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snatched his hat and rushed inte the
ball. The elevator had just passed his
1anding, going down, and he walted,
fuming, while the boy took on and de-
Uvered passengers at three lower and
two upper floors; rushing from the
buflding at last, to find that the girl
and her companion had passed out of
aight. His rapid walk to the next cor-
ner discovered no trace of them and
he could only conclude that their sud-
den disappearance must be due to thelr
having taken a car. As four linea
erossed each other at this eapecial spot,
he could but admit that his defeat was
abaolute. He spent a gloomy after-
noon and sleepless night, fretting over

' walked on, thinking it over, and turned
wlth an Impatlent scowl as some one
Jostled agalnst him suddenly on the
narrow sldewallk.

It was g man carylng a parcel in his
‘arms, but though Macy had moved
side, he did not pass, but continued to
walk along closely at his side.

There were people passing on the
sidewalk, but not .enough to excuse the
man's keeping at his elbow; and Macy
had just concluded that the individual
had Indulged in a strong form of
Christmas cheer, when the man, turn-
ing suddenly,toward him, spoke:

* "“Do you see this parcel across my
larm?”® he said in nn ensy, coufldential

eyvning I was behind you, and I havye
been at your elbow ever since.*

“"What do you propose doing?" asked
Macy wlith increased curicsity.

I am going to take Whut money yqgy
have with you, and If it is not sufficfeny
| for my needs,I shall exact a pledge from,
you to supply me with more.,”

Macy smiled. Lunacy, without
shadow of doubt, was responelbla for
his unique adventure.

“Don't think that I am lnsanHr
Joking,'* said the other, as if reaching
his thought; "I mean simply that I am
golng to try the experiment of takin
your word, If you glve it, and Yoﬁ
fall to keep it to show you that I oqp

‘his lost chance, and trying to devise|tone, such as n friend might have used | keep mine. Turn here,” he said, as the

some new way for finding her.

fearible plan presented {tself, and

after spending two weeks more In al

vain effort to obtaln a clue, he went
back—to take up, with listless zeal, the
routine of business at the RBluebird.
He had put what little data he had in
the hands of a private detective, and
at the end of three months the latter
had learned that the John Conroy—
alina the assurmed prison name—had
been released from durance and was
supposed to have joined his daughter
in  California—-though the strictest
search had falled to diecover thelr
wherenbouts. The approaching holi-
day season brought an urgent invita-
ton from Dartley to spend the Chriat-
mas and New Year’'s with him in Chi-
cago—but 1t found Macy {n one of hila
monat saturnine moods, and was de-
elined. Bluebirdville with all its win-
ter dreariness seemed more congenial
to his mood: but as the time of eheer
drew nigh, the feeling of homesickneas
that comea to all lonely beings at that
date, If at no other, overwhelmed him,
finally decidilng him to spend the sea-
son In Ban Francisco, where he would
Thave at least the sight and sound of
the city’s hollday cheer to alleviate his
lonlinesas.
He had
and few acqualntances in
the place, and omn Christmaa eve he
left the hotel to assuage a growing
senge of lonellness by a sight of the
city’s holiday hravery, The business
streeta were ablaze with glittering
lights and gorgeous window dresslngs,
and ‘throngs crowded the sldewalks,
-smiling, éager, Jostliing each other wlth
good-natured unconcern. The sight of
them, with their arms loaded with
Jollday hundles ecarrying their sugges-
tlons the cherry hearthstones and home
tiem, deepened that sense of desolate-
nepe which had brought an unusual
tightening to his heartstrings, and af-
ter pushing his way along the prin-
oipal thoroughtfarea for a time, he found
it a rellef to turn fnto the quieter
streets, His aloofness from the aims
and feeling®s of the happy, animated
ngs, made him feel allen and out-
of-place there.
He had spent other holiday seasons
in strange citles, when It had not
brought a tithe of the sensitiveness he

no intimate

felt now; and he knew that the unusual |

stress was duc to the fond dreams he
had lately pletured of a pew life, which
waf to have brought to him the blesaed
gifts of love and home-happiness’ It
made him doubly bitter, as he thought
of the {ll-chance that had taken from
him the cup of happiness that seemed
at his very lips.
hopeless, now, with every clue des-
troyed, and the girl’'s own determina-
tion to avold him, hung in the balance
of odds. “Lucky Mliton Macy" the
newspaper had called himi in the per-
sonal that had heralded hla arrivai,
telling of the good fortune that had
made a milllonaire of the needy civil
engipneer in the s8pace of A year.
Lucky! As If anything counted now
ia life—if he were to see no more the
blue eyes that had shed the flrst warm
ray of actual happlness into hils
He had grown more morose as he

friends, |

For the case seemed

No!in discussine the hollday sights, or any reached the corner; "turn and go n

other common theme. “It Is a pistol,
and my hand 1s on the trigger. If you
ery out, or attempt to move away from
me, I will kill you. Go on!" he hissed,
a3 Macy half halted. "I am on the
verge of hell, If you do not save me—
and if you fall me—yvou shall die with
me as surely as there {s a heaven on
high!*
and burning eyes full upon Macy as he
apoke,and the latter, with a vague idea
that lunacy was Dlectured In them, and
the certain one that however it might
be, the man was in a deadly mood—
walked on heside him.

Instinctively he glanced at the par-
cel the man carried. It lay across the
arm nearest him, and through the
broken edges of the paper he asw the
and of a pistol, with the muzzle point-
ad within six inches of his heart. Macy
glanced around. The street though
quiet, was far from being deserted, and
Macy knew that he had but to cry out.
to bring a half dozen to his asslstance—
hut before they would be able to real-
jze sufficlently to reach and aid him—
the man would have amplc time to send
a bullet through his heart. To attempt

to grapple with him gseemed equally
lhazaro:!ous. as hls assistant had evi-
dently counted all costs, and would act
jupon the turn of a flnger,

Waiking leisurely along with his
head turned in sBeeming carelesaness
toward Macy, the man was watching
him as alertly and cautiously aa o
| cat. Despite the .seeming absurdity and
hazard of the slituation, the stranger,
g6 far, had the upper hand; and Macy
found himaelf consclous of half curl
ous Interest and zest in the adventure
—as he waited to see how It all might
end. While he was undoubtedly at a
dispdvantage himself—yet he was 8sa
far, not more so than the other, as
any attempt to earry out a plan of
violent robbery in sight of the passera-
by would, by calling thelr attention to
his desperate purpose frustrate his own
lends. The problem was, what scheme
had he resolved upon to carry out his
enda? The man did not leave him long
in doubt.

I will give you inatruetions as what
I wish you to do,"” he said, “and you
will earry them out, without glving me
trouble, or suffer what I have threat-
ened. I will tell ¥ou once more not to
delude yourself with the thought that
I don't mean to carry out my puropse,
I have been planning this for a sufi-
clent time to count all the odds and the
costs of failure; and that I have at-
tempted this In the face of them, should
convince you that I will make you suffer
first, if the end is to be failure."

"You say you have planned this
‘some time ahead,’” sald Macy. “"Does
that mean that you know me?’’

“I saw in the paper when you arrived,
and have been watching you ever since
for this chance. I selected you, because
you are rich, because you have no
family to suffer for your loss iIf I am
obliged to kill you—because I knew that
with a stranger I had the chance of
finding you alone, and therefore able

He turned his haggard face|

o
till I tell you to stop.” Macy obayl:dh_

He was in fact experiencing =
certaln kind of enjoyment in the ad.
venture. It offered a change at least
from the lonely room at the hota] ¢,
which he dreaded to return, and tp,
worse loneliness of the streets, which he
had been glad to shun.

As they walked on, the man taj
cool and threateningly at first, but

| gradually falling into a nervoug]
desperate tone In which Macy fancleg
he could detect a note of Elncere misery
and shame,

The story Into whose recital he haq
gradually drifted, was a trite one—g ¢
poverty In itg direct straits—or wang
that had drtven him to crime, of Dew

| hope and energy and moral determip,

atlon that had upheld him after the
| long prison term was ended—anq of
the weary bitter struggle whoae
vainness had brought him opgae
more into the shadow of gip
Macy listened carelessly at firgt
classing it simply as the old yp'
original Instinet which prompts the
ecriminal, natural or otherwise, to at
tempt to palllate his sins In otherg®
eyes; bhut as he went on, there was
Iaomething personally famillar in the
ring of the story, thal made Macy'y
heart beat with a wild hope.

When he had at last finlshed—Macy
spoke quletly—with an effort kEeping
| the eagerness out of his tone.

“What you have told me sounds well
enough. If it Is truc you might cap.
tainly stand free from condemmatiop
for this or any other means you mighy
use save murder, of alleviating Such
suffering. I don’'t need to tell ygy,
though, how completely used up Your
materin] is, the starving wife. the sjok
child, and all the rest of the buslnegy
you have put Iin your story.” B

“wWalt,” he went on as the man wam
about to Interrupt bitterly, “Waig
have not said that I do not helieva .
I simply suggest to Your intelligepce
that in order to be able to fully bellave
I should have some more positive progg

| of !ts truth than your word. Now |
am golng to give you a chance. If yoqn
can produce the fireless home, apg
{ sick and starving ehild as per your gs-
sertions, I pledge you that from tgq-
! night if you do not have an opportunity
to make a man of yourself, it will be
Iyour own fault.”

The man gave a half-sobh. "You want
me to take you to see It with your own
| eyes,” he said. “Well, you shali come.”

Macy dld not know hew far, por
I hardly in what direction they went be-

i fore his companion told him to Bstop.
He had seen the lights of the city
| thinning gradually out to the suburbs,
and heard the waters of the bay
lapping the lonely beach whose edge
they neared, without a sense of fear,
1and hardly of mlsgiving. Since the
man's Involuntary display of con-
scfence, he had a sense of ahaolute
,security as far as personal violenee was
1 goncerned, and as to robbery, the worst
the man might do could not matter
materially in view of his great fortune.
It was with absolute fearlesgness,

#

keq,

life. | to take you off guard, as I have to-]then, that he stopped before the lonely
nlght. When you left your hotel thlsl

hovel-like house, at whose door the



