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SYNOPSIS

The youthful and comely “Widder"
Marcia Howe has her + husband's
nlece, Sylvia Hayden, living with
her. A stranger, exhausted, finds his
way to Marcia's home. His powers
boat ran aground in the fog Se-
cretly, he as) Marcla to hide a
package o« ning jewalry She |
does s80. There comes news a jewel I
robbery nearby. The str r gives |
his name as Stanley Heath. Sylvia |
discovers the jewels, and |Is sure |
Heath Is a robber. Marcla feels that
she has too deep an Interest In her

guest, but |s powerless to overcome

it. Heath wires “"Mrs. 8. C, Heath,”
New York, saying he Is safe. He
also wires a man named Currier to
come at once. Sylvia, in her room,

bedecks herself with the Jewels. At

Marc approach she hildes them
there. Heath asks Marcla to brifig
them to him. They are gone! Sylvia
secretly puts back the gems. Elisha
Winslow, the sheriff, by accident,
finds the jewels, and has no doubt

they are the stolen gems, and Heath
is a thief. Saying nothing to Mar-
cla, but replacing the jewels, he
makes plans, with Eleazer Crocker
for arresting Heath., Currier arrives,
Marcia overhears Heath tell how he
got the gems, is forced to be-
lleve him gullt Currier, with Mar-

cla, Investigates the hiding p 5

and finds the gems! He returns ta
New York with then His refer-
ences to “Mra. Heath" convinece Mar-
cia that her tender dream 18 been
a foolish one. Elisha and Eleazer

Heat
CHAPTER VIll—Continued
—_—

“1 know, Eleazer, I know,” Elisha
stammered. *“It

come

to arrest

may, mebbe, seem
queer to you. [ just hadn't got
vound to the business In hand,

that’'s all, I'm comin' to it in time,
I've made a start, I was Just
leadin' up to It In a sorter tactful
way."

“There aln't 7 of beln’ tact-
ful when folks,
You've got the thing to do an' you
have to go stralght to It.”

“Arresting folke?' Marcla repeat-

no wi

you're arrestin'

ed, looking from one man to the
other,

“Yes. Since 'Lish ls so spineless
at his job, I may's well tell you |
what we come for, Pretty kind of
a sheriff he |a" '

“You better look out, Eleazer |
Crocker, how you Insult an officer

of the law,” Elisha bawled angrily,
“Say a word more an' 1'll hall you
into court.”

“It you don't land me there
faster'n yon do Heath I shan't wor-
ty,” Jeered Fleazer.

“Heath? Mr. Heath?" Marcia re-
peated.
“Yes. We come over here thils

mornin' to place Mr, Stanley Heath

under arrest,” Eleazer announced.

“Of what are you accusing Mr.
Heath?” Marcia demanded,
“Of the Long Island robbery,"

Eleazer answered.

“You mean to say you think him
a thlef?"

“We know
Elisha does.”

“J—yes! I'm tol'able sure. I have
evidence,” Elisha replied. “At least
I figger I have.”

“Shucks, 'Lish!" Eleazer cried,
*"Where's your backbone? You fig-
ger you have! Don't you know It?
Ain't you beheld the loot with your
own eyes?"

Elisha nodded,

“Then why on earth don't y
staud up in your bhoots an’

The door opened and Sylvia en
tered, then stopped, arrested on the

he's one—leastways

say so?"

threshold by the sound of angry
volces,
Marcla, with whitened lps but

with face grave and determined, re- |
mained with her back to the stair
way door, her eyes never leaving
Elisha Winslow's, There w
something In her Sylvia had
never seen there—a light of battle;
a flerceness as of a mother fighting
for her child; a puzzling quality to
which no name could be given,
Suddenly, as the girl studied her,
recogniti this new character-
Istic flashed upon her understand-
Ing. It was lovel ‘

face

n of

Anger, perhaps terror, had forced | with sudden spirit, a spurt of crim-

Marclia Into betraving a secret no
other power could have dragged
from her.

“What proof have you?" Marela
demanded.

Ellsha shifted
the other,

“I've seen the Jewels,” he whis
pered. “They're here—In this room,
under that brick, I've seen 'em.”

With finger pointing dramatically

from one foot to

son burning on either cheek,

“Prove It?™ Ellsha was taken
aback., *“Wal, 1 ean't at the mo-
ment do that, I ean't prove It. But
even If 1 can’t, 1 can make out a

good enough case agalpst him to ar-
rest him on susplelon,

I mean to do—that's what I come
| for an' what I'l do 'fore 1 leave
this house."
“Mr, Heath Is sick.”
“l1 guess he ain't so sick baut

toward the hearth, Elisha strode
forward,

Sylvia, however, sprang before |
him, standing 'twixt him and his
goal.

“What a ridiculous story, Mr.

Winslow !" ghe cried, “*What a fan
tastic yarn! Do you Imagine for
one moment there could be any-
thing hldden under those bricks and
Marcia and I not know it? Why,

one or the other of us has been In
Mr,

this room every Instant since
Heath arrived. When could ke ge
the chance to hlde anything? There
Is nothing here, Mr. Winslow, truly
there Is nothing. I swear it."

“Nevertheless, let him look, Syl-
vin, Let them both look."

Sylvin was upon her knees now
on the hearth, and the men, hesitat-
Ing to remove her h"\' force, halted
awkwardly.

Marcla regarded her first with
startled Incredulity—then with cold-

Sylvia loved Heath, too!

She was fighting for him—fight-
ing with all her feeble strength,

A pang wrenched the older wom-
an's heart,

What if Heath had played a
double game—made love to Sylvia
as he had made love to her? If so
—if the man mountebank
the sooner they both found it out—
the sooner the world knew (t, the
better,

If, on the other hand, he was In-

were a

what 1 ¢an go up an' cross-examine
him,"

“I ask you not to go. I forbid It,
Drop this matter for a day or two

Elisha. Mr. Heath shall not leave
the house. [ promise you that.
Leave him here In peace until he
Is well again. When he Is able to—
to—go with you I will telephone.
You can trust me. When have [

ever been false to my word?"

“lI don't see why the mischlef
you're so crazy to stand ‘twixt this
Heath chap an’ justice, Marcia, The
feller’'s a scoundrel. That's what
he i1s—an out an' out scoundrel, Not
only is he a thlef but he's a mar-
ried man who's plottin' behind your
back to betray you—boastin' open-
ly In telegrams he [s."

“What do you wmean?”

“1 wouldn't like to tell you. In

| fact I couldn’t. "I'would be repeatin’

| telegrams

nocent, he should have his chance, |

“Get up, Sylvia,” she sald. “The
sherif must search, He must do
his duty, We have no right to pre-
vent It.”

Her face was pale, her lips tight-
ly set.

The brick was lifted out,

A smothered cry escaped Sylvia

and was echoed.

“Why—Iland allve—there's noth-
In' here!" gasped the sherifl,

“l1 told you there was nothing!"

Sylvin taunted, beginning to laugh
hysterically.

“Wal, 'Lish, all I can say 1s you
must either 'a’ been wool gatherin'
or dreamin’ when you concelved
this yarn,” Eleazer Jeered
¢« “I warn't,” hissed Elisha, stung
to the quick. *I warn't dreamin’,
Them jewels was there., [ saw 'em

with my own eyes, [ swear to
heaven I did." He confronted Syl-
vin. “They was there, young lady,

You know they was,
scairt for
Deny

warn't they?
That's why you
me to look. You've seen 'em,
it If you dare.”

“Of course I deny It,

“Humph! But Marcia won't, You
can lle if you wart to save the skin
of that good-for-nothin' eritter up-
stairs—though what
served by your doin' it I can't see,
But Marcia won't. If she sayvs them

warn't here 1I'll
now, Marcia, Was there ever
diamonds an’
brick or warn't theret"

“Yos."

“You saw

As If the admission was dragged
from her, Marcla formed, but did
not utter, the word:

“Ye

“There! Then I ailn't gone dafly !
What I sald was true," Elisha ae-
claimed, rising In trlumph and snap-
ping his finger at Eleazer,
Jewels Mr.
d them for safe keep

“A lkely story! He stole
that's what he did.”

“Prove It,” challenged

Was 8o

purpose is

Jewels believe it.

Come

things under %%

"em "

were Heath's,

em—

Marcla,

| repeat It

what was told me In confldence,”
hedged Elisha, frightened by the
expression on the woman's face,

“1 have a right to know about the
you mention., Will you
tell me or shall I eall up the Saw-
yer Falls operator?”

“Ob, for heaven's sake don't do
that," Elisha pleaded. “Artle Nlck-
erson would be ragin' mad did he
find out I told you. If you must
know what the message wag, I can

“The

Jewels Are Gone and You
Must Go, Too."

'nough, I reckon
like this:
with my
bér later,'
all?™ Inquired

near
It ran somethin’
“'‘Safe on
Shall return
“And that
Marciag cualmly.
“All! Aln't that enought”

lady.

Cape
with
wns

Elisha

| demanded.

As she vouchsafed no
presently contloued :

“I don’t want you should think 1
told you this, Marecia, with any un-
friendly motive. It's only that those

reply, he

That's what |

| them.

“Marcia

“Hush, dear. We'll talk of thils
later. Elisha, I think I must ask
you and Eleazer to go now.”

“You ain't goin' to tell me where
the Jewels are?”

“1 don't know where they are.

“Nor nothin’ 'bout—"bout the tele-
gram?”’

“Nothing except to thank you for
your kind Intentions and say you
quoted It correctly, I sent It for
Mr., Heath myself. ‘My
yon have apparently forgotten, Is
the name of Mr. Heath's boat."

“My land! So 'tla” faltered Eli-
sha. “I'm almighty sorry, Marcia
—1 ask your pardon."

“It's all right. Just leave us now,
please.”

The door banged behind the dis-
comfited officials.

CHAPTER IX
HE torrent of words Sylvia had
until now held In check broke
from her:
“Was It true, Marcla—what they

sald about Uncle Jason 1 mean?
Was It true?”
“I'm afrald so, dear.”

“But you never told me; and yon
never told Mother, either. Of
conrse 1 see why, You didn't want
her to know because it would have
broken her heart. I hate him!
hate him for making you unhappy
and spoiling your life! Was Jason as
bad as they said, Marcia? Ah, you
don't have to answer., There 18 no
need for you to try to reconcile your
desire to spare me—spare him—wlth
the truth, He was as bhad—probably
much worse, Dear, dear Marcia.”
Impulsively Sylvia bent her lips to
the hands so tightly clasped In
hers, “l cannot Imagloe,” she rushed
on, “why, when one of my famlly
has made you so wretched as he
did, you should have wanted an-
other In the house. Had I suffered
s0 I should never have wished to
lay eyes on any more Howes as
long as I lved.”

“I have tried not only to forglve
but to forget. I have closed the
door on the past and begun a new
life.,”

“And now Into It has come thls
Stanley Heath," the gir]l sald,

For the fraction of a second Mar-
cla did not reply; then almost In.
audibly she murmured:

“Yes"

Sylvia slipped one of her strong
young arms about the bowed shoul-
dera.

“It Just seems as If 1 could not

| bear It," she burst out.

“Sylvia, look at me, Tell me the
truth. Do you, too, love Stanley
Heath? Was that the reason you
fought agalnst Elisha's finding the
Jewels? Tell me, I must know.”

“No," she answered without hesl-
tation, “At first he did fasclpate
me. I changed my mind, though,
later on, Not because on acqualnk
ance he became less charming, It
wasn't that. If anything, he be-
came more 8o, [ Just—changed my
mind. As for the jewels, I could
not bear to let that ‘#ttle runt of a
sherlff win out. You see, I thought
the gems were there under the brick
and that when you urged him to
gearch, you did not know |t.

“1 had known all along they were
In the house, for I stumbled upon
them by accldent one day when 1
was here alone; but I had no idea
you had. 1 truly belleved Mr,
Heath had hidden them beneath the
hearth, and I was determined Elisha
should not find them.”

“You think Mr. Heath took
Jewels?" asked Marcia, slowly.

“Certainly I do. Don't you?

“No. 1 do not belleve It,” was
the stubborn protest.

“I realize, dear, It Is hard for you
to own It,” soothed Bylvia. “We
hate to admit the faults of those
we—we—care for. Still, nothing Is
to be galned by remaining blind to
Perhaps Mr, Heath was hor.
ribly tempted to commit this sin,
We do not know. We are not his
Judges, The thing for us to do Is

the

| to help him out of the mess he Is

of us who've seen you marry one
worthless villain don't want you
should marry another. You know
that well's L"

The woman ralsed her hand to
check him.

“I'm aware 'taln’t pleasant to |
hear me #ay so out loud, but It's
| God’s truth.”

“Marcia!™ Sylvia burst out

in. Aid him to escape. You love
Stanley Heath., Don't you want to
see him go free?

“Not If he Is gullty.”

Lady,’ as|

J

| heels,

“Well, nobody Is golng to round
up Mr, Heath if T can prevent It,"
nsserted Sylvla, throwing back her
head. *If you won't help him get
away, 1 will. He must go In the
boat—now—today.”

“The boat has gone, Mr, Currler
arrived this morning after you had
gone and took the boat back with
him."

“And the jewels?”

“Yes, the jewels, too,”

“Humph! So that's where they

“Yes.,"

“Pretty cute of him to make so
neat a get-away! What sort of man
wins he? A gentleman like Mr,
Heath ¥

The alder woman colored,

“Wall, no. At least he—he—,
Oh, he was polite and had a nlee
manner—a quiet volece."”

“But he was different from Mr.
Heath—an inferior—one who took
orders,” interrupted Sylvia, *In
other words, he Is the hands and
Mr. Heath the brains of the team."”

“How can you, Sylvia?"

“Because 1 must, Marcla—be
cause we must both look this af-
fair In the face., Confess the clr
cumstances are susplelous.”

“They seem to be,” she owned
with reluctance.
“Have you considered them?"

Sylvia inquired,

Marcia drew her hand across her
forehead.

“]—I—yes. 1 have thought them
over. [ don't understand them at
all. Nevertheless, I do not belleve
Stanley Heath Is gullty,” was the
proud retort,

Sylvia's patlence gave way.

“(lo your own way then" she
snapped. *Go your own way and if
by and by you regret it—as you
surely will—do not blame me, Don't
blame me, elther, If I do not agree
with you, Stanley Heath shall
never remaln here and be hetrayed
to the law, Stlek to yvour grim old
puritanism If you must, I'll help
him get away."

She started toward the stalrway.

“Sylvia, come back here!" Mar-
cla erled,

“I shall not come back.”

Marcia rushed after her, but it
was too late,

Sylvia was gone,

. . . . . . .

Stanley Heath was lylng with ex.
pectant face turned toward the
door when Sylvia entered,

“What's the rumpus? he de-

manded,

“l guess you know, There I8 no
uge minelng matters or beating
about the bush, The jewels have
gone and you must go, too,"

The man looked dumfounded.

“Don't misunderstand me, please,”
8ylvia rushed on. *“I'm not blam-
Ing you—nor Judging you. 1 don't
knew why you took them. You may
rave been tempted beyond your
strength. That I8 none of my busl-
ness."

“Yon belleve 1 stole

“Certainly 1 do.”

“Suppose 1 didn't?"

“l expected you'd say that," was
the calm retort. “Let it go that
way If you prefer. 1 don't mind,
What I want to do s to help you
to get away."

“Even If 1 am gullty?"

“Yes. 1 Just can't bear to have
that mean little sheriff who's after
you catch you."

“What's that?

“That wretched Elisha
who came here this morning with
Eleazer Crocker tagging at his
In some way they had found
out about the Jewels and where you
had hidden them., They wanted to
come upstairs and arrest you post
haste; but Marcia wouldo't al-
low 16"

“Marcia heard the story, too?"

“Of course.”

“Poor Marcla, What does Marcla
say? 1 think I'd better talk with
her first.,”

“Don't! It will only be a waste
of time. Marcla Is hard, merclless.
Her consclence drives her to ex-
tremes. Even should you get her
opinion, you would not follow It.
But I'll send her to you—If 1 must,
But remember, I warned you"

(TO BE CONTINUED)

them ¥

Winslow




