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It trad her  a ssu ran ces  t h a t  quieted 
him. She hail known from the  first 
he would tell ns she hnd known from 
the first he hud done It. He re laxed 
and sunk bark ,  his eye* closing, nnd 
the  doctor motioned them  to go. Flora 
followed them  to the door mid held 
them th e re  a moment to rep ea t  what 
she hud said us If, like him, wanting 
to rid her mind of all Its sec re t  agony. 
It wasn 't  s u r m is e ; she  hud seen him. 
When she hud tu rned  from the  w a ter  
a f te r  ‘ ltl*r h i t te m p t '  to cutoh the  body 
she had had  a 'c leu r  view of him s tea l 
ing through the pine wood, moving 
noiselessly and w atch ing  th e  house.

‘‘He never knew It,” she said. "T hat  
night when you, Mr. Williams,  nearly 
caught  me on the  stulrs,  I was going 
to see him, say I knew w ha t  he’d done 
und thut I'd help him an d  lie for him 
nnd stand by hltn. o h ,  yes—I don’t 
care  what I tell now. H e  was my 
husband, I'd loved him nnd he’d been 
cursed—cursed and destroyed."

T he  men closed th e  door softly ns 
upon the  dead. W hat they h ad  heard  
Slid left behind them hnd taken the 
res t  from their  accomplishm ent and In 
the glow of the hall l ights the ir  faces 
looked druwn and  hollowed with 
fatigue. Hawson drew  out his wateb 
—half  past  two. T he  best tiling they 
could do was to get it l i t t le  sleep, 
and stepping gently, ns befitted n 
place where  so da rk  a doom bad fallen, 
lie a n d  Wllllums passed  Into the  l i
brary.

Sleep was fa r  from B a 's e t t .  He 
would like to have seen Anne, but it 
would have been inhum an to rouse 
her, and he went toward  the  living 
room where  ho could th ink  in quiet.  
Hi- dropped Into u chair.  Ids b reath  
cupelled with a groaning note, then 
beard  Anne's  voice from the gallery 
a b o v e :

“ I've been waiting for you. May I 
come down?”

T h ere  she was,  dressed, leunlng 
against the railing,

‘‘Colne,” be beckoned. Ills h ear t  ex
panding, his depression lightened, and 
ns she d isappeared  be pulled up u 
clmlr for her. She  cam e In, soft- 
fo^loil across  the  rugs, w ith  the  whis
pering w ords :

“ 1 couldn 't  rest till I ’d seen you and 
heard. He's  told?”

“Everyth ing.” They sat,  facing  each 
o ther,  close together. " I t 's  solved and 
ended— the Hull Island murder."

‘‘U It all r ight for you to tell  me?”
It was all r ight aud he told her.
"So, as It tu rn s  out, Anne dearest ,  

all thut  misery you aud  1 went  through 
wus unnecessary."

“ Yes," she said slowly. " I t  wasn 't  
Joe,  he wasn 't  In It a t  all. l tu t  1 
don 't  understand. I've been sil ting  In 
iny room while you were with Stokes 
th inking about It and I can 't  make It 
out.  Hugh”—she leaned fo rw ard  and 
rested  her bund on his knee, dropping 
her voice though no one was there  to 
h e a r—"th is  Is what  1 can 't  exp la in— 
Who did 1 see in here last n igh t?”

Hassell 's  answer  was prompt,  deliv
ered In the brisk tone uf common 
s e n s e :

" l  can. I t 's  very simple. You didn 't  
sc»1 anybody."

"You lliluk 1 Imagined It?”
"I know you did. Ju s t  consider :  

You were  In a wrought up condition, 
you expected  to see him, cam e down 
for  th a t  purpose. The  room was al 
most dark ,  quiet da rk  under  th e  ga l
lery w here  you any he cam e from. 
After  what  you'd gone th rough—first 
a m urder,  then a suspicion tha t  would 
have  undermined the  s trongest nerves 
-—you were  in a  s ta te  to see  a n y 
th ing."

She continued to s ta re  at th e  light, 
her  face set In t roubled thought.

"I suppose tha t  coutu he."
“Why, Anne dear. It must hMve been. 

It could have happened to anyone. 
And Ibcre 's  a n o th e r  point If It Imd 
been Joe.  wouldn 't  he have spoken to 
you, one question even to find out 
w hat  w as  going on. whut we were do 
i n g r

"Yes. yes. I've thought o f  that .  It 
d idn 't  occur to me at the  t ime. Hut 
he  would have said something.”

“Of course  lie would. You never  saw 
any th ing  m ors  subs tan t ia l  than  a 
shadow In the  moonlight."

She w as  silent for a moment then 
■aid :

“ Wall, w here  Is Joe?  W hat 's  he 
doing?"

"Clone off on some business  o f  his 
own. You were  telling the t ru th  when 
you told Kaweon and Williams that 
Jo e 's  actions w eren 't  a lw ays calcu l
able. w eren 't  you?" He saw her  an 
■werlng uod. "Well,  he 's evidently 
chosen the  occasion of his leaving the 
'«land to light out In some new direc
tion. You can 't  tell what may have 
been In Ills head ii Joke on J im m y 
T rav e rs ,  on us. any sort  of  la rk  or 
tomfoolery .  W e’ll find It all out 
soon."

•Voiue," he said, rising and drawing 
h e r  to her  feet. 'T h e r e ' s  no good 
boitiering  about th a t  any more. I.eave 
It to um aud  wheu w e \ e  got through

the  rest  of th is  horrib le  business  Til 
look a round  for him. And anyway, 
he’ll see It In the  pnpers, a n d  If he 
w an ts  to show up, he'll do It himself  
within the  next  few days. Now you 
must go to bed nnd let your  poor tired 
bra in  rest ."

They walked to the  door a n d  there  
he caught  her  aga ins t  his b re a s t  and 
looked Into her f a c e :

" I t 's  all over—t h a t  f ighting nnd 
struggling  alone, Anne. A f te r  th is  
we'll be together,  a s  soon as  we cun 
get away  from here  and  find a c lergy
man to m arry  us.”

They kissed and  parted ,  B a sse t t  go
ing to his room—he could sleep no w — 
and Anne fa ring  slowly up th e  s tu irs  
to hers.

CHAPTER XIV

Anyone w a tch ing  Gull Island from 
the  shore  would have seen the  yellow 
shape o f  one br ight window set like 
a small golden square  in the  d a rk 
ness. T h e  bright window w a s  Anne's

Pardo Had Seized Him and He Had 
Made a Rush From the Place.

and over nga lns t  It Anne hat on the 
side of the  lied looking at the  floor. 
She sat  perfectly  still, held In a s t a r 
ing concen tra t ion  of thought,  rev iew
ing the happenings of the night.

While Hassett  had  miked to h e r  she 
had accepted Ills theory. I l ls  belief 
In It had been so absolute  and  It was 
so plausible. Of  course  a person In 
her  s ta te  might have Imagined a n y 
thing. And hs she  dwelt  on the  sen
tence to p e rsu ad e  herself,  th e  vision 
of the  dim shadowy room rose  before 
her  with th e  figure coming tow ard  
her from the  d a rk n ess  of  th e  gallery, 
moving spir i t l ike  ns an hallucination  
might move. Hut ns the memory grew 
In vividness the  shape  took fo rm  aud 
solidity, the  slim hoy's shape. She 
saw again Its rap id  advance. Its sud 
den stoppage  a t  her  words, Its l igh t
ning quick tu rn  a n d  soundless filght. 
T h e  snap o f  the  closing door cam e to 
her mind ns a las t  confirmation nnd 
she knew It was no delusion.

"I  did," she said In a whisper,  nnd 
ra ised  her eyes us If confron ting  a 
doubter  with the  tru th .  "I knew It— 
I did see somebody."

Somebody I
T he  word s t ruck  her  e a r  with  a 

s ta r t l ing  effect, an  effect of discovery, 
of Impending disclosures. H er  body 
sh rank  together  a s  If in fea r  of  them, 
her  riveted glunce grew fixed as u 
sleep-walker 's .  She lost all sense  of 
her  surroundings,  her  en ti re  being con
t rac te d  to a point of Inner activity ,  
be fo re  th a t  Intensified m enta l  vision 
a series  of p ic tu res  passed like the  
slides In a magic lan te rn  Shine’s 
photograph, the  worn, wide-eyed face 
of Sybil;  Joe  p laying Sebast ian ,  his 
costume. Ids movements , a replica  of  
Viola’s ;  the  living room ns they heard  
the  shot, dusk fall iug ou ts ide ;  In the

sum m er  house— with Its shrouding
vines—It would Iiuy* been ulmo-o 
dusk.

Suddenly a recollection flashed up
cluirxoyantly  d is t in c t—Jo e  at the  flat 
try ing  to m ake  Hasset t  give him the 
p a r t  of  Sebast ian ,  Im ita ting  Sybil's 
walk. T h a t  p ic tu re  brought her to hef 
feet, b rought  it sm othered  cry to her 
lips. T h e  spots  of light had joined, 
run together  In u leaping Illumination.

On the  bureau  lay the  key of Jo e ’s 
t runk thut she  had brought  from Ills 
room a f te r  th e i r  last  Interview. She 
-matched It up nnd ran  to the  door, 
out of It, a long the  gallery. In Joe'i- 
room she tu rn ed  on the  light a i d  un 
locked Ids t runk.  She went th rough  It 
to the  bottom looking fo r  his Seh&s 
tlnn costume. I t  was gone, every  ap 
poin tm ent of it. She hud not needed 
the  proof, she  knew th a t  she would 
not find It. th a t  it w as Joe.  d ressed  In 
th a t  costume, S tokes had killed.

T h e  rest  of  It— Sybil alive, hiding 
so m e w h e re ! She saw  the  gray  dawn 
on the window— the night  w as over, 
the house would soon he st i r r ing .  She 
locked the t runk ,  tu rn ed  off the  light 
and stole out on the gallery. She  did 
not go hack to h e r  room hut kept on 
down the  hall  to the  top floor s t a i r 
case. H a lf  w ay  up she heard  from 
the floor above a sound, so fa in t ,  so 
furtive, t h a t  it would only have  been 
audible  in the dead dawn hush. She 
made n rush  upwin d sending her  voice, 
low-keyed hu t  passionutely  urgent,  
ahead  of h e r :

"Sybil,  Sybil, If It’s  you, w ait .  I t ’s 
Anne. I’m coining to help you.”

T he  door o f  the bedroom opposite 
the s ta i r  head w as open. Against  the 
pule light of the  window, poised with 
one hand  res t ing  on the  ra ised  sash, 
was a boy's figure— sure ly  the  figure 
she had seen in tlie l iving room two 
n igh ts  before. It w as  so completely 
boyish, the c ropped round head, the 
knickerbockers  and  belted jacket ,  tha t  
she  could not yet he su re  nnd went 
fo rw ard  w ith  s lackened  gait,  peering 
und m u rm uring  fea r fu l ly :

“ Sy b il, It Is y o u ?"
T he  figure left the  window, came 

neare r ,  si lently,  creeptngly,  w ith  a 
hand ra ised  for caution . She saw  the  
face then, pinched nnd haggard ,  
s t rangely  a l te red  w ith  the  curling  
fram e  o f  h a ir  clipped close, hu t  still 
Sybil's.

It w as  so e x tr a o rd in a ry —such a gulf 
of unknow n happenings lay  between 
them —th u t  a t  first  they said nothing
Anne spoke first.

"Joe ,"  she  sa id,  " I t 's  Jo e  th a t ' s
dead."

“ Yes. Iio they  know?”
"They know nothing. T h ey  think 

It was you. I t ’s all  over, S tokes has 
told. Hut, oh, w hat  Is It? I can ' t  u n 
d e rs ta n d —It's  like a  fearfu l  d ream .”

T he  words died aw ay  an d  a  sudden 
violent t rem bling  shook her. W ith  the 
Joints of  her  knees  like w a te r  she 
sunk on the  side o f  the bed, gripping 
the o th e r  with h e r  shak ing  hands, 
pulling her  down beside her.

"Toll me, tell me,” she  Implored. 
“ W h j  is he dead?  Why did he pre 
tend he was you? W hat  w a s  lie do
ing?”

They sat,  c linging together,  two 
small  huddled figures in the  gray light. 
T hough the  house below was as slletn 
as  the  tomb they spoke in subdued 
voices, question, answ er ,  surmise. 
Knelt knew a different aspect of the 
story, b rought  her  own knowledge of 
Jo e 's  motives and actions.  In tha t  
whispered  exchange  they pieced to 
getlier  the  se p a ra te  facts,  combined 
them In coherent  sequence und cam» 
to u final enlightenment.

Jo e  had met his death  In his las ' 
effort a s  a  police spy, Ids last effort 
to get the  l 'a rk lnson  reward . Leaving 
Ids room to come down hiu) make 
ready for Ids departu re ,  ho had heard  
the voices of S tokes and Sybil In the 
living room. Sybil remembered 
Stokes ' upward look and  question 
about  someone moving In the  ga lle ry— 
Jo e  creeping to concealment behind 
the  arch. The n a tu re  of their  conver
sation  would have held him lis tening:  
here was his last opportunity  to get 
the Information he sought. He had 
heard  the rendezvous in the summer 
house. Its open situat ion  offered B< 
hiding place outside, hut knowing that 
It would he almost durk  Inside, he hnd 
conceived the idea of pu t ting  on hi* 
Sebast ian  costume und Impersonating 
Sybil.

I l ls  room was nea t  to Sybil's. He 
hud heard  her coma upxlulrs and from 
Ills window could command the Point 
When Shine left It he hud gone down 
passed the balcony where  S tokes wa* 
waiting, and hear ing  Ms follow-lug 
footsteps, moved with th a t  close ind 
tu tlon  of Sybil’s ga it  to the summer 
house. T here  t h e  dim light und the 
drooping curls of  Ids wig enabled  him 
to curry through the deception. Stoke*' 
w ild apce< h. followed by the  drawing 
of the pistol, had terrified him. Don 
fronted  by a man armed and ha lf  mad 
panic  hud seized him and he had made 
a rush from the place.

IT O  H E C O N T I N U E D . )

• V i.it  to B irthplace U pset “ Divine Sarah”

It Is generally believed, nnd the  Kn- 
cyclopedin Hritautilca record*, th a t  
Sa rah  Bernhard t ,  the  noted netresa , 
was horn In Pnrls  and that  he r  p a r 
en ts  were h m ixture  o f  F rench  and 
Dutch and of Jewish  descent, hut the 
most recent version of her origin says 
she wn* horn In Amsterdam, Holland, 
o f  Je w  parents.  T he  au th o r i ty  for 
th is  version Is l .yon van I.yer of  Am
s terdam . who revealed the p u rpor ted  
t ru e  story of the  actress '  b ir th  a t  a 
d inner  In Amsterdam not long af te r  
Sa rah  B ernhard t 's  death ,  l ie  cla imed 
tha t  her fa th e r  was Ida b rother.  Vnu
I.yer re la ted  tha t  once when th e  Di
vine Sarah  visited Amsterdam, she 
sought him and  asked to he showo the

place where  she was horn. It w as a 
squalid, underground  room, and when 
they arrived, a blind, decrepit  beggar 
lay on a hod of ruga In one corner 
T h e  ac tress  collapsed on a rickety 
e h a l r  nnd hurst  Into tears.  Suddenly 
she leaped up. flung a I. ODD-franc note 
on the  tab le  In the cen ter  of  the  room 
ami tied up the  steps and out Into the 
s treet .—New York Kvenlug Post.

Cunning Is Despicable
Cunning, at best, only d u t  the  dirty 

work of w isdum ; there fore  I despise 
It.—Josh  Hillings.

G O L D E N  T E X T — R le se e d  b e  t h e  G od
a n d  F a t h e r  o f  o u r  I . o rd  J e s u s  C h r i s t  
w h ic h  a c c o r d i n g  to  H i s  a b u n d a n t  m e r 
cy h a t h  b e g o t  t e n  u s  a g a i n  u n t o  a  l ive ly  
h o p e  by  th e  r e s u r r e c t i o n  o f  J e s u s  
C h r i s t  f r o m  t h e  dead .

U i t lM A K Y  T O P I C  — J e s u s  F o r g i v e s  
P e t e r .

J U N I O R  T O P I C — J e s u s  F o r g i v e s  a n d
R e s t o r e s  P e te r .

I N T E R M E D I A T E  A N D  S E N I O R  T O P 
IC— T h e  R i s e n  I .o rd  A p p e a r s  to  P e t e r .

Y o u n g  p e o p l e  a n d  a d u i . t  t o p 
i c — F e l l o w s h i p  W i t h  t h e  R i s e n  L ord .

I. P e te r  and John  a t  the  Empty
Tomb (John 20:1-10).

John  does not en te r  Into a desc rip 
tion of the resurrec t ion  of Chris t  or 
a t tem p t  a proof o th e r  than  th a t  the
tomb was empty nnd th a t  J e s u s  had 
repeatedly  m anifes ted  Him self  to the 
disciples a f te r  the  tomb had. been 
found empty.

1. How they cam e to know (vv.
1, 2).

T he  Information was b rought  by 
Mary Magdalene out of  whom Je su s  
had cas t  seven demons (M ark 1C:!), 
I.uke 8 :2) .  Prom pted  by love for Him 
she went  early  to the  tomb, “while II 
was yet dark ,"  “she was las t  a t  the 
cross nnd first a t  th e  grave, sh e  stayed 
longest there  und was soonest here.” 
Her love for Je su s  w as  genuine, 
though her  knowledge of His resu r
rection was defective. She could not 
rest till she had done her  u tm os t  for 
Him because she realized th a t  great 
good had come to her  from His hands. 
The  reason we work so l i t t le  for the 
Lord Is th a t  we have  such a dim sense 
of I l ls  saving grace.

2. T h e ir  Investigation (vv. 3-10).
T he  news of the  empty  tomb, which

Mary brought  with b rea th le ss  haste, 
so moved John  nnd P e te r  th a t  they 
both ran  to Investigate. Upon arriva l  
at the  tomb John  gazed upon It, hut 
Pe te r  en tered  it. John ,  with holy rev
erence, hesita tes .  Peter ,  with Impul
siveness,  en te rs  the  tomh a t  once 
T heir  respective  actions a re  not to be 
explained on the  basis o f  degrees  of 
love for the  I.ord, bu t  to tem peram ent .  
The Investigation convinced them. The 
removal of  the s tone  from the  sep
ulcher, the  a r ran g em en t  of the  grave- 
clothes all convinced them th a t  It had 
not been done hv an enemy.

II. The Charge of the  Risen Lord to 
Pe te r  (John  21 :lf>-17).

Je su s  put to P e te r  the  th r ice  rep ea t 
ed question, "Lovest thon me?" Then 
l ie  gave him a commission. Til ls shows 
that  suprem e love to Christ  Is the  one 
essentia l  qualification for serv ing Him. 
I.ove Is the  spring  from  which all 
C hris t ian  act iv ity  flows. He asked, 
nlso, to show thnt  there  a re  th ree  
classes In the  church  which dem and  
care  and  a ttention . T h ese  three 
c lasses need special care  nnd food.

1. Feed my lambs, (v. 15.)
T h is  first charge  re la tes  to those  

who a re  beginning the  C hris t ian  life 
—the  babes  In Christ.  T h e  word 
“feed” m eans  more than  Ins truc
tion. It m eans in addition to in
st ruc t ion  thut p roper surroundings ,  
influences and exam ples should he 
provided. As a C hris t ian  minister ,  
P e te r  w as  to he an example,  provide 
the  p roper  surroundings  and  do the 
p roper  teach ing  for the young C hris
tians, those  Just beginning the  C hris
t ian  life.

2. Tend  my sheep (v. 10).
T h is  charge  shows a different class. 

It m eans  to shepherd  the' sheep. II 
has applicat ion  to the m atu re  class 
of  C hris t ians.  T he  duty enjo ined 
there fore  Is to care  for those  who 
hnve passed out o f  the ir  childhood In
to m atu r i ty .  He must feed th e  sheep, 
give them  proper Instruction, guide 
them, lend them nnd discipline them. 
For  th is  ministry the essentia l  qua li
fication Is love.

8. Feed my sheep (v. 17).
T he  Implication here Is th a t  Pe ter  

was charged  with the  responsibili ty  
of  car ing  for aged C hris t ians.  The  
word "feed"  Is much the  sam e  as  In 
the first case. It m eans th a t  for the 
aged C hr is t ians  the Instruction ought 
to he such as will be su ited  to thelf  
needs. T h is  needs special emphasis  
today because much a t ten t ion  Is given 
to the  young people, bu t '  Id ninny In
s tances  the  old people a re  neglected.

III. Follow Ms (vv. 18-23).
In verse  18 Is given a c lear  proph

ecy concerning Pe ter 's  death.  It was 
to be by crucifixion. Pe te r  once 
sh ran k  from the cross, but now the  
Lord holds It up before him. It Is not 
the  L ord’s death on the  cross, hut 
P e te r ’s own. He teaches  here  th a t  
the C hr is t ian 's  death  Is for the  glory 
o f  God. W hatever  may be before  us, 
even the  cruel cross, the  Lord 's  com
mand Is to follow llltn.

Our Hope
Our hope ties not In the  absence  of 

danger,  hu t  In the p resence of Christ ,  
who Is able  to control the  storm. No 
church with  Christ  In It can  he 
wrecked o r  lost. Store of  the  living 
Christ,  more  of His love, of  HI* tea ch 
ing.—W este rn  Recorder.

THE “SQUARE DEAL” BARBER SHOP
"The Shop Where the Barber Knows His StujJ’'

EARL LA FORGE, Prop.
Estacada’s Leading Tonserial Artist

Hair Cut 35c—Children -Shave 15c
Bobbing a Specialty 

Shop on Broadway Estacada, Ore.

R. G.MARCHBANK
CONFECTIONERY AN3 , 

LIGHT LUNCH
I
V

—

INTERNATIONAL MADE-TO-MEASURE CLOTHES

BOB’S BARBER SHOP
ani MAkCEL SALON l

«TIUCTLY SANITARY SATISFACTION GUARANTE JED

Haircutting 33a Share 15c
MASONIC BLDQ„ ESTACADA ART SMITH, Prop.

Life Is what  you make It, no t  what 
you make.

C osts S e lf-D en ia l
T o  keep In good grace  with one’s  

own self  often ce*t* se lf  denial,  but 
It pay* a mix ty dividend.—H e ra ld  of 
Gospel Liberty.

ESTACADA TRUCK LINE
DAILY T B IP 8  FB O tt  

ESTACADA TO PORTLAND
LEAVE ALL FR E IG H T  AT WAREHOUSE

l a  o rder ing  your f reight  eent th ro u g h  us you receive personal  servtc* 
both In E s lacad a  and Port land  th a t  will save time and money 

0, IL J 0 S 8 Y  PII0NK IS-18 Call and Deliver Service

PORTLAND -CAR VER -ESTACAD A STAGES
Municipal Term inal ,  8 ix th  aud 8a lm on 8ts.—Phone  Main 7733.
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w A . M. P.M . P.M. •AM . M. P.M. P  M. P M .

Por t land 1 :0 0 5 :3 0 1/7 . E s tacad a  8:00 4 :3 0 8 :5 0
Clackamas * 1:30 6 :5 0 Eagle Creek 8:15 4 :4 5 8 :4 3
C » rv « r  • 1 :4 0 7 :0 0 B arton  8 :3 5 4 :6 1 8 :6 5
Barton 1:03 7 :3 5 Carver  3 : 4 6 5 :1 5 0:18
Eagle  Creek 8:15 T : 36 Clackam as 8:63 5 :3 8 9 :3 5
E stacada 3 :3 0 7 :5 0 A r .  Por t land  8:30 6 :0 0 10:00

’ Daily except Sunday (A ) S a tn rd ay  Only.
BUNDAY—Leave Port land  10 a. m. Leave E etacada  4:30 p. m.
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A Safe Place to Put 
Your Money

This Company has invested over S77.000.000 
in this territory.

It has 90,000 light and power customer* and 
serves a population of over 400,000.

Its business is growing steadily every day.

We offer you an opportunity to invest your 
money in this successful and well-managed busi
ness at 6.67 per cent interest.

LET US TELL YOU MORE ABOUT IT.

INVESTMENT DEPARTMENT 
820 Electric Building

Portland
Electric Power Company

PORTLAND, OREGON


