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WHAT HAPFENED BEFORE
Dr. Long, out fshing with Alexander
Pliarce, n detective, telis of hin projected
irip to Bouthley Downn. Plerce advises
him to k hin eyes wide apnn while
there. On the way in a train Dr. Long
tn nltmlod by n girl, who lnlnr ‘taints.

Long treats her, and looking into
h,er bng, In astonished to find a
revalver,

Dr, Long meots Ahmad Das, an Ori-
ental, who conducts him to Bouthley
Downs, whern he mesits Mr. Bouthley
and his son Ernest Bouthley, Mr. Hay-
ward and his son Vilas, and then Jone-
phine Southley., who In the girl he had
met on the train, Jomephine tells him
the story of Southley Dwns and its
ghost, which s not the ghoat of a
humun belng but of u tiger. Now gad
on—

CHAPTER III

"My father and some of the ser-
vants went out—hoth Ernest and I
were away al school, They couldn't
#ee in the shadows—but my father
says that beyond all chance of
doubt some living creature bounded
through the thickets In front of
them. It might have been a calf—
or even a large dog.

"A few weeks ago the detalls be-
gan to vary. It was after my fa-
ther's old friend, Mr. Hayward, and
his son came to visit ws. But tell
me this first, Would you say the
younger Mr. Hayward would be
troubled with faulty nerves?"

“I gaw him jump tonight when
the owl hooted.”

“Remember he has spent nearly
& month in this house. After «a
month in It, you'll jump, too. I
mean, under ordinary conditions,
away from this atmosphere”

"I would certainly say that Vilas
Hayward had no nerves to trouble
him."

“Just a few nights after his ar-
rival, Vilas Hayward came in to
dinner with & curlous look of ques-
tion on his face, He sald he had
seen something.”

Jusephine's eyes were full and in-
tent upon mine, and the senbence
died nway. The silerice of the vast
room was the Kind to be lstened to
in remote deserts, or In the moun-
tain nights,

"Yea?" 1 urged her,

“It isn't very pleasant,” she warn-
ed, N

“A dootor has the right to know
nll the symptoms."

“He sald when he eame through
the jong hall that leads from the
drawing-room something walked
hefore him, It was in the shadows,
und he could not see it plain. He
nsked ueg If we kept a great yellow
nnd binck dog, a hound as large, or
larger, than a Great Dane”

. L] L ]

The elder Hayward and T were
strolling on the course, and a few
minutes before our host hud been
with us. He bad gone Into the
house on some errand.  Josephine
wis with Vilas on the veranda, and
his chalr was drawn close to hers,
At first T wasn't thinking about
Hoywurd or Ahmad elther. 1 waa
remembering with what astounding
fortune Vilas and Josephine nlways
seemed to be alone together,

It was a baffling thing. I couldn't
think of uny consclous effort in
that direction. Yet seemingly pow-
ers in the aky were always throw-
ing them together. In one instant,
all the occupants of Southley Downs
would be on the veranda together;
in the next, a group of us would
huve wandered off, and Vilas and
Josephine would be alone.

I wondered how much of this
curious development was engineer-
e¢d by Josephine herself. It wasn't
n particularly pleasant thing to
think about Of course, girls In
this age have n right to play all
thelr eards to win the love of a de-
sirable man. It waa all legitimate—
all falr, But sometimes It seemed
to me that she would have prefer-
red to stay with the rest of us, but
that some Inserutable power, mys-
terious and immutable, denjed It
That power was either Josephine's
nged father, the elder Hayward, or
both,

Hayward and I were having a
good night cigar together. My wrist
watch indicated n few minutes after
ten. And then Hayward aaw a
shadow waver in the moonlight of
the golf green.

It was hard to see at first. Some
living ereature was advancing along
the slope townrd us—something
that seemed dark and not very tall.
Weo stood still and waited. There
was nothing else for us to do.

Then all at once the creature's
form seemed to change. I can't de«
scribe It except to say that upon
one instant it appenlod to me ns be-
ing low and rather long, and on the
next tall and narrow, The change
was so abrupt that the creature
seemed falrly to leap. Yet it oasily
oould have been the effeat of the
moonlight or the shadows. It might
have been simply a matter of per-
spective, AL onee we saw the ad-
vancing form that before had seem-
Ingly had the dimensions and out-
line of a huge dog wns just the
form of o man. But I had boen
enough in the mountains to know
that the moon and the darkness and
the jupgles play strange tricks on
fnncy and vision,

It was Ahmad Das. He was com-
ing in from one of his long walks.
Hoyward gasped behind me, and as
I moved back the back of our hands
touched.

Hayward's felt cold. Whatever
had been fancy and wrong perspec:
tive before, this was the truth. His
blood wasn't In his hands, as It
should have beon, Bvidently It had
ull gone up to his brain, playing
strange tricks with L

Ahmnd bowed (o us as he passed.

“Good Lord!" Haywnard breathed,
“T wasn't looking for that wreteh."

“He was Jusy coming In from one

of his walka"
Why don't

don't. I'll be damned If I'll have
thim walking through those jungles
and ereeping up on us this way!"
“"Creeping up on us?” I echoed.
“What way 7"
‘“Besides, what would & man want

ed |to walk around jn those jungles

for?" he went on, unheeding me.
"Tell me that? Then his volce
changed—dropped tone by tone un-
til it wons almost & whisper. “And
tell me this, too, Long—and tell me
the truth*

"Yﬂs."

“Did—did you see anything curi-
ous about—about Ahmad's posture
8 he came up the hill? Of course,
it was probably just the moonlight
—yet there was something puzeling
about it"

“I'll eonfess I didn't recognize
him at once.”

“That isn't it. That lan't quite it,
Long. Oh, the devil! It's nonsense,
anyway."

We walked up to the veranda and
halted for an instant on the steps
Jfor a last look over the marsh.
There was a ring round the moon
that promised rain, We listened to
the night birds and the noise of the
Insect world, like the strum of a
banjo Infinitely remote, above the
drear, gray wastes. Then Hayward
touched my arm.

"If you'd go In, Long, and look at
Almad's hands," he told me, “you'd
find 'em with mud on 'em."

“Why, Mr. Hayward?"

“Because he was crawling up that
hill—on hands and feet!"

Then his face grew Into a scowl,
and he entered the house.

I had a pipe by myself after he
had gone, At firat I thought about
what he had said. But it didn't
make particularly good sense. It
wits true that Hayward didn't like
the Indian, yet this would have
scarcely led to an accusation so bi-
zarre, The glare with which Hay-
ward's eyes followed him. when the
sorvant walked about the rooms
wis litlle short of deadly—I had ab-
served It too many times to be mis-
taken, Orders he gave were always
in the most insulting tone, It seem-
od to me just an unjustified aver-
slon, and the taste of the thing
wis open to question.

There was a tenseness, a heavi-
ness, In the alr. It was obviously
the calm before one of those blind-
ing, crashing Floridinn thunder
storma

I thought I had better warn the
occupunts of the house. There might
be windows to cloge, or other pre-
parations. The library was empty;
but I heard voices in the den that
opened from it And mavbe it was
a4 #lgn that already the atmosphere
at Southley Downs had instilled ita
poison Into my nervea that I did
not remember to stop and knock.
With" the memory of that myster-
lous cilm behind me, 1 hurried
neros the soft rug. The door opon-
ed softly beneath my hand.

The scene in the candle-light was
like n tableau. ‘The light wns so
yellow and soft, the shadows so
startling black, the actors stood so
motionless. With arms leaning up-
on the little mahogany table in the
center of the den stood Vilas Hay-
wird. There was a drunken look
aboul him; yet I knew it was not
from wine. His face was flushed,
intent. With the table between
them, as If for n shield, Josephine
faced him,

"Don't come a step m\nrur" she
sald ns the door opened.

Her face was white hs the mmdle
that burned betweep them, its lines
were deep, and her dark eyes were
smouldering. The little silken week-
end bag I had seen on the train lny
before her on the table, und her
hand wns loat in the lnce of its
monuth.

There were wild, primal passions
at plny In the room. One of them
was Just; and one was the fury of
murder. There I8 no use of mine-
ing words, They were bared and
unmasked before me.

Vilas turned to mo with an oath,
The girl alipped frinting to the
floor. 1 answered him without re-
straint, and lifted the girl into my
arms. I crossed with her to the
little sofn at the slde of the room
where the two had ovidently been
sitting; then turned to meet the
man, He had followed me across
the room, and not six feel was be-
tweéen ua,

“I think, Dr, Long" Vilas cried,
“that you're altogether too officious.
You'd better keep out of thia"

I am not just sure what I an-
awered him. Butl primal passions
had awakened in me, too, and the
words were straight. He leaped at
me, and I met him with a blow.

He recled, then caught at the ta-
ble. And his hand resched for the
silken bag on the table.

I knew that the girl was scream-
ing. The sound rose above the
noise of the storm. I leaped for
him, but he whirled about the table
before I could reach him. He tore
the pistol from the bag Its glit-
tered in his hand.

I had no delusions about what
he would do with It The drawn
fice, the smouldering eyes, told all
too plainly. He was too far for me
to leap at him, So I struck out the
candle,

The dark fell over us. The sound
of the storm obliterated his bireath-
Ing . It was the truce of darkness—
n truce remembered from primal
dnys,

I don't Know how long It had
continued when Hayward aad
Southley came. Their forms sud-
denly appeared in the open door;
and ench of them oarviod eindles.

Vilas still held the pistol; and it
gleamed In the eandlelight

"Vilas!" his father called.
down that thing!™

“1ut

“Those walks of his!
Bouthley forbid 'em? I will If he

my aged host leaped In front of me.
I tried to push him away; and his
answer wus g laugh—one grim syl-
lable of laughter, ironical,

“He won't kill me," he sald. “I'm
the goose—that lays the golden
eggs. He won't kill me"

Vilas screamed at us. The mur-
der-madness was on him yet

“He struck me" he eried. “The
devil struck me, He's got to apolo-
gize. He found me with Josephine,
and he struck me as if I were &
dog."

Hia father took the pistol from
his hands, and put it In his pocket.
Southley sighed a little, and placed
his candle on the table. The girl
rose up behind us, and 1 was amaz-
ed at her self-control. It had all
came back.

“He struck me,” Vilas sald again
and again, “What are you golng
to do about it, Southley? You've
got just ten minutes to turn him
out of this house—or else I'll go
instend.

“Let's forget It—" the old man
answered with utter wearinesas.
“Forgel nothing, Southley!" he
excluimed, “We've got to get to
the bottom of this, If my son was
struck, he's got to have satisfaction.
I lived long enough on the conti-
nent to know that, and so has he.
And so have you. It Isn't the way
it's done over there. If a man's
struck the other pays"

“Your son is sufficiently able to
take care of himsell, I hope,” I sug-
gested.,

“If he'd taken care of himself,
you'd be luying under this table
now—with your blood spoiling a
good Orlental rug" the elder Hay-
ward answered with startling mal-
fce. "“I'm not sure but that he'd
ought to have done it I belleve it's
up to you, Long, to give satisfactory
explanstion.”

“T have nothing to explaif.” Then
I turned my back upon him, and
faced the broken old figure that was
my host. “Sir, If there is any expla-
nation to be made it will have to
come from your daughter.”

It was a curious expression that
came to the old man's face. Iis
lines seemed to grow slack, There
wus hopeleasness In It, and the
weakness of long years, and above
all things else, hopeless, utter Im-
potency,

It scemed to me that the girl
opened her lips to speak. But be-
fore the words came, the elder Hay-
ward had answered for her.
“What has this young pup to do
with the relations between Joseph-
ine and my son?” he asked, queru-
lously. “They have already been
settled. If that is the issue, it only
| makes it more certain what course
remains, They can't go on living

| here, guests in the same house, with

this between them. Tell him, South-
ley—that he has two cholces. One
Is to apologize. The other Is to
leave the house”

“Is that the truth?" I nsked my
host.

“Tell him it Is the truth,” Hay-
ward's indomitable words went on.
The tone was of a threat—ominous,
dotermined. The eyes of the twa
elder men met.

“She has nothing to explain”
Southley told me falteringly.

I looked at the girl, and no man
can mensure or describe the ang-
uish that was In her eyes. But she
didn't look straight at me. Firat
she glanced at the strong, bull-dog
figure of the elder Hayward. Then
she searched for her father's time-
dimmed oyes, and here she found
her answer

“He's right, Dr. Long," she told
me. “You must make your own ex-
planations."”

“It seems the odds are against
me,” I told them simply. "Mr.
Southley, I have only done what
any American man would have to
do, and I can't and won't apologize
to anyone. I have carried out the
obligation of a guest to his host in
the way my instinets told me. Noth-
ing will mike me belleve that I did
wrong, 1t 18 evident that you up-
hold what these other men say—
nnd your daughter upholds them,

too. And if you will have my bag
brought to me, I will go st once”

The girl clasped her father's
hands. A world of appeal was in
her dark eyes.

“He can't go in this dark storm,”
sghe told him. *The road along the
leves isn't safe. Tell him he can't
go till the storm s over.”

The elder Hayward chortled from
beyond the table.

“A good wetting might teach him
manners,” he suggested. “What
about it, Southley?"

The tone was insistent, and per-
haps it had a scornful quality, too

“Of course, he can't go until the
rain is done, I won't send out my
cars on a night like this"

The girl whirled to me.
was all over her.

“You won!t go Ul tomorrow?"
she pleaded. “Tell me. doctor. You
won't go till the storm’s over."

“T can't very well, If your father
won't let the cars go out" I tried
to speak bitterly; but even after her
betrayal, the very look of her soft-
ened me.

I found young Southley sitting
before a little fire in the library, and

Appeal

spite of the warmth of the night,
the little flame looked hospitable
and kindly.

“Heavens, what r night!" he ex-
claimed. ‘1 suppose you've heard
about—about the tiger?”

“Of course, I know the legend.
Anything aew?"

“Hasn't old Hayward told you?
He and my father have been out
talking to the servants, just a little
while ago. He's quite an old beast,
you know. Well, the colored peo-
ple say he Is walking again tonight”

“Nice little thing to think about
a8 I drop to sleep,” I suggested.

"Tsn't it? We have an old gar-
dener that we call Mose. Mose was
In town today, and he came back |
riding a horse about eleven o'clock. |
Rather It was somewhatl before
eleven, because you and the older
Hayward were out on the golf
green for your late evening's wall"”

"Go on” I urged. “Mose was
riding hpme. I suppose he saw the
ghost-tiger Noating through the air,
or riding a broomstick —"

“Nothing quite so bizurre as that, |
I'm sorry to say. Maybe I talk
lightly, but I'm feeling rather seri-
ous, Long. If our tiger had done
nothing except ride a broom, or fly,
or something, it would have hecnl
a good legend to tell our children—
and toast to in good vintages. - But
unfortunately—our tigar took other
ways of manifesting himself. All
he did was frighten Mose's horse—
and leave his track in the earth"” |

The man spoke wholly without |
emotion. He amiled a little, too—a
rather wan, hopeless smile that was
singularly upsetting to the spirit,

"His track!” I echoed. “You don't
mean that"

“He saw a great yellow and black
cat—almost as large as a pony. But
that isn't quite all. Mose kept his
head. He told himself it was a
delusion, just as you and I have told
ourselves many times, So he con-
trolled his horse; then looked down
at the moonlit rond. Il was cov-
ered with dust, and he could see
very plainly. And he saw—just
what I told you"

I spoke very gquietly.

“Tracks?

“Yes—as blg ns his two hands,
clear across the road. He wamed
to take father and the Haywards
and I down to seo them. I think
all of us except father, who is rath-
er old for such excursions, were
going—but something has evidently
diverted them. They were to mest
me here.”

“I suppose the rin has spolled
them now."

“Weakened them, anyway. Of
course, the colored people are terri-
fled. The night the tiger first went
wild was just on such a night as
this—in the middle of the storm.
They say on such nights as these—
he llkes to come back Into the
warm, dry house, and play In the
curtains,

In a few minutes more we were
e
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Ho hastened about the table, and

‘|when I told her I had postponed

he called to me a8 I pussed. In|Then we began to search about with

out where the rain beat upon us. |
The rond was already washed with |
waler. It didn't seem possible th.nzl
If there had really been myutrrinn”
tracks in the dust, thut they muld|
have endured the storm. {

"“T've got some fine plans for to-|
morrow—Iif it just clears up,” thes
youth told me joyously as we|
tramped up the road.
wis trying to divert his mind, as|
well as mine, from the business In
hand,

“T'm sorry, Ernest,” 1 told him.
T'm going home tomorrow.”

He stopped In his tracks, and 1
urged him on.

“Going home? Good Lord, why?
I thought you'd stay to see us
through. Of cotrge, I can't blame
you—-"

“T've got to make a living,” I told
him lightly. “It's time [ went to
work."

“But you were going to stay a
full week—and you promised sin
last night that you would make it
ten days or two weeks"

"Did she tell you that?"

“Tell me? I should say she did.
She danced a highland fling"

It didn't make the scene of the
hour before any more pleasant to
réemember. She had seemed glad

my departure. And even now Er-
nest's words filled me with a strange
soaring gladness that I tried to
fight off. She had proved the hour
before how much she really eared.
She belonged to Vilas, not me, in
spite of the fact that she had been
ready to kill him when I opened
the door of the den. T remembered
avery smile—each had been an
epoch—every softness in her dark
eyes, every tremor of her lips.

We tramped through the down-
pour, and soon we came to the
point that the negro had described.

the lanterns. It must have made
u strange pleture—the distant light-
ning, the glowing lanterns, our own
tall figures In the yellow raincoats.
The great house was dark behind
us,

I think he f aity.
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Years of Service

Model T Fords

Expenditure of few dollars may
enable you to get thousands of miles
from your old car.

industry for twenty years and it is used today by more people
than any other automobile. More than eight million Model
T Fords are in active service in city, town and country, and
many of them can be driven for two, three and five years and

even longer at very small up-keep expense.

unusually low because of established Ford policies.
New fenders, for instance, cost from §$3.50 to $5 each,
with a labor charge of §1 to $2.50. Tuning up the motor

and replacing commutator case, brush and vibrator points
costs only $1, with a small charge for material. Brake shoes

charge of only $§1.25. A labor charge of $4 to §5 will cover
the overhauling of the front axle, rebushing springs and spring
perches, and straightening, aligning and adjusting wheels.
The labor charge for overhauling the average rear axle
runs from $5.75 to §7. Grinding valves and cleaning carbon

A set of four new pistons costs only §7. For a labor charge
of $20 to $25 you can have your motor and transmission
completely overhauled. Parts are extra.

All of these prices are approximate, of course, because the
cost of materials needed will depend on the condition of each
car, They show, however, the low cost of putting the Model
T Ford in shape for thousands of miles of additional service,

See the nearest Ford dealer, therefore, and have him
estimate on the cost of re-conditioning your Model T Ford.
He will tell you, in advance, exactly how much the complete

FORD MOTOR COMPANY
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Ford is still a great car. It led the motor

Model T parts and of n;cusary labor is

and emergency brakes equalized for a labor

$3 to §4. |

Detroit, Michigan




