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remember  Mre,
\hl' s led,

T mimat Gralinm's
wiarning,” “Noun haven't lo-
vented thiv n<toni<hing story just to
entertain wme, Mr, Lestor?”

“On my word, 10, I re:ponded a lit-
ve tterly, I only wish 1 had!”

“There!  she snid  contritely, “I
stould o't bave doubted, forgive me,
Mr. Lester. Only It scemed so fantas-
Hie, 8o lmprobable”—

“It is fantastie,' I assented, “but, un-
fortunately, It is trué, We must keep
un eye on M, Martigny, or Bethune.”

“Whicl is his real nume?"”

“Those are the only ones [ know,
vt I doubt If either is the true one,"”

Royce and Mrs. Kemball joined us
a moment later, and we sat watching
thie low, distant Long Island shore un-
til the gong summoned us to lunch,
A word to the steward had secured us
onue of the gmall tables In an alcove nt
the gide.  Our first meal at sen was
# merry one, Mr, Royee seeming In
such spirits that 1 was more than ever
determined not to distarb him with the

nowledge of Martigny's presence.

As the moments passed my fears
sceed more and more uncalled for.
It was quite possible, 1 told myself,
thit I had been making a bogy of my
own imaginings. The Frenchman did
not appenr in the saloon, and after-
ward an inguiry of the ship's doetor |
developed the fact that he was seri-
ously ill and guite unable to leave his
Eiateroom.

1 may as well confess at once that [
wias seasick, It eame next morning,
ten minntes after I had left my berth,
not a violent sickness, but a faintness
and glddiness that made me long for
my berth agnin, hut Mr, Royce wounld
not henr of it, He got me out on deck
and into my chair, with the fresh
breeze blowing full in my face. There
wing a long line of chairs drawn up |
thore, and from the faeces of most of
thietr ocenpants 1 judged they were far
more miserable than 1.

After awhile the doetor eame down |
the line and looked at each of us, stop- '
ping for a moment’s chat.

“Won't yon =it down a minute, doe-
1or? 1 nxkedd when be came to me, umli
motioned to Mr. Royee's chair.,

“Why, you're not sick!" he protest-
ed, liughing

It wasn't about myself I wanted to
tnllk 1 osail. “How's your other pa-
tlent, the one who eame aboard lust?”

s face sobered in an instant,

“Alarfigny 1= his name,”™ he said, “and
Le's o very bad shape,  He must have
been desperately anxlous to get baek |
to France,  Why, he might have
dropped over dewd there on the gang
plank.”

“1's o disease of the heart ¥

“Yeou fur advanced. e ean't get )|
woll, of course, but he may live on
wdetinitely, if he's enreful”

s g2t contined to his bed 2"

“Oli, yes.  He won't leave it during
the voyuge if he takes my advice. He's
got o ive his heart just as little work
as possible or it throw up the job al-
Tozetbher.”

I turned the talk to other things,
awd oo few mwowents he went on
along his romuds, But 1 was not luuui

alone, for I saw Miss Kemball coming
towarnl e,

oxoomil de mer has laid its hand on
you, o, Mr Loester!" she eried. |

“Ouly o tinger,” 1 sald, “But o fingee
i cuough, Won't you tnke pity ou a
poor lundsman aud talk to him"

“Put that's reversing our positions!"
she protested, sitting down, neverthe
less, to my great satlsfaction, "It was
you who were to be the entertainer)
15 our Mephisto abroad yet?" she ask-
ed in a lower toue.

“Mephisto 18 still wrestling with hi4
heart, which, It seems, I8 searcely able
to furnish the blood necessary to keep
hitn going. The doctor tells me that
he'll probably spend the voyage abed.”

o there’ll be nothing for us to da
after all! Do you know, 1T was longing
to become a femnle Lecog!”

“Perhiaps  you iy still have the
chiunce,™ 1 sald gloomily, 1 doubt very
winch whether Mephisto will cousent
to remain innetive™

She clapped ber hands and nodded n
lnughing recognition to one of tha
pussing promennders,

“You're going to Parls, aren't you,
Miss Kemball?' 1 nsked.

“To Parls-—yes, You too?”

“We go first to Etretat,” I sald and
stopped as she leanad, laughing, back

in her chair. “Why, what's vrong with
that?' 1 demanded, 1n some astonish. |
ment.

“Wrong? Ob, nothing, Etretat's a
most delightful pluce—only it recalled
to me an amusiog wemory of how my
mother was one day scandalized there
by wome actresses who were bathlug

doctor and met him at the foot of the
snloon stairease,

“Mow Is Martigny, doctor?' 1 asked.

“Worse, 1 fear” he answered hur-
riedly, “He hax just gent for me."

“Which room hns he?"

“He's In 370, an outside room on the
upper deck,”

I went forward to the smoking room
and looked over the colored plan of the
ship posted there. A moment's inspec-
tion of It showed me how easily Mar-
tigny bhad eluded pursuit.  He had ouly
to walk twenty feet, open a door and
get Into bed again,

When T sat down next morning be-
side Miss Kemball shie eclosed her book
and turned to me with a very deter-

| mined alr,

But it's hardly the season for Etretat.'
The actresses have not yet arrived,
You'll tind it dull”

“"We will not stay there long,"” 1 said,
“But tell e about it

"Etretat,” sald my companion, *ls
a bohemian resort, It has a beach of
gravel where people bathe all day long.
When one's tired of bathing there are
the oliffs and the downs, and in the
evening there's the casino, You know
French, Mr, Lester?"

“Ob, 1 know the phrase made im
mortal by Mark Twaln,”

“rAvez-vous du vin?-—yes."

“Aud I think I also have n hazy rec-
ollection of the French equivalents for
bread and butter and cheese and ment.
We shan't starve. Besldes, 1 think Mr.
Royce can bhelp. He's been to France.”

“Of course—and bere he comes to
clialm his chalr.” .

“1 won't permit him to clalm it If
you'lli use it a little longer,” 1 protest.
ed.

“Oh, but I must be golug.” And she
arose, lnughing., “Have I been a sutis
factory entertalner’”

“More than satisfactory; I'll accept
no other.”

“But you won't need any at all after
this morning—I don't really belleve
you're ill now!"

Bhe nodded to Royee and moved
awny without waiting for my answer,

Sinturday, Sunday and Monday passed,
with only such loncidents to enliven
them as are common to all voynges,
but I saw that gulet and sea sir were
dolng thelr work well with my com-
panion and that he was steadily re |
gitining his normal health, so 1 felt
wore and more at liberty to devote my-
gelf to Miss iKemball, In such moments
as she would permit me, and 1 found |
her fasecination increasing in a ratlo
quite geometrical. Martigny was still
abed, und, so the ship's doctor told me, |
was lmproving very slowly.

It was Tuesdny evening that Mrs.
Kemball and her danghter joined us on
the promennde, and we found u seat In
the shadow of the wheelliouse and |
sat for a long time talking of many
things, watching the moonlight across
the water. At last we arose to re |
turn, and Royece and Mrs Kemball |
sturted on nhead,

“P'wo more days and we'll be at
Havre,” | said. “I'll be very sorry.”

“Sorry? I'd never have saspected
you of such a fondness for the ocean.”

“Oh, it's not the veean!™ 1 protested,
and-—what with the moonlight and the
soft night and the opportunity-—*the
e amd the place and the loved one,
all together”—would have uattered 1]
know not what folly had she not
gprung smddenly forward with a sharp
ery of alarm,

“Alr. Royce!” she eried, “Mother!”

They stopped and turned toward her
Just ns n henvy spar crashed to the
deck before them.

CHAI'TER XV. |
UNDERBRTOOD in a flash what had
happened and sprang up the stair

to the upper deck, determined to
have It out with our enemy once

for all. I searched it over thoroughly,
looking In and under the bonts and

beibinl fannels  amd  ventilators, but
conid discover no sign of any one,
When | got baek to the promenide a
Hitle crowd had gathered, attracted by
the nolse of the falllng spur, which a
dozen members of the erew were busy

! hoisting ek Into place,

“I o not see how those lashings
could have worked loose,” said the of-
ficer in charge,

I took a look at the lashings., They
Lad not been eut, as 1 expected to find
them, but had been untied, Martiguy
had doubtless worked at them while
we sat there talking.

“Well, luekily, there's no damage
done,"” observed Mr, Royee, with af-
focted lightness, “though it was a close
shave, If Miss Kemball hadn't called
to us the spar would have struck us” |

Mrs, Kemball ¢losed her eyes with a
giddy little gesture at the viglon the
words ealled up, and the otticer frown-
ed In chugrin and perplexity. Just then
the captaln came up, und the two step-
ped aside for a consultation In volees
g0 low that only an exelted word of
French was now and then audible, |
turned to Mise Kemball, who was lean:
Ing agulnst the rail with white face
and eyes large with terror,

“But It was not an accldent, Mr,
Lester,"” she whispered. *1 suw a man
leaning over the spar.”

I nodded, “1 don't doubt [t in the
lenst. But dou't tell your wother. It
will ounly alarm her needlessly., We'll
talk it over in the morning.”

She sald good night and led her moth-
er away toward thelr stateroom. I
went at once In search of the al:lp't.

| step.

Lhad findshed,

"OF eourse, Mr. Lester,” she began,
“if you think any harm ecan come from
telling me, 1 don't want yon (o say n
word, but 1 really think 'm entitled
to an explanation,”

“So do L' 1 agreed. “You've proved
yoursell' a better gunrd than 1. 1'd for-
gotten ol about  Muartigny., 1 was
thinking-—well, of something very dif-
fevent, 1 had no thought of danger,”

“Nor had 1" she sald quickly, “But
I chaneed to look up and see that dark
figure bending over them, and 1 erled

Lout, really, before 1 had time to think."

“1t was Just that which saved them.”

“Yes; but, oh, 1 could think arter-
ward! 1'd ounly to close my eyes last
night to see him there yet, peering
down at us, walting his opportunity,
And then, of course, 1 puzzled more or
less over the whole thing."

“You shuu't puzzle nny more," 1 sald,
Then 1 laid the case betore her, step by
She listened with clusped hands
and lntent face, not spenking till 1
Then she leaned back In
her chalr with o long sigh.

“Why, It's borrible!” she breathed.
“But you haven’t glven me your ex-
planation yet, Mr, Lester,"

“I haven't any explunation,” 1 said
helplessly. “1've bullt up half a dozen
theories, bat they've all been knocked
to pleces, one after the other. 1 don't
know what to think, unless Miss Hol-
lnday Is a vietim of hypnotism or de-
mentin of some kind.”

“Somcetimes slié's nice and at other
times she's horrid. 1t reealls *Dr. Jekyll
nnd Mr, Hyde," doesn't it?"

“Yeu, It does. Only, a8 1 say, such an
explunntion seems absurd.”

“There's one theory which might ex-
plain {t—part of it. 'erhaps it wasn't
Miss Hollnday at all who returned
from Washington square with the new
mald, Perhaps It was the other wowm-
nn, and the barred windows were real-
Iy to keep Misa Hollndny n prisoner.”

“But she wasn't there!” 1 protested.
“We saw her when we gave her the
money,"

“Yes, In a darkened room, with a
bandage about her forehead, so hoarse
she could searcely spenk.”™

I stopped a moment to conskder,

“Remember,  that  would  explain
something which admits of no other
reasonnble explanation,” went on my
compinion-“the barred windows amd
the bebavior of the prisoner,”

“Tt would explain that, certainly,” 1
admitted, though at first thought the
theory did not appenl to me, “Yon be-
lieve, then, that Miss Holladay was
foreibly abducted ¥

“TUndoubtedly. If her mind was go-
ing to give way at all it wonld have
done 2o at onee and not two weeks aft
er the tragesdy.””

“pPut If she had brooded over 1t," 1
objectd,

“Nhe wasn't brooding-—-at least she
hid censml to bromwd, You have Mr.
Royee's word and the butler's word
that she was geiting better, brighter—
quite like her old self again,
should she relapse?”

“I don't Know,” T suald helplessly.
“That affair last night has upset e s
that 1 can’t think clearly. 1 feel that
1 was enreless—that 1 wasn't doing my
doty."”

“1 ghouldn’t worry about It; though,
of course,” she added a lttle severely,
“yon've realized by this thme that you
#lone are to blame for Martigny's pres-
ence on the bont.™

“But I had to go to the Jourdains,”
I protested, “aud 1 couldn’t help their
golng to bhim, To have asked them not

[ o go would have made them suspect

e ol once.

“Oh, yes: but at least yon needn't
have sent them,  They might not have
gone at all-certainly they wouldn't
heve gone so promptly—if you hadn't
woent them.,'

“Sent them " 1 repeated, and stared
at ber in amazement, doubting If I
Lad heard aright,

“Yes, sent them,” she said again em-
phatieally. “Why do you suppose they
went to the hospltul so early the next
morning?"*

“I suppose they had become suspi-
clous of me."”

“Nonsense!  What possible reason
could they bhave for becoming sus-
plclous of you? On the contrary, they
went after the key to those padlocks
on the window shutters. Of course
Martigny had it."

For # moment I was (oo nonplused
to speak. 1 could only stare at her.

“Well, I was a fool, wasn't 17" I de-
manded tnally.  “To tiink that I
shouldu't have foreseen thut! 1 was
#o0 worked up over wy discovery that
night that I couldn’t think of anythiug
else, Of course, when they usked for
the key, the whole story came out."”

“I shouldn't blame myself too severe-

| time,

Why |

Health

Calumet makes
light, digestible
wholesome food.

Economy

Only one heap-
ing teaspoonful
is needed for one
quart of flour,

Iy, Inughed Miss Kembnll as she
looked at my rueful countenanece, *'I
myself think It's rather fortunate that
he's on the bont.”

“Fortunate! You dou't mean that!" |

“Precisely that.  Suppose the Jour-
dalns hado't gone to him, He'd bhave
left the hospltal anyway In two or
three days.  He Isn't the man to lie '
Innetive when he Knew  you  wera
searching for the fugitives, He'd have
returned then to his apartment next
to yours; your landlady wonld have
told him that you had sailed for Eu-
rope, nnd bhe had only to examine this
bout's passenger lst to discover your
nnme."

“Bat, at any rate,” 1 polnted out,
“he would still have been In Ameriea.
He couldn’t have caught us™

“He conldu't have enught you, but a
cablegram would have passed you In
mldocenn  wuarnlng  his  confederntes,
If they have time to concenl thelr pris-
oner, you'll never find her,  Your only
hope I8 In eatehing them unprepared,
And there's another reason—sinee he's
on the boat, you've another opportuni-
ty. Why not go and have a talk with
him--that battle of wits you were look-
ng forward to?”

“I'd thought of that,” T sald, "but
I'm afeald 1 conkdn't play the part.”

“The part?"

“Of seeming not to suspect him, It's
too great a risk.”

“The advantage would be on your
wlde,” she pointed out, “You could tell
him so many things which he already
kunows amd which he has no reason to
suspect you know he knows, It sounds
terribly involved, doesn’t it? But you

| nuderstand ¥

“Obh, yes; 1 understand.”

“And then It would be the natural
thing for you to look him up as soon
a8 yvou learned he was 1L To avold
him will be to confess that yon suspect
him."

“But his name lsn't on the passenger
list. If I hadn't happened to see him
a8 he came on board 1'd probably not
bave known it at all"

“PPerhaps he saw you at the same
"

“Then the fat's In the five,” 1 sald,
“If he knows 1 know he's on bhoard.
then Lie also knows that 1 suspect him
If he doesn’t know, why, there's uo
reason for him to think that 1’1 find 1t
out, unless he appears in the cabin,
which doesn't secm probable.”

“Perhnps yvou're right,” she admit
ted.  “There's no use 1aking any nn-
necessary risks. The thing appenlad
to we, 1 think I should enjoy a half
tiour's talk with Lhim, wmatehing my
wits agninst his."”

“Iint yours are brighter than mine,'
I pointed ont. “You've proved It pretty
cffeotunlly fo the lust few minutes,™

“No, T haven't. I've simply shown
you that you overlooked one lttle
thing. And I think you're right about

the dunger ‘of golng to Martlgny, Our
first «duty Is to Miss Holladay, We
musgt resene her before he can warn
his confederates to place her out of our
reach.”

The unstudied way in which she said
“our” tled me with an unreasoning
happiness,

“But why shonkl they bother with a
prisoncr at all? They didn't shrink
from striking down her father,”

“And they mny not shreink from strik
Ing her down at a favorable moment,”
she nnswered calmly. “It will be eas-
ier in France than in New York.”

My hands were trembling ot the
thought of it. If we should really be
too late!

“But 1 dou't belleve they'll go to such
extremes, Mr, Lester,” continued my
companion. *1 belleve you're golug to
find her and solve the mystery, My
theory doesn't solve I, you know; It
only makes it deeper. The mystery,
after all, is; Who are these people?
Why did they kill Mr. Holladay? Why
have they abducted his  davghter?
What Is thelr plot 7

Yoo 1 nssented. Aud again 1 had
noment of conlused perplesity.

“But after you fod her” she asked,
“what will rou do with her?"

“Io with her? Why, take her home,
of course.”

“But she'll very probably be broken
L]

Cote elder woman-—her mother?

OB soessrsssnnresns

down, perhaps even on the verge of
hysterin, You must bring her to us at
I'aris, Mr., Lesfer.”
I saw the wisdom of her words,
“Thut's very kind of you," [ sald,
“I nm sure Mr. Hoyee will ngree. But

, we have first to find her.”

1 was glad for my own sake too.
The parting of tomorrow would not,
then, be a Aunl one.

She left wme presently, and for an
hour or more I sat there and looked, In
every napect, at the theory she had sug-
gested,  Certainly there wus nothing
to disprove It, and yet, as she had sald,
it merely served to deepen the mys-
tery., Who were these people, | asked
myself ngain, who dared to play so bold
and desperate n gnme?  The Hlegitl
mite anughter might, of course, lm-
Larwreaba S Slol'a . but who was
Then
the Halson must have taken place In
France—ber necent wns not to be mis-
taken but in France Mr. Holladay
had been wlways with his wife,  Be-
sldes, the younger womin spoke Eng-
lish perfectly, True, shie had sald only
n few words—the hoarseness might
have been affected to coneeal a differ-
ence fn voice—but how explnin the
eller woman'a resemblance to Hiram
Holladay's daughter? Could they both
be legithmate?  But that was non-
sense, for Mrs, lHolladay had taken
Lier futo her life, hud loved her—

And Martigny? Who was he? What
was hix connection with these women?
That the erime had been carefully
planned [ could not doubt, and it bad
been carried out with surprising skill.

Doubtless It was Martigny who had
arranged the plot, who had mannged
Its development, And with what bold-
ness! He had not feared to be pres-
ent at the lnguest or even to ap-
proach we and discuss the case with
me. 1 trled to recall the detils of our
talk, Impatlent that [ bad paid so
little heed to it e had askéd, 1 remem-
bered, what would happen to Frances
Holladay if she were found guilty, He
had been anxious, then, to save her,
Ile had—yes, [ saw it now—he had
written the note which did save her; he
hnd run the risk of discovery to get her
free!

But why?

If T only had a elew—one thread to
follow! One ray of light would, be
enough, Then I could see my way out
of this hopeless tangle. 1 should know
how to strike. But to stumble blindly
onward In the dark—that might do
more harm than good.,

Yoes, aud theres was unother thing for
me to guard against, What wias to
prevent bim the moment he stepped
ashore wirlng to his  confederates,
warning them, telling them to flee? Or
he might wait, watchiog us, until he
suw that they were reully In danger.
In elther event they must easily es.
cape,  AMiss Kemball had been right
when she pointed out that our only
Lhiope was In catehing them unprepared,

The lmpulse was too strong to bo
resisted.  In a moment 1 was on my
feet. But, no! To surprise him would
be to make bim suspect, 1 called a
steward,

“Tuke this card up to M. Martigoy,”
I snld, “ln 375, und ask If he I8 well
enough to see me."”

As he hurried away a sudden doubt
seized we. Horrifled at my bardibood,
I opened my mouth to call him back.
But 1 did not call. Instead I sank back
Into wy chalr and stared out across the
wilter,

“M. Martigny,” sald the steward's
voice at wmy elbow, “answers that he
will be most pleased to see M. Lester
at once.”

(To be Continued )
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