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The Stowaway

]

'pulm of vantage, his contemplative
eyes on a lnzy cab, the lutter came
to u stop In front of one of the large

| stores. und—oh, the sudden stock of I
] -she steppd ont,
{  In n moment the loug legs of the
| youth were fairly fiving down the
stnirs—be wouldn't walt for the ele-
vator—and be wus peross the street
and into the store in auother fast fol-
lowing sixty seconds.

| It took the attorney some time to

|

|

ind the girl. The wonder of It 1s that
he found ber ot all in that huge bee
lilve of stiuggling putrous und clerks.
She wig on the tirst foor und at the
handkerchief counter. He patlently

Rawlins, renchiug for his own infe
rlor timepiece, found In its pluce an
expensive watch with three dinmonds
get In the rear cnse and the Initinls
W. A. W. engraved thereon.

Naturally Rawlins was surprised.
e returned Lthe watch to his pocket,
carefully folded his paper and glaneed
about In search of the philanthrople
person who hid effected the exehange.

The vinegary fuced female wedged
in the seat to the right of him stured
back suspiclously.

A wheezing fat man, uncomfortably
crowded, sat at his left and grinned
heavily ns he noted the observuut eye
of hla fellow passenger.

“Tlhege street cirs are crowded sun
thin® awful, hain’t they

Ruwling agreed. He couldn’t accus-
tom himself to the thought of this
man's pudgy fingers deftly luserting
themselves in his walsteout poclet on
a delleate mission of substitution,

He stared about blm searchingly,
but the enlgma was upsolved when
the eondustor called Twenty-third
street,

In the sacred precinets of his own
lttle umed lnw oflices Rawling guve n
keener inspection to this gift the gods
bad throst upon him.

Heavy lnes corrugnted the brow of
the young attorney, and he pushed his
thick black hair bock Isto an hn:

promptu pompadonr s his wind grap- |

pled with the problem. The slim fin-
gers of the youth touched the stem,
and the case snupped suddenly open,
disclosing the pictured fuce of o ra-
dlant girl,

Rawlins—John P. Rawling, Fsq.—wis
young—young enotugh, In fact, to he-
lleve In the ldenl womnan, and this
lkeness corresponded exuctly with the
dream in his heart. The great bhle
eyes, the finwless contour of the face,
with Its plgoant, retrousse noge ‘and
determined Iirtle ehin: the wave In
the heavy halr, the peerless neck, and
shoulders—everything about the mild
stummed up soul dear to the youlh.

The sudden advent of thit rara avls,
a eolfent, eompelled bim to forego the
plensure of lingering longer In sdmir-
Ing contemplition of the pleture. Be
fore fnding the llkenesa of the prob.
able owner—Ruawling hnd an active
mind—the mwan who hid come Into
guch pecullur possession of the walch
had declded to turn It over to the po-
Hee, but now—

Now the upited efforts of the entire
constibulnry of the town could not
honve dragged It from him,

And yet—pnradox—the youth wished
to fpd the owner, If possible, more
than ever. The riddle of how the lit-
tle timeplece happened to be o his
pocket had gripped him witlh an in.
satinble curlosity at first: now, strange-
ly enough. his sole thoughts were of
the mald fn the case. He longed to
meet her. He wanted to becowe ace
quainted with ber,

The attorney was bothered with' no
cllenta that day, and In the afternoon,
with the falr pictured face of the mys-
terious dunmsel propped before him, he
compiled an  ndvertisement for the
morning papers;

Found, under pecullar elroumstanoces,
valuable wateli, Owner ean have same
by calling at — Hrondway and proving
property. Rawlins, fourth foor.

Rawling wns a weulthy youth of
good clty connections. He had' grad-
vated from Harvard the yeur before
and was pow nwakened to the fact
thnt New York s overcrowded with
ntlorneys. Cllents, from a pecunlary
stnndpolat, he didu't need. but the
ennul of o listless life was borlog him,
stilling his ambitlon. This Hitle na-
venture, with the flavor of roinAnce
#0 mtrong upon It bade fulr o glve
Iife back l1s relish.

The ndvertlsoment brought results,
Every faket 1o the clty seemed to have
bought s paper and pleked the Raw-
Mus “found" us the ensy money of the
morning.

The lnwyer entertalned the sly od
venturers with tentative questions pn
thelr lps, keen searchors affer infor
mation that, in torm, was to be gleon
over to shrewd confederntes, who
wonld follow up with better chntioes
of Innding the prize. and coatde wo.
mefs who attempted to wheedle the ad-
vertised article wway from its holder,
and, falling o (his, f6ll 1610 A vocilu-
lary of véhement and Impolite protest,

The attorney's falth in
ture was sadly jurred.

keen youth guve Mli!m ‘no * welght seated on his right In the ear
informution to the gleavers aloug the | had been the plekpooket who had
piths o:. chance, and thus It c&mm
sbeut that nope was able to o ecapture, he had shifted the thing npon
Inter with suficlent Information to i Nawling and tuken the cheaper time
draw down the trophy. Rawlios breath:
ed his rellef at the end of the day wnd

drew the wateh from his pocket

onrringe.”
1 wouldn't miss the story for the

| walted until she had finished Ler pur-
chuges.

“] beg yvour pardon!™ he commenced,
approaching. hat in band

The girl stared ut him coldly. She
wns 8 revelution In benury—all and
more thun the pliotogruph had prom-
Ised,

“1 have here” sald the lawyer,
“gomething that 1 belleve belongs to
you." e sinlled in what he evidently
belleved to be n courteous manner, but
which left nu entirely different lmpres-
slon on the ludy.

“I do not konow you, sir,” she an-
| gwered In u well bred volee, the -
':Jml(.--_- of which thrilled her susceptible
| ndilrer to the full of bis rapidly bent-
lin;: benrt,  “You bave probably mls

tuken me for another person'”  Her
eves vested meditatively upon noup
proaching todrwilker.

“} know we hnve never met,” began
ltawlins (nnopely, “but—but"—

“At an dlmost lmperceptible sign
from the girl the foorwalker jolned
them,

“This gentleman,” began the girl dis-
tantly, “thinks he knows me, He
doesp’t.”  She pnused suggestively,

The foorwnlker, wise of his kind,
ey the nttorney with small favor,

“You had boetter go, sir, else"— He,
too, ended his sentence with an elo
| quent stop,

Itawlins, despite his keen admiration
| for the girl, wus ungry.
l “One moment,” he said authorita-
| tively to the oficinl.  He turned aguin
| lo the girk

“Perlinps you' recognize this” he
asked und held the wateh before her
ey 8.

The mnld gazed at It with some cu-
rloslty. “1 do not,” she suld. “To my
knowledge, 1 have never seeén It before
In my life. Are you the—er—official
propounder of enigmag hure?”

The sarcansin was lost on the de
spondent Rawlins, who, with the iron
hitud of the fNoorwalker on his arm,
wos belng raplily escorted toward the
door,

“I'm glving you a chance,” expluined
the latter, “although 1 badn't ought to,
The bosses here haven't noy time for
fresh guys who nntagonlze the trade.”

An clderly woman with gray halr
and fadid blue eyes came hureying
after the pair nod touched the deject-
ed lnwyer on the arm,

“Just & moment.,” she begnn breath-
lessly, “My nlece bas been telling me
about 1. You—you must have my
wateh!"

“1 knew "It Interrupted the floor-

walker, *“1 kuew It from the start,
madam. He's a ‘dip) old offender
probably, If you'll just step luto the

office. I'll see that Fon recover your
property without uny fuss, and we'll
gend this party down,”

The wolnan stared.

“You are rather officious, This gen-
tlemun was attempting to do my nlece
a favor. He I8 no pickpocket, I am
sure of that,” 8he spoke coldly.

She turned to Rawlins, *“Tell me,
wns the wateh you wighed to return
pot wlih three dinmonds and did It
I ontaln & Netle minlature !

Rawling nodded a happy assent. The
girl bod jolned them. The youth noted
with an appreciative eye the embar-
enssed flush dotting her cheeks.

“This ls your property,” came from
Rawling, Onece fgaln bhe took the
watch from hils pocket, and the eager
hands of the older woman nccepted it

“0Oh, ow can 1 ever thank you?®
she gnaped. “It really I8 my watch!"
Bhe turned to Rawlins. “Aond you rec-
ognized my niece from the little ple- |
ture ¥

Agnin the happy  youth wnodded.
Wonlds were beyond him,

“But how 410 you get 1t she nsked
wonderingly. “1 saw that great, fat
thief who grabled It from my hands
run and jump on a street car, and al-
though 1 promptly reported the mat-
ter to the police 1 really had given up
expecting the retorn of the trinket
long ngo,

“It wos my frst day In the city”
gho continued. *1 live In New Orleans,
you ‘must koow, and 1 am only visit-
Ing here, Marle—she I8 my sister—
“worriea so over trifles that 1 dida’t tell
her. . Really, 1 never expected to see
it ngnin. 1"=

“But why don't you allow the gen-
tleman to answer your question,
!ﬂmﬂo?" Inughingly Iinterrupted the

gt
~Upon’ Rawllnw a great light had
dnwued.  The good natured heavy-

stolen the watch. Evidently fearing

pléce of the attorney In return.

| " "t's & long story, explained the
L youth—"almost too long to tell here
I am amwyrer, with offlees just across
| the way" He hunded the older wom:
g mennd “If 1 might suggest™—

" “Yon ride home with us ib our
| on eagerly  loterrupted  the
| aunt. “and explain In detall. Really,
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TWO IN A GALE.

{Continped from page three.) =
anything, then?" She seemed  to
breathe a little sigh of relief. *“Why

sprain your unkle.
didn’t you unswer when they asked  dld that the othier day."”

e — o — — ——

dAand 've been fufroding on your
privacy all thix time,” cried Billy re
moprgefully. “I'll run slong down now
~De eareful when you descend: you
might slip on the pine necdles and
Oue of the glrls
He turned to

what you thought of my musculine at | the path.

tire ¥ |
MThere was nothing to say. 1 nap-
pened to see you when you arrlved on
the stage last night, and"— He puus-
od, ns if embarrassed by o too enger
tongue.

“And? ahe suggested,

“1 thought you dkin't need any frills,
you know,” he fAnished lnmely,

“Thanks,” she said simply, droppiog
down to a seat on the rock and jiress-
Ing back the Oying wives of bliek
balr from ber eyes. “But that is not
the reason why | wear plain clothes
You see, I'th n western girl, and 1 was
born and raised on n tanch. Father
and 1 lived nlone. There woere just

two after | came, and 1 hod to be both | R

son and daughter to dad.  Heé died a
your ago, and 8o 1 bhad to come east
nod make my home with Mrs, Bowker,
my aunt. 1 had private ‘tutors at the
ranch, but of the outside world | inve
been quite igunoraot. 1 am learning
rapidly that girls arve gicls and boys
ure boys, so a letle later 'm golug to
put on frills and fribbles. 'm wearlng
these plalo things—oh, well, becanse of
dad; you know. It seems ns If the old
days were not so far away.” She
choked over the last words, and bhee
eyes were drowned with sudden tears,

Bhe searched valnly for a bundker
chief, and Billy, full of tender solicl
tude, drew o spowy square from his
own pocket. shook It out and togsed It
Into her lap; then he turned away and
looked at distant ridges that seemed
strangely blurred in outline.

“I'imnk you so much. I'm very sor- #

ry 1 mode such a of ysel” |
sald the girl after u littde while,
“only"—

3

_Bllly euergetically, “After my
mother went—why—well 1 kiow all

about it, 1U's a stiMsh gale,” be added | :

-

It 8" sbe laughed through her

*You needn’t say n word,” (nterrapt. | M

“Please stny, Mr. SBatterly.” she urg-

el “Yon mustn’t let me drive you
away.

Thank you” Bhe pressed the
haundkerchler into his hand, and he re-
turned It to his pocket sllently.

“You are sure 1 won't be In the
way? he asked, settling down on the
ground and taking out bis neglected
newspaper.

“Not 4t all. And you may smoke
your pipe too. | doun't mind IL" she
smiled ns be stuffed @ tobacco pouch
back In bis pocket.

“Thaok you," he sald gratefully.

“you do not know my name,” sald
the giel suddenly. “IUs not fair when
1 am acqualoted with yours, 1 nm

. .m‘nmu
-you," sald Batterly gravely.
¢ awhile the greedy wind tore
from his hands, and they
gall down the miountaln.

me o white winged eraft and’
Billy showed Rose how to find

pletures in the safling clouds, ‘and she
: i o]

It reached the' like, where |

Arters censed biting his nalls and
restid a long, lean cbin o the bollows
ol his hands.

“I could tell jou something that
would surprise you." he snid, gnzing at
me acrods the table,

I stared at him expectantly.

“What¥ 1 monosylinbled.

Arters  gloomed meditatively,
showed po disposition to nnswer.

The girl on the cot fung a pitifally
thin arm over ber hend and moaned
aud murmured In her sleep,

“Well, what?* | reiterated sharply.
The long trip that day across the mo-
notonons, never .ending white plaln
had dope little toward improving my
temper.

Arters nrose to his great helght,
squared his broud shoulders and tip-
toed nround the table,

*1 am God!" he whispered In my ear.

I suw that 1 hud to do with a mad-
man,

“Thiz 18 n strange world,” continued
Arters, o ruminant note In his volee.
“Here we are come, you and 1, to this
forsaken country in a quest for a lost
womnn explorer and all for a mlser-
uble pittance doled out to us by n Chi-
cago newspaper.” He brushed an im-
patlent band across his eves. “My
memory fsn't all that it sbhould be,”
he confessed. *1 should bave remem
bered who I was—am—and then this
trip would have been unnecessary.”

Arters cagt a furtive glance toward
the cot in the dim corner. *lIs she an
dngel.” he murmuored querulously, “or
Ituth Proctor, the girl we came search-
ing for? | can't seem to remember
sumehow."

“Both,” 1 answered, and my com-
panlon was satisfied.

It seenfed yenrs since the Meteor
had assigned us, stall reporters at the
time, to the hazardous thsk of finding
Ruth Proctor,. the intrepid girl ex-
plorer, who had set out two years be-
fore to {ind the north pole and was
now supposed to be somewhere In the
viclnlty of the ninetleth degree.

The Meteor Is not one to stint its
embassies. We, the words of Arters
to the contrary. fairly reveled In mon-
ey, and the essentinls of the trip were
all fortheoming and were of the bhest.
Our boat, the Lost Hope, was o marvel
of tectinleal construction, made for
this ‘very purpose and for our enter-
prising journal,

Miss Proctor, the young soclety wo-
man who hpd forsworn New York
aml the callow amusements of ber sel
to do something reully worth while
had been conspicuous In the lmellght
on the eve of her departure and for
twelve months thereafter, Now If she
was referred to at all In the papers
formerly enthusing over her nerve and
during she was given no more than &
pugsing  purngraph, Her fame bade
falr to be nlched with that of her 1
lustrious predecessor, Andre, the fame
of—fallure,

But the Meteor kept an Impatient
eye porthwnrd. and when the rellef
expedition came home without her Ar-
ters and | were given the word to go
In search of the girl

Arters was the- Benjamin J. Arters
of much mad scrambling on the part
of ambitious dallles, that lusted for his
efficient gervices. He -was a writer
keen of brain and pen and one of the
bighest salurled fact gett In the
world of smudge nod cheap paper.
No college degree jodrnnlist was Ar
ters, but a reporter,

Smith, the nitnaging editor, had sald
to me, “You are (o accompany Ar-
terd”—not on nccount of my stellar
position on the staff, understand, but
because | bad been one of the adven-
turers In that firet rush to the Yukon
audd knew my north.

Our ship had rure good luck, the lce
drift allowing us at the to come
withdn a quurter mlle of the silent
Mald of Orleans, Ruth Proctor's boat
Of course it was deserted. The log
book was gone. We bhud no way of
teliing whether the érew had returned

T Tl tlally removed, grew seriously 1, and
[ 3 sfter nine days on the back track we
AN ARCTIC | came across a deserted shaoty that
[ bad been a vantage polnt on our pole-
ward trip and prepured to stay there
i KNIGHT until she was some recovered. We
f knew nothing of her struggle nor why
- we hnd found ber ulope. Her mind
g wias gone temporarily.
. Story of an E!plom‘ 1 was worrled, and had been for
{ | Party some time, about Arters. His gaunt
—_— face had -metomorphosed finto a
| pinched, weird caricature of Its for-
{ ?y PTay & RRRARY mer lennness, and If I spoke to bLim
|- Soprvigin, ’;{'f;o::’“fo‘“n“‘““ Press ||| gnddenly he started curlously nor
! ; delgned an answer. Occaslonnlly he
broke out Into a babble of meaning-
less sounds apropos of notlilng what-
ever in our arctie world. He would
sometimes eatch himself at this and
flush shamefacedly.

Arters was pow agaln back In the
rickety chalr neross the table from me,
mumbling Incohérently and with his
great knotted hands elinching and un-

but clinehing restlessly,

This deserted shack, erecled by eome
forgotten voyager who, Providence
knows how, had got timber enough
together for that same purpose, was
the point of our first food cache. We
hnd pow eaten down to nlmost the
last of our pemmican. Tomorrow we
would dig up our treasure, enough to
lnst us until we rénched not too dis-
tant civilization,

Arters suddenly ceased his mad jum-
ble of words. He plllowed his head on
his arms and slept, | yauwned, and,
despite my resolve to stay awake and
guard my msd comrade, the rhythmie
breathing of the two sleepers lulled
me to an unconsclous condition,

I was awakened by n gentle shake
of the arm. The frightened eyes of
Ruth P'roctor stared Into mine. All ill-
ness seemed to have vanished from her,

“He 1s dead,” she gasped and point-
od an eloguent finger at the still form
opposite me,

An investigative hand touching the
fced flesh of hfm testified to the truth
of this

With Infinite tact Miss Proctor camae
forward and placed a soft little hdnd
In my own. 1 will be little bother to
you," she said simpiy. "“The snow
s#lckness has left me. What—what
shall we do with"— The tenrs sprang
from the black depths of her eyes, and
she turned her head away, unable to
complete the sentence.

“We must leave him here,” 1 an-
swered. “We have only one sled, you
know. Later 1 will return for him.”

“To think." came brokenly from the
Hps of the mald explerer, “that bhe gave
up his life in his éffort to gave mine”
Woman-like, she cradled her pretty
face [n ber arms and abandoned her-
self to ber grief.

It devolved upon me to still the wail
in my own h und be practical.

“Don't,” 1 whispered, so close to ber
that 1 felt ber fragrant breath brush
my chicek as she raised pathetic eyes
to me. “What Is done connot be un-
mw“ i

In what would be the morning
the United Btotes I went forth an
dug for our reserve food supply and—
dog.in vain! Somwe vandal bad pirated
it daring our absence.

With a heavy heart I returned to the
shack. The girl stare Interrogatively
at my empty hands.

“Looted,” I ventured briofly. What
good for me to pul off the truth?
Eventoally she would bave to know,

“1 am sorry for your sake,” she an-
swered, und again nn Inexplicable look
came Into her eyes,

“We must go-ut once” 1 warned,
“We bave only ¢nough provisions for
about two dnys"”

After 1 meager meal 1 hitched the
dogs (Arters had long-since been lald
at restj and went bdack for the girl,
who was dounning her heavy arctie
font and mittens, A noise ecansed me
'to leap to the door of the hut just in
time to see my huskles, mad, lithe
streaks of gray, speedlug across the
snow In pursuit of that rara avis, an
arctie hare.

Yelping excitedly, they refused to re-
spond to my. cries—In fact, It Is doubt-
ful if they heard me. With n heavy
heart | remembered that everything
was packed in the sledge,

1 turned despalringly. The doga were
gone. They might return; more lkely
they wounld not. The arctic husky—
more wolf thun dog—Ils an unkunown
yuantity.

In the open door, as I ralsed my
eyvesa, | saw the girl. | knew from the

pallor of her face that she had seen
all, but 1 attempted a brave smlle,

to the trall after the original fArst rush | “They will return,” | spoke resssur-
towird the pole or perished of cold. . .

With four Exklmus, and sledges | “Perhaps,” she sald softly. *1 know
we. begnn the tall of our trip. OUr | them and thelr ways, you must re-
route In all probability was the same | mombor.” Bhe smiled at me bravely.

r
men sée
one

e
—

“How horrid you must have!
Mr. Satterly, but | hedrd!
hat you were all saying. and | did *"
feel so lonely and unappreciated, you |
know. Wasn't it sllly? So 1 just tip |
toed downstalrs and Gew up to e ) T
out of sheer desire to be alone” :

Jlwateh  Or perhaps” abe amended,
“you cnn't spare-the time just now ™
[ Rawline glanced at the red cheeked
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