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CHAPTER L

ET others say what they may, I
L claim that for a bachelor there is
no comfort like that of a fur-
nished room. A hotel gives a certain
measure of independence, but you are
never for a moment unaware that you are
in a hotel. You are one of many, and no
matter how long you 513‘{. you never feel
that you are at home. boarding-house
is a place where you have all the disad-
vantages and none of the advantages o
hotel life. Private board, so called, means
that your privacy is in all respects reduced
to the mmimum. Extensive apartments
make a man feel as if he were a fish
the only one in, say, Lake Ontario. But
a well-furnished room with good llghll
roper heat and an obliging landlady wil
nsure all the comfort any reasonable man
can desire; and the feeling that he is lord
of all within his four walls comes to him
and comforts him when, wearied and dis-
gusted, he comes home at the close of a

lryiug business day.

I had mrged such a room as I had
long desired. It had no outlook wWorth
mentioning, but I am much more inclined
to rcadin* than to looking out of the win-
dow. If | were anxious for a view of out
of doors, 1 had only a short walk to River-
side or Central Park. The room was spa-
cious, my own longings were duly
placed, ‘the fire was blaring in the grate
and 1 scttled down to my first evening's
enjoyment of my newly occupied apart-
ment. [ was so well satisfied that [ felt
that it would be years before I should
have occasion to choose other quarters,
‘And yet so uncertain are the affairs of
human life that I was destined never
to spend a single night within those
walls, even though the clock was just then
striking the hour of ten. .
¢« I leaned back in my chair in dreamy
enjoi'umml, accentuated by the fnct that to-
morfow was Thankaﬂwa Day and there
was no going to t ce. | am not
}.uy. b':rt whnhd not mjo‘\; I:m tiupm?!
rom the ' vy grind o ness
1 dﬂcmimg the hotel at which [ would
dine on the morrow, the excursion I
would take, the theatre 1 would attend.

Then, though m run are not so many
as they are now, f ell 1o thinking of the
past. iﬁ\'er ything is relative and the young
man looks back a few years to what seems
the distant past and i
S’nc" as sentimentally as the most ancient
of his clders,

This was especially the case with me,
who, in coming to the city years before,
had in a moment completely severed with
the past. On leaving the little academ
which had furmished me with 3ll that
could afford in the way of higher educa-
tion, T had mﬂﬂﬂlﬂ to the city and
by an odd stumbled into a satis-
factory position, 1 excha letters with
my friends and relatives, !hrzfncw
less and less frequent and ha and
harder to write. 1 had a few new-formed
friends in the city, but they ocen, little
of my time or thoughts. So | worked
through the day and at night went to my
room and fead and thought about the
past.

That evening, which above all others
must stand omt in the memories of my
life, 1 was thinking, as I often did, of
Lucy Dean. I had known her but a year
when | was at the academy, but she was
still before me, a joyous wvision such as
I never expected to see again. There was
a mistery about her, too, or rather, about
her father and family. They had come to
the little town and rented a house and
Lucy had gone to the academy, the father
had walked about with his howed
andl an aunt had kept the house and kept
out visitors; and people wondered and
talked and shook their heads Where
they came from nobody knew. Often-
times the gquestion was hinted and some-
times put point blank. .

o does not want me to talk about
his affairs,” Lucy would reply with so
sweet a smile that there was no chance
for offense. The two elders were shorter
and more decisive in their replies,

One day the news went round the little
town that the Deans were gone.~
had rented a furnished house and the rent
was dpud three mounths in advance. They
owed nothing in the village. Nobody had
any word of their going. Nobody had
sten them at the station. They had no
hiorse, no carriage. They had not
any. so far as anybody knew. Their fight

§ make Lucy

and particular grief at any time
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Their coming had-been a mystery, their

ing had been a

d been absolutely noiseless and unseen.
as completely as if they had never existed.
Now seven years had passed and the
mystery was as as ever. Not a
single iruul'ry ever been received to
indicate that elsewhere in the world was
anybody interested in their coming and
Bgoing.

Now for good or ill T had chosen to
v n the object of my roman-
tic and sentimental regard. [t was not suf-
ficient to make me lose any of my good
three meals a day or to cause me any
It was
rather a luxdry than otherwise. It fill
my dreams whenever [ chose to be i-
mental, gave me a chance to believe that
I, too, had my romance and supplied
a vision whenever 1 hummed “Annie

" or other lovesik tune. Also it
is possible that her memory had prevented
me from falling in love with some pretty
stenographer whom I met in the course of
my work and mnrrfing and living Iy
ever after in a Harlem flat, up four flights
of stairs,

T looked nml.mj my comfortable lodg
ings which 1 had determined should
my home for many years to come, and
then took down a volume and n to
read for the thousandth time Thackeray's
“Cane-Bottomed Chair,” sentimentally im-
|£mn' that many years had and
that I had grown old and white-haired,
but still dreaming of the days of my vouth
and fitting my to the Fanny of the
poem. True, she had never been in the
room and | had no cane-bottomed chair,
but when we are determined to be senti-
mental we do not stick at trifles.

I could hardly be blamed for my sen-
timent. With or without reason, sen-
timent is bound to play a part in our lives
and—I had seen Lucy Dean. Seldom is
given, below the stars, a vision of beauty
such as I had beheld in the brief months
of our acquaintance. The clear blue eic'c:;
the Iiflu, rippling brown hair, the fault
oum; exion, the high, smooth brow, the
frank, innocent expression, the merry
laugh, the silvery voice, the dancing step
never could be forgotten. And was
good as beautiful, with the strong intelli-

\ necessary  to  complete

mmlhdlc and true. Never, 1 felt
ass would I =ee her again aud, though

ight grow old, would reman to
me always the same.

How long I might have gone on dream-
g | cannot say. We never may know,
though we think we may, what would
have h if something else had not.
rought back to earth by a loud
knock at my door. | promptly opened and
confronted my visitor ’

It was the man with the raw-beef face

dingy green uniform of a public hack-
driver.

“Ziss Mr. Westmark?" he asked in the

“and husky voice of his kind.

“That is my name,” [ answered.

“Zare's a lady down in de street wants
'a see you,” he said.

“All right, I'll come down” [ said,
[} h with profound wonder as to who
could wish to see me. It mmst be, 1
vaguely thought, some distant relative
from the country come to let me know the
hotel at which she was staying.

I followed the hackman downstairs to
the street where the carriage stood at the
curh. He at once climbed to his seat
after flinging open the door of the car-
riage A face leaned forward from

““’H"' do? I don't k
“How d= do? | suppose you don't know
me ?” canie a thin V::P“. “I am Mrs. Min-

1on, Professor Monroe's sister,” she said.
after T had admitted that T did not know,
“The professor is in Brooklyn for a fow
days and he wants you to take dinner with
him to-morrow.”

“Why,” [ said, in astonishment, “I
heard that Professor Monroe died three

years ago!”

“Well, of all things in the world! said
the woman, with a feeble laughh “If he
is dead 1t s within the last hour. How
on earth did you ever hear such a thing
as that?”

“I had a letter from one of my class-

They mates,” 1 said

“Well, you come ov¥r to Brooklyn te-

morrow and ses w be is dead or

::t.h‘l');,;apkt:'i‘,_ are any more
s s mn .
"llhhwhc::

ter, They had gone "if
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“I think it would be better,” she said,
you would give mic the names now,
and I will look up the addresses and have
as many of them as possible to dinner
to-morrow. But won't_you get into the
carriage while we talk? The air seems
n% iu,Im 'lu-"d d stepped with
 “Certainly,” I said, and st within.
_ Just then the hackman shouted out some
indistinguishable words.

Wh:l_ is it?" said the woman, rising
and putting her head out of the carriage.

“l say as how I've been drivin' round
long enough.” he said. “I've got to see
the color of your money or I'll drive youse
to the station, see?"

“No need of your insolence!” said the
woman, taking out her purse and stepping
to the sidewalk. “How much is theem’ll?

t the hackman's res was [
never knew, for the woman sung shut the
door of the carriage, and at the same
moment there was a forward lurch and
the horses went away at a gallop.

1 jumped up in the dark and tried the
door of the carriage, but 1 could find no
way to open it shouted, but in vain.
I could hear a steady clattering of what [
knew not, but it was sufficient to drown
my voice, shut within the close confines of
the swiftly moving vehicle,

On the carri went—on and on and
on, in spite of all my frenzied efforts to
escape. Why I was being taken thus was
a mystery. At first I thought of the
ludicrous, if annoying, explanation that
the woman was an impostor who had
l-!m the hackman the slip after beating

im out of her fare and that the latter was
taking me to the police statlon to answer
for the sins of another. This explanation
faded as the carriage continued on and
on. I heard the crash of the elevated
trains, the _clln.]; of the street car
together with the continuous beat of the
horses’ feet upon the pavement. Pres-
ently all these sounds ceased and we were
going along dirt roads. The cit, was be-
g left ind. [ threw mysell back on
the cushions and defiantly awaited the
outtome of my adventure.

I was utterly and hopelessly puzzled

‘as to why anybody should take the trou-

ble to kidnap me, for I was neither a
maiden fair, a soldier brave nor a king-
dom'’s heir, a trajtor vile nor a millionaire,
and why they should take such elaborate
pains to u‘"{- off a broker's clerk with
six dollars in his pocket was too much for
my comprehension.
On we went, {.ﬂm k&th:rhlooln and
impatient s I asl if that ride ever
would m Of course it found an
end, as does whatever is evil and dis-
tressi wmedh&’d 'lt;h:“ motion of the car-
r and ¢t stopped.
“'ﬁen was a long wait and then the
carriage door la‘::d' thi_'n;t_lu_opcln I’ﬂdu;
a scape brilliantly
by moonlight

“Come out, young feller,” said the
hugk; voice of the driver. “Nobody's

:ur:tohuﬂm. Bor if you try to
k away or go puttin’ up a fight you'll
come to a sudden stop, see?"”

I saw, fortunately for my health and
comfort. were five or six fellows
standing about and as tough-lecking a lot
as one could wish to see. -

“This way, cully,” said one of them,
SeIzmMg my arm.

“Hands off!” 1 said. angrily, shaking
myself loose. “I am not trying to get
away. Here | am. What do you wamt
with me?”

“Want you to go in the house and keep
quict ™ said one of the gang.

“Mebbe you'd like to say something to
me in particular ! said the one who had
Jaid hands on me.

“I certainly would!" I said. "I{ the rest
will see fair play, I'll promise you an in-
teresting two minutes.

:'dl'rll ready for yon, all right,” the buily
said.

“Get out. you fool!” gsaid another,
chucking him unceremoniously aside;
“the boss wouldn't «tand for it.”

'“[:3.“'[ be afraid, feller,” he con-
tinued, “you're n o get a square deal
st be mmm and you're all right
ut there ain't no wse gettin’ mad about

mot broken, ribs in return for my demon-
stration. [ thought it over and dyetided to
let the villains die at some other time and
place, t I prayed that it might be
soon. I walked unhesitatingly through the
door and into a dark le The door
closed with a bang, and I heard it locked
from the outside. €re was an uncoms-

fortable wait, and then a door ned at .
the other end of the hall and a fat,
middle-aged woman appeared, carrying a
small lam

“How_ t&’ she said, as she came for-
ward with a kind of vacant grin, appar-
ently intended to express welcome.

I stood stiffly did not return her
greeting.

“This. way and I'll show you your
room,"” she said, still inninﬂuand w-
ing a row of teeth which, while perfect,
were absurdly small and with wide spaces

I could see no_reason for standing in
the hall, so I followed without a :gord.
Up two flights of stairs [ went, and then
I was_shown a room which, while un-.
doubtedly a prison for (he time, was a
wat Iuizt_unc]lgu one. | ﬁw a Imlhlwitll

ow-white linen, easy chairs, a table, a
bookcase filled to overflowing. The room
was spacious, the ceiling was lofty, the
carpet was thick and fine. tesque
feature, considering the undoubtedly crim-
inal nature of m'ﬁm. was a huge famil
Bible, occupying the Flm:e of horor on the
ul_:.!c at the centre of the room.

“That looks comfortable, doesn't it?"
said the woman, pausing at the door. “I

hope the boys hain't been rough with you -

nor nothin', ‘cause they had orders not to
be.. You'll be treated right, dont be
afraid. The boss wants to see voy a little
bit in the mornin® and then you'll go all
right, an' mebbe a tidy bit in yout pocker.
It's more of a joke like than anything else."’

"?unte a joke,"” T said, stiffly.

“I'll be back m a minute,” she said,
ahmnw door, which closed with a

ring T saw nor heard anything of
the gang, but I knew that they were nat-
far away. and it wonld be folly to attempt.
m_shms past_the fat woman who was con-
stituted my jailer. She came back speeds
“ﬂ.,bmh:j&. plate of sandwiches and a
g of s

“You'll find these are good.” she said,

them on the table. “You must be

tulrh
n‘.pl.ry after your long ride.”
_“Is it very far?” I asked, thinking thus

“to gain a clue, even if a slight one, as to

where I was, B

“Well, now! Do you think Fm such a

efn one as to answer questions like
that 2" the woman answered, langhing and
!l‘l:'hm her fat—well, 1 lhl;iu: that polite
writers would probably call it her sides.

1 drew up to the sandwiches without a
word, and the woman was gone, bid-

me a cheerful good-night.

I was indeed hungry, and the sand-

wiches were certainly good. [ ate mmtil [

was satisfied, and I knew
it was far toward morning, T n look-
ing around -the room. window was
not barred, but it was at least thirty fect

from thesground, and [ could hear the
steady crunch of the gravel in the wal'
in the garden beneath, which told me that
there was some Jaing duty as sentry
to prevent any effort at escape. The walls
were of stone, the door was of heavy ok,
If I had attacked it with my penknife
probably after many hours [ could have
piereed it, but to what purpose? [ was
there to stay until my captors saw fit to
give me freedom.

I looked at the books. They were of an
assortment such as un‘y person of taste
might select, and certainly nothing likely
to indicate a criminal or even morbid taste
in the flyleaves for some inscrip-

| —

the writmg. 1 looked at
the wail
psmin‘:’o_l rare merit. One was a land-
scape showing an excellent combination of
llk;.- and mmnﬁ:; Another |h?wed sev-
era & enga in a game of marbles
Tae otker wes s portri of & lady. and n
front of this | stood with starting b
m!nmhmbumiuhv.ﬂllﬂg't:s

1 was a

it ‘cause there's no in tryin’ to buck ficker preparatory te going out. wa
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