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(o SYNOPSIS | would npot leose It among those
’ ——— I whose regard went deeper Even If
" e youthful and comely “"Widder vou did what would It matter?”
in Howe has her late husband s | .
P Bylvia Mayden Iiving with | ‘But 1o be alone, friendless! Who
A stranger, exhaustied, fAinds his | would help me plece together the
to Marcia’s home. His power: | gupnyied fragments of such a past
2 ran aground in the fux He 'f { ob 14 < 5 v "
iy, ne sshs Mareis to hide .: or should need help ; 1 could not
! ) age conilalning Jewelry #he | do It nlone? Do you Imagine that
"' : 0. There comens nows of A Jewel i all the world there would be evyen
Bbery nearby. The stranger Kives | e person whose loyalty and affec
name ae Ntanley Heath Sylvis
Beovers the Jewels. and s sure | tlon would survive so acld a test? |
th 1a & robber Marcia feels that | Do you know of anyone 1™
has too deep an Interssl In haer Khe |I"H[ﬂ'll to ber feet
ot, byt le powerless 1o avercoms p- e
B Meath wires “Mra 8 C Heath ™~ Why do you ask me?” she de
- York, saying he ia safe e | manded, the gentleness of her volce
Wwires & man named Currier 1o ) ohilling to curtness. “You have |
me al once. Mylvia, In her reom, | ) helomat ap —t
decks herself with the jewasls At | PUCH A& 'I_l’ naie De 7009
fela s approach she hides them should have
ro. Meath asks Marcia to biing “1 don't understand.” pleaded the
= (0 hMim. They are gone Ryivia | man puzzied by bher change of
retly puts the gems back. Kliaha
[ Inslow, the sheriff, by accident tood
de the Jewels, and has no doubt | “Perbnps we'd better not go Into |
pey are the stolen gems, and Heath | that pnow.” was her response ]
A thiel. Baying nothing, but re- I’, ust "
acing the Jewels, he makes plans - ‘. =
ith Eleaser Crocker, for arresting | Walt Just a moment
eoatlh. Currier arrivea Marcia over ! *“1 cannol I must get dinner.”
gpears Heath tell how he got the | “Never mind the dinner! Some
emns, and s forced 10 belleve him | 4 the things t tme
f ullty Currier, with Marcia nves- | In"-., Jjere Are HDEN more mpor
Wigates the hiding place—and fAnds | 1ant
Mhe gema' He returns to New York | “To think of & man saying that!™
ith them. Mle references to “Mra | - ing o lanhana
sath”™ canvince Mar a teat her | lh‘.‘ e ’ e "..li 7 d:. 'I”“"’"
ender dream has been a foollah one ‘I in with her siivery laughter
B liaha and Eleaser come 1o arrest “I'l go, Sylvia,” she called with
SHeath. The jJewelsn of iree, Aare | 5 promptness that Indicsted the o
ot found. | terruption was a welcome one
_g . | “It's long distance.” ahe called to
] CHAPTER IX—-Continued | Heath “Mra. Heath wishes to
— 10— | speak with you. Sllp on your bath
*1 shall not soou forget that, Syl robe and come."
via, nor the splendid loyalty you ve | Heath took the recelver from her
shown today. I shall always re | hand
y )
‘ e tLber IL Whatever happena | “Joan? Thia certalnly is good of
N please reallze that | am grateful” | you, dear. Yea | atm much better,
n P |
Y Heath sald earnewtly Hun along. | thank you Bless your preclious
pow, and fetch Marcia :I.rnrf_ you needn’'t worry, Currler
It WasS MOIDe mothents before | Will be back late tonight or early
] | 2
R Marcia apawered the summona, and | 1omorrow morning and he will tell
when ot last she came, It was | You how well | am progressing. Yes
with downcast eyes, and evident | he bas the Jewels FPut them In the
. reloctance safe right away, won't you?
‘ “Tell me, please, exactly what 1 ean’t say when | shall be home
| sappened dowp stalrs Heath | Something has come up that ma
! smiled keep me here some time, | cam
She related e lncldent tersely eipialn }Jl! now It Is the th
! without comipent. you have always predicted would
: “And that ls allY bhe loguired happen to me .-I-:nr!.n.o' l‘.': :.‘
A= - M i it [ ] L]
when coavinceed she had po loten :"‘. bappened " ." ' f“
tlon of speaking further, | ““" ! .':1" :. ~—oy T ’ s n..l
“Ihat 1e all” . S A DIt lromie to have travels
! N ; y all over the world and then be
. “Thank tf:u f- w = ':! 'i' ."”l: | taken captive In & small Cape Cod
think I» L1 or ‘u.- -.u do? | village. I'll let you know the first
should like your op nlon minute | have anything definite
“But bow can | give a Just opln tel)
i et L] ' ’
Wwin? 1 cannot jJudge, l-lu- burst | “Good-by. dear R
out as If goaded beyond her pa yourself. It's done me a world of
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tience. “l know pone of the facta’

A mdlance, sawift as the pasmage
of a meteor, fashed across Stanley
Heath's face and was gone

“Suppose you yourself had taken
those Jewels and were placed In
this dllemma?’ pressed he

“The case would pot be similar at
all. 1 do not belleve you took the
jewels,” was the qulet answer,

“Marcia! Marcla! Why don’t you
belleve | took them? Have | ever
told you 1 did not take them? Ever
led you to suppose me Innocent?”

*You have never told me any
thing about "

The man restralned an lmpulse
lmprison her hands In his
“Suppose | did take themT' he
went on In an even, coolly modo-
lated volce, “Suppose the case
stands exactly as this shrewd .« yed
Wilton sherllf suspects It does?

What am | to del”

He saw the color draln from her
face,

“1 only know what [ should deo,
were | ln your place. [ should go
through with It—<clear my soul of
gulie.”

“And afterward?”

‘“Htart over agaln”™

“That would be very diMcult. The
stigma of crime clings to a man.
My life would be rulned were I to
pursue wuch a course”

“Not your real life. You would,
of course, lose standing among

good to hear your volee™

Heath returned the recelver to Its
hook and In high spirits  strode
back inte his room

Marcia's chalr was empty

She was nowhere (o be seen

CHAPTER X

HE days Immediately following

were like an armed truce

Marcia watched Sylvia. Sylvia
watched Marcia., Heath watched
them both. Warmly wrapped In
rugs, he now sat out on the shel
tered veranda where he reveled It
the sunshine,

He was a brilllant talker—one

who gave unexpected, original
twists to the conversation-—-twists
that taxed one's power of repartes

Here Indeed was a hitherto un
dreamed-of Stanley Heath, a man
whose dang=rous charms had mul

tiplled a hundredfold and who, If
he had captivated Marcia before
now riveted her fetters with every
word he spoke, every glance bhe
gave her,

In loving this stranger of whom
she knew so little, she had set he:
heart upon a phantom that she
knew must vanish, The future,
grim with foreboding, was constant
ly drawing nearer,

There were, alas. but two ways of
Iife—the way of right and the wajy
L of wrong, and between them lay no
neutral zone, But her rebel heart

your supposed friends; but you
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puritan codes and defying the

creeds that consclence dletated, |
Meantlme whille Marcla thus

wrestled with the angel of her best

situation
Khe

el Nylvia the
with

knew more already about men than

necepted

characteristie lghtness

did Marcla—much more, lLong ago |
they had ceased to be gods to her
She Jested fearlessly with Heath
speaking a langunge with which he
wins familiar and one that amused
him no end

Marcia felt Jealousy clutching at
her heart

One day, passing through the hall
she saw Syivia's golden head bent
over the table asn she dashed off
page after page of a clowely writ
ten letter

It was a pity the elder woman
could pot have read that letter, for
it would not only have astonlshed
but also have enlightened her and
perhaps quleted the beating of her
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“You—Knew.™ She Faltered, Her
Arms Creeping About His Neck

It was & etter t astonishe
Sylvia hersell. Ne heless
1 " i T r N i A i T
n o wa wched that of young
Horatlo | er whi he read IL

Now Horat . er was A
woman of colorless, vaguely de
fined pers ity licative of
ttle gulle nd stil]l less determina
L n she listened well, nesver
interrupted neyer flered con
ment or aavice;, never promised

1a:.pl!.... : and yet when she sald

as she Invariably did I'l] talk with
your father, dear.,” there was al
ways Infinite cowmfort Iln the ob
servation

I'hat was what ahe sald today
after a conversatiop with Horatlo
Junlor,

Accordingly that evenlng after
Horatleo Senlor had dined, and
lined well, Mrs, Horatlo gently Im
parted to Alton City's leading citl
gen the Intelldgence that his son
Horatlo Junlor, wished to go east;
that he was In love; that, in short,
he wished to marry

Horatio Senlor raged ; he tramped
the floor: he heaped on the head
of the absent Horatlo Junlor every
epithet of reproach his wrath could
devise, the phrases driveling 1dlot
aind aundaclous puppy appearing to
iford him the greatest measure of

relief
At last when breathless and pant
ing Horatle Senlor, an alarm
c¢lock, ran and exhaust
ed Into chalr,
ventured
tlon that
was thelr

like
sank
Mrs

irrefutable

down
his
the observa
after all Horatle Junlor
only child, and Sylvia

Horatlo |

Hayden was a nice little thing. This |

drew fire

Horatlo Senlor sputtered some-
thing about “nothing but a pennl
less school-teacher—a nobody.”

Very dellberately then Mrs. Ho
ratlo murmured pleasantly that If
she remembered rightly this had
been the very oblection Horatle

own malriage

At this Horatlo Senlor fAushed
scarlet and sald promptly that h’.af
marriage had been ldeal; that his |

| Jennle had been the one wife In

the world for him: that time had

proved It—even to his parents; thal

she waw the only person on earth
| who really understood him

After this nothing was simpler
than to discuss just when Horatlo
Junior had better start FEast

- - L] - L] - -

Had Sylvia dreamed when wshe
licked the envelope's flap with her
small red tongue and smootheqg It
down with her pretty white hOnger
she was thus loosing Alton City's
thunderbolts, she might perhaps,
have hesitated to send the letter
whe had penned and perhaps would
not have started off so jauntily iate
that afternoon to post IL

Toward six o'clock she 'I':":.'.'lfl“'!

she was at the Doanes and Henry
and his mother—the old Iady whe
had met on the tralnp the day she
arrived—wanted bher to stay to sap
per He would bring her home
early In the evening There would
be &8 moon—Marcla need not worrs
Marcia had not thought of worry
ing ontl] that minute, but now
in wpite of knpowing S A Was
safe and D K ) 1 %, she be
gan, paradoxically enough, to worry
nadly 1 ily an a girl she sum
noned Stanley Heath t ¢ 3
round table
Sylvia 1sn't < z she ex
plained all © e She lele
phoned she was going to stay Io
town
“M»y g 3 Are a irvelons
Ok Heath re A rked Jring the
pr re-ss { the
() § Y r& b Ery—
that's a i £8 taste g 1 when
)y Are
It lan't tha Everything ¥ puat
your hand to Is well done. You're
A MArve s person, Marcia™
“Yo ar 1 g foollshness ™
*E ©ry ina T sliness once
n his life, |1 » e Perhaps |
an talking | ght because our
time Loge i M shor Il am
caving here rrow rning
it ¥
Across Lhe table he, pught her
| am we . 1 have no
fartl er se [ sing on
your bhos | e accepted
every yanner of Kkindoess from
Ion't ca It Lthat shie lnter
rupted
“What elss an | ecall 1t? 1 was
a stranger and you took me In. It
was sweet of you—especially when
you knew pothing about me. Now
the Lime I8 COne r ne (o go
l'omorrow morning 1 am giving my
self up to ¢ Wilton sheriff.”
“Obh, no—no!”
*“It Is the only square thing to
do, lsn't 1 ¥
She made AnSWer
He rose and came to her side
slipping an arm about bher.
“Marcia Dearest! | am dolng
what you wish, am ] not? You
wanted me to go through with It.”
She covered her face and he felt
a shudder pass over her.
“Yes ut that was then™ she

whisperel

At the words, he drew her to her
feet and Into his arms

“Marcia, beloved! [ love you—
love you w all my ‘art—my
soul—all that is In me. You know
it—=know that every moment we
have been together has been heav
en. Tell me you love me, dear for
you do love me Don't ""T-"‘ It—
not tonight—our last night togeth
er Say that you love me”™

*“You—know,” she faltered. her
arms creeping about his neck

He kissed her then—her halr, her

eyes, her peck, her lips—Ilong, burn
ing kisses that left her quivering
beneath the rush of them.,

Thelr passion brought her to her
self and she drew away,

“What is Iit, dear? he asked

“We can't,. We must not. Some
thing stands between us—we have
no right. Forgive me.” e

“*But my dear—-"

“We have no right,™ she repeat-

would play her false, flouting her | Senlor's father had made to their | ed. “We must pot love,

“But we do, sweetheart,” was his
triumphant cry We do!

“We must forget”

“Can you forget?” he reproached

“I—1 ecan try

“Ah, your tongue s too honest
Marcia You ecannot forget. Nel
ther can L. Our pledge Is given.
We beiong to one another. [ shall
not surrender whalt is mipne—
wever.”™

“Tomorrow—"

“Lét us not talk of tomorrow.”

“We must. We wshall be parted
then.”

“Only for a little while. I shall
come back to you. Our love will
hold Absence, distance, nothing

D part us—npot really Tell me

love me s0o | may leave know-
truth from your own sweet

“1 love you, Stanley—God belp

e

‘Ah, now | ean go! It will pot
be for long.”

“It must be for ever, dear heart.
You must not come back. Tonlight

8! he the end

“You ‘ on cannot face to-
morrow the disgrace—"

*“1 mean tonight must be the
*nd,” she reiterated.

Through narrowed lids, he looked
at her scanning her avermted face.

Then she heard bim laugh bitter-
y, discordantly.

“1 have, apparently, expected toe
much of you. | might have known
t would be 0. All women are allke.
I'hey desert a man when he needs
wem most. The prospect of sharing
1y shame s more thapnp you case
ear.” Azaln he laughed. “Well, to-
night sha w the end—tonight—
pow, Don't think | blame you. It
s not your fault. | merely rated
you too E Marcia The mis-
ike was mine—not yours.™

He left er then,

Stunne y the torrent of his re
proach, she stood motionless,
watching while, without a backward
glance, he passed Into the hall and
1p the stairs

Even after he was out of sight,
e remalned immovable her
frightened eyes riveted on the door-
way through which he had disap
I't'i.’l":.

Then she swayed, canght at »
halr and shrank Into it, her body
shaking and her breath coming 1i»
gasping. hysterical sobs

™ . - - L ] L L

Having no Inkling of a change
in the delightful relations that had
for the past week prevalled In the
Howestead, the atmosphere that

greeted Sylvia when she came down
the pext was a shock.
Stanley stood at the tele-

morning
Heath

phone talking to Elisha Winslow
and on the porch outside were

grouped his sultcase, overcoat and
He was plainly 1ll
ease and had little except the
commonplace remarks to offer
way of
Marcia had pot slept
lor and the violet
her eyes attested.

Although the

traveling rug
at
most
in conversation

as her pal-
shadows beneath
did not under

girl

stand, she sensed Marcia's need of
her and rushed valiantly into the
breach-—flling every awkward

pause with her customary sparkling
chatter,

When at length breakfast was
cut short by arrival of Elisha
Winslow, all three of the group rose
with unconcealed rellefl.,

“Wal, Mr. Heath, | see you're
expectin® me.” grinned the sheriff,
toward the luggage beslde

Lthe

pointing
the door

“1 am, Mr. Winslow."™
“I've got my boat. Are yor ready

to come right along?”
“Quite ready.”
Heath went to Sylvia and took

her hand
“Thank you very much™ mur
mured he formally, “for all you've

' done for me. | appreciate It more

than I can say. And you, too, Mra.

| Howe."

*“l wish you
called Sylvia.
“Thanks.”
“And 1, too™ Marcia rejoloed In

a volce scarcely audible.
To this the man offered no reply.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

luck, Mr. Heath,™




