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delicate tinting of her hoo. the dainty |

line of cheek and chin and ear, the
sweep of her dark lashes, and the
ripple of her brown hair, as he tried
to converse easily with her, as an old
friend might.

At length the Judge turned to the
girl and said:

“Miss Remington, you remind me
strongly of a_young woman who was
@ my oiice this aiterboon.® -

The delicate color flickered out of
the girl’'s face entirely, leaving even
her Tips white, but she lifted her dark
eyes bravely to the kindly blue ones,
and with sweet dignity baffled the
guestioned recognition in his look.

“Yes, you are so much like her
tkat I would think you were—her sis-
ter perhaps, if it> were not for the
name,” Judge Blackwell went on.
“She was a most interesting and
beautiful young lady.” The old gen-
tleman bestowed upon the girl a look
that was like a benediction. “Excuse
me for speaking of it, but her dress
was something soft and beautiful, like
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Miss Remington Was Seated Next to
Dunham.

yours, and seemed to suit her face.
I was deeply interested in her, al-
though until this afternoon she was a
stranger. She’came to me for a emall
matter of business, and after it was
attended to, and before she received
tii2 papers, she disappeared! She had
rcaoved her hat and gloves, as she
was obliged to wail some time for
certain matters to be looked up, and
these she-left behind her. The hat
fe covered with long, handsome
plumes of the color of rich cream
in coffee.” ;

Young Dunham glanced down at
the cloth of the girl's gown, and was
startled to find the same rich creamy-
coffee tint in its silky folds; yet she
did not show by so much as a flicker
of an eyclash that she was passing
under the keenest inspection.

“Why should she want to disap
pear?” The question was asked coolly
and with as much interest as a
stranger would be likely to show.

“l cannot imagine,” said the old
man speculatively. “She apparently
had health cud happiness, if one may
judge from her appearance, and she
eame to me of her own free will
on a matter of business. Immediately
after her dizsapncarance, two well-
drezeed men entcred my office and
inquired for her. One had an intel-

leetual head, but looked hard and.

crucl; the other was very handsome—
&nd disagreeable. When he could not
fnd the yourg lzdy, he laid claim
1> Ler hat, but I had it locked away.
1 ow could I know that man was her
friend or her relative? I intend to
keen that hat until the Young woman
lierself elaims it. I have nct had any-
tiing happen that has so upset me
in years.”

“You don’t thiz: any harm has
come to her?” questioned the girl.

“I cannot think what harm could,
and yet—it is very strange. She was
about the age of my dear daughter
when she died, and I cannot get her
out of ber mind. When you firset 2p-
pcared in the doorway you gave mo
quite 2 etart. I thought you were she,
If'T ean find any trace of her, I mean
to investigate this matier. I have a
feeling that that girl needs a friend.”

“1 am sure she would be very happy
to have a friend like you,” said the
girl, and there was scmething in.the
eyes that were raised to his that
made the Judge's heart glow with
edmiration,

“Thonk yor,” sald he warmly.
“That js ozt kind of you. But per
haps she has found & better friend by

. this time. ‘I hope eo.”

“Or one as kind,” she suggested in
a low vecica, , y
, The comversation.then became gen-
eral, and the girl did not look-up for

| suceeed in making her think so.

begrudge her to us for a few minutes,
I promise you that you shall have
your innings aftsrwards."

Then, without aty warning and ut-
terly against his will, this young man
of much experience and self-contro!
blushed furlously, and was glad enough
when the door closed behind WMrs.
Bowman.

Mizz P-minetcr waltad ipto the
drawing rcom with a steady step, but
with a rapidly beating beart. Her real
ordeal had now come. She cast about
In her mind for subjects of conversa-
tion which should forestall unsafe
topics, and_intuitively sought the pro
fection of the judge's wile. But lmme
diately she saw her hostess making
straight for the little Chippendale
thair beside her.

“My dear, it is too lovely,” she be-
gan. “So opportune! Do tell me how
long you have known Tryon?”

The giri caught her breath and gath-
ered her wits together. She looked up
shyly into the pleasant curious eyes
of Mrs. Bowman, and a faint gleam
of mischief came into her face.

“Why—" Her hesitation seemed
only natural, and Mrs. Bowman de-
cided that there must be something
very special between these two. “Why,
not 8o very long, Mrs. Bowman—not
es long as you have known him.” She
finished with a smile which Mrs. Bow-
man decided was charming.

“Oh, you sly child!” she exclaimed,
playfully tapping the round cheek with
her fan. “Nid you meet him when he
was abroad this summer?” .

“Oh, no, indeed!” said the girl,
lavghing now in spite of herself. “Oh,
no; it was after his return.”

“Then it must have been in the
Adirondacks,” went on the determined
interlocutor. - “Were you at—" But
the girl interrupted her, She could not
afford to discuss the Adirondacks, and
the sight of the grand piano across

-| the room had given her an idea.

“Mr. Dunham told me that you
would like me to play eomething for
you, as your musician friend has failed
you. I shall be very glad to, if it will
help you any. What do you care for?
Something serious or something gay?
Are you fond of Chopin, or Beethoven,
or something more modern?”

Scenting a possible musical prodigy,
and desiring most earnestly to give
her guests a treat, Mrs. Bowman ex-
claimed in enthusiasm:

“Oh, how lovely of you! I hardly
dared to ask, as Tryon was uncertain
whether you would be willing. Sup
pose you give us something serious
now, and later, when the men come in,
we'll have the gay music. Make your
own choice, though I'm very fond of
Chopin, of course.”

Without another word, the girl
moved quietly over to-the piano and
took her seat. For just a moment her
fingers wandered caressingly over the
keys, as if they were old friends and
she were having an wunderstanding
with them, then she began a Chopin
Nocturne. Her touch was firm and vel
vety, acd ehe brought out a belllike
tone from the instrument that made
the little company of women realize
that the player was mistress of her
art. Her graceful fingers and lovely
head, with its simple ripples and
waves of halr, were more noticeable
than ever as she eat there, controlling
the exquisite harmenles. Even Mrs.
Blackwell stopped fanning and looked
interested. Then she whispered to
Mrs, Bowman:
girl. That's a pretty plece she's play-
Ing.” Mrs. Blackwell was sweet and
commonpiace and old-fashioned.

Mrs. Parker Bowman sat up with a

her eyes. She began to plan how she
might keep this acquisition and ex-
ploit her among her friends. It was
her delight to bring out new features
in her ewtertainments.

“We shall simply keep you playing
until you drop from weariness,” she
arnounced ecstatically, when the last
wailing, sobbing, soothing chord had
died away; and the other ladies mur
mured, “How delightful!” and whis
pered their approval.

The girl smiled and rippled into a
Chopin Valse, under cover of which
those who cared to could talk in low
tones. Afterwards the musician dashed
into the briliant movement of a Beet-
hoven Sonata, :

It was just as she was beginning Ru-
binstein’s . exquisite tone portrait,
I{.n.menhoi-()st:mw. that the gentlemen
came in. - X

Tryon Dunham had had his much de-
sired talk with the famous judge, but
it bad not been gbout law,

They had been drawn together by
mutual consent, §ach discovering that
the other was watching the young
stranger as ehe left the dining room.

“She is charming,” sald the old man,
cmilirg into the face of the younger.
“Is she an intimate friend?”

“I—I hope s0,” etammered Dunham.
“That is, I should like to have her
consider me so.”

. “Ah!" gaid the old man,
into the other’s cyes with a

deep
kindly
ant experiences of his own. “You are
a fortunate fellow. 1 hepe you may

‘you know, she interests me
‘most young women, and in
1 cannot disconneet her with an
currence which happened in my
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1 morrow,” said the judge.

“A very sweet young [

pink glow in her cheeks and a light in |’

smile, as if he were recalling pleas-

~“There i8 a freight elevator just op-
posite that left door of my office,
somehow I cannot but think it had
something to do with the girl’s diup-;
pearance, although the door 'was
slosed and the elevator was down on
The cellar floor all the time, as nearly
a8 I can find out.”

The young man asked eager ques-
tlons, feeling in hie heart that the
story might in some way explain the
mystery of the young woman in the
sther room.

“Suppose you stop in the officé™ to-
“Perhaps
you’ll get a glimpsSe of her, and then
mear me out in the statement that
she’s like your friend. By the way,
vho is making such exquisite musie?
Suppose we go and investigate. Mr.
Bowman, will you excuse uve if we fol-
iow the ladies? We are anxious to
2ear the music at closér range.”

The other men rose and followed.

The gir! did not pause or look up
18 they came in, but played on, while
he company listened with the most
sapt and wondering look. She was
playing with an empressement which
rould not fzil to command attention.

Tryon Dunham, standing just behind
:he judge, was transfixed with amaze-
ment. That this delicate girl could
bring forth such &n entrancing volume
of sound from the instrument was a
great surprise. That she was so ex-
juisite an artist filled him with a kind
of intoxicating elation—it was as
‘hough she belonged to him.

At last she played Liszt's brilliant
Hungarian Rbapsody, har slender
hands taking the tremendous chords
and octave runs with a precision and
rapidity that seemed inspired. The
final crash came in a shower of liquid
jewels of sound, and then she turned
to look at him, her one friend in that
company of strangers.

He could see that she had been play-
Ing under a heavy strain. Her face
iooked weary and flushed, and her eves
were brilliant with feverish excite
ment. Those eyes seemed to be plead-
Ing with him now to set her frce from
the kindly scrutiny of these good-
hearted, curious strangers, They gath-
ered about her in delight, pouring
their questions and praises upon her.

“Where did you study? With some
great master, I am sure. Tell us all
about yourself. We are dying.to know,
and will sit at your feet with great
delight while you discourse.”

Tryon Dunham interrupted these
disquieting questions, by drawing his
watch from his pocket with apparent
hasty remembrance, and giving a well
feigned exclamation of dismay.

“I'm sorry, Mrs. Bowman; it 18 too
bad to interrupt this delightful eve-
ning,” he apologized; “but I'm afraid
if Miss Remington feels that she must
take the next train, we shall have to
make all possible speed. Miss Rem-
ington, can you get your wraps on in
three minutes? Our carriage is prob
ably at the door now.”

With a look of relief, yet keeping up
her part of dismay over the lateness
of the hour, the girl sprang to her feet,
and hurried away to get her wraps, in
spite of her protesting hostess. Mrs.
Bowman was held at bay with eweet
expressions of gratitude for the pleas
ant entertainment. The great black
picture hat was settled becomingly on
the small head, the black clodk thrown
over her gown, and the gloves fitted
on hurriedly to hide the fact that they
were too large. B

“And whom did you say you studied
with?" asked the keen hostess, deter
mined to be able to tell how great a
guest she had harbored for the eve
ning.

“Oh, is Mr. Dunham calling me, Mrs,
Bowman? You will excuse me for
hurrying off, won’t you? And it has
been so lovely of you to ask me—per-
fectly delightful to find friends this
way when I was a stranger.”

She hurried toward the stairway and
down the broad steps, and the hostess
had no choice but to follow her,

The other guests crowded out into
the hall to bid them good-by and to tell
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-Drew a Little Apart From the Rest

the girl how much they had enjoyed
the music. *Mrs. Blackwell insisted
upon kissing the smooth cheek of the
young musician, and whispered in
her ear: “You play very nicely, my

CHAPTER 1L  u
Dunham hurried her off ...:tf the
good-bys of the company, in a

,

shrank back in fear. It was momen-
tary, but the minds of the two were
brought baek to the immediate neces-
sities of the occasion.

“Now, what may I do for you?
dsked Dunhsm in a quiet, business-like
tone, as if it were his privileze and
right to do ali that was to be dome.
“Have you thought where you would
like to go?”

“I have not been able to do much
thinking. It reguired all my wits to
act with the present. But I know that
I must not be any further trouble to
you. You have done more already
than anyone could expect. If you can
have the carriage stop In some quiet,
out-of-the-way street where I shall nc’
be noticed, I will get out and relieve
you. If I hadn't been so frightened
at first, I should have had more sense
than to burden you this way. I hope
some day I shall be able to repay your
kindness, though I fear it is too great
ever to repay.”

“Please don't talk in that way,” said
he protestjngly. “it lias been a pieac
uro to do the little that I have done.
and you have more than repaid it by
the delight you have given me and my
friends. I could not think of leaving
you until you are out of your trouble,
and if you will only give me a little
hint of how to help, T will do my ut
most for you. Are you quite sure you
were followed? Don’t you think you
could trust me enough to tell me a lit
tle more about the matter?”

She shuddercd visibly.

“Forgive me,” he murmured.
it distresses you. Of course it is un-
pleasant to confide in an utter
stranger. I will not ask you to tell me
I will try to think for you. Suppcs:
wWe go to the station and get you 2
ticket to eomewhere. Have vou any
preferenée? You can trust me not to
.tell anyone where you have gone, can
you not?"'  There was a kind rebuke
in his tone, and her eyes, as she lifted
them to his face, were full of tecars.

“Oh, I do trust you!” she cried, dis
tressed. “You must not think that
but—you do not understand.”

Then she added suddenly:

“But I cannot buy a ticket.
no money with me, and I—"

“Don’t think of that for an instant
I will gladly supply your need. A lit
tle loan should not distress you.”

“But I do not know when I shall be¢
able to repay it,” she faltered, “un
less"—she hastily drew off her glove
and slipped a glittering ring from hey
finger—"“unless’ you will let this pa3
for it. I do not like to trouble you so
but the stone is worth a good deal.”

“Indeed,” he protested, “I couldn’|
think of taking your ring. Let me dc
this. It is suchk & small thing. I shail
never miss it. Let it rest until yo:
are out of your trouble, at least.”

“Please!” she insisted, holding ouf
the ring. “I shall get right out of thi:
carriage unless you do.”

“But perhaps some cne gave you the
ring, and you cre attached to it

“My father,” she answered briely
“and he would want me to use it this
way.” She presscd the ring into his
hand almost impatiently.

“I will keep it until
again,” he said Lindly.

“You need not do that, for I shall
not claim it,” she declared. *“You arc
at liberty to sell it. I know it is wortk
a good deal.”

“I shall certainly keep it until [ an
sure you do not wart it yourself,” he
repeated. “Now let us talk about this
journey o} yours. We are almost at
the station. Have you any preference
as to'where you go? Have you friends
to whom you could go?”

She shook her head.

“There are trains to New York avery
hour almost.” y

“Oh, no!” she gasped in a frikhtencd
tone.

And to Washington often.”

"I should rather not go to Washing
ton,” she breathed again,

“Pittsburgh, Chicago?” he hazarded

“Chicago wil! do,” she asserted with
relief. Then the carriage stopped be
fore the great slation, ablaze with
light and threlbing with life.

He hurried her through the statiop
and up to the ladice’ waiting room,
where he found a qulet corner and a
large rocking-chalr, in which he placed
her so that she might look out of the
-great window uron the panorama of
the evening strect, and yet be thor
ougly screened from aijl intruding
glances by the big leather and brass
screen of the “Isdics’ bocthlack.”

He was gone fGfiecn mizutes, during
which the giri 52t guictly in her chair,
yet alert, every nerve strained. At
any moment the mass of faces she wos
* watching might reveal one whom she
dreaded to sec, or o detective might
place his hand upon her shouldcr with
a quiet “Come with me.”

When Dunham exme back, the nery-
ous start slie gave showed him how
tense and enxious had been her mind.
He studied her lovely face undor the
great hat, and noted the dark shadows
beneath her eyes. He felt that he
must do something to relieve her. It
was unbearable to him that this young
girl should be adrift, friendless, and
apparently a victim to some terrible
fear. ;

Drawing ap 2 chair beside her, he
began talking about her ticket.

“You mugt remember I was utterly
at your mercy,” she smiled sadly. “I
slmply Bad to let you help me.”

“I should be glad to pay double for
the pleasure vyou kave given me in al-
lowing me to help sou,” he said.
Just at that moment g boy ir a blua
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