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BPLYOND .

“There wasn’t much noise for what ¥,
was going on.”

g6 ARY Ellen,” asked Ken-
neth suddenly, ‘‘do you
think Sheila is happy?”’
A fitful wind drove sleet against
the windows. A log in the grate fell
apart. The clock chimed slowly six.
It had been dark for nearly an hour,
the carly bitter darkness of December.
Mary Ellen made congrete the mis-
givings he had not put into words.
““Of course, Kenneth, I think she
would be happier if you dldn t scem
to parﬂy dlsapprove of her
L3 {

I want my girl to be 1mt solid flesh
and blood like me, with- five senses
like mine—that I can believe in.
Don’t you understand?’’

“‘I see what you mean, but it's you
who do mot understand. Sometimes,
I think that I’'m the only person who
does understand her. When—it—
happened, she talked to me.’”

““She’s talked to you more than

I'I‘O/In

she ever has to me, Mary Ellen,”
Kenncth said unhappily. ** Won’t you
tell me—everything there is to tell "

Mary Ellen had been fidgeting be-
fore the fire. She sank into the depths
of a large armchair, so that her face
was in shadow.

““The first was the sinking of the
Lusilania. 1 was only eight.”’

“I know about the Lusitania. I
know that Sheila dreamed of drown-
ing, the night it sank. I think she sees
that that is only a coincidence. Hun-
dreds of people probahly dream of
drowning every night.”’

If Kenneth’s tone was not sarcastic,
it suggested that to disageee with him
would invite at least a desire to be
sarcastic. Mary Ellen flushed; but
she was eager now to prove her point,
and began again with added energy.

‘It wasn’t a dream. Father and
Mother have each a room, Sheila and
I one together. Ours has a du%; into
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Mother’s. That night I waked because
the covers had been thrown back, and
T was chilled. That wasn’t like Sheila,
and she was gone. In a moment I
heard her voice, in Mother’s room.
She was younger thén, about the age
T am now, and she had gone to Mother
because she was frightened. She was
afraid of death—and of deep water.
And she was wide awake.’”

Mary Ellen paused, remembering.

“‘She said there were too many
people dying in the night. And when
Mother talked to her, thinking she
meant the way people are always dy-
ing cverywhere, and said she mustn’t
let the war excite her, and the stories
of men in the trenches, she said—I
remember the words she used—‘I
don’t mean in the trenches, or in
houses and hospitals. I mean under
the stars, in the black, deep water. I
can’t get them out of my mind.” Then
she said she couldn’t get air, she was
smothering. After a while she was
quiet, and Mother led her back to
bed. The next day we read about the
Lusitania.”

“Did she know anyone on board
the Lusitania®’’

“‘No. But I think her mind reached
theirs—like a radio station taking an

0. 8. I think that now. Why,
everyone believes in telepathy, Ken!’”

‘I believe more in coincidence.”

““You still say that! Then listen.
For I don’t believe you ever hecard
all about—when Vincent died.”’

“I know she had—some sort of
‘visitation.” I know she believes—
used to helieve—in such things.”’

Mary Ellen’s voice fell almost to a
whisper, although the dining-room
still was dimly lit, and the kitchen
door still closed.

“‘This was in the night, too. Sheila
was twenty-one, and I was thirteen.
We had gotten very close together
then, and Sheila read me parts of
Vincent’s letters. He was coming
from India to marry her at Christmas
time, but this was in the summer be-
fore.”
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Kenneth moved uneasily. When
Sheila had been engaged to Vincent,
she had been happier than she was
now.

‘T waked. Sheila was sitting up in
bed! hardly breathing. She was lis-
teming. 1 moved, and she spoke to
me. Something was the matter with
Vincent.”

“‘She had had a letter$”’

“‘Oh, no. Just that moment, she
knew. She had waked from a night-
mare. In her dream, her side hurt
her badly, and she was laid out on a
flat-topped, wooden kitchen table. It
was all so clear that she saw a gash
in the table top, where a cooking-
knife had jabbed. The surgeon and
his assistant with the anesthetic wore
gauze masks, but the assistant was
cross-eyed. He put a cone over her
face, and she struggled and waked.
But her first thought was not of her
dream, but of Vincent. She knew
that it had happened to Vincent, be-
cause of that.”

““That was a queer transition.””

““Yes. You'd have thought she
would wonder if she might be going
to have appendicitis, or something
like that, herself, wouldn’s you?’’

‘‘Most people would.”

“‘She still seemed to feel, or to ‘al-
most feel,” a sensation of cutting; far
away, like a sound just befere you
can’t hear it at all. It didn’t take
long to tell me that, and when she
finished, she was shaking all over.
“It’s going on and on, a long way off.
Out there in India. What I can’t
understand, is—now, it ésn't cutting,

it’s thudding. Heavy blows. It is
horrible. My God! Doctors don’t
pound a patient. ...’ There was more.

About 2 man coming to with a deep,
open wound in his side, and still the
blows.””

The low voiee from the shadow of
the big chair no longer sounded like
Mary Ellen’s.

“Vi terward we heard—"’
““I know the rest.”’
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Vincent, in India, photo-

had
graphed a sacred f Very soon
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to do her harm? A courage born of
h like despair rose in him.

afterward he was taken with acute
appendicitis. In the midst of a hurry-
up operation, angry natives had
dragged away the doctor and his
helper, and hed stoned the uncon-
scious man to death.

“‘But did you ever check up on the
scarred table and the cross-eyed
anesthetist?”’

““Oh, Ken! A Psychic Research So-
ciety would have done all that. We
didn’t. Sheila couldn’t have stood
any more.’’ .

The smell of savory cooked things
filled the air. The swing door had
been blocked open ; dinner was being
set on the table. Mary Ellen got out
of her chair and slipped away. A
moment later, Sheila came and led
Kenneth in to dinner.

A'r THE table, Mary Ellen looked
like a younger reflection of Sheila.
““That kid will be having visions
next. But if it were a gift of vision,
it would be a great thing—a really
wonderful thing. If it were freely
accepted, it wouldn’t be an unhappy
thing. But I can’t see it like that—
to me it isn’t a gift. It is only an
abnormality. Hysteria at night; a co-
incidence, and the two edges of it
fitted more closely together after-
ward; memories colored by a wild
theory. Hysterical tendencies encour-
aged, and more ‘visions’ and more
coincidences. It is no gift to me. It
seems to me more like—insanity.””

Yes, that was his feeling. That was
the word he had hidden in the back
of his mind. The ugliest word in the
world.

Talk flowed around Kenneth. Mary
Ellen brightened and began to re-
semble her mother instead of Sheila.
Sheila herself was sensitive to Ken-
neth’s mood. The shadow deepened
in her eyes as she watched his face.
Suddenly Kenneth knew that for
months it had been deepening when
she looked at him. Was ke beginning

and his spirits rose with it. Sheila
loved him. He would hold to his mat-
ter-of-factness like a life-line, and to
Sheila. He would dominate her, and
save her from the things he feared.

IIc dominated her now. After din-
ner, he put on a record and made her
dance. Ile told her jokes and made
her laugh. There was a suppressed
sparkle about her that made him long
to see more of it, to sce it released
and often in play.

The telephone rang. Mrs. Michaels
turned from it to her elder daughter.

“It’s your dress, Sheila. If you
wear it tomorrow night, Mrs. Walton
has to try it on this evening.”’

“I didn’t know you had a new
dress.”” Kenneth’s eyes asked an in-
terested question. “‘Ilame chiffon?’’

Sheila smiled, understanding him.
“Flame!”’

The word was a shout of triumph.
The only evening dress he had seen
Sheila wear was a misty, silver thing,
like rain on a mountain top. All her
clothes wore somber-hued. Flame-col-
ored chiffon vas sunrise and vietory.
After all, perhaps nothing like what
was past would ever enter into the
future—his and Sheila’s future. And,
some day, all that was past would be
forgotten, and he would be sure in
his heart that Sheila was—just a girl
like other girls.

Sheila had gone to the telephone.
“T guess I'll have to waste an hour
on it,”’ she said.

“I'm sorry. I thought it was all
finished.””

Kenneth expected to go with her.

““I’d rather you didn’t,’”’ she per-
suaded him. “‘It’s ouly 7:30, and I can
take the car and be there in five min-
utes. It embarrasses Mrs. Walton to
have a ‘gentleman friend’ hanging
around while she's fitting. You did
that once, and she made the hem
crooked. The curtains between her
two rooms don’t fit, and she has them
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on her mind. So if you want this to
hang, let me go alone.”

“‘I’ll take you and come back, and
then go back again. Or wait in the
car. Or, better—I need exercise. I'd
rather walk it once, each way.’”

““That’s silly, Ken. It’s a bad night
to walk the streets. Let me drive over
alone; you stay here, and I'll *phone
you in time to walk over, if you really
want to walk it once, and ride back
with me.’’

It was settled. Sheila’s matter-of-
fuctness delighted Kenneth as much
as the flame-colored dress. She had a
competent, efficient way that was al-
ways a source of delight to him.

And in a moment, suddenly, like
the blowing of an unwholesome wind
aeross the shining surface of a pool,
everything was different.

“Ken—Ken—I'm not going . . . T
can’t go. I'm afraid.”

Only seconds had elapsed since her
last words, but her voice was changed.
Her eyes were wide, unhappy, and—
yes—terrified. Kenneth had been in
the act of helping her with her coat.
She leaned slightly acainst him, her
eyes, with that strange look in them,
near his own. They held his, desper-
ately, appealingly. Kenneth tried to
hide his recoil from hcr manner.

“I’ll go with you.”

He had not conccaled his feeling.
Moreover, it was deepening. IHe was
conscious of something like irritation
also, an irritation that was growing.
Everything had heen all right. There
was no reason for Sheila suddenly to
alter, to look at him like a stricken
animal, hound and helpless and wait-
ing for an expected blow to fall.
Whatever the cause of this attack,
Sheila_had not tried to control her-
self. She had yielded to a funtastic
mood, and had expected Kenneth to
yield.

Sheila’s eyes hecame more stricken
as she watched him.

““You needn’t look like that, Ken.
I'm going.”

Kenneth weighed his words careful-
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ly. “I don’t think the road is too
slippery. Both you and I have driven
hundreds of miles in the rain, at
night, too. The sleet turned to rain
an hour ago. But if you’re afraid to
drive—""

“I'm never afraid to drive. It
wasn't that. It was—it is—oh, never
mind, now. I am ready.”

“Moods are to be reckonbd with,”
said Kenneth gently. ‘‘Of course, it’s
better not to give in to them unless
you have to. But—are your nerves
steady enough to drive?”

“I'm not nervous. I wasn’t nerv-
ous. You'd never understand. For-
get it, Ken. I'm going. Only, don’t
ever look at me as you did a minute
ago. I—didn’t like it.””

They walked to the unlighted ga-
rage in silence. Sheila climbed into
the front seat of the touring-car. The
motor started quickly, and Kenneth
leaned over and kissed the girl lightly
on the cheek. °

“I’lIl be ready when you ’phone,’’
he said. He slammed the door.

The big car moved out backward,
closely shrouded in its black curtains,
a shining black monster trailing glar-
ing, parallel heams. It took the road,
swung round and shot away, the
bright lights leaping before it, its
driver invisible in the gloomy cavern
of the interior. Sheila was an expert
driver, and misted glass and blurry
celluloid never annoyed her scriously.
But Kenneth’s straining eyes resented
their inability to catch a last glimpse
of her, and lLis over-strained nerves
made of the trifle a grievance. For
the first time in his life it seemed to
him that there was something sinister
about the appearance of a closely cur-
tained car; something suggestive of a
hearse, or of something hateful which
he could not name. He turned toward
the house with a shiver of disgust at
the idea.

IN THE big chair by the fire Mary
Ellen rocked silently. She would
not look at Kenneth.
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Mr. and Mrs. Michaels were ill at
ease. They had taken no hand in the
incident, but they had been talking
it over while Kenneth was out. After
a little hesitation, Mrs. Michaels spoke
to him.

“I think you did right, Kenneth.
She’ll have to overcome those spells.
It’s been a long time since I've seen
her—"'

The mother’s voice trailed into si-
lence. The last time had been the time
of Mary Ellen’s story. They were all
thinking of that.

““If 1 had been you, Kenneth, she
wouldn’t have gone without me,”’ said
Sheila’s father flatly.

‘‘Please—— '’ said Kenneth.

The elock ticked. The wind blew a
branch outside the window so that it
tapped against the glass. Again, Mary
Ellen’s story lived in Kenneth's ears.
The tapping branch was like a signal,
attracting his attention to some un-

faet.

Sheila should have reached the
Walton house. Just this side of it,
vacant lots the size of a eity block
lay along each side of the road. Ken-
neth pictured the shut-in ear passing
this point with a recurrence of the
shudder of distaste he had felt as he
looked after the car. It was early,
and the road would not be empty.
Cars would be meeting each other and
rushing by, each a eavern of darkness
carrying its unseen occupants, its
bright lights glaring ahead, twin
meteors blazing a lonely trail.

Wolf, the collie, went to the door
and whined—a long, heart-breaking
whine that was almost a howl. Ken-
neth opened the door for him, foreing
himself to speak lightly.

“Shell. got us all nervous, and
we’ve affected the dog.’

Fifteen minutes passed, slowly. If
the telephone did not ring, he would
have to call the Waltons’ house him-
self. He gave it five more minutes.
One—two—

It was still sounding in his ear
when he caught the voice on the wire:

W.T—3
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““Is this the Michaels’ residence! Is
Miss Sheila there! I thought she was
coming here to have a fitting."”’

Visions of accident, of collision and
side-swipes rushed through Kenneth’s
mind. Yet these things did not wear
the aspeet of his fear. It had to do—
he was sure—with the elosed-in,
prisoned look of the ear as it had
vanished in the night.

The lamp-lit room seemed changed.
He thought swiftly. These people did
not know that something had hap-
pened to Sheila. Kenneth’s shoulders
squared. He was responsible for
whatever had happened. He would
be responsible for more. He would

“not share his kmowledge now, not

until he had tried to make it more
definite. Before he terrified Sheila’s
father and mother, he would go over
the road she should have gome. A
stalled motor might have held her
somewhere all this time. . . .

But his fear—his horror—why
should he detest the idea of Sheila’s
being alone in the close-curtained
car? Was he subconsclonsly enter-
taining a fanmmc suspicion that she,
in this evening’s mood, ought not be
alone, shut from the eyes of others?
That she needed protection from her-
sclf, perhaps? Not that—it could not

be that! But what nameless, shape-
less dread was it that was assailing
him in terms he eould not define?
Hls doubts colored his fears.

y he had d his

reply over the telephone “Tn about
twenty minutes,”’ had meant to Mrs.
Walton that he was bringing Sheila.
“You’ll find me in bed if you eome
much later,”” had meant to him that
Mrs. Walton would not bother to call

in.

He snatched his hat and overeoat,
but dropped the overcoat at onee in
the darkness outside, and began to
run, jamming his hat down to keep
the stinging drizzle out of his eyes.
Ie spared breath to call twice te
Wolf, but if the dog heard him he
made no sign. He thought as he ran
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that Mary Eillen and Wolf had both
turned against him, and he did not
blame them. He had turned against
himself. He should have gone with
her. In his uncertainty, he knew only

He ran until his breath came hard
and the perspiration streamed down
his body with the rain soaking
through his clothes. He did not know

how many minutes it was before he *

came to the lonely stretch of road he
had been hurrying to reach. But
there was nothing there to see. The
road lay straight ahead, a shining
canal reflecting the lights of two on-
rushing cars. Their headlights flared
on him and vanished, and the dark-
ness closed down like a falling cur-
tain of wet, black velvet. The light
in Mrs. Walton’s house was ahead,
dim in the rain and mist. This out-
skirt of the city was as lonely as many
spots ten miles from town.

Kenneth walked now, scanning the
shadows to left and right. He passed
the Walton house, although he knew
that the reasonable thing was to go in
there and telephone the Michaels the
truth. He had passed no wrecked or
stalled car. No car was parked here.
Sheila would not have come and gone
away without him. It was a case,
now, for notifying the police.

And yet he walked on indecisively
in the rain like a man possessed by
an impulse stronger than himself, un-
able to face the facts, unable to give
up and admit that there was no longer
a chance that suddenly he would find
Sheila and everything would be all
right. Also, he could not go in out of
the night and put things into other,
less eager hands. The idea was like
the idea of a desertion. He was not
through yet with the black, streaming
road that led on past the house to-
ward which Sheila had started.

He never before had gone past Mrs.
Walton’s house. Beyond were lights
in other houses, sparsely scattered.
But before the first of these, a lane-
like cinder road led off to the right.
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And far away somewhere to the right,
a dog, with a voice that reminded him
of Wolf, gave a single distressed bark
as he hesitated.

To get the general direction of this
road and the lay of the land, or be-
cause an impulse stronger than his
uncertain will turned his footsteps,
Kenneth splashed into the narrow
channel of deeper darkness. The rain
began to fall more heavily.

I'r HAD poured for hours. The win-
dows of the Michaels’ house shone
like squares of yellow topaz under
water. At 11 o’clock their brightness
faded to a dusky play of firelight and
shadow, slanted over by the pallid
gleam from the nearest street lamp.

Mr. and Mrs. Michaels had talked
over again the events of the evening
in the last hour since Mary Ellen had
gone to bed. Sheila must learn to
control her moods. Yet Kenneth’s
policy was questionable. And while
no slightest uneasiness over their
daughter’s whereabouts had touched
her parents since the telephone call
they thought was from her, they had
accused both her and Kenneth of
thoughtlessness.

““They must have driven down-
town. They wouldn’t stay at Mrs.
‘Walton’s very long.”’

‘‘They probably got tickets and
went to a show, and maybe they
didn’t have much time to ’phone.
They’re usually good about that.
Sheila usually lets us know what she’s
doing.”’

““There’s no reason why she
shouldn’t alwoys let us know. It
isn’t asking much, to want to know
when to expect the children home.’’

The curtained lights upstairs were
darkened too, and blinds and windows
raised. With the unsatisfied feeling'
that follows a spoiled evening,
Sheila’s father and mother fell asleep.

Tnz persistent, soaking rain dimin-
ished at last. A dense white mist
crept slowly out of lower-lying places,
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along sheltered slopes and behind
hedges. It lay deep and heavy on the
road.

In the silent house the clock struck
twelve. As if at a signal, soft foot-
steps crept down the stairs. Mary
Ellen could stand her motionless vigil
10 longer. And in that moment a car
glided up the hill.

Mary Ellen had pressed her face
against the glass in the door. She
would not have heard the car, for the
motor made no sound. The wheels
were shrouded in the creeping mist,
so that the black car scemed floating
upward on a cloudy stream. Drifting
wisps of vapor undulated, snakelike,
before the dimmed lights. Mary El-
len bit her lip and shivered as the
car turned slowly into the drive and
stopped. :

‘‘Dead?”’

She repeated the word softly, over
and over, shivering more and more.

For Kenneth had gotten awkwardly
out, holding in his arms a limp thing
dressed in Sheila’s clothes. He was
coming up the drive. His head was
bent, but although his face was hid-
den, despair spoke in every line of his
body. Hair matted, tail, head and
cars drooping, the collie slunk behind
him. As they reached the porch,
Mary Ellen heard a smothered whine.

‘‘Dead!”

She did not realize that she had
been repeating the word, that she
spoke it now with a different intona-
tion.  But Kenneth's voice answered
her, low-toned and harsh.

‘“There’s death in the air tonight—
but T haven’t given up. She was
breathing when I started with her;
afterward, I wasn’t sure. But I
haven’t given up.””

There was no sound from above
stairs. With one accord, Kenneth and
Mary Ellen moved soundlessly. Ken-
neth laid Sheila gently on the rug
before the fire and knelt beside her.
An ugly bruise darkened her temple;
all the rest of her face was the color
of marble. Her wrists were bruised.
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** Kenneth—1I'll bring some water.””

When Mary Ellen returned,
Kenneth was rhythmically chafing
Sheila’s hands. He took the water
and wet her forehead, brushing the
fine hair straight back in unaccus=
tomed lines, so that the strangeness
which illness or death brings to a fa-
miliar face became¢ more marked.
Mary Ellen sobbed. Kenneth was
holding one wrist now, with a look of
listening. Ile had done this at first.
Mary Ellen knew that he was feeling
for the pulse, and that he had not
found #t. A very faint pulse was
hard to find, unless you were a doc-
tor or a nurse. It might be only very
hard to find—very hard to find.

“‘I’ll tell you what happened, Mary
Ellen.  And then—if she hasn’t come
around—we’ll have to wake your
father and mother, and—tell them.
I've already ’'phoned for & doctor. I
did that on the way. He ought to
be here very soon, but we’ll have to
tel them first. I hoped—she would
come to before we had to tell them.

“‘Anyhow, you knew there .was
something wrong. We all knew it.
But I was too big a fool to admit—
until that telephone call. Sheila
didn’t call; Mrs. Walton called, be-
cause Sheila hadn’t come. Then I
went wild. I felt that T must find
her, that I must go directly to her,
that no one else could find her in
time. So when I went out, I ran over
the road she should have gone.

*‘I had called Wolf, but he didn’t
answer. So I went alone.

“I passed Mrs. Walton’s house, be-
cause—I had to. There was a cinder
road to the right. I went down it,
because—I had to. When I hesitated,
I heard a dog bark down that road—
a dog with a voice like Wolf’s. But
—1I don’t think that decided me. I
Jjust had to go.

‘I found the ecar half a mile down
that road, where it was woodsy on
both sides—tall trees, growing close.
There wasn’t much noise for what
was going on, Wolf and 8 man were
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rolling in the road, and the man had
Wolf by the throat—that was why
there wasn’t more barking: Wolf was
too busy trying to get loose, and to
slash the man’s throat, for any bark-
ing. Idon't know how it would have
come out. It was very dark. But
when I came up, the man let go and

t to his feet and ran—Wolf after
ﬂm. I called Wolf off; I didn’t

““There was Sheila, doubled up on
the floor of the tonneau with that
bruise in her temple. with her hands
tied together with rope—oh, I can’t
tell you! But there were little things
fallen on the floor—things out of a
man's pockets, out of a dope-fiend’s
pockets, Mary Ellen. And I knew the
devil had been hiding there, crouched
in the tonneau, when she started.
When I made her go alone!

““Not that I would have been much
protection. He had an iron bar—I
think he used it on her. He could
have laid me out, just as cold—who
ever looks in the back of a car, at

night?
“‘Oh, Sheila! Sheila!™

8 THOUGH his ery of despair had

reached her, Sheila moved. Her
eyelids fluttered, and her lips trem-
bled, as at a grievous memory. Her
eves opened suddenly, wide, with a
lost look in them. They found Ken-
neth’s, and clung to them. A faint
trace of color came back into the
white face, as though in that long
look she were drawing strength from
him—from the steadiness of his eves.
and the love in them. And still she
stared, unsatisfied, asking something
without a word.

And Kenneth’s face slowly whit-
ened until she had the more color of
the two, and the relief went out of it,
until it was set in anguish—more set
and more hopeless than it had been
when he brought her in and laid her
down, and could not find her pulse.

He had thought that, it only she
would open her eyes, the terrors of
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the night would turn to blessed relief.
And now he knew that the question-
ings which had lain for so long be-
tween them must be faced and an-
swered. He had been overwhelmed
with pity for Sheila, driven out by
him to a horrible experience that
might have ended for her in death—
or worse.

But, did he believe that her fears
of the early evening were in the na-
ture of a presentiment? That, in her
danger, she—or something from that
other world she believed in, veiled
thinly from the world of the senses—
had drawn him to her, and guided his
feet down the narrow road?

Did he believe that she knew things
from some source of knowledge that
was closed to him, and to others? Did
he betieve that she had known of the
sinking of the Lusitania when it hap-
pened? Did he believe that her first
sweetheart, Vincent, had been anes-
thetized by a cross-eyed assistant on a
wooden kitchen table, hefore the na-
tives burst in and made an end?

He did not believe any of those
things. And he knew that Sheila be-
lieved them, that she would always
believe them, that things would al-
ways be happening to her to ¢onfirm
her in her belief—things that to him
would be coincidences; strange. but
nothing more than coincidences, be-
cause they could not be proved any-
thing else. Proof, proof! He could
not believe things for which there was
no proof, and, although he would
never try again to bully Sheila into
believing as he believed, she would
see the doubts in his mind, and shrink
from them. Only this evening he had
feared that her mind—well, in the fu-
ture, what might he fear, what might
he think? And—Sheila would fear
his thoughts.

Things of which they dared not
speak, because they had no common
language of shared expericnce, would
invade their house of life, as tonight’s
storm and darkmess had forced their
way into this sheltered room. And
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because they had no common lan-
guage in which they might ery out to
each other in their need, the walls ofw
their house would fall.

All the philosophy of his life Ken-
neth would now have given gladly for
one moment in which he and Sheila
might see eye to eye. But he had no
hope of such a moment, however fleet-
ing. Reality to him was not a thing
of feeling, but of fact.

Down the road there sounded an
automobile horn.

‘“The doctor—at last!”’

But Sheila, holding on by his arm,
raised herself suddenly to a sitting
position.

““Then, I want to tell you some-
thing before he comes, Kenneth—you
must understand. There must be
peace and understanding between
us.”

The excitement in her voice alarmed
Kenneth. Now, of all times, this sub-
Jjeet must not be taken up. There was
enough in it to hurt deeply, at any
time. Now Sheila could not stand it.

“My darling — wait,”’ he mur-
mured.
““No! I am going to tell you—

quick, before he comes, and the others
come. That blow on my head—I was
farther away than you think. I have
been with Vineent.””

Mute with agony, Kenneth raised
his eyes from Sheila’s face and looked
at Mary Ellen. And even in Mary
Ellen’s trusting face he read a doubt.
‘Would the others come in, the doctor
and her parents, and hear such things
as this? Would other people, some
day—1*

Tt was best to let her talk now, after
all, before the doctor’s car reached
the drive. But his decision did not
matter, in any case. There was no
stopping Sheila now.

““I was almost dead. Perhaps I was
dead. And at once, Vincent came to
me. I don’t remember what he said,
or how he said it. But I knew that he
understood. He has known that I
learned to love you, Kenneth, and
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that you loved me, and that you—did
not believe in me. That you thought
I was fanciful, hysterical, maybe a
little out of my mind. He has seen
this for a long time, and has grieved
over it and tried to help. He has
seen that awful suffering would grow
out of your doubt of me—unless it
could be stopped. He saw that long
before we felt it, you and 1. And he
could never reach your mind, and
reaching mine would have done no
good ; it would only have revived old
memories.

“*And so he tried to touch our lives
through another. It is hard to ex-
plain, Kenneth; but he made me see
again the cross-eyed assistant—the
man who was anesthetizing him when
—you know.

“I saw him. I knew that Vincent
had tried hard to send him to me, to
tell his story, to verify my ‘dream’ to
you, so that you would feel differently
toward me, so that there would be a
fact on my side. But something ter-
rible came in, there, and I was afraid
—as I was afraid just before I was
struck on the head, when I realized
that someone was hiding behind me,

““Only, I am sure of this, Kenneth.
I came back—I waked—with this in
my mind. My fear was like an awful
discord breaking in. But, in spite of
it, Vincent made me understand this.

““You must go, yourself, at once,
and look on the floor of the car, in the
tonneau. There are things there that
you must see. Perhaps you have seen
them, but you must look again. You
must go, now, Kenneth, before any-
one else can disturb them, hefore any-
thing can stop you—it means every-
thing—you must go—""

A mew note in the hurrying voice
warned Kenneth. Sheila must be
humored, she must not he allowed to
excite herself.

“‘If you’ll quiet down, dear—I hear
the doctor coming. I'll leave you
with Mary Ellen—and I think I heard
your mother speak, upstairs. When
they come down they'll be less fright-
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ened if you scem ealm and like your-
self. Yes, I'm going straight out to
the car. I'll laok at everything.”

ENNETH met the doctor at the

door, and motioned him inside.
Hec heard Mary Ellen’s voice. As he
went out, he saw light strecaming from
the upstairs windows. Mary Ellen
would explain. Ior Sheila’s sake,
he must know exactly what was on
the floor of that car. IIe had notieed
a hypodermic necdle, and a ‘‘file’” of
white pills. Besides these, there had
been other smallish things, or such
was his impression.

Groping on the floor of the car, his
fingers closed on a narrow, leather-
bound book.  He drew it out and
climbed’ into the front seat. Ile
could inspeet it briefly by the dash-
light. A memorandum book, a dope-
fiend’s dosage record—he would see
Jjust what it was, for he was going to
enumerate every object in the car.
‘When he had looked at this, he would
feel again, and strike a match. . . .

His thoughts ran on, while he fum-
bled with a little clasp that closed the
book; a surface current of planning,
an undercurrent of despair. Here
was he, unable to hear what went on
in the house, what the doctor said, be-
cause he must go through the belong-
ings of a eriminal—not in the inter-
est of revenge or justice, which could
have waited until his mind was at
rest abont Sheila’s immediate condi-
tion, but because he was looking for
a message from Vincent—{rom be-
yond the grave. And, having found
nothing, how would he meet Sheila?
‘What would pass between them when
he came to her again, and afterward?
His fingers moved slowly, for he did
not want to go in too soon.

And suddenly his thouzhts stopped.

The little hook fell open in the

TALES

cirele of yellow light. Something
was slipping out—an old picture of
Sheila! In this tramp’s pockethook !

Bending forward eagerly now, all
but holding his breath, he fingered
the pages. They were soiled, some of
them stuck together, but all closcly
written over with ink, nearly to the
cnd of the hook. He turned over to
the last written page, and held it close
to the light:

“She is more beautiful than the
picture. I shall hide in the back seat
of the car at night, until I get my-
chanee. IF too many come, T can slip
oat. The garage is always dark.

‘T look back over the years, and I
can sce that I have heen moving to-
ward this for a long time. First, after
the thing happened that started me
on the dope, I used to feel as though
he were sending me to her. T would
remember—the kitchen table with the
gash in it, kim lying on it, uncon-
seious, after I had given him the an-
esthetie; the beginning of the opera-
tion, the cut in his side, and then
the brown devils pouring in at the
doors and windows—TI can feel mysel f
running away again, and afterward,
the horrors, and then the morphiné.
Tt was while thinking of that at first
that I used to feel as though he were
sending me to the girl. T took her
picture from some of his things that
1 found, and I used to look at it, and
wonder what he wanted me to tell her.
And that was strange, for T never
saw him before the day he died, and
his affairs were nothing to me.

““Then the dope got me altogether.
And all T knew was, that  must take
her—any way I could. What chance
would there be for me in any decent
way? A down-and-out anesthetist
without a job; a dope-fiend, who'll
never have another chanee; a tramp;
a homely hrute—ugly as hell, and
cross-eyed!”’

A



