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" York, Sara?" burst out Hetty, clasp-

¥
rd

.

to you.

-~ him.*
- "I do not dislike him, I—I am-.Oh,

i k;}

~ opencheartad triendship.”

~ draw a pretly fine lne, Hetty,” she

"_ and brother? That lsn't gquite fair

~of us.

ovar there.
. "Listen, my dear” sald Sarn, a
"~ bard pole growlng in her volce: “this

. . Hetly pressed her friend's haod to
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SYNOPSIS.

Challin Wrandall 1s found murderad In
& road houss nenr Now York Mre. Wran-

Aall is summoned from the clity and lden-
tiex the body, A voung womnn who ae-
enpanied Wrandall to the fnn wnd sub-
pequently  disappeared, 8 suspected,
Wenndall, It appears, hnd led & oy 1lfe
and hogtected hin wife Mre. Wrandull
atorty ek for New York In an auto durs
fhge & hlinding snow storm. On the Wiy
she tectds i young woman in tha rowd
who proves to be (o woman who killed
Wrandall, Feeling that the girl had done
her a service In ridding her of tha man
who Lhough she loved him desply, had
faused her great sorrow. Mra, Wrandall
detormines to shleld her and takes her to
her own home. Mrs, Wrandall honra the
sory of Hetly Casticton's 1fe, exoept that
portion thiat relntes to Wrandall, This
and the story of the tragedy she forbids
the girl ever to tell. 8lie offers Hetty n
home, friendship and security from el
on account of the tragedy. Mra nrmn
Wrandall and Hotly attend the funeral
af Challls Wrandull at the homs of his
farenis. Bara Wrandall and Hotty re-

rn o New York after an absence of &
yanr in KHurope. Leglle Wrandall, brother
of Challls, mukes Limsolf useful o Barn
and becomes greatly interested in Hetfy

CHAPTER VIi.—Continued.

Sara and Hetly did not stay long In
town. The newspapers announced the
reéturn of Challis Wrandall's widow
and reporters sought her-out for inter-
yiows. The old Interest was revived
and columns were printed about the
murder at Burton's inn, with sharp
editorial comments on the fallure of
the pollee to clear up the mystery.

“] shall ask Leslie down for the
week-end,” sald Sara, the third day
after their arrival In the country. The
house was huge and lonely, and time
hung rather heavily despite the glori-
oun uplift of spring.

Hetty looked up quickly from her
book, A look of dismay flickered In
her eyes for an Instant and then gave
WAy lo the ealmness thal had come to
dwall In thelr depths of late. Her lips
parted In the sudden lmpulse to ory
out against the plan, but she checked
the words. For a moment her dark,
questioning eyes studled the face of
her benefactresa; then, as if nothing
had been revealed to her, ahe allowed
her gaze to drift pensively out toward
the sunset gea,

They were sitilng on the broad
varandah overlooking the sound. The
dusk of evening was beginning to steal
over the earth. BShe lald her book
aslde,

“Will you telephone in to him after
dinner, Hetty?" went on Sara, after
o long period of sllence,
~ Agaln Hetty started. This time a
look of actual paln flashed In her eyes.

“Would not a note by post be more
cortain to find him In the—" she be-
gan hurriedly,

"1 disllke writing notes,” sald Sara
oalmly, "Of course, dear, If you feel
that you'd pather not telephone him,
1 can—*

“1 dare say I am fAnleky, Sara,” apol-
oglzed Hetty In quick contrition, “Of
gourse he s your brother. 1 should
remem—" .

"My brotherin-law, deav,"” sald Sara,
& trifle too lterally,

“He will come often to yeur house,”
went on Hetty rapldly. "1 must make
the best of It."
~ "He ls your friend, Hetty. He ad
‘tnires you"

“I cannot see him through your

~ "But he Is charming and agreeable,

you'll admit," persisted the othev,
“He is very kind, and ho 18 devoted

I should like him for that.”

Y “You have no oause for dlsliking

you mlways have been so thoughtful,
#0 considerate, Bara, I can't uuder-
stand your falling to see how hard It
Is for me to—to—well, to ondure his

~ Sara was wilent for & moment, “You

mald gently.
Hetly flushed, "“You mean that
there is littla to choose betwesn wife

You know everything, he knows noth-
Ing. 1 wear a mask for &lm; you have
feen Into the very heart of me, 1L
Isn't the same.”

Sara came over and atood beside the
girl's chalr. After a4 moment of inde
olslon she lald her hand on Hoetty's
shoulder, The girl looked up, the ever
recurring question in her eyas,

“We haven't spoken of—of these
things In many months, Hoetty."

“Not sinee Mra, Wrandall and Viv-
lan came to Nice. | was upset—dread-
fully upset then, Sara, [ don't know
how | managed to got through with
1w

“But you managed It,” pronounced
Bara. Her Nngers seemed to tighten
suddenly on the girl's shoulder, I
think we were quite wonderful, both
It wasn't easy for me.”

“Why did we come back to New

fug her friend's hand as If suddenly
) by terror. “We were happy
And free!™

4s my home. | do not love it but 1
ean see no reason for abandoning it
That Is why we came back to New
York”

her liph. “Forglve mo,” she cried Im.
puluively. “I whouldn't have com:
i It was detestable.”

went on Bara evenly,
grw quite free to vemnln on the

“You gave me a week to decide,”
sald Hgtly In a hurrfed manner of
speaking. “I-=-1 took but twenty-four
bours—Tess than that, Over nlght,
you remember. [ love you, Sara. 1
could not lesuve you. All that night
I could feel you pulling at my heart
strings, pulling me closer, and holding
me. You were in your room, I in
mine, and vet al the tlne you seemed
to be bending over ma in the dark-
nesy, urglug me to stay with you and
love youn and be loved by you. It
couldn’t have bean a dream”

"It was pot a dream,” =sald Bara
with a queer smile

“You do love me?™'. tensely,

“1 do love you,"” was the firm an-
swer. 8ara was staring across the
waler, hor eves blg and as black as
night itself. Bhe gpeamed to be looking
far beyond the misty lghta that bob-
bled with nearby schooners, far be-
yond the yellow mass on the opposite
shore where a town lay cradled in the
shadows, far Into the fast darkening
nky that came up llke n wall out of
the east,

Hetty's fingers tightened In a
warmer olagp. Unconsciously perhaps,
Sara's grip on the girl'a shoulder
tightened also; naconaclously, for her
thoughta were far away. The younger
woman's pensive gaze reated on the
peaceful waters below, taklng In the
alow approach of the fog that waa
goon to envelop the land, Nelther
#poke for many minutes: Inscrutnble
thinkers, each a prey to thoughts that
leaped backward to the beginning and
took up the puzzie at its Inception.

"I wonder—" began Hetty, her eyes
narrowing with the Intensity of
thought. Bhe did not complete the
sentence.

Bura answered the unspoken gues
tlon, "It will mever be different from
what it s now, unless you make it go.”
Hotty started, “How could you have
known what I was thinking?’ she
eried In wonder,

“It 1s what you are always think-
ing, my dear. You are always asking
yourselt when will I turn against you,"
"“Sara!”

“Your own Intelligence should sup-
ply the answer to all the questions you
are asking of yourself, It Is too late
for me to turn agalnst you." She ab-
ruptly removed her hand from Hetty's
shoulder and wadked to the edge of
the veranda. For the first time, the
English girl was consclous of pain,
S8he drew her arm up and eringed. S8he
pulled the light searf about her bare
shoulders.

The butler appeared in tha doorway.
"The telephone, If you please, Miss

Castleton. Mr. Leslle Wrandall 1s
calling.”
The girl etared, “For me, Watson?”
"Yes, mign”

“Hetty had risen, visibly agitated,
“What shall I say to him, Sara?"
ghe cried,
“Apparently It 18 he who has somae-
thing to say to you,” sald the other,
stlll smiling. “Walt and see what ft
I8, Please don’t neglest to say that
we'd like to have him over Sunday."
“A box of flowers has just come up
from the statlon for you, miss,” sald
Watson,
Hetty was vary white as she passed
Inte the housge, Mrs. Wrandall re

Hetty Looked Up Quickly From the
Book,

sumed her contemplation of the fog-
soreencd sound,

“Shall I feteh you a wrap, ma'am?”
asked Watson, hesitating,

“l am coming In, Watson, Open the
box of flowers for Miss Castleton. 1Is
there a fire In the library

“You, Mra. Wrandall"

“Mr, Leslle will be out on Saturday.
Tell Mrs, Conkling."

“The evening train, wma'am?"

"No. The eleventhirty, He will
ha here for luncheon.”

When Hetty hurried into the library
a fow minutes later, her manner was
that of one couslderably dlsturbed by
somothing that has transpired almost
on the moment. Her cheeks were
flushed und her eyes were reflectors
of & no uncertaln distress of mind.
Mrs. Wrandall wan atanding before
the fireplace, an exquisite figure in the
slinky black evening gown which she
nffocted In these days. Her parfectly
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like pink marble in the reflected glow
of the burning logs. She wore no jew-
elry, but there was a single white rose
in her dark hailr, where it had hean
placed by the whimsieal Hotty an hour
oarlier ns they left the dinner table.

"He Is coming out on the eleven-
thirty, SBara,” sald the glrl nervously,
“urless you will send the motor in for
him. The body of his car s belng
changad and It's in the shop. He must
have been jesting when he sald he
would pay for the petrol—1 should
have said gneoline,”

Sara laughed. “You will know him
better, my dear,” she sald, “Lesle Is
very light-hearted.”

“He suggested bring'ng a' friend,”
went on Hetty hurriedly. “A  Mr.
Booth, the portralt painter.”

“I met him in Italy, He 18 charm-
Ing. You will llke him, too, Hetty."
The emphasis did not escape notice,

"It seems that he |s epending a fort-
night In the village, this Mr. Booth,
palnting spring lambs for rest and
recreation, Mr. Leslie saya."

“Then he is at our very gates,” sald
Bara, looking up suddenly.

“I wonder {f he can be the man 1
saw yesterday at the bridge,” mused
Hetty. “le he tall?”

“l really can't say. He's rather
vague. It was slx or seven years ago.”
“It wag left that Mr. Wrandall is to
coma out on the elaven-thirty,” ex-
plained Hetty, “1 thought you wouldn't
ke sending elther of the motors in,”

“And Mr, Booth?"

“Wao are to send for him after Mr.
Wrandall arrlves. He s stopping at
the lon, wherever that may be'

“Poor fellow!"” sighed SBara, with a
grimace. “l am sure he will llke us
Immensely if he has been stopping at
the Inn."

Hetty stood staring down at the
blazing logs for a full minute before
glving expression to the thought that
troubled her.

“Sara,” she &=sald, mesting her
friend’s eyes with a steady light In her
own, “why did- Mr. Wrandall ask for
me Instead of you? It Is you he ls
coming to visit, not me. It ia your
house. Why should—"

“My dear,” eald Sara glibly, “I am
merely his sister-in-law. It wouldn’t
be necessary to ask me If he should
come. He knows he s welcome,”
“Then why should he feel called up-
on to—"

“Some men like to telephone, 1 sup-
pose,” sald the other coolly.

“I wonder if you will ever under
stand how I feel about—about certain
things, Sara,"

“What, for instance?”

“"Well, his very evident interasst in
me,” erled the girl hotly, "He sends
me flowersp—thie is the second box
this week-—and he {8 so kind, so very
friendly, Bara, that 1 can't bear it—I1
really can't.”

Mrs. Wrandall stared at her. “You
ean't very well send him about his
business,” wshe sald, "unless he be-
comes more than friendly, Now, can
you1"

“But It seems so—s0 horrible, so
beastly,” groaned the girl

Bara faced her squarely, “Seée here,
Hetty,” she sald levelly, "we have
made our bed, you and I. We must lle
in it—together. If Leslle Wrandall
chooses to fall in love with you, that
is his alfalr, not ours. We must face
every conditon. In plain words, we
must play the game,”

“What could be more appalling than
to have him fall in love with me?"

“The other way ‘round would be
more dramatic, | should say."

“Good God Sara!” orled the girl In
horror, “How can you even speak of

such a thing?1"

“After all, why shouldn't—"" began
Sara, but stopped In the middle of her
suggestion, with the result that it had
Ite full effect without belug uttered in
g0 many cold-blooded words: The girl
shuddered.

I wish, Bara, you would let me un-
burden myself completely to you,” she
pleaded, geixing her friend’'s hands.
“You have forbidden me—"

Sara jerked her hands away. Her
eyas flashed, "1 do not want to hoar
IL." sbhe cried flercely. “"Never, never!
Do you understand? It Is your secret.
I will not share it with you. 1 sghould
hate you If | knew evervthing, As it
ig, 1 love you because you are a wom-
an who suffered at the hand of one
who made me suflfug,
ing more to say. Dun't bring up the
subject again. [ waut to be your
friend for aver, not your confidante.
There I8 a distinotion. You may be
able to see how very marked It is in
our case, Hetty. What one does not
know, seldom hurts"

“But | want to Justily myselt—"

“It isn't necessary,’” cut in the other
g0 peremptorfly that the girl's eyes
spread into & look of anger. Where.
upon Sara Wrandall threw her arm
about her and drew her down beside
her o the chalse-lounge. “1 didu't
mean to be harsh,” she cried. “Wa
must not epeak of the past, that's all
The future is not likely to hurt us,
dear. Let us avold the past.”

“The future!” sighed the girl, star
ing blankly bafore her,

“To appreciate what It s to be™
gald the olther, “you have but to think
of what It mlght have been.”

“I know,” smld Hetty, In a low
voloa, “And yet 1 sometimes wonder

modelled neck and shoulders gloamed
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There 1s noth- |

Sara Interrupted. “You are paying
me, dear, instead of the law,” ahe sald
gently, "I am not a harsh creditor,
Am 17"

"My life belongs to you.
oheerfully, sven gladly,”

“80 you have sald befors, Well, it
it belongs to me, you might at least
permit me to develop It as [ would any
other possession. 1 take It as an In-
vagtment. [t=wlill probably fluetnate,'

“Now you are jesting!"

“Perhaps,” sald Bara laconically,

The next morning Hetty set forth
for her accustomed tramp over the
roads that wound through the estate.
Bnra, the American, dawdled at home,
resgenting the chill spring drizzle that
did not In the least discournge the
Englishwoman.

She came to the bridge by the mill,
long since deserted and now a thing of
ruin and deesy.- A man In knlcker
bockers stood leaning against the rafl,

1 give it

#dly gazing down at the trickling
stream below. The brier pipe that
i l

“Good God, Saral™ Cried the Girl In
Horror,

formed the circult between hand and
lips sent up eoft blue colls to foat
away on the drizzle.

8he passed belind him, with a sin-
gle furtlve, curioud glance at his hand-
some, undisturbed profifé, and In that
glance recognized him as the man she
had seen the day hefore.

When she was a dozen rods away,
the tall man turned his face from the
stream and sent after her the long-
restralned look. There was something
akin to cautiousness in that look of
his, as Il he were afraid that she
might turn her head suddenly and
catch him at . Something began
stirring in his heart, the nameless
something that awakens when least
expected, He felt the subtle, sweet
femininlty of her ae she passed. It
lingered with him as he looked,

She turned the bend In the road a
hundred yards away. For many min-
utes he studied the stream below
without really seeing it. Then he
stralghtened up, knocked the ashes
from his pipe, and set off slowly In
her wake, although he had been walk-
ing in quite the opposite direction
when he came (o the bridge—and on
a mission of some consequence, too,

There was the chance that he would
meet her coming back.

CHAPTER VII.
A Falthful Crayon-Point

Leslla Wrandall came out on the
eleyen-thirty, Hetly was at the station
with the motor, & sullen resentment
in her heart, but a welcoming amile
on her lips. The sun shone brightly,
The sound glared with the white of re-
flected akies, :

“l thought' of catching the eight
o'clock,” he cried enthusiastically, as
he dropped his bag beside the motor
in order to resch over and shake
hands with her. “That would have
gotten me here houre earllar. The dif-
fleulty was that | didn't think of the
elght o'clock untll I awoke at nine.”

“And then you had the additional
task of thinking about breakfast,'
sald Hetty, but without a trace of sar-
casm In bher manner,

“l meyver think of breakfast,” sald
he amiably. “l1 merely eat it. Ot

| course, it's a task to eat It sometimes,

but—well, how are you?
like it out hera?"

He was beslde her on the broad
seat, his face beaming, his gay little
mustache polnting upward st the ends
like oblique brown exclamation points,
s0 expansiva was his smile,

*] adoras It," she replied, her own
smile growing In response to hils. It
was lmpossible to resist the good na-
ture of him. She could not dislike
him, even though she dreaded him
deep down in her heart. Her blood
was bot and cold by turne when she
was with him, as her mind opened and
shut to thoughts pleasant and unpleas
ant with something of the regularity
of a flieh's gills In breathing,

“When | get to heaven | mean to
have & place In the country the year
round,” he sald conclusively.

“And It you don't get to heaven?"

“{ suppose 1'll take a furnished flat

How do you

somewhere.”

Sara was walting for them at the
bottom of the terrace as they drove
up. He loaped out and kissed her
hand.

“Much obliged,” ha murmured, with
a slight twist of his head In the direc-
tion of Hetty, who was giving orders
to the chauffqur,

"You're quitsa welcome,” eald Sara,
with a smile of understanding. “She's
lovely, lan't she?”

“Mochanting!™ eald he, almost too
loudly.

Hetty walked up the long ascent
ahend of them, B8he did not bave to
look back to know that théy were
watching her with unfaltering Interest.
She could feel thelr gaze.

“"Absolutely adorable,” he added, en-
larging his estimate without really be-
Ing aware that he yoleed it

Sara shot a leok at his rapt face,
and turned her own awsy to hide the
queer little amile that flickered briefly
and dled away,

Hetty, pleading a sudden headache,
declined to accompany them later on
in the day when they set forth in the
car to “plek up" Brandon Booth at the
inn, They were to bring him over,
bng and baggage, to stay till Tuesday.

“He will be wild to palnt her,” de-
clared Leslie when they wers out of
slght around the bend in the road. He
had waved his hat to Hetty just be-
fore the treea shut off thelr view of
her, She wae standing at the top of
the steps beside one of the tall Itallan
vases,

“I've never geen such eyes,” he ex-
clalmed,

“She's a darling,” sald Sara and
changed the subject, knowing full well
that he would come back to It bafore
long.

“I'm mad about her,” he sald sim-
ply, and then, for some unaccountable
reason, gave over belng loquacious
and lapsed into a state of almost
lugubrious quiet,

Bhe glanced at his face, furtively
at first, as If uncertain of his mood,
then with a prolonged stare that was
frankly curious and amused,

“Don't lose your head, Leslle,” she
said softly, almost purringly.

He started. “Oh, I say, Sara, I'm
not Hkely to—"

“Stranger things have happened.”
she interrupted, with a shake of her
head. “I ecan't afford to have you
making love to her and getting tired
of the game, as you always do, dear
boy, just as soon as you find she’s
in Idve with you. B8he is too dear to
be hurt in that way. You mustn't—"

“Good Lord!" he cried; “what a

bounder you must take me for! Why,
it I thought she'd— But nonsenss!
Lot's talk about something else,

Yourself, for Instance.”

She leaned back with a smile on
her lips, but not In her eyes; and
drew a long, decp breath. He was
hard hit. That was what she wanted
to know, ' .

They found Booth at the inn. He
was sltling on the old-fashloned poreh,
surrounded by bags and boys. As he
climbed into the car after the bags,
the boys grinned and jingled tha eoins
in their pockets and ventured, almost
in unison, the intelligence that they
would all be there {f he ever came
back again. Blg and little, they had
trangported hiz easel and canvasees
from place to place for three weeks
or more and his departure was to be
regarded as a financial calamity,

Leslie, perhaps In the desire to be
alone with his reflections, sat forward
with the chauffeur, and paid little or

.no heed to the unhappy person's com-

ments on the vile condition of all vil-
lage thoroughfares, New York city in-
cluded.

“And you painted those wretched |.

Httla boya instead of the beautiful
things that nature provides for us out
here, Mr. Booth?" Sara was saylng
to the artist beside her,

“Of course | managed to get a bit
of pnature, even at that,” sald he, with
a smie. "Boys are preity close to
earth, yon know, To be perfectly hon-
est, 1 did It In order to get away from
the eminently beautiful but unnatural
things I'm required to paint at home.”

“[ suppose we will gee you at the
Wrandall place this summer."

“I'm coming out to paint Leslles
pleter In June, 1 belleve, And that
reminds me, 1 came upon an uncom-
monly pretty glrl not far from your
place the olher day-—and yesterday,
as well—some one I've met before, un-
lega I'm vastly mistaken. 1 wonder
if you know your neighbors well
enough—Dby sight, at least—to venture
a good guess a8 to who 1 mean.”

She appeared thoughtful

“Oh, there are dozens of preity
girla in the neighborhood. Can't you
remember where you met—" She

stopped suddenly, a swift look of ap-
prehenston in her eyes,

He falled to noie the look or (he
broken sentence. ke was searching
in his coat pocket for something, Se-
lecting a letter from the middie of a
small pocket, he held it out to her.

“l wketched this from memory, Shuy
posed all too briefly for me,” he sald

On the back of the envelope was o
remarkably good likeness of Hetty
Castleton, done broadly, sketchily,
with a crayon polnt, evidently drawn
with haste while the impression was
fresh, but long after she had passed
out of range of his vision.

gald Bara quietly.
“It's very clever, Mr. Booth."

“There Is something hauntingly fa-
miliar about it,” he went on, looking
at the sketch with a frown of perplex-

“1 know her,”

ity. “I've seen her somewhere, but
for the life of me 1 can't place her.
Perhaps 'n a crowded street, or the
theater, ¢ a rallway traln—just a
flecting gifesnse, you know. But In
any event [ got a lasting Impression.
Queer things like that happen, don't
you think so?”

Mra, Wrandall leaned forward and
spoke to Leslle. Ar he turned, ehe
handed him the envelope, without
comment,

“Greal Scott!” he exclaimed,

“Mr. Booth 4s & mind reader,” she
explained, "He has been reading
your thoughts, dear boy.”

Booth understood, and grinned.

“You don’'t mean to say--" began
the dumfounded Laeslle, still staring
aL the sketeh, "Upon my word, IU's &
wonderful likeness, old chap. 1 didn’t
know you'd ever met her.”

“Met her?” cried Booth, an amiable
consplrator. “I've never met her."

“Hee here, don't try aunything like
that on me. How could you do thie
if you've never seen—"

“"He I8 a mind reader,” cried Sara.

“Haven't you been thinking of her
steadily for—well, we'll say ten min-
utes?’ demanded Booth.

Leslie reddened, "Nonsense!"

“That's a mental telepathy sketch™
said the arti€l, complacently.

“When did you do that?"

“This instant, you might say. See!
Here is the crayon point. [ always
carry one around with me for just
such—"

“All right,” sald Leslla blandly, at
the same time putting the envelope In
his own pocket; “we'll lot It go at
that, If you're so clever at mind ple-
tures you can go to work and make
another for yourself, 1 mean to keep
this one."”

“1 say,” began Booth, dismayed.

“One’'s thoughts are his own," sald
the happy possessor of the sketch. He
turned his back on them.

Sara was contrite. "“He will never
glve It up,” she lamented.

“Is he really hard hit?" asked Booth
In surprise,

“1 wonder,” mused Sara,

“Ot course he's welcome to the
sketch, confound him.”

“Would you like to palnt her?”

“Is this a commiseion?"

“Hardly. I know her,
She {8 a very dear friend."”

“My heart |s set on painting some
one elge, Mrg. Wrandall"

“Ohi"

“When I know you better I'll tell
you who she 1s." '

“Could you make a sketch of thia
other one from memory?' she asked
lightly.

“I think so. I'll éhow you one this
evening., 1 have my trusty crayon
about me always, as I sald before"”

Later In the afternoon Booth came
face to face with Hetty. He was de-
scending the gtalss and met her com-
ing up. The sun streamed In through
the tall windows at the turn in the
staire, shinlng full in her uplifted faco
as she approached him from below,
He could not repress the start of
amasement. She was carrying a box
of roses in her arms—red roses whose

-

that's all.

“Enchanting!” Said He, Almost Too
Loudly.

stems protrnded far beyond the end
of the pasteboard box and reeked of
a fragrant dampness,

8he gave him a shy, startled smils
as she passed. He had stopped to
make room for her on the turn. Some-
what dazed, he continued on his way
down the steps, to suddenly remember
with a twinge of dismay that he had
not relurned her polite smile, but had
stared at her with most unblinking
fervor. In no little shame and em-
barrasament he sent a swift glance
over his shoulder. She was walking
close to the banister rall on the floor
above. As he glanéed up their eyes
met, for she too had turned to peer,

Leslie Wrandall was standing pear
the foot of the stalrs. There was an
eager, axalted look in his face that
slowly gave way to wellassumed un.
concern am his friend enme upon him
and grasped his arm,

(TO BR CONTINUEDY
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