——

e —————

———————T——— e— . T

S AT——

e pr— e — . —.

T

By W. A,

While Langdon labored over the problem
of Mavoe's identity, he had waiched the

horsea nt the post through his glasses. Tha |

Dutchman had behaved well, his rifle of
sagorness 1o break away wae even better
than Laussnne's indolent {odifference. The
othar five had acted as Lthree-year-olds are
wont to act—with erratie Indecinion; one
minute violent desire, and the next obsti-
sate reluctance characterizing their inter-

wonnble twistings, buckings and plungings. |

It had not beeon for lopg) a neck or half a
lenigth at the start meant little when &
mile and a half stretched it tiring length
between them and the finieh post,

Langdon's perplexity was cut short by
tha ery “They're off!” (ha jingle of a bell,
and the scurrying of many feel, as eager
men rushed for higher polinta of obmerva-
tlon In the siand

An the seven horses came thundering by,
pulling double In ecuger Ignorance of the
long journey that lay before them, Langdon
paw with evil satisfaction that The Indian
was well out in the lend.

The Dutcliman was sixth,

lop, loafed Lauzanne

There was smoothness
Hapover's blg ws=on, the
Langdon, as
etrong gruce mRround the first turn, men-
tally fingered the $10.000 that would shortly
be hie

“"That skate win!" he sneered, an Lau-
sanne followed. “‘He gallops ke a fat pig
He can't live the pace—he can't live the
pace,”’ he repeated, and hia voice was mel-
low with a cheerful exultation.

His observations seemed eminently truth-

In the stride of
Dutchman,

fal. Allls' borse tralled further and far-
ther behind the olhers
Out in front galloped with unseeming

hasts The Indlan—a brown bloteh of awift-
g'Mding celor. Two lengths from his glint-
fng heels raced four horses In a buneh—
two bays, a gray and a black, swo clpse to-
gother that they Yormed a emall monalce of
mottied hue against the green background
of the field beyond.

Then the Dutehman, with his powerful
siride, full of easy motion—a tircloss gal-
Jop that would surely land him the win-
ner, ' Langdon thought, as he hung with
breathisas inlerest on every move of West-
ley's body.

Mike Gaynor had taken his place on the
Yttle platform at the top ¢f the steps lead-
fog te the stand, He wan watchiog the
race with Intense interest. His Judgment
told b that this fast pace pould not last
and that Lauzanne could gellop as he was
going from end to end of the mile and a
half, even faster It he #0 wished. At the
mile and a quarter a haif thrill of hope
came to Mike, for Lauzanne wan clear of
the ruck and surely galning on the leaders,
And etill his rider was lying low on the
withers, just a blue blur on the dark gold
of the cheatnut,

“Bot’ t'umbe, but they're a pair!" mut-
tered the Irishman. *‘Be me soul, 1 t'ink
they'll win."”

At the bottom turn Into the stretch Mike
could see that White Moth and the Dutoh.
man had closed up on the Todian, so that
they swung wide around the owner of Lhe
horse.

“Gad, she's shut off!" he muttered. 1t
was s living wall, and through 1itile chinks
in (ts quivering face he eould see specka
of blue close up where raced Lauzanne.

"Poor girl!" he gasped, “‘they've got her
in & pocket. Damn them h'ye. Why did
ohe hug the rail? EBhe's falr t"rowed away
the Iast change'

Half way up the stéps #tcod Langdon,
and his coarse, evll face took on a look of
unholy joy an Lausanne was blotted Into
oblivion by the horse (o front.

"Pocketed, by CGod! Clever, tralner, to
put up a kid like that agin Westley an' the
other.” he sneered.

Then a deafening roar went up from the
stand. Somebody thrust a pair of bhroad
shoulders In front of Mike'n facs, He leaned
out far past the intruder and saw the In-
disn sway drunkenly in bhis  atride away
from the rall, carrying White Moth and the
Putchman out, and Inte the opening he had
left, glued to the rall, erept the chestnut
form of Lausanne.

A wild yell of Irish Joy escaped Mike.
Then he walted. Now It would bo a race'
But Lauzapne was trying, trying all by
himaelf, for the rider was egtill ss death.

Already the clamor of many volees was
splitting the air; all over the satand It was,
““The favorite wins! The Dutchman wina!"
Even yet there was no beckoning call for
Lauzanne, but Mike knew., He had esld to
Allis before she went out, ““If you ever get
level wit" them in the stralght you can
win."

And now Lautanne's yellow head was even
with the others and soon It wes In froot.
And then there were only two battling—
Lauzagne and the Dutchman, and on the
bay Westley was riding with whip and
wur.

“In & walk—in & walk, I tell you!" tairly
screamed Old Bill, olutehing at Mortimer's
arm; “dida‘’t 1 tsll you? We're s thousand
to the good. Look at him, look at him!"
Ha had climbed bhall way up Moriimer's
strong baok In Lis exeltement. “‘Look nt
the kid! Never moved—in & walk, In &
walk! Lareen all the way for a (thousand'"
Hin volce, generally weuk and tattered,
like his  clothes, had rieen to a shrill
soream of exultation.

1t was past all doubt, Lauzanne, a longth
in front of the Dutchman, was opposits the
#tand; In two ssconds they hed Aashed by
the judge's box and Lauzanne had won.

The wave of humanity that swept down
the steps carried Mike in Its fromt wash.
He took hia stand clese to the judge's box,
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and behind |
with a short, awkward strength In his gal- |

and |
he watched him swing with |
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whers he would be handy for whatever
| might be nesded. He saw Langdon, with
a face dark snd lowering, full of an evil
| discontent, standing there,
l Back the seven runpers cantered. Lau-
sanneé‘'n rider saluted the judge with bin
whip, and, slipping from the horse, look
| the saddle and passed quickly into the
scales. The welght was right. One after
another the hoys welghed.

Watching, Mike saw Langdon pass up to
the stewards. There was a short cotisulia-
tion, the huzh of something wrong, and a
murmur of an objection.

“What's the matter?™ & volce questioned
in Mike's ear. It was Alan Porter who
had spoken,

Mike pushed his way to the small gate,
| even through 11, that led up to the stew-
!lrrh' stand. As he did s0, Langdon came
back down ihe steps.

One of (he stewnrds, following him with
quick eyes, saw Mike, and bockened with

| & finger
[ “There's an objection to the rider of
Lausanne,” eald the oMcidl. *'Trainer

Langdon says Alan Portar rode the horse
| under a permit belonging to a boy named
| Mayne.”

"He's mistook, sir,”” aoswered Mike, re-
spectively. ““There's Alan Porter etandin'
| down thers In the crowd. T'll alnd him up,
Elr, an' you can ask him yourself,”

Gaynor passed hurriedly down tha steps,
stized Porter by the arm and whispered
in his ear, “Tell the judge your name,
and that a b’y named Mayne rode Lau-
zanne. Qulck, now'"

Then Gaynor stepped up to Langdon.
The Iatter had seen Alan Porter go up the
stops, and realized that he had made a
mistake., Mike drew him lnside the little
Inclosure that surrounded the stand.

"There's Alan Porter wit' the stewards.'
Gaynor whispered, close to the man's face;
“an’ you'll draw the objection at ence.
If you don't you'll have to settle wit’' the
stewards fer tryin’ to bribe the b'ye,,
Mayne, to pull Lauzanne. And Shandy has
Iowuod up that he was Lo get five hundred
fer dosin' Lucretia, You'll withdraw now
| or got ruled off fer life; besldes. pisinin' a
horsa Is Jall busitess an’ I'll take an oath
| before God I can prove this, too. Now, go
an’ withdraw quick, You're a damn
blackguard!™

Mike had meant to restrict himself to
diplomatic pressure, but his Irish was up
like a fiash and he couldn't realst the flnal
oxpression of wrath.,

A crowd of wsilent men had gathered
about the box In a breathless walt. For-
tunes depended upon the brief ponsulta-

tlon that was being held between the
Blowards,

As Alan Porter came down, Langdon
went up the steps with nervous haste.

“I'va made a mistake, gontlemen,” he
sald to the stewards. ""With your per-
misslon I will withdraw the objection.”

“Yes, It's botter that way.” returned
ons of the stowards. ‘“The best horse won
and that's what racing’s for. It would be
a pity to spoll such a grand race on a
technlcality."

L —

CHAPTER XXVI.

After his first buret of aboriginal len,
ecitatically uncouth as it was, Old Bill's
Joy over the victory of Lausanne took on
8 milder form of expression.

"Let's line up fer a cash-in,"” he ex-
claimed te Mortimer, making a break down
the steps to the lawn. On the ground, he
stopped., his miry working at fever heat,
changing Its me ‘Jdl qulekly,

Mortimer gave a sharp ery of astonish-
ment, for, going up the #itepa In front
of them, was Alan Porter. Presently he
came down aguln, his face looking drawn
and perplexed. In his Ignorance of every-
thing pertaining to raclng, Mortimer
feared for an instant (he theft of the
thousand dollars bad been discoversd and
the present Inquiry had something to do
:\'irlhI that, olss why was Alan mixed up
n it?

Am the boy came through the Mittie Ratle
Mortimer accosted him, “Hello, Alan!"
:lq exclalmed gently, “What's the trou-

el

“Just & willy mistake” answered Porter,
& weak Isugh following hin words. “Lang-
don has olalmed that 1 rode Lavsanne. "

“Is that It?™ (nterposed Old BiNl. “An'
dld ye tell them they were wrong—the
8liffa’  There's Cut-throat Langdon up
agin; here he comes back, looking as
though he's been fired for aplint—the
crook! Hello! It's all right. Hoo-ray!
Lauzanne gits the race!" For already the
ery of “All right” was ringing through
the betting ring. “Come on, pard,” ealled
Old Bill, eagerly, to Mortimer. “Let's g0
and rake down the dough, "

“In » minute,” the other mnswered and
turnlug. to Alan Porter took him by the
arm and led him to one side. " fupposc
¥ou lost over the Dutchman,”” he sald.

“Yes, I'm broke, " atawersd the hoy,
with u plaintlve smile.

“Well, I've won.”

"You bettlng!” exciaimed Alan o as-
tonishment.

“Yes. Strange, lan't ftr But I'm goin
Lo pul that money of your father's I;rlt.E

The boy sald nothing and  Mortimer
fancled that his face fusheda gutltily.

“Yes, I can put |t back now that Lau-
ianne's won,” continued Mortimer, “'but
don’t say a word 16 & soul sbout 1. |
don’t want aoybody to know I was bet.
ting."

“Hut what money? began Alan,

“I've wan §1,000 on Lavzanne—*

“Coma on, pard." said 014 Bill, impa-
tiently interrupting them. "Let's get aur
raka off, an’' then you kin buck te yer ochum
alter."

Mortimer yielded (o the tattersd one'n
command. for without his guldance he neve,
| Would be able to #nd the man that held the

money,

“I'tl be back in & lttle,” he sald to
young Porter. “'Don't go Away."

There was deiay over tha enshing In,
belng late, they found w line of Lavsanne
men in front of them at the bookmaker'a
stand

When Mortimer returned to the lawn
with §L100 In hie pookel, Alan Porter had
KSue. He had dreaded that perbaps (he
boy might do something desperate, fearing
discovery of the theft, he had thought, even,
of taking Alan back to Brookfield with him
{ However, be bad told bim that the money
would be replaced. The boy would under.
Stand that sotblog could happen bim, aad
would go back. Mortimer felt sure. He
pent a short time sesrching for Alan. but
Bls former frultiess quest had shown him
the hopelessness of trying to fnd & person
in that immense throng,

With & lght heart Mortimer hastened
from Gravesend, not wailting for the other
ricen, and lodk his way to Brookfield A
Ernuine admiration of buffeted Old BN
flled his mind.

In the morting be would be at the hank
bright and early and replace the #tolen
§L000, pobedy would kpow that t bad been
taken. The marrow sscape that had come
to Alan Porter might prove his salvation.
Burely It would cure blm of his desire W
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bet. Out of nil this #vil posteve good would
arcrue.
CHAPTER XXVl

After winning on Lauzaane,
dodged the admiring crowd of
reguiars that followed her. As Lausanne
wAl belng blanketed ahe had kisaed the
horma's cheek and given him a mighty
squesre of thankfulneas. How nobly he had
dope hin part; good, dear old, deaplssd, mis-
judged Lauzanne. He had veritably saved
her father from disaster, had saved her
from—from many things.

She had alipped inte her long coat and
atopd  walting for Mike to Arive her to

Allin had
paddock

an objection Then there had bean the
migery of terrible suspense, a wait of un.
cortainty, Was her sacrifice of womanly
Instinet to go for nothing?

Dixon had hurried to the scens of In-
vestigation; then he bad come back after s
Hitle with Mike, and the good news that
they had got the race. If (Lt had not besn
for prying eyes she would have knelt there
At Lauzsnne's feet and offered up a prayer
of thankfulness,

Dixon’s cottage, when the rumor came of

She had done ull a woman |

BEE:

tell ma,”
bulance of Mr.

SUNDAY,

proceeded Lane,
Porter's $3,000

“Can you
“where the
ar

“IU's In Lhe box.™

"That's a—it s not"

“It's 1n the box,” repeated Mortimer,
|lrmly,

““We can spon setile that point,” dad

clared the cashier, going hurriedly Into tha
vault, and réappearing Instantly with the
box In his Band.

He opened it and slared at the package
of billa that rose up when freed from the
pressure of the 1id,

With pervous fingers hes counied the cotis

| tents,
“I bog your parden,” he exclaimed In a
| quick, Jerky way,

morning. they were not there last nlght. 1t
is not the mobey (hat was (akem away,
elther. That was one bill—a §1,000 note,
' and here are''—he counted them again—
fUmix $100s, and oight $50s, besides the
| original two of $1,000. You put those notey

back, Mr. Mortimer,"” he suld, tapping the
desk with two fingers of the right hand,
“1 dl4."”

A

OCTOBER 19,

“The $2.000 is here, but |
| thess Bllls have been put in the box thia!

1902,

beckoning, sald. "“Will you step inte my

office for & minute?

The cashier's one mioule grew (ts weary

leegth Into thirly, snd when Alan Vorter
cAme outl agaln, Mortimer saw that the boy
sought to avold him. Had be denled taking
the money? My God! The full horror of
Mortimer's hopeless position fashed upsn
him Mke the lurid Hight of & destroylug for-
ost fire. He bad trombled when it was a
question of Alan’'s dishonor. Now that the
lgnominy wan being thrust upon him the
bravery that he possessed In great
made him a hero. If, ihrough his endeavor
to swave the boy, he was (o shoulder
| gullt, not of his own volition, but witheut
hope of escaps, he would stand to it like a
ma&n. What would it profit him to denounce
the boy?

At 1 o'clock the prestdent, Crane, arrived
from New York, and in him was hitterness
bacnuse of his voaterday’'s defeat, He had
ant nearly the whole night through mentally
submerged in the double happening that had
| swept many men from his chese board. Laii-

sanne, the deapiaed, had kept from his hand
| a small fortune, when his

even fingers

“IF YOU DID NOT 8TEAI THE MONEY, WHO DIiD?

eould do, almost more. Providence had
not forsaken her and her stricken father.

Then Mike had hurried her to the buggy
just as Crane, leaving the beaten Dutch- |
man and Langdon, had come, asking Dixon
where Mlss Porter was, that he might ten-
der congratulations. He wanted to ses
the boy that had ridden Lauzanne also— |
wanted to take his hand and tell him what
a grand race he had riddfn. But Dizxon
had been ready with excuses; the boy, Al
Mayne, waa dead beat after the race—he
was only & kid—and had gone to Dixon's
home. Miss Porter was perbups In the
stand, or perhups she had gone home alko,
Crane knew of Langdon’s objection, It
was & silly thing, he said, due to over-
eagerness. He had taken no part In [t, he
assured Dixon,

Alan Porter, too, came Into the paddock,
asking for his sister, but fared pretty much
as Oraoe had. He would certainly find her
a1 the cottage, Dixon assured him.

That night Allls wired the Joyful tidings
to her father and that she would be home
in the morning.

At last Pandora’s bhox, from which, for
months past, evil fortune had been steadlly
taken at Ringwood, waa emptled. From
the hottom had come forth not only hope.
but a prise.

Dr. Rathbone's prophecy as to the proper
medicatlion for Jobn Porter stood a chance
of being fulfilled In one day. Allls' tels-
gram proved that the doetor had under-
#tood the pathology of Porter's ireatment.
for he became as a eripple who hid (ouched
the garment of a maglc healer.

It was thus that Allls found him when
she reached Ringwood. Oh, but she was
glad, and small wonder. What she had
done was as nolhing: It shrank into in-
rignificance under the glamorous light of
the change that had come over Ringwood.

At the bank down in the village—well, at
9 o'clock, Mortimer, feeling the virtue of
an early effort, with the money of re-
demption In his pocket, entered into the
resumption of his duties,

At the earliest moment after the vault

Was opened he made his way to the box
that contained the Porter payment,
One thing troubled him slightly. It was
& 51,000 bill that had been taken: the
money he had to replace was In hundreds
and fiftise.

As he slipped them quistly into the hox
he thought It wouldn't really matter: he
would transfer the $3,000 to the sceosunt
himsel?, and nohody would know of the
thange, Leaving the box where t was
for a little, In the way of subtls tragedy, he
tame out and busied himeelf over other
matters,

Te Mortimer's slight astonishment, pre-
sently the cashier, Mr, Lans, came out from
his office. speaking somewhat carelasnly,
Bald; "Mr. Mortimer, you have that Por-
ter note and mooey In charge. It ls due
today, lsn't jte

Looking up, Mortimer saw Lane's eye
fixed upon his face with plercing intensity.
He flushed out of sheer nervousneas.

“Yeu, sir,” he stammered, it |s.
tend to It at once.”

“Ah!"—there wam a pecullar drawl in
the cashler's voles as he spoke—"Ah, I had
& crymmunieation from Mr. Porter naking
It the note bhad been pald.”

Mortimer felt his knees vibrate—some-
thisg was choking him. Had the devil of
mischance taken the salvation of Alan's
good name out of his hands—had his work
been for nothing?

“I eouldn’t understand 1t,” west on the
cashier. His volce sounded like the clapgor
of a fire bell to the listening masn, though
It was avealy modulated, cold and steady in
it methodieal precision “1  thought
Porter knew the money was here to meet
the note,” mald Lane, still speaking, ‘‘but
my attestion being called to the matter, |
looked up the note. 1 found §1,000 missing.
He waa looking steadily st Mortimer; his
eyss were searching the young man's very
soul. There was scousation, denunciation,
abhorrence, In the cashier's gaze.

“I At once sent & messenger Lo nsk you
to return from your home at Emersen to
clear up this matter; he discovered ihat
FYou had oot beem there, that your mother
Was not (. May | sak whers you were
yesterday ™’

"I Waa &t Gravesend, gir—at the races ™
answered Mortimer, defiantly,

This speech broke the lethargy that was

INITE

"And you took the money yesterday or1

the day before?"

"I fld not."

“Ah!" Lane repeated in m dryer, mors
severs tone than he had uscd before. Thin
“ah' of the cfehier's, with {ta many grada-
tions of tone, had been a most useful
weapon In his innumerable financial battles,

It could be made to mean anything,
everything; flung out at haphasard, it al-
ways caught his opponent off guard, It
was a subtie thrust, and while one pondered
over Its pomaible meaning, Lane could for.
mulate in his mind more deoisive expres.
slonn,

“ARh," he repeated, “If you Ald not ateal
this money, who did? And If you did not
take it, why did you put it back?"

With an expressive sweep of the hand
outward, the cashier stood, walting, his
tall, narrow bead, topped by carefully
brushed gray hair, thrust forward in the
attitude of a parrot aboul to etrike with
ita heak,

"I can't apswer those questions,'
ewered the man he was grilling "The
money (o pay Mr. Porter’s note Is here,
and | fancy that 1 all the bank needs to
concern Itaelf about. 1t was entrusied to

"mA-

mo, and now [ am prepared to turn |t
over,"

“Quite true; ah, yes, quite trus' Byt
It might have bheen vastly different. That

In the point that most concerns the bank.
Whoever took the money”—and he howed
deprecatingly with f(ronleal consideration
to Mortimer—"must have needed §1.000 for,
well—aoma sproulative purpose, perhaps.
fiood fortune has enabled the somoons (o
make good and the money has been re-
placed,

Mortimer howed his head in  ac-
quiescencs. What cculd he say--what
other atand could the bank take?

“You might remain at your desk.” the

cashier sald. *If thers is any mistake
we'll discover It, no doubt.”

Mortimer felt like one dead, indeed as a
dishonoréd man Ke were batter dead. The
bank wns ke a mausoletm and he a lost
spirit haunting its precincts {n quest of the
undefiled body that had been his but yes-
terday,

Alan Porter was late; he had not come
yet. Mortimer walted In suffering  sus-
pense for his appearance. What would
come of it all? Now that the money was
replaced, If the boy admitted his gullt to
Crané, probably no further actlen woild
bs taken. butl he would be dishonorsd In
the night of his employern. Morilmer had
sought to avert this. had pot denounced
Alan in the first instance. By good fortune
had beéen mble to replace the money: oven
now had divulged the name of the thief,

He was well aware of the masa of cir
cumstantial evidence, the outcome of his

self as the gullty one. Better this than
that he should denounce the hoy. Dig-
honor to the lad might %Il his father,
for Mortimer was well awars of the doe-
tor's ediot.

And Allis, the girl he loved as his life,
would hang her head in shame forever,

cashler 4ld. He did not want ihe boy to
deny taking the money st firat, as he might
do It he were unaware of the elrcum-

Mances, It would place him in a wrong
light
Just before 12 Alan Porter came hur-

riedly In. He had missod his traln
night before he explained
way Lo all,

Mortimer stepped up to him almost atl
once, speaking with low, sarnest rapid-
Ity., The cashier was In his ewn office and
Mr. Cass was not within ear shot

"I put the money back, but its loss had
been dlscovered yasterday, | have bieen ac-
cused of taking it, but have denled it, ac-
Cusing po one. I want you Lo say that you
horrowsd 1., thinking {1 0o great harm, as
it was your father's money."

Alan would have Interrupted him, but
Mortimer sald: “Walt Ul T Bolsh " and
then conlinusd: *“There will be nothing
done 1o you, | fesel sure, If you take this
stand, beoause of your father's connection

tha
in & general

With Crane. [t will save me from dis-
honor—"
“Mr. Porter.” It was the cashler's volce

of Damascus steel outitay in on Mortimer's
low. pleadiug tones

over Biwa: his brais cleared, he commenced
to think sanely. J

Alas tursed his bead, and Mr. Lane,

own hurried actions that pointed to him- |

He was soxious to see Alan before the | that dsy into & day of ibanktuiness.

| into emiles

seemed tightening on the coin.
ons happening,

John Porter had galned more than $20.000.
This made him quite Independent of Crane's
financial bolstering. The banker's diplo-
mucy of love had been weakened., That was
the other happening.

Crane was closeted with the cashler not
more than ten mioutea when Mortimer was
asked to join thée two men who had so sud-
denly become deeply ioterested In his af-
falrs.

The cashier's hand had been strength-
ened In Orene's contributlon of evidence,
Mortimer had told the same falsehood about
hia mother being 111 to him at the race
ecouras. From Alan the oashler had learned
that Morthraer had heen betting heavily. He
had admitted to the boy that he had just
won enough to replace the thousand dollnra
he had rtolen. Mortimer's words had as-
sumed that readicg In thelr Journey through
two porsonalities, He had even begged
young Porter not to speak of his betting
transac tions. He had denied taking the
money, that was but natural. He had been
foroed 1o admit replacing It—that was con-
clusive, Indeed, It seemed a waste of time
to iuvestigate further; (L was utterly im-
possible to doubt hig gullt, Mesh by mesh,
Ilke an enthralllug net, a!ll the different
threads of convicting clreumstances were
drawn ahout the accused man.

“Let us question him," sald Crane; and
in his heart was not sorrow, nor haste, nor
compasgsion, nor anything but just joy.
Greator than the influence of money In his
love ambition would be this degradation,
this reducing to a felon a man he felt stood
between him and Allls Porter.

Yenterday they had won: todsy victory
almoet had come to him. Yes, bring the
deliverer In; he would feast hls eyes, the
narrow-lldded eyes, upon the man whose
young love might have conquered over all
his diplomacy and who would go forth from
his handa brauded as a folon.

The probing of the already condemned
man elicited nothing beyond & repeated
denial of theft. With the precision of
Mamselle Gulllotine, Cashier Lane lopped
off everything that could possibly stand
In Mortimer’s defense, grafting Into the
eleaved places (ndividual facts which con-
firmed his gullt,

Mortimer contended nolbhing, threw sus-
plolon upon no one. Was It Alan Porter?
Was It Cass? But thut was Impossible.
Was (t the cashier himsalft 8ii1l more
Impossible. Mortimer answered nothing.
He had not taken the money. Yews, he had
replaced (t—because he was responsible for
Ity custody

“Can’t you see,’" eried Crane, impatiently,
“that this simple denlal of yours is of no
value as egninnt so much that points fo
your”—he hesltated—"your implication?"*

While Mortimer was still in the cashior's
Iimprovised inguisitioh room Allls Porter
came Into the bank to urrange the pay-
ment of her father's note.

The sunshine seemed Lo come with her
Itto the counting house that wan all gloom.
Her glorious success, the consequent Im-
provement in hor father, the power (o0 pay
off the Indebledness, all these had turned
The
happiness that waa in her rippled her face
When the door creaked on Ita
hinges as |t swung open she laughed it
was a thriftless old door, such as buchelor's
kept, she murmured. Her brother's face,
gloomy bebind the iron mcreen, tickled her
fancy. “You're like a caged Bear, Alan,”
she cried, with a smile of impertinence.
“l should haies to be shut up a day like

That was

{ thls—no wonder you're cross, brother.”

“I'm busy,” he anawered, curtly. “1'll
see you after bank hours, #ia; | want te
| aee you."

“I've come to pay father's note, busy-

man-ol-importance,” ahe Aung back, with
the swagger of a capitalist

"It's pald, Allle.”

“Pald! I thought—"*

“Walt, 'l comes out,” and, opening the
foor in the rall, he passed around to the
girl

"Futher's note ls paid,” he resumed, '‘hul
there's fAerce trouble over I, Crane left
the mooey, $8,000, with Mortimer, and he
stole ' —the boy's volce was lowered o a
hoarse whisper—"$1,000 of it to bet at

Graveseod.’
“That's net true, Alan, God kpows iU's
Bot true. Mortimer wouldn't steal'

“Yes, he did," perwisied the Lrother, “and

part |

the |
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he begged of me to take the blame. He
#alfl 1t would ruin bim, but that Crane
wouldn't do anything to me. He's a vile,
snenking thief, Allis!"

"Hush, Alan, don't any that, 1t
dreadful mistake,
somewhere.”

“It han been found; Mortimer put It back
Why should he réplace the money If he had
not stolem ft?"

“Whera ls Mr. Mortimer, Alan?"

The bay polnted with his thumb to the
door of the cashier's office “Crane's in
there, too. I hope Mortimer owns up. He
can't do anything else: they caught him
putting the money back."

Allls  remembered that she
Mortimsr on the race course,
couldn't belleve that he'd e
ting.

“Mr. Mortimer doesn't net,” she sald
"“"Yes, he does: he did yesterday.
way and when he saw that 1 knew about
It he begged me (o say nothing, prac-
tically admitted that he had taken ihe

money and was golng to put It back.”

"SWhy should he tell you that, Alan?"

"I don’t know, unless he feared It might
be found out while he was away; or per-
haps he was so exclled over winning o
thoutand dollars that he didn't know what
he wan saying. At any rate he took It
right enough, Allls and you ought ta eut
him."

“1 shan't do that, He's Innocent 1
know he 1s, I don't care what they eav.
It ha replaced the money, it was to shield
the man who took 1" 8he was looking
eearchingly into her brother's eyes, not
that she was accusing him of the theft:
sha was just searching for the truth.

“Do you mean it was to shield me—that
I took It? No one elee could have taken
the money except Mortimer or myself,*

“I don't know.,” answered the girl,
wearlly: "it's nll so terribly new; I only
know that Mortimer did not steal It."

While she was still gpeaking the ac-
cused man came from the cashler's ofMce,
holding hin head deflantly erect, not at all
as a half-convicied felon should have slunk
through the door, yet withal In his face
was a look of hopeless gravity.

As he resumed his place at
close to the brother and
looked deflantly at him. He could see (n
the boy's eyes malignant detestation, a
glimmer of triumph, as though he feit
that Mortimer was Irrevocably in the tolls.

The Ind was llke a stripling Judas. His
attitude Alled Mortimer with loathing. He
stole a look Into the girl's face. Would
she, too, say with her eyes, “Behold here
Is the thisf?"

A thrill of ecstntle comfort warmed his
being. In Allle' gray oves was the firat
touch of kindness he had known In this
hour of trinl, F&Ith, and sorrow. and
cheer, and love were all there, siriving
for mastery; no furtive wonkening, no un-
certaln questioning, no remonstrance of re-
proval, nothing but just unlimited fulth
and love,

Mortimer heard the brother say, "I think
you had better not," then the girl's voice,
elear and deslsive, answerlng., 1 will, |
must.”

In anger Alan 1eft hix sister's side, nnd
she, atepping up to the wicket maid, Wil

% all som
The money will ba found

had  seen
but she
men beon bet-

ADY~

the dosk
slater, Alan

you pleass come out for a minute, Mr,
Mortimer? 1 want to speak to you.™
He passed around to her side Crane

and the cashler were still closeted In the
Intter's oMoe.

“Let us go out into Lthe sunshine,* Allls
sald. “Can you—wlill It make any Alffer.
ence "

“1 don't think it mafters,” he answered.
wearlly; “things are as bad as they can he,
1 suppose.'

He took it for granted ithat she knew
everything, but he was possessed of no
shame, no AlfMdencs, no reserve; he was In-
nocent, and her eyes had assured him that
she knew |t
As they passed through the door It
ereaked agaln on its dry hinges. Before
she had laughed at the welrd complaining;
pow it sounded like a moan of misery,
Dutside, the villnge strest was denarted.
There waps no ons to listen,

George " He started. She bad  never
onlled him by his Christian name. He
marveled at her generous faith All bt
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dishonored, ([t was as though bis mothe:
might have spoken, “"George."

“A thousand dollars was stolen from the
bank, and [ am accused of taking !t." he
answersd bitterly

“You didn't, did you? T know you didn't,
but T want Lo hear you say so,"

He looked rull inte the girl's eye, and
answered, with deliberate earnestness, *|
did not ateml the money.'™

“"SBome one look L1

"Yeu,"”
"And you know who It was?"
“1 do not'

“Hut you suspeot somecne?’

He did not answer,

“INA you put the money back '

He nodded his head

"To protect mebody’'s good name*'*

"Because it fm hean In my charge, I
CAR'L talk mbout it he broke in wehe-
mently; "all T can say [a that I am inno-
vent, If you balleve that, I don't eare
whiat they do. They'll be able to prove
by clroumstantinl evidence that | took "
he added, bitterly, “and nothing that I can
way would make any difference. My mother
won't belleve me gulity, and, thank God,
you don't. And [ am not, God knows | am
not. Beyond that T will say nothing; It {a
uselens—worse than useless, it would be
eriminal—would only cast susplelon o0
others perhapn Innocent. 1 don't koow
what they'll do about it; the money has
been repald.  They may arrest me as
felon. At any rate,
lowve the bank and go away., It wom't
make muoch difference. | am an 1 was be-
fore, an honest man, and | shall find other

openings. It's not half so bad an [ thought
It would be, 1 feared, perhaps, that you
would be—"

She stopped him with an imploring
gesture,

“Let me finish.” bo eatd; 1 must go
back to the ofee, 1 thought that you

might belleve me a thief, and that weuld
hava been too mush.*
“You cared for my poor opinion?' she

asked. The quiver in her woloe caussd
him to look Into her face. He saw the
gray eye shrouded In tears. He was &

queer thief, trembling with joy because of
his sin,

“"Yos, T care,”' he answered, “and. it
seamed all ao dark before you brought the
sunlight in with you: now I'm glad that
they've necused me; somebody elss might
have suffered and had no one to bellave In
him. But I muat go back to—my prison
It soema llke now—when 1 leave you.'
this with n weary attempt st brave mock-
ery.

Allls Inid n Aslaining hand on his arm,
the wmull gloved hand that had gulded
Lauzanne ta victory, “If anything happena
~If you are golng away—I think you are
right to go If they distrust you--you will
sea me hefore you leave, won't you?'*

“WIIl you care tn ses me If 1 stapnd
branded as a thief?" The word came hard,
but In his bitterncan he folt like not spare
Ing himself; he wanted to get ncoustomed
to the full ohlaquy.

"Promise me to come to Ringwood he.
fore golng away,'" ahe answered.

“Yeu, I will, and 1 thank you. No mnatter
how Aark the shadow may make my life,
your kindness will be a hope of light. Na

man I8 ulterly lost when a good woman
helioves 1o him.™
The sreaking bank door walled tremu-

lously, irritably; somebody was pushing it
open from the inslde. With a whine of re-
monstrance It swung wider, and OCrane
etepped out on the sidewalk. He slarea
in satonishment at Mortimer and Allls; his
brow wrinkled in anger, Ounly for an In-
#tant; the forehead smoothed back Into Ite
normal placidity, and his veolce, wall in
hand, sald in even tones, “Good afternoon,
Misa Porter. Are yvou golong back to Ring.
wood 2" and he nodded toward Allis' buggy
which stood in front of the bank.

“Yos, | am. I'm golng now. Good day,

Mr. Mortimer.” and she held out her hand.
Mortimer besitated, und then, fAushing,
took the gloved fingers In his own., With.
out speaking, he turned and passed Into the
hank.
“May | go with you?"' asked Crans; 1

“What Is this Areadful thing all about, | want to see your father.*

“Yes, I'll be glad to drive you over.” the
gir] answered
(Te Be Continued.)
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