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CHAPTER VIl
On the way to the war department
the followlng morning he was puzzling
over the affair, Kellerman's presence
in Mrs. Kenson's house, and Keller-

man's possible conpection with Hart- |

ley, who watched Eleanor,

He could not arrive at any but the
most fantastic solutions,
Kellerman welcomed
usual suavity. They carried up the
papers from the safe; then Kellerman

called Mark Into his own office.
“About last night, Wallace—"
began.
as you understood the situation,
there was a good deal that you did not
understand. That man you took homs
to your rooms Is a sort of international
stool pigeon, if 1 can coin the phrase,
Quite desplcable—the one-time gentle-
man who has lost his honor ; and dan
gerous, because he knows things that
nobody would ecredit him with kunow

him with

he

ing. 1 suppose you wonder what 1 was |

doing in Mrs. Kenson's place?”
“Not at all, Major Kellerman.”
“My dear Wallace,” sald Kellerman
laying a hand on Mark’s shoulder, “1
want to give you a plece of advice.

This is quite apart from our work |

here. I don't think your gualities are
adapted to headquarters work,
back to your battalion—or, rather, take
advantage of your friends in Wash

ington to secure a good post”"—he em- |

phasized the adjective—*"in regimental
work."”

And as Mark looked at him in stu-
pefaction, Kellerman added coolly:

“l am not speaking officially, my
dear Wallace. Take the suggestion as
a friendly one. If 1 can make
little clearer to you, your presence in
Washington Is inconvenient to me for
personal reasonsg, I think you will ap-
preciate the reasons—the reason,
rather.,"

The man’s insolence was madden-
ilog. Mark's Impulse was to dash his
fists Into his face. But discipline
told.

Mark saluted stifily and went away.
He sat down at his desk, fuming. Of
course Kellerman had referred to El-
eanor; and it suddenly occurred to
Mark that Kellerman might have
made a good deal of headway during
his absence,

his |

“Of course you acted all right, |
|
but

Go |

it a)

clear of That woman—of Mrs. Kenson,
Hertley, It's evident that she doesn't
| reciprocate your feeling ;, or whatever
they are, and she seer to have some
daagerous friends about her™

He relented suddenly, and, golng
forward, clapped the man on the shoul-
der.

“l guess you've had your tronbles,
Hartley,” he sald. “But pull yourself
| together, man,”

The sheeplsh, unmanly mask
| dropped from lHartley's fuce. lHe
caught Mark's hand lmpulsively,

“I'm a cur, Captain Wallage!" he
cried. “I—1-"

*That's all right, Hartley. But, by

the way, who told you my name?”
*Captain Wallace, don't ask me that!
Go back! Never mind me! Go back
fnto your office at once!” cried Hart-
ley,
He broke past Mark with a sudden,

spasmodic movement, guined the door,
and ran down the corridor Mark
| looked after him In stupefaction, Hart-

ley had not been drunk, and his pres-
ence there had
Suddenly, with an Intuition of danger,
he hurried through the clerks' office,
unlocked his door, and entered,

The room was filled with a furious
gust of wind., The mobilization papers
were whirling on his desk in front of
the open window,

The circular fan,
distributing a gentle
tially from side to
| Its current of alr immediately upon
Mark's desk. The rotary movement
had been stopped, and It had been set
to maximum speed.

And this was not the small fan cus-
| tomarily in use in the little but
| a large one from the cler

When Mark had lefi

Hartley, he had
work through the glass door that con-
nected their two offices. Now Keller
| man's desk was vacant. .
' Mark slammed down the window:
there were two and Mark and
Kellerman had each a key. Nobody
could have entered.

But Mark was positive that Keller-
man had set the fan, It stood on a
shelf agninst the partition. Looking
up, Mark saw that there was a tiny
hole immediately behind It, large
enough to permit an Inserted wire to
| push back the lever that controlled the
rotary apparatus. Yet this might have
been nothing but a wormhele In the
wood framework of the door.

With a gasp of rage Mark hastily
stopped the fan and ran back to his
desk. He began collecting the papers.
They had blown hither and thither,
some had fallen behind the desk, some
on the radiator. The floor was littered
with them,

Had any gone out of the window?

There should have been two hundred
|uml nine, There was nothing to do
II‘but count them. Mark began, but his

fingers trembled so that he could hard-

1y turn the pages.
| In the very middle
| door clicked ; the Brigadier and Colonel
Howard entered.
“Well, Wallace, finished, T hope?
| asked the Brigadier with the cordiality
of one who has been refreshed by a
| good dinner. “Let
Mark turned the

secimed purposeless,

had been
lmpar-
side, poured

which
breeze
now

otlice,
rooltn,
to interview
Kellerman at

L]

el

l"l 'n\.‘i.

me see!"

leuves nervelessly,

Mark and Colonel Howard occuplied |“'l::i-' the Brigadier and Howard stood
a small room at the end of the corrl- | o\ 1o heside him.
dor; the clerks’ room was without; be- | w10 00 the end. He had count-
tween the two, accessible from each, l ol exnetly two Bundredl. That mist

- ot " | xactl) . wmt might

was Kellerman's office, which commu- | have been an error. But the paper
nicated, ln turn, with the Brigadier's. | =~ hai :

Colonel Howard came In after a | JEE

while, and they went over thelr pluns |

They were enguged on a
involving
of cubie

There had

together,
complicated piece of work,
tonnage and computations
feet of space for cargoes,
been an error somewhere,
was trying hard to discover it when
the Brigadier came in in his usual iras-
cible manuer,

“How long will that job take,
ard?" he asked.

How-

“Wallace will have It finished by |

noon, sir,” answered the Colonel,

The Brigadler waved Mark to his
seat impatiently. *“Bring .t right in
to me us goon as you have the figures,
please,” he said. “I'll walit for It. Sure
you can be through by noon?”

“I'm sure, sir,” answered Mark, who
was hot on the trall of the error.

The Brigadier withdrew, taking the
Colonel with him for a conference,
Mark worked steadily. 'The omission

wus found, the computations were
bulancing. A clerk knocked at the
door.

“What is 1t?" asked Mark Impa-
tiently.

“A mun to see you, sir, He says his
name’'s Hartley, Shall I show him in?”

“Good Lord, mo! 1'll see him In the
walting roomw,” answered Mark,

He locked the door, went
through the und Into the
anteroom. tunding be-

otliee
clerks’ room
Hartley was

gide the window. He looked nup sheep-
Ishly as Mark entered,
“Well? asked Mark crisply.
Hurtley grinned. “1 dido't tuke the

cups or the picture, Captaln Wallace,”
he sald.

“Well, what about it? What can 1
do for yout"

“Why, I—1 wanted to tell you as
mnch, Captain Wallace, 've sunk low
but not to theft., Only I didn't feel )
could stay.”

“Good Lord. man, is that all you
have come to tell me?

“Well, you see—there was something
eise, but—" stamwered Hartley,

“Out with It, then ™

“l1 wanted to thank you for what
you did for me, und

The man seecmed to be trylng to spin
Ut the Interview for some indefinite
purpose.  Mark turned on his heel,
His temper was not of the hest Just
then, and Hartley was the Just man
o the world whom he wanted to gee,

“All right,” he answered. “Steer

and Mark |

He looked up to see the Brigadier
peering Into his face with an extraor-
dinary expression. He heard himself
stammering, fumbling for words; he
stopped.

Colonel Howard sprang forward and
| eaught him by the shoulder, *Wallace,
| my dear fellow, pull yourself togeth

er!™ he wus pleading. “Wrafs that
you're saying? DBlown out of the win
dow? [t'2a the heat, sir He's peen
ovierdeing ¢

"Very posrous ™ sald the Brigadier
causticel.y, “Y'ray have a look, then,
Howarc Ffasxe your time"

Mark was searching agaln He
stopped as they came to the last pa-

per, which was now the two hundred
and third.

“It's no use, Colonel Howard,” he
eried. *“It has gone out of the win-
dow. I was called out. When 1 cnme

back the fan was turned on my desk
and the papers were blowing about
the room. Somebody—perhaps the
mechanism slipped. 1 don’t know. I'm
tired—my God, how tired I am["

The Colonel was pushing him Into
a chalr.
of the Brigadier a long distance away.
Howard was expostulating. They were |
going through the papers again.
clerk had been called in.
something about searching the streets,
Somebody was telephoning.

man in the next room, long before he

opened the glass door and entered.
He was alone, and struggling back

into the reallzation of his situation.

gan to link themselves Into the chaln
of the devilish conspiracy.

from his forehead.

' ghe

of this task the |

| In some

| COMe

He heard the storming volce | g6  Eleanor, if

He rose | went toward her eab.
| unsteadily to his feet, wiping the sweat |

[

serlous tone,

“New plans."

“Yes, but to yon?*

“1 guess so, Colone! Howard,
I'd like to hurry it through, Of course
I shall wanot L over, I'll go home now,
and-—"

“Stop "™ Colonel  Howard's  chal-
lenge had a triwmphal ring to It. He
placed his hands on Mark's shoulders
and swung him round, looking stealght
Inte his eyes. “Thank God for that,
Mark!"” he erted. 1 fought the Briga
dler over you, and 'l fight him to the
end of thwe, T told him It was a
damned Ue, Tl swear to 1"

“What do you mean, sie?”

“That you are a frequenter of gam-
bling Wanlluee, That's the
story that they have been putting over
on hm. You know whom 1 mean by
‘they. Washington's swimming with
that crooked gung, and that story
well, they managed to start that In
eclrculation and saw that it reached the
Brigadier's ears. Ile heard that you
were In a fight outside Mrs. Kenson's
place In the small hours this morning.
Mark, I'll see you through this

Impulsively the kindly old man start-

houses,

ed toward the door. e had almost
reached It when Walluce found his
tongue,

“Stop 1™

The colonel halted, one hand still
outstretched toward the door. “Eh,
my boy?" he uasked,

“One moment, sir! 1 eannot let you
g0 to the Brigadier. 1 have never been
inside a gnmbling house in my lfe, bhut
I was outside Mrs. Kenson's place last
night."

A sudden feebleness seemed to come
over the Colonel

“Tell me about it,
why you went there,
then? Don't you know that she's

“I know nothing about her, sir, 1
merely ask you not to go to the Brig-

Wallace, Tell me
You know her,

adler. I shall proceed to my quar-
ters.”
“You understand there will be a

court-martial?"

“Naturally, slr.”

“The war department hasn't much
superfluous tlime on its haods to wash
its dirty linen, We want to get ahead,
We want to forget this, 1 think If
you will send in your resignation

“You shall have It tonight, sir.”

CHAPTER VIIL

Mark rushed to the street and found
himself face to fuce with Eleanor,

She was coming out of a store, and
going, evidently, toward the cab which
wins walting agalnst the street curb.
They almost ran into each other,

Mark lifted his hat mechanieally, and
thought she was about to pass, but
suddenly she took him by the arm,
and looked aut him earnestly, extrems
concern upor her face,

“What's the matter, Uncle Mark?"'
usked., “You're lll—you're looking
frightfully 11."

“Well, It's a pretty hot day,”
Mark.

“Yes, but you can stand heat, Unele
Mark. You don’t look fit to be around.
How long have you been [, and have
you been working all the time, and
why didn't you send for me?”

“'m not 111, Eleanor,” sald Mark,
trylng to smile,

“Then why haven't you been to see
us? Have you forgotten our talk that
night? What's the reason? Tell me!™

“Your father keeps our noses to the
grindstone, Eleanor.”

“That Isn't true, and please don't
play with me as If I were a child, Cap-
tain Wallnce, Come, get Into this cab
at once! 1 am going to take you home
and have Mrs, Howurd look after you
at once. Oh, you are laughing!™

It was rather a grim jest to Mark
but It occurred to him that it
help to allepate Eleanor, She
away from him and looked at hi
those keen, scrutinizing eyes !

sald

would
rew
m with
it wred

measure discomfited him at
the Misses Harpers' school,

“Uncle Mark,” she pleaded, “do tell
me why you are acting so horribly
when 1 am only thinking of you.
just the way you acted that other
night unti! we got to understund each
other. And tell me why you haven't
to us.”

“Well, Eleanor, the truth is,” sald
Murk, “the work at the office has Just
about taken it all out of me. And then,
in my position, of course there are vis
its that I must pay.”

“Of " sald Eleanor
fcally, Uncle Mark.
see through you presently.”

“But I have been meaning to visit
you soon. Only, you know, I am not

iron-
I shail

COUrse,

e
(s oOn,

In any sense your gunrdian now, and
you want me to be
frank, it Is a little unreasonable of

| you to put forward my duties in that
rPs[)ert when I have no compensa-

Mark heard | giong»

She started, “You mean that you

And, | gidn’'t want to come?” she asked.
above all, he was conscious of Keller- |

“l did want to. But I have so many
dutles—" -

“Thank you. That's quite enough,
Captaln Wallace, My conduct in In-
truding on such a busy man has been

Kellerman’s threat and his refusal to quite Inexcusable, Good day, Captain
conglder it, the visit of Hartley, be- | Wallace!”

She made a mocking little bow and
She stopped and
brief anger was

looked back., The

Colonel Howard | ended. But Mark was already free

was coming through the open doorway  from that Intolerable Interview and

| from Kellerman's room,
“Sit down, Wallace,” he sald grave-
ly. “I've been talking to the Brigadier,

or, rather, he has been talking to me. |
You must consider yourself under ar- | ovef the situstion,
Now, how did | that the key to the mystery lay with

rest in your quarters,
this damned thing happen?

Mark explalned as lamely as one
who had heard excuses of all kinds
from soldiers brought before him for
| various offenses during his term of
j service, und waved them aside,

stumbling homeward.

He let himself In, wrote out his res-
fgnation, and malled it,

As he paced his room, pondering
it seemed to him

| Hart!oy. Even yet he had not allowed
| himself to belleve Kellerman a traitor,
But it was essential that he should
find Hartley, and Insist upon a confes- |
gion, both of his motives Iin wmrhlnx

And |

It's |

Suddenly the telephone Interrupted
his meditations, A woman's volee at
|lln- other end was asking for him,

“Are you quite sure you are Captain
Mark Walluce?" it Inquired, when he
had stated his Identlty,

“I mm as sure as 1 have ever been,”
unswered Mark,

“Ah, now 1 recognlze you,"
strange vyolee In oa
lnughter, “And you
I am?

“If you will state your nume—" be-
gan Mark patlently,
knows that you are
In trouble and wants to help you, 1'm
afrald you won't let me. You seemed
to be prejudiced agalnst me when wo
met before. Well Ada Kenson,™

Mark uttered an angry exclumation,
which he Instuntly checked, This
might prove the key that he was seek-
ing

“Come to my house at nine o'clock
tonlght, unless you are ufruld. You
will meet nobody but me,

It had been in Mark™s mind to Inuk

sald the
ripple of
know who

merry
don't

“Someone who

. 1 um

for Hartley In that nelghborhood,
“*What do you say, Captaln Wal-
Ince? 1 can help you very much in-

deed, and perhaps put things right for
you, I am In a position know n
good deal of what Is happening behind
the »

Murk felt his braln grow as cool as
lee. *I'Il come, Mrs, Kenson,” he an-
swered erisply, and hung up the re-
celver,

Benes,

consoled himself with the reflee-

tion that he had, at least, nothing to
loge, He walted ealinly for the ap-
pointment, and arrived outside the
house promptly. There was no slgn
of Hartley in the neighborhood,

At his ring Mrs. Kenson herself
opensd the door, smiled, and showed
hitm Into a well-furnished Httle parlor,

“Sit down, Captain Wullace,” she
suld, indicating a chalr,

“NYou'll wonder who I am and why
I asked you to come here,™ sald Mrs,
Kenson, “Well, 1 happen to know
quite n good deal about you, Captain
Waulluce. All your history, In fact
from the thme you entered West
Polnt, It Is part of my business to
know these things"

Mark bowed and walted, expecting
something sensational. He was aston-
Ished beyond his expectation, however,

by Mrs. Kenson's next words,

“Your long and distasteful stay In
the West, Captauin Wallace, was not
wholly the fortune of the military

gervice," she sald, “It was expedient
that you should stay there, on account
of your unfortunate mistake In adopt-
ing the late Charles Humpton's child.”

Murk rose In protest, collected him-

self, und sat down ngain,

“In fact, dear Captaln Wallace, yon
have been the victim of  elrcum-
stances,” went on Mrs., Kenson, *I

world has
your fif-
this wur,
rever-
nutlons flying
when thelr dif-
ficulties could have ndjusted by
n little frank It wans a great
blow to the financial interests that are
working to reconcile the natlons and
to develop the world’s resources, They
to end It. I am

you know that the
good deal during
exile? Well,

NUpprose
changed n
teen years of
for example, It's a shocking
glon to barbarism, the
ut each other's thronts,
everm
diplomacy.

would do a!l possible
worklog for them here, 1 am not tell-
ing you any Captain Walluee,
begnuse  everybody In Washington
knows It. 1 represent the Interns-
tional peace committee, and I have
quite a good deal of lnfluence among
the senators and  representatives
principally the Western Cap-
tuin,”

The frankness and audacity of the
disclosure astounded Mark. So this
waus one center of “they,” ns Colonel
Howard had enlled the nucleus of Teu-
sples and agents In Amerlen,

“We are trying our hardest to pre-
vent Ameriea frow belug dragged luto

secret,

Ones,

this maelstrom,” eantinued
“You, Captain Wallues
fortunate enough to be working on the
other side. And—I'm sorry, but a litle
trap was luld for you and Kellerman.
You walked right into it. Major Kel-
lerman, who Is a very good friend of
mine, acted In complete good falth. |
Don't blame him. Don't blame your-
sgelf. Don't blame that wretched fel-
low who eame here the other night
to blackmaill me., It was Inevitable.
You see, when ynl‘] adopted Hamptoi's
daughter yon unconsclously put a sest
of noose about your neck. There was
the possibility of your coming into con-
tact with Hampton's friends, The sys-
tem I8 widespread, you know, and quite
twenty years old. So—you had to go
west,

“Now, Captain Wallace, I'm a frank
woman, and I'll put my proposition to
you, You don’t want to see Major
Kellerman walk off with that pretty
ward of yours, do you? And you can't
muarry her without a little money,
Well, you could be very useful to us
in many ways. Would you, without

Mrs. Ken-

son. » Were un-

. #acrificing your patriotism or revealing

any secrets, become a salarled worker
of our organization

Muark stood up, trembling. “I—don't
quite understand,” he sald huskily;
and the picture of Eleanor In Keller-
man's arms at the dance swam hefore
his eyes, “What Is it you want me to
do?"

“Use your influence and army knowl-
edge In our behalf, That lttle afMalr
of today will goon be forgotten. And
we'll help yon to put Kellerman out
of business.”

“You ask me to become a German
spy 1’

“Don't be absurd, my df-ar eaptaln,
Who ever suggested such a thing?”

“That's what It amounts to”

“A little Influence on behalf of hu- |
manity.” |

“No!" shouted Mark, quite beside

| the Colonel's house, and of those that | himself. “You're infamous. You Dﬂ‘ht'

| “You know what this means, Wal- | had brought him to the war depart-| to be put out of the country "
lace?" asked the Colonel in a kindly,

ment,

He strode Indignantly toward ml

9 ’

door,
The electric light in the passage had

gone out, The roowm grew dark behind
him. He groped his way toward the
doar,

Suddenty a vivid Hght fashed befors
He heard, though he felt no
lpnet of o hard weapon
upon the back of his head, He
out his hands and grappled - with o
man,  In the uplifted hand he felt n
heavy stick with o knobbed haodle
He balleved his assallant to be Kel
lermnn, and, half imclous as he
was, he fought madly, But the man
Kellerman not, more than n
mateh for him, For a few
they wrestled furliously ;
nud hrought down the

his eyes,
paln, the

ung

TR
or wins
wnits
the

il
then the o
got his nrm froe

stiek upon Mark's hend ngnin Al
this the the Hght foded into black
xS
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