her lap and pressed her lips to his fever-
ishly, time after time.

“Dick, Dick!™ she sobbed, and tears
fell upon the Burglur's sinister mask.

II.

When the Burglar awoke to conscious-
ness he was as near Heaven as any mere
man ever dares expect to be. He wan
comfortable-gquite comfortable—wrap-
yed in a delicious, languorous lassitude
which forbade him opening his eyes to
realisation. A woman’s hand Jay on his
forehead, caressingly, and dimly he
knew that another hand cuddled cozily
in one of his own. He lay still, trying
to remember, before he opened his eyes.
Bome one beside him breathed "eoftly,
and he listened, as if to music.

Gradually the need of action—just
what action and to what purpose did not

“There was A suggestion of defi-
ance as well as determination on
. her pretty month.”

oceur to him—impressed itself on hia
mind. He ruised one hand to his face,
and touched the mask which had been
pushed back on his forehead. Then he
recalled the bail, the shot, the chase, the
hiding in the woods. Ie opened his
eves w a start. Ctter darkness lay
about lim- for a moment he was not
certain whether it was the darkness of
blindness or of night,

“Dick, are you awake?” asked the Cirl
softly.

He knew the voice, and was content.

“Yes,” he answered languidly.

He ecloged his eyes again, and some
strange, subtle perfume seemed to emn-
velop him. He waited. Warm lips were
pressed to - his own, thrilling him
strangely, and the Girl rested a soft
cheek againat his,

“We have been very foclish, Dick,” she
said, sweetly chiding, after a moment.
“It was all my fault for letting you ex-
pose yourself to danger, but I didn't
dream of such a thing as this happening.
1 shall never forgive myself, because—"

“But > he began, protestingly.

“Not another word about it now,’’ she
hurried on. "We must go very scon.
How do you feel

“T'm all right, or will be in a minute,”
he responded, and he made as if to rise.
“Where is the car

“Right here. I extinguished the lighta
and managed to stop the engine for fear
those horrid people who were nfter us
might notice.””

“Good girlt”? |

“When you jumped out and fainted E
jumped out, too. I'm afraid I was not
very clever, but I managed to bind your
arm, 1 took my handkerchief and
pressed it against ths wound after Tip-
ping your coat, then I bound it there. Tt
stopped the flow of bleod, but, Dicl'( dear,
you must have medical nttention just as
soon as possible’”

The Burglar moved his shoulder &
little and wineed,

“Just as sgon aa I did that,” the Girl
went on, “I made you comfortable here
on a eushicn from the ear.”

“(3nod girl!” ha said agnim.

“Then I snt down to wait until yeu
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got better. | had mo stimulant or any-
thing, and I didn't dare to leave you,
80—u0 [ just waited,” ale ended with a
wenry little sigh,

“How long was 1 knwked out?” he
queried,

“I don't know ; Lhalf an hour, perhaps.™

“The bay is all right, 1 suppose™

“The bag?™

“The bng with the atuff—the one I
threw in the car when we started

“tth, yes, T suppose sl Really, 1
hadn't thought of it."

“Hadn't thought of it repeated the
Burglar, and there was a trace of as-
tonishment in his wvoice. “By George,
you're a wonder!” he added,

He started to get on hia feet, then
dropped back wearily.

“®ay, girlie, he requested, “see if you
can find the bag in the car there, and
hand it out. Let’s take & look,”

“Where is it?”

“Somewhere in front,
feet when T jumped out.”

There was a rustle of skirta in the
darkness, and after a2 moment a faint,
muffled clank ns of one heavy metal
atriking dully against another,

“Goodness!” exclaimed the Girl.
heavy enough. What's in it?”

“What’s in it#? echoed the Burglar,
and he chuckled. “A fortune, mearly.
It’s worth being punctured for. Let me
see !’

In the darkness he took the bag from
her handa and fumbled with it a mo-
ment. She heard the metallic sound
amgin, and then several heavy objects
were poured cut on the ground.

“A good fourteen pounds of pure
goid,” commented the Burglar. "By
George, T have but one match, but we'll
see what it'a uxe,”

The matek was struek, sputtered for
& moment, then flamed up, and the Girl,
standing, looked down upon the Burglar
on his knees beside a henp of gold plate.
Bhe stared at the glittering mass as if
fascinated, and her eyes opened wide.

“Why, Dick, what is that?” she asked.

“It's Randolph’s plate,” responded the
Burglar complacently. “I don’t know
how mmueh it is worth, but it must be
several thonsands, on dead weight”

“What are you doing with it?”

“What am 1 doing with it?” repeated
the Burglar. He was about to Took up,
when the mateh burned his finger, and
he drepped it. “That’s a silly question.”

“But how ¢mine it in your possessiont”
the Girl insiated.

T acquired it by the simple act of—
of dropping it into a bag and bringing
it along. That and you in the same
evening *  Te stretched ont a hand
toward her, but she was not there. He
chuckled a little as he turned and picked
up eleven plates, one by one, and re-
placed them in the bag.

“Nine—ten—eleven,” he
“What Tuck did you have”

“Dick Herbert, explain to me, please,
what you are deing with that gold
plate®  There was an imperative com-
mand in the voice,

The Burglar paused and rubbed his
chin thoughtfully.

“Oh, T'm taking it to have it fixed,”
he vesponded Hebtly,

“Fixed? Taking it this way, at this
time of the night ¥’

“2ure,” und he laughed pleasantly.

“You mean you—you—you stole itp”’
The worts came with an elfort.

“Well, T'd hardly eall it that™ re-
marked the Burglar., “That’s a harsh
word.,  S8till, it's in my possession; it
wasn't piven to me, and T didn't buy it.
You may draw your ewn conclusion”

The bag lay beside him, and his left
hand caressed it idly, lovingly.

“What lock did you have?” he asked
again,

There was aeccusing indignation in the
FHrl's voice,

“Yon—ayou atoje it!”

“well, if you prefer it that way—

yes.”
* The Burglar was staring steadily into
the darkness townrd that point whence
eame the veice, hut the night was so
demse that not a trace of the Girl was
visible.

“It seems to me it was lucky 1 de-
cided to take it at just this time and in
these circumstances,” he went on tannt-
ingly—"lucky for you, I mean, If I
hadi’t heen there you would have heen
caught,”

Again came the ptartled gnsp,

“What's the mntter?’

He was still perring unsceingly into
the darkness, The bag of gold plate
moved slightly unader his hand,  He
apenrd his fingers to close them mora
tightly, 1t was & mistake; his hand
prasped—nir.

I felt it at my
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“Stop that gume now!” be com-
manded, -

He struppled to his feet, His anawer
wus the crackling of & twig to his right.
He atarted in that direction, and brought
up with & bumyp agiinst the antomobile.
He turned, still groping blindly, and
embraced & tree with undigmitied fer-
vour, To hia left he heard another
wlight noise, and ran that wuay. Agnin
he struck an obmtacle. Then he began to
say  things—expressive  things, The
trensure bhad gone—disappeared into the
wlidowa, The Girl was gone, He
culled: there was no answer, He drew
his revolver fiercely, rs if to fire it;
then reconsidered and flung it down.

“And 1 thought 1 had nerve!’” he de-
clarml. 1t wua a compliment.

TIT,

Extravagantly hriniant the sun pop
pril up ont of the east—mot an unusual
areurrence — atul - atared  unblinkingly
fown upen w country road.  There were
the usual twiltering birds and dew-
spangled trees and nadding wild flowers:
also a anst that was shoe top deep. The
dawny air stirred lazily, and rustling
leaves sent long. sinuous shdows seamp-
ering back and farth,

Leoking upon it witheut enthusinsm
or poetic exnltation was a (Hirl—a pretty
Girl—a very pretty Girl. She sat on a
stone beside the yellow roadway, B pic-
ture of weariness. A rough burlap sack,
liden henvily, yet econemienlly as ta
space, wallowed in the dust beside her,
Her hair was tawny gold, and rebellious,
vagrant strands drooped listlessly about
her face. A beribboned sombrero Iny in
her lup, supplementing a certain air of
dilapilated bravado, doe in part to a
short skirt, heavy gloves and beots, a
belt with o knife and revolver.

A robin, perched impertinently on a
atump across the road, examined her at
hin leisure. She stared back at Signor
Hedbreast, and for this recognition he
warued a little song.

“I’ve & good mind to ery!” exclaimed
the Girl suddenly.

" Blhamed and startled, the robin flew
away. A mistiness came into the Girl's
blue eyes, und lingered there a moment,
then her white teeth closed tightly, and
the glimmer of vutraged emotion passed.

“0On,” she sighed ngzin, “I'm so tired
and hungry, and T just know I’11 never
get anywhere at allt™

But, despite the expressed conviction,
alle arose and struightened up, as if to
resume her journcy, turaing to atare
down at the bag. It waa an unsightly
symbol of blasted hopes, man's perfidy,
erushed aspirations, and—Heaven only
knows what beside.

“T've a good mind to leave you right
there,” she remarked to the bag apite-
fully. “Perhaps I might hide it,” &he
considered  the queation. “No, that
wouldn't do, I must take it with me,
and—and—och, Dick! Dick! What in
the world was the matier with you, any-
wiLy P

Then she sat down again and wept.
The robin crept back to look, and mod-

"

“ On which appeared the mame,
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eatly hid behind & leaf. From this coign
of vantage he watched her as she again
tose and plodded off through the dust
with the bag awinging over one shoulder.
At last —there ix an at last to every-
thing—a smull house sppeared from be-
hind a clump of trees. The Girl looked
with increduloun eyes. [t was really a
house.  Really? A tiny curl of smoke
hoverwl over the chimney,

“Well, thiank poodnesa, I'm somewhere,
anvhow,” she declared with her firat
abow of enthusinem. “I can get a cup
of cotfee or something.”

She covered the next fifty yards with
& new spring in her leaden heels, and
with & new and firmer grip on the pre-
cious bag. Then—she stopped.

“Gracious!”” and perplexed lines sud-
denly wrinkled her brow. ©<If 1 should

in there with a pistol and knife
they’d think I was a brignnd—or—or a
thief, and T suppose I am,” she added as
she stapped and rested the bag on the
ground. “At least, ] have stolen goods
in my possession. Now, what shall L
sy, What am 1! They wouldn’t be-
lieve me if I told them. Short ekirt,
boots and gloves—I know! T'm a bicy-
clist. Ay wheel broke down, and —"

Wherenpon ghe gingerly removed the
revelver from her belt and flung it into
the underbrush—not at all in the diree-
tivn she had intended—and the knite
followed to keep it company. Having
relieved Lerself of these sinister things,
she straightencd her hat, pushed back
the rebeinous hair, yanked at her akirt,
and walked bravely up to the little
house.

An Angel lived there—an Angel in n
dizzily beflowered wrapper and a crah-
bl exterior. She listened to a rapidly
constructed  and  wholly  incensistent
story of m bicvele aeccident, which endedl
with a plea for a cup of coffes. Silently
she proceeded to prepare it.  After the
pot was bubbling cheerfully and eggn
hiad been put on and biseuits thrust into
a stove to be warmed over, the Angel
mat rdown at the tuhle opposite The Girl.

“Boeok wpent ¥’ she naked.

“0h, ne!” replied the Girl,

“Sewing machines?”’

N

There was a pause as the Angel settled
and poured a cup of coffee,

“Make to order, 1 s’pose?"

“No," the Girl replied uncertainly.

“What do yon sell?”

“Nothing, I—]——" She stopped.

“What you got in the bag?’ the An-
gel persiated,

“Some — same — just some—stufl,”
stnmnered the Girl, and her face sud-
denly flushed crimson,

“What kind nf stuff 1

The @irl locked into the frankly in-
quisitive eves, and was overwhelmed by
a sense of her own heiplessness. Tears
sturted, and one pearly drop ran down
her perfeet nose and splashed into the
voffee.  That was the last straw. She
Iraned forward suddenly nnd wept.

“Please, plea don’t ask questions!™
she pleaded. “I'm n poor, foolisl, mis-
puided, disillusioned woman!™

Yea'm,” enid the Angel,  She wok
up the epggs, then came over and put a

*Mr. Richard Hamlilten Herbert.'"™



