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PROLOGUE.
Lovers of Romance, affention!
Here's a story you will like. It
tells of mystery under the dreamy

moon of the Pacific islands and |

of love in the shady lanes of New
England—and what more can a
story reader want? The mystery,
of course, is introduced early in
the tale, and the -love=- follows
close after. Together they go
hand in hand through the pages
of the story, never partfing com-
pany until the=- final chapter.
There the mystery departs, bul
the love remains.

You know, of course, about the
author, Lloyd Osbourne. He
learned how to write in a worthy
school, for he is a stepson of
Robert Louis Stevenson. And no
preater story teller than the latter
ever lived.

CHAPTER VL
Lovers,

HE end had come; he was hold
g ont his hand: be was say-

I ing over and for

ever quite forever.

goodhy; all

Na, hot

I.e inz that he had sent away his
bugzy, Miss Marshall offered to walk
with him as far gs the tennis courts.
flie volunteered this in spite of rather
a sharp look from her father, and 2
request that hed the gquality of a com-
mand, not to stay out too Jong

Side by gide, Matt and she walked

together, both silent till the house was
left

“What's the matter?” Miss Marshall
st “You've been so differ-
ent todav—eo changed. 1 couldn’t make
it out, ond. and”

“And what® f1

behind

asked nt Io

quired Matt

“It hort me a little. 1 thought you
mizht be glad—gzind to come, ¥you
Enow."”

“] was giad to ecome.”

“Poor fellow—]1 suppose youn have to
say that.”

“I Enew I was dull and disappoint-

ing, and the more [ tried the duller lﬂ

got. and—that's It, if you want to
kr]l'l“- e
She moved closer to him, and an-

with & shade of relief in her
voice, that he was a very foolish per-
gon. He hadn't been a bit duil, nor
disa the idea! But did not
seem himseif, that was all, and mopy.
Dreadfully mops

“It's becanse I'm going away tomor-
row." “Because”—and he
faltered at anrthing so outright—*be-
cause I'll never see you again.”

There was a pause.

*You mustn’'t,” she murmured at
last. *I don't want you to go away.”

‘But 1 have "

“Oh, youn have to?®™

questioningly.,

1 (-i.'“"l-l!

phainting

he said

she repeated
*“To o things—to start in seriously.”
He could not say mules. Mules stack
in hiz thront.
“But how does that mean never see-

ing me ngain? That's what you sald.
wasn't it
“It's hard to explain; you wouldn't

understand.™
don't
o
think that ron
“That 1 loved you?*
“Oh, no, no, not that: that would be

“No, 1 suppose I wonld.” she
was foolish enough to

as=zonteyl

that von"—

“But I do

He walked along, grimly, stiffiv, in a
fary with everything. “That's why 1
wns on such pins and needles up
there™ e broke out passionately. *1
had no right there, and 1 kpew it

ulter hopelessness of it
away with the fow
and try to do s
mioney. if 1
my ex Mors
A
am

I have to go
thousands I have
mething—work—earn
succeaded bevomd all
You would be as in-
r—as unattainnble. 1
nolb the dirt under
your feet. You wonder why T was so
dull, stupid—I was grinding to
pleces, if yon want to know: ves, grind-
inz to pleces and almost hating you!*
“If T felt like that about anvhody I'd
gtny.” she excinimed breathlessly. “1

H
nectath
reessible as eve
nothing, wlv

=

wonkin't give anvbody else a chance.
I think If T really loved anybody I
would kill them first™

Matt turned and cauzht her 9“{"»“7""‘."
by the shoulders, those siender. zirl®h

Ehonlders, and held her out at arm's
lenzih in a vise. “You would, would
Foul™ he eried. “Don’t tempt me. or 1
will! I give you your choice. I told

ror1 1 would go
the one

chovse!™

It's for rou to choose,

wayr or the other. Choose,
But his revulsion was as swift as his
act. He let her 2o, stricken at her pal-
lor, her gasp of paln—apnalied and in-
coberently aeeful, He smoothed
hes dress with his biz hands: he was

2 :
1
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Fatee=r s i &TI7rs et e

quaverad
through a

he
het

hiur, tremblng, swavine

Every look at yon drove it home—the |

| de—ants “wikth Ty basdtennie in
she recovered he waited for his sen-
tence, his doom. He had transgressed
the lest law and mizht be thankful if
she even spoke to him again. Perhaps
she would turn away without a word.
and that wounld be the end.

When she did speak it was not to an-
nihllate him at all. It was all her own
fanlt, she seid tremuleously smiling.

“That's wha? a'ways happened when
{ you goaded elemental people—great,
| big. rough, elemental people. They
| grabbed you in their great, big, rough,
{ elemental way aund shook the curl out
| of your hair, wanting you to choose.
| As though anybody could choose while
| being shaken like a rat! And what
was she to choose, anyhow? Would
he please tell her like an ordinary,
grownup, unelemental person?”

Matt was more abashed than if the
heavens had opened with thunderbolts.
He bhad expected thunderbolts, and in
a sort of way had braced himself to
receive them; but he had no armor
agninst these teasing shafts. He col-
ored to the ears and was acutely em-
barrassed, wincing at every allusion to
his outrageous condnct. She seemed
to enjoy making hlm wince—found a
wicked zest in it. Evervthing he said
was gently ridiculed. That he should
be in love with her was apparently the
most ridiculous thing of all. She re

ferre«l to his word “choose™ and
tangled up all his blurting explana-
tions.

*“Men are all egoists,” she said cruelly,
“and the contempt yvou have for us is

=
Sankand,
“it's for you to choose.”

really disheartening. To you we're all
little niunies without the least will of
our own—just Iaid out on the sideboard
like prizes at & bridge party. It has
never dawned on you that I bave any
courage, any individuality—now, has
¥l

Matt vehemently protested that she
had both—lots of both—ull be was ab-
ruptly cut short.

*No, no,” she saild. *“To you I'm just
a charming kKttle drawing room orna-
ment, sparkling in the firelight—just a
dear little noodle that you'd like to put
in a crate and take home with yon—
and you're horribly misernble because
you can't and somebody else may—
noodle having no voice in the matter
at all, omnly rather hoping that the
crate will be padded with pink silk—
that being the limit of her poor little
noodle intelligence. The last thing to
occur to you is that I'm a woman, with
a head of my own and a heart of my
own, able to take my place at a man's
side and work and fight with him."

She stopped, flushing and overcome.
*“That's what 1 meant when I said
you mustn't go,” she added pitecusly.
“Can't you see?”

Matt was less backward than stun-
ned. He must have misunderstood;
he could not believe it. It was only
when her hands went to her face and
her head bowed in an extremity of
shame that comprehension really flash-
ed on him. He pulled away ber hands,
incredulous still, yet mad with joy—
pulled them away and kissed her on
the lips, her burning. averted lips—
agrin and agnin and again, insatiable
of her young beauty, and inflamed by
a resistance that was no resistance at
all, but the pnnting, shaking and al-
most terrified surrender of a woman to
the man she loved.

“]1 hold you fo it,” he whispered. 1
hold you to every word You said. 1
love you, and you love me, and nothing
on earth shall ever separate us!™ Then,
obeving ber stified entreaty. he re-
leased her. and the pair gazed at each
other in the deepening dusk., awed,
struck to silence, and somehow at one
with the trees, the sky, and all nature
of which ther, too, were one, and at
whose altar they vowed themselves to
ench other and received the bension
of the stars.

Matt would have clasped her again
In his arms, but.she gently resisted.
He was to go, she said,. Had he not
taken enough alreadsy? Was she not
s0 speut that to take more wonld kil
her? DBesides, she wished to be alone
—tno nestle to her heart the sweetest
moment of her life. without even that
great big bhim to disturb Lier. He was
such a disturber! He would kiss her
aguin and she would lose nll the others
—thuse precions first ones that wonld
alwars be the dearest. No, he wans to
gn. Please, he was to go. Please, it
waus a favor.

He perceived that she was in earn

gvertine her ovos opd sivine them Ut'! back. her tears—thosc tesrs which it
—— — —

e<t. aud somerhipz told him, moreorer, |

uln;?.inn'.u?"-l'lul'_’ she was with difficalty bolding

would be a sacrilege for himm fo share.
So, manfully, and with a quickening
perception. he made no further demaur.
but torned and left her. looking back
once to wave hls hand. and to take
one last look.

But she loved him. That was all his
dizzy head could hold. She loved him.
Christine Marshall loved him. She wag
willing to strip herself of everything to
follow him the wide werld over. Noth-

ing could matter now, nothing coula
burt bim. Chris loved him!

He had completely forgotten the
frock coat person, he of the silk hat
and the beard and subdued masterful-
ness, who had eclung to his front wheel
with agitated pertinacity bardly three
hours before. Matt was reminded of
his existence by finding him on Mrs.
Sattane’s front porch, wearly blocking
the road to supper. By all rights the
stranger should have been excessively
annoyved, but on the contrary he was
suavity itself, rising at Matt's ap-
proach and greeting bhim with formi-
dable politeness.

Might he take the liberty of repeat-
ing his request to see Mr. Broughton in
private? Might he, without undue in-
sistence, remind Mr. Broughton of the
very serious issues at stake and the
need—the very great need—of expedi
tion? After three hours of waiting wa
he not entitied to an Immediate inte
view—an immediate interview in pri-
vate? No, it need not be long. In some
aspects it was a very simple affair—a
proposal on the part of certain prin-
cipals, an acceptance—er—it was to be
hoped, on Mr. Broughton's.

Apulogizing for having no better
place to offer. Matt led the stranger |
upstalrs to his bedroom, where. after;
lighting the single gas jet, he offered
him a chair and himself took a seaton |
the bed. |

“Now. what's your name?” asked |
Matt, lighting his pipe and throwing |
out his long legs.

The stranger somewhat stammering-
Iy replied that he might be called Mr.
Kay, though whether he meant K-a-y |
or merely the letter K was left Ob-l
scure.

“Well, Mr. Kay,”™ continued Matt,
“let's get one thing understood right |
off. I nm not 8 Kanaka king, and 1
haven't apy islands, or money, or sub-
jects, or fieets, or pearling beds or any-
thing. If yon have the least miscon-
ception of that kind about me the soon-
er yvou get rid of it the better.”

“You refer doubtless to those news-
paper accounts?’ inquired the stranger.

Matt nodded.

“Yes, all that rot.” be sald.

“Bm familinr with them,” olserved
the stranger. drawing up close to the |
bed. “Perhaps I'm also more familiar
with the actunal facts than vou will
credit. Circumstances have forced me |
to acquaint myself with them—to sep- |
arate the wheat from the chaff, from
a vast deal of chaff,” he added un-|
bendingly. *“Well. well, now to busi-|
ness.” With that he produced Irum’
his pocket a small, flat object wrapped
in tizsspe paper. Divesting it of itg'
covering, he passed a little ivory minia-
ture to Matt. “Do you happen to rec-
ognize that person?’ he asked. |

Matt took it with surprise, for it wasl
rimmed with diamonds and backed
with gold lilke an unwieldy brooch—
with a surprise that changed to cown-
sternation as he behield the unmistaka-
ble face of John Mort. It was a face
younger by twenty years thnn the |
John Mort he had known, smoother|
and more rounded and with the hair
altogether biack; a flattering picture,
much too pink ard prettified and
ryouthfully handsome for even the orig-|
inal at the age it represented him.
3ut it was John Mort just the same. |
He could have picked it out of a rm»ru-i
ful of miniatures, a whole gallery—|
John Mort, staring up at him from a|
circlet of dinmonds, with an imperions|
air that somehow had been canght
while all the rest was falsified by the
obsequious artist.

Chills ran down Matt's back. It was
as though he were detected in a erime.
He was thankful for the poor light
that must bave screened his expression
of dismay, for all Mort's warnings
were now upon him In a torremt—and
his own promises, his own pledged
word. HHere was what John Mort had
feared—*“ithe wolves,” he had ealled
them—in a veice he had lowered even
there, apprebensive still on that lost
reef. in those lost and lonely seas
The heavy lidded eyes took on a new
and ominous significance as Matt felt
their glance on him. What evil were
they meditating? What was their sin-
{ster purpose in seeking him out to be-
tray his friend?

He returned the miniatore, speaking |
as he did so with his pipe in his
mouth—n subterfuze he had found use-
ful before, especially when under fire— |
real fire—bullets, 1t is the mouth that
tells secrets, and that in other ways
than words, A pipe is a help, It|
hides agitation and suggests uncon-|
cern.

“Well. what about it? snid Matt
throuzb his teeth.

“I nsked If you recognized him?

“Seen this person before. deo yon |
mean? No, 1 dou't know who he is |
Why, do you expect me to?” |

The stranger was not at all nonplas
ed. It was disconcerting how ecoolly
he took the announcement. e care |
fully replaced the miniature in his
pocket, remarking that it was “a pity." !

“I've sompthing here that may fresh.
en vour recollection,” he went on. pro-
ducing a wallet, and from the wallet
a thick roll of notes. Thulling np his
chair so close to the bed that his knees
touched it, he began to sprecd gre-pn-l
backs on the coverlet as thouzh en-
gaged in a singular came of patience
A row of six. another row of six, a
third row of six. and Mntt. amazed.
perceived that they were in denomina.
tions of $1,0900 esach.

“My God™ he cried
you—a mint?”

“What are
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The stranger, with a gleam of vellow
teeth and the first smile he had per-
mitted himself, completed a fourth
row from a packet that was yet far
from exhausted Then he stopped and
snid: “No, not a mint. Merely a per
son who seeks a little informuation.
and Is very willing to pay for it™

Matt eyved the seried notes—81.000,
£1.000, $1.000 In a green and over
whelming profusion: £1.000, £1.000, £1.
M0 vp and down, with more tizhtly
clasped in those stubby fingers. If
anything, the sight stimulated ull the
obstinacy in him, enbancing his loysl-
ty and determination iu proportion to
the bribe. But it would not do to af
fect unconcern. It would be bad pol
icy to convey the impression that he
could talk if he would. Excited in-
nocence was the part that he ought to
play—eager, covetous, astounded inno-
rence.

“Twenty-four thousand dollars!” he
exclaimed. “Would jyou really give
me that for recognizing a man? Just
for looking at his picture and saying.
That's Walter Jones or William Riley?
Why, bless you, 1I'd do it for a guarter
of that—for a single one!”
up one of the greenbacks as he spoke
and smoothed it out lovingly on bis
Enee.
he said. *People aren't paid for thet
kind of thing."

“They will be in this instance.,” re
turned Mr. Kay. “We are desirous of
finding—er—Walter Jopes and are wilk
ing to go to vonsiderable lengths for
puy information regarding him and his

preseunt whereabouts, Thiat money |
there, Alr. Broughton, {8 but the half

of what I'm asuthorized to offer you.
Think it over a bit, Mr. Broughton.

Fifty thousand dJdollars for flve min-
utes of—sincerity.”
“My desr man,” observed Matr,

| “why pot make it fifty millions while

you are about it? 1 haven't the faiut
est potion whom your picture repre
sents—not the slightest, believe me. 1
wouldn't know him from Adam if he
came in this minute”

*1s that your last word ¥

“It's all I Enow, if that's what you
mean."”

“0Oh, come, come! What's the use of
deunyving you could tell if you wanted
to? 1'm not a child to be hoodwinkedl.
There isn't o visit of yours to 8ydney
or San Francisco that we haven't
traced. You were no trader. You
were in the employ of—well—that in-
dividual we are seeking. You have to
admit it, and, once admitted, we have

| a basls for negotiations.”

Matt pufled at bhis pipe and finally
remarked that it was all Greek to him
“The ship was Tembinok’s,” he
went on, “old Tembinok’'s, the king of
Apemamsa, you know, aud he sent me

off in her originally to buy rifles at
something like a white price fut 1
was bonest with him and made her

pay, carryving coprah shell and that,
and so bhe kept me oop till 1 lost her
this winter."

o1. MARY'S GUILD TO HOLD
A CHRISTMAS SHOP

e Continued.

The ladies of =t. Marv's Guild
will hold a Christna=s shop in Lhe
Hotel Riley block on Friday aod
Salurdavy, Decomber 5 and 6, a
which time all manner of damixs
and choiece zilts for Lhe Christ-
mas season will be offered Lo
<iale, This will be a splendid |
chanece o seCcure solie elolee ar-
ticles for gilts and will doublless
be laken advanlaze of by Lhe peo-
Jrie o] this s=eclion of the connly,
as last vear the Chrisjmas shop

spucce=sTful.
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MORE BOTTLES SOLD EACH
YEAR.

It is easy
increasing number of batlles of
Foley's Honey and Tar Compound
is sold yearly, Thos, Verran, 286
Edward Sireei, Houghton, Mich.,
gives an excellent when
he writes: “Foley's Honey

reason

and

| Tapr Compound has always proven

an effective remedy, quickly
lieving {ickling in the Lthroal, and
stopping the cough wilth ne bad
after effects.” For sale by all

druggisls,

You may rely upon your sales
being properly looked
after by

AMOS ISKE
AUCTIONEER

who has had many years ex-
perience in the ring, and has
always maintained the reputa-
tion of securing the high-dol-
lar for all goods and stock
placed in his care. Numerous
sales have been successfully
conducted in this county.
Dates can be made at this of-
fice or by writing—
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