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could possibly follow. Doesn't It oc stol!' " cried Baria. "But I thought
he was in Siberia."

"All the world thinks so, and Rus-
sia doeB not contradict the world. But
he escaped after Incredible difficulties
and hardships. It was arranged by
his friends that he should come to us
if he could. We are his relatives, i

though distant, and have always cor- - J
responded with him. The book which r
he was writing when he was arrested
would have been confiscated, but his
daughter contrived to hide it, and pa- - (

I

pers, in cipher, which would compro- - '
mise many persons In high places, yet
which must, for the good cause ofto take the quickest and most likely footsteps, and I have married an Ital-

ian wife."
"Ask them if they know French,"

suggested Christopher.
They did, one and all. and began

sDeaklnc it rapidly. Now Christo

on the collar of a curiously-fashione- d

brown coat, appeared on the thres-
hold.

"Whatever happens, don't let him
be seen!" cried one of the men quickly
In Italian. At this the woman ran
ahead Into the house, pushing the tall
old man with her hands on his breast,
then shutting the door he had opened,
and bolting it.

Even in this moment of extreme
peril Christopher Race and the Mar-
chese Baria, In the hands of their cap-
tors, were stabbed with curiosity be-
cause of the old man. He was beauti-
ful, wonderful, with the face of a
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liberty, be preserved. The daugnter,
being so young, and still at school
when her father was sent to Siberia,
was not 'suspected until after his es-

cape, when she disappeared. Twice
she was all but taken, yet we hoped
the last plan would succeed, It had
been made so well and so secretly. But
we were mistaken. She waa tracked.
If they could have kept her, they
would have had her father between
their fingers. He might have died of
the shock at seeing her glove blood-
stained' and pinned with a knife to
the reins of the cart. They would
have been glad of that, for dead he
would ceaae to trouble the enemies of
freedom. If he had not died they
would by and by, when It suited them,
have let him know that Alexa was Jn
their hands; that they would torture
her If he did not go back to Rus-- ,

sia, and he would have gone back, old
and weak as he is. Now, knowing
who they are, do you still wish to be-

friend them?"
"More than ever," Baria answered.

"Prince Alexander Mureieneff is no

way of getting to the root of this
queer business, my Idea la let us go
on with tne cart ana see wnat

"uooa: ' saia tne marcnese. mrniing
at the thought of the danger, the
mystery, ahead. His eyes sparkled in
the lantern light. He did not want
to fade away now. Indeed, he had for-

gotten that he had ever wanted to
fade away. "Uooa: nut tne car

We 11 tow it, lights out, behind the
cart so' that it may make no noiae.
You shall alt In It to steer and put on
the brake if necessary. I'll lie low
In the cart, ready for anything with
my revolver. I'd give that part .to
you, for 1 know you d like it, but
you're not quite strong enough yet
for a Job where both our lives

on' strength as well as quick-
ness,"

Uaria saw that It was Race's inten
tion to keep him screened and pro-
tected in case of sudden aaaault, but
he could not object. He could only
regret, for a poignant instant that
he had ao ..bually waated Instead of
husbanding his strength. Aa for
Christopher, he saw Baria's silent dis
appointment and was sorry.

"Keep tnese," he said, handing his
friend the glove and the ring.

"We may be going nto a den of
thieves and assassins." aald Buria.
cheering up as he prepared to change
places wun itace.

If so, aald Christopher, trailing
the ray of his lantern along the can-
vas cover of the cart, "It may not be
ions oeiore we got mere. Look! here's

seconds of struggling confusion, and
as soon as the clamor of pawing and
snorting ceased Christopher began
scolding In French the Invisible driver
of the cart

"You deserve to be In the river, '

he shouted, "or in Jail, for not light-up- !
And on a road like this! What's

the mutter with you? Are you drunk
or only asleep? Fellows like you
would sleep while the last trump
sounded."

Still no answer. Nothing moved in

'anarchist but a prophet a friend of
peace as he is of liberty, and some I

prophet. Who was he, that the young
men of this strange house had cried
with one accord, as if in fear, "Don't
let him be seen!"

They were now all inside the lighted
room, a big farm kitchen with white
washed walls, and only one other
door, besides the door of exit That
door the woman had bolted, and at
a word from one of the men she flew
to lock the other.

Christopher and Baria saw them-
selves at the mercy of five young men,
all tall and beyond
the common, and not one beyond the

of 30. They were
having the look of brothers, and their
features were the hard, set features of
the far north, their eyes gray and full
of lire, but not the easily kindled fire
of the south. Only the woman was
of the south, if ahe might be Judged
by the soft brown oval of her young,
frightened face and the dark velvet of
the startled eyes, which seemed al-

ready to see the vision of a double

murder. She stood before, the door
she had just locked, pale and trem
bling.

'Are you going to Kill mem:" sne
asked.

'We are going to execute them," an
swered the oldest of the five men,
whose age could not have been much
beyond 30. "What else? They are
spies, and worse." Then, having
quieted the girl his young wife, per-
haps In her native tongue, he had
begun to speak again In his own lan-

guage to brothers, when Baria inter-
rupted, in Italian. -

'You had better make sure nrst
that we are spies. My friend can
speak only French and English. He
Is an Englishman, from Lonaon; t,
half English, half Italian. His name
Is Chriatopher Race; I am Lorenzo
Arnese, Marchese Barla, of Venice.
We came here as avengers, hot as
spies. If you miss any friends of
yours from the cart you had better
question us. Then, if we see reason
to think you as Innocent as we are, we
will answer. Ana,,meanwnue, u you
doubt our Identity, we have papers as
well as an automobile to prove it."

His impudence was impressive. The
men consulted together, asked. a few
questions and got dramatic answers,
with a description of the meeting of
cart and car on the road, and what
had been found under the canvas
cover. As he finished Baria showed
the glove and ring and at the sight
of them the tide ' of angry suspicion
turned against him and his friend
again, until Christopher whipped out
the knife which had held the reins
fast. -

"Tell tfiem where we found It and
why we came here," he said to Barla,
for, though he could understand, he
could speak no more than enough
Italian for servants, an inn or a ga-

rage. -
The men.' still guarding their pris-

oners, but no longer wholly antago
nistic, looked at the knife, touching
it and examining the blade and han-
dle with care.

"It is Russian." commented the eld-

est in a low voice to his comrades.
Then he turned to Barla. "You may
both shotf the papers you spoke of, to
Drove vour Identity," he said.

That one word "Ruaaion," spoken
in Italian, was a clue instantly seized
ht, hnih Kn nri Rnrln The lan -

WHAT HE SAW WAS CHRISTOPHER, STANDING UP. HIS REVOLVER COCKED AND AIMED,
FOR NOW THERE SEEMED LITTLE HOPE FOR EXPLANATIONS. ,

'
r

cur to you that a yacnt would sun
their purpose better than anything
else?"

Michael half sprung up In his seat
beside Christopher, who was driving.
"A yacht!" he echoed. "You are right.
They would have a yacht. It would
be the one plan of all others. And
there are men who would gladly lend
their yachts for this scheme."

"The yacht would lie In Mentone
harbor," said Chriatopher thought-
fully.

"It Is aa if you spoke on inspira-
tion!" cried Michael.

Scarlet Runner flew Into Mentone
and made straight for the harbor. Out
of aea8on as it was, there were two
yachts in port one small one and a
fine, large craft which had got up
steam and was ready to go out. At
sight of Its lights In the distance
Christopher slowed down Scarlet Run-
ner and stopped the engine. He was
not anxious to advertise the presence
of his car.

"What yacht Is that?" rje asked the
harbor master, whom he sought when

phe had left his automobile In charge
of the youngest of the Ravelli broth-
ers. He and BarTa had sauntered up
alone. The four had the air of being
out for a lute walk after a hot day,
and where would a breeze be found
astir if not down by the port?

Chriatopher put his question as If
in the curiosity of idleness and the
harbor master, who was sleepy and
would rather have been in bed than
where he was, answered carelessly:
"Nadege, belong to a Russian prince.
Been here for a week."

Christopher did not inquire the
name of Its owner. It was enough
for him that It was Russian and that
it waa about to leave.

"What's it waiting for?" he seemed
to reflect alound.

"Been waiting for an automobile
which it's to take on board," said the
harbor master. "It's come now and
they're going o ship it from a pon-
toon." (

The motor car was drawn up near
a crane close to the edge of the quay
and late though it wa8 a knot of three
or ,four idle onlookers had collected
to watch the sailors. Christopher and
Baria Joined the group. A chauffeur
stood by the bonnet, absorbed in the
preparations to sling the automobile.

As the Russians did not dream that
pursuers from the Roya valley could
possibly arrive before their departure,
they were off guard for the moment
and there was nothing to prevent
Christopher and Baria from going
close to the car. They peered into
the dark depths, while the two. Ra-
vellis engaged the weary harbor mas-
ter in conversation, lest he should
chance to follow with his eyes .the
movements of his late questioners.

In the covered tonneau of the au-

tomobile, half Bitting, half lying, they
could make out the Blender figure of
a woman, who appeared to be steep-
ing. This, after the statement of the
douanier, was what they had ex-

pected to see, and they had laid their
plans accordingly, hoping against
hope for just such a chance just
suck a clear moment as Fate offered
them . now.

Softly Baria opened the door of the
car and out came a strong whiff of
chloroform, which was a relief to
their fears- since it is not "necessary
to drug the dead. Reaching In,
Christopher took the limp form in his
strong arms and in his joy would have
forgotten the last whispered words of
Michael Ravelli: "Remember to look
for a bag or a bundle of papers," If
the unconscious girl's feet had not
dragged against a leather dispatch
case on the floor. Baria snatched It
out on the instant and shut the door
aa. noisely as he had opened it. Then
each of the young men supported the
girl, taking her between them, and
the darkness of the night Intensified
by the blaze of the car's lamps ahead,
as well as the preoccupation of every
other person concerned or not con-
cerned favored their quickly carried
out maneuver.

At any instant the chauffeur, who
had been , left on guard, might dis-
cover his loss and raise an alarm
among his Their
footsteps and the hammering of their
hearts loud In their own ears, Christo-
pher Race and the Marchese Baria
walked as fast as they dared! support-
ing and hiding as well as they could
the unconscious form which hung in
their arms. As they neared the spot
the harbor master had stood, the Ra-
vellis joined them and helped conceal
the presence of the girl. The door
of Christopher's car stood open. They
flung the dispatch box in and Baria,
with Michael Ravelli, got the limp
form on to one of the seats while
Christopher started the engine.

Barla sat in the car with the girl's
head upon his shoulder, while with
his arm round her body he kept her
steady as Scarlet Runner flew on. M-
ichael Ravelll was outfide with Chris-
topher, but the two others were in the
covered tonneau, anxiously engaged in
breaking open the dispatch box. For
the . papers the brothers so eagerly
sought Baria cared nothing, but for
a man who hated life and women be-
cause one woman was false he showed
a singular interest in the delicate pro-
file outlined like a pale cameo against
the dark gray of his coat.

She was young and very beautiful
he could sec as much aa that. He
could imagine a great deal more and
he knew that she had been brave
witness her strange Journey, her cloak
torn In a struggle, the ring in the
glove wrenched from a reflisting hand.

Scarlet Runner had swept like a
tornado along the deserted road and
reached the Italian frontier. The de-
lay was short, since Christopher's pa-
pers were in order, yet it seemed an
eternity to Baria, turning his head
always to see if the Russian car with
its wicked aearchlight had rounded
the last corner. He scarcely heard the
exclamations of joy drawn from the
Ravellis by the discovery that all they
hoped to find was in the dispatch box.
He thought only of the girl and of a
plan tnat perhaps would not have
sprung, into his head had
hers upon his shoulder been less beau-
tiful, a curl which had escaped less
golden.

Aa Scarlet Runner shot away past
the customs house and still no
searchlight had flashed upon her from
behind, Baria spoke to the Ravellis.

"They whoever they are will
know where to look for this woman,
Ho doubt," he said softly, as if fear-
ing to disturb her.

"It will go hard with us before they
find her."

"But If they arc distinguished and
powerful persons they could get the
help of their conaul and say you'd kid-

naped a young countrywoman of
theirs.. I've been thinking that she
oughtn't to stay at your farm not
even for an hour. She and if there's
anyone she loves, that one also Kught
to go on somewhere else."

"There la one she loves. You have
done so much for us all tonight you
and your friend that I'll tell you we
are hiding her father. But where
else could they go?"

."A plan which has been growing
tn my mind fa this. My friend and I

could take them both, father and
daughter, back to my palazzo In Ven-
ice. 1 am well known there and my
people have always had Influence, at
Milan and Padua, too, In case we were
caught before reaching Venice. She
might, if she would, and if her father
would permit in such a case, pass as
my fiancee. What Russian could
touch either of the two, if the woman
were known as the future bride of
the Marchese Baria?"

"The plan is good and you are
good," said Serglua Ravelll. "But It
1b right you should know who you are.
offering to protect. They are Prince
Alexander MurgienefT and his daugh-
ter, Alexa."

"That noble man, the 'militant Tol- -

day his country will learn to value
him."

"Tt values him now as a nrlsoner.
said Ravelll. 'TThere is no one more
important, for he has connections of
the highest. We can do nothing to
show you our gratitude, for, as we told
you, our father fled In time of trouble
from persecution, and we are poor
farmera in our adopted country. Yet
you will have our bleaslngs forever,
if you can save fhis lady and her
father."

"I would do It even withou the
blessings," replied the marchese.

They reached the farm without ac-
cident or sign of pursuit and this
time Christopher and Baria entered
the house as trusted friends. By the
ministration of Michael Ravelli's
young wife the girl was revived, and
she and her father were told of the
plan that had been hastily made for
them.-- ' i

The old man did not hesitate, but
decided for himself and his daugh-
ter, while she was still unable to de-
cide for herself. They would go to
Venice with' the Marchese Baria in
the car-o- his English friend. And,
if necessary, Aiexa should pass as the
fiancee of the marchese. But it
seemed improbable that the car could
be traced by the enemy farther than
Milan, where there were many motors
going in different directions. And the
Russian pursuers could not possibly
know the nameof the Marchese Baria
in connection with the rescue at the
Ravelli farm.

Instead of sleeping quietly at Men- -
tone or Monte carlo, as they had e:

pected to do, the two young meif
spent the night on the driver's seat
of Scarlet Runner, while the father
and daughter sat together Inside.

Never stopping, they drove back
over the Col dl Tenda, and on through
the dark hours and Into the morn-
ing. At a farm honse they stopped
for food, and water for the car; then
On to Milan, where ' they rested in
comparative safety. But the rest was
only for a few hours,- and by hard
going, the next night they reached
Venice.

By that time both young men would
gladly have given their lives for the
old Russian and his brave, beautiful
daughter. Christopher risked being;
late for Scarlet Runner's English en-
gagement by waiting to see the refu
gees Installed in the Palazzo Barla.
while Barla himself found quarters
with a neighboring cousin. There waa
no news yet of pursuit; therefore,
when all was settled peacefully, Chris-
topher had no longer an excuse for
lingering. He left after three days,
but they were epoch-makin- g days, and
he was not surprised to receive a lonir
telegram when he had arrived at
Southampton and unshipped his
faithful car:

"Best of friends, I caniiut wait to
tell you that I am really engaged to
her. She is adorable. There is no
other woman. There never was, ex-
cept in my sick imagination. You
saved my life, you gave me health
and love and love gives me love of
lire, we shall be married as noon aa
possible. She loves me. I am per-
fectly happy, and hope not to die un.
til I am a hundred and she ninety-on- e.

"Yours until then, ' BARJA.'
Christopher sent as a wedding pres

ent a little model of Scarlet Runner,
done In red enamel and gold.
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pher could enter Intelligently Into the
conversation, and presently iney were
converalng like frienda. There waa
a aecret evidently, and that secret
none of those who were in It Intended
to reveal to those who were not but
they admitted that one of themselves

the second orotner oi six naa gone
to Ventlmiglla ostensibly with a load
of egza to disDose of. but really upon
a different errand. He had got rid of
his eggs that was proved by the
emDtlneas of the boxes. Then he had
picked up a passenger a woman. She
was the daughter of an old friend, to
whom the family had been deeply in
debted In years gone by Indebted, in
fact, for their escape from Russia in
a time of terrible danger. Nothing
that the RaVellis could have done forr y' ' '' ,' '!,, 1

7' :r4' 'Jhv-m-' 1

that friend and for his daughter would
have been too much; yet she was
gone, her belongings ransacked, her
bloodstained glove pinned to the reins.
The sole comfort was that, If she were
dead. Loris Ravelll must have died In
trying to save her. He would not have
failed to do his utmost and he, too,
had disappeared.

As for the glove, nailed conspicu-
ously to the seat, holding the reins in
a kind of horrible mockery," it had
been put there for a purpose, the
young men said gloomily to each
other. There were those who wished
thern to know that a certain plan
had failed, and through whom it had
failed. ,

"Let us go, then, and find them and
punish them before it is too late,"
said Christopher.

It seemed that hours must have
passed since Scarlet Runner and the
driverless cart had. so nearly come
into collision, but it was not an hour
yet when the door of the kitchen was
unbarred and three out of the five
Ravetlis accompanied their guests
late prisoners to Christopher, Race's
motor car..- Two stayed behind, mak
ing no explanation,- but they had
looked at each other,- glancing with
meaning towards- the other locked
door and they had exchanged a few
hurried words with the young woman.

Though nothing had been said,
Christopher and Barla both knew that
those who remained were on guard,
watching over a life that was more to
them than their own. "Don't let him-b-

Been!" they had exclaimed. That
nor harm might reach him, enough
men to protect him were staying at
the farm.-- ...

There had been a Vfew moments
when Chriatopher had hardly expected
to smell the night air again, or to
see the car that he loved. It was good
now to sit on the driver's seat of
Scarlet Runner, to hear tlje comfort-
ing thrum-thru- of Its engine, to feel
Its steering wheel under his hand and
to see its lights drinking up the dark-
ness. It was life, after a cold dream
of death.

The Ravellis had an idea where to
go. "They" would be anxious to get
away with "her," were she living or
dead, and the papers they must have
found in the opened bag.

she was called Alexa so. much
mey soon learned, tor tne name was

brothers.
So the brothers talked, apeaking of

Loris as if he were dead, and of Alexa
as If, perhaps, it would be better to
know that she were dead, too. But
there was no doubt in their minds
that the way to take was to go
straight and quickly to Ventlmiglla.' The car rushed on towards

obedient to the brothers' idea
that Ventimlglia was the center for
the quest to begin.

"We don't wish to know your se-
crets, but tell us one thing," said
Chriatopher. "Is this woman a per-
son politically Important or merely of
importance to private interests?"

"She is of great Importance polit-
icallynot here, but in another coun-
try," answered Michael Ravelll.

"It would be worth'a good deal of
trouble, then, and a largo expendi-
ture of money to people in high posi-
tion to get her back to that coun-
try?" "Russia" was the word which
came to Christopher's lips, but he
pressed it back.

"Yes," Michael admitted. "Much
money must have been spent already
tn tracking her with the most skilled
detectives at the disposal of her ene-
mies, otherwise they would never have
succeeded" as they have in spite of
all our precautions."

"You think, then, that they would
have preferred to let her live?"

"I think they wished us for the
time to believe her dead, a time long
enough for them to go far away with
her. But they would hope to gain
Much by questioning her, when they
had her safely back again in that land
where anything may be done in the
name of the law."

"Then 1 don't believe they will riak
traveling by train," said Christopher.
"By motor for a short distance, ,

but not for. You see, they
Would be anxious to get her out of
Italy and France before you could do
anything to,stop them. Knowing noth-
ing of us and our car, they might

en v few hours baCor you

CHAPTKR VIH.
THE GLOVK AND THE RING.

"I ask 'nothing of life except
death." mid the Marchese Baria.

"The one thing life cannot give,
answered Christopher Race.

They were sitting together at s,

in Venice, at one of the.
tables. They had met for the

first time that evening at 9. when the
place had been crowded, and they had
been forced to sit down at a table to-

gether, If ttiey would sit at all. Now
It was t In the morning (for Ftorlan'e
never closes) and, they had talked
ever since. '

Christopher knew that Barla had
loved a lady, the most beautiful on
earth according to her lover; that
fhey had been engaged, and that then
he had lost some thousands of pounds
and had received an adverse opinion
concerning his health from an emi-

nent doctor. The lady admired strong
men and threw Barla over to take one
whose lungs and whose bank account
were both more satisfactory man nis.
She was now the wife of this person,
who happened to be a prince, and the
Marches Barla wished to forget her
as soon as possible. The only way In
which he felt himself able to do this
was by death, and at present he was
engaged in shortening the short leas
of life given him by his doctor by

much alcohol. He found this
recipe disagreeable, as he disliked
wine and spirits. But. unfortunately,
he had promised his English mother
on her deathbed that never, in any
circumstances, would he follow the
examplOjset by one or two of his fa-

ther's ancestors and com-

mit suicide. Noxious microbes had
refused to Infect him. He could not
take typhoid fever, or any other dis-

ease warranted to carry off a delicate
patient. But he had hopes of pneu- -'

monla. That was why he had chosen
to sit out of doors on an unseasonably
chill, cold, rainy night, clad in the
lightest of garments.

"Is It murder to annihilate a per-
son whose one wish Is to die?" the
marchess asked. 4

"I'm Inclined to think the law
would regard It so. But" and Chris-
topher spoke slowly, as if on mature
deliberation "I'll tell you what I can
do. You say you're trying a course
of freezing treatment to hurry up
matters. Well, this is June, but It's
more like October weather, and I can
give you a long, strong dose of cold
air In my motor. What about coming
on with me until you pick, up pneumo-
nia, or, If not that, a violf at attack of
inflammation of the lungs or even
pleurisy, as you may do If It doesn't
soon stop raining?"

' "You are a good fellow!" exclaimed
' Barla. "The moment we exchanged

our first words I felt you would .be a
friend." '

"And I you," replied Christopher.
"The pity is, our friendship's likely to
be so short"

"Still, we shall be together till the
end." said the marchess.

"It's worth trying." assented Chris-
topher, "Scarlet Runner and I are
at your service for the experiment
I've got rid of my passengers; I've
seen Venice. I must take the car home
In time for another engagement and

' l shall be delighted to have a com
panion,"

"For as long as I last?" said Ba
rla.

"For as long aa you last'!
Race.

They started next morning, the
marchess having wound up his more
pressing anairs in case oi a sudden
end, and giving all necessary Instruc.

' tlons to the servants who looked after
his palace on the urand canal.

Their way led through southern
country, where the days should have
been summer days; but the weather
was abnormal. There were cold winds
and bursts of rain, which delighted
the Marchess Barla. He would wear
no overcoat, and insisted upon sitting
in rront beside Christopher, Each
night he expected to be 111, but he
had Instead an enormous appetite and
slept as he had not slept since the
marriage of his faithless lady. This
annoyed and puzzled him, but he was
somewhat comforted by Crhiatopher's
suggestion tnat tne seem ni Imnrnve
ment might be a mere flash of life be
fore the end.

Thfy drove through Padua and Ve
rona to Milan and on to Alessandria:
so across the nlaln of Lomharriv tn
Cuneo, all by easy stages, and when
the sun shone on them again Harla
longer coughed, except when It oc
curred to him as the duty of a jilted
lover. ,

, Now Scarlet Runner was set to
climb the mighty barrier of the Alpswhich shuts off Piedmont from the
Mediterranean, and darkness had fall-
en for the third time since its start.
when It had passed through the longtunnel of the Col dl Tenda and had
begun to descend past San Dalmazzo
into tne valley of the Rova.

Christopher had entered Italy with
his late passengers by way of Mount
Cenls and the Valley of the Roya was
strange to him. He knew It nly
through study of maps and guide-
books, but he had no fear of losing
the way and honed to reach Mentone
oy midnight. There, though It was out
of reason, one or two hotels would be
open. i

Scarlet Runner's lamps and search-
light threw a blinding glare ahead
aa the car picked its way, round sharpcurve after Bharp curve of rock, down
tha slippery road. On one side roBe
always a wall of mountain; on the
other was a precipice, in the troughof which roared the River Roya.
There was no reason that anyone
ahead should be surprised at sight of
Scarlet Runner, yet suddenly, taking
a quick curve, the car ail but dashed
Into the leader of three horses draw-
ing a market-car- t

Instantly Christopher put on the
brake and stopped the motor. Just In
time to save disaster, but not In time

, to avoid frightening the horses. The
leader, whose pale gray color gleamed
ghostlike In the fierce light of the
acetylene lamps, reared back unon
Its fellows, swerved and would have
plunged over the precipice, dragging
the other two horses and the great

, covered cart with him, had not Barla
sprung out of the car and seized him
by the rein. '

I t was admirably .done, not the act
. of a world-wea- Invalid, but of alert

youth, quick to think and do, because
full of Interest In life. There was
just time for admiration and some-
thing of surprise to flash through
Christopher's mind as he also Jumped
down and ran to help his friend with
tne horses. (

Between the two they had the anl
mala under control after a few wild

the darkness under the big white hood
which arched over tne carl.

"Drunk, of course," aald Barla.
"He's been across the frontier and
taken his eggs ttf market; now he's
no his way home to Cuneo, trusting
to his horses to find their way over the
Col and through that awful tuunel.
How like a peasant! They all do It
in my country, forgetting that this Is
the day of automobiles."

"I'll stir up tne laiot, saia jnna-torfhe- r.

He and Barla had carefully led the
horses past the great silent, lighted
shape of Scarlet Runner, so that the
market-ca- rt naa tne wiatn oi tne roau
to Itself, standing back to back with
the motor car. Now as Baria held
the head of the grey leader, who
seemed anxious to get on, Christopher
peered under the cover of the cart.
For a moment he was silent; men ne

What a wrong 7 ' aakea tne mar
chess. '

I can t make out yet, but It's very
queer," answered Christopher.

He hurried back to Scarlet Runner
and got out the electric lantern.
Flashing Its white ray Into the dark
tunnel under the canvas roof, It was
as If he had swept a black curtain
away from a strange and ominously,
suggestive picture.

There was in it no human figure.
yet it did not lack dramatic elements.
Empty egg boxes were plied ana tum
bled In confusion. On the broken
heap lay a woman's cloak of blue
cloth, torn from collar to hem, and

n under fthe folds of this
garment which had not been made
to cover the shoulders of a carter's
wife a handsome though small trav
cling bag of alligator skin gapped wide
ana empty as it it naa oeen wrencnea
open In mad haste or fury. Among
the boxes and scattered bunches of
straw were tossed various articles of

woman a wardrobe; a silk blouse,
handerchlefs, a long flchu of rich
lace. And on the back of the driv-
er's seat a little grey, gauntleted
glove held the reins and was Itself
kept in place by a knife wnicn pinnea
fast both the delicate kid and heavy
leather.

"Is the carter dead? called Ba
' 'ria.

'There Is no carter." Race an
swered, and cried out to his friend at
the horse's head the things which the
lantern light showed.

It sounds like murder the murder
of a woman," answered the marchese,
'and no common peasant wench."

Christopher had climbed on the step
or tne cart and was peering wimin
"It is blood on the glove," he said; "s
light smear of it almost flry. What.
ever has happened here must have
happened an hour or more ago.. Ana
there's something In --one of the fin-

gers something small and hard."
He was supporting himself with one

hand and had treed the other by set-

ting the lantern on the straw-strew- n

seat Now, with an effort, he wrenched
out the knife which stabbed glove
and reins and wood. The dainty bit

eat gauntleted gray suede was.
leased.

It's ring!" he exclaimed. '"A
queer ring with a shield of red enamel
and a raised black and gold crest on
It." As he spoke he gathered the
reins Into his own control and clamb
ered onto the seat

At once the horses knew that they
were under guidance. The leader
ceased to start and tremble, but stood
still, as If relieved to find life resum
ing its normal routine. Barla let go
the animal's head and as keenly alert
With curiosity as if he had never lost
Interest In the things of this world,
he ran to see what ne had heard de
scribed.

"She was a gentlewoman young
and beautifur, perhaps," he said, star.
tng at ring and glove. "What can the
mystery be? Why was she in this
cart alone?"

''L doubt she was alone," aald Chris
topher. "There's a knitted scarf of
worsted under the seat such aa peas-
ant men- wear.!'

The 'driver?" exclaimed Barla.
"You think he killed her and stole
what valuables she had knowmg
they were worth his having?"

"IV seems the most probablo the-
ory." said Christopher. "She who-
ever she was had engaged, him to
drive her. There must have been a
strong motive for trusting him, If he
were a stranger."

"But If he were not a stranger
and deceived her?"

"Ah, then Yet why the glove
nailed to the seat?"

"Unless It were for a signal. Santa
Maria! We must get to the bottom
of this. Shall we go on in your car,
aa we were going, and trace-th- mys
tery, step by step, along the road by
wnirh this cart has come?"

'What! and let the cart go on
alone?" '

'No, that would not do. One, of us
might stop with it until the other
could return with the motor, having
found out the truth or, at worst, hav
ing given an alarm at the nearest gen
darmerie." i

I think we'd better not separate."
said Christopher. "We may be wrong
in our theories. And we can t tell
which way we should take. There
are twenty or thirty tracks In the
mud. made oy Just such market-cart- s

this, going towards France- - or re
turning Into Italy. If there's any dif
ference between this and others. It s
too dark for us to tell. How can we
he sure which one of many small
branch roads between here and

Is the road we ought to fol-
low?"

"Have you no plan, then?" asked
the marchese impatiently. "We must
do something."

"I've a thought not a plan. Did
you notice anything peculiar about the
gray leader?"

"Only that he's an undaually good
horse to draw a market-car- t He's
got blood In him."

"That's what I meant He's almost
as mysterious as everything else
about the cart, more like a riding
horae than a cart horse somebody's
favorite Well, he'll lead the others

and the cart back to where he
came from back to where that some-
body Is waiting for him. If we want

the name of the owner or alleged
owner Ravelll; Valegio. Valegloa
that village, you remember, wnose
lights we saw twinkling far above ua
about half on hour ago as we came
down the pass. Some' road branching
off 'near here must lead to It. If it
does, the gray horse will take It, and

perhaps Blgnor Ravelll will have a
surprise." '

Out went the light of the lantern.
The lamps of the car were already
dork. Christopher, lying among the
egg boxes, the reins held loosely in his
hand, his revolver ready, let the gray
leader go at his own pace and in his
own way. The car trailed behind
nolselesaly, invlalble to anyone In
front Thus the horses, steady enough
now, plodded up the pass down which
Scarlet Runner had swept but a half
hour ago.

There was not a word, scarce the
rustle of a footfall, nor was there a
light anywhere. But in the thick blue
dusk Christopher had heard for ah
Instant a man's breathing.

Suddenly there broke Into the still-
ness of the night one deep, baying
note from the throat of a dog a
bloodhound, Race Judged by the rich

different from the bark of
other dogs. Next moment there were
scuftlfngs, as if someone were holding
the animal In check, and Christopher's
heart began to pound against his side.

Soon the bulk of a house loomed a
blacker mass against the blackness of
the sky. The man who guided the
gray horse swung htm round a cor-

ner; a half-ope- door let a flood of
yellow light flow out Into a stone-pave- d

courtyard, and huddled In the
doorway Race could see several fig-

ures looking out peering, listening.
Then the horse stopped. Still Chris
topher lay without moving. He
wanted to know, If possible, what
these nennle exoectcd to nnd.

The man who had guided the leader
came towards the cart asking a ques-
tion as he approached, but he spoke
neither in Italian nor French, nor
any language which Christopher Race
had ever heard before When on an-

swer followed he repeated the same
words anxiously, then sprang toward
to look into the cart.

What he saw was Christopher, sit
ting un his revolver cocked and
aimed for now there seemed little
hope of explanations, and It was nec
essary to be ready on the instant for
reprisals.

The thing which any normal man
would do on suddenly seeing t
volver aimed at his head at such close
Quarters is to start bam mecnani
cally, but this man was different. With
a roar of rage he risked death and
leaped at the stranger as a tiger
leaps, and Christopher did not tiro.

In an instant the courtyard was
echoing with cries and footfalls. The
door was flung wide open and three
or four young men and a woman had
thrown themselves, like living shad-
ows, among the shadows of the stone- -

paved square. Barla, fearleas and ex
cited, had dashed out of the car and
run forward at the Bound of the first
cry, waving a revolver. --But he could
not hre. for three Jail men had torn
Christopher Race out of the cart and
wrenched his weapon away. The
group struggled together, and Baria
dared not tire lest he should kill the
one he would save. Then, suddenly,
someone seized his arms from behind
and snatched his revolver as he dis-

charged it inadvertently in the air,
and at the same moment a woman's
voice shreiked In Italian: "An auto-
mobile 4n automobile!'

Other voices, all voices of men, par-
leyed passionately together in that
strange language of which Baria could
understand no more than Christopher.
It might, perhaps, be German, thought
Barla, who knew only English and
Italian, with enough French to read
and travel, and the poorest smattering
of Oerman, remembered vaguely from
his school days. Therefore, he called
up some words of that tongue and
strove to protest furiously, aa he and
Christopher were dragged towards the
house, unarmed now and welj-nlg- h

helpless, la the grasp of four or Ave

strong men.
No one understood or would seem

to understand and they were at the
open door, surrounded and powerless,
when some Inner door opened, and
for an Instant a tall and magnificent
old man,, with long white hair falling

mage which they had not Been ablel?Poken over and over again by the
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men's features were Russian their
high cheek bones, their narrow gray
eyes and short noses.

"Why did you come to us?" the
last speaker aaked, in "Italian, and
Baria, prompted now and then by
Christopher, explained with perfect
frankness. "We wanted to know who
had plotted the murder If murder
has been done and we thought the
quickest way to find out .was to travel
with the cart But it seems that you
suspect us, as we suspected you."

"If there has been murder, there Is

not one of ua who would not die lo
avenge It," said the eldest of the
young men.

"We should like to bowlth you in
that," said Barla.

"But why, It It has nothing to do
with you?"

"It has this to do with us that we
found the glove and the'ring, and our
blood growa hot againat thoae who
have injured a woman."

"If they have Injured her, they shall
pay for It," exclaimed another of the
young men, In Italian. "They shall
pay, aooner or later."

"Say to them that, with our motor,
we might help them to pay sooner,"
cut in Christopher.

Baria said It. And the men's faces,
fiercely set a few momenta ago, soft-
ened to a friendliness that was almost
guileless.

You are brave men. We are sorry
that we threatened you," he Bald to
Barla.

"Who la called Ravelll here, If you
are of Russian parentage?" Baria in-

quired.
"We are known as thelrothera Ra-

velll. Our father married an Italian
woman of that name when our mother
died, soon after we came to Italy, and
this place now a farm, though it was
once a chateau was her property. My
father took her name and became a
farmer. Wo tuu-- fuiiuwed ia U

Dullness activi ties. In close proitmicy m
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