“OH, MY GOD!”

.‘l.plll.—chk Morgan of Syra-
cuse, N. Y., a fallure in life, enlist-
ed in tho Forel;n Legion of the
Fmnch army under the name of
Henry Hillard, s disfigured by
shrapnel. "The French surgeons
ask for a photograph to guide them
in restoring his face. In his rage
against life he offers in derision a
picture postcard bearing the radl-
ant face of Christ. The surgeons

H doa good job. On his way back to
—America-he meets -Martin-Harmon, -
a New York broker. The result
is that Morgan, under the name of
Hilliard, goes back to Syracuse to
sell a mining stock. He is deter-
mined to make good. He telis
people of the death of Morgan. He
finds in Angela Cullen a loyal de-
fender of Dick Morgan. He meets
Carol Durant, who had refused to
marry him. She does not hesitate
to tell him that she had loved Mor-
gan. Hilliard finds he still loves
~her and is tempted to confess. Hil-
liard tempts Cullen, his former em-
ployer, with his mining scheme.

s discovers a rival for Carol's
Jove in a nice young fellow named
Armstrong. Hilliard betrays his
Jove to Carol and is told he has
*“one chance in a thousand.” He
sells large blocks of mining stock to
Cullen and others. Harmon unex-
pectedly arrives in Syracuse.

“CHAPTER |IX—Continued.
. o 1O

“Thank you. And you might take
these drafts now; three of 'em. Right?
Good. Well—any developments?”

“What?” Harmon tapped his cig-
arette case in the palm of his left
hand. “Oh, you mean the mine?”’

Hilllard nodded. “Yes. Have you
‘gone any further with the shaft yet?
Two or three of the more cautious men
are holding back until something hap-
pens with that.”

“Shaft? Harmon was puzzled.
“What shaft?’ He placidly stowed.
away the drafts. “I'm not sinking any
new shafts at this stage of the game.”
It was Hilliard's turn to be puzzled.

“Why, I mean the old shaft on Sil-
verbow No. 1. Have you gone any
further with it? I've told these people
we were just starting. That's right;
isn't it

Harmon iaughed noisily.

“Oh, that shaft! Don't you think
it's a little early to begin on that?
Say, about ninety thousand doum too
e‘rly?"

As Hilliard sat gazing at him in pro-
found bewilderment a waliter slid up
alongside him and coughed for his at-
tention.

“Gentleman wants to speak to you |

tside, Mr. Hilllard. In the lobby. ]

ys it's important.”

“Oh!” Hilliard drew the back of
his hand across his forehead. “Tell
him I'll come right out. Will you ex-
cuse me a moment, Mr. Harmon?”

“Sure! Go ahead.” The promoter
sat back comfortably and gave him &
wave of dismissal. Hilliard, his pupils
parrowing, went t to the doorway.
A pace or two distant one-of the vice
presidents of the Trust and Deposit
company—=a friend of Cullen’s and a
very good man to know—was loitering
restively.

“Hello, Hilliard,” he said, wrinkling
his forehead. “How are you? Look
here, it's none of my business, of
course, but I couldn’t help wondering
how much you know about that .chap
you're sitting with. - Don’t be offend-
ed; it's a friendly quesxion Simph
my interest in yon as O of our,
clients.” |

“Why, I know a good deal about
him.”

The banker continued solemnly:

“Yon probably know a lot more |
about him than I do, then, but just the
same, I wanted to make sure.. That's
all.” He turned, but Hilliard stopped
him,

“well, ‘what do you know about
him?” - ‘

“Before I answer that—is he a
friend of yours?’ The question was
too blunt to be diplomatic, and too sug-

_ gestive to be disregarded.

“Not exactly that; he's a rather
good acquaintance, though. ‘In a busi-
ness way only—what he is socially I
don’t know. and I don’t think I much

are"

~*So you don‘t need m ‘advice about-|

kis business connections?”

“Why, I think not.” He was nettled |

lly the banker’s manner.
* ¢"The only _thing about it,” said the
' nettled in his turn by

- T8 the same old mine.”

Mr. Harmon, smiling broadly, half
arose from his chair as the masquer-
ader came slowly back to the table
and sat down hard.

“Well,” he said. “More business?”

Hilllard shook his head. '

“On-the contrary.” His volce had In:
it a curious dullness which the broker
was quick to catch.

“No bad news, I hope?”

“I'm not sure. Let's go on discussing
the mine.”

“Not much else to discuss, is there?
““He-Tooked
intently at Hilliard. “What's got into
you, anyway, in the last couple of min-
utes? You've lost all your pep. You
look as though you've seen a ghost.”

“Maybe I have,” sald Hilliard, with
a short laugh.

“Well?”

Hilliard regarded him with an odd

-intermingling of —respectand alarm.|

The respect was a holdever from the
past—from the early impression he
had formed from Harmon’s resplend-
ent offices in New York, and Harmon’s
contempt for money. He had consid-
ered his employer, at worst, a weak-
principled vendor of legitimate securi-
ties.

“Mr. Harmon,” _Hilliard said re-
luctantly, “I'm in a mighty awkward
‘position. . . We can’'t afford to
let anything spoil this campaign, can
we?”

“Not If we can very well help it.
What's bothering you?”’

“For over ten weeks now, I've been
building up a reputation—you know
what I've been doing; you know how
much depends on it. Your name hasn’t
been mentioned once; I've been selling
this thing on my own personality—
holding myself out as the principal.
Well, the man who called me outside
just now—and he's one of the solid
banking crowd up here—he spoke of
you as though he knew you. In fact—
to be perfectly frank—he called me
out there to ask me about you. Now,
I don't know what dealings” you've
ever had with him, or with anyone else
up here, but it struck me that if there
is anything between you and Syracuse,
or any of its fairly big men, perhaps
it would be better if I knew it. You
see, this thing I'm selling is so darned
personal—"

“Who was he?”’
rasped.

“Embree—of the Trust and Deposit
company.” - i ;

“Oh, yes.” Harmon smoked reflec-
tively. “Yes, we know “each other.
What did he have to say?”

“It wasn't so much what he said as
the way he said it. I suppose you've
had some disagreement with these peo-
ple?” '

“Some disagreement,” admitted Har-
man, grinning. “These up-state farm-
ers and I love each other like-a couple
of strange bulldogs. Still—"

“If it isn't objectionable to you,”
said Hilliard, hesitating, “I'd rather
like to know a bit about it, Mr. Har-

Harmon’s voice

“But Wait a Minute!”

mon. The subject might come. up
later. It's almost sure to, now that
Embree's seen you and spoken to me
about you. And if you've had any
quarrel with this crowd, even If it
wasn’t your fault, and if it came out

‘,jhttrmuo:kjngforyoa.andthere

‘was any talk about it, you can see
‘how I'd have to be on the defensive..
i '_So’tfyon could just give me a |
faint idea—" ;
“Plain English is a lot better than a.
faint idea,” said Harmon carelessly.
poated’ some steel bonds up lere
“I‘“ P Pnetﬂest bonds you ever saw in
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much Hke Silverbow, I guess—ean float

.and no lode.”

Kor a moment, Hilliard thought that
he hadn't heard aright.

“What was that you said?” he mn-
aged.

Harmon reiterated it .

“Too much Silverbow. Only. they
pumped the water out of it sooner
than we will. That was five years
ago.”

At first, Hilllard was untouched by
the shock; the force of it seemed to
pass over him entirely; then all at
once, as he was caught by the drift of
it, . his hands began to tremble violent-
ly; and his palms were clammy with
sweat. His stomach seemed to drop
out of him, and he was nauseated by
the tremendous purport of his employ-

‘er's cynicism,

“Mr. Harmon!” he panted, under
his breath, “Mr. Harmon !”

The New Yorker looked at him in
genuine surprise.

“What's the matter, Hilliard? You
look sick! Or d—-=—n it, man,
if that's another one of your bluffs,
you're wasting your time. You haven’t
worked up such a holy disposition you
believe in this mine, have you?” He
moved uneasily. *“I wish you'd wipe
that plous expression off your face—or-
is 1t glued on?”’ . &

“Hilliard’s voice shook uncontrolla-
bly.

“This . . this mlne W he stam-
mered. —*You told me=" -

“T'll stand by everything I've ever
told you, Hilliard. I'll prove it. It's
an area of mineralized schist with dis-
seminated copper values. And we've
got over a hundred acres of it. And
part of the shaft, too!” He laughed
noiselessly. “Of  course, altogether
there's  about five hundred- square
miles of that same sort of land in the
same  state, but what's the odds as
long’s you're happy? Tell me you
aren’t wise? Rot! Why, you knew
all about it when we were on the
boat!”

Hilliard’s muscles were working in
hysterical jumps, and his face was dis-

- torted.

“Y-you . . . y-you're. saying
. '« . y-you're saying I've been selling

. o 8-selling to my friends a plece
of d——n worthless property? Are
you?”

“Shut up!” The big man was domi-
nant, ugly. “Understand rnfe?  You
keep your mouth shut if you know
what’s good for you! Didn’t you ‘come
up here to get square with your
“friends? Your friends!” His accent
was superlatively contemptuous. “You
knew it wasn’'t a producing mine,
didn’t you?”

“You told me it was a wonderful
prospect! I knew it was a long shot,
but I thought there was some value
there , a lot of it and
you said the shaft . . . you always
sald fthe shaft was—"

Harmon reached for another ciga-
rette; there was undisguised perplex-
ity on his face.

“Son, if you aren't a mighty good
actor, you're -. .. . Aare you going to
claim you didn’t know what this mine
is? After all that whining and squeal-
ing of yours about your getting even?
Then what in thunder did you want to
come back here for?” )

“To make some money—to get some
fun out of it. I wanted to make fools
of people; I didn’t want to swindle
anybody! I thought I was giving 'em
something for their money! I—"

Harmon lighted his cigarette, none
too complacently.

“The funny part about it, " he said
slowly, “is that I don’'t honestly be-
lieve you're bluffing. But you
knew it was only a prospect.”

“But I thbught it was a good pros-
pect! Never mind—” He made as
thoughto rise.- “You'ye sald enough.
I'm through with you!”

‘The big man's jaw thrust _out bel-
ligerently, and he caught Hilliard by
the arm.

“Now, stop right there! Sit down!
Sit down! Maybe you thought it was
a good prospect and maybe you didn’t,
but you’re/not through with me yet—
not until I say so. Don't you make
any mistakes like that, my boy. Don’t
you go off half-shot—not vet! Re-

1 member our contract? Ever heard of

promoter’s liability? I'd certainly hate
to see you get into- trouble, but if
you've made any wild statements
about material facts—"

Hilliard was straining half across
the table

“You told me the ore was there!
And I thought the worst that could
happen would be to tie up this money
for a few years—that’s why a pros-
peot’s so hard to sell! I knew darne
well it wasn’t any. whirlwind righ
now, but’I did think they’d ... .
they’d at least make something good
out of it . eventually . ‘.- .
even if it

“Ah!” said Harmon, sneering, “but
vou had every opportunity to learn the
facts—ev-e-ry opportunity. It's not
my fault if you went off half-cocked. I
don’t know what you've represented to
vour gang up here. I'm not responsi#
ble. -All T know is that you've colleéct-
ed sixty-two . thousand  dollars, and
turned it over to me, and I'm to give
vou stock for it; and pay you a rebate
in cash. Maybe you call it a comm
sion . . . it's a rebate! Read the
contract. Read it carefully; while
you're about it. -Take it to a lawyer:
I don’t care. Any lawyer you like. If
you've gone beyond the facts I'm
mighty sorry for you, but I don't see
how it affects me any. Do you?”

Hilliard -had -slumped wretehedly

{ into his chair; histhongbtsweremn

ntngaimleaslyabontthegﬂmmor
his chicanery. =
haa and after m T've
doue'"hesa!dthldﬂy Attnetalll‘ve
said! ‘Oh, my God!” Hisy chin sank |
low.andhuzﬂpontheuhlerelnm
Harmon was less at ease ease than he
pntended. “Won.ttmm‘tblnﬂ

ing,” he said presently, "you sure are
the biggest baby for & man’s-sized man
I ever saw. Brace up, there! You—"

Hilllard pulled himself erect with a

'ﬂnal effort, and his ﬂlt gestured his

accusation,

“You know what Fm going to do
about it, @on’t you?”

“Yes.”
the smoke deep into his lungs.

“'m going straight back to those.
four men, and—"

“No.” Harmon wagged his head.
“No, you can't very well do that, either
—even if you're as shocked as you
look. Look at it just a minute . . .
look at our contract. There's some

‘Joopholes for me you could drive a

motortruck through; but you haven't
got one as big as a knitting needle. No,
son, the best thing for you to do is to
take a brace, and go get another sixty
thousand while the getting is good.”

“Not necessarily!” Hilliard’s_high-
p!tched laugh was brittle.

Harmon allowed the smoke to eddy
gently from his nostrils.  ‘“Yes—nec-
essarily

“You think I'll raise my finger after
this, except to . . . what do you
take me for?”

“] take you,” sald Harmon delib-
erately, “for a short-sighted young
man in a mighty bad spot. You don't
want these folks up here to know the
whole truth, do you? It wouldn’t hurt

-me any—but atter the record ypu msde. ===
- : ~Waring.

And- His Fist Gestured His Accusa-
tion.

here before you. got yourself klcked
out two years ago. ., . Ohl ‘don’t
jump! You don’t think TI've been
asleep, do you? . . . I/don’t believe
you'd get much sympathy. Not much!
And DIve invested a lot of money in
you. I want some big returns.
Look me in the eye, son. I want.you
to calm down. Now, there’s only three
parties to this deal—you and me and
the world. You and me—and the
world. Get that? And you and I have
got to play straight with each other.
You help me get the money, and Tll
help you get whatever you want. But
when you throw me down, I throw you
down, and we'll see who comes out
ahead. I'll bet I do. What do you
bet?”

Hilliard shook his head helplessly.

“You've got to remember,” said Har-
mon in sardonic - consolation, “that
you're an awful easy man, to describe.

You can slip out of Syracuse just as |

easy as you please, and try your
durnedest to make a getaway, and
you'd have pretty hard work to keep
away from the Pinkertens for twenty-
four hours. And I've got the evidence
that wouwld-put ’em after you. So don’t
you plan to run away, son—don’t do
1t."

Hilliard’s judgment was tottering.
Where did he stand in rel&tion to Arm~
strong now?

“Well ?”

Harmon snatched at the sign of
weakness, and was instantly per-
suasive.

“Stay on another six weeks; make
the rest of your Kkilling. After this is
over, do what you please. You'll have
money enough to suit yourself. I'm
playing straight with you . .
am I nat?”

“Yes,” said Hilliard, with yithering
sarcasm, “you are!”

Harmon glowered at him,

“Don’t—you accuse nie of double-
crossing you, son! It'’s the other way
round.”

“You aren't fool enough to expect
me.” said Hilliard shakily, “to keep on
trying to sell more of this rotten stuff!
You aren’t enough of a fool for that—

“I can, and I do. You're in for it
now, Hilliard, and you can’t very well
go_back. Yon've collected money;
you can't get your hands on it again;
you can’'t make any restitution. You've
lied your head off already; you can’t
do any better now-than to stick to
your first story, because the truth’s a.
good deal worse. You'd better make
yvour killing and make it quick. “And
if you open your head for just one lit-
tle peep . . . flooey, flooey, and the’
fat's in the fire. Well . . .27

Hilliard’s head was splitting - with
the horror of it. He saw, in a whirl-
ing vision of dread; the people of the
eity rising to denounce him; not mere-
1y for his inexcusable masquerade, S0
grotesquely built upon the dream of re-
generation, not only for his vast abase
of personat confidence, not only for

Harmon nodded, as he drew ]

mmﬂnhnommn“‘
'Mmcduanybokonthhm

pen.

“I'll write you your check for com-
missions—shall 17" He held the pen
poised insinuatingly. “And then we'll
forget this little misunderstand, and

| start fresh. Shall I? Let’s see,” with

great attentiveness. to the figures.
“Your twenty per cent is twelve thou-
sand four hundred, and that, less half
expense . . . call 'em five thousand
even .. .. that's seventy-four hundred.”

.He tore a sheet from his pocket check
book, dried the ink by waving it in the |

air, and flirted it over to Hilliard. |
“put it away and let’s have some
lunch., If you’re afraid to have your
friends see me down here, let’s have
it upstairs. I'm not sensitive, son; it
don’t pay.”

__“No,” sald Hilliard, dully,
guess it never will”

“That's the idea! Now you're talk-
ing sense! Come on, son, buck up
and let's have some lunch. . ;"

" L L] * ] * ]

At eight o'clock in the evening,
when Rufus Waring knocked at Hil-
lidard’s door, it was opened by a man

“with a face to remember afterward.

There were deep-cut lines—almost fur-
rows—by the mouth and eyes; and the
eyes themselves were startlingly
luminous, and drawn. The man’'s
complexion was chalk-white,
“Why, Mr, Hilliard!” _exclaimed
“What on earth’s the matter
with you?”

“Come on in,” said Hilliard, and his
smile was ghastly. “I've been waliting
for you.”

CHAPTER X.

Hilliard was waiting, hoping, pray-|~

ing for a blow from fate, but fate,
which at other times had been ready
enough for fisticuffs, and often prema-
ture with them, refrained from strik-
ing. The interview with Waring had
passed without friction (and Hilliard
had so contrived to present his data
that Waring had finally declined the
risk) and the night passed and the

_morning came, with its accompanying

horde of old regrets and a new and
sweeping inrush of fresh hallucina-
tions.

To his tortured imagination, he was
a greater paradox than even Jekyll
and Hyde; for he was Hilliard and
Dicky Morgan, the living and the dead,
without the boon of the supernatural
to separate them. And yet he felt that
the wickedness of what he had done
was the wickedness of Dicky Morgan,
and that he, Hilliard, the soul, was sit-
ting in impartial judgment on Dicky
Morgan, the flesh. He conceded the
wrong; he conceded the penalty;
nevertheless, his youth cried out to
him for mercy.

L & & L ] " * [ ]

At the maid’'s announcement, Doctor
Durant, who had been occupied with
nothing more momentous than filling a
pot-bellied calabash, rose hastily and
went out into the hallway.

“Come in, Hilliard !” he sdid cordial-
ly. . “Carol’s off looking at somebody’s
trousseau . . . somebody’s always get-
ting married in Syracuse . . . she'll
be in directly. Come smoke a pipe
with me, and be sociable,”

Hilliard, lingering nervously by the
outer door, started at the kind voice.

“You're not busy?”

“Busily composing my mind,” said
the doctor. He ushered Hilliard into
the comfortable old study and mo-
tioned towards a squat little smoking
stand. “All kinds of poison there,” he
said. “Cigar—cigarettes—pipe tobac-
co. Suit yourself.”

Hilliard laughed affectedly.

“You ecall it poison? And you a doc-

tor—and smoking?”
__“Ah, but it’'s the pleasantest po!wn
there is. . . ."I’'m always hat'lng to
explain that to Carol. . Matches?
Well, what have you been doing to
yourself?”

“I?” Hillilard didn’t look at him.
“Nothing important, doctor.”

“But that’s not quite true, is it?”
The tone was gentle, but it filled Hil-
liard with portentious qualms. “You've
been enjoying a little-attack of insom-
nia, haven’t you?”

Hilliard winced.

“Why—yes. As a matter of fact—"

The doctor attempted a smoke ring,

and smiled at the dismal failure.

Harmon is  revealed in
his true light. '

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Chameleons’ Food.
The proper diet of chameleons and

"lizards consists of ‘flies' and- other in-

‘sects; also meal worms, and. the com-
mon idea that sugar and water will
serve in winter is incorrect. A good
many of tliese animals refuse food in
the winter months and all of them |
need warmth and sunshine; as well as
water. They are difficult to keep in
health, and if not given their natural
food will starve to death  In time,
though their ability to fast for long
periods is well known.

Many Still Read Dickens.
Charles Dickens has been ruled out
by a class of !the y - literary

eritics as a decidéd back number, but |

the statement by his British publishers

 that during thepastthmyeu'ltho

sale of hisbookthasbeenulmo'tdw-

bled seems to refute that idea.’ Some |
of Dickens’ novels seil more than §0,- |

000 every year, and he been dead
- | ,ﬂmm

the base hypoerisies he had practiced | last ten
‘asserted.
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also. tor this grossly profitable fraud. | e  : s pat -

“and 1|

-dog.”

AFTER THE COFFEE.

Prof. Puntolini wished to train his
gon, a high school freshman, to speak
Latin, but the boy persisted in making
his replies in Italian.

“But why do you not reply in Latin?
Is it not your mother tongue?”

“Dear father, when I am able to
choose between the mother and the
daughter I, as a rule, choose the daugh-

ter.”—Bulletin of Italian Soclety.

Man of Ability.

- ¥#So you want a job? What have
you been trained to do?” .

~+“Dig ~ditches, keep accounts; drive
a horse and automobile, handle mon-
ey, carpentry, telegraphy, machinist,
superintend construction——""

“Oh, efficiency expert, huh?”
_ “No, ex-private.”

“Hired.”"—Home Sector.

Experienced.

“The court scene in this play is the
last word in realism.”

“The spectators are supernumera<
ries, though.”

“Perhaps, but they are professional
spectators. I understand they were
drafted from a local courtroom where
a breach of promise suit was being
tﬂed." =

His Sacrifice.

He hated having his photograph tak-
en, but*his wife, indirectly, had forced
him to undergo the much dreaded or-
deal.

When she saw the photograph she
eried out in horror, “Oh, George; you
have only one button on your coat!”

He—Thank heaven, you've:noticed it
at last. That’s why I had the photo-
graph taken!—London Tit-Bits.

NOT SO FOOLISH.

*“Jack is telllng around that you
are worth your weight in gold.”
; ;‘Fooush boy! Who s he telling M
% niates

““His creditors.”

Big Contract.
The minds Jf statesmen must expand
In a most wondrous way.
Each is supposed to understand
What all the others say!
—Washington Evening Star.

> ~—Maybe So.
“The man always starts by telling
the girl that he is absolutely unworthy

of her.”

“Well?”

‘“Most marriages start out all right.
And maybe if he stuck to that theory
more marriages would ‘turn out bet-
ter.”—Louisville Courier-Journal.

It Bore Fruit.: 4 +
De Style—Old Mrs. Passay had a
young interstitial gland put in and now
she looks like a peach.
Gunbusta—You mean an ape-ricot.— -
Cartoons Magazine..
. 3

. . A Different Thing.
“Let mie give you a pointer.”
“Oh, I hate good advice.” *
“But this pointer isn’t advice; it's a

~ A Paradox.

“The dyer aver the way has a queer
sort of business.” Phete
“How is that?”

“He is dyemg to" mm h uving.
'7'
its Advamages.
“Is this good music?” ;
“It nght to be. It has never ‘been :
played .on anythrng but an upﬂght
pmno’" : ¥4 5

a

mnmaw.

: Wney—You "have not sald a word
about the bird on my new hat. &
‘Hubby—I have not seen the bill

yet—Cartoons Magézine. =~ = =

Takinq a clum.
“] want s pound of bntlnt"
“The best?”
““What was the last I hld'!"
“The best." R
-'“Give me a pound of ‘the othet."-




