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A Npvelized Version of the

COPYRIGHT, 1914, BY JOHN FLEMING WILSON.
Motion Pleture Drama of the Same Name Produced by the Universsl
i §ibm’ Manuficturing Compeny. - lustrated With Photographs from thl,gu‘ Production, *i
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“Look hers, Wilkerson,
us have made a

maybe both of
mistake."

the present mine, palustaking tofl In
figuring out the trend of the varions
velos, would lead—to that particular
pot of gold which had been at the end
of Gallon's youthful rainbow of hopes.
Wilkerson was determined to be mas-
ter of *The Master Key.” He needed
the skilled aid of Joho Dorr with bis
engineering koowledge.

John Dorr knew that there was a
tremendous secret in Gallon's lfe rep-
resented by tbe golden key which be
had torn from his peck and handed to
Ruth when he was dying. That key
bad figures on it. He onderstood that
those scratches on that golden gurface
represented something tremendously
{mportant, and that the old man bad
committed Roth to his charge and had
spoken of Wilkerson as his former
partoer and sald, “Wilkerson knows."

What was it that Wilkerson knew?
1t wan better, thought John, to sccept
+als amiable advances and thereby pog-
#ibly ghin hia confidence and find out
for Roth's sake that secret which
Thomas Gallon had taken to his grave.

80 on tbe second day after the resto-
ration of the old scale of wages and
his own reappolntment s engioeer fn
charge John went down to the office
and sald bluntly: “Look here, Wilker
son, maybe both of m have made B
mistake. I'm sure my only alm is to
belp out in the promotion of “The Mas-
ter Eey.'™
~ Wilkerson received him amiably.
“I"'m sure my oaly Interest in this boad-
ness is to fetch into good ore. All that
we are digging out now s dirt witbout

any pay in it"
“1 think I know where we can strike
-firet clags otofl,” Doer returned. “There
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war he sald, awk

¢

motioned to a chair, and be pull-
his pocket a paper covered

bink you vught to' khow Now
are going along. Miss Gallon,”
be  wald, ‘with oousoal formality.
*When your father made me superin-
tefident of tiils mine | did pot realise
that the responsibility was so heavy aa
it s, We are not muking any mopey:
We are losing money Yoo can see by
the reports which | bave bere that our
cleanup lately bas @ far less than
oor expenses, and our iast one showed
practically notiing. We muat Gnod the
veln agaln. To do so we must bave
money. There s Do money in “The
Master Key' mine.” 2

“*That's what father osed to say
sometimes.” sald Ruoth quietly. “But
be always got it.” I

Wilkérdon flushed. “Miss (Jallon, I
bope that you don't think that ['m not
doing my best. | am. Joho Dorr and
I bave gopne over this matter together.
He agrees with ode thut we hive abso.
joteiy. lost the veln and thuv i ‘The
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Als new drawings, “1' must rijw IHL‘
00 .

Bhe swung arvund to John &110 1AKed
“How can | get $10,0007

Dorr besitated  His plap wns risk)
tn view of Wilkeiwon's attitiile, bdUL’
after all. the nioney must b inlsed
He sald qiuetly. “1Yedge the stk so0
own lu “Thie Muster Key.. | nllow B
mun in New York wha wiie g yon
$10.000 vp 1t He Dt aver Do enk
nestly.  “Hur dsten. Ruth, 11 we spen
the $10.0400 nny we don’t _ﬁuu the moth
el Jode, voil s the e IUs Jusl
Itke n worignse on o feem ™ :

“Hue you wonddn't suigest thin it
werel’l the ity woy out' she salil
priedy U Nuw, now nm | o do this¥

SYiou st 2o ) New York and see
George Evervit 1 will give yon n jet
ter to L, and te Wil me to it that
Jou Eel (e eXtenomoney e need
Meanwhile Ull keegl the niine golug.”

Ruoth gara Lim ‘wr Tull eres. “Yon
don't lke Mr. \Wlkirsen, dg yout”

spdon't Lrgal e be renlied

‘Al this moment (he auperintendent
entersd the offfee unil, seeing thelr twe
weads close Togeihy) over the desk hg
onled, ) :

“1 calne: to seit WhiQ we abe golux
to do abontethnt tvwn tanoel, he wild
roughly 1 dowlicake o S1irt AD g
thiog | can't Hnish

ey =wung wrondd 1o say gquivlly

Sl el i New York oty te see
Mr Gienrge Kespen n friepd of M
Dores, sl Wi sl Burk with ohe
Shoanm s

“EAvretn b urvu;‘- repentod Wilker
won. Wl s George  Fteeert 1
Dexpite dohns Frawns, ltuth folu

Iy wmpintned Whenoshie hind fnished
’ .

Master Key' 18 to pay anything more
we wust find it again.” i

Ruth's ‘expression softened at the;
mention of John Dorr's nume. "Whm.l.
does be think?" she demanded. “What !
is the chance of tinding it againi™ i

“If we run west. Dorr thinks," sald |
Wilkerson slowly, "we'll recover the
veln, but that will cost money, which |
we baven't got Do you realize, Miss
Gallon, that the pay roll nere (8 over
$1,000.a day? Within 4 week | bave
to pay out over $30,000 for the month,
and [ tell yoo frankiy that when |
bave paid that there will be nuv more
money to the ‘aécount of '‘The Master
Key' {n the bunk in Silent Valley."

Roth realized rhat he was speaking
the truth, evey lessening the imme
diateness of the catastropbe, but ber
distaste of the man was (oo great to
allow her 1o discuss the matter with
him i@ the intimate way which she feit
was pecessary., She must sé¢ John
Dorr ]

Bhe gnickly dismissea Wilkerson and
then went o Lorr's otfice Dersell, weet-
Ing bim at the door. Nhe bore as &
gift a smull tasket of fruit. Without
prelilminaries she said, “Jobm, are we
broke?"

Be ughed; then bis face grew
grave. “The miné Iy wot payiug.” De
siid briefly.

“But ¢dn't we make It pay?
Is the matier?”

“Money." said John

“But why mopes”

“It will cost $10.00 to drive that
pew tunnel." Jobn ndded aa they en
tered the office

“But Mr. Wilkerson Just sald De wns
golng to pay over $30,000 to the men.”
Ruth sald soberly “If we bave thnt
muoch tmopey, why cnn't we''—

A tenderness tdooded Dorr's eyes. He
comprehended her belplesdaness, under
stood why old Thomus Gallon had been
80 insisteny that be, Jobu Dorr, should
look after ber. She wus u mere child
He tried to'expinin the eznct situntion
with the resunlt thnt Ruth Gnally push
ed bim off his high stoo), got ap on It
barself and wrote in n large, chlidisb
band right acrosa the face of one of

Whut

“Jonn, ars we broke ™

Wilkerson nodded and said: *T'll put
the men to work tomorrow, Dorr. Bet-
ter have your plans ready!™ He stamp
eod out

“You had better go this afternoon,”
Jobn toid Roth. **There ls no time to
lose.”

“All right" she said. “I'll be ready
in an hour.”

John wmmiled. *“All right; I'll take
you over In the motor truck or shall
we ride to Sllent Valley ™

“T've pever been to New York.™ she
sajd timidiy, and with that Inconse
quental logle which maldens have, she
added, “Let's ride.. I'l take Putsy and
you can ride Black Joe."

Dorr did not understand at all that
in leaving bher home for the great
strange city sbe wished het Inst hours
0 be filléd with sunshine and a famil-
ar sest of scurrying over dry Califoe.
ala op balf broken horseflesh.

“All right., we'll ride” be =sald
“While you are getting ready I'll write
a letter to George Everett."

Ruth lald one slender band on John's
shoulder.

“You're always doing things for ma,
John,” she sald simply. “Some day ['ll
do something for you" She slipped
away without a backward glance.
_Domr watched her trip down the bill
toward her .own Httle bungalow, and

L]

parted George Everett, He addrensed
envelope und senled it Then he
‘went to tbe telephone and called up
‘the station at 8llent Valley. ;

. MBIIL" be sald quietly after listenlng

| moment to see if aDy one was on the

e, “I wilnt to send » telegram. Take
over wire, pleass. I'll be down
in a little while uod pay you* |
3 " foated back & cheerful volce:

I bave to be always present when I

%ﬁ:ﬂ- Go abead. Jobar

il @ r, BIll? said John: "
Evereit, 11l Breadway, New York

=i o

gact that be was sllowing his feelings
to becomes public. He begun te
why it was that men looked at
strangely at timea, when it was a g
tion of Ruth g Interests. He mumt re
stialo himself.

_ The vperntor did not tiang up !mme
dintely,, but sndd  hesitenngiy: “Say.
Joho. thyre's n wire terel just came
in from “The Moster Kes' mine. 1t
dues ot seem o Jile with yoars - WN
kernon sent IL” '

SN play (alr” snid dobn To Dimselt
nod.be culled back uver the Wike, “Hil
iys that's yours and Wikemon's bus
pems, not mine’ 11 he had Ustened tw
tha tenor of the mesxage directed to
Jean Darnell, In New York, he woukl
have learned what Wilkerson wax plog
tiag.

Fot years Wilkerson bad vullt up for
bimself a golden lmage in Jeun Dar
gell. No one realizsed better thno him
self that she was a creature of appe
tite, a lover of silk and velvel. A wo
man whose eyes widened st sight of 2
| Peraing cat.  Femioine fn every de
gree, womanly ln ndos.  But be him
#elf,'dominated absolutely, uttefly and
completely by his desires, had fallen
under ber spell, and he was going to
win bef, no matter how. It s »
strange thing that when s disbonest
‘man floally yletds to an honest passion
pothing will sifisfy him but the at
most observance of the ritual of socle
ty. Harry Wilkerson's vilon was
walking op the aisle of a great chareh
to meet his bride at the altar, ™

Yet be had always thought of her in
terms of gold: thut was & contrast—
the palliid, satiny, blue eyed woman.
voluptuoas. soft—and his image of ber
huilt of yeliow gold. dra out of
the bowels of “The Master Ke¥"™ mine

This imgge was now before his eyes:
Instend of the warm, sun blessed Call-
fornia hills, with thelr faint scent of
sage ‘and cactus, he saw a richly fur
nished room and breathed the odor of
attar of roses. Let us not follow him
In his dreams, But looking over his
shonider an Lour luter we read:

“Master Key' Mine, June —
J?ﬂylﬂmdl. Astor House. New York

Find George KEverett at 111 Broadway
and. meet Ruth Gallon In Chicagoe on
Sante Fo express leaving bere this even-
ing. Introduce Drake as Everett after
you have seen Everoit and Keep the girt
to yourself until | ean arrange mattera.

HARRY.

“1 ean’t send this throogh any office
near bere.” he thought, “so | guess 'l
ride down tv Valle Vista and hand It
to the conductor. He can send it from
Los Angeles.”

Three days later Ruth Gallon settlea
herself In the seat of # Pullman that
was souon 0 leave Chicngo for New
York, Bhe was excited In crossing
town from oune depot to  another
through the streets rouring with teaf-
fic she bad beard sounds that had nev-
er met ber ears before—the sounds of
the world's business wbich, oddly
enongh, seemed to be mostiy banled
over cobblestopes. The falnt echo of
tbat oolse still raag ID her eam. It ap-
palled ber to think that she must dwell
with men who lived in such an ntmos-
phere; also she felt very lonely. Sbe
thought of the mine, of Tom Knne in
the door of his cook shanty, of the
great ore bucket swinging across the
gulch toward the mill, of John, bend-
Ing over his blue prints and papers; of
the grave on the hill where her father
lay, atill within the precinets of “The
Muster Key."

[t bnd been mu iMpressed opon her
that her missien wns of-vital fmpor
tance to the mine, that these tender
ensotions flowed into the same channel
with ber renlly keen buslpess Instinet
She pulled the key, warm from her
bosoin, out of its hiding place and look-
ed at it

CHAPTER VIIL.
Joan Darncll's Ruse.
18 must be Miss Gallom”
uikdd a pleasnnt volce
uth looked ap to sce a
- woman of Horld beauty and
dressud 10 somewhug extruvagunt sty le

oy, velvet eyes. Western bred, Rutn
responded amiably o this salutation,

friends, Do you liee in"New YorkT' '

“Yeu,7) live In New Yopk. I bappen:
ed o be In Chicago. and through
Everett | beird from Jdohn™ - o

t 1 was to mtu&atm '

‘Oli, you know Mr Evereitr! criea | B¢ D84

Huth. “He {a the wan |'am golr
see i New York," and she wen( o8
tell, uu best she could, the gist of
m:""'ﬂ& finl -l"n.i B i B
t waa typical of the womaa to |
b was EAJEIAE that abe G4 hot §
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pell & greal mnny things, ' aud wmoag
thiemn bagd been the yment leanon of welf

w-mm—mﬁ:v?thg &
woney, of comfgre. of and of |
jkn. Now It was 3 gtiestion of |
| movey, prinie umong them all, and ber |

good

rutber kevu wits saw
chances wileh Wilkerson was

Sbe recalied his oft repeated statements |

that there was mouey In “The Master
Key" and hin latost: letters (mploring

ber to belp bim get control of th stock. |

Whien Ruth ended up with u gentle
~And so 'l told Jokn I'd coine and see
what 1 could do.'' the elder woman
amlied gently. “Timea were not wo good
with ber as they bud been, and if Har
ry. Wilkersov could  put thin deal

throngh wod make woney for them all |

it would simiplify wany s problem
which she diifly pondered st aight.’
“Mp, Everctt will wmeet us at the
tratn,™ ahe safd hirfefly, “apd then you
can’'tell him all this, Mesnwhiie wup
pose wa lulk aboul something else."

“Rut | can't think of spything elre,’ |

=ald Ruth, )

“Oh, you will’ said Mes  Darsell ),

"You can conibine the pleinure uf see
Ing New Yook with your tiette Gust
nesr, M, Evercie witl gquickly settie
thal parl of 16 and 1 shall ke gron:
plénstre (o slowing you abouat Moobag
tgn, T presume: you are fond of op
ey X

1ty pever besn to the apern.”

tuth responded. . 1spould ovie e go |

Wit whien U e 'gol T TR T TR T T
shes went one hoplsively btk op
& st be Hike churcl-uue wanis to
Bu il by oneself"

, 8lrs. Darpell turoed very slowly and
for the Hrst tme Ip mapy years reveal
d ff secret Lhought: Do you know that
my only pledsant memories, my dear,
are of inyself T
' ‘The bitterness of that confesston.
with all its (mplication, wholly escaped
Ruth's sensitive but ioexperienced
mind Yet there was something in the
tone that warnied her beart to this ef-
folgent creature. At least. she was
not golng into the great city all alone,
nor ‘confront Mr. Hverett by herdelf,
Mra. Darnell made her feel that' .he
Wi competently protected.

When they arrived the pnext morning
at the Grand Central stition In New
¥York clty Mra. Darsell quletly Intro-
duced her to u slim, rather bandsome
Young min, who seemed 111 at efise an-
tl he. bad drawn RButh's compunlon
aslde for n mowent for u chnat while
the porter collected thelr jugguge.

*] dou't just like this game,” he said
“In the Orst place, Everett Is a big
manin the city, and this Miss Gallon
doesn't look to me llke a girl you could
fool long. Aayway, | can't under
stand what youo are trylog to do, Jean
You must know what sort of a tellow
Harry Wilkerson {a by this time. Why
play his hand for him 7

“l don't notice you nolding any
trumps In your uand,” she returned
gently, but with a faint gleam, in bher
eyes which made him drmw back
“This 18 ny game, and | expect you to
play your part. You come on now and
be George Everett, The girl s a8 Ig-
borant as a pigeon. Remember what
I told you."

“About that stock?* be sald sallenly.

“Yes, the stock. You understand
that she cume to New York simply to
ralse money for this ‘mine. You are
supposed to handle the buniness for
ber, If you don't learn all that is to
be learned about “The Master Key’
mine in the next two days you are
more thap the fool | tnke you for."

Bhe drew him oback tw where Ruth
stood nmid the sult cnses wod hand
bugs and sald, *Mlax Gellon, Mr. Ef
ervtt has been telling me chat he, tow,
bas heard from John Dorr about your
coming’

Ruth scanned him politely., But the
interest dled in her eyes when she
gnw what sort of & man be was  He
might he n friend of Joim's; be might
beé the man to rescus ““The Muaster
Key" from bankruptey, but he did aot
Interest her

Drike, trying to piay the part of the
puay broXer and, being thoroughly and
temperamentally an actor, felt the chill
of this Inck of interest and would cer-
tainly bave fallen down on his part

looking down at ber out of great, taw- ;

had be pot beed prompted by Mrs.
Darnell,. He was gind to hasten away
to find the elusive xl

The real George Everett gog out of

bad completed her survey sbe thoagbt
to berself that there wers two things
wanting. One was a ailk halred Per
sian cat and the other & faming color
~ed scarf acrosa the bed that

the altogethier of an’ apartment e
ly lnxurious. " Then sha tried to ani
Iyze the odor, delicate yet lusistent,

SRR

P
which she wns ever afterward to'nsse.| - '
clite with Jean Darnell and ber expe |
tiatice In New York. P A et

At Inst she traced It to syme
Howers in the great green and dark ced
vase, whose uawholesome beuuly wus
thit of plonts whose ruots bave nover
been In good, gound soll.  They lvoked

.to her much like lilles, whose pads bad]

floated on some dirk ‘and opulescent
pool. viscid with odors of the might
She -was still stariog at these and
snliing thelr scent through widened
poutrils when Mra. Dinrnell Konocked on
the door and entered slowly, She bad
changed her street gown for a negligee,
witich Instautly caught the girl's ap
precintive sye 7

“You look benutiful’” sbe sald qolck:
Iy. Jean Darpell turped ber taway
eyes on her aud soflicd fatntly,

“1 am not usunily up untll noon,” she| '

responded. "nnd—1 anm getting oid, my
dear.' 8he threw out her jeweled
hiends with » sparkling geature of balt
comic resignation. Hoth looghed

*John Dorr suys everybody gets old}
in New York. Don't you Uke blmT" "

Mra. Daruvell 1boked lnto the clemr
eyes of the girl and almost talled to
follow her baser lnstinet. Hut at thai
lovse throat she saw the heavy gold of
“The Master Key." As If it bad sD:
pernntural powers, the sight of that
key locked the door of her heart “Ofi
course | like John,” she sald easily
“We munst get everything fixed op now,
George will pe bere—Uvorge Everett,
of course, | mean-tonight. and yoa
nnd be tun talk the business over.”

“Yon kpow, we slmply must bave
the money,” ltuth returned eamestiy
“The mine lsn't paying now, but Joun
Knbws where we cap lind the mwther
lofle ngnin: then we'll all be rich.”

“Ab™ sald denn Darnell.  “Yoo're
selling stock, | prednmer”

“1 own it all,” Ruth retnroed proud.
fy. “It's my mine, My father left It
to me when he died.” She did not see
the sullen hatred thnt slowly fSamed
ootll Jean Dnrnell's eyes fuirly blazed

1o ber own room she stood & momedt
breathless. Then rhe tore off her Geecy
pegligee In an fotensity of slieat rage
and despalr, scen only by the nmxclmh
eves of the mod whom she Lind delled,

It 1 wickedness, not virte, which
In thentricnl, and at this moment Jean

Darnell flung herself into her evil pas
ston with all the abondon of the trage-
disn, only ber voice was almost insu-

(Continoed oa Page d)
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