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showing. ' Its a marvellous display.
Tones in perfection everywhere,

It takes but a stroke or two of the peneil to menhon new dress goods; but no word, nor
pencil, nor coloring could do justice to such novelties as go to make up our great Spring
Hundmds of separate tints, bright,

Jilks - Woolens

AND WASH FABRICS. THOUSANDS OF YARDS NOW ON DISPLAY.
YOUR SPRING SEWING NOW.
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A Novelized Version of the Motlon Pleture Drama of the Same Name Produced by the Universa
Hn Manufscturing Company. [llustrated With Photographs Prom the Pleture Production.
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CHAPTER XXI,
i “Only an idel”
the chest was hove on
deck, dripping with ocean
slime, corroded and mywsteri-
ous, Harry Wllkerson stared
at it stupidly. Hiy mind went back
down the years to that night when
Thomas Gallon—scheming for his lit-
fle daughter—had drawn a plan by
candlelight, to the quarrel, to his own
desperate Oight and escape 3
And now he was ubout to see for the
grst time the fatal paper—to know the
secret of the wealth of the “Maater
Eay." He forgot his surroundings.
1t was Jeun Darnell who recalled
him to the present. Bhe leaned over

bis shoulder as Lie knelt, and the per-
fume of bher breathed Into his nostrils,

He looked up, Inughed und then or-
dered the box taken aft.

“]1 was dreawming,” be sald slowly.
Then he looked .at her directly, and
she saw the fante In bis eyes.

“Why dream when things are com-
ing trite?" she parried.

“1 wonder whether they will nll come
true,” lie said moodlly and followed
the chesat aft.

The curlous sailors set the hox down
and walted. [t was evident from their
attitudes that they expected o sed
nothing less thnn great treasore. Oth:
erwise, why this costly expedition?

But Wilkerson did wot start immed}-
ately to open the chest. Ita very ap-
pearance seemed to bewllder him, and
his hands ghook., It was Jean Darnell
who stirred bim to activity.

“Now you've got it ‘she sald fmpa-
tiently, “burry and open it! The other
launch {8 chasing us!™

Wilkerson stared around and picked
up & marlinsplke. He began to pry at
the lock. Mrs, Darnell aogrily jerked
at his shoulder.

“Huarry, you fool, bere is the key!”

He took the articie she bhanded him
and nodded. “Sure enough,” he nssent-
od, “we have the key! Funny I bad
forgot that."

With some dificulty he managed to
clear the lock and fnsert the key. It
turned with difficulty.

A moment later he had pried the lid
back from {ts settlos of rust and slime

and they were all staring at the sod-
den contents.

There was no sound except the trun-
dling of the swiftly revolving propel-
ler and the heavy breathing of the
sallors, -

Buddenly Wilkerson swuug round ag-
grily and ordered everybody forward.
Then be began his slow search.

01d, jackets almost dislntegrated by
the action of water, pulpy papers and

Wilkerson Stared at It Btupidly.

varlous odds und ehds came to his |

band. Tle pulp be carefully lnld aslde
a8 bolng possibly whnt be was look-
ing for.

“I'm-afrald the plans nre gone.” Jean
whispered.

“We muut find them!" he snarled and
went on with his task.

Halfway down be came upon A& gro:
teaque fgure dripplng with woody

oote. It stifiiy stored np at bim as be
held it -

“An (del!" lnughed Mrs, Darnell,
“Some sallor's curio. Well, go on

Idols don't talk."

An hour afterward Harry Wilkerson
rose to his feet and kicked the scatter-
ed contents of the chest (nto the scup-
pers.

The idal rolled away aud _rame to

~ -

A stop upright Agniust the DWWArEs,
when it presented glured, mysterious
eyes,

*No plans!" multered Wilkerson with
A curse,

“Only an idol!” 1aughed Jean In wild
derision.

Then her bandsome face flamed with
wrath. Bhe turmmed her back con-
temptuously on Wilkerson and stared
across the water at the launch which
was pursuing them,

o the bitterneas of ber heart was no

Themas Geilon and His Littlo Daughter.

Predently a nllor made excuse
come aft and peered nt the pile of
junk. The idol ¢aught bis eye, and be

in shirt

“Good [n a pawnshop, he chuckled.

Thun once “more the olaus of the
wother lode of the “Master Key" mise
escaped from Wilkerson's Biching fin-
gers. .

When the lnunch put into 8an Pedre
Mra. Darpell did not wait for Wilkery
aon.

“I'm going to Los Angeles," she sajd.
*You'll Nnd me at the hotel—if yom
think it worth your while."

He looked up from hig business of
settiing with the divers and made &
gesture to detaln her. He seemed to
call out some f{narticulnte plea.

Bhe merely smiled amiin and left.
Bhe pald no attention to obe of the
ullon who brushed Ly ber, clutching
W concealed object beueuth his jacket

Tuls individual, ouce clear of the wa-

ter froot, quickly made his way teo
& pawnbroker's shop, and the Mol
chavged hands for a small sum after
muoch haggling.
* Before Wilkerson hnd settled with
the diver John Dorr's lavonch also
made its landing, and the two enemies
would have met except thiat Wilkerson
bad to go (o bank to cash » draft.

As be alipped away be saw the other
boat snd Imughed bitterly. Dorr was
welcome to what there was In the old
cheat,

“There s Just one thing to do.," John
told the broken hearted Ruth, “and

b ;hulthll: canghbt it up lml hid lI. lu

81'm going to Las Angeles," she said.

that Is to tnd out whut Wilkerson did
with what he got from your father's
chest."

The capwin of the other boat re
celved thems with a good humored
grin und v answer to thelr lnquiries
poluted to the open box aud the artl:
cles scattered on the deck.

“8o far as | could make out,” he
went on, “lhere wusu't anything in the
old chest worth Lue trouble of golng
after. At pny rate Mr, Wilkerson and
the lady seemed dlsappointed apnd put
out.”

“Didn't they take nanything?' de-
munded Ruth, peering curiounly at the
moldy sea chest.

“Not u thing, so far as I conld dls-
cover,” was the reply. "In fact, |
beard the two of them kind of quar-
reling, and the Ilndy went off by her-
self.,”

The three of them stared down ut
the metnentos of the lopg pnst trage-
dy, and then the captaln suddenly ejac-
olated, “Yes, there 18 one thing mlss-
ing."

“What s that?* demaunded John.
“An old idol. Dint I'm sure nelther
of them took IL"

“But whot becawe of 1t¥" John con
tinued. trying to coneenl W8 anxlety.
“Maybe one of the men picked It up
for n carlo” the skipper snid upolo
geticnlly. “Everybody seemed to think
the old thing wis worthless, und yon
know a sallor will grab ot Just thut
kind of thing, Retter nsk some of the
crew.” :

A few moments Inter Dorr had leurmn-
ed that one of the sallors tad Lndesd
taken the lmage and gone nptown with
It, apparentls to sell It.

John thanked the chptaln, and when
ha and Ruth were out of enrshiot he

sald, ““Inat idol is what we are after,
Ruth.”

“But where can we fnd it
mourned

“We must trace the sallor. Ten to
oung he'll try to sell It to n gecondhind
min, Our best plun ls to look luto the
pawnshops, 1 thiok, Roth'' be an
awered.

The fret places theoy visited gave up
no information of value. The third
pawnbroker looked at Dorr curlously
when he asked whether n man had
been In to dispose of an dol,

“*That thing seems to be wanted pret-
ty much,” he remarked. “But I bought

she

it In good faith and sold it to a Hindy
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a little while after fur u rug. Mayoe
you would like to buy a rug?”

They made it plain that ruge did not
Interest them nnd departed with the
poor satlafaction of knowing that the
object of thelr search was In the hands
of au unknown windering peddler of
ruge, who wna presunmably un Eost To.
dian.

“Wa can't do any moro just now."

|| Jobn told Ruth.

“No," was the reaponse. “But 1 nm
golpg to kegp nn eyo out for a Hindu
rog meller. [ don't lmagine there are
very muny of them hiere, so It ought to
be an casy mutter to plek him up'

As they walked back to the hotel
Ruth grew more cheerful.. “At any
rate, Wilkerson andi Mrs, Darnell miss-
et 1t ahe remarkod

“Louever uuderstood just wily that
womun mixed herself up fn this," John

sald thoughtfully,  “You must have
got some notion, Ruth, You were with
her some {we."

“Yes, | huve an Ides,” sbe responded.
“I'm not sure of ‘all the details, but
it seems My, Durnell know hoth fa-
ther and Harry Wilkerson la the old
days and—and"—

“And what 7

“Well," whe went on, blushing divine.
ly, "father dldn't llke Jean and
wouldn't have anything to do with her
por allow me to elther. She alwiys
hated father after (hat”

“Wilkerson Is cortulnly In love with
her," John sakl presently.

“I think he 1s,” Ruth nsserted. “Bot
she doesn't care wunything about him,
I'm sure. All she 18 after Is money."

Later in the evening as they discuss.
ed the events of the day Johin brought
up the subject of Wilkerson's anxlety
for the papers ngiin and recalled the
fact that old Tum Gallon bad wiwdys
Ipstated on Wilkerson's knowledge of

something.

on, “If be knows just wluu
rich Jode is he's concealéd his
ad‘t pretty well, and the eagerness’

Is sbowing to get hold of ‘the plnll S

proof that lie fsn't sure.’

“He ls spending lots of money,"
sighed, How much longer can
keep thh up.. John! Burely we m
broke again?"

“Not so long ua good old m

by us,’ was tha rey .
—miaybe father -m? muwuﬁ. :
and we can't pay it all back!"” ;

“Nonsense!" ho sald reasssringly.
can ‘make the mine piy jnst as.
stonds.  But 1 promlsed your father I'd
see that you got all your rights, and be
certulnly meant for you to have
wealth hidden somewhere'in the 'lﬂ-
ter Key' mine.”

wAnd we've lost the deeds nud ﬂll

key, and we liaven't found the plnn." A
‘she sig

hed, -

“'tt find that Hindu and hh m
clopa idol it I bava to go to India," hel
safd promptly. “One thing—we won't|.
bave Harry Wilkerson tpnllln‘ our
schemes. He'll glve up now."

But Wilkerson tnd not given up, On
his return from the bank he had learn:
od from the lnunch captain of Dorp's
interest In the Idol, nnd he had prompt:
Iy Tollowed this clew, with the result
that he knew ns much about ita where
abouts as John and Ruth did, so far
as its getting Inoto the bands of an
East Indian peddler was concermed
Whether Dorr hnd recovered the lmage
from him he did not know. :

(To Be Cohfinued .Touomw.)
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1 wonder just what it was,” he unt




