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“Yes, one of the many he signs and 
leaves his clerk to fill out, while the 
clerk acta as judge and the judge him
self is roistering among sports. 1 have 
been trapped, but they will suffer. 
There is no law by which I can come 
here except by conviction of an indict
ment found by a grand jury.’’

"A police justice can send you here 
as a disorderly person.”

“And is that the charge?”
“Maybe it is and maybe it isn’t. It’s 

a valid commitment. It cites your of
fense, your plea and regularly declares 
you guilty. You can never prove you 
were not tried in open court.”

“The police justice knows.”
“And he knows something else. ”
“That he wants a second term and 

would perjure himself to get it?”
“That’s none of our business.

Mangan, will you givens your pedigree 
for record on the books?”

The keepers had led Mangan into the 
office. The warden had gone behind 
the rail, opened tho book whore the 
record of each criminal is entered, held 
the pen and awaited Mangan’s answer.

"Never!” said the defiant prisoner.
“You’re not ashamed ot it, Mr. Man

gan. are you?”
"No, but it Arill never be recorded 

with the history of criminals. I want 
to know the cause of this?”

“It will keep yon from making trou
ble for yourself and others, I suppose. 
You ought to know.”

“I will know. Where is Raymond?” 
“Here!”said a voice behind him.
“You cowardly curl” said Mangan 

as he surveyed him scornfully. "This 
is your work."

Mangan’s pockets were being turned 
inside out. Next the keepers would 
take him out of the office to the bath 
and change his civilian dress to the 
garb of a felon. There was a pile of 
Mangan’s letters on the desk before the 
warden, and Raymond stepped over and 
began to peruse them.

"I’ll make you pay for this!’ 
Mangan.

"Indeed!” sarcastically retorted Ray
mond. "You will be here for a year,

ing into legal complications now,'but 
would lose time—and time was every
thing. Three months more and Ray
mond would bo absolute master. He 
must postpone quarrels. All thiB flash
ed across his mind while the telephone 
bell was ringing. He saw he had the 
man before him scared and that he 
could dictate.

“Walk out into the corridor, all of 
you, and you open the doors, warden,” 
he commanded.

They obeyed. As he followed them 
he took his letters oil the warden’s desk 
and put them in his overcoat pocket, 
still covering the four. The warden 
opened the doors.

"Every one of you stand up against 
the wall in the rear of the corridor. Be 
particular to keep your hands above 
your heads.

They marched back.
“What are you going to do about 

this. Mangan?” asked Raymond.
"You’ll hear too soon for j-our own 

comfort,” was all that was vouchsafed 
him.

When thej’ had reached the rear wall, 
Mangan passed out through the door
ways and ran to catch a passing car.

"It’s getting hot,” he said to him
self as ho allowed his mind to wander 
back over the exciting incidents he had 
just passed through. "It's fun in one 
respect, but if 1 cannot prove Isabel’s 
paternity Raymond will have the 
laugh. Mother St. Gertrude will caro 
for Isabel, and I’ll start straight 
Denver in the morning before I get 
tangled in other plots.”
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en-

CHAPTER XII.
ISABEL YIELDS TO TOE SCHEMER. 

When Mangan walked out of 
penitentiary, Raymond, the warden and

tho
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headed to give explanations. Did he 
say what his suspicious were of my 
conduct?”

“1 am not at liberty to say any
thing.”

“Well, from your reply I should say 
he was indulging in his usual trade. 1 
discovered some days before ho did the 
coincidence of name in the deeds of cer
tain lands, and atti acted by it took 
steps to protect her and secure the prop- 
ertj by paying the taxes and gutting a 
certificate. There was no record that 
1 could fiud that would show it was 
any relative of hers who had made this 
investment. Isabel is the heiress, the 
property is hers, and we have the time 
to search into the past for evidence.”

“And Laurence was going to Denver 
to investigate. Just think of it. I was 
surprised at his conclusions. I wish 
he was here now.”

"So do 1. But, mother, my interest 
was in Isabel long before this. Even 
now it is difficult to prove her right to 
the property. 1 confess 1 cannot see 
bow it can be done. I’m a wealthy 
man. You know that. There can be 
no charge of selfishness in my regard 
for her. Do you know what that re
gard is?”

"Isabel has told me, but is Laurence 
really her brother?”

"He is.”
“Then if you can prove that why 

cannot you prove whether Isabel has a 
right to this estate or not?’ ’ •

“lean only prove that there was a 
George Leland, that Laurence is his 
eon and Isabel his daughter. The fam
ily tradition will do that, but of Mr. 
Leland's investments there are no 
proofs. The lawyer who searched the 
titles and arranged the purchase is dead. 
He was my patron, and 1 have fruitlessly 
examined his papers for any clew.”

"But how did you trace Isabel’s re
lationship?”

Raymond was not dealing with a 
simple girl now. He was talking with 
a woman of a judicial temperament 
who wanted to know the why and 
wherefore of everything.

"Didn’t Isabel tell you?” he asked, 
parrying her interrogatories to get time 
to plan his story.

"She said something about an uncle 
in Worcester pressing him. But if the 
uncle knew of Isabel why did he never 
write to her? Why did he never send 
her some memento of her mother? 1 
cannot believe there are hearts in the 
world so cruel.”

“I told Isabel that I discovered her 
name a short time ago by a memoran
dum of the old lawyer. It said: ‘Isa
bel Le Clair in Convent of Mercy and

be solace 
atone for

have not.

him as an omen

strong enough, 
to bear of late.”

can weaken. 
Y ou know

It is through

1 have confidence 
that only his own 

1 will wait for 
why Isabel con- 
love for him, not

A six-foot vein «if c«aal has been 
discovered on a high bluff on the 
Clackamas river. The coal is dean, 
burns well, and gives good heat.

"1'11 go out now,” said Raymond, 
with a forced attempt to smile. "1 feel 
a little ill. and the outside air is better 
for me.”

“I in sure I'm much obliged to you 
for cailin, Mr. Raymond.” said the 
morgue keeper when they reached the 
sidewalk.

“It is 1 who am obliged to you. Good 
day,” was Raymond's parting saluta
tion.

"I’m thankful to you, Mr. Ray
mond.”

Tho keeper went back to the office 
and rang up the reporters at police head ■ 
quarters.

"Hello! Hello! Is that the report
ers? You haven't been up here to see 
that body. It didn't amount to any
thing, you say? Do you know it Man
gan's about? No? Well, do you know 

i this body looks like his? Yes, that's 
what 1 said. I hope it ain’t, but would 

, some of you come up? Oh, you can see 
it any time. You will? All right. 
Goodby.”

Such were the telephonic sentences he 
delivered to the reporters, and they sug
gested what the queries of Mangan’s 
comrades in the journalistic profession 
were. Usually one mau goes out on an ' 

j assignment like this, but nearly all the I 
repotters went up to the morgue to see ! 
the body, trusting that they would not i 
find it to be Mangan’s.

Meanwhile Raymond had coinmuni- I 
1 cated with the office of his newspajier 
organ and ordered a man to be sent to 
him. There was one there, by Ray- 

i rnond himself appointed, whose stories 
I were passed unedited. They were un- 
I derstood to come from tho chief. This 
I man staid in the office, killing time as 
[ best pleased him, generally at easy desk 
I work, ready to respond to the summons 
■ of bis superior. In a few minutes he 
was in the private office of the registrar 
of arrears, which Raymond had lately 

! been making bis headquarters.
Raymond’s factotum was not a news

paper man by training. He was an in
telligent fellow who could write fairly 
well and drew two salaries one from 
the paper and one from the city govern
ment—for doing nothing, with a facil
ity unequaled. He had sense enough 
to realize that it was none of his busi
ness to lie inquisitive. It did not come 
within the province of his duty to ques
tion motives, to ask the why or where
fore of this or any other matter be 
wrote from dictation. That his instruc
tions were sufficiently cl««ii to enable 
him to execute l.is task satisfactorily 
was all he sought. He realized that no 
more would Le given if he did ask, 

j ind that he might incur displeasure if 
he pressed for more information than 
was volunteered.

"I’ve got a little piece of work for 
you today,” said Raymond. "You 
must lie cautious al«out it. There Is a 
body in the morgue. I understand the 
reporters are going up to view it. 1 
think it is Mangan's—you know Man
gan, don't you? and I want you to Le 
around and help to identify it. You 
understand? Put iu a word here and 
there to convince them it is. I’ll ex
plain when you come Lack. You have 
Ho time to wait.”

About two hours later the mau re
turned. Raymond read in his features 
the success of the ruse. He drew a 
chair nearer to his own, motioned his 
emissary to sit down and asked:

" What news?”
“Why, it is Mangan," was the state

ment evoked. "The morgue keeper 
identified him. as «li J all the boys. The 
face was badly batten d. The Bugle 
reporter also recognized the body and 
said that Mangan had lieen missing tor 
several days, and that there was a let
ter from Denver in the office for him. ”

“From Denver?”
“Yes.”
“Well, goon.”
"That's all, except that the boys are 

going to hold a meeting and «arrange 
for tho funeral. They say there must 
have been foul play; that Mangan nev
er committed suicide."

“Do you know where the Convent of 
Mercy is?’

“Yes.”
“Go there, represent yourself from 

The Trumpet, ask for Mother St. Ger
trude, tell her the facts, say that the mo
tive ascribed for the suicide your paper 
alone has in a special dispatch from 
Worcester. Remember, one of The 
Trumpet's men had learned that he came 
from that town, telegraphed on and as- 
certaine«! that ho was a defaulter. Say 
that the story will be published tomor
row, and that it is too bad he should die 
with the stain upon him. and that you 
believe it to l>e undeserved. ”

“What then?”
“Lead the conversation around to 

me. Mother St. Gertrude will get ex
cited and ask how the publication can 
be prevented. Hint that I own most 
of the stock in the paper; that if 6he 
knew any one who had influence with 
me I could begot to suppress tho story.

I She will want to meet me. Volunteer 
to bring the message.”

“1 will do as you say.”
"Mind,” was Raymond’s warning, 

“this is not for the office. There is no 
story in it. This is between you and 
me.”

No sooner had tho man departed than 
Raymond communicated by telephone 
with one of the coroners and summoned 
him. The coroDer came. He felt hon
ored at the attention of his leader.

“Anything uj>?'’ he asked as he en
tered and reached forward his hand to 
Raymond.

"There is. 1 want you to go over to 
The Bugle office, and under the mag
isterial authority with which you are 
clothed demand a letter that is there 
for Mangan.”

"I was surprised. The morgue keep
er just telephoned that the body up 
there had been identified as Mangan’s.” 

“Yes. Yon know 1 had no love for 
him. Bring the letter here. I want to 
read it and arrange for a jury that will 
bring in a verdict of suicide. I'm not 
much on religion, you know. I suppose 
I’m a freethinker, but 1 understand 
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be difficult.”
“What am 1 to understand, Mother 

St. Gertrude?”
“ Why, that the conversation between 

Isabel and myself precluded thoughts 
of anything but you.”

“Is she coming back?” he asked, her 
absence appearing to 
of defeat.

“1 fear sho is not 
She has had too much

“Then I must go?”
"For the present you must be satisfied 

with this: Laurence will return iu 
good time. He is Isabel's brother. 1 
cannot consent to any such arraifgeinent 
as yon propose, and 
in Laurence himself 
actions 
awhile, 
sents.
through love tor you.”

"My action is through love for her.” 
“That 1 will not deny, Mr. Ray

mond."
"Mangan may not return. Would 

you allow this shadow to rest over him? 
He has been a friend of yours. Can he 
do more for you than 1? Sister, do you 
kuoW my power?”

“Ido. I would like it to be the pow
er of a friend. ”

"It is.”
"I am pleased to learn that.”
“But ot Laurence?”
“No stain shall rest on his name if I 

can avert it. But I owe him something 
— I owe him the faith in his character 
that must not listen, no matter how 
strong the accusation against him. to 
any proposition that would imply that 
his own manhood had failed to reach 
the means of redemption. Isabel 
agreed with me to wait awhile.”

"Then 1 had better go. 1 will 
you good by. ’ ’

“Goodby,” she said as she extended 
her baud.
“There isene thing will settle this.” 

he soliloquized as he walked across to 
the cars. "Mangan must die before 
they consent to this vindication the
ory.”

He reached the main thoroughfare 
and stood tor awhile awaiting the car. 
His introspection, deep as a trance, was 
not disturbed by the bells of the cars or 
the noise of the passing vehicles. It 
was some minutes before he came back 
to the world around him.

"It is an easy thing,” he muttered. 
“Mangan must die!”

And the heartless, cruel sternness 
that twitched his lips and made fero
city «lance in the pupils of his eyes 
showed how earnest he was in his re- 

I solve. '
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guide you. 1 have discovered property 
both of you may claim. 1 have taken 
steps to hold it lor you, as Mother St. 
Gertrude will explain. Surely there is 
in all this something that must give 
you an assurance that nothing 1 can do 
will be left undone to make you and 
him happy. 1 have told you how and 
why his character can bo vindicated, 
reconciliation ( fleeted, and your lives, 
with mine, enter a vista more propi
tious, prosperous and peaceful.”

"Mr. Raymond, 1 must say that 1 have 
thought this matter over; that 1 cannot 
give you the love a wife should have 
for her husband, and that, while 1 
might set aside my personal wishes to 
further my brother’s welfare, 1 have no 
right to be a burden upon you. ”

"It is no biuden. If you never 
change toward me, there will 
in your friendship that will 
all.”

"You have that already."
"But the companionship 1

1 cannot proceed until you are my wife. 
The very mention of this in the press, 
bringing you and the convent into pub
licity, would create a-sensation painful 
to Mother St. Gertrude. How can 1 
explain uiy interest in this case of his, 
risk my personal and political standing, 
if 1 fail and scandal ensue, without 
something to fortify me? Let mo be 
candid. 1 am not doing this for Lau
rence so much as for you. You can 
hardly appreciate what it means to me, 
and it is not likely that Laurence would 
resent my interference. But it you 
say so, if you ask me to make the sac
rifice, I will do so. 1 will give up all 
for the hope of winning your love.”

“Love is dead with me,” she an
swered. “Affection survives, the af
fection that springs from gratitude. 1 
will consult with Mother St. Gertrude."

Raymond was gaining his point at 
every turn. He saw that the deep love 
Isabel had for Mangan as a lover and 
the affection due to a brother had blend
ed. Mangan was dearer than ever to 
her now. There was nothing she would 
not dare for him who was torn from 
her—aye, torn from her, for slie wept 
at night and worried by day that he 
had been blotted cut of the pictures she 
used to draw of the future—blotted out 
from the most striking scenes, show
ing up only in the background of the 
newer canvas placed upon the easel of 
her dreams. She longed to keep him 
at the front, her hero still, but fact put 
a weight on 
soar.

Laurence 
could never
loved him. But Laurence Leland lived.
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No. 1. 20 acres, all level river Ixittoni
land; >0 acres in cultivation, 10 in ash 
timlier, well fenced and watered, two 
miles Iront tow it, price $3> per acre This 
is fine hop, onion or garden land.

No. 2. 17 acres all level creek bottom,
2,*... utiles from town, 1 mile from school 
ami church, all in summer fallow wheat; 
buyer gets one-third of crop. Price $30 
per acre.

No. 3. 19 acres liottoni land, 15 acres
in cultivation, 4 acres ash timber. 3 miles 
from town, l1.,. miles to school and 
church. Price $30 per acre.

No. 4. 163 acres pasture land, lots of
fruit <m the place, all fenced, well wa
tered, 3la miles to town. Price $6 ;«er 
acre on good terms.

No. 5. 440 acres, 30 acres in grain and 
grass, 2 houses, 3,000 rail* just made, 
ready to lay up; this place is well wa
tered, oats grew here last year 7 feet 
high, lots of strawberries and blacklter- 
ries, any amount of fish and game, all 
deeded land. Price $5 ]>er acre, cash 
down $»00, balance on 5 or 6 years time; 
will sell part of this tract if wanted: a 
man has range enough for 1 .OiHl head of 
cattle, fine grass; or I will rent the place 
for a termol years with everything fur
nished ; the renter can work out all of 
the rent ; none but good workers need 
apply.

No. 6. A good new house, well fin
ished in every respect, 7 rooms, living 
water running into the house, out build
ings all new and in good shajie, acres 
of land, line for fruit ; this property is in 
the city of Sheridan. Price $1,200.

Parties having farm land for sale, list 
the same with me, and 1 will sell them. 
Land bought and sol.I for non-residents. 
All letters promptly answered.

C. O. BURGESS, 
Real Estate Agent, 

Sheiulan, <Iregon.

When yoa get out, no one will believe 
your story. If by accident your where
abouts should be discovered, the com
mitment papers are against you. Do 
you not know that j ou are doomed to 
solitary confinement? Don’t bother 
me. Let me read.”

He picked up another envelope.
“This is an ancient epistle. And to 

the superior of the Convent of Mercy. 
So you have been thieving, eh? You 
professional moralists are practical 
ruffians. But I suppose your philoso
phy springs from experience, 
lee what’s Inside. It may be of 
to Mother St. Gertrude.”

He drew forth the inclosure. 
gan watched him to note the effect. 
Raymond’s face flushed, the demon of 
evil seemed to posses him, and he shook 
the letter in Mangan’s face.

"The penitentiary is the place for 
you. You’ll read the result of this at 
the end of the next three months, and 
I’ll ba rnoro master then than now. 
Warden, give me a match.”

The warden and keepers were sur
prised. The warden came from behind 
the railing, closed tho doors leading-to 
the corridors, a premonition of some
thing dreadful making him cautious to 
limit the number of witnesses. After 
this he advanced to Raymond, handing 
him a box of matches. Raymond lit 
one, appliedit to an end of the letter, 
which he hem until it burned close to 
his fingers, and then, pressing the char
red corner between his forefinger and 
thumb, threw it into Mangan’s face.

Mangan stepped backward. The 
keepers understood his action to bo that 
of fear. That he was subdued they did 
not doubt, and their arms went back 
with bls movement mechanically. Sud
denly they felt his muscles swell with 
the tide of temper, his arm« twisted, in 
a second he had hold of each man, in 
another he had knocked both their 
heads together, and quick as a ball from 
a catapult be had sent them rusblug 
against Raymond, and the three fell in 
a heap.

The warden stood aghast. Ere ho 
had time to recover bis senses and be
fore Raymond and the keepers could 
scramble to their feet, Mangan was be
hind the rail and had in bis hands a big 
revolver that had hung upon the wall. 
Tho hands of all went up. He walked 
to the telephone, keeping his enemies 
under cover, rang up central, asked for 
the office of The Bugle, and hung up 
the receiver to await the tintinnabula
tions of the connected currents.

Raymond was tho first to regain his 
composure.

"What are you going to do?” he 
asked.

"Bring up the editor of The Bugle 
and his legal adviser. I’ll stay in here 
after that until 1 am released on a writ 
of habeas corpus, and the proceedings 
•will proclaim your villainy.”

"Mangan, I’ll compromise. I’ll sign 
a quit claim to tho Leland estate if you 
do not ruin me!”

Ting-aling-aling-aling!
The connection was made. The Bu

gle office was as near to Mangan as 
Raymond was. Newspaper men make 
lightninglike conclusions in emergen
cies. Mangan knew Raymond would 
not keep bis word, and he knew also 
that Raymond would be bold enough to 
repudiate the deed if signed then and 
there, on the ground that duress had 
been used. The keepers would perjure 
themselves to strengthen their claims on 
Raymond. There was no way to re
store to Isabel her rights except on evi
dence acceptable to the supreme court. 
Mangan would gain nothing by enter-
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Mangan was behind the rail..
• tho keepers dropped their hands. Ray
mond felt like berating the keepers 
soundly. He was not a man to allow 
bis feelings to interfere with his 
schemes. It would never do to suspend 
the keepers; it would be bad to abuse 
them; it might awaken enmity even to 
criticise them. He was at their mercy. 
In his fruitless endeavors to confine 
Mangan until he had millions secured 
bo had simply succeeded in giving three 
men a power over him that he would 
have to conciliate for all time. .

Therefore hesaid nothing concerning 
j the experience of the evening, but hade 
1 the warden and keepers good night and 

walked down tho stoop, a much more 
dejected man than when he entered the 
grim portals of the state’s stronghold a 
few hours before.

Next day he was fretful. He feared 
the consequences of his act and was 
uncertain what to do. He awaited the 
initiative of Mangan. Days passed and 
he had heard nothing of the newspaper 

i man. He had instituted inquiries about 
him, but no trace of him could be found. 
He had newspaper friends—the recip- 

I ients of his favors—who were on terms 
of intimacy with the managing editor 
of The Bugle. But managing editors 
are not telling everybody, or any one, 

i just what men on special missions are 
about. The words of the managing ed-

■ itor, as quoted to Raymond, were:
"Mangan has dropped out of sight. 1 

don’t know where he is.”
"What has become of him?’’ That 

was tho question Raymond was puz
zling about. Raymond was not afraid 
of a suit. It was and is the practice of 
justices to run off ou pleasure trips and 
sign a number of papers for their chief 
clerks to fill. Naturally, tho justices, 
if ever called upon, Hccept the decision 
of their clerks as their own. If Man
gan brought suit, the evidence would 
be all against him. If he said he had 
never appeared in court for trial, he 
would l>e set down as demented, a fit 
suhject for a lunatic asylum.

Raymond had resolved to ascertain 
whether anything was known at the 
convent of Mangan's location. He had 
concluded that Mangan had gone to 
Denver. He had also reasoned to him
self that Mother St. Gertrude must have 
known of his discovery. The letter ad
dressed to her predecessor satisfied him 
of that. If Mangan had gone to Den
ver, he must circumvent him. How? 
That he could determine only by learn
ing how much Mother St. Gertrude 
knew and then by deceiving her and 
Isabel. It was a dangerous move to 
visit tho convent, but it was the safest. 
He was playing for millions, and his 
nervo must not fail. Over a week had 
elapsed since Mangan disappeared, and 
it was time to act.

“Surprised to see me, mother?" he 
said as he passed inside the convent 
portals, determined not to be ushered 
out or take hints to go until he had 
gained the knowledge he was seeking.

"I am at a los* to account foT your 
visit,” she said.

"I am interested in a friend of yours 
and a friend of Isabel—Laurence Man
gan.”

“Well?”
“Do you kuow where he is?”
"I do not.”
He scanned her features and had no 

doubt that she was answering truly and 
would answer truly if she did not re
sort to evasions. Prevaricate or equiv
ocate she would not.

“You know of his mission?”
“What mission?”
"Well, he was writing an article and 

went off at a tangent. He was too hot-

Laureneo Mangan, supposed son of 
James Mangan of Worcester, Mass., son 
and daughter of George Leland. See | 
case 3, shelf 21. ’ Evidently on that shelf 
and in that case was something that , 
would throw light on all this. The ex- , 
ecutor, however, who was a brother of 
the deceased, took those papers. He 
has himself died since, and in the few 
weeks I have been looking into the mat- 
tur 1 have been no further enlightened. 
On the other hand, the case was being 
pressed against Laurence, and my inter
est in Isabel caused me to display more 
activity than usual in Laurence’s be
half. Have 1 not satisfactorily ex
plained?”

"How do you account for the antip
athy Laurence entertains toward you?” 

"It is hard.”
"1 think he is too candid, too honest, 

to persist in his enmity if a frank state
ment were made to him.”

"But where is he now?”
"I cannot say.”
"1 know he has been pushed during 

the past few days and is likely to be 
arrested. He is eo high minded and 
sensitive that he might resort to means 
we would deplore. He strikes we as 
one who would prefer death to dishon
or. ”

“He would never shun danger by 
courting discredit. ”

"1 hope you are right, mother, but 
his absence and his silence are signifi
cant. ’ ’

Just then Isabel peered in from the 
corridor. She wanted to see Mother St. 
Gertrude and had been directed to the 
reception room. Raymond bad seen her, 
and she could not withdraw before the 
mother superior said:

"Come in, Isabel.”
She obeyed. Her face told of the 

nights of worry she had passed through. 
The change did not escape Raymond- 
He attributed it to the secret that she 
was hiding from Mangan and. that she 
had imparted to Mother St. Gertrude.

“You are looking ill,” hesaid to her. 
“1 am not feeling well,” was her 

; only reply.
"1 hope. ” be continued, “that you 

are not fretting over things that will 
ultimately lead to happiness, though a 
little perplexing now.”

“I wish It would end quickly. Why
' cannot you tell Laurence now?”

"I would like to please you,” he an- 
1 swered, "but 1 cannot find him. He 
1 was persecuted by the people of whom 
I spoke and has probably gone away to 
some other city. 1 will take steps to 
find him. In fact, that’s what brought 
me here today.”

“Oh, how good of you!” exclaimed 
Isabel, and the sparkle of her eyes spoke* 
her appreciation.

"There aie a few matters that must 
be attended to inside,” said Mother St. 
Gertrude. “I will be away but a few 
moments. Meanwhile try to devise 
some scheme to reach Laurence.”

“What would you suggest?” queried 
RaymoDd.

"We must trust to you. But I’ll go 
over the matter when I return.”

"What is your opinion?” Raymond 
asked of Isabel when the nun had gone.

"It is as Mother St. Gertrude says. 
We must trust to you.”

"1 have an idea,” he said. “It must 
not be mentioned to the sister unless it 
is acceptable to you.”

"What Is it?”
"Laurence will never settle down.

He will fly from place to place until the 
| prosecution ceases. You know that 1 
: love you. I know that in time my de

votion will awaken reciprocal feelings 
1 in you. Let your love for „Laurence

The cavalier garment of romance had 
dropped from his heroic figure, but yet 
he appealed stronger to her sympathies. 
Since it would be the only way to dem
onstrate how strong her love had been 
and how attached she still w.-s to him, 
and that the new relation would have 
in it some of the sweetness of the old, 
she would crown her sorrow at parting 
with a sacrifice for a reunion.

“I will go to Mother St. Gertrude,” 
Isabel continued. "I want to meet 
her alone, to confide in her, to appeal 
to her, to pray for guidance. ’ ’

"Shall I wait?”
“Yes.”
Isabel went in the direction the nun 

had taken. Raymond knew or felt that 
ho had dissipated the opinions the nun 
had entertained of him through Man
gan’s report. Yet he was nervous. Ho 
had a presentiment that all would not 
be satisfactory. He arose and walked 
back and forth across the reception 
room, just as he had paced the office of 
the registrar ot' arrears some days be
fore when ho took the first step in the 
daring plot he was now carrying out.

"I’ll marry her,” hesaid. "She will 
turn over the management to me, sign 
her rights away, and she'll not be the 
burden on me she thinks. She can take 
the veil then if she wants to. Mangan? 
Oh, 1’11 have a judge appoint a com
mission that will incarcerate him in the 
county asylum, and it isn't likely he 11 
escape from there until 1 am politically 
dead. And how are they going to kill 
mo? It will set Mangan crazy anyhow, 
and the commission will not have to 
be.”

These and kindred ideas wore surg
ing through his brain as he walked up 
and down, his head bowed, his brow 
corrugated, his fists clinched as a man's

CHAPTER XIII. 
RAYMOND AT THE MORGUE.

There is a morgue not far from the 
convent. In fact, there are several of 
them, but this particular morgue liad a 
peculiar keeper, a man on the shady 
side of 50. His greed for place, power 
and profit was an ineradicable feature 
jf his character, and there was no risk 
lie would not take to advance himself.

This was the man who two days aft
er Raymond’s rebuff by Mother St. 
Gertrude welcomed the political chief- 
lain into the privato office of the 
morgue with:

"Arrah, Mr. Raymond, how are you, 
man? Sure, I’m glad to see you. And 
tvhat has brought you up this way, at 
all, at all?”

“I thought I'd drop in to seo you. 
How are you getting along?”

The divil a’ many are both- 
People are get- 
life every day in

“Fine, 
erin me these times, 
tin to think more of 
the year.”

“Then you haven't 
now?”

“Only one.”
"Has this body you now have been 

identified?” Raymond asked.
“The divil a bit of it. It will go to 

potter's field. Two women came here 
today to see it—a mother and a daugh
ter. The young woman looked at it 
ami said it was her brother. Sho was 
about to faint. The mother went closer 
and said: ‘It is not our Will. The 
teeth are all here.’ You see, the man 
they were lookiu for had a broken 
tooth. The head had a good deal of 
knockin against the piles in the water, 
but if the blaggard had k< pt his lips 
closed and not showed his teeth these 
women would have given him a dacent 
burial.

“His clothes were all tattered,” the 
morgue keeper went on, “anjl the face 
battered. The wagon will be here to
morrow for him, and it’s mesel’ won’t 
be sorry to get rid of his company.”

"Did you know Laurence Mangan?” 
questioned Raymond.

"Did I?” repeated the keeper. “In- 
dade I did. Was he a frind of yours?”

“You ought to know better.”
“I’m glad he wasn’t. He wa* a 

cheeky fellow. Now, if ever ho came 
out hereon a special case, he'd insist on 
me draggin up tho body. The other re
porters take my word and copy the de
scription out of the book. You see, if 
a body is picked up, it gets little no
tice, but if it’s a case of murder or sui
cide they rush here. If a man is found 
alongshore and no letters in his pockets 
to say who ho is or where he keni from, 
he is brought here, and a few lines in tho 

: paper end him. That's all this fellow 
j got. But you were talkin of Mangan?” 

was

any bodies here

He would stop now and then to listen. 
fists will when he wants to drive back 
the rush of excitement pulsating 
through his nerves or meet the pain 
stealing through his system with the 
anæstliesis of determination. He would 
stop now and then to listen for the lt- 
turning footsteps of the sister and the 
girl, and while he was in one of these 
hearkening attitudes Mother St. Ger
trude, in her soft sandals, noiselessly 
approached the door.

‘Ah!” he exclaimed, straightening 
up and endeavoring to be pleasant. "I 
feared you had forgotten me.”

"Under the circumstances that would

“Y’es. Y’ou couldn’t say this 
Mangan, could you?”

“Is there any reason I might?”
“Will you say it?”
“Seem as you ask me, I will, 

what use? He’ll turn up.”
“Never mind that.”
“All right. I'll tell the boys at jio- 

liee headquarters that I think it's Man
gam If I didn’t know it mese)', I’d 
take it to be Mangan.”

“Someday later on,” said Raymond, 
“I’ll call upon you. It will be a rich 
joke on Mangan, the better because he 
is out of town.”

“Bad cess to him, it’s mesel’ that has 
long been wishin for this slap at him. 
Why, do you know it, sir, now that I 
took to thinkin it is Mangan. I’d like 
to kick the bixlv. It’s had weltin 
enough, but my toes wouldn’t itch so 
much if I had one good crack at it,l^_

But

[TO BE CONTINUED.]


