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F it were posslble I woq;d gpt
w ‘of the agppy of whic
was 4 witness that night “in’the
apartment of my friends at Mme,

Brossard’s. - [ wentwwummmm

put there was no choice. Keredec bad |

sent for me. 5

ec had told hi. tragic ward too
The latjgr bad understood bnt'
ly the vature of the catastropbe
which overbung his return to irance, }
end now that it was. lndeed

and definite the guardian was forced |.

into fuller disclosures, every ‘word

making the anguish of the !istenet

more intolerable. 'P'o bim it l

that be was being forced to i\.mpr g

the sius ot another map.

“Do you thiuk {lmt ycn can., n;
me believe | did this.” be clried it
J made life yubear: 2
TBer from i@, and

= 3 b YT o ¥ P
painted old woman \!hlerm

al le! You cu’t make me believe 35:1
2" monstrous ﬂe as that! You can’t!
You cen’t"'

“He ihrew himself violently npon the
souch, face downward, shudder!ng
trom head to foot. -

K“My poer boy, it is the truth,” said

eredee, kneeling Leside him and put-

ting a gfeat arm meross his houlders.
“It is what a thousand men are doing;
this night. Nothing is more commob
or more unexplainable—-or more simple,
Of all‘the nations it is the same, wher-
ever life has become a:ﬂﬂcial and the
poor foolish young men ‘have too
much money and nothing to do. :You
do not® understand it, but our trlend
bere, and 1, we understand because we
remember what we have been seeing
all our lives. You say it is ‘not: ‘you
who “did @uch erazy. horrible things,
and you. are.right. When ‘this poor
womar who is so.painted and greasy
first caught you, when you began to
give your money and your time and
your life to her. when she got you
{nto this horrible marridge with her,
you were blind—you went mggerlng
in a bad dream. - Your soul hid away,
far down 'ipside you, with its bhands
over its face. ~If it could have once
stood straight, if the eyes of your body

-could jhave once been clean for it to

look through, if you could have once
been as you are todayor'as you were
when you were a lictle child, you would
have cry omt with horror both of her
and of yourself, as you do now, and
you would have run away from her
and from everything you had put ir.
your life. But in your suffering you.
must rejoice. The triumph is that
your mind hates that old life as great-
ly as your soul hates it. You are as_

good as if you had never been'the wild

. feNow—yes, the wicked fellow—that

you were. For a man who shakes off
his sin is clean. He stands as pure
as if he had never sinned.”’

The desperate ‘young. man on tho
couch answered only with the sobbing
of a broken hearted child.

1 came back to.my pavilion after

" midnight, but I did not sleep, though

I lay upon my bed until dawn. Then

1 went for a long, hard walk, break-..

fasted at Dives and begged a ride back
to  Mme. Brossard's in 'a peasant’s
cart which was going that way.

ol found George Ward waiting for
me:on the little veranda of the pavil-
ion, looking handsomer and giore pros-
perously distinguished and distinguish-
edly prosperous and generally well con-
ditioned than ever, as'l told him.
w1 have some news for you,” he
said after ‘the bearty greetiug—"an
anmouncement, in fact. Elizabeth’s.go-l
ing to marry Oresson Ingle.”

“That is the news—the announge-
ment—you spoke of?” : e

“Yes, that is it.” : I
. 'To save my life 1 could not have told,
at that moment ‘what else 1 bad ex-|.
pected or feared’ that he mlgnt say, !
‘but 1 certainly took a deep breath of -
relief. *‘1 am very glad.” I said. "It
should be a happy alliance.”

‘“On the whole, 1 think it ‘will be"’
“he returned thoughtfully. "lngles
done his share of nard living, and I,
‘once had a- nouon"—he glanced smil-
‘ipgly at me—*“well, 1 -dare say, you
'know .my mnotion. But it is a. good:
‘match for Elizabeth and pot without °
fldv;ntageo oh many counts. You see,
“it’s time | married. myself. She feels.
““that very strongly, and I think ‘her .

,dec,ldoa to accept Ingle is partly due

‘to her wish to make all.clear for a
‘new diiistress of my household.”
Hela tgim bjlt lm,qgt.
. he turned uWpon u
v ; A than be q:d

: havep‘tbeel"ﬂl?' :
“Nd; I've bad a ba/d nignt. ’l’lnt’l
all.”

o T e i h o

about it to nuum" ‘
“What was it m hlud«?!

quickly. ot

“He snﬂ ﬁl i

story

Wk Not last night. I'm

.the noor~ and set .
~\vell, tell me about 1£* be said.”

‘clutches.

;,

cigar, but the opernﬂon
eamplete, . He dropped

tootupon 1t

. “You baven’t beard anything abodi
hlm sﬁxc{ the accident?”

the match upon !

nld be glad of an exp ann~

he sdaid, resting his arms op my |

table and leanihg neroas lt tovnid ; : _,"

Keredec. ©
“Tt 1s simple.” began mg nrofessor

those who could tell me, from his
»pa —yes,-and from the bnndles of
old time letters which were given me.

“Only that be did eventually recover
and was ‘takén away from the "hos-
pital. I heard that his-mind was im-
‘paired. Does Louise"— he began; stop-
ped and pleamd his throat. “Has Mrs.
‘Harman feard that he is here? 2

“Yes; she has seen him.” e

“Do you mean the scoundrel has been *
bothering her?- Euzabeth didn’t “tell
e of this? @

“Your sister doesn’t lmov >3 satd.]
i ‘think you ought to understand the
whole case.” - N

“Go abead,” be bade me.

“He's not- At all what you think,”. l
said.  “There’s an enormous | (_ua’er

J

| ‘ence, -almost impossible to explain to ¥~ “Sacrificed!”

ou'd understand
oy

mﬂ-ﬁ .

and hls volco showed that be vll
* greatly disquieted. “Wohat is be Hke? §
“As well as 1 can tell you, he's like
an odd but very engaging boy, with,
something pathetic’ about” him:* quite

you, but somethlnj

_splendidly handsowe” -

“Oh, he had good lo1ks to sptre
when 1 first knew Him,” !
bitterly «

"No:  When-he came here he did not
know of her existence exeept in the
vaguest way. But to go back to that,
I'd better tell you first that the woman
we ‘saw with him one "day on the
boulevard and who was In the acc#,
dent with ‘him"—

“La Mursiana, the dancer; 1 know." '

“She ‘had got’ him ‘to go through s
marriage with ber.”

“What?” Ward’s eyes ﬂashed as
he ‘shouted the ‘word.

“It seems inexplicable; but, as I un-
‘derstand it, he was never quite sober -
at that time. He had begun to use
drugs and was often in a half stupe-
fied condition. As a matter of fact, the .
woman_did what she pleased witb
him. There’s no doubt about the va-
lidity of the marriage.”

George asked suddenly, “Did this
marriage take place in France?’ '

“Yes; you’d better hear me through,”
1 remonstrated. *When he was taken
from the hospital he was placed in
chargeyof.a Professor Keredec, a mad-
man of whom you’ve probably heard.”

“Madman? Why, no; he’s a member
of the institut€, a psyehologist or n'eta-
physieian, -isn’t he? At .any rate,.of
considerable celebrity.”

“Nevertheless,” I insisted grimly, “as
misty a vaporer as I ever saw; a poet-
ic, self contradicting and inconsistemt
orator.  Harmap’s aunt put-him in

‘Keredec’s charge, and he 'was taFen

up into the Tyrol and virtually hidden-
for two years, the idea being lterally
to ‘give him something Hke an educa-
tion. Keredec’s phrase is, ’ ‘restore
‘wind to his soul!’ It was as vital to
get ‘him out of his horrible wife’s
But she picked up that rat
in the garden out yonder—he’d  beer
some sort of stable manager for Har
man once—and set him on the track.”

“She wants money, of course.”

“Yes; more money. A fair' allowance
‘has always been sent to her. Keredec
has interviewed her notary, and' she
wants a settlement. naming a sum dac-
/tually ‘larger “than  the “whole estate
amounts to. She refuses to budge un-
til this impossible settlement is made.
In-the meantime Keredee’s ward. is in

. 80 dreadful a state of horror and grief

I am afraid it is possible that his'mind
may really give way.”

“When was it that Louise saw hlm?”

“Ah; that,” I said, “is where Keredec
has ﬁeen a poet and a dreamer indeed.
It'was his plan that they should meet.”
. “Y¥ou mean he:brought this wreck:of
‘Harman, these husks and shreds of a
man, down here for Louise to see?”
i 'Ward cried incrbd,ulonsly “Oh, mon-
strous!”-

“Phere is. somehgxg behind ail this
that you don’t know,” he said slowly.
“When'did ‘Keredec make you"-his con-
fidant?”

“Last night. Most of what 1 learn- :

ed 'was as much a revelation to his yic- -
‘tim-gs it was to me. - Harman did not
know till then that the lady bhe ‘had
beerfiReeting has been-his wife or that

“he ever seen her before he came

“here. | ' He had mistaken her:name, and -
.ghe did not enlighten him.” ~ " . i
“Meeting?” said" Ward harshly.
.*They have been meeting every day.
‘.” -
"@won’t believe it.”
“It’s true..
Mgﬂnem 1 was-there and saw

. know pow ithat she knew: him ‘

once, ‘and she ran away, but ot in

“Phey've W{;}Oﬂthﬂ' every ' :

~mis- -

;i

M
day since then, and
" VéFably dfraid, Ward—that her

.
%y — 1" he cﬂeﬂ. -taaau
. MWe to

. tiful soul % that lady who lov

-~ foolish: b bad gone too far from him-

He spoke to her:in the .

wes€ Pro-

From all these | 1farned what :})eau-
him -
8o much that she ran away from her

home for his sake. “Helas! He was al- |

ready the slave of what was ‘bad and

. self, was 'overlaid with the habit of
evil.’and she could not save him then.
'.l‘he spirit. was dying in him. althouzh
' it.was there, and it was good”—

Ward's acrid laughber ranz out in
the room.

“The lnconceivable semshneu, the
i devilish brutality of it Ward’s face
was scarlet. “You didn't care How you
{ sacrificed her’—
The protessor eudden-
lynleaedthehagivolume thk
voice, “Sacrificed ! be thun S
;, enﬁ give him back to_her ;

M; ‘restoring to:

uut shie had loved in bim, the real seis

of him! 1t would be the zrcetut 0
«0 ‘her life.”

‘my dear Keredec,” I {M& ;

Ugither you are really insané or I
-am! You knew that this poor: untor-
tunate devil of a Bu’man was tied to
that hyenic prowler yonder who means
to fatten on him and will never re-
leage him; you knew that. Then why
did you bring him down here to fall
in love with a woman he can never
have?’ -

“My dear fellow,” interposed George
quickly, “you underrate Professor Ker-
edec’s shrewdness. He knows that
my cousin Louise pever obtained a di-
vorce from ber hpsband.”

‘“What?" | said, amazed.

«] ‘say ‘Mrs, Harman never obtalnul
a divagree.” :

-»] saw notices of it at the time,” I
- gasped.

' “No. What you saw was that she
had made an application for divorce.
Eler‘ family got her that far and then
she revoited. The suit was dropped

It is true, indeed,” said Keredec.
“The poor boy was on the other side

~of the world, and he thought it was
granted.”

1 ‘turfed upon him sharply.
‘knew it?”

“Jt is a-year that I have known it."

“Do you not understand,” George in-
terposed. “that what Professor Ker-
edec _risked for his ‘poor boy’ in re-
turning to F'rance was a trial on the
charge of bigamy?”’

The professor recoiled from the defi-
“nite brutality.

“] conceive it very likely to happen,”
said George, *“unless you get him out
©of the country before the lady now ind
stalled here as’ his ‘wife discovers tho
tl'uth £ 1

“But she must not!”
both hands toward Ward appealingly.
They trembled. *“She cannot! There
is nothing that could make her suspect
it

“Qne particular thing would be my
telling her,” said Ward quietly.

“Never!” cried the professor.
would not do that!”

“] will, unless you get him: out of
the country, and quickly.”

“George!” 1 éxclaimed, coming for-
ward between them. “'l‘hls won’t do
at all! You can’t"—

“That’s enough,” he said. waving
me back, and I saw that his hand was
shaking, too, like Keredec’s. His face
had grown very white.
you think,” he . went on, addressing
me, “but you're wrong. It isn’t fory
myself. When 1 sailed-for New York
¥ thought there was a chance that she
would. carry pnt the action she began
foui years ago and rid herseif of him
definitely—that is, ‘1 .thought until to-
day there was some hope for me. If

“You

“You

. mever had’a jchance;
Ho was a bard rival, ev
bocom only & croel m

venkno

“aq Ieamed 'my poor boy’s history well | 0¢

Keredec lifted |

"] know what |

. .§Oou.. are

.i(?% ’W@W

‘Miss nﬁzabem stood there, red

‘stood M. Cressop Ingle, who looked
dubibusly amused.

‘Miss Elizabeth .cut short a rather
»eq:bd’rrassed handshake which her be-
u'othed and 1 exchanged. .

. “Phis ‘morning. 1 learned the true sits
‘:utkm ovér ‘here; and I'm a
Louis¢ has heard. At least she’s not
at Quesnay. 1 got!into''a panic for
Afear she had come here; but, thank
heaven, she does not seem to— Good
gracious! What’s that?”

It was the discordant voice of Mar}
ana la_ Mursiana. My door was still
‘open. lmrnedtolookmduwher.
ot faced, tousle ‘haired, insufficiently
wrapped, striving to ascend the gals
tery steps, but valiantly opposed iv
Mme. Brossard,

“iBui 6, madame,”

Brogsard. “Y%tl cannot '
2 lwﬂiln;

"!t k my husband’s apartmeat, 1 tedd
you. I y a‘une femme avec la!”

“It is Mme. Harman who s there,”
gald “Keredec hoarsely in my ear. *“1
‘came away and Jeft them togetber.”

“Come*‘ 1 said, and. letting the oth-
ers think what they would, sprang
ficross the veranda, -the professor be-
side me. and ran toward the two wo-
men, who were beginning to struggle
with more than their tongues.” 1 leap-
ed by them and up the steps,” but
Keredec -thrust himself between our
hostess and her opponent. planting his
| great bulk on the lowest step.. Glanc-
ing hurriedly over my shoulder, 1saw
the, Spanish woman strike him furi-
ously upon the breast with both hands,
but 1 knew she would never pass him.,

1" ‘entéred the salon of the ‘‘grande
suite” and closed-the door quickly be-
hind me.

Louise Harman was standing at the
other end of the room. Her husbaud
was kneeling beside her. He beld one
of ner hands in both of his. Her other
rested upon his head, and something
in their attitndes made me know [ had
eome in upon: their leave taking. = But
from the face he lifted toward her all

“He shall pay. bitterly!™

trace of ik tragedy bad passed. The
" wonder and worship written there left
g0 room for anything else.

“Mrs. Harman,” I began.’

“Yes?” she said. “l am coming.”

*“But I don’t want you to.
or fear you would. and you—you must
4got,”” 1 stammered. “Yon must wait.
shere is a scene’’—

“] know,” she said quietly. “That

{. aust be, of course.” -

.. Harman rose, and she took both his
bands. holding them against her
preast. “My dear.” she said gently,
“my dearest, you, must stay. Will you
promise not to pass that: door even un-

| til’yoti: have word from me agaln""

“Yes,” he answered huskily, “if you'll
promise it shall come—some day.”
. »1t sfall. ‘Be sure of it.” ;
. 'She stepped out upon the gallery, '1
“followed. 'Mme. Brossard and Keredec
lstilt ‘held elie oot of ‘the steps. but la
:Mursiana had abandoned the siegeand.
‘accompanied by . Mr, Percy and
meau,.the black. bearded notary. who
had jolned her, was crossing the gar-

: !oi’thhhrhcmmm nm
mk myv, Jm»wm ) § mmm

d the room ‘and opened ‘the |

I’ve come |

den toward her own apartment. = She bt
glanced over her shoulder, sent’ tortb b
‘|'a scream and, whirling about. ran: vi-
: dous)y for ‘the steps, where she was
: ‘again’ blocked by the indoum:able K*ero 4
‘Fdec. {
“Ah, yon foolish wmmmk k know who o
are!”; ;ghe gried. . ‘You ;want to |
-Amﬁm" in 5
bus-

' (TO BE CONTINUED)

sm!nc UP THE SINN FEIN

.——..—-.

2

[From the Syracuse Heyald, edited by Ed-
ward H. O’Hara]
\NE .of the most gifted newspaper
A_J versifiers in the country. is John
O’Keefe, whose Celtic.name is familiar to
readers of the New “York World. In a
poem which we reprint Mr. O’Keefe pays
his respects to the Sinn Fein in a': manner
well illustrated by the.two refrains:.
Ye traitor to Erin, traitor to Christ!
Ye traitor to clean souls sacrificed !

Ye say ye are Irish through and through? {

Not till Iscatiot’s Jrish too!

As theclergyman who fell on a slippery
sidewalk thanked g b,ystander for swear-
ing vicatiou
Americaris with ineh blood in their veins
will thank John,{O Keefe for voicing in

i flaming and searmg rhyme their bntter re-
 sentment of Sinn Fein scoundrelism.  As

we have taken occasion to remark before,
the men of German - extraction- in the
United States who <ecretly sympathlze
with Germany’s wicked cause and agamst
the free country of their adopnon are,
perfidious though they be, respectable
ﬁgures compared with Inshmen at _home
or.abroad who lift a finger, say a word or
harbor a thought helptul or favprable to
Germany as agamet Great Britain, the/
ally of the Urited States. The adopted
American who speakingly sxdes with Ger-’
marny because he has German blood i in his]
veins has at least one excuse, similar to’
that which a son can glve for some linger-
ing filial attachment to a depraved and’
degraded father ; but an Irishman has no
su-h excuse, poor as it is, for abetting, or
ercouraging, or in his heart wishing well
to the foulest tyranny that ever betrayed
Christianity and cursed mother earth.
This faction in Ireland ‘is .a faction ‘of
moral monsters. The time is co?ning
when it will be stamped out - by the vast
majority of Irishmen, organized for the
purpose; and in that congenial effort they
will need m2 outside n%jstance The

- jnitial step towards that snd s plain

speakicg. ard we think that it should
come first from the outraged feelings of

+ F

:ously for him, so multitudes of }-

' [lth O’Keefe in the New York World. ]
E lie when ye say ye Irish are!
Was Judassuckled at Mullmgar
- Sinn Fem J

Sha]] a Queen have a beggar’s beddmg 2

“Shal} the deer lie down with the pack ?
» Shall the s sunburst rise for the spreading

Of the cold north wind and the wrack ?

Shall the Irigh thrush be wedding
With the two-faced vulture black ?

Ye traitor to Erin, traitor to Christ!

Ye traitor to clean souls sacrificed !

Sinn Fein!

In the turf that the saints’ tears water—
In the ihnocent fairies’ mead—

Ye have kuelt asthe madman s daughter
Went sewing the poison weed, '

And its stem is the spear of ‘slaughter
And its seed is the devil’s seed ! \

Ye traitor to altar, traitor to fane!
Ye traitor to Belgian babies slain !
Sinn Fein! -

. Shall ye butcher the laibs now b:m
T'ﬂ the Mother shall gtand agape? '

Shail the brother ye kiss in greeting
Be the slant-browed murder-ape ? 2

Are your ‘babes for the tiger’s eatmg
So the lion they may escape?

Ye traitor to freedom, traitor to man!
- Ye traitor some day to your own mad
clan!
Sinn Fein!

So ye open the dawn with thunder,
" Tiil the buried of ages stir,
And ye stand, from the world asunder,
Half coward half panderer,
While the “harp's voice dies, drowned
under
By the trumpet of Lucifer!
Ye say ye are Irish through and through?
Not till Iscariot’s Irish too,
Sinn Fein!

ENGLAND'S LOANS TO THE ALLIES

R o

During the financial year ended March
31, Great Britain advanced to her  allies
and dominions  $2,760,000,000, while the
total of such loars during the ' war
amounted ta $7,630,000,600. In the pres-
ent year, it is estimated that advances
will amount to $1,750,000,000 additional.
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