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" But only fnartleulate sounds came

May

LADY s walting for
you, usir,” sald my
socretary, as | came
1o my office sn bour

later,

"Already 1"

“Yes, she has been
here a long time”

and, as he spoke, my
visitor entered the
room.

1 bhave seen some
pandsome women, but never one to

her. A lovely, graceful fig-
ure, her golden hair llke an aureole
round the shapely head.

“Pray take a seat” I sald “What
ean 1 do for you?"

She sat, or rather dropped, down
fnto the proffered arm-chalr, trembling
from head to foot, convulsed by sobs.
1 pretended to Jook over some papers
to give bher time to recover. Then,
after two or three ineffectual attempts
to apeak, she sald:

¥l am Madame R——; my name, I
think, is not unknown to you.

1 nodded, for 1 had often seen It
among those of our brilllant soclety
women.

“But"—and then she again
fnto tears—"1 am lost, lost!
shall I do unless you help me?”

“Oalm yourself,” I said, holding &
glass of water to her lips, the tumbler
clicking agalnst her small white teeth.
8he rocked herself to and fro, and
then, after w violent effort, unfolded
bar tale—the old, old tale of A wom-
an's folly and & man's wickedness. In
& low volce she began:

“1 will mot trouble you with the
story of my wretched youth, in & lone-
ly country house, my father Always
away In Paris on some business or
other, and myself glven over to the
ears of a cross, hard, bigoted malden
sunt, supposed to replace my mother,
whom I have never known. When I
was nineteen ! married M. R—, 1
hardly knew him, but I longed to get
away from the maddening, dull life In
that melancholy country house, with
no other company than that of my
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old aunt, and a few old ladles of the |

same stamp.”

She clenched her little fists, and,
fixing her eyes on me with a frighten-
ed stare:

“Monsieur Goron" she cried, “you
come across terrible misery and trou-
ble, but none of the wretched beings
whom it is your duty to arrest can be
any worse than those who dellber-
ately wrecked a8 woman's life. The
sooundred, the scoundrel—"

She had risen from her chair,

“My marriage,’ she continued, "was
a farce, a grotesque farce. My fa-
ther had neglected me; horses, wom-
en, the baccarat engrossed him. Two
days after my weddlog 1 reallzed
what marriage would mean to me! My
husband, as you know, s a distinguish-
ed antiquarian—" -

She paused a moment, with her
hand to her throat, and then resumed:

“] rank after the old coins and
musty manuscripts on which he
wastes his money and time. Again I
was left to myself, but 1 was free:
and, with money at my command,
plunged into the so-called pleasures of
soclety. If only God had glven me a
child, a darling I could have loved, all
this misery would have been spared
me. But that, too, had been denled
me. Courted and flattered, | had plen-
ty ‘of opportunities to ‘console’ myself
~—like many ladies of my scquaintance
~but 1 had the strength to resist. 1
have m letter my mother wrole to me
ulneteen years ago, when she knew
she was dying, wherein she exhorts
me, when [ grow up, to think of her
and mot rightly. I have always this
letter with me. It Is a tallsman.
But—" \

She stopped and looked away.

“ ‘can guess,” 1 sald soothingly,
*only tell me what brings you here,
gnd what 1 can do for you."

She shudderad, as if in recollection

* pf something nauseous.

" you can guess—] met him at
frouville last summer, and was fas
ginated by his looks and his manner.
I forgot all; my mother's letter, my
good resolutions, all, all, all! I
only I loved and

‘wMonsleur Goron,” she cried, “that

. man is & monster, & flend. I found out
. bis ‘treachery snd told him I would

at him again. But he holds

ook
‘in his grasp. 1 wrote him four let-
mwmt And, under
reat of delivering them to my
“he has
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are those letters. What becomes of
him afterwards is of no lmportance.
Don't you understand ™™

“Yes, 1 quite understand, Yet, un-
less 1 arrest him. 1 do not see—"
“No, no!™ she repeated, more ve
hemently, “you do not realize my dan-
ger! He Is a desperate character; he
tears nobody, and If you try to fright-
en him be will turn on me! Get those
letters! 8Save ma!”

After a moment's pause [ asked:

“Is ho & Frenchman?"

“No, he 1s a Cuban; of a first-class
family, 1 think."

“Give me his name and address, and
also the dates of those letters, if
you remember them."

8he wrote everything down and
handed me the slip.

The more | heard of this business
the less 1 llked It, although 1 knew
full well that unless something were
done a catastrophe would ensue. On
the other hand, Madame R—— had
tied my hands; I had no legal hold on
her tormentor, and | did not see how,
under these conditions, | could bring
him to bay. But her sad satory had
moved me, and 1 resolved to try my
luck, 1 had often tried it befors and
foun’ it answered.

1 led her to a small room near my
office and told her to walt,

“You must be patlent,” T warned her,
for It may take me some time, and, re-
member, | guarantee no results”

1 sent A note to the Cuban, asking
him to call on me without delay. My
messenger found him at bome. There
came & knock on my door, and a tall
man with very dark halr and blue
eyes entered my office. His clothes fit-
ted him well, and he had that easy
grace of those moving in good soclety,
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there
in the adjoining room, his vietim, de
on e to release her from his
clutches, It was maddening,

He looked at his wateh, rose from
his chair, and politely asked me wheth-
er 1 had anything more to say, as he
bad an important engagement In
town.

I was growing desperate, and feit
tempted to call Madame R—— into my
offiee, and force her to formally charge
the man and bring him within my
grasp. A moment's reflection showed
me the uselessnees of such A course
She would be too frightened to act
upon my suggestion,

He walked towards the door.

“Stop!" 1 shouted. *“I have ome
or two questions to ask you." I want-
ed to galn time.

The Cuban looked at me, slightly
surprised,

“How long have you been In Parls?
1 nsked,

“Seven months,” he replied.

Then I risked a random shot.

“What is your real name? No, not
the one on your card, but the name
your father bore?” If you had a
tather, 1 ndded mentally.

Thus far my man had not turned a
hair. His tons now became sLArp.

“What yight have you to ask me
such & guestion?’ He was losing his
temper.

He gave his mustache another twirl
and, just as he was again pulllng down
his cuff, I noticed a scar across his
right wrist

1t was an ordinary scar, slightly
jagged toward the middle, & scar that
might bave been caused by a fall when
he was a boy. Now, however, It took
gigantic proportions, and I felt ino-
stinctively that | had lald my finger
on something that might turn the
sgcnles In our favor. It required, never-
theless, grave caution with such an
opponent. A false move would mean
faflure. In & moment I had formed
my plan, and started the attack.

1 called In one of my men, ordering
him to remain with the Cuban until 1
returned.

It was only intuition, not Inference,
that caused me to fasten on this scar
as the means of bringing the fellow to
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bay; but, as [ discovered in the course

|t ais mind wd whter
It was evident he walted for me to say |

something, Seeing 1 remalnsd sllent
be began, in & volce suddenly grown
huaky: f

“Monsleur Gorom-—legally you have
no right to demand those leiters,
but—" He poused auddenly, well
knowing that the dangerous moment
for him had arrived, and that he had
to weigh every word. Agaln he looked
at me as If for support, and, Dot re-
celving any, he continued:

“But, supposing | should give them
up—what—am 1 to—expect in return
for my—oourtesy ™

The word “oourtesy” made me
smile. It was typical of the man,

“My dear sir,” 1 replied, "I must not
be behind you in the:way of courtesy.
Now, this 18 what you can expect from
me. You will go to your chambers.
You will come back at once with the
letters; and [ will allow you till to-
morrow midday to pack your belong-
ings and clear out of France 1f ¥
refuse, you and 1 will have anothe
kind of talk™

This time the Cuban's thoughts
moved quicker. He dropped his grand
manners and also bis laxy drawl

“Do you give me your word that if |
agree to this you will not molest me
under some foollsh pretense or other?”
he nsked.

¥] give you my word,” 1 retorted,
“that you will not be molested under
any foollsh pretense.”

“1 accept,” he called out, and moved
quickly towards the door.

“Hold hard, my friend” 1 cried,
“you are too basty. 1 want to show
you more courtesy. A man of your
position must not go about like an
ordinary mortal; you shall have &
guard of honer.”

I rang the bell

“Tell Inspector Leroux 1 want him.”

“Leroux,” | sald, when that official
made his appsarance, "this gentleman
s going to his chambers in the Hue
d'Alger to fetch some documents, You
are to accompany bim, and mnot to
leave him a second out of your sight.
The Rue d'Alger |8 not far. Take a
eab. | expeet you back In hall ab
hour—with the gentleman, rewember,
I recommend Alm to your care,”

“All right, wsir," grinned Lerdix.
“1'll look after him.”

A heary day's work lay before me,
yet 1 hud not the patience to attend to
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His manners were perfect, and in any
drawing room his general appearance

Yet, to the practiced eye, there was
fn him something of the adventurer,
of the man who looks upon the thou-
sands In other people’s pockets as his
own. Audacity and unserupulousness
were written In every festure, and 1
knew a difficult task lay before me.

“Do you know why 1 sent for you?”
1 at once began.

X

of my career, in difficuit and subtis

cases inspiration is no detractinggfac-

tor in detective work. ‘
Madame R—— had warned me not

IR AND THIS TIME IT WAS |
WHO RAISED. THE CUFF

other matters untll this business wia
seitled, especially with the half fran-
tic woman near me. .Befora I had fin-
{sbed my third cigaretts the Cuban,
followed by the grinning Leroux, en-
tered. 4

- Without a word the fellow

| still get a good deal of coddling.”

mmwomumml&'
feet,

| watehod her go to the wi
where she remalned, her back tu I
towards me, her face burled In  ber}

bands. Was she praying? | think sog

She slowly turned round and walk
to the table whore 1 sat and, with an}
expresslon that retnoved from my

filega! net, she salzed both my hands
and said:
“Monsleur Goron—dear Monsieur
Goron—how—how oun | thank youT
“Madame,” 1 answered, “I am pol
entitled to your gratitude. You have
to thank the scar.”

gShe opened her oyes In astonish
ment.

“The scar—what sear?”

“The one on the man’s right wrist.

*On his right wrist? I—Il—oeve:
saw (t!™

“No, but 1 did!™

Five years elapsed,

One morning, passing through the
Parc Monceay, 1 saw an elegantl)
dressed, handsome Yyoung Wolnar
walking with a nurse carrying & baby
1 at once recognized Madame R—
She colored slightly, and, without ut
tering a word, held up the baby; rals
ing its tiny band to her lips, she seni
me & kiss, 1 upderstood.

And the Cuban?

A fow days luter, n New York papel
brought the story of & fracas in A Bat
Francisco gambling house where thre
men had been shot. The body of one
a dark-complexioned man, with & sca
on hig right wrist, had not been lden
tifted,

Was it my Cuban?

I think so,

Town of Long Lived People.

There are here more than 60 mat
over 70 who are making a living with
out any assistance. Some of then
are a good dea! over 70, near 80. This
applies to whites only. Most of then
served four years in the southen
army, which was a very hagd life an(
caleulated to shorten their days.
guppose there are as many women o
the same age, but as Lo thls 1 hawe
not investigated, says a writer In thi
Christian Herald. This must be ar
unusually healthy locality, and ther |
are more old people In it in propor 1
tion to numbers than any other place
1 know of. Fourteen miles from hert
there lived until a few Yyears RAEC

mind the last trace of remorse for my |

Rome, Ga., 18 a city of about 14,000 ||

and, for several minutes, not a word ',

was spoken, -
i

SOME THINGS PRESIDENTS MUST ENDURE

before the end of his

House, and make himself accessible to

stay In the White House he will fully realize the utter
futility of his announced plans to malntain the “open door” in the White

all citizens who wish to consult him.

| ACHIEVEMENTS OF

GENERAL CROZIER

The announcement by Brig. Gen.
Willlam Crosier, chief of the bureau
of ordance, United States Army,
in his annual report, that this is his
last report on account of being re
lleved from the command of the ord
nance department and assigned to
other duty, calls attention to the
greal sorvices he has rendered to the
army in his position as head of that
very |mportant bureau. To the
meeting of the great responsibilities
of that position he has brought the
qualities of energy, studlousness, re-
ceptivity to new ldeas and steadfast
devotion to high Ideals that have lift-

Nathan White, a farmer. When he |
was 106 years old he planted and |
made all alone three bales of cotton |
and 300 bushels of corn, besides split |
ting his own ralls and cutting ﬁre|
wood for the family. | took him to a |
photographer and he walked with »

cane—walked too fast for me. This l
man llved to be about 112 years old
He was a native of North Carolina.

Bentimental Cherry Trees.

“If you live In a boarding house
back room, and if you see through
your window some day that the land
lady I8 trying her best to protect some
lttle aprigs of trees along the board
fence from the cold, covering the roots
with straw and the treetops with bur
lap, you need not go to the trouble of
asking what kind of trees they are,”
gald the gray-headed man. “You may
set them down at once as Japanese
cherry trees,

“They are planted there becauso
a Japanese once hoarded in the house,
and after he went home he sent the
landlady the very nicest thing he could
think of as a token of appreciation
and esteem. That meant Japanese
cherry trees. There are three cherry
trees in our back yard The landlady
molhered & young Japanese who
boarded with her through a spell of
sickness. He got well and went home.
First thing along came the cherry
trees. They are thrifty trees, but they

Novel Auto Inventlon,
Whether it is due to the recent suc
cess of motor skids or not; the nove.

and Interesting steering for motor
cars that an Austrian motorist ls ex-
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ed his department into a wider fleld
of usefulness and efficlency.

General Crozler was appointed
chief of ordnance In November, 1801,
and the department was then operat-
ing under the detall system as estab-
lished by the act of February 2, 1901
Previous to his regime the officers
of the ordoance department bhad mo-
qujred thelr education as specialisli—
best they might, teaching and tralnin,

nectetd with the design or even the

groundwork In training, established

to give an officer the sclid foundation
ing in ordoance work.

that is, as engineers of ordnance—at
g themselves as haphazard opportuni-

ties were offered by their varlous duties. The result was that only a part of
the oficers of the department were able to handle the engiheering work con-

manufacture of guns, carriages, etc.

General Crozler, who, like all thorough men, realizes the value of solid

courges of lnstruction under capmble

teachers, the most important of which is perbaps the theoretieal course in
the applieation of mechanies, chemistry and electrica to ordnance’ construe-
tion. which 18 pursued for a year at the Sandy Hook proving ground in con-
nection with the proof and experimentation work there. Any officer who has
passed through that course will testify to its completeness and to its abllity

upon which to build his further train-

VICEROY HARDINGE'S TASK IS GREAT

When Edward VII, following that
remarkable series of visita to Contl-
nental capitals which began In 1903,
was acclaimed throughout Europe as
the er, there were certain
keen-faced old gentlemen In Downing
street who allowed  themselves the
emotionhl relaxation of a quiet amile
and registered the thought at the
game tme that a considerabla por-
tion of the credit for the diplomatie
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