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I was obliged to spin some sort of a 
plausible yarn to save appearances, 
and when I handed him my letter with 
the dime and begged him to mail It 
for ine I knew I was saved. But I 
have never yet attempted to count up 
the lies those diamonds cost m e!

It was now a little after ten and 
there was nothing for me to do but

and then walked out of a locked flat 
and then came home and hid In my 
wardrobe.

Monsieur had turned the slippers 
when he set them down hurriedly— the 
suggestion of all the other slippers, 
toe to the wall, had been too strong for 
his memory of three slippers heel to 
the wall after he had picked them up. 
That was his one Inexcusable blunder 
in the whole affair— it hud set me

wait and shiver. I began to think co- ! watching.
herently— to appreciate what monsieur 
himself would be getting Into by cull­
ing the police or the customs authori­
ties to help him steal Mrs. Pelnrlo's 
diamonds.

And .vet I saw perfectly he could do 
It ! Whpre he had her was that she’d 
smuggled the stones. He knew It— 1 
knew It— Claire knew it. And If he 
were hold enough to steal them from 
her In just that way I wasn’t sure but 
she was timid enough to let him do It.

I suddenly remembered what George 
had told me nbout his renting the Hat. 
"W hy, the man was here before we 
w ere!” I exclaimed. “ He took a faster 
steamer— he was all ready to carry 
through the Job when we landed!” 
And with that I suddenly remembered 
another thing that had entirely slipped 
my mind : while our baggage was being 
einmlned— or rather not examined—  
and Claire was weeping— and every­
body was flying round and asking ev­
erybody If he’d seen her mother— an 
elderly man In n big fur automobile 
coat, the collar up about his face and 
his cap down over his brow— a man 
with a flowing white beard and flash­
ing, black, beady eyes— a man on 
crutches— had stood opposite us. 
watching. As I looked at him I had 
the quick Impression that there was 
something wrong about him— that he 
was there, perhaps, to steal from the 
Incoming buggage In the confusion 
The next moment my eye fell on a 
turquoise-beaded slipper —  hers or 
mine. I didn't know which— that had 
fallen down between our suitcases. 
The old gentleman had his eye on it 
also. I saw his hand come out of his 
big pocket and reach, cautiously, slow­
ly. My own hand shot out nnd grabbed 
the slipper from under his nose, and 1 
gave him a double-barreled glare. I 
hadn't finished the glare when my 
cousin came hurrying to tell me to be 
quick, our baggage was through.

I bad, as I say, forgotten the whole 
Incident, hut— TH E MAN IN HIS- 
GUISE W AS MONSIEUR DE HAVE- 
NOL.

I knew It then— he confessed It 
Inter; he had expected to get those 
diamonds Into his clutches while they 
w< re ac tually going through the cus- 
tou s Inspection! I bounced out of my 
chair with one glad whoop— “Eure­
ka !— I have found It!’’ and pranced 
to my bedroom. I had the key to the 
whole puzzle— “one of those slippers!"

When I asked Mrs. Delarto thal aft­
ernoon over the telephone how she got 
the diamonds through the customs 
house she replied, “One of those slip­
pers we got In Paris Is lost.” Those 
were the words she said; what she 
really communicated was “. . . one 
of those slippers we got In Parts . . . 
Is lost." The tones of her voice— the 
significant pauses— had been Ignored 
by me then. But add “in" and drop 
‘i s  lost” nnd she answered my ques­
tion -she told me as plain ns plain 
could be that she had smuggled the 
diamonds through the customs house 
“III one of the slippers."

Easy enough! I snatched them from 
beside my bed. Easy enough— with 
those high Insteps. So that was how 
she did it!

Claire had been snooping till she 
found out where-the diamonds were—  
thnt was what her father sent her over 
for. But she was not to steal the dia­
monds herseif— the risk of her being 
caught with the goods was too great—  
that was her father’s Job; she was to I 
give the signal— he was to get the 
stones. And why hadn’t her mother 
mot her, unless to create the confu­
sion for Mrs. Delarlo ■ nnd me thnt 
would make It possible for him to turn 
the trick? Why had be conic over by 
a faster steamer except to be ready 
for It?

It's precisely what he did. I learned 
It all later. He entne over ahead of 
us. passed himself off In disguise, and 
forged credentials ns an Italian gov­
ernment secret service agent tracing 
an old master that had been recently 
stolen ftvj’i one of the Italian museums 
and that was known lo be coming to 
America —  smuggled, of course —  to 
charge of a certain «tunas' whom he 
knew by sight.

T.. enrry out this pose lie had al- 
rffid.v met several incoming steamers 
and he was prepared to step up to 
Mrs. Delarlo, demand to search her 
baggage and then —our turn of his 
ba*.d and he coil’ d have walked off 
wl.h her diamonds in h!s pocket, shed 
hi« disguise and let her whistle for 
Item . Instead of that he got a glare 
from roe!— one twist of my hand and 
I had "one of those sllpjiers"— he 
didn't know- which and he didn't dare 
* i  speak for fear I'd recognise him!

And thus his whole plot fell to the 
ground— also all my Interesting occult 
mystery about three rotating slippers 
Jhut toed the wall of theit awn accord 
After ihey-a been set heel to the wall

But Claire a thief!— or the accom­
plice of a thief! That high bred girl—  
that rare, accomplished child!

I couldn't believe It— I wouldn’t be­
lieve It. She was acting in good faith 
whatever she did. Perhaps he had 
convinced her that the diamonds were 
his— that Mrs. Delarlo was robbing 
him I I felt it then the boldest, clever­
est plot I had ever heard of— I actu­
ally admired him for the daring and 
the intellectuality of It— as a feat iS 
stimulated me.

Yes, once having the key to It In 
Ihe slipper, I saw the whole plot as 
plain as d a y ; the one point puzzling 
me w as: how did monsieur know 
had the diamonds now? I couldn't 
make that out at all— not if I believed 
Mrs. Delarlo hadn't told him, and 
thought she was the only other living 
person who knew- it. Well, I hud them 
and I'd keep them for all of monsieur 
until I returned them to her.

At a quarter after six or thereabouts 
I heard the front bell ring three two’s 
I'd told Billy Rivers to use us his sig­
nal, and I skimmed along the hall in 
my Eureka frame of mind— never once 
thought of precautions or of culling 
through first and making sure It was 
Billy— and flung the door open wide.

As Ihe door flew buck I realized the 
fool thing I'd done; and then without 
even looking to see who It w hs  I caught 
the door and tried to shut it ugaln 
But he pushed. I looked, then cried 
"Billy I” and grubbed him by the arm.
I knew I didn't deserve It— It ought by 
the rights of romance to have been the 
villain.

“Oh, Billy— my deliverer— you dear!
I gasped the minute the door was shut. 
“ I declare you’re good enough to 
kiss!” and with that— I up and did it!

Billy was embarrassed. He ap­
praised my salutation at, “ Aw— say— " 
and a sheepish grin; so I felt obliged 
to add. as I dragged him along the hull 
"But I used to kiss you years and 
yeais ago."

“ Why. so you did— In my Stone 
age,” acknowledged Billy, his tone Im­
plying that he'd passed through some 
eons of clvllizntlon since; nnd with 
that he thrust n big package In tny 
hands, saying laconically, “Some eats.’

“ Some f i t s ! "  I gurgled, remember­
ing suddenly that I was starving. 
“Billy— I could kiss you again— "

“Aw— say— "  he parried, and grabbed 
Ihe package nnd began tearing off the 
wi-gpper. “ It's so sudden— hut thank 
you 'ever so much, and for heaven's 
snke tell me what's happened I I'll 
bust If you don't."

“ I’ve run off with a million dollars' 
worth of dininonds, that’s nil.”

For a minute Billy looked as If he 
thought I’d ruu off with my senses;

Billy W as Embarrassed.
then he observed In that soothy. con­
densed tone a very sane young person 
OSes to a respected elder whose mind 
is wandering:

“ I think you'd better eat some­
thing -im m ediately ." (Full period 
hero— It says. “ We'll talk about what 
alls you w hen you're feeling more

foriuances. Little hud I ever dreamed 
thnt her dally torture of n>< otherwise 
Inoffensive piano would sometime 
prove a blessing to me. Billy whis­
pered hoarsely, “ What's that? The 
villain-trying to get In?”

I said, "Sirs. Thlng-down-stalrs be­
lieves It’s music, lucky for'us— we enn 
now breathe out loud without fear of 
the villain. He may be listening at 
the front door— but he'll hear uothlng 
while she operates."

Billy forked a lot of chicken onto 
my plate and commanded me to go to 
It, and I grabbed a roll out of his box 
and said;

“Billy, he tried to murder me.” 
“ H e?"
"Thut mail— he was waiting for me 

with a dagger thul night— look here”—  
I Jumped up and got the dagger from 
my penholder trey— “he dropped it on 
the floor.”

“Gee whiz!” he cried, tnklng the dag 
ger from m e; and then he demanded. 
"W ho?"

“That man— De Ravenol.”
“De Ravenol?— you mean that man 

In I’aris who wanted you to bring the 
pretty daughter over with you and 
you wouldn’t?”

“Yes— that’s the one. He was a dia­
mond thief— that's what he w as! 
blew off. “ He was In the art of steal­
ing a million dollars’ worth of dla 
monds. And I foiled him I"

“ W ow ! You did?”
“ I should say I d id ! And what's 

more, I've got the diamonds here—  
there— behind you in those hyacinths."

“Wow I” he whooped, and before I 
knew what he was doing he was out 
of his chair, his hand on the glass. 

“ Don’t touch them I” I shrieked. 
"W ow  I” lie cried, dropping his hand 

and jumping buck. “Do they bite?"
“ No— they, sting. They plzen your 

very soul. But, Billy— stop wowing—  
I'm watched.” 

lie  sat down with the command, 
“Divulge the dread secret," and be­
tween bites I told him the whole story- 
up to Eureka, and brought In the slip­
per to prove It.

He was still staring when I got 
through nnd asked him, “And now how 
am I going to get those beastly things 
out of the house nnd where am I go­
ing to get them to? She doesn’t dare 
to have them at her house— ”

“Oh, I can take ;hem awuy and 
hide ’em, If that’s all you want," he 
answered cnrelessly.

“ It Isn’t nil," I retorted, a bit Indig­
nant. “It’s only the beginning of n 
new chapter of misery for the whole 
of us— It’s throwing the responsibility 
on you without getting me out of the 
net— it won't save me from being kid­
naped and searched and maybe mur­
dered to keep my mouth shut— "

Billy maided at that and said, 
“You're right."

He took a cigarette out of his case 
and with a short, "Slay l?” lighted up 
nnd begun to blow rings, gazing at 
them abstractedly. I nibbled crumbs. 
After I’d stood his silence for half n 
cigarette, I repented my question and 
told him, “ W e’ve got to do something 
right off— now— tonight.”

‘O f course.”  He smoked another 
quarter nnd threw the cigarette with 
energy Into the empty chicken tin, 
bouncing up ns he spoke.

What are we going to do?" he gave 
forth masterfully. “ We're going to 
lrap that hold man all by our llttl? 
own selves— you and I. And we'll give 
him one nice lesson on stenllng dia­
monds from defenseless women— and 
threatening you.”

"But we’ve got to hurry,”  I urged. 
“I can't live this way much longer—  
It’s simply killing m e !"

“ Bure,” Billy agreed, suppressing n 
smile at me. “I'm hurrying all I can. 
i calculate to have your 'moskno' In 
handcuffs tomorrow qlf.ht.” And he 
iiiilohled his plot nnd 1 pntered Into It 
with fervor. The trull* Is Billy and I 
were having the fun of our lives.

The scheme was to decoy monsieur 
to the flat by a letter fr, m Mrs. Dein- 
tlo Indicating where tne diamonds 
were hidden: we bunkt 1 on his re­
membering the one place he hadn’t 
searched— the hyacinths: and if he got 
the tip we believed he'd return the mo­
ment I went out.

After some discussion Billy and I 
decided not to take Mrs. Delarlo Into 
our confidence, not knowing how she'd 
net In the crisis, which necessitated 
our imitating her writing. The only 
sample of her writing we had was her 
address in my notebook and some 
titles of hooks on spiritualism she'd 
wished me to rend. But the sample 
did us. and the Joint literary efforts of 
myself and Billy produced the follow­
ing— this purporting to he from me to 
her;

declared that "m ossoo" would read It 
“diamonds” sure as unytbing.

And this, purporting to he from her
to him :

M onsieur; I have refuneu to  have an yth in c 
to  do w ith  this m atter s ince I know  tha 
truth o f  the ow nership. U nder the c ir cu m ­
stance,.. 1 iee i she is foo lish  to  try to  hold  
on. Get the hyacinths w hile she is at mjr 
house tonight, and *he trouble w ill be over 
fo r  everybody.

I typed my own letter with a carbon 
copy while Billy laboriously produced 
the one from Mrs. Delarlo.

The decoy letters we sent to the ho­
tel where monsieur was staying. The 
rest of our plan was th is: Billy was to 
“sdeak It" upstairs and get into the 
lint; I was then to put ou my wrens,

A WRIT 
OF REPLEVIN

By M A X  H A R T

Murder You, 
Loaded.”

They're

go down in the elevator, telling George 
I was going out for the evening— so 
he'd report it to monsieur; wait in 
the lower hall for a mythical automo­
bile till George went up with the car, 
and then creep VP the stairs.

“This time tomorrow night I'll pre­
sent you with a nice ‘mossoo’ in liuud- 
rtlffs," affirmed Billy confidently.

“Suppose he doesn’t come? Or sup­
pose he murders me tonight?”

“Oh, the guns !” He snatched up 
his overcoat and dived into the pocket. 
He laid two revolvers on the table, 
saying cheerfully: "H e  will come nnd 
he won’t murder you— not if you keep 
your wits about you. They're loaded.” 

lie slipped the coat ou. He was go­
ing— in high feather; but my heurt 
sank at the prospect of another night 
and that man lurking In the house.

‘Keep a stiff upper lip— heroine of 
thé greatest diamond rohhery of the 
century!” lie bantered. “ I'll he here 
ni six tomorrow.” He picked up his 
hat.

'Oh, I’tn all right," I returned non­
chalantly, feeling suddenly knock- 
kneed yet determined I'd not let Billy 
suspect it.

I rang for the elevator, nnd while 
the car was rumbling up Billy glided 
away In the darkness of the stairs 
hack of It. He must have reached only 
the first turn when I henrd him ex­
claim, “O h! Excuse m e! I never saw 
you !”

Followed the word. "Pardon !”  and 
I recognized monsleu •’? voice!

I had the presence o” mind to stifle 
my curiosity anil slip back into my 
flat, noiselessly shutting the door. Was 
he merely coming to lock me In, or 
had he been listening? My forebod­
ings every moment increased, for up 
to one o’clock— when I went to bed—  
he had failed to lock me In.

(T O  B E  C O N T IN U E D  )

My t>*»r Mr*. D*l«rW>: Slnr* h » . - » r c h r d  
rv rry th ln s  but thy bunch o f  h y«c ln th s  » ,  I 
lo i I you ov er  th r  te le th on *  TuesJ»»-— ,th lj  
.tru ck  m . »> an c i u l . l t c i y  neat, convint Inc

»nr. reel f.") “Where's your can I Ä t ^  « T , h , * ” «
O p in er I lb* ca ll)— I thought th* sam* place would

I was so hungry at the sight of food e.**» ot • invasion
that little paulcky pains ran round my I « Æ L î w F *  *° r° U W‘1' kBO''
insides and up my throat, and I 
pranced Into the kitchen for the opener 
and plates, leaving Billy to think what 
he pleased about my mental state. 1 
had the wit, though, to tell him “Ssh! "

Just at that moment Mrs. Thitig- 
dywn-stalrs began bet •upper-tini" per

her
r e u s  to  me I f s ■>. I *11» * r . . l

• t them  at o n ce ; break  In the flat if  you 
have to.

1 am  ffotn* to  try to  see you  Saturday 
niKht for  fina! arrangem ents If I can  slip  
..Ut w ithout bel” T »een. E xpect me betw een 
e i¿h t and ten D c sure to be alone *> we 
ran  talk . 1 still hold  to  m y prom ise— one- 
th ird  U  r  i  if  you  w ill help  me to dlepo** 
3 itu m -d - p*.

"Gum drop»” was Billy's touch— he

Flour a Dollar a Pound.
Food prices at present seem high, 

but they are nothing compared with 
prices in Alaska during the gold fever, 
A jook recently reviewed in our col- 
m iis. says mat at Dawson in 189S 
«ugnr was sevent.v-flve dollars a sack, 
flour a dollar a pound, eggs a dollar 
ami a half each. But the money came 
as «rosily as it went. A man who was 
low- iu funds happened to get a paper 
with news about the Spnnish-Amer- 
fcan war at a time when no news­
papers had been received for several 
weeks. lie  read a few choice items to 
a crowd about the post office noil then 
announced that he would rend the 
rest In « 'anil near by at oue dollnr 
u head for admission. Five hundred 
meu crowded in.

A H»rd Worser.
“ Yon hm e g—-nt fnlth lix your con­

gressman." 'Seems to me like It’s jus­
tified.” said Mr. Cobbles. “Anybody 
that's ns reg Inr about seedin' me free 
seeds an' all the latest crop reports, 
not to mention fil l «Malls about them 
cave dwellers th ‘ t used to live e-*t 
'A est. with srncki of pnmohlets rrII h’ 
me how to fight tV  N il  weevil an' fi’ 
skoeter. Is on tii«- Job even If he ain't 
n*> statesman. " “-Birmingham
H erald

A *e

I Copyright)

For Instuuce, there was the wonder­
ful silk— blue silk— gown, with Irish 
point lace and a sash made from the 
wing of au angel; there was the two- 
wheeled bicycle running on pneumatic 
tires which the family refused you, 
uuttl life seemed drab uud useless; 
there was the seveuty horsepower tour­
ing cur, with Its French driver; or per­
haps It wus a country home on u Maine 
hill, a diamond sunburst, u clockwork 
horse iu pale pluk with a stiff tall— a 
first suit of evening clothes, a Dughis- 
tau rug, new heels on your old shoes, 
a check from responsible sources, the 
encouraging smile of a strange womnu 
whom you had discreetly admired, 
tin new crystal In your Injured watch 
— It might simmer on indefinitely.

This is the point, and it permits of 
no dissension, it allows no argument, it 
Is unto Itself an all-lneontrovertlble 
fact: That which we have, we ure
quietly pleased with, when it Is good; 
but the keen nnd biting edge of our ai>- 
preclatloii becomes dulled from the 
first inomeut of possession— the wire- 
line edge of Ihe joyous, shocking thrill 
of novelty slides rupidly away, despite 
our best efforts to hold it. and some of 
us become numb—very numb.

The "thls-sults-me-flne” of the second 
day loses one-hnlf a tone, and there 
can be no betler way of Illustrating 
than to wnnder Idly Into the home of 
Mr. James Brniniird, on MornlngsiUe 
Bark.

Mrs. Brainard— Aline, of course— Is 
sitting on a green couch In the morn­
ing-room. Her eyes are fastened upon 
a naphtha launch thnt scurries along 
the surface of the Hudson a mile aw ay. 
It Is a delightfully busy launch, and 
for a long time Mrs. Brainard watches 
It circle and line, until the water-spout 
on the building next door blots It out.

Around her Is wealth— profuse, un­
restrained wealth, and the culture thnt 
follows It. There are servants at the 
end of each thin hell-wire. The floors 
are Inch deep with expensive rugs. 
Paintings (111 the hare spaces, and bits 
of statuary are scattered through the 
larger rooms.

Wherever she looks, Mrs. Brainard 
sees possessions— those things thnt she 
owns, she nnd Jim Brainnrd, who, at 
the movent of otir Impertinence, Is puz­
zling over a legnl problem In Broad 
street.

James Is very rich, very successful, 
very much sougllt after, and very close 
to the ragged edge of a smash-up, not 
financial, not moral, not domestic, not 
romantic— Just a plain smash-up, for 
which no defining expression Is yet 
within the language.

And now to draw hack the curtain. - 
Aline and James married In Dubuque. 

Iowa, and cmne to New York city on 
the first two hundred dollars. For a 
long time after their arrival, James 
operated upon a fleeting basis, without 
office.'without practice, und frequently 
without fodd.

He did little tasks around police 
courts, and Aline wns enptnin and gen­
eral manager of the little apartment 
on East Ninety-third street, which 
cleavered away from their tiny sink­
ing-fund the sum nf«dxteen dollars per 
month. It was a genuine sinking-fund, 
living strictly to its name.

On Knst Ninety-third street the land­
lords run to furnished Hats, and tlig 
Kruinnrds occupied one. It wns small 
beyond the Jokes in comic papers.

Aline promptly discovered how It 
should he used, even if It were intended 
for something else; mid, as the ring 
hung almost beside the door lending 
luto the hall, it wns her thoughtful 
custom to greet James u |hui his return 
from downtown with a wifely kiss, 
which she delivered tluougli the leather 
ring.

Not a bit of sense to It. of course; 
but Aline liked it. and the ring Just 
covered lier eyes. So, sometimes, Jim 
couldn't tell that she had been crying.

When the little launch drifted out of 
her sight the little fiat drifted In, and 
for a long time she sat in silence, re­
calling one familiar object nfter an­
other, and wondering what had hap­
pened to her and to Jim in the years 
that had crept between.

Not so very many years, she mused, 
lie was a bit younger then, to be sure.
So was she.

But in those happy, poverty-stricken 
months, life hnd held something for 
each of them that It no longer pos­
sessed. At least. If it still held It for 
her. in a measure, it seemed not to for 
Jim.

It wns appreciation, she decided. Of 
course. Jim was comparatively happy.
He realized that his life was flowing In 
smooth waters, lie was pleased with 
Ills beautiful home and with his wife, 
but always in a dull. Inert way.

He had somehow reached tomorrow, 
and bad found It commonplace nnd, 
worst of all, he was drifting away from 
Aline; not through desire of his nnd 
not because he was weary of having 
her. hut because something Inside him 
was becoming atrophied. The world 
was getting Jim, and Aline was losing 
him.

“And I can remember." she said 
"loud, ‘the time the plumbers came 
and piped our first flnt and put In the 
gas jets to replace the oil lamp. Jim 
an.l I nearly died of Joy— sat up nnd 
read the whole night through just be- 
cause we could.

“ I w ish Jim could like things now a« 
he liked those foolish gas jets. At 
’east. I'm not like him. I love him 
'M s minute Just as I loved him on 
Ninety-third street, and Heaven knows

how often we ngreej that nobody ha, 
ever loved like thnt before. But Jim 

She laughed mirthlessly.
“Jim’s a lug man now. If he were 

to come home tonight and And that 
they had cut a hole in the wall und 
built a covered bridge to heuven for 
our particular use, he'd only say, 
‘Humph! Quite an Improvement,’ and 
forget it.”

When the Hon. Mr. Brainard re- 
turned to his Broad street office» lata 
In the afternoon, he was deeply vexed 
and snappy In manner.

The directors’ meeting which he had 
attended had shown a thorough dislike 
for several of his pet projects, and It 
hud become necessary' /or Ills fellow 
members to curb Ills enthusiasm with a 
number of stinging rebukes.

At his office he fouuu u request that 
demanded his attention. For ten min 
utes he puzzled over the yellow tele­
phone message, frowning and strongly 
tempted to tear it Into bits and leav« 
for home.

The element of curiosity crept Into 
his meditation. The call was a demand 
for his services In a personal affair, 
nnd it was a long time since he had 
dabbled In personalities.

“ Who was this?" he asked the office 
manager.

“ I know nothing about It beyond 
what you read. I think It's a separa­
tion ease— something that somebody 
wants done about her husband. Possibly 
it's a non-support ease.”

“It you hear anything further, sim­
ply say that 1 can’t bother with it.”

He tossed the slip upon his desk and 
drew on his coat. Before leaving til» 
office he stepped over curiously ami 
picked up the message. Without any 
particular thought, he dropped It Into 
an Inside pocket.

The Brainard touring car could do 
sixty miles nil hour without touching 
the lust speed, nnd the diligent chauf­
feur wus closely approaching that mark 
on the uptown ride, when Brainard 
learned forward nnd spoke to him. The 
ear slowed down at once, and. Instead 
of taking the usual course up the 
Drive. It honked Its way to the opposit« 
side of the city.

"Very odd,” reflected the chauffeur. 
“ Very odd. Indeed.”

Through unfninillnr street«, packed 
with traffic nnd cluttered with children, 
the big enr threaded a cautious way, 
and finally the driver brought It to a | 
stop, with a rasp of brakes and a 
growling of cylinders.

"T his is the number, sir,” he said, 
and ¿Mr. Brainnrd stepped out.

Before him were dirty stone steps, » 
railing that sagged in rusted dllapida* 
tion. and n greasy door, with a still 
greasier entrance hall beyond.

For nn Instant the lawyer paused. 
He plucked the telephone memorandum 
from his pocket nnd studied it. Then 
he walked slowly up the steps and be­
gan to senn the letter slips above ha 
push-buttons.

"T his is it,”  he muttered. “ I must 
he losing my senses to do a thing Ilka 
this.”

A faint clicking in the lock put an 
end to his muslngs, and he pushed tha 
door open nnd stnrted up the stair- 
way At the top of the first flight he 
knocked fondly at a door that was 
wholly hidden In the darkness of the 
landing, und It opened at once.

A frightened, white-faced woman 
stood directly before hlin, swaying] 
slightly— the woman whom he had 
kissed good by at eight o'clock that 
morning as he left for the office.

He stared at her in silence, closing 
the door behind him. Her heavy l-.rown 
hair was parted smoothly over her 
forehead, and she was clad In a faded 
blue wrapper— a wrapper that had 
once gloried In a wealth of red half- 
moons.

It was the wrapper that chocked him] 
into the first realization of where be 
stood— the wrapper and a leather ring 
that hung from the ceiling and which 
¿Mine suddenly lifted in the long-for­
gotten manner.

He stepped forward and kissed her.
A thousand times he had done that.
Ills first wave of feeling— nxWmlsh-j 
ment, anger— dropped away from him. 
lie  stood fingering the frayed tnble-| 
cover.

Aline had stink upon the couch, *nd| 
was crying. He knelt down beside her.

“ Aline," he began, and there was l| 
tone in his voice that she hnd not hi 
In years, “for an Instant I didn’t 
derstund all this. Now I do."

He kissed her tear-stained ched| 
nnd went on.

“ I didn't know where I was. Wb>
It’s the same old place. Not a hi 
thing changed, not even the ring 
It’s going to take some time for 
comprehend everything, but this 
me good.”

Aline sat up and placed her hai 
on his shoulders.

“ Do you love me, Jim?” she asl 
quietly.

He nodded without speaking, 
was a tenderness in his gray eyes tl 
needed no words. For several 
ments he knelt there, holding her ft 
between his hands.

Finally he said;
“I believe the little old place 

done its duty fully and -cnmpleh 
AVe’d better go. Aline, hadn't we? 
car Is outside.”

She rose, and swiftly removed 
faded wrapper of bygone days.

“I’m going to keep It,” she 
smiling. “ And something else. 
t¿et me have your knife. ! wf'l_ 
flat-robber to this extent at leas»

The leather circle that hung ft*"1 
ceiling came away at the touch <rf 
blade.

“ For luck.” said Aline. "( '''• f  
Jim.”

He kissed her again. The»
walked over to the poor little bed 
slipped a yellow hill beneath the 

“For the next two,” h« 11 
"F or lock ."
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