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CHAPTER 1.
WE VISIT HEDGEWOOD.

R. HAYDEN, T will take that dictation now.”
“Don’t let me catch you at it,” I growled,
as I banged down the top of my desk. And,
snatching up my cap, I dashed past a startled young
lady, and almost over a diminutive messenger boy,
who loomred suddenly in the doorway.
He held out a telegram.
“And this 1s where my joy ride i1s knocked in the
head!” I exclaimed savagely. Tearing open the en-
velope, 1 read the following:

Will arrive to-morrow, ten a. m., to mspect Hedgewood.
Meet us. . S. Avery.

“Us?” 1 muttered. “How many is us?” With the
message in my hand, I rushed into my partner’s room,
happy for the excuse the telegram offered.

im,” I said hurriedly, “get your hat and come,
ulck' " We' re going to take a spin into the country.”

Jim glanced up out of lazy eyes, his big form
sprawling all over his large, easy swivel chair.

“Sorry, old man,” he drawled, “but we can’t both
neglect the business. You run a]ong and take your
pleasure trip, and I will stay here and perform my
daily toil.” Jim’s “toil” usually consisted in jollying
reluctant customers.

“All right,” I said, darting to the door. “I'll wait
two minutes in the machine.” _

I had cranked up, and was sitting at the wheel, when
Jim sauntered leisurely out of the lobby.

“Jimmie,” I said, as I threw the clutch into the slow
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speed and threaded carefully through
the downtown traffic, “do you believe
in spirits?”’

“Only in the wet, Dickie. You're
not going to get extravagant and buy
me a drink, are you?” he asked wist-
fully.

“No, Jimmie, I'm not; but I am
going to take you out to the haunted
house.”

Jim’s eyes Iit up. ‘“Have you heard
from Avery? Are they going to take
the place?”

“I believe so,” I said, handing him
the telegram. “Their correspondence
would indicate 1t, and they certainly
wouldn’t come way out here if they
didn’t mean busingss.”

“Good,” said Jim. “I am glad, how-
ever, that we shall have a chance to
inspect the old house before it 1s taken
over. What shape i1s it in?”

“The object of this trip, my boy, is
to find out. Mr. Orland said, how-
ever, that he would leave it in first-class condition;
and as he has been gone only a week, I don't 1 1magme
it will need anything but an airing and dusting.

Jim bent over to light a c1gar as [ mcreased the
speed. “Dick,” he asked, “why not take advantage
of this opportunity to try to unravel the mystery that
surrounds Hedgewood? What do you say to stay-
ing there all mght 2"

“You don’t mean to say,” I exclaimed, “that you
take any stock in the absurd.stories that are floating
around, about Orland and his house?”

Jim smoked in silence for a full minute, “Yes,
Dick, I do,” he replied finally.

I glanced at my companion, in surprise. His face
was serious. Light-hearted, frivolous Jim Akins,
society and all-round good fellow—a believer in ghosts'
And old-fashioned, conventional ghosts, too!

I let this thought sink in as we ran smoothly and
quietly along the deserted country road.

“What is your version of the story?”’ I asked at
length. “I have heard so many, 1 can’t keep track

of them.”
“Mine? Oh, mine is the orthodox one. The Or-

lands always had a bad reputation. They are said
to be a family of stranglers—that 1s, once in every
second or third generation one of them has been bom
with this mania. The first one to develop it choked
his wife to death, and was effectually cured of the
habit by his father who cut off both hls hands. The
natives here say that it is his spirit which now haunts

the place, seeking its lost hands.”

“Bosh, Jim!’ I said. “That is mere idle supersti-
tien.”




“Maybe; at the same time, I—"

“Y also believe, as you know,” I interrupted, “in
psychic phenomena, and, curiously enough, it was my
article on demonology, in last month’s Observer, that
caused Orland, who is an investigator, to place the
business in my hands.”

“Did Orland come to you in person?” asked Jim
- quickly.

ﬂYes.l’

“The present Orland i3 said to have inherited the
curse, and to have the Orland hands.”

“The Orland hands?” .

“Yes—immense, hairy, spidery things——"’

My involuntary start swerved the machine toward
the ditch.

“What’s the matter?”

“Nothing,” I replied, and lapsed into silence,

As a matter of fact, Jim’'s last words had given
me a disagreeable sensation. For ten days, ever since
John Orland’s visit, I had been struggling with an un-
canny feeling, which threatened to become an ob-
session, and which was induced wholly by the singular
malformation of which Jim had referred.

I had found in Orland a refined, highly cultured
gentleman, well past middle age, charming in manner
and appearance. At the time, I had noticed nothing
peculiar about him, except that during the whole
of our interview—which lasted, perhaps, thirty min-
utes—he persistently kept his hands hidden beneath
his slouch hat, which he held in his lap.

When he was going, he arose suddenly, and his
hat dropped to the floor, exposing his hands. At the
sight, I had instinctively recoiled. Never before had
I seen such hands.

Large they were—singularly large and bony, and
possessing monstrous power. It was not, however,
their size which had impressed me so disagreeably,
but the fact that they were in constant motion. The
fingers writhed and twisted about each other like
snakes—or, as Jim expressed it, like huge, hairy
spiders.

I recalled how he stood, regarding me cunously,
coldly, but making no further effort to conceal his
deformity. Then, without a word, he had extended
his right hand, and without volition on my part—in-
deed, against my will—my own hand had been drawn
to arm’s length, and , inert and lifeless, into
that huge, hairy clasp. I shuddered then, and 1 shud-
der again now, at the recollection. Imagine such
a hand at one’s throat. Ugh!

It was this, and a certain promise which he had ex-
acted from me, and which at the time seemed ab-
surd, that gave rise to a vague uneasiness and mis-
trust. Not that I apprehended any difficulty or dan-
ger; but the thought persisted that I was dealing with
a madman—one who, under certain circumstances,
might prove to be a dangerous customer.

But httle was known about John Orland, and noth-
irig of an evil character, except that which always at-
taches to any man who presumes to live entirely to
himself. He had always occupied the old house to
which we were going, as had his ancestors before
him. With an old servant, who was now with him

in Europe, he had lived in the strictest seclusion.
This fact, and the vague rumors of which Jim had
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spoken, were sufficient to keep the townspeople aloof
—a result which he evidently desired.

The exhilarating rush through the clean, sparkling
air soon banished the senseless feeling of uneasiness
which I had been harboring, and 1 gave myself up to
the enjoyment of the ride. Life may hold better things
than a smoothly-going automobile, a good country
road, and a bright June day, but I do not know where
they are, or what.

Hedgewood was situated about ten miles from town,
but we reached our destination all too soon.

As we approached the property, we slowed down,
i order to get a better view.

The land had a frontage on the road of about one
thousand feet, and ran back for perhaps twice that
distance. It was, so far as we could see, entirely
surrounded with a high and impenetrable hedge fence,
broken only at the entrance by two square stone col-
umns, which supported a heavy iron gate,

Through the bars of this gate, we could see a man
at work among the shrubbery.

“Hello!” 1 called.

The man looked up, and, upon my signal, came re-
luctantly toward us. He was a young fellow of
twenty, or thereabouts, with a rather stupid expres-
sion, which gave way to distrust when I demanded
entrance.

“You can’t come in here,” he said. “This 1s private
property.”

‘“Yes, I know,” I answered. “But Mr. Orland has
put the place in my care.”

Upon my answer, he slowly produced a key, and,
inserting it into a padlock, swung back the massive

tes.
g'::1"“‘D¢::a you live here?” T asked.

- “No, sir: I work here in the mornin’s, takin’ care
of the grounds. But I'm poin’ to quit, It's too
skeery.”

“Well, it won’t be so lonesome, after this. There
will be some people down to-morrow, to take pos-
session. And, by the way,” I added, “I wish you
would help us fix up things at the house, before they
come. Jump in.”

He shook his head vigorously. ‘“You couldn’t get
me in that house. It’s bad enough out here.”

“Why, what’s the trouble?” T asked. |

“I ain’t had no trouble, an’ I ain’t huntin’ any. I'd
find it quick enough, if I went in there.” He jerked
his thumb toward the house.

“What would you find > I asked, smiling.

He came closer to the car, his dull face looking
ludicrous under its mask of terror.

“Ha'nts!” he whispered. “Big, hairy things that
crawl around the floors like rats or spiders. Only
they ain’t—they’re hands!”

CHAPTER 1II.

JIM TRIES THE DOOR.

WITH a snort of disgust, I threw in the clutch; and
we darted toward the house, leaving the rustic
staring after us, with his scythe suspended in mid-air.
The front part ot the grounds was covered with

a heavy growth of forest trees, amid which, and about
fifteen hundred feet from the entrance, stood the
building—a massive structure, of colenial style, and
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in a good state of preservation, in spite of the fact
that it had been built in Revolutionary days.

We pulled up at the wide veranda. Leaving jim
in the machine, I ran up the steps, and finding, after
some trouble, the proper key, I threw open the door,
and entered the large central hall. The house was
dark and stufty.

Jim joined me, and we went from room to room,
raising the shades and windows. We had both ex-
perienced a feeling of depression upon first entering
the house; but this soon wore off, under the refresh-
ing influence of the light and air.

The rooms were large, with high ceilings, and
well furmished, most of them in the fashion of a
bygone day; but the hving room and library, and
several of the bedrooms, were fitted out in the most
modern style.

On the library table, I found an envelope, contain-
ing a key and a letter addressed to me, which read
as follows:

Mgr. Ricaarp HavDpeN.

Dear Six: You will remember, when I left Hedgewood
in your charge, with instructions to find a suitable tenant,
that I requested that neither you nor your tenant should
enter the reom with the red-paneled door. I now wish to em-
phasize that request, and to remind you that you gave me
your word of honor that my wishes in this respect would be
obeyed to the letter.

I am inclosing herewith the key to the room, to be placed
with the others you have. You will give it to your prospective
tenant, with the same tnstructions you have recetved. It is un-
necessary for me to explain why I do this, except to say that
I expect you to use the same care in selecting a tenant as I
trust I have shown in choosing an agent. It is a mere thatter
of honor, or the sure penalty that follows a breach of honor.
Yours very truly, Jorn ORLAND.

“Well,” I said, as I strung the key on the ring with
the others, “this is a nice Bluebeard proposition to put
up to a practical, twentieth-century business man!
The old fellow is plumb crazy.”

It was while we were on the second floor, going
from room to room and opening the windows, that
I had my first view of the door with the red panels.
Jim was close to it at the time; in fact, he had started
for it when I called: |

“You can’t get in there, Jim. That door is locked.”

He continued, however, and, reaching the door,
turned the knob. I saw him twist his body, and give
a sudden wrench. He turned, as I ran up, with a
puzzled look on his face.

“Try that knob, Dick,” he said.

“No use, Jim; the door 1s locked. And, at any
rate, I have orders not to allow any one in that room.
It is Mr. Orland’s private apartment.”

“Well, try the knob, anyway,” he insisted.

I took hold of the knob carelessly, and gave it a
slight turn. I dropped it, and looked at Jim. IHis
eyes had a queer look in them.

“What do you make of it?”

“Nonsense, Jim! Come away.” 1 took him by the
arm, and started with him down the hall.

“Dick,” he said, stopping short, “there is some one
mn that room!”

“You’re crazy, man! The knob is rusty from dis-
use. Now, get busy. I'll go down and try again to
get the boy, and you start in to dust some of the fur-
niture. We've got a big job 1n front of us, 1f we
want to get back before dark.”

3

I had been gone about ten minutes, and was return-
ing with the boy, whom 1 had persuaded, after some
effort and a generous tip, to help us in the house,
when I heard a roar from Jim, on the second floor.
At the same nstant, I noticed that the bunch of
keys, which I had left on the library table, had dis-
appeared.

At Jim’s cry, the boy with me ran down the steps
and across the lawn, while I mounted to the second
floor two steps at a tume.

My suspicions were verified: for, as I reached the
landing I saw Jim’s figure pressed against the door
with the red panels, which was part way open, and
endeavoring vainly to crowd through the small aper-
ture.

I called to him sharply, and ran hurriedly to pull
him away, but suddenly he uttered a shriek of fear,
and, releasing his hold, fell backward to the floor
with a crash. And the partly opened door closed to
—and snapped shut

Jim sprang to his feet, and, with a cry of rage,
threw the whole weight of his body against the heavy
door. He was frantic with fury.

I leaped upon him, and by sheer strength carried
him, kicking and cursing, to the end of the hall, where
I threw him upon a settee.

“There, you confounded chump!” I shouted. “For
two cents I'd punch your fat face in! What do you
mean by disobeying my orders?”

We glared at each other for a moment, and then
a sheepish look crept into his face.

“I’m sorry, old man,” he said, “but I was dead sure
there was some one in there, and I wanted to find
out who, or what, it was.”

“Well, T hope you found out to your satisfaction!”

I sneered. _
“Not to my satisfaction—no. But I found out that

there is some one, or something, in that room.”
~ “Jim, are you getting crazy, or is it just plain
drunk?”

“It’s neither, Dick, and you know it. And you also
know there is something on the other side of that door,
and if you were half a man you would help me find

out what it 1s”’
“I'm man enough tp keep my word—and that, I

hope, will be the final word on this subject. Your
fool yelling has scared the boy into a panic, and I
suppose we'll never see him again.”

With that, I marched him down to the main floor,

where I started him to dusting the furniture, hoping
that he would not forget the cobwebs 1n his brain.

But I am free to contess that I cast more than one
curious glance at the room with the red-paneled door.

CHAPTER II1.
AVERY’S PROMISE.

BEFORE the inspection of the premises was half
completed, on the following day, Mrs. Avery
declared enthusiastically in its favor. She was young
and pretty and romantic; and the fine old place, with
its historical associations, appealed strongly to her

nature. . ' _
On the way back to the machine, Jim detained me
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with a look. When we were out of hearing of the
others, he turned to me impetuously.

“You are not going to rent that house to those
people,” he asserted.

“1 am not?” I asked, raising my brows.

“No, you are not!”

“Why, Jim?” I asked softly.

“Because I won’t have it,” he declared.
be criminal.”

“Jim,” said I, retaining my temper admirably, “since
when did you acquire the right to dictate the policy
of the irm?”’

“Damn the firm, and you, toe! I say you will
not allow that pretty young thing to live in this devilish
place. It might mean her death, or worse. I stopped
here last night.”

“You?’ I demanded in amazement.
get in?”

“Window,” he announced.

“It would

“How did you

“And did you go into the forbidden room?” My
anger was slowly rising to the boiling point.
“No, T did not—simply because I couldn’t get in.

I tried, I'll admit. And I guess I'm glad I didn’t
succeed. Now, Dick, see here. You just cool off
and listen. 1 felt and heard things last night queer
enough to convince me that that room is occupied
by something that is not human!”

“By what ¢”

“I don’t know what. I wish I did. You believe
in the supernatural, Dick—only you call it by some
other name.” This with a sneer. “Put these people
off for a week, and let’s investigate. It is worth the
effort, and it might save a tragedy.”

“I can’t, Jim,” I said, somewhat impressed and con-
siderably mollified by his sertous manner. “They have
taken the place and are going to remain to-night and
have their effects and servants come on from New
York at once.” |

“Then,” said Jim, with decision, “I’ll tell Mrs.
Avery just exactly what has happened and scare
her off.”

“Jim, you're a fool!” I retorted. “Can’t you see
that Mrs. Avery is just the kind of a woman who
would be delighted to have a ‘ghost’ in the house?
You just leave this to me. I’ll tell Avery the whole
affair and your suspicions, and advise him to keep
it from s wife. I'm bound to tell him about the
room, anyway, and intrust him with the key. It will
be a matter of honor with him, but, judging from
his looks, his curiosity won’t get the better of it. I
wouldn’t say the same for his wife. Not that she isn’t
strictly honorable, you know; but a woman’s cuni-
osity——"" I shrugged my shoulders. “By the way,
Jim,” T added, “what did you see last night?”

“Nothing. 1 felt and heard,” he said. “But I won't
tell you what. You politely suggested yesterday that
I was drunk or crazy, and I don’t care to invite a
second criticism of my habits or mentality. I'll sim-
ply say this—the danger, or evil influence, is confined
to the one room. The rest of the house seems to be
free from it.”

I left Jim brooding, and rejoined the Averys, some-
what worried, I admit, and regretting the restrictions
which prohibited me from entering the room. I had
always taken a deep interest in all that pertained to
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the supernatural, but had never had any actual demon-
stration of its existence. All matters pertaining to
the unknown or unseen life, or to life after death,
held a strange interest for me. Not that I was a
spiritualist in any sense of the word—or, at least,
not in the sense in which the term i1s generally un-
derstood—but I did believe that there were unseen
forces, not human, constantly present and working
among the children of men.

That this influence or power worked for both good
and evil I had no doubt. What these forces were—
whether they were human souls after transition to
the spinit form, and shackled for some unknown cause
to the earth life, or the product of some other sphere;
or whether they were purely demoniacal—I did not
know, nor do I now. I simply know that they are,
that they exist, and that they exert a constant influence
upont mankind.

That something out of the ordinary was amiss with
the room with the red-paneled door, I had no doubt.
Mr. Orland’s peculiar attitude and conditions, and the
extraordinary effect made upon Jim—hard-headed,
practical Jim—convinced me of this. But what was 1t ?

On some pretext I got Mr. Avery away from his
wife, and told him all the circumstances.

He looked annoyed at first, and then anxiously at
his wife. Finally he burst into a hearty laugh.

“All right,” he said. “I’ll accept the key and the
secret, and will agree to keep both from my wife.
I don't take a bit of stock in all this rot your friend
has been telling you. At the same time I know what
effect this story and these conditions would have upon
my wife, who is emotional and very romantic. Fur-
thermore, I don’t want anything to interfere with the
pleasure of our honeymoon here.”

And when I left them, envious of their happiness
and beautiful surroundings, I breathed a prayer that,
if any sinister presence were in that house, they might
not come under its baneful influence.

CHAPTER 1V.
WE FORCE THE DOOR.

THE summer passed uneventfully, with no word
from our tenants, save the formal letters accom-
panying the monthly remittances.

Then, one morning late in October, as Jim and I
were preparing to make a visit of inspection to sev-
eral properties, I was called to the telephone; and in
answer to my response a voice, which, in spite ot
the tremor and excitement in it, I recognized as
Avery’s, asked me to come immediately to Hedgewood.

It was not until we were in the car that I told
Jim, who was driving, to head for Orland’s place and
to put on all speed.

“What’s the trouble?” he asked, obeying my wishes,
but taking time to cast a curious glance at me.

“I don’t know. Avery telephoned me to come quick,
on a matter of great importance.”

It was only good fortune that kept Jim from arrest
for breaking the speed law; twenty minutes later
we drew up in front of the gate at Hedgewood.

Avery was there to meet us. His face was pale,
and his eyes had in them a look of horror.

“What’s the matter?”’ I demanded, as he jumped
into the car and we drove to the house.
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“Brooks 1s dead—murdered, I think.”

“Who 1s Brooks?”

“My brother-in-law ; he came last week to spend a
few days with us, and i

“Was he in the secret room?”’ I demanded.

He flushed and stammered: “Yes—yes. 1 told
him the story, and showed him the key, but put him
on his honor not to use it. I didn’t think he’d do it.
But it seems he was interested in that sort of thing.
And—and——" His voice trailed off, then suddenly
rose; and he tummed on me in a fit of fury. “What
the devil do you mean by putting us in a house like
that "’ he snarled. “What devilish thing have you got
in that room? It might have been my wife—my wife,
do you hear!” He stood over me with distorted face
and threatening gesture.

“Sit down!” I commanded coldly. “I told you the
conditions. I know nothing of the room, other than
that which you know. Where is your brother-in-law ?”

He sank back in the tonneau, his face twitching
nervously, while the car drove slowly toward the
house. '

“He 1s still in the room,” he whispered, with a
shudder, “and I can’t get aim out.”

ilcan!t 1y |

“No—I am not a coward, but I dare not go into
that room. I tried once, and—and ”  He buried
his face in his hands.

Jim turned and looked at me queerly. “I know
why he can’t go m,” he said. “The thing that’s in
there won'’t let him.”

By this time we had reached the front porch.

“Where is your wife, Avery?”’ I askecio laying my
hand on his shoulder.

He looked up haggardly. “My wife?” he asked
vacantly. “My wife? Yes, my wife. Thank God,
she is safe! She is visiting in town, and knows noth-
ing of this.” |

Jim had shut off the power, and darted to the front
door. I followed closely, with Avery behind me. In
this order we ran—leaped, rather—up the broad stair-
case and down the upper hall. Breathless, we paused
at the room with the red door panels. The door was
tightly closed, but the key was in the lock. Jim
grasped the knob and turned the key; we all heard
the bolt shoot sharply back. With all his strength
he threw the full weight of his body against the door,
but it resisted all his efforts.

Forgetting Mr. Orland’s instructions—forgetting my
word of honor—I, too, added my strength to Jim’s,
and slowly, slowly, the door yielded. Distinctly I felt
the pressure of a resisting force on the other side.

Then suddenly, when the door was half open, I
heard a hornid, half-strangled shriek from Jim, and,
at the same moment, felt a cold, clammy hand at my
throat—an enormouys hand! The fingers reached
round and met at the back of my neck.

When I came to, I found Jim and Mr. Avery
bending anxiously over me. T sat up, and instinctively
my hand went to my throat. A dull ache persisted
there.

. “Did you see anything when Jim and I forced the
oor ?”

S

Jim looked puzzied. “No, I can’t say positively.
I thought, just before you both screamed, that I saw
a pair of enormous hands shoot out from the doorway
and clasp each of you by the throat.”

Avery broke in. “Circumstances alter cases and
vitiate promises sometimes. And, besides, a plain duty
lay before me. There i1s a dead body of a man on
the other side of that door, and he must be gotten out.”

“How do you know he 1s dead?” The thought sug-
gested the question.

Avery was still under strong nervous excitement.
“I was part way in the room before my throat was
clutched. I saw his body on the bed, his head hanging
over the side, his mouth open, and eyes staring. He
was dead!” A convulstve shudder shook him as he
recalled the picture.

“Gentlemen,” I said, “we have got to get the body
out.” I turmed to Jim. “And you and I will solve
the mystery.”

“I’'m with you.”” Jim’s lower jaw clinched.

“If this is the work of human beings—which I
strongly suspect—the matter will be comparatively
simple, although more dangercus. If it is of supernat-
ural agency, it may not be so easy. Let me say to
start with, gentlemen, that I believe in the supernat-
ural. I believe there are unseen forces about us with
power, at times, to inflict harm upon human beings.
This may be one of the times. The only way to
counteract or overcome the power of one of the beings
of the outer circle is by an absolute freedom from
fear. A brave front alone will not do. There must
positively be no shadow of fear in your heart. Do
you understand, Jim?"

“Yes,” he said, and I saw by the look on his face
that he meant it.

“And you, Avery?”’

He was sitting with his face in his hands, his whole
attitude one of utter misery. “I’'m not up to it, boys,”
he muttered, without looking up.

“Then you go down to the lower floor—or, better
still, go out into the grounds. The air will do you
good. We'll join you presently.

“Jim,” I said, in a low tone, when Avery had shuffled
down the stairs, “we will put this in the form of a
test. If there is a man in that room, we will meet
with the same powerful resistance when we attempt
to enter. If it is not a man—if the force in there is
of supernatural origin—there will be little, if any,
opposition, so long as we show that we are entirely
unafraid. Do you understand?”

He nodded impatiently. Jim had been a famous
football player in the old college days, and 1 knew
him to be a man of undaunted physical courage. 1
could not ask for a better companion in any venture

requiring cool nerve and daring. L
ogether we approached the door, and this time 1t

was my hands that grasped the knob and key.
“Jim, you have no fear.” I asserted it as a fact.

”NO lﬂ'
“Nor have I. Come!”

TO BE CONCLUDED.



Chester L.

Saxby ~

A Two-part Story of the Sea and Its Ministers.

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.

Malin, a young man, ships aboard a ship commanded by
Jeval Hogarth. He soon finds that Hogarth is a man of evil
ways and is looking for the man who robbed him of the
woman he loved and mistreated. Hogarth is planning a ter-
rible revenge. Part two opens up with the meeting of Ho-
garth and the woman. Malin i1s puzzled about her inno-
cence, but already he is thoroughly aroused over the brutality
of the ship's captain.

CHAPTER IV.

HE woman before me, the man not fifty feet
off in another room—and I, the unwilling con-
fidant of both! Here was a pretty turn of

affairs. Fate was drawing me into hot water with a
vengeance. A bestial man in peace and the Devil’s
Own in fury; that was Hogarth, and I had small
compassion for him. But here sat the woman who
had wrapped his animal love about her only to throw
it off as a worn garment; a golden woman with a
heart and soul of fickle flame. She was shaking with
abject fear, but why should compassion urge me to
protect her? As she had soweéd, so had she reaped;
and the judgment seemed near at hand, too near for
my own comfort.

“Jeval Hogarth comes to find the woman Loraine
and a bearded man who robbed him of her,” 1 bluntly
informed her. “Where is the man with you?”

“Sefior—sefior! Swear to Heaven that you will help
me! What you say only frightens me more. Jeval
has told hes to you, sefior. He told you it is love.
And Giferth—he can do nothing against Jeval. I am
alone. You look honest and—and manly, sefior.”” 1
averlooked the compliment. 1 wished to get at the bot-
tom of things.

“Has he deserted you so soon? Has he run from

Hogarth?”
“No, no. He is here, but Jeval would break him,
bone and body. Giferth is no match for him, You

are big and strong. You are of Jeval's ship?”

“I am mate to him by the lure of gold,” I frankly
admitted, “but I wish you no harm, madam, though
it seems I can’t help you. You play a heavy game.
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I would not be in your place nor in the place of
Giferth Barthold.”

“He is an ogre,” she said, and I knew she meant
Hogarth. ‘“He has told you he loved me. He used
that lie once before. But he wants no love, only what
he calls revenge. Giferth offered me riches and all
that a woman craves—life. I love him not much, but
he is honorable, and I have decided to go with him.
Will you take Jeval from here and let us escape? I
ask no more, and—and you are kind, sefior.”

“T was never called so,” I grimaced. *Yet 1 dislike
blood-letting and perhaps worse than that is 1n Ho-
garth’s mind. I will begone and say nothing, so that he
will have no suspicion of your being here. But I warn
you to leave Cadiz at once.” 1 got up and strode
toward the door. My eyes turned for a glance at
her there, and her warm beauty forced the blood
galloping through my veins. 1 left her unwillingly
and started through the doorway, when a figure
loomed ahead, and I saw that it was Hogarth.

“What the devil keeps your” he began. My face
must have revealed something of what I strained to
conceal. “Eh, who is there with you?”

“There i1s none with me,” I blurted. “I am ready
now. Where do we go?”

“Not so fast,”” he growled. “If you are lying to me
it’s an unprofitable business. Let me by. I'll have a
look to satisty myself.”

My feet blocked the passage. He put out his hand
to thrust me aside, but I resisted and tried to turn
him, mumbling that we must hurry and that he was
mad to be aroused over nothing. With a snarl he
exerted his strength and flung me to the wall. I re-
gained my balance, and, hot with dread of the in-
evitable, rushed after him.




THE DEVIL’'S OWN.

He had stopped just inside the door and was star-
ing straight ahead. A woman’s scream came, short
and stifled, and a man’s laugh, equally short and hol-
low. Hogarth had found his prey. Then the woman’s
voitl:ce broke coherently on the silence, sobbing as she
spoke :

“Jeval! Have I no right to go where I will? What
do you want with me?"”

As he moved nearer to her, I was able to reénter
the room. Watching and waiting I stood, and well
I knew that Hogarth felt me at his back.

‘“Where is Barthold ¢’ he asked her. His voice was
husky, thick as the voice of a man in drink, “Where
is the fool who exacts no promises”’

“How do I know, Jeval?” crted out the woman. “I
owe you nothing, and you can claim nothing. Have
you come to do me harm? I never wished you harm.”

I saw his lips twist at this. He was regarding her
evenly, expressionlessly. He seemed a cat watching
a mouse, ready to spring, yet staying his eager pounce.

“I am not looking for you,” he said, “but for Giferth
Barthold. Tell me if he is here. Tell me where
he is. We have something to talk about, he and 1.”

Her lps were closed, 1 thought, over chattering
teeth. Faint with fear of him, she was forced by
moral weakness to do what she willed not to do.

“Then leave me, Jeval—go!” she said hysterically.
“Giferth is up—he is upstairs. Oh, what is it you
want? Jeval, say that you mean him no harm. Say
it to me! You will not go to him in an evil temper.”
But Hogarth laughed aloud unmusically and wheeled
to me in evident consciousness of my presence.

“She is a pretty bird, eh, Malin? A pretty bird,
and no mistake. But there is no faith in birds. I
leave her to your tender mercies; I have business up-
stairs, Be tender if you will, but a beautiful bird
must not flutter away—see to it!” With these words
he flung about, and would have left us where we stood
—the woman and myself—but she broke from her
cowering attitude and launched toward him, grasping

him by the arm and calling:

“Jeval! Jevall No, no!
way! Tell me! Swear

Her jerked cry was halted by his brutal arm that
whipped out to fling her from him. He drew away
from her huddled form, lying where it had fallen on
the floor.

“I'll not be touched. Your fingers burn me. Keep
away!” He made for the door, raging of eyes, red-
flamed of cheeks, and I pictured his inward raging
iin a yet darker hue. He vanished like a tongue of

re.

“Seflor—sefior! Stop him! Oh, Jesu of Mary, he
goes to kill! Stop him any way, but be quick! Do
you stand there?”’” She was stark with frnght.

“Madam,” T told her, “a man must fight for him-
self. I do not envy rushing into this affair hot-
handed. Somehow 1 trust to help you. I cannot
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think you——

“For me! For me!” she implored. “That is, later;
but Giferth now. You will not go? Then -
She plucked up her skirts and ran to the door, chok-
ing with her emotions, darted through the passage,
and was gone. Aroused to the possibility of her find-
ing Hogarth, I sprang after her, and, led by her

Not that way; not that
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hight footsteps, gained the stairs. They were deserted,
but I could hear her pressing through the hall above,
and I paused not a second to think. Down the cor-
ridor her nimble figure was disappearing swiftly. I
put on speed and lessened the distance betwixt us.
She was before a door. She had opened it and was
out of sight. 1 arrived at the door and found it wide.
From deep in the room onto which it gave came spas-
modic issuings of a man’'s voice. The next moment
I was face to face with the bearded man, who looked
with manifest surprise from me to the woman in the
middle of the room, and from the woman back to me.

“Giferth,” the woman answered his look, “Jeval is
searching for you. He is here—here{ ¥You must hide,
do you hear? Be quick! He has missed the room.”

“Jeval!” murmured Barthold, and the hollowness
of his tone smote on my ears like the note of a funeral
dirge. “You have seen him, Loraine?”

“He 18 here—here in the hallway. Giferth, don’t ask
questions! Hide—hide! A back stairway—no use to
lock the door; leave this place. Get as far away as
possible. 1 will find you somehow. Giferth, why do
you not move?” For he was seemingly unminded to
accept her advice to flee, and was regarding her, not
in a stricken stupor, but, after the one pronouncing
of Hogarth’s name, seriously and collectedly. In that
instant of observing him I felt a frank admiration go
out to him. He stopped the woman’s riotous pleading
to wave to me.

“Who i1s this gentleman?” he asked quietly. “Is he
of Jeval’s company ?”

“Yes, yes,” she hastened. “But he has no love for
him. He will not tell where you have gone. To talk
will ruin you, Giferth. Hurry away!”

“But I am not going, Loraine,” he soberly stated.
“Would I leave you here for that fellow? Loraine,
am I such a coward then?” The intenseness of his
gaze might have been caused by the predicament he
was in, but the odd smile that lighted all his face dis-
proved that. The rebuke of his voice—so he loved
her that much! She shivered, her eyes devouring him,
her breath going and coming fast.

“Not going! But you are no match for him. He
is a wolf for strength.”

“I know his strength,” assented Barthold. ‘“Perhaps
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