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CHAPTER L
THEE WANDERER RETURNED.

HAT!"
Dr. Sheldon readjost=d his
glasses and took another and
- more prﬁhag_—d logk at the
card in his hand

“Hemry E. Randall!™ he cricd, more

softly. “Well, I'll be—"
Jest there he stopped. for the maid
was watching him with slightly elevated
She was a very prim and

eyebrows.
ﬂﬂﬂmmwﬂ,mandthemmd

*%mﬂm&mghrmhvt}mm

b-ani;r t';iz- has ﬁ*f:E*&H by muck

“ Lord, H-Em ¢ Six ""’E"""

ging around haso't mjared yom?
brown as 2 and—yes_ all of Sftd
pounds heavier, zren't ;. 2™

“Abont that™ dall Iamgl
“Yes 2 jzont arcan f-rf:'Ii i=
of a freshener, Tom.
certain of that™

* Just where did yo

“ Frem E:ere tc
sniled. " From
Africa From there -

England—and home 2szin

“ And you la .;ﬂ:d* 5

“last might™ said Rapdzll “ How
has the world been treating you? Kill-
ing off the popslation as saccessfully as
ever? "

Sheldon did mot answer mmmmediately,
He locked steadilvy at the other. and a
strong bight of curiosity came into his
Eyrs. .

“Did you—szget it2 " he said softly.

“ The—ihe diamond I went after?”
Rmshilqanads!izhﬁand lowered his
vorce. “ I—why, of course.”

“And—"

Randall merely smiled oddiy. nadded,
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znd remained silent. Thedacmrgm

his lps. and just the slightest
appeared.

a froem
“Heary,” he sad, in low tones,

*you've known me for twenty years or

50, and you know that I'm pot givea to

prying Into people’s affairs yomrs less
than any.
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Mﬁ,ﬂmﬁllﬂf:mm

- b .l. o ]
. 1||, r-
- -3 Ay _' y .







THE GOING OF THE GO-R*}*‘JN.

“With the exception of about nine-
tenths of it,” Sheldon commented, while
his face betrayed his lively interest.
* You must have had worries and respon-
sibilities and adventures by the ton.”

“Dozens of them." Randall smiled
easily. ** There were several rows before
I acquired the stone at all; there was a
secret might-departure from the mine that
would put a dime novel in the shade;
there was an isolated brigand on ‘the
coast who forced me to demonstrate how
fast an automatic pistol can work when
it gets warmed through; all that sort of
thing.

“Well, I'm off. I'll raise vour hair
with stories of the trip when we've both
more time. Just now I'm slightly anx-
ipus to get the Great Gordon into the big
vault and put a guard outside.”

“You have it with you? " escaped ex-
cifedly from the doctor.

“ Hush!"” Randall said sharply. “ Of
course I have! You don't suppose I ship
the thing arcund in. a trunk, do you?
Except for the time when it was in the
hands of the diamond-cutters, it hasn’t
left me once. Well 2

He held out his hand in farewell
Sheldon ignored it. He rose and stood
beside the jeweler, and there was rather
a remarkable quality in his gaze.

“ Henry! " he almost whispered. " Let
me see that stone!”

u. Whﬂt ? "

“Do it!" the doctor urged. * I've

"never seen a diamond of that kind, and

you have increased any previous curiosity
about a thousandfeld. Let me have just
one glimpse of it!”

“But my dear fellow
broke off. '

If his smile was not annoyed, it was
at least somewhat puzzled.

“You know, this whole affair is a
regular dyed-in-the-wool ‘secret, even
from Mrs. Gardner. Only Gardner him-

Randall

- self, Pelton, his brother-in-law, and I

.

L
r

AN are aware that the stone is on my

person.”

. “Well, I'm not going to publish the

.ﬁfapt Just let me have one look at a
2
' PR

- wort

stone that's worth—how much s it

Away up in six figures,” said Ran-
~absently, “I1 don’t know. I

A I L

but I've guided the thing so carefully
all along the line.”

Sheldon walked across the room and
locked the door. He returned. and stood
expectantly before the jeweler, hands in
pockets.  Randall, contemplating the
eager expression, finally sighed resign-
edly.

“ Well, it's a foel thing to do, I sup-
pose, and it's rather a silly thing to re-
fuse, but Say, pull down those
shades, Tom ! " |

** No one can see in here,"”

“ Look here, we're on the street-level,
and 'm not taking any risks!"

The doctor obeyed briskly. The shades
came down, and Randall's coat came off,
and his vest as well. Somewhat to Shel-
don’s bewilderment, the jeweler began a
rather lengthy expedition into the inner
recesses of his apparel. His right hand
groped and groped in the region of his
left armpit.

He grunted a little and twisted at
something. He groped farther, and still
farther.

In the end he grunted again, with ap-
parent satisfaction this time, and re-
gained his coat and vest. In his hand
he held up a rather unique contrivance;
and Sheldon, after a moment's study, be-
came enlightened.

It was an odd affair in its way, the
product of Randall's ingenuity and a
Cape Town harness-maker’s craft. There
was: a short, stout strap, te buckle
over the shoulder; there was another,
crossing it an% sewed hard to it, which
was obviously meant fo encircle the upper
arm. Between the two a pouch was fas-
tened, so placed as to hang under the
arm. All in all, it was a jewel-pouch
with a degree of secure anchorage.

“My own invention,” said Randall
softly. “ When this affair’s over I'm
going to patent it and make a million
or two on my own account. Well—sure
that door’s locked?”

“Yes,” said Sheldon rather breath-
lessly. |

In ‘the darkened room he watched
tensely as the jeweler opened the mouth
of the pouch. He hardly breathed as a
velvet bag came forth. But he gasped
aloud when there rolled to his desk a
gleaming, glittering diamond of size
hardly conceivable! :
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“ That! That! A wol aan's actually
going to own—to wear ZKat7 " he cried.

“ Such seems to be the plan.”

Randall lingered nervously over the
thing. His fingers fairly twitched as the
doctor raised the stone and looked at it,
wide-eyed and startled beyond words at
the immensity and brilliancy of the gem.
He let a sharp breath of relief escape as
Sheldon’s fingers, positively cold now, re-
turned the crystal fortune,

In a matter of possibly two seconds
the Great Gordon was returned to its
bag, and the bag to the pouch, and Shel-
don shook his head dazedly.

“Tt's the—the most tremendous thing
of the kind I ever dreamed of! " he said.
“ [—why, it's worth half a dozen for-
tunes, Henry!"

‘“ Well, what I handed the customs
people alone yesterday aftermoon would
keep one or two families in comfort for

a while,” Randall muttered thoughttully.

“ 1 declared it for even every cent it's
worth, for the sake of getting her through
in a hurry and with as little excitement
as possible. Well, now I'm off in earnest,
Tom.”

“ Going to put it back?™

“Um—no!"” Randall considered for
a moment. “I'll strap it around my
wrist and—eh?"”

There was a sharp knock at the door.
Randall, clutching his treasure, turned
swiftly. The doctor hurriedly threw up
the shades, and in a twinkling his bewil-
derment vanished and his professional
calm returned.

He opened the door to confront the
mald and hear:

“The gentlemen, sir, that are waiting.
They sent in their cards, and said they'd
drop in another time if you were still
busy."

“Well—hello !
his wvisitor with a smile.

Sheldon turned to
“One of the

waiting ones is Mr., Fenway Pelton,
Henry ! ™

“ Mrs. (Gardner's brother? "

“The same person. He's one of my
patients.” |

“*And he's growing impatient!' a

hearty voice in the corrider announced.
“ Alone yet? "

* Going to be now,” laughed the doc-
tor. “ There's a—an acquaintance of
yours in here, Mr. Pelton.”

i /,J ALL-STORY MAGAZINE.

For a second Randall scowled his
frank annoyance. Down the corridor
steps were coming; in another moment
Gardner's own brother-in-law would be
in the room, and there he was, standing
with the Great Gordon in his hand. At
the very least, the fact that Sheldon had
had the first view of it would be obvious!

Rapidly he thrust it into the side
pocket of his coat, just as the tall, broad,
and immaculately fashionable figure of
Mr. Fenway DPelton came through the
door.

“Doctor, I want to introduce Mz
David Lane,” he said. ' He's troubled
with a few of the things you specialize,
[ believe, and Hello, Randall ! ™

He crossed to the jeweler as the slen-
der, rather pale man behind him shook
hands with the physician.

“By George! You're looking well,
Randall!” he cried. “ Diamond-chasing
seems to agree with you!"

He drew off his gloves and said more
softly:

“So you did get her here safely! I
imagine Philip was a little relieved when
you ‘phoned him last night that you were
actually ashore with the thing.”

“ I wasn’t particularly sorry myself.”

“ No, I fancy not.” Pelton dropped
into a chair and stretched his long legs.
“ Where is she now? Locked up down-
town, I suppose? "

" Just at the moment, the Great Gor-
don diamond is in my hand, in this
pocket.” |

“Phew!™ Pelton opened his eyes
somewhat. “ You don’'t mind lugging
fortnnes around, do you? Still, T sup-
pose jewels don't impress you much more
than greenbacks do the bank-teller.”

“ Perhaps mnot.”  Randall smiled.
rather thankful for the suggestion. “1
try to take pretty good care of them,
though.”

Pelton nodded, and stretched the fin-
gers of his gloves thoughtfully. The
doctor and Lane crossed to them, and
Randall prepared for the third time to
make for the comforting depths of his
own big vault, farther down-town.

Again he was to be halted, however,
for Pelton looked up suddenly.

“T say, doctor—and you, too, Lane—
you're not addicted to talking abont
things that are not to be mentioned? No,

L

=
i
= i

4 y _: i g



. T1_

THE GOING OF THE GORDON.

S of course yoo're mot.  Get resds for a2 Pelton was throush he conld
' revelation, then and keep it @t for a he G : -
- hittle while. L
= Gardser, my brother-in-iiw, Bas m-
ported 2 diamond about the size of 3
pumpkin, by way of Randali, hers!
% #al was fhe reasos for hes trip; and the
reason 1 mentopsd it here. choe
Pelton, “is that [ want a sguimt at
stome! "™
*Hege? "
Randall's brows contracted a Ettle
“Certainly. Why pot?”
“Well, 25 not exactly a
thine to display soch a ston
ple c2n look In™ the jeweler be
“Pall down the shadss, then’
Pelton suited the action fo th
For the serond & ] -
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came (0 Sheldons lips
tated 3 triffe. Pehon

first look 2r the stome, vet the jeweler
hesiiated msimctively. Pelton, Dowever,
| < and = the end the gmeer

cxermted 2
: y becamse the afbre door

had closed gently. the smiferer moved
toward ihe wWalting-rocam.

Sheldon walked back to the groap wizk
a hopelees smile.

~Hsoowe!™ e sad 0 kave
attend to bim at oo, He has these £
periodically, and if 1 dom't selieve
'R fear down the howse™
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popped from his head. One violently
shaking hand pointed to the blotting-pad
on Sheldon’s desk.

The space was wholly blank!

The Great Gordon, pouch, straps, and
all, had disappeared!

CHAPTER 1I
AN APPARENT EVANESCENCE.

[r old Mr. Frothingham had actually
opened operations by tearing down the
ceiling the shock would have been rather
zentler.

The four men stared at one another in
thunderstruck silence for a matter of
minutes; a remarkable sound, half groan,
half wail, escaped Randall.

It was Sheldon who first regained his
wits, however. He shook himself to-
gether and laughed—and the spell broke,

““The thing hasn't walked out of the
room, vou know,” he said. “ It may be
a remarkable sort of stone, but it hasn't
legs.”

“ But it was—jvas there! It was lying
right there, Tom, and—and Ran-
dall mouthed, incoherently.

“Yes, and now it is lying somewhere
within three feet of there!™ said Shel-
don, with a good dealsof briskness, as
he crossed the office and threw up the
shades once more,

With the coming of more light four
highly interested pairs of eyes centered
on the desk. They as well might have
centered on the chandelier or the mantel
or the door-knob.

Typically neat as all his other posses-
sions, the flat expanse of Sheldon's desk-
top held nothing unnecessary : it revealed
a small ink-well, a prescription-pad, a
bogk or two—and nothing more!

* Well, it slid off the desk, then!" said
the doctor, with a note of impatience in
his woice. "“In the excitement over
Frothingham one of you must have jarred
the desk, or the pad, or something of the
sort."”

“1 don’t think any of us were near
enough to touch the desk, doctor.” said
Lane.

“And if that were the case why isn't
the pad crooked now?" asked the jew-
eler excitedly.

“Eh? Why—TLord! 1 don’t know.

'_"'J i : \

1

Maybe one of you brushed it off with his
coat wher turning. Some of you look on
that side.’

The docrar=drépped to his knees and
searched the rug. It was rather an un-
necessary pnt{:r_'::ding. for the leather con-
trivange could haye been seen plainly the
length of the room, but in the excitement
the physician’s nose went almost to the
carpet.

flere and there he moved, searching
energetically; he moved chairs; he
peered under the table; he looked even
into the entirely empty fireplace.

In the end he rose with a puzzled
grunt.

“It's over that side!" he observed.

Pelton also stood erect, and Randall
with him.

“There isn’t a sign of it here, Shel-
don!" said the former.

“*No! Not a sign! Not the first
sign! " the jeweler cried wildly.

“Do you mean to say that that dia-
mond isn't on the floor within two feet
of you?” the doctor exclaimed, in some
bewilderment. “ Why, bosh! It must
be! Let me look.”

He came quickly around the desk, and
his sharp eves ran across the floor. Tt
was a search of painful simplicity, and
quite as fruitless as the one he had just
completed.

From side to side, from corner to
corner, of the office, practically every
inch of floor was visible. An object the
size of a thimble would have been in-
stantly perceptible. There was no indi-
cation of the Great Gordon.

Sheldon scratched his head and
frowned for an instant.

“ Well; here. Then!” he said. “Tt's
gone under the desk—that's all. One of
you take hold there, please. Yes, that's
right. We'll move it away from the wall
altogether and carry it into the center
of the room. That's it.”

Randall was on his knees again as the.
desk rose and was moved away; breath-
ing hard, he. craned forward eagerly.
And some two or three seconds later he
sank back somewhat limply. '

“ It isn't there!" he announced.

“ What!"

*“Not a trace of it!”

“Can—can we have dragged it al
under the desk?” Sheldon sugges

al il
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< _hrhaps the confounded thing's caught
in the bottom part."”

(16 Ly e
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His hands closed on the desk and
tilted ‘it upward bodily; “the three
crouched together for a wview; three
heads shook together.

* Nothing doing, Sheldon.” Pelton re-
marked.

The doctor stared blankly at him.

He rolled the desk back to its old

place and perched on top ; and for a little

he looked at the trio in silence. Ex-
treme bewilderment was written upon
two of those faces; bewilderment and
horror on the third. Sheldon began to
feel peculiarly as he faced the problem.

* Gentlemen,” he said, “ I'm not ad-
dicted to profanity, but I'd unhesitating-
ly pronounce this about the damnedest

happening on record.”

was gathering his courage, it

seemed. He looked from one to the

other; and suddenly his uppermost
thought crystallized into words:

“I—IL.” “he said,
don't Tike to say

uncertainly—" [
it, but this—this matter

seems to lie between the three——"

He stopped and reddened a little.

*“Eh?” Sheldon’s eyves opened and a
faint smile appeared on his lips. “ Don't
be absurd, Henry. You're excited, and
all that sort nf thing, but don't begin by

‘accusing us.”

“ But that stone never
“Henry!” said the doctor, with a

slﬁrp snap-of his fingers, “ do you be-

lieve me capable of stealmg that or any

‘other diamond?”
The men faced each other, and Ran-

% © dall surrendered suddenly.

‘ “ankly. Tom, I kﬂuw you didn't!"”
““All right. Pass on to Mr. Pelton,

m He's Mrs. Gardner’s brother, for
~ one thing. Fm:amthet,helmrdl needs
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He set the example and found a cigar.

"~ Let's see. What do we lumv. about
it? " he went on thoughtfully. * It was
on the desk, for one thing. Who laid
1t there?"

“1 did,” said Pelton.

“And you had not touched it
Henry? "

~ 1 was just going to pick it up when
that old man arrived, Tom.”

* But you hadn’t laid hands on it2"

(1) NG_"I.

* And when Frothingham came to the

door you all turned toward it, if I re- °

member right?”

“ And when you turned back, a sec-
ond or so later, the thing was gone.
Humph!"

Sheldon stared at the wall behind the
desk and whistled a bar or two.

“ Well, by George! It passes me! I
there was a trap-door in that wall. or an
open chimney within reaching distance,
I'd almost say that some insaneh intel-
ligent person had gathered it in’

“He ended with another shake of the
head.

“As it is,”" groaned Randall,
Great Gordon is simply gone!™

* Well.. it hasn’t gone into thin air”
Sheldon pursued dryly. “ We know
that much, anyway. Sole-leather doesn’t
vaporize, at any rate. Um! Henry,
it possible that you may have picked it
up and thrust it into one of your pockets
when the door opened? Subconscious
cerebration, you know? " :

“Do you suppose [ shouldn’t have
found it out by this time?"” Randall
cried, runming hopelessly through s
pockets. " No.”

“One of you gentlemen, then? "

“ Not I, certainly,” said Lane. with
an uneasy laugh, as he rummaged
through the various receptacles of his
person. No, doctor, there's nothing
of the sort here; and furthermore. I may
say that, on atcunnt of its huge value. I
hesitated at even touching the gem when
Mr: Pelton offered it to me for inspec-
tion."”

“And you, Mr. Pelton?”

- Pelton had removed ;1]5 Eklov;:g;am
running throu s ets.
o l‘m afmﬂ ﬂmt I shall have to 5pm‘1

“the
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tainly did not touch the Great Gordon
after placing it on the desk.”

The doctor, frowning again, investi-
gated his own person. He ended by
thmwmg up his hands with a helpless
gesture.
~ ® Not here, either!” He looked from
one to the other of them, and exclaimed:
“Good Lord! TI'm not a detective or
an analyst of this sort of freak happen-
ing, Hasn't one of you a suggestion to
offer? "

Blank, staring silence was his only
answer. The doctor chewed his cigar
meditatively and looked around the floor
again. It was as empty of diamond as
his own brain of a solution of the mys-
tery. L

“ Young woman!" came from the ad-
juininrr room, in a thin, cracked volce.

Fruthmeham ! ™ muttered the doctor.

“Young woman! Come here, I say!
Pnsitivelg.r. I must insist that you inform
the doctor at once that I am waiting
here and suffering.”

Sheldon rose slowly.

* Gentlemen, I'm afraid that I shalil
have to ask you to step into the waiting-
raom for half an hour or so. Mr.
Frothingham has evidently gone his
limit. He'll be in here in a moment.”

“Well. I think I won’t wait, Shel-
don,"” said Pelton. I have a number
of things to attend to this morning with
Mr. Lane.”

He, too, amlSe, and Lane with him,
and upon the latter’s face was a degree
of perplexity.

*Mr., Randall,” he said slowly,
** this—this has been a most remarkable,
a most unfortunate, occurrence., I—
well, I quite understand that in your
mind, at least, a certain degree of sus-
picion must rest upon all three of us.
Before leaving the room I wish wvery
much indeed that you, personally, would
make a thorough search of me.”

. Pelton nodded approval.

*(Good scheme, Dave. Go ahead
with it, Randall. Tt is the best plan all
around.” o

“ And count me in on it.” added the
dector, as he removed his coat and held
it forth for a beginning.

Randall faced them with a weak smile.

“ Do you suppose for a moment that

S

v

I'm going to do anything so absurd un-

—

o Ll
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der the circumstances, and pﬁxﬁaﬂaﬂ{
in the face o a plain invitation?
am bound to confess, gentlemen, that I
can't concéive any of you taking the
Great Gordon, if for no other reason
than that none of you had the oppor-
tunity to do it.”

“ But nevertheless, Mr. Randall",
Lane insisted, ' it is due to us as much
as to yourself. If you will be kind
enough to begin with me. Our time's
a little limited, and the old gentleman
seems to be uneasy.”

“I'm not going to search you!" the
jeweler cried, almost impatiently. It
is fair and square of you to suggest it,
but—I'"m not going to do it.”

He turned to Sheldon. * Good-by.
Tom.”

*“ Good-by, old man.
sorry.”’

“Thank you. And you will keep it
quiet, for a little while, at least?”

“Of course, but 4

“And promise me another thing,”
Randall said miserably. * When you
get rid of the old chap, in there, make
another search of this room, and as
thorongh a one as you know how.”

*1 certainly will. I'll tear the whole
place to pieces, Henry, if T have to de-
vote the day to it. If she’s here, T'll
have her before noon, and I'll telephone
you.”

“ Thank you, Tom.”

Randall's voice was almost quwenng
His head seemed to jump with every
pulse ; his feet scuffed weakly along the
hall behind the other two men.

It was only on the steps once more and
in the outer air that the full meaning of
his loss swept over him.

Not half an hour ago he had walked
up those steps secure in theé possession of
one of the world's largest diamonds,
cheerfully satisfied in the execution of a
commission that had netted him thou-
sands of dollars and considerable pres-
tige.

Now he was walking out, and—Pel-
ton was speaking:

"1 didn't like to say it in there, and
perhaps I shouldn't say it in Lane's pres-
ence, Randall, but I suppose you realize

I'm infernally

that a pretty serious thing has ﬂccunad'. :

this morning?”

= Senuusl o bufst from t’!;e _]EHMEJ

" ad

l__l.-_I-'J"t" i .r

-]
.'.f.:.':-




Iy ";" i
. —__j-_'
=% rv__f ““Bo yau suppose that it is possible for
- any one to realize it more sirongly than

=T dod ™ .
R Yes " Pelton’s voice was decidedly
.~ sharp. “ Mr. Gardner, for example, is

_ . likely to feel the loss quite as keenly.
- He has spent a fortune—and not a
-~ N small one—to secure the Great Gordon.
Fortunately. having seen it myself, I can
testify that you at least brought it into
the country, but when he learns that the
stone has vanished?”

Pelton’s aristocratic eyebrows went up
e a tnfle.

Randall moistened his lips. He too
' had been considering that phase, and in
a measure he was prepared. His eyes,
turned upon the other, were fairly im-

S ) ploring.
- “ Mr. Pelton,” he said huskily, *“if it
- turns out—I can't believe it. but if it

‘does turn out—that the stone has really
vanished for good all the reparation that
gL 1 can make will be made, whether it
~ takes every dollar I have in the world
, or not. But until I can feel more cer-
tain that the Great Gordon is not going
. to Teappear, may I ask that you keep the
e aﬁau' a secret?”
B _Pelton’s eyebrows went higher.
Al My dear sir!” he pretested, “ Gard-
my brother-in-law, you know.

I*II har-&ijr be justified, knuwmg what I

d&, in keeping quiet.”
““T understand that, but—but just for

&3 hﬁél'. mj: hreath and——-and am able to

the alnng,
_ dld not look alto-

Tliat’s rather a
knnw Ran

) ea:tnme l‘t’s a sort
iﬂﬁéﬂmw contem-
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tle time, Pelton; just until T get
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“Well—TI'll do that” he said
* Whatever sort of position it may put

me in, I-will say nothing for one week.
But, Randall,” and his finger shook

menacingh, " at the very Iatl.i"-t if you
should not get track of the diamond,
you will make the dladu-«urr yourself,
one week from to-day.”

Vs ™

A word from Lane, and they sepa-
rated. Randall watched them walk
away, mn something of a haze. Finally
he turned-half blindly to the car line
which would land him at the store.

Could it actually be possible that the
diamond was gone?

Was he dreaming, or was the Great
Gordon actually gone?

Wasn’t it some beastly, hideous night-
mare, from which he would awaken to
find the gem under his arm and the pis-
tol under his pillow, as they had been
for so long?

His hand went up with the familiar
furtive motion. No, that sensation of
emptiness in his armpit had but too solid
foundation. No thick little case was
there mow. It was all plain, hard fact.
He and the Great Gordon had parted
company. Randall turned from the
thought with a shudder. He would have
to calm down first and try to analyze the
situation afterward.

Like a gloomy ghost, he entered his
own store for the first time in months.

The dozen or so clerks were amazed.
Once the genial employer, with a nod
and a smile for every one, Randall
seemed to have returned from his pleas-
ure-trip a changed mortal. His step was
leaden; he saw no one; even when
Thorne, his manager, hurried forward
with outstretched hand he was hardly
aware of the presence.

Info his private office at the rcar he
went, with a dull steadiness. The desk
was just as he had left it, the chairs in
the same position; the books and the
catalogues on the shelves might never
have been out of his sight, so famliar

were they. The dream-aspect of the
affair returned with fresh strength as

he sank into his chair and threw up the
~ desk-top.
| Nuw he must settle down to business.

i
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for vou some minutes, gir ! " said Thorne

from the doorway,

“ Eh2" Randall's bhead came up with
a jerk. “Who is it?"

“1t's Mr. Philip Gardner, sir!"

CHAPTER 111,
INTERVIEWS AND DEDUCTIONS.

GARDNER !

Of all people on the face of the globe
whom Randall did not wish to interview
just then, Gardner was certainly the most
unwelcome,

For an instant the jeweler almost con-
templated precipitate flight by way of
the window, ‘T'hen, in the dire emer-
gency, calm came over him rapidly.
There was no earthly way of dodging
it:  Gardner knew that he was there;
Gardner himself had appointed the inter-
view the night before aver the telephone.
Now he would have to be faced.

Plainly, the truth would be out of the
question just then. Plainly, also, he
would have a somewhat difhicult job in
concocting a suitable falsehood.  Mean-
while, Thorne was waiting and studying
his employer with frank curiosity; and
Randall said shortly:

" Show him n here,

And now for it!

The jeweler sat rigid and lhistened,

He heard Gardner's big veice; he

heard the heavy steps approaching along
the aisle, like so many strokes of his
own business death-knell ; he heard the
millionaire’s hearty chuckle at something
If he were not able to
brazen it out, about how many minute&
more would Gardner be chuckling?
I But as the door opened again and
Randall arose he felt, with vast relief
and much surprise, that his smile was
all it should have been; he was aware,
joyfully, that the hand which shook the
millionaire’s no longer trembled ; and he
returned to his chair with a stified sigh
of faimt satisfaction.

‘Gardner smiled approvingly at him,
and with delicious irony summed up the
Rituation in:

“ So it's all right]”

- Randall almost caught his breath;
mdinnpiteufulitht grnnhumaruftht

m;rk, hmnght a umltr to his lips.

Thome."

‘whether insane horror were

there? "

4 0
HHG&ZINE.-
Y Yes, ﬂmm’f nght! " he assented.
“ Have much trouble buving it?"
“No morg than I told you. After I
secured it, everything went smoothly."
~ “"Have any bother with the customs

people ?

*'Not a bit, I put it through there
like a streak of lightning, By the way,
I have a balatice of three or four lhuu*
sand dollars that still belongs to you,”

“Ah? ."st,.l right. The fact of your
bringing in such a stone didn't leak out
anywhere, did 1n?"

“No, I'm sure it didn't."”

Randall was talking quickly, and
thinking even more rapidly, Now, be-
Cause uf the latter condition, silence
fell. A half-minute, and it had become
uncomfortable silence. Gardner, with a
little justice, was waiting for sométhing ;
and presently he announced the fact,

“Well, let's have the first glimpse of
the wonder. Mr. Randall,”

“Eh2"™ The jeweler's eyes opened
in apparent astonishment.  * Did you
want to see the Great Gordon this morn-,

ng, Mr. Gardner?”

* Why, of course!”

“Did vour Pshaw! 1 2

“What?  What's the matter? ™ Gard-
mer asked quickly, * Isn't it all right,
Randall? "

“ Why, the stone is perfectly safe, of
course,” said  the jeweler, with the
suavest of smiles. ™ There were one or
two of the facets that needed just the
least trifle more polishing, that i all. 1
took it down-town early this murmng
and left it avith the diamond-cutters.”

“ Perfectly safe there, is it, Randall? "

* As safe as if it was locked in a treas-
ury-vault, sir!’

If a case must be made out of thin
air, Randall was impressed with the fact
that it had better be made as strongly
as possible.

“ Well, will you take a run down with
me now for a look at the stone?" the
millionaire inquired suddenly.
“Eh?" The jeweler

from his eyes.
i Thﬂtﬁ‘ﬂ

“ Certainly not. I will go,
very anxious,” Randall said
“ But wuuld you not do better ttu

R Pt
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nothing to prevent, is



= and see the stone in absolute perfection,
= Mr. Gardner? The Great Gordon is a

- magnificently beautiful gem: I should

very much advise waiting until it is in

= the finest possible shape.”

N “And how long will the

' take? "

““It will be returned one week from
this morning. It is a rather more care-
ful job than the diamond-cutter en-
counters ordinarily, you know.”

Gardner pursed his lips thoughtfully.
Randall's left hand, out of sight, was
| silently snapping its fingers at the rate

L0 of two snaps to the second as he watched
i the millionaire.

S - In his comparative ignorance of dia-
monds and their handling, in his confi-
dence in Randall, would he accept the

. excuse, would be consent to wait? Or
would be insist on going down to the

cutting

1 mythical cutter and viewing the Great
i Gordon? Was disaster, after all, to

‘come at once, and
(Gardner was nodding reluctant acqui-
S escence.
L “Well, you probably know best, Mr.
e Randall, » “he said rather grudgingly.
“ should have liked to see the thing,
~ considering its purpose and all the time
3 $ -;a;ﬂd mﬂn'e}f that has been spent om it.
; I | Sﬁll', you're probably right. The first
ession had better be the most per-
‘"'l . fer::t possible one. You can’t hurry the
\ 13",-_',; ﬂIL 311}'; "
239 “1t would be the last thmg advisable,

_._.

N Mr.. Gardner,” said Randall, earnestly.

I.f+ -

l'I
L n.‘ [R— |

Toe And tﬁeni after a few minutes of

~J ':"i“ ~ chatting and the recital of several ad-
e :. -ventures of the trip, the jeweler was
. alone once more. .
-3_,,‘;* He called for Thorne and further
: --ﬂsmhed that individual by ordering
3 “I:hﬁt:a‘ll details I'EE]_IJ.’.IIIIIE his attention
B ould wait, that he was not to be dis-
r} ﬁ;‘i He locked the door and lighted
a "':.__ _‘heg,im hands he undertook
'  wrestle with the problem.
= -‘,;j ﬁi’#ﬁ. the gloomy side of the affair
, ﬁélme& hma Up to leaving home
' : ing of the Great

o more than a

.!
i-‘ hl;:“.'_
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Well, now it appeared that the Great
Gordon had turned on him with all the
force of which its immense value was
capable. From the probable termination
Randall turned shakily. He would have
to make good ; that went without saying,
both by reason of Gardner's power to
compel him and by reason of his own
conscience.

It was going to be a somewhat cheer-
less process; it would involve the sign-
ing over or the selling out of his splen-
did inherited business; it would mean
that his almost lifelong home would
have to go as well. And even that would
not square the debt, for when he had
rendered himself penniless and without
imncome other than what he might make
on salary somewhere, there would be a
balance due to Gardner!

All in all, the Great Gordon seemed
to have changed to the veriest hoodoo
the mind could conjure. '

However, there was another side.
Thanks to Pelton’s goodness and Gard-
ner's acceptance of the lie he had of-
fered, he had still one week in which
to act.

Stones do not go into smoke without
reason ; a mass of sole leather does not
pass out of existence in a twinkling;
somewhere or other, diamond, pouch, and
all must still exist. His part was to find
them, but—how?

First and most natural inspiration
included the police. Randall brightened
momentarily, but only momentarily.

The realization swept over him that
the very last people who must know of
the disappearance were the police. - To
communicate with them meant. in all
probability, publicity; publicity signi-
fied instant ruin! Not only present rui:,
either. It would be bad enough in all
conscience to have Gardner upon him for
an accounting, but his prestige in the
trade would suffer tremendously as well!

A man who can take a diamond of
immense value and lose it in such a

manner that there is absolutely no trace,

is unlikely to be trusted with other dia-

monds, great or small.

Muremrer, what could the police do?
The idea of using them carried with
it the aﬁcepted idea of theft; and this
‘Randall was not ready to assume. -
Shﬂduu he s:mpljr t:auld not suspect;

I."'-_

L ‘-b L l..-ilmld




Pelton he certainly could not suspect;
Lane, too, seemed vouched for and, even
more, as nearly as Randall recalled he
had been farthest from the desk in that
fatal second or two that witnessed the
mysterious passing of the gem.

But if theft did not enter into the
proposition, what then?

The stome had emphatically neither
blown nor slid from the desk; there had
been not the slightest indication of it or
the pouch on the floor or elsewhere.
And had it dropped, there should have
been some noise to the process; case and
all, the Great Gordon was not a feather-
weight outhit.

. Bah !

= Why hadn’t he taken the three men
8 at their word and searched them on the
- spot? Beyond doubt, it would have been
1z an embarrassing, a most uncomfortable
Rt proceeding to go systematically through

their pockets, but it would have estab-
| lished at least that neither of them was
& carrying the diamond.

Or did that need to be established?
Was it exactly likely that any man, rich
gr poor, good, bad, or indifferent, with
a stolen fortune on his person in per-
fectly detectable shape would offer him-
self to be—nay, would insist upon be-
ing—searched ?

Randall’'s head began to swim. Out
in the store, several of his beautiful
clocks began to strike off the hour of
twelve, and he started up.
have pondered the problem for a consid-
erable time, and without any result.
Since he had but seven days, the half of
one of them was far too precious to
spend in fruitless mooning.

He must have help, some sort of
skilled help, and at once. From what

i guarter? Obviously, the private detec-
R 5 tive field.

r 4 - There was Bell, who kept the very
qmet and unadvertised agency on the
other side of the city. Bell had done
well enough last spring, in that little
matter of the stolen rubies; indeed, now
that Randall came to consider it, he had
done everything possible each time he
had been employed by the house, for his
| dabors inevitably ended only when the
~ criminal had been detected and jailed.
o Randall gave a decided nod and
-Trtaaﬂhad for the ‘telephone directory; and

11111
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He must
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five minutes later he had Bell's
ance of a visit at one o'clock.

The hollow farce of lunch over, Ran- =
dall returned to find the detectwe wait-
in N
Li—I»:i- was a most urd,mary appmmg REL
man, this same John Bell. His features, = =8
his clothes, his ready-made necktie were
ordinary to a degree. He might have
passed for a bookkeeper or a clerk or -
a man waiting hungrily to insure your
life.

You might have gone by him ten times
in a crowd, and on the eleventh failed
to realize that you had ever seen him
before; and it was this same quality of
utter conventionality of appearance that
formed no small part of his stock g
trade. S

" Another job for me, Mr. Randall?™ = =

The jeweler dropped into his chair.

“If you can find the biggest diamond
that has been sold in the world duﬂng
the past ten years—yes!"

“Stolen?” Bell's expressionless fea- = =
tures betrayed only the slightest inter- =
est. '

Randall locked his door and plunged
into the story in a low voice: Bell lis-
tened without comment; his face grew
a trifle more animated as the jeweler
described the mysterious taking off of the
Great Gordon, and when the recital 708
came to its miserable close he qﬁs&d :
his legs and smiled a little. - -

“ Mr. Randall, you are quite pos:tn-e
that some outside party didn’t walk in,
tie a string to your case and suddenly
jerk it through shade and window—or
up the chimney—or through the key-_: '.
hole? ™ PR
Randall frowned at the levity ; Bell: Lol
smiled a little more. it

“ And as a diamond expert, you wuuld:L |
go to court and swear that it is “Impﬂ&-.* .
sible for a diamond to go into a vapor-

;t:r:l:s state at ordinary room tanm 47
re? e o,
* Certainly, but -'-r' %)
“ Then, my dear sir, hﬂw can you
anything but the simple fact 1hat m
those three men stole it?” B (A
* But 115 unpﬂESIhle, I tell k l'|,-_.__:.'r;,
Theywd i
“ Nothing's impossible, unless it bﬁ
impenetrable mystery, Mr. Ramiaﬂg g
you can show me that fhat dian or .E':-'

-u'

amrr-u, :

.‘!'
p

I-_’fh’"f.
J|l|
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Wi ﬂtﬁﬁlen, T'll chip in'all my worldly
~ with yours, if bad luck should
J r&ﬂtlrutmn to Gardner necessary.

- 't.. Hnw whﬂ stole it? Let's see. For
o #_a starter, we're bound to get a motive.
= é; ‘Which one of your three gentlemen
" needs money the most?"
“1 - “None of them do!”
. “The doctor is well fixed?"

. 1,. “Very well. More than that I have
.._-- ~ known him for
5 “Well, that doesn't necessarily alter
- matters,” Bell chuckled. “ How about

 Lane? X

43 '_“’ If he is the David Lane I looked

"'-';_—':l'" .
" up this noon, he is a person véry com-

ly Eupphed with this world’s

_-
|
E

"3

-i**ﬁ‘.&nd Pelton?"”

i" ~ “Man alive! He's wealthy, and he's
m Gardner’s brother in addition!”
e “r‘?‘ ﬁﬁf? " Bell studied the ceiling. “1
- wonder “if there’s any little family row

m:-m-t ‘around this thing. I'll have to
-' *- FF‘ 1.fp§ tﬂﬂ'
1 ;" he rubbed his chin. “ Un-
~ ‘:..*.;ifi-. I suppose. Well, we've estab-
lished Eﬂl ~none of them has any
par ison for wanting to steal

"'”“1* Lt
Hext Jtem: "-Whj’ did one of
i L 1

o that they dldl L

md abﬂ:u:d, demdedl 50,
: ﬂlaf the maid or the
entioned did not enter the

aﬁd ﬂn-nrs were
that tl dmmun& was only
hthoga th:rﬁe men. Chn—

$ T S g
b #

i he ¢ % --Was it t-hﬁ overpow-
E.-?:".';:_'"'-F:_'i' 1 _:1 _ D.f *E. ]E’WEJ. Df Ellch

; ".. -
‘have been that, Mr. Ran-
"“'; ‘;kgnw, are an} of
e- hi g ﬂf

¥
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tle jerks, Bell.
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»

“Ah!"™ Bell's face brightened a lit-
tle.  “ Now, isn't it supposable that he
may have been overtaken by an insane
desire to acquire the thing?”

“Well, if that were the case, why
should he insist on being searched 2"

Bell laughed shortly.

It 18 a sort of sticking-point, that
searching business, isn’t it? I suppose
we might consider a theory on psycho-
logical grounds that he was simply in-
capable of returning it of his own will,
that he wanted to have it discovered on
him and taken away, but—oh, it's pretty
thin.”

“ And if such a thing had occurred,
they're all men of education and sense.
If one of them had yielded to such an
impulse, aren’t the chances ten to one
that he would have regained his senses
in a minute or two and handed it back? ™

“ Perhaps he would—perhaps he
would !

Bell considered his cigar for a time.

When he lﬂﬂked up it was with a new
idea :

* Mr. Randall, as you tell the story,
the taking of that gem must have been
a lightning piece of work. Are any of
the three particularly quick of motion—
in a general way, I mean?”

“Only Lane—he seems to move in lit-
Pelton's big and pon-
derous and pretty slow. And for the
matter of Sheldon, he was across the
room when I discovered the loss.”

“ Lane again, eh? Lane!"

Bell's hands went into his pockets.
He rose and walked " slowly back and
forth for a time. |

“ Any objection to my calling up your
friend Sheldon, Mr. Randall? "

“ Not the slightest. Why? Had
anything turned up, he would have sent
a message before this.”

* Doubtless, but I'd like to have a
chat with him.”

Sheldon answered the wire in person,
and the jeweler’s nerves tingled as he
watched Bell's face. Hope against hope
though it might be, he waited for the
suddenly animated expression which

would mean good news.

Bell announced
18 sharplv and

It £alled to t:ume

o S
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{| the first to be forgotten. o+ ot
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more or less pointed questmns " He
scemed to receive answers in no sense
startling.

In the end he rang off and shrugged
his shoulders.

“He has nothing to tell, it seems, He
says that he has been over every inch of
the floor, has taken the drawers out of
the desk and even gone into the chim-
ney with a light, and that there is abso-
lutely nothing to be found.

““He says that he locks the office be-
hind him when it becomes necessary to

- leave and asked me if there was any-

thing more I could advise him to do.
There wasn't,”

The detective smiled, somewhat rue-
fully.

“Do you know, I had a notion that
if T went at him hard and fast, as I did,
it might startle him into giving Some
sign of knowledge of the affair,”” he
said.

“And while I'm not out as an expert
criminal detector by means of the tele-
phoned voice, I'm bound to say that

(To be continued.)

IJ.. -
=

. 'I"'I

"
there was no sign of agitation and that
more open talk I never heard!” =

“ And if you knew the man . . .*
Randall began.

Bell was not listening. His unattrac- |
tive brow was wrinkled in thought as g
he stared at the floor. He whistled an '
endless melody of his own composition
and beat’ time with his foot; until,
facing Randall again, he seemed to
have reached a decision.

“ Well, sir, we have just one course

to pursue.” ‘
«* And that?” |
“That involves the most careful sort e

of watch on all three men up to the very 'y
moment we locate the Great Gordon. '
I'll' set men on the job this afternoon.
Oh, don't start, Mr. Randall. They &
won't know any more than that they're -
shadowing somebody.”

His eyes narrowed into ‘a squinting LG
smile.

“ Meanwhile, if you want my private - AN
opinion, your diamond 1s in possession of - -yl
one Mr. David Lane!” -

OUR LADY OF THE SNOWS.

By Helen Tompkins. o,

v4

THE sacrifices of love are the
last to be appreciated and

as he drew nearer to the roaring
fire npon the wide hearth.
. “TPete will find it very hard
getting through to-night,” he remarked
ampartially. “The drifts in  Gatto’s
Canon were almost impassable at day-
break and the Yellowstone was whimper-

I |QRACE }ESS’UP shivered a little

ing like a half-starved wolf-cub. It is

going to be a fearful mnight, Bob—even
dor the Bad Lands.”
The man to whom he had spoken, a

well-knit, young fellow with the. face of

@ seraph, rose languidly from his seat at

- the narrow deal table and crossed :Ehe- '

room to the one window which the shack - 5
afforded. ol

“T thought that it would elear up he- e
fore noon,” he remarked non-committal-
Iy Damn this climate, anyway. It
is-early spring now down in God’s coun-
try, Jessup. The yellow jasmine is bud-
ding along the banks of the creeks and
the mocking-birds are singing =

He stopped short suddenly.

“Did you speak to me, Jessup?” he |
asked, but Jessup was pnkmg the five N
noisily and did not answer. =" R

‘Perhaps he heard above the hissing a’l‘ ~
the soft, wet snow upon the panes the
echo of a bird’s love-song. Perhaps he
saw in the thousand circling sparks thﬁF
melted in the black maw of the ‘wide
chimney the ﬂutten:-n fireflies ,,F,,‘,.:'
braided a brooding Swthem mght vith
torches of palest gold.. N o

o The Btmnn h-aas be@ 243 n~_




$ :-;;.ﬁmtﬁmﬁhmw Bow. We Stand

s
—
-

.lf"

i— S _1_,
- + _h;

1-_-,

ﬁm L%D'?*OF

ﬂwﬂhm;}naﬁﬂ:t%- d::
= Gux Lady's codf apd man
nk&mm&mlmmﬂﬁuﬂcﬁ,
Jessup—aniess the storm breaks wn_'
beciness T saad
3 st mslong
nﬁ."‘"ﬂ 3 3t has
wmade eetes of beiter mym betore me
“Mlﬁmeaﬁe"‘"‘* m-a:..rt&i
helnless creatures expesad 10 Uss aed
oold——"

“¥ told Pacio © bkeep them hordad D
the lower mi:r .,a:—«n_,;bL saad Pomier
e@slv. *mmr,,m' hsve zmw essy
h‘h(&h-tﬂ.ﬂilﬂﬂiﬁlf’ﬂi_ 1™ He
fadied a guick, sospicions glamer 3 Bis
ompamen. who bod termed o the Swe
ageen, | It's mo wse. Jessmp” De smid

mwee meadly. < IF the steem does Dok
hngmmahzm‘.sema@ ge wr will
ot the wiole thingy befése Doyt winler
a=d zo bexk home—vou znd L7

= Net 1.” ssad Jessmp prompiiy. “ I've
@ﬂ&:ﬂwmﬁamhlmm
And I bavwe =0 home ™

Porter, in &5 ws=pi ammles way. had
lommzed across-the romm 3od wis suring
ot of the window.

“Odd how Bt 3 fellow cam Enow
of bis asovites ont beve.” be commmented
ndifferemtly. “0dd bow WRtle <ons

s 4o Care o koow—in e,  Take

:nthtirehﬁﬂm

. "fﬂmmmmfm
Iﬂ:ﬂﬂe——hﬁn}hﬂfkmﬂ,m
vy,
Porter stared.
‘H&Hlnnm he per
' “What d 1 koow

'

1..1:

== .
LT 20

-

L.
'

e - Yy "

g ~

i |

NOWS,_

. I}:"::‘; iﬁf an dict.

> miN

LI

s —
T e s R
-

E,"-__E'E" =1

P'l-ﬂ-'n

‘1 chidm

Shashad

Mt IDSER EEVIEmE, To@

ol
“VYWem ame oot & Seoetve
- ‘l-ﬁ:lﬁ.. T:".-.-. J,s. *..T_"..:‘. 5% =

hand

Bl %
mttle awkwerdly

S =
—
= R~

s




THE ALL-STORY MAGAZINE.

a raw spot. You've/been a good friend
to me though, old chap, and if the time
ever comes when I can do you a good
turn >

Jessup did not look at him.,

He still stared through the tiny win-
dow at the barren sweep of the dreary
waste of butte and canon, the swollen
current of willow-bordered water creep-
ing along under the sullen sky to join
its alkali-roughened voice to the roar
and clamor of the Yellowstone, so lately
freed from its bonds of ice. Late in the
season as it was the scene was especially
agloomy. with no faintest hint of vegeta-
tion, no vaguest promise of a reSurrect-
ing spring.

Horace Jessup dragged his eyes away
from it to the scanty fringe of conifers
that formed the green border of our
Lady's mantle, and higher yet to the
pure white, shrouded form, half-veiled in
the drifts of swirling snow.

“1 think that I hear Pete now,” he
said, still without turning. I guess he
is going to make it, after all. And the
storm can't be so heavy as you fancied,
Porter, or he never would have been
able to get the stage through.”

Porter had flung himself on the
lounge and now raised himself on his
elbow.

* Good, old boy!” he said approv-
ingly. “1I didn't say that he wouldn't
get through. I didn't speak so posi-
tively.”

It was nearing night-fall, and the
stage stopped short at the low fence of
lodge-pole pine that surrounded the
shack. Pete climbed down from his seat
a little stiffly, His weather-beaten face,
bitten, blue by the cruel wind, looked
drawn and puckered, like unripened fruit
that the frost has nipped. His voice,
however, was cheery enough.

“T'll have to camp here with you fel-
lows to-night,” he said casually. “1I
wouldn’t try to get any farther—not for
any amount of money. I ought to 'a'
got through, too. [I've got two pas-
sengers in the stage booked for Pike."

" Two passengers!”

Something in the bland artlessness of
the stage-driver's face had made Porter,
who had followed ]E&Eup to the door,
vaguely suspicious.

Pete nodded.

Porter, my niece and 1.
- was a Norris, you knnw ‘We are gn-

" Petticoats!"” he said pleasantly in a
stage-whisper.  “ A young woman and
her aunt. And say, Porter, she's a peach
all right—the young omne is. The
other z |

“Is this the place where we are 1o
stop, driver?”

The clear, metallic, frosty tones had
an immediate effect upon Pete. He
winked at Porter, and turned hurriedlv

' he said
“We can't g&t any farther
to-night, and that’s the plain truth of
it—and there's mo use trying. lhe
horses have been floundering belly-deep
in snow for the last four hours, and they
are plumb beat now. And with night
coming on ”

The woman who had spoken said
something in a lower voice to her com-
panion, who seemed to agree—a little re-
luctantly.

“1f you are quite sure that it is for
the best,” she said in a low, sweet voice.

Porter pushed the grinning stage-
driver aside and assisted the two to alight.

“You are both very welcome to the
little that we have to offer, I am sure,”
he said hastily. ““ We can at least assure
you a roof over your heads and some-
thing fairly decent to eaf.  Jessup!”

But Jessup, with unwonted shyness,
had vanished.

“You are very good,” said the elds
woman stiffly. “ 1 had no idea that
roads would be so impassable now that it
15 almost the last of April. Baclk
home——"

The young man looked at her whole-
some, middle-aged face a little wistfully.

* Perhaps I had better introduce my- -
self.” he ventured. * My name is Robert
Porter, and my partner and I have only
been West .a little over a year. I am
from Louisiana. He——"

“From Louisiana!”  The older
woman looked at him a little oddly.
“ Do you hear that, Margaret, my dear?
The young man, as we are, is from
Louisiana. The world is a llttle place,
after all. We are from Shreveport, Mr.

My husband

genially‘.

ing——
The girl, a slender, blue-eyed thing.
created a momentary dwarsmn, much to

Porter’s relief.
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“I am almost frozen, Aunt Martha”
she complained, *“and you are keeping
Mr.—Porter—bare-headed in the snow.
We had better go in the house, dear,
since he has been so good as to say that
we might. The explanation, you know,
can come later.”

Porter, still more than a little puzzled
by something peculiar in the situation,
went before them a little slowly up the
path. The older woman peered beyond
h]ﬂl ‘through the swirling drifts at the
cabin and caught above it for a fleeting
instant the vague outlines of the rock-
formation called by the natives “ Our
Lady of the Snows ” that towered above
them. Then the black, bitter gloom of
a night in late spring in the edge of the
Bad Lands closed down and shut the
vision ouf.

* How spiritually inspiring your sur-
roundings are,”’ she said, still a little
stiffly. *“ What an uplift such soul-com-

munings with nature must bring about.”

“ Yes, no doubt,” agreed Porter pleas-
antly, if a little absently. He was won-
dering nervously whether he would have
time to whisk a certain black bottle and
well-thumbed pack of cards off the table
before her eyes would fall upon them.
“ Confound Jessup!”

* You are fifty miles from the rdilroad

are you not? 'vasked the girl. The

vind snatched the words from her lips

greedily that Porter scarcely caught

.- I don’t know how you manage
to exist. It is so desolate and dreary.”

“ It is better in the spring,” said the
young man hurriedly. “ You would not
think what a dlﬁerence there could be.
Fﬂ admit that there is little cheerful-
ness even about ‘Our Lady of the
The night and the SNOW
ﬁﬂ’e veiled much of her beauty. But in

e spring she is very gay, you know.
Then her mantle is 'bl*ue, with wild lark-
. ~ nd Hh& wears a wreath of deep-

s like a string of coral about

fﬁhgtamd. to be a tiny mis-
' m tha cnnnn at her

OUR LADY OF THE SNOWS.

Her companion pushed the door of the
cabin open, almost seceming to ignore the
fact that she was talking.

A bright fire.flared a welcome to them
from the wide hearth, and two lamps
had been lighted. But the absent-mind-
ed Jessup had evidently forgotten the
palpable tokens of his own and his
friend’s depravity. The cards still lay
face upward on the table, and the half-
emptied bottle of whisky was still very
much in evidence. Jessup himself was
not visible.

“ He—my friend—may be lelping
Pete with the team,” said Porter, try-
ing to appear at ease and agonizedly
conscious that the eyes of the older wom-
an were resting frostily and accusingly
upon the damning articles lying on the
table. He was keenly sensible that any
attempt at apology would only make mat-
ters worse. _

The two women took the seats which
he placed for them near the leaping
flame, and they both—the younger es-
pecially—showed a decided inclination
to maintain a dignified reserve—even
with erring compatriots of her own.

“I am horribly tired,” she said to her
companion in a low voice. “ You may
tell them—these people—as much or as
little as you like, dear. I think that
I should like to lie down at once, if you
do not mind.”

Young Porter had been dragging
things about clumsily behind a gaudy
print curtain that concealed one-half the
cabin from view.

“ We have few visitors here,” he said
apologetically, emerging with a very red
face from behind it. “ An occasional
cowboy I am afraid that the very
best that we can do will be bad enough,
after all. But if the young lady cares
to rest i

The girl thanked him with a rather
watery smile.

“I bave understood that visitors aré
always welcome in the West,” she said in
a forlorn little voice. “ We are wvery

grateful to you. for your hospitality, I

am sure, Mr Porter.”
She vamshﬂd behlnd thﬂ ﬂlm.sy cu:f.am

rnse&assesp oke.

= & The child is tired out,” remarked the

eFr wuman- hneﬂjr - ng,? Bh I
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think not, thank you. I seldom drink

T

Porter, still slightly mystified by Jes-
sup's unaccountable absenmce, placed food
upon the table a little &bsentl},f

“I am sorry that I cannot offer you
more,” he said shyly. “ A half-breed
does the most of our cooking for ws—
and she is away now. I dare say ]

Mrs. Norris eyed him coldly.

“1 had better come to the point at
once, if we are to understand each other,
1 suppose,” she said coldly. * Mr. Por-
ter, we—my niece and I—are looking for
a lad who left home two years ago in a
fit of perversity. The stage-driver ‘

A sound behind him made Porter turn
sharply.

“ Oh, it’s you, is it? " le said to Jes-
sup, who was shaking the loose snow
from his wide-brimmed hat, “ I couldn't
think what on carth had become of you.”

Jessup looked beyond him at the wom-
an still seated at the table. She faced
them both alike with level, uninteresfed
gaze.

“ One of the horses had cast a shoe”
he explained monotonously. “ 1 had to
Lelp Pete about it a little.” .

Mrs. Norris had bowed to him coldly
enough. Evidently she was not prepared
to take him as readily into her good
graces as she had taken his friend.

*“1 thought at first that the stage-
driver might be able to tell us what we
wanted to know,” she said slowly, re-
verting to the subject again. “ He looked
as if he might. But lie turned glum of
a sudden and would say just nothing at
all.”

‘** Pete is a half-breed,” remarked Por-
ter explanatorily. * They are. shy, you
know, and quick to take alarm when they
are questioned. And mostly they are gov-
erned by a vague sense of honor, and
there is a certain crude code to which
they conform. Perhaps Pete—suspected
that you were asking questions—which
you had no right to aslc.”

She flushed. ;

“ The lad for whom we are searching
left home over two years ago, as I have
said,” she repeated. * He went away
because of a miserable mistake—a mis-
underqtandmg with my brother. It
seems——""

“Are you speaking of—the young

lady’s brother?” There was a vague
change in Porter's voice,

* 1 am speaking of my niece’s cousin—
the lad to whom she was engaged. You
see, my brother was an old man, and a
sum of money was missing. He was very
generous with his nephew; generous to
the point of insanity / think, and

“ \Welld™

* Well, my brother awakened one day,
as I have said, with a large sum of money
missing, and there was Meg with a dia-
mond which must have cost an extrav-
agant sum flashing on her finger; a stone
which no one but a rich girl had any
right to wéar.”

“ Had he given it to her? "

“ Most certainly. Who else could
have done so? That was not the ques-
tion,- however. The foolish boy chose
to deny that my brother's morey had paid
for it—chose, indeed, to refuse to answer
any of the questions which he asked. Af-
ter that it seemed that there was nothing
that could be done to bring about a rec-
onciliation between the two. My brother
refused to prosecute, but the search for
tiie money was at once abandoned and
the breach remained absolute. The stub-
born lad had forfeited the affection of
his guardian and abused the confidence
of thé young girl who had pmmis&d to
be his wife. She told him so.’

Jessup had not seen Margaret Loomis..
Naturally, he was not so mterested in
the story as his friend was. = He stirred
restlessly in his seat.

“The lad was as foolish as he was
young. He forgot that his uncle’s bark
was worse than his bite, and that the girl
whom he loved was an impulsive chit
who did not know her own mind ten min-
utes together. He treated them both
to a theatrical display of something that
was half temper and half eloquence and
quitted home in a huff. We have not
seen him since.”

“ So far the story is a very ordinary
one,” said Porter evasively. “1 fail to
E'E'E"--—-” .

The woman laid the bit of untasted
bread back upon her plate. There were
tears in her eyes.

“ My brother died very rgcently," she
said in a lower voice. “ Just before his
death he dismvered that he had accused
Liis nephew unjustly, and that annﬂ}ﬁ"
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man was responsible for the theft. I
. don't know where Arthur got the money

that he paid for Margaret's engagement

ring. I dom’t care to know, and neither
does she. She is breaking her heart over

the imjustice that sent him out in the-

world. 1 am going to help to find him
for her, if I can.”

For the first time Jessup spoke.

* Maybe the way the boy got the mon-
€y was quite as much to his discredit
as you thought, even if your brother was
pot the victime,” he said harshly. “ His
flicht would certainly indicate it.”

‘““1 deon't care whether it was or net,”’
said the lady, with some agitation. She
wiped ber eyes defiantly. * He may have
committed highway rebbery for all I
know—or care. I am not going to have
his life ruined or Meg's heart broken if
I can help it. He is my dead brother’s
son, and [ think shame to myself and
shame to the dead that we allowed him—
our owr lad—fo smeak ont of his own
house at night like a convicted felon!”

Porter looked helplessly from her to

*“1 don’t see just what help you can

. expect from us,” he said undecidedly.
For the second time the woman showed
" traces of impatience.

*“We heard once that he was out v

-
dy d
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that you can help it, of course. Well, it
séems that neither of you are in-
clined &

* It isa't 2 question of inclination.™ ob-
jected Porter hastily. ** It has been near-
Iy two years, vou know. You said that
vourself. And she—the girl he loved—
if she accepted his guilt without a pro-
test ;

There was a little vague, indeterminate
stir at the doeor and it fell open.

A young woman cressed the threshold
noiselessly. The high cheek-bones, . the
shy movements, the straight black hair;
the lithe grace of the figure told uomis-
takably of Indian blood. She  looked
from ome to the other of the little party
in surprise, not unmixed with a tinge of
dread.

“ This young woman was connected
with the mission of which I spoke to your
niece just mow,” said Porter, bridging
an awkward pause. “ She is called In
the language of her people *Swaying
Reed." She understands English perfect-
Iy, so it might be as wel =

Martha Nomris's face did not seften.

** What is she doing here? " she asked
pertinently.

The Indian woman had looked at her

“at first indifferently, and later with some-

thing that was almest like trouble in her
dark eyes. Again she cast a guick. be-
wildered glance from Porter to Jessup,
and then bdek again to the former.

*Shall T go now?” she asked sim-
ply-

Jessup did pot answer, but Porter, with
a glance at Mrs. Norrms, shook his head. !

“Not now,” he said simply. " The
storm is growing worse. .1 will take you
back a little later myself."”

But stil Jessup neither looked at her

nor spoke.
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for the first time, but she had averted
her face and her eyes were quite hidden
under their long lashes.

“Well, I hope that you will both
think it over,” said the woman, with a
sigh. “ Maybe when you have thought
about it a while it will come to vou—
whether you have seen him or not, I
mean. He was always a great hand for
stock of all kinds. When I do find him
I expect to find him in the cattle busi-
ness. Margaret and I have talked 1t
overy and we both feel just exactly the
same about it. All that I am afraid
of is—"

She hesitated.

“The Jessups were always foels about
women,”' she said regretfully. “I1f 1
were to find Arthur entangled with an
Indian woman——

Porter flushed.

“ She,” he said anm—th referrin g to the
half-breed girl, ** understands Enwl:ch
as well as you do. I guess you have for-
gotten that I told yom that just now.
You will remember that I mentioned that
she was educated at the mission. And,
personally, I guess that I might just
as well tell you now, first as last, that in
my opinion the Indian women are, as a
rule, far and away too good for the
white men with whom they associate.”

He hesitated in his tumn.

“1 might tell you about 2 man whom
I knew once, and who camé out West
_to the Bad Lands,” he said a little
vaguely. “ He—had got into trouble
of some kind back in the States and had
" been run out. Maybe it was his own
fault and maybe it wasn't. [ guess that
he was zbout the only one that coumld
say as to that. He wasn't a very at-
tractive object when he got here. He
had stopped over in St Paul or some-
where, and had gone just about all the
gaits, I guess—and a Iittle more. He
wasn't fit for a decent woman to touch
with a parr of tongs.™
. The half-breed had evidently found
the presence of the s embarrass-
ing. She arose from her seat in the cor-
ner impulsively and with a pleading

word or two in her own t butPnr_

again in her place.
“ He was sick a

ALL-STORY

long time—some sort
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at first. You see, they couldn't get
a doctor. Then smallpox in an es-
pecially nasty form developed. One or
two people had clung to him up to that
time. They left him then—all of them”

He paused significantly. The Indian
woman sat quite still, as if carved out of
stone. Her unwinking gaze . never for
an instant left the leaping flames. Nor
did Mrs. Norris move. She looked from
one to the other of the young men dully.
And behind the dividing curtain a little
current of air set the poppies nodding
feverishly and caused the painted roses
to lift their fading heads. Only Jessup
looked at none of them. His clenched
right hand, thrown across the table, un-
clenched slowly and nervelessly. He did
not speak.

“There was one creature, a woman—
scarcely better than a child—to whom
this man (he might have been the neph-
ew of whom vyou spoke, this type
of the eternally masculine) had been
kind. I do not know in what way. He
was not bad to leck upon at the very first
before the fever struck him down, and
it may be that he had tossed her a kind
word now and then as you might toss a
bone to a starving dog. But when the

" others had guitted himi and left him to

die, as not even a decent dog is left. she
went to his relief.

“ Maybe you don’t know what she
braved—maybe 1 don't. The Indian isa
bundle of contradictions, sometimes. even
to those who know him best. And, mind
vou, this girl had no exaggerated illu-
SIons in' the matter. She knew exactly
what she had to expect when she watched
the lodge-poles of her father's
fall that cool morning and saw his slim-
legged children, brown and sinewy,
break the trail, matted with kinnikinick
and Oregon- grape that lay northward.

* Deliberately she fchut her eyes on
the mist that closed down over the faint,
far-away trail, to the distant tangling-
smoke that columned upward and came
to her with a perso '
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 She went inside the white man's cab-
in, looked down upon what had once
been a man, and closed the door behind
her. .

‘ She stayed there eight weeks. Part
of the time, when delirium held its wvic-
tim strongest in its ruthless hold, she
suffered actual abuse at his hands, It is
easy to strike, you kmow, when there is
no resistance. Her wrists and hands were
black and bruised. Once when she re-
sisted his attempts to rise from his bed
he struck her savagely—a brutal blow in
the face with his clenched fst.

“It left a mark that she will carry
to her grave. She was always his in-
ferior—admittedly. Sometimes—rarely,
for he talked little—he raved of the girl
who had cast him off for a trifle. His
blews left physical sears; his words left
spiritual disfigurements ‘that will last
until death—and after.

“He began to grow better finally,
thanks to her care and nursing. The
fever left him weak mentally as well
as physically. The others of her race
and his did not return.

“Then winter came again, and if
they were to live through the long
months, when the ice slowly choked the
raucous cry of the Vellowstone imto a
feeble whimper, there was much to do.
. And she, never strong, was enfeebled
by the long confinement and by the dis-
‘ease that, taken in a milder form than
~his own, had fed upon her childish
frame. Pmd during all this time he
IIE‘E"EI—I have had it from his own lips—
gave her one loving word. She never
_asked for one.

“ The winter deepened, and her people
came back into the sheltered little val-
ley under the smile of Our Lady of the
- Snows. The first voice she hﬁard—dzhe
ﬁi‘;ﬁt face she saw—I think that I vﬁ-;lt

ou that. I will not tell w
either {?T brought her. s

L “But g day came, she had ‘worked

hﬂﬁ and*ms,_mmd, when something

:d.  She had been engaged in

fmaag: meﬁ 1 tasks—the gathering of

v 0 keep :ﬂlﬁ&ﬂgﬁ ﬂf rr.:nvIﬂ at hay'
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starved grasses that the ice had never
“Tound.

* She stared down into the clear mir-
ror, and the slender vestige of vamity
and  self- -respect that his treatment and
open contempt had left her took flight
forever, The Indian woman loses }nuth
and good looks early enough at best, and
the half-br eced—that alien blossom of
ill-nourished soil—withers usually long
before the flower is perfected. It was
a weman of middle age, haggard and
tired and faded and ugly, who looked
back at her from the little mirror set in
the silver frame of frosted alkali.

“1 have no idea of what she was
thinking as she went back to the cabin
that night. Only God, whe is very mer-
ciful to the women of His sinful world
and who of all people need mercy most,
can know!

“ It was very late when she opened
the door of the little cabin, and he had
grown tired waiting for her. He was
hungry and cold and lonely. Remem-
ber, I am not trying to excuse him. He
was not trying to excuse himself when
he told her about it later. She crept about
her delayed tasks in the Indian way with
his brutal words stinging her.

“ She was so engrossed that some one
had called outside more than once be-
fore either of them heard it. He did not
raise his head when she looked at him
appealingly—it was one of his glum
days—and she opened the door hurried-
1}" herself.

“The moon was shining, and above
the toil and fret and trouble Our Lady
of /sthe Snows looked down with some-
thing of the same vague pity that her
gentle heart had held even in the midst
of her own sorrow when she looked at
those who hung one upon either side of
Her Son upon the trees that bore such
strange, unnatural fruit that morning
long ago upon that nameless hill above
the garden.

“¢FHello!’ the voice called again.

“fWhat do you want?’ It was the
impatient voice of the man behind her,
He pushed her roughly aside.

- “ T want to know who hves here and "

if you are the party I want. 1 am Iﬁnk-
ing for a fellow that lives somewhere in
the vﬂl&y: A squaw-man——'

o ‘ENE, I ﬁlan’t suppuse that there is
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any use going on. He left her next day.

And you can see just about what it must

have meant to her. She was not all
Indian, you know. There were the long
months at the mission, and her white
blood. And there was another element
to reckon with, unfortunately.

“She loved him—God knows why!
Women are made that way. And she
was just Indian enough to snatch up the
gift that another woman had thrown
away, and just enough to suffer—suf-
fert”

Jle looked curiously over his shoul-
der. There had been no sound behind
him, but Margaret Loomi<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>