at another
time would have startled them into
flight, the swaying oval befors theém
was whirled from Its hinges and
thrown back against the trees already
bending under the onslaught of tho
tempest. Destruction seemed the nate
ural accompaniment of the moment,
and the only prayer which sprang to
Oswald's lips was that the motor
whose throb yet lingered in their
blood though no longer taken in by
the ear, would either refuse to work
or prove insufficient to lift the heavy
car into this seething tumult of war-
ring forces. His brother's life hung
in the balance against his fame, and

he could not but choose life for him
Yet, as the multitudinous sounds about
him ylelded for a moment to that

brother's shout, and he knew that the
moment had come, which would soon
sottle all, he found himself staring at
the elliptical edge of the hangar, with
an anticlpation which held in it as
much terror as joy, for the end of a
great hope or the heginning of a great
trivimph was compressed into this
trembling instant and If—
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Earth's Journey,

Our world's journey In space Is &
long one, if we are to accept the con-
clusions of Dr, Turner of the Uni-
versity observatory of Oxford and
Prof. H. €. Plummer, royal astron-
omer of Ireland. Recent astronom-
ienl work sugrests that the sun and
its planets form a elngle unit in a
vast system, the stars in  which,
though separated by enormous dis-
tances, have a common centor of
gravity, and In response to gravita-
tion all move in unison llke a stupen-
dous machine. ‘The paths of these
stars, ipstead of being nearly cirou-
lur, Uke those of the planets around
the sun, are much llke the oscllla-
tlons of a pendulum The calcula-
tions show that on this elongated
colrse our sun must traval 400,000,
000 years before completing a revolu-
tion, and that it pasged near the cen-
tér less than a million—perhaps not
more than 300,000 ago, and i
now on the outward streteh

yoears

Evil In Use of Drugs, _

In an article on the Indiscriminate
use of drugs the Lancet takes the
same posltion as that of the New York
physician who was recently quoted in
thig column. Speaking of “the shrewd
fellow” who suffers from lusomnia and
purchases veronul as a safe (?) hypno
tie, tha writer says "Elght grains
have been known to prove fatal and
ten gralns not uncommonly give rise
alarming symplons. But the
sleep producer s used, nevertheless,
by people who feel justified by mis-
leading paragraphe In ‘medieal col-
umns,” blind to the risk of acquiring a
drug habit."—New York Tribune.

Lo

Nothing In It—but Money,

The lata Charles Major, author of
When Kighthood was in Flower, was a
slncere If not & very subtle writer,
and ha bad no patieuce with the it
erary trickster,

Mr. Major, at a dinner in Shelby.
ville, once condemned the lterary
tricketler with the epigram:

"You can fool sgome of the peopla all
of the tme—but when you consider
what kind of people they are, does It
really seem worth while?”

N




