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_ on the desk and pressed one long,
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CHAPTER XXIL e
The House Divided.

Alone In that strange place of sk
lence and shadows—that den of the
devil's lvery, crimson and black—
chained to the Invalld chalr wherein,
day In, day out, for years on end, he

had suffered the Promethean torments |
of the life that would not die out of
his wretched, wrecked carcass, though
without ceasing sharp-beaked envy,!
hatred, malice and all uncharituble-
ness pecked insatiably at his vitals: |
Seneca Trine sat waiting, with the ini |
passivity of a ven figure walting
on the Imminea. hour of ultimato
avengement for the wrong that had
made him what he was,

“Another hour! Tn sixty
minutes more they w;ll be here, Judith
and Murrophat and Hose—uvoor tool!
—and him! In sixty minutes
more they will pur him down before
me, bound pnd L wess, if not dead

A slight pause prefaced word t
were a whimpered prayer: “Cod send
that he be pot dead! Have I lingerid

Rose Turned on Her Passionately.

here In anguish ali these w PATY YEurs
for the fulfillment of my revenge only
to be cheated at the end by Death”
Cod grant that Alan Law may be lald
down stlll lving bere ar my  feet!
Then ]

\ bitter smile twisted his toriyred
fsittures: “Then shall my will be done
lo him!  And then, when | have seen
him die < his father dled then—Ah,
God!-—rhoy at last | oo may  die!

There was a long silence.
groun of exasperated protest:
do they uot come?
delay, when she knows how | suffor?
Why have I been put off from day to
day with her telegrams tha begged
for more time and proniised every-
thing-—~but told norhing!—until Vet
dax Whery are meg-
dages she sent me yesterday 0

Ifls one egound Land groped out Yike
a claw and sonpgls w anpes of papers
on the desk beside him, sorting out
from among thewm twi yellow forms.
Painfully he biinked wver these und
slowly his pain-beo. lips conned their
wording,

Man and Rose safe with mo—nil]
bring Loth home romorrow miche with-

then a
‘Why

e

Why does .ludith |

Tpon this one he loosed the iight
tings of his wrath without ruth

Rose suffered bim in silence. His
most galling recrimination educed no
retort from this one. |

In a lull in Trine's tirade, Judith
chose to interject: “Don't be so hard
on the silly fool: she’s not responsible;
she’s sick with love for that good-look- |
Ing simpleton!"

“And you!" Rose turned on her
passionately—“what about you? If I|
love Alan Law, at least I love him |
openly. [ am not ashamed to own It—-l
and [ don’t pursue him, as you do, pre- |
tending I mean to sacrifice him to a
wicked family feud, and then spare
him every time I meet him, to lead
him to believe I haven't the heart to
| injure him—as you do, hoping so to

work upen his sympathles and earn

a ¥indly weord and a pat on the head

irom his hand!"

Fiercely she leveled a denunciatory
arm at her gister. “There!"” she cried
W Ber fother—"if you need to know—
there srands the daughter who has
betrayed your faith—as I have not,

Who have never even pretended to
dpprove your villainy!"”

ARk Trine announced in a
volee of lee—"1 hove learned now
what 1 needed to Know.”

His fingers sought the row of byt
tons: and when a servang r wponded,
he inquired:

Ir. Murrophat has returned ™

tle is In the walting room, sir

Miss Judith to him and
tell him I hold him personally respon
sible for hor sufe-keeping. 1o will
understand,™

Avd for & Joug time thereafter the
futher, alone with the daughter who
had been estranged from him sinee
birth by every instinet of her nature,
essaved in ovain te break down jwer
mutinous silence.

At last Trine summoned two of his
erea res and had her led weeping
from the rooms 1o be held prisoner in
her bedehamber on the topmost floor

I of the house

Conduct

CHAPTER XXIII,

A Sporting Offer.

two liours iater, that same
evening, Mr. Alun Law, very much
wlive and, fn spite of a complete new |
outlit of ready-made clothine, looking
titeh more lke Wimsell thany he hud
In o fortnight. issued forth from the
tirand Central station, halled a taxi-
cab, and had himsel? conviyed to the
Hotel Monolith,

But If he looked his proper self once
more, it speedlly was demaonstrated
that his wisht was otherwise: tor after
learning from the room-clerk of the
Monolith that a sulte wus being held
in the name of Arthur Lawrenee, that
wayg the name Mr Law inseribed on
the rogister

On the other hand, it wgs his true
name that he gave to the person whom g
he called upon the telephone Immedi- |
ately after being shown to his FOOIS,
But then he wag apeaking to his old
friend and man of huslness, M., Dighy. |

Within another ten minntes this last |
was in confercice with his employer:

“I think you must be outl of your
head,” he Insisied uervously, once
their first greetings were over. “You
might just as sensibly throw yourself
from the top of the Metropolitan tower
a8 come to New York while Trine lives |
and knows you're this side the water. ™

“Nonsense!” Alan laughed, “Remem-
ber this Is New York -not The back-
woods of Maine!™

Alan  pavsed and smole his palm
with a remorseryl fist, “By the Eter-
nal, 'm forgetting NDareus'™

Some

out tail.” " e read the first aloud: and “Bareng®"
then the seeond: “Have anotorear “Chap whese beat | chartered in
waiting for e umorrow morning  Portland —sheer luck on my part: he's

rom s
Paiford o

o'clock il ealled tor New
alertront—Judith. *

"Nol!T He afrmed with the fervor
of one porsuaded by his own desires:
T must not deubt the girl!  She hias
promised, she has perforpmed:

So sthl was be, indeod that he |
sermed to slevg, but so deceptive was
tat semblanee tant he was alert for
the Tvast sound, The gl entered soft-
Iy, #s 01 Fearful of disturbing his slum-

Ders: but she oo agd iz with
ereet and eves a-blaze

Judith!™ B eried. Lis Breat volc
vibrativg Hkio n braven bell At Jast!
Where s he? Yoau gy brogght him?
Where s he?"

With no wore answer than a sigh,

bead

the glrl drocped heg head and ler hep

hands
poaed.
After an insient of ineredulous dis-

hang limply with palms ex-

P |
appointment the man shot a wingle,

frigid question at her:

"You huve falled?”

"l have failed.” she confegsed.

"Why

She shrugged slightly
why one fails?
too much for

“"Who kinows
I did my best: he was
me, owtwilted me at

evers 1. Time and again I thought *

I had him, but always he “Heaped,
either by his own wit and courage or
with another's ald. Only yesterday
night they were all three in the ol
low of my bands—but now I bring you
only Rose."

8he faltered, awed by the glare of
his infuriated eyes. "Let ma explain,”
she begged.

He snapped her short: “You cannot
explain. The thing is Impossible, that
yoir'should have failed. There is some-
thing beneath this, something you
will not tell me.”

She endeavored to speak, but he en-
forced silence with a sonorous “Noi”

His hand sought the row of buttons

Almost instantly a servant glided
~moiselessly into the room,

one of the salt of the arth. First,
romething must he done for the boy.
You've got influence of some sort in
New Bedford, surely

Dighy  refleoted “Some, There's
Ceorge: Blaiue, Justice of the peace—"

“The man, Telegraph him in
Barcus' interesty immediately, And
telegraph Barcus as wall—aend him
w hundred for expenses, and rell him

rers

| sand miles of salt water.

to join me here in New York as quick |

ts he ean!"”

“Your friend’s address®™ Dighy In-!
vuired, mildly ironie us he sal down |

ply of stationery.

“New Bedford jail. of course!™ lan
ehuelled--but cut his laugh in two as
romeithing fluttered from the pack of
euvelopes which Digby had disturbed
eud fell 1o the floor between the two
ien

Face up, it grinned sardonic moek-
ery of Alan’s confidence: it was a trev
of hearts,

With an ashen face and a trembling
hand, Digby stooped 1to pick the
damned thing up; but Alan was be-
forehend with him. and got. his Angers
first upon the card.

“Now will you believe? Digby de-
wanded buskily.

“In what? A simple coineldence?”
[ Alan flonted, “Not I! Who knows I'm
{ In New York—or that the Arthur Law-
frence for whom your agent engaged
| these rooms was Alan Law. No, my
[ friend: it’s & bit too thick for me, Take
I my word for it, this Is nothing more
| mor less than a souvenir of a poker-
party held by yesterday's tenant of
this suite.” :

“Perhaps—perhaps!" Digby assent-
ed, stroking tremulous lips. “But I'm
afraid for you, my boy. Who knows

my man when he made this reserva-
tion? Who knows .but that ‘.lmm-l

-l

atlantic steamar. Oh,

heart, my boy!"”

With a gesturesof unfeigned affec-
tica Alan dropped a
shoulder.

“There’s nothing on earth I would ' after him with footsteps as nolseless
“you'verbeen | 48 a cat's and & face that had the sav-
& fother axd a mothor (h me ever eince | agery of a tiger's when it was tran-

not do for you,"” he said:

[ can rememBer, even if we were sepa-
rated, most of tha time, by three thou-
But this
thing—I can't do It, Bven for you. I
can't do it evea for myself,

Trine is here in New York, in
hands and at the m arey of her fathgr
and sister: and you may judge what
their mercy will be when you learn
all that she has dune for me. I won't

e and | con’t ga uatil T find her and

sk B

T owidh e
“hen,!" Diphy

Yatnstraw

In, cras
pe, 1 ve you

stryek

of i

r

Eo 1o you

- wesd o thint, ungu:
onub] i Mese o me, and 111
iy sheke the o2 Y
vmy o shoes, aund kever return ol
Uriie is '| 10 avay comfortabilv in |
v
“Itoahall b dope™ | 18bY romised.
)
oy
Yo heliove that?”
ve hours Lose #1921 be o
s8icrad 1o you,”
Wwill 2 rake a baok en #2110
bet you something bappens—and hopo

I'lose into the bargain, 1If you belieyv e

VOu epn ocat iy

the

best available sulte on the Oceanic,
sailing tomorrow morning at top—
and moke arvasgenients for a maur-
riac s nelere e boad sails.”

SV go you" Iraby ngresd: *and i
I fail, T forielt the the reser
vation. [Tt about this marriage—"

[ hesitated,

"You'll havo to hrve
this state—and can't get one axcept

cost ol

o

there for the mailing of llie next 'mm. | what seemed an
surely you can't - reluctance, and got his way,
deny me this one wish of my fond old |

hacd on Digby's whem Alan had duocked smartly into

Rose | window across the way, and crept |
the | along one of these, gingsrly on his

And that is nu;il."I

1ring |

u'll go. providizg 1 Sud and 1 |

a vETE to the winde

uncommonly stubborn
He could not know that another

.

,lkﬂhﬂbehhdahrﬂeretthmw-m

rels and overheard all that paseed and,

' the unfinished building, rose and stole

slently revealed in a shaft of mocn-
light.

At length Alan galned the gridiron
| of girders on a plane with the lighted

Abruptly be pitched forward on his
face along the girder, kicking wildly,
grasping at the alr. The stiletto fell
from an instinctively relaxed grasp,
and disappeared. And before Alan
could reléase his hold, or ease the
strain upon the right arm of the as-
sassin, this last had slipped bodily
from the girder and hung helpless In

| hands and knees, until ha case 1o jta |
end and mizht, if he cared to, loek |
down a’hundred feet to the s'3vwalis,
That view, however, ¢!d not tn=t;
| he kept his eves leval; asd was re
warded with a bara glimpue of a pret-|
tHly-papored wall, framed in the Ince of |
hall“dravwn curtains,
And of sudden—uhethor
fortuity, or instinct, cr tha
logical Attraction of his

certratien=—the ten;

| for a Mttle, lcokine pingively gut. alin-
"} lous of 11, te! { |
soeria? coizn.
Vanin I 11y har-
“ d him { . Itoas.
cJudfiL? O Thikt ihe w ' e
> could plainly sec. Put which?® Dapred
he assume his hopes yulfled
With  diffculty deigrlod hiy
gy vision tfrom heow, aod deawine |

rom his poekiet a emall notobook, tore |

uul vour prowmise, wire | out a blank page, placed this dat on [
White Siar line to resorve tLe| the girder, found o

pencil, and with |
the assistance of a iy two of
woonlight serawled a message of al-
mest stenograpiiic brevity,

When he looked ap from this task,
che had vanished.

Sitting up, astride the girder, he

ur

| tock his wateli—a cheap affair he had f

. | nicked up®*when reclothing himself an
4 license in | the garments of civilized

society, at |
‘'rovidence, that morning—opened the |

Alan's Appearance at the Hotel Mona lith,

by applying In person with your bride-
to-be. There won't be time—"

“Then we'll marry in Jarsey!"” Alan
insisted, “Dig up some cleryyman over
there, If you don't know one your-
sell—"

“Oh, I'm well acquainted with the
very man!”

CHAPTER XXIV,

The Time o' Night.

Not ill-pleased to he left
devices (whose proposed character
Digby would never have approved had

| he so much as suspected them) Alan

none the less deferred action until
aiter midnight.

And espionage was all he feared—
save and except always, of course, fail-
ure to find his Rose.

It wns about one in the morning
when he arrived inconspicuously (but

) | - ) erv
=t the desk and fumbled with the sup- | not so much so as to seem deserving

of police surveillance) in the nelgh-

| borhood ofthe Riverside drive home of

that Trine's sples wera not watching |

his mortal enemy, a grim white house
that towered, stark and tall, upon a
corner.

Hls preliminary recognoisance pro-
vided little more than comfortless ex-
ercise. Huge, still, Its wall bathed in
the milk and ink of moonlight and
shadow, all its windows dark but
one—and that one, in the topmost tier,
showed only a feeble glimmer, so slight
that Alan almost overlooked it.

But once discovered, it focused upon
ftself his thoughts with & power little
less than hypnotic,

He belleved with small doubt that
Rose was a prisoner within those
walls; that Judith must have con-
veyed her there with all speed.

And, this being the presumptive case,
that small, high window of the light
might well be hers.

Directly across the street from the
Trine residence, on the opposite cor-
ner, 4 colospal apartment structure
stood half-finished, stonework to'fts

back of the case, and closed it upon
the folded message.

Then drawing back his arm, he
breathed a sllent prayer to the god of
all true lovers, and cast It from him
with all his might—with such force
that it almost unseated him at the end
of the swing. But nothing less would

have served to bridge that vawning

I-chasm.

And the watch flew straight and |
true, squarely through the lighted win- |

to hiz own | dow and to the further wall, . . .

At that very instant of his exuitation
over an obstacle overcome, he heard a
sound behind him of heavy breathing.

The assassin had come that close
upon his prey when Alan turned and
discovered his peril, )

The same moonbeam which had |
alded Alan in the compesition of his |
message struck across the other's face,
and showed it like a hideous Chinese |
mask of deadly hatred, with its eye- |
balls glaring and its lips drawn back |
from the naked blade gripped between
its teeth—a stiletto nothing short of a
foot in length.

With a sharp, startled movement,
Alan swung himself bodily about, so
that, seated agaln asetride the girder,
he faced the assassin who sat up,
straddling the girder, his feet hooked
beneath It a stlletto polsed in his
right hand to strike.

But even now Alan was in little or
no better case than before. If he faced
the thug, he faced him with 10 arns
other than his bare hands, He had not
even a pen-knife In his pockets, ~

With & low cry of desperation Alan
snatched off his hat, a soft and shape-
Tess felt affair, and flung it squarely in
the fellow's face,

Before he could recover—before,
that is, it dropped away and cleared
his vision, Alan had bent forward and
grasped the wriet of the hand that
held the knife,

He snatthed simultaneously at the
other hand, but it eluded him,

' Alan had this advantage, as long as
the knife might not strike—that hig
right arm was free, while the assasain
had only hie left, Wlththllhlm

| cess of her
i viewiug the gaunt framework of the |

epace, dangling at the end of Alan's

’ arm—with no mére than the grip of

live lingers betweenghim and doath,
The shock of that unpresaged turn
brought ‘Alan forward and flat on his

| F'emach, Ang the strain on his left
| m'm was terrifie,

He doubted if he
could maintain it {er another minute
Nor was there any reason why he
should retaln it. The end he had de-
i ned for his victip was merely his
Just deaert.

Aund yet Alan could nuot let L go.

Thus the battle began anew—but !

now iowas a battle with a man hall-
crazed and struggling so madly that
¢ welknigh frustrated the ellorts of
uls rescuer,
Iy the upshot the ussassin lay like a
limp rag aeross the
UL dimgling on one

sirder, head and |
ide, legs :lnd1

ton the other, ®pent withy his ters |

vifle e xertigns and physically sick with
terrar
At in this

state Alan left hiny. he

<ad dene onougl: let the man shilt

ior hiinsell from this time on,
CHAPTER XXV,
Chiangeling.

In the vague, chill gray of that dull
and desolate dawn, Judith stirred ab- |
ruptly on the coueh of a slceplem_a'
night, and with the rapidity of one
who has arrived at a settled purpose |
after a long period of doubt and per-|
plexity, rose and bathed and dressed
herself in negligee,

In the adjoiniug room she could hear
emall, stealthy noises—the sounds |

| made by her sister moving about and

preparing against the unguessable mo-
ment when her rescue would be at-
templied, according to the information

' conveyed in that midnight message.

For chance had conspired with her
Insomnia to station Judith fn the re-
darkened window, idly

unfinished building from an angle
which, when Alan edged out along the

| Eirder, showed him plainly in silhou. |
| ette against the sky.

In Judith's eyes his identity was un.
mistakable. She had hardly needed
the night-glnsses which presently she
brought to bear upon him at the mo-
ment when he was laboriously inditing '
his message—while grim doath stalked
him from behind. .

She had seen him throw the watch
and had heard the double thump of its

fmpact with the wall and foor of
Rose's bedechamber,

And she had witnessed with wildly
beating heart that duel in the ajr—
.able to surmise its outcome ounly from
the fact that the victor spared the life
of the vanquished.

The clock was striking siz us ghe
left her room: across the street work.
ingmen were streaming into the bulld.
ing to begin the labors of the day.

Brushing unceremoniously past the
drowsy and indifferent guard in the |
corridor outside the door to Rose's
room, Judith turned the.key that re.
mained in the lock on the outside, re-
moved it, entered, and locked the door
behind her,

Without any surprise she (ound hier
sister already dressed to the point of
donning her outer gurmenls,

Rendered half-frantic by this unes.
pecled interruption, threatening as It
did the perilous scheme that Alan had
proposed, Rose greeted her s{ster with |
a countenance at once aghust and
wrathful,

"What do you waut?" she demanded |
Lensely. F

“To come to an understanding with |
you,” Judith told her coolly. |

"There I8 no understanding possible
between ui: you know that as well asi

|

/

"Yet oue there must be,”

"I insist Lhat you leave this rnom at |
once!” [

“Iusist. by all %eans—and be]
damned! 1 may leave this room -and ’
I inay not, dear little gister. But one |
ol us will never leave 1t aliva."

With a start of terror, Rose shrank
back from this strange, wild thing |
that wore the very shape and sem-
blance of hersgelf. '

“What do you mean? You nammti
mean to murder me in cold blood, |
Judlth ™

“Not 1!" Judith laufhed harshiy,
“But, since it has pleased Destiny to |
decree that we must both love nno’
man—let Destiny decide between us |
and bear the blame of murder!"” i

“Judith!" !

“One moment!"” Crossing to a side |
table, Judith took up & glass from g
tray that held a silver water-pitcher,
and returned with it to the table that
occupled the middle of the floor, At the
same time she opened & hand til| then
fast clenched and disclosed a small
blue bottle with a Iabel shrieking
the warning “PO T

“Strychnine,” ‘she. explained com-
M‘dbn “In .’m ! hd Ow
the bottle into the glass.

“The ona who gets the trey of hearts
::,l: r‘m that glass\ Is it a bar
“Never! Oh, now I know that
are altogether mad!™
< Are you ready?
Judith made as if to deal.
“No—never! [ tell you ,l refusél™
Rose chattered, terrified. '
“You dare not refuse.”
"Wh’?"
“Because of this,"
Whipping a small revolver from an

other pocket of her dressing-gown, Ju
dith placed it on the table, ready

her hand. "1
“You will shoot me if ! do not con-
If you refuse,

sent?”

“Not you—but him.
little sisten, I will shoot Alan Law
dead when he comes to keep his ap-
pointment with youn.”

“Ah!" Ioee cried In mingled fright
and amazement. “How did you find
out?" 2

"Never suind. s it a bargain, now,
aboui the troy of hearts? Remember,
I shell Leap my word about this pis-
tol.”

With a
head,

" “Deal.” shn muttered fearfully, “and
may Ged jud e between usg!"

One by one she stripped the eards
from the top of the deck, dealing first
to Hose, th2i to hersell,

Oue by wive they fluttered to the
table on either side the glass of poison,
wnid fell free uppermost.

The trey of hearts fell to Judith.

There was an Instant of silent dread,
ended by Rose, as Judith’s band moved
‘steadily toward the glass.

“Judith!™ she implored

shudder Rose bowed her

“Don't—I

| beg of you—I didn't mean jt—I take

back my consent—"

“Too late!" said Judith, litting the
E]ass and eyeing its contents with a
strange smile.

“Judith! you cannot mean to drink
it™

“Can't I, though?” the other laughed
mirthlessly, “Just watch me!"

With a strangled ery Rose covered
her face with her hands to shut out
the sight, stood momentarily swaying,
and dropped to the floor In a complete
faint.

Delaying only to recogrize this phe-
nomena with a pitying smile for the
weakness of spirit that caused it, Ju.
dith’s glance darted through the win-
dow and saw that which caused her to
stay her hand an Instant longer.

On the topmost tier of girders of the
building opposite, Alan Law stood
amid a little knot of amused and ani-
mated laborers, one foot in the grea
steel hook of the holsting tackle, both
hands clasping the chain that linked
it to the gigantie block.

And as Judith stared, he smiled a
something said by one of tHose about
him, looked back, and waved a hand
to some perzon Invisible,

Immediately the arm began to iift,
the tackle to move slowly through th
blocks. Very gently he WAS SWUng up)
and outward. . |,

With a cry Judith flung the polson
heedlessly from her, leaped across the
rooni, and snatched up the street ear.
ments Rose hud dropped at her pisters
wutrance.

In another moment she was strug-
gling madly into them,

Before the shadow of Alan, clinging
to the hook and chain, fell athwart the

“Not |—but Deatiny, It It WillI"
window, she was dressed and clam-.
bered out upon the sill

“Sweetheart! My bravest
woman!"

The hook hung eteadily within six
inches of the window-ledge. Alan ex-
tended his arm.

“Nothing to fear, except lest I hold

little

you too tight, dear one!”

Without a word Judith set her foot
beslde his in the hook, surrendered to
his embrace, and closed her eyes,

Immediately they wers swung away
from the window, over toward the op-
posite sidewalk, aud gently lowered to

: I_ —— '—-l. il
R o W I S RS 5 Y

e




