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©he House That Stood Back

Wherein Is Set
Forth the Adven-
tures of the Mad
Patriarch, Involv-
ing the Purple Cur-
tains and Beauty in
Distress

fiower in his buttonmhole, hs walked
now @Al a pacéd which told of a settled
purpose. Whiech purpose took him
straightway to a ceértain famous
sgquare that s an acknewladged
center of the center of things. The
house he approached-“was brilllantly
lHghted and gay with flowering win-
dows;, a footman hovered, waiting,
near the great cream-and-gold motor
that purred by the curb; the doors
stood apen: thera were glimpses of
more flowers, more footmen, an im-
maculate butler, a fluttering French
malid.

As ha halted anothesr figure =sp-
proached, a woman's. She paused for
A moment while the mald placed a
clonk on her shoulders, then ad-

HE SILENCE of the

T

and the coffes.
knee, happy, abhsorbed,
master, Farrant,
hard at 2
beanty

the novellst,

and elogquence the
anthusiastic.

Barraclough, 1ying back iIn
elgarst. On the
facing him, hung
kind known as “block.”
it showed was the 14th of May.
eyes reated upon IL
that now and
was not & pleasant

“I econclude"—he
moving—'T conclude

hall,

one,
spoke
you don’t,

date?"

“"Eh?" inquired Farrant, half glanc-
He was paturally a person

ing up.
of brevits,

“The 14th of May,” proceeded Bar-
had per-
imaginad
Or that to-

raclough =moothly.

haps overlooked (t?
that I had? Not at all
morrow |Is consequently the
Otharwise, my wedding day?™

“You dido’t want me to remind you
I puppose?” snid Farrant.

“Again, not At
unnecessary.”
levelly. He
Iaughed.
lect & talk we once had?
you married Margaret
gested that, instead of
the last night
with usual flareup,
his heaven opening would
to spend it in saying
Don't know
FOUr owWn DProgrammé—"*

“Yes, 1 did.™

Ah! Well,
you—I don't dispute it.

“You
Or

15th

turned in his chair

You

his prayers

ing And—privataly—dceclding
do likewise.
having been a particularly
idiot!"” Hea stood up with a yawn.
*To relapse upon the

of iL”

“Dan't you"—admonlished Farrant
of the eloguent pen and the inalo-

dining
room had not bagn hroken since
the entrance of tha parlor mafd
¥With his pad on his
the house's
wrota
jast chapter over whose
eritics
would, In due season, wax deservedly

his
chalr, was half way through a third
immedintely
A calendar of the
The date
His
And the smile
then twisted hls lips

without
by
‘any chance, happen to remember the

all—it was qulte
returned Barraclough

“I wonder if you alseo recol-
Just before
sug-
ceélebrating
of his bachelorhood
a man who aaw
do better

whether you carried out

results have Justified
I was about
to say that I recollect cordlally agree-
that
when my time came, If it did;, 1 would
Which reveals me as
Crans

nccepted par-
Iance, I am about to make a night

vanced, slowly deszcending the steps.
The cloak was all chiffon and lace
and embroideries, transparents and
alry as a ecloud; through it thers
showsred the curves of =® perfect
figure, the glitter of jewels on neck
and arms, the gleam of & wonder-
ful frock;: the light was brizht upon
piled blonde hair, upon the rose and
white of & beautiful face; she was of
& type that, while hardly past girl-
hood. blooms into a wvivid and su-
parb maturity. Bsarraclough gave s
laugh, advancing. He thrust away
the hovering fooiman, as she reached
the car stood barsheaded with the
door held wide.

*It is a .fine evening.”
smiling, and bowed to her.
back with caught breath.

0! she gasped. “"0O!" and stared
at him; her rose overwashed with the
pallor of fright, He repeated the
smile—it was very ugly.

“A tfine evening.,” he sald again.
“An evening to herald & perfect day.
Tomorrow should be all that can be
desired. You think so?"

“Why — What do you — How —how
dare she stammaeared, inco-
harently. And with the disjointed
: | words Eprang past i:ug tha oar, “Go—
50 away,” ghe panfed, and cowered
+ | with scared eyes, “I—I '*  Bar-
raclough Emiled once more,

“You are well content!” he sug-
gested, suavely., "0, I do not doubt
+|1t! The diamonds are admirable. And
the frock—Paquin, I think? AN, Yes
—the touch Is inimitable! By ths
way, my apologies—I1 once called you
worthless. Most unjust! At the
present moment you are, incontest-
ably worth a great deall”

“This—this Is hateful of you! I—I
- |won't be Insulted,” she cried, shrink-
Ing more and trembling. Barracliough,
sweeping A& bow that In itz depth
touched mockary, was awars of an-
other figure descending the steps, =
man pompous and portly, bald and
florid; knew, as he moved away at
i pace studledly slow, that, after &
moment’'s hurried colloquy, he was
followed. His stop and turn were so
abruptly sharp that the other start-
ed, almost recoiled. And, recovering,
burst Into speech of agitated Bluster,
stuttering:

“What—what's the meaning of this,
air?' he demanded. *“I—[ am e

“Frightened?" suplled Barraclough,

he eald
Ehe fell

quent tongus—"don‘t you get making [smoothly, smiling.

a dashod nss of yourself!”

“The town,” went on Barraclough,
unhesdingly, *“will be painted ex-
ceadlngly red. To look upon the wine
when of a corresponding hue s, I
presume, the shortest road to the
deslred result? We shall see.”

"l wish"—growled Farrant un-

“indignant, sir—most Indignant! It
—it is infamous that you should—I
don't know whether you are
drunk—" =1

"“Not yet,” sald Barraclough, more
biandly.

“It—Iit i= an outrage, sir! If—ir It
should oceur again I warn you that

ensily—"I wish Margaret wers hers, |1 shall at once——"

confound youl"™

Those who knew him merely well
were wont to
for hot two things,
work. The few
ter were aware
lenst a third thing,
friend. Barraclough laughed.

who knew him bet-

“1 have,” he sald deliberately, "the
1t
here she would probably
which I
sahould be forced to disregard. There-

highest reapect for
she were

enLer

your wife.

upon expostulations
fore 1 considered it rather fortunate
that she ls called out of town, As
she may posslbly, after tonlght, des-
cline my further acqualintance, I
should like her to know
hospitality for the lust
has becn perhaps more apprecilaged
than either she or you =

“Rot!"” Farrant rose. “The last two
months!” he said bluntly. *"I wonder
if you realize what you have dons

for yourself in the last two months?

0O, I'm not thinking of your losses
at cards and =0 on, though 1 happen
to know they have been frightful.
1t's—things Iin general. Good heaven,

you don't suppose people don't know?
Why, you've not 80 much as set your

foot inslde your chambers, Yook at
the briefs you were getting, and at
your agel Why, you'd the ball at
your [eet” Ha paused, watching
smile, agailn far from pleasant,

twitched the other's lips.

as well hold my tongue,

that
“0, I might
of

down your whols caresr

nothing . . . Look here, If you

must go—I1 ecan spars the evening—

I'll come with you."
Barraclough laughed again.
“1 think not," he dissented.

garat advised you not

of your sight,

sco she did.

1 suppose?
Fortunately

nent ‘of roallsm.
wlll remaln whére you are,

ravingly drunk. What may
ig on the knees of the zods,
probably be called upon
out, supposing that I

For the present—good night.”

Farrant attempted no anaswer—tha
man of few words knew when it was
turned away
the
door, stopped and glanced back. Then
croased over quickly and held out his

futila to us=a
wilh a =shrug.

any;: hea
Barraclough, at

hand, As was somelimes
he locked suddenly almost
FOUnNg:

““I'nanks old man,"” he said quistly
“Good night*

Farrant nodded and
good mnight.
n A rew
surely tnrough the warm, dry straets

the case

Leisurelry, because the night was stlil
young. Ana before the morning there

were many hours. A sudden thought
inea, presontly brought him,
laugh, to a standstill at

on ths watch,
laughed again,
white rose she
“I'nsultsble,
eericusly.
retddest
match,
casion.

accosted him,
waving away
xtended.
my dear,™ hes
thing In ¥your basket.
if possible,

declare that he cared
his wife and h's

that he cared for at
which was his

that your
two months

the

course!
But I can't see you deliberately kick

and say

“Mar-
to let me out

Yes, 1
for her—
and yourself—you are not an expo-
Consequently you
For my-
self, 1 shall get rlotously, roaringly,
follow
You will

to bail me
am bajlable.

boyishly

echoad the
Barraclough went out,
minutés was strolling lei-

with a
& corner,
An adjacent flower girl, observantly
Ho
the

said
"Red, If you pleasée. The
A
for—for the oc-
Ah, yes, thanks—that'l] doi™
Turning away with the offered red

‘“Go to the devil!"" said Barra-
clough, very pleasantly.® His hand on
the other's collar swung him about;
he laughed and walked on. In a min-
ute the motor passed him; he had a
glimpas of a blonde head, of jawels
on & white neck. and opposite a face
of flushed rage and perturbation His
sauntering stride took him out of the
square, took him through adiacent
squares. He pnused preséntly to
glance at hls watch, from-it to tha
name of Lhe street. Time was get-
ting on. And neoar swas a <certain
night club, heard of because unsav-
orily notorious, but never seen. At
the back of his mind there hHad per-
haps been some Ildea of the night
club? This turning should be on the
way—he went down the turning. A
street of flat-faced housess, dull, re-
spectable, silent. And, but for him-.
self, empty. Odd, bhow at certain
hours, parts of this vast London, tha
thronged mnd throbbing. could =eem
more Utteérly deserted, =salltary
than

"It is gona! 'What ghall T do? 1
haxe dropped, lost it! Ah, little Im-
becile T am! I cannot go! And there
Is nowhere else, My faith, what shalj
I do?" moaned a volce,

1t apoke in French, A volce, broken,
Half - sobbing, bewlldered, panic-
stricken. And ocertainly feminine.
Barraclough, walking in the roadway,
swung round. On the pavement, in
the shadow, & dark shape stooped,
shook Its garments, searched, |t
seemed wildly, with fresh efacula-
tions of dismay and distress. He ad-
vanced, hesltated, spoke.

“I beg your pardon,” he began. *I

* The figure, glrl or woman,
gtlarted up.

“No, no! she cried
Epeak to me.
answer. Go—go on!"

“But wyou are In (trouble—have
dropped,.—lost something?™ Barra-
clough persisted. *“Your purse, peér-
haps? 1If so .

“No, no! It does not matter.
nothing, monsaleur. If you
leavée me and go on.*

She had shtunk back sgalnst the
raillinga, putting out a defenaive un-
gloved hand; from & bangle encircling
the slender wrist a little sllver heart
hung down. A small, slight thiag In
ehabby black, & girl who was almost
a child, 168 or 17 perhaps. A dalicate
oval face gleaming ke a pearl
,| agsinst dark halr.  An extraordinary
fine finlsh in the curve of ths theck,
in the lines of the nostril and mouth
|'and chin. Dilated black-lashed ayes
that, a8 the light of a near lamp
caught them, showed a mingling
color of violet and green. Barra-
clough looked at all these—at the
, | Httle, piteous, trembling, repelling
hand. And he moved to stand bare-
headed under the lamp.

’ “Mademolselle,” sald in hils d4iffi-
cult, slow French, “I have a sister
who is, I think, not much older than
you, It may one day chance—who
can tell?—ihat she finds herself in &
strange land, lik2 you, in a difficulty
tike yours. 1f that should happen I
hopa there may be also & man to
speak to her as I venture to speak to
you, to offer her his sarvices as I of-
fer mine to ¥ou. 1 canm say no mora.™

Hes waited. Of the face ths girl's

upward guse s¢arched. Farrant sad

“You must not
monsieur, I—I do not

It Is
please,

Margaret, his wife.. could have pointed
to lines about eyes and mouth, to a
studbborn setting of jaw and a certaln
recklessly hardened ajp as things that
had not been there two months aAgo.
Perhaps, scelng, she falled to read
them, Perhaps saw only a face at
which women, looking once, had usu-
rily looked again. Her scrutiny Iasted
only a moment. She put out her hand
with a diffident gesture.

“I will tell you, monsleur,” she said
simply.

“That is well This is your way?
We will walk on,” said Barraclough.
“And pow—I was right? You have
lost your purse?”

“Yes, monsieur. And I have no
more money, not & sou—nothing! But
first, if you pleasge, I will explain, I
eame to England seven, eight months
axo, to my brother, Charles. He had
lived here several years and tasught
the languages, our French and Span-
ish and Italian—he was, O, very clav-
er! But h@wrote that he was jil, and
wanted some one to care for him; he
asked me to come. Our mother—our
stepmother—had married again, her
new husbaund had also children—there
was no home for me, you understand.
Bo I was glad, very glad, to come to
Charles, 1 nursed him, but he did not
gat better—the doctor said he had
worked too hard. In two montihs he
died, monsleur!™

“And s=since?”
gentliy.

Since rhe bad worked, she an-
swered—all Charlex’ money had gone
in his illnesa. She had tried to teach,
but she knew &80 llttle, had been
taught so lttle, and could not spesk
the language. She had tried to sew,
but did it O, so badly!"—people were
angry, and the pay S0 very small;
poignantly, unconsclously, she sketch-
ed a pleture of a frightened ekild,
solitary, shrinking from coming
hunger—*“thera was no home, you un-
detstand, monsisar.”

Now she Bad oblalned a post with s
South African famlily returning to the
Cape, partly as mafd, partly as nurse
It was not what Charles would have
winhed, or her father, but to live one
must work—was it not 0?7 They had
gone to the port from which the ves-
sel sailed; shé was to follow by this
night'a train. Now, on her way to the
siation, her luggags already gone, she
had missed her purse, 1ad somehow
dropped It—lost it—Barraclough met
the tragic look, the littla tragic ges-
ture, with a reassuring amlile.

*That, at leasly mneed mnot troubdble
you,” he said, eheerfully. *You will
do ma the honor, mademoliseile, of &l-
lowing me to supply wWhat you need.
It is too little to be worth thankms
And-—yes—if you desire, you shall re-
turn It—I will give you my ocard with
my addresa. Then, at somé time In
the future, when 1l more than easy,
you can send it back Lo me

Turning back, they were now in the
thoroughfares where he had halted to
look at the name of the straet. He
took out his pocketbook, slipping =
card into the folded noles he handed
her, watching as she carefully placed
tha packet In an inner pockat of the
shabby black coat. A little lower
down, postéd on a refuge, that most
dependable feature of modern Lon-
don, a peliceman, was stanaing—with
a word or two of explanation he led
her across.

The young lady d4id not speak Eng-
lizh; she wanted to take a certain
traln from & certain station: would
he whistle & taxl, see her safely into
it. make the driver fully undarstand
where he wWas to £07 he asked. The
constable accepted the Tharge and lts
appropriate accompaniment with =
cheerful alacrity. Barraclough bowed
gravely over = little cold hand frem
whose slender wrist the sliver heart
hung down and turned away. Glanc-
ing back when he had gons some 50

asked Barraclough

yaxds, he saw the figure

take your drug!™ he asked.

standing beside the sturdy form in
biue and knew from the turmn of the
head that the wviolet green eyes
watched bim. JInvoluntarily the last
words of her fervent thanks came to
his tongue.

“She will never forget!
Dieu will bless me!"
aloud. “Humbh!

And le bon
he sald, half
I am not past pray-
Ing far, it scems! What a child to be
alone! 1 don't think I ever saw quite
g0 exquisite a little face!" He laughed
suddenly, eynically. “Bah—sa most in-
appropriate interlude! Now, which
way do we go? Down here?”

The turning whose corner he had
reached must run about parallel with
the other, would sult his purpose
equally. Pausing to light a cirarette,
his thoughts went back to Farrant,
who would probably work himseailf
into a deuce of a satew before morning!
A brick, Farrant, stralght, clean, hon-
est. But every reason to be, married
to A& woman who adored him and
whom he adored, who would stick to
him through thick and thin. X man
might well run stralght, make good,
with that incentive—something to do
it for! .. . . Suppose. hsa chucked
up this rot—after all, it was rotl—
went back—mno, hanged if he would!
He went down the turning. As badly
lighted as the other, as dezerted aa
the other., On the opposiie side, arsa
railings of what were most llkely the
backs of offices. On the side he
walked, some empty shops—a block
of evident warchouses—a patch of
uneven flagstones—standing back, be-
yond 1t, & [flat-faced house—more
warehouses — Barraclough, stopping,
swung about.

“Hallo!"™ he sinculated loudly.

The lights had flared up with tha
rapldity of a lighinlng fiash. Had
flared wup. at the moment that he
passed It, in the lower windows of
the house that stood back. Fiared up
bahind blinds of & most unusual color,
a deep and vivid purple. And at the
same instant had come the cry. A
cry theres was no migtaking, for only
from a woman's throat could burst
that shrilly quavered moan of anguish
and fear. It shivered into silence.
And rose agaln plercingly Into a wild
ahriek of terror. while, shaedowed on
ons of the purple blinds, Barraclough
caught the man's outliné—the arm
Ewung upward menacingly, the
¢lenched hand grasping the knife—
and shouted as he dashed acroes the
uneven flags to the door. The door
yielded as he touched it, was open—
he dashed in. He dashed in and the
lights went out. BSomething capght
his foot; fn black darkness he stum-
bled heavliy to his knees. Handx
ware upon him In the darkneas, sin-
ewy. powerful; something damp, swesat
savored, sickly, was pressed hard over
his nostrils and mouth. The dark-
ness spread to his bralp, flooding the
world. And out of It far off. came
langhter.

Barraclough, epening his eyés, found
them stabbed by vivid light. Closiag
them, he slowly put up a hand to his
forehead and telt it wet, was con-
sclous of a sensation 'in his nostrils
of something pungent and stinging.
He opened his eyes agaln. Facing
him as he lay—he was lying—a Iall
of drapery, of curtains, Heavy cur-
tains. almost but not quite meeting.
Purple curtains? Yes, purple. A hid-
eoug color, purple, A hateful color
Turning hls eyesa, they took in a
patch of purple rus, part of a purple
chailr, & corner—there was & rustle at
his head;: someone Was standing be-
fora him, was loeking down as he
iooked up. "

"“Permit me,"” asaid a voice ocourte-
ously, gently. "Dr. Casimer La Rueo.”

Barrsclough found himself repeat-
Ing the names. It was oddly 4ifficult
to do thias. 1t had been oddly difticult
te raise his head, to turn his eyes
And he looked at Dr. Casimer La Rue.
A biack clagd flgure Tall, lean ‘o
&uuntiness. Remarkable in breadth

- - .

.

-

of shoulder, depth of chest, lengzth of
Aarm. Immensely powerful, probably.
Very delicately kept, long-fingered
bands. White hair, rollad ba®k from
n bromd forshaad: white mustache
mnd beard. A distinctly handsome
face; intensely blus eyes.. An eXpres-
sion quite extraordisarily serene, be-
nign., beneavolent. Yes Yes, But
standing =0 he blotted out the cur-
taind. The purple curtains. The pur-
ple—memory stirred, struggled—Bar-
raciough nmtrove Lo 1ift his head.

“The woman!" he exclalmed

“The woman : <

“Who was'
scream."”

“Pardon me—no. You hsard no
woman. Listen™ said Dr. La Rus.

At the curtains he parted them,
reaching & hand through the cpening.
The movement showed wvaguely a
dark room, falntly sketched In the
darkness a square window masked by
& blind. The room must lls to the
front. For shadowed upon the blind
—4{ihe purple blind—of such a window
he had seen—there was a click. Ard
the moan, the terrible, shrill quaver
of anguish snd fear, muxds fts shod-
dering outcry. The  doctor moved
back: Barraclough met his smile, hin
Eesture.

“A phonograph!” he exoclaimed.

*Exacily—a phonograph. You find
It realistic? Ah, even in hear*most
trivial moments science is wonderful!

here, I heard her

The curtaing had moved, were parted. Barraclough dragged his eyes away—If the other turned, saw—*I am to

But we will not, I think, have the
scream. It i attended, necessarily,
with more or leas risk. Though, st
this hour, with very little, very—prac-
tically none, Also reallstic, was it
not? And, combined with this—I"

His turn, his darting arm, wers
lightning swift. And the caught-up
knife quivered In his clenched hand
with the gesture of the shadow on the
blind! Barracliough struggled; mem-
ory. complete, flooding, rushed upon
him. The sudden darknéss— his
stumble in thes darkness—the suffo-
cating pressure that had stified his
sen#es—the laugh—the Jaugh that
came now told avery¥thing. Mad! The
man was mad! And, palnted as
though upon running water came a
vision of the street, ita empty shops
and warehouses, it silence, deser-
tion!

“l am bound!" cried Barraclough.

He bhad struggled agaln, desperate-
1y, futilely. His head was upon a
cushion. He could ralke [t from the
neck. His right arm was free. Noth-
ing 2lie was free. From throat to
foel, crodsing, recrodsing, went broad,
white bandages, securing him to the
banch — it seemed A bench-—upon
which he lay. They were nowhere
palaful, nowhere tight, but they held
him as helplessly as a ecaught bird in
a ¢losed hand. Tha other moaved to
the side of the bench.

“You are bound—yes,"” he assented,
“But not, 1 trust, uncomfortably. Be-
fore explaining—I desire to fully ex-
plain—may 1 suggest that but for
ourselves the house ls emply? Asg for
passersby—I should s0 much regret—
1 have wailted so long!—but should
there—Ah, no—yon will not calli™

From the street, muffled but audi-
ble, had come the sound of feet:
voices, laughter—Barraclough's lips
hud parted for a ory. And {n a flash
the knife polnt was above hls heart
The soundx wefe close, were passing,
were dwindling, wore—

“I should =60 much regret—yest . .
But you will not call, I think? re-
peated Dr. La Rue.

“I shall not call” said Barraelough

He mee the pleading eyes, the kind-
Iy eyes, the mad eyes, and felt that
he Iooked into the eyea| of death
Death that might be postponed for
probablse minutes, for' pousible hours,
but, without a miracle, Inevitable
death. Without a miracle . . . .
The doctor lald down the knife. He
drew forward a chair, seating him-
eelf, and bent his whole head with =
smile

“I thank you." he m=mald gently.
“You lie without discomfort, I hope?
Good. And now my explanation. Is
it necessary to enter Into the details
of my little trap—ingenlous, I think?
—or Into what followed your entry?
No—you are Intellligent—as satisfac-
tory in that respect as in youth mnd
physique. All in fact, that I desire
—1 am most fortunate! You undear-
stand that I watched at the window?
I do so always. It is long mince the
first time. long aince all waa ready,
Weeks? Months? I do not know—i
do not count. But I have patience—
mueh patience. They who serve Rei-
ence must poaséss that first of all, as
they 'must TYollow her backoning
through all and in spite of all. 1
waited. Men passed—I let them pass,
They were not worthy You came,
and the honor falls to you—the honor
which you shall share with me,
Casimer La Rue! Share deservediy,
aince, understanding, you must re-
joice at mn opportunity mo glorious.
For to you jt falls to prove the power
of my drug!™ "

“Of your drug?™ repeated Barra-
clough.

Hig eyes weore upon the purpls cur-
tains, the curtalns that Nid the dark
room. Hig braln waa clear—he knew
his brain waa clear. But at the mo-
ment when the nolse from the street
was loudest, at the mement ‘when the
knlfs had besn held above bis heart,

thers had seamed to come n sound
from beyond them—a sound like a
dezperately caught breath, And now?
Did they move? An Inch?T Less
than an Inch? As if touched by a
furtive hand. But still move? ., . .

The doctor was pouring out a Lor-
rent of words, Of his drug. The drug
was his life work. The drug was
the most gigantic centribution to sci-
ence which the century could show,
Which any century could show,
The drug would render the now !m-
possible the commonplaces of every
day, would open wondeérs In the fu-
ture of which no man had dared to
dream. There were no bounds
Iimits to the vast the marvelous, pe-
tentinlities of the drug. Throughout
the ages the world's once martyred
peoples would, acclaiming it, ac-
claim also the "mame of, Casimer La
Hus! - - There was but one
drawback. one stumbling block—he
was not sure of, had been unable to
ascertaln with precision the force
And manner of its action upon the
heart. Animals were usciess for ex-
periment—the drug was for man,
was—The curtains had moved, were
parted; from beyvond, divined, rather
than seen, was flung & frantic ges-
ture of warning! Barraclough
dragged his eves away—If the other
turned, saw—Hope, wild hope, held
hia wvolce to steadlness.

"I am to take your drug?
asked,

“You are
Dr., La Rue.

Checked In his rhapsody, it was
after a pauss that he ansawered, and
rose to his feel. Hlis back was still
toward the curtaina. The curtains
parted again. parted more—Barra-
cloogh saw, A miracle? The Freanch
girl! Her little figure in the sbabby
binck, desperate terror and horror
printed upon her face and I!n her
dilated eyes, paszlonate encourage-
ment in the movement of the child-
ish hand from whose wrist the little
silver heart hung down—=o, for a
hreath's length she wag vislble be-
fore the purple curtains feil sound-
lessly together and the other spoke
Aagnin.

“Yoo willdrink.,” he repeated. “You
find that you are able to ift your
head, observe that your arm Ia at
liberty? With intention. It Iz my
desire that you should drink freely.
To the success which must hence-
forth be so magnlficent, to the sac-
rifice that Is so Infinitesimally small!
You understand? You will drink.
And you will sleep”™

“1 =shall sleep,” repeated PBarra-
clough. and felt hig forehead cold. *I
shall sleep. You will observe wuntil
1 wake? Afterward- )

‘“There iz no afterward,”
La Rue.

Barraclough Xept his eyes upon
him. But he knew that the curtalns
had moved agaln that the little face
peered fearfully through. How came
the child there? Belng thers, why
did she not go? Fetch help? Could
she go? Who could answer for what
might hold her helpless in this fright-
ful house? And {f her nerve falled
her for & moment

“Ihera I8 no afterwards' said Dr.
l.a Rue. “You will gleep. You will
wake, For a time you will suffer
Probably acutely. I think, 1 fear,
acutely. Then willi come the end
And 1 shall! have seen, shall have
made my tests—have grasped the
knowledge 1 lack! Heside which
nothing mattiers You agree?

He walted for the assent, Barra-
clough gave the assent. His ears
were straining. » Abaolute slleace In
the street. A night—pollceman with-
in hearing? The forlornest of hopes,
but not impossible, He was to drink.
When the drink was brought glass
and contents should be dashed in the
madman's “face; all the force that
was in him go out in one desperate
XY - - s The doctor had moved
to a cabinet agalnst the opposzite
wall, taken out e glass and put it
down on & iittle stand with a marble
top, and from & carefully stoppered
phial, pouring some tiny tablets Into
his hand. The drug, he explained,
wns sanlly dissolved in wine, was col-
orless, odorless, tasteleas. He dropped
the tablets into the glass and turned
back to tha cablnet. Bstween
parted curtaln Barraclough met the
girl's eyes. She gave a look wildly
earnest and eager, at tha unconsclous
figure, mades & gestura towards the
stand, the glass, another geature—
the gesture of drinking? Of ralsing
a glasy and drinking? v e The
doctor was filling the glass. Barra-
elough watched the red shina of the
wine—his brain groped, wondering,
struggling—The doclor was putting
down the bottle

“YTou will drink with me, doctor?”
asked Barraclough, dry-lipped.

“With you? You wizh it? Request
It?T ‘Then, most certainiy sald Dr,
La Rue very courteously, smliling.

He brought out a second glass, He
filled the second Fglass. The two
stood ot opposite ends of the stand
Heo took up the drugged glass, Bar-
raclough made a movement with his
free hand.

“My name!” he ecried. "My name
that Is to be ramembered, to be Iim-
mortal with yours! You do not know
|

“i¢ 1is
thousand pardons!
it to me "

“No. I will write it.
easily I you will bring pen and
puper, hold them. In the future It
may have some value™

“Value? You are oo modest, It
will he & treasure, a ireasure Lo pos-
terity! In a moment,” sald the doo-
tor.

He put down the drugged glazs,
In the same spot? Carefully In the
same® spot. He approached the bench.
He drew oul a pocket-book, & siylo
pen. Between the inch-parted cur-
tajns Barraclough caught & swifr lit-
tle nod. Apnd a smile—yes, s smile!
He had Interpreted her aright—had
understood! With & step forward,
an extended hand, she oould reach
the stand, could shili, reverss the
slanses-——

Barraclough took tha offered stylo.
The doctor opened the pocket-hook,
stooped, held it, steadled 1t. Ovwer his
shoulder Barraclough's eves were on
the curtains. On the girl's facs, the
girl's hand! 1t It tremblad, bilun-
dered, that little Tfrall hand! 1t
moved steadily; the glassea were re-
versed; the curtains fell together.
Barraclough wrote his name. Tha
doctor bent his white head In courte-
ouz acknowlsdgement and iajd the
book down. HR crossed to the stand
by the curiains. He teok up the un-
drugged glass. IHe brought it over.

he

to drink it—yes?" sald

sald Dr.

thea

true—I had forgoMen.
If you will

A
Eive

I ean do so

orf

| They passed out
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The undrugged giass was in Barra-
clough's hand. He took wup the
drugged glasa. Ha stood heside the
bench and raised It high.

*Drink!™ he oried
"Drink, my friend! Drink with mea.
To Belencs, the pale goddess of my
worahip, in whoae honor it s Pper-
mitted that you diel™ .

‘“To science!™ echoed Barraclough.

He drained the glass. And the
doclor's was drained. Would
he puspesct—would—hg put the glazs
down gently., He put the other glasa
down gently. Hs walked the length
of the room and came back. He sat
down, with his Kindly., benignant
smile, waiting. Minutes paszsed. With
every muscle of his bound body tense,
Barraclough watched under lowered
lids There iay the knife 1f. befare
the drug got him—how long would
the drug be? . Tha doclor's
head was drooping. He ralsed It
looked about him, passed a hand over
hie forehead His cyes were
glasing, closing. . . . He started
up, moved a pace, staggered down in-
L2 the chalr agaln. ¢ His body
reiaxsad Inertl his head fell back.
The drug held and conquered him;
he moved no mora,

And the pearing, walting, ran
and caught up the knife, In a min-
ute or two Barraclough, {rae, got on
his foot To drop back helplessly,
overcome ‘with a horribls faintness
and nausen. He mastered the quaim,
and she spoka her word.

“He iz mad, monsiaur,” she sald In
A breaking, shaking volce—"guite
mad?"

“Quite mad, my child.™
*"How was- It that
it wan the
wished to sef Your mname,
tween tha two little notea
other. I did not t it
take, no—I1
I kept it, could 1
much? I

most

exultantliy.

glass

ol ot
Birl,

first

He walted.

came?
monnieur. I
and be-
found the
Was 2 mus-
But how, If
hopa to repay sO
after you. 1 was al-
to oail when I saw
It wan vory dark—I1 caught
and feil-—in the moment that
not E¢& you wWeare gone. I ran
ran p , ran back—I was pussled.
In a momeéent all windows were
lighted I the door was open.
And lying before it tha red flower
from your coat. I was afrald te go
in, &frald (o go away—Iit was so
WAS Sure you were

you
card,

understood

ran
near enough
you siop.
my foot

I did
on,
the

saw

strange, and I
here, But presently
listened—I could hear nothing.
door of the next room was open—I
¢rept In. There were sounds behind
the curtains—I looked through—he
was binding you! I think the good
God did not let me scream! What
counld I alone, so little, 50 weak?
And you had left me there
wers many people. I went back to
the door. It was shuti, monsieur!”
All the terror with which she had
made the discovery was in her face
and eyen

do

where

fonaleur, It was shut!
¢, no handle—nothing.
went

I crept

There Is
And the
oul—everywhere but
bhack and looked agnin
and sat watlching
did not Kknow at
do Once he took
nnd triad its edge with
hi=x fingor. I thought If he weant near
you then 1 scroam—I1 had
heard hi iaugh, you understand, nnd
knew that he was mad. When
heo with his back to the
t you sea me 50 that you
should ow you were not alone It
was when he put the drugged
glass 8o near thut I saw 1 might save
you If you sald he must drink
kept his attentlon while I changed
the glasses. 1t would but un-
derstand! You understand, 1
did it That
“Ah!" Barraclough
stopped because many
beyond him, and few—
by the curtains Then
started the phonograph
*Monalaur,
I almost died
can atand, let
cover -
"No, no,
undarat:
involunta
ghook

what I

ha
the

all
up

should

knlfa
Knife

would

=at down

curtains i ie

only

too

vou

dlid

Is m1L*

echoed
words

“You
when

his touched me.
Oh, If you

He may re-

Eleeve
with fear!
us go:
be is safe.
began

violent

Did—did you
RBarraclough

A shudder

“He monsleur.
he talked 10

I undérztood.
Remember only that he
Come,” said Barra-
feetl. the
un-

In
ed back at ths
upon whioch the light
was brignhi—the picture of a slpep-
ing saint might have ahown such &
face that of Dr. Casimer La Rue.
Besido the heavy purple portlere that
fell behind them a thitk wire ap-
peared, running along the wall,
vanishing by the lintel of the Iock-
handleioss d<coor. Barraciough
at this. ESlowly, veivet no
open and stood wide.
On the uneven flags
the red flower was lying—it
showed vivid as & stain of blood. All
tha Eray lay hushed in Lhe
color} chill! pallor of dawn, bhut
p;‘;-:u reaks of green and saffron In
the eastern sky spoke of coming day.
on the opposite
started at the
figursan, ataggering.
other. Barraciough,
tha curb, heard his
tone of loud astonishment,
confronting A faca he
A shaking

steady
doorway they It
consclous figure

as

lees,

pulled Ae=
less, 1t glided
tadad

street

A constable =
pavement
Ltwo rWwAaAYIng

holding to each
as they reached
name in &
found himeself
knew He. pointed

band.

sing

pa nnd

with

“Over there!” ha sald and laughed

weakly. *“The house with the purple
blinds! The house that stands back!™
And then stumbled thraugh a few
disjointed pentences which, after his
hasty W le for a comrade, who was
m= hastily dispatched for a taxi, sent
the man hurrying across to the open
door Tha girl spoke faimtly. She
was whiter than the dawn

“He willl be taken away.” ahe said,
and shuddered—"wlill be Ekept safe,
monsieur?

“He will
Barrac

be kept quite safe™ sald
lough gently, and repressed his
udder “Tr¥ not to think of
eniid. Can you walk the
corner? Wa shall be out of gight of
the horrible p

They

1 £4]

=
tha corner and
taxi camae. Barra-
her in, gave & direc-
beside her. Her eyes
questioningly as

walked
walted until
clough helped
tinn got In
turned (o him
startad

W e
she [nterrogated

“A little way into the country. To
2 lady who wasa once & school friend
of my mother. Ehe iz good snough

to

the
and
it

are going monsleur ™

(Coociuded un Paze )
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