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“MARGJ\RET! You can't mean ft!” exclalmed

the astonished mar.
“l do mean it,” was the flashing reply.
“Taking that Brent person motoring before we had
been engaged a week was an Insult to me. And when

she passed us in her car she ogled you. And you
ogled back!"™

gelzed the girl and drew her out of per!l. For a moment
she clung to him trembling. Then, remembering, she
moved away.

“Outrageous carelessness, running dark,” protested
the crestfallen man. much cast down by ber withdrawal
“When we get to the house ] sikall give them a picce
ef my mind.” She made no answer.

They were pursuing their way in silence when out
of the black pall overhcad leaped a zigzag bolt and
stabbed the earth. By its intense glare they saw,
across a stretch of lawn, a spacious
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country house.

“We must hurry!” urged Chester, aa
the craghing of the thunder ceased. Side
by side they sped alcng the drive, dodg:
ed around an automobile blocking the
way, and halted, breathless, on ihe
broad plazzi.

“We're just in time,” sald Chester
Raymond. “The houss seems clos2d,
but there is ths car of those careless
people who nearly ran us down. Thay
must be inside. Helle! The door is
open.” He peered into the dark hall
From the dining room (more than .ne
jolly hour had he passed there) came
gleams of light and the sound of voizes.

“1'l ring,” he addied, and was fumb-
ling for the button when Margacoet
clutched his arm.

“You mustn’t,” she whigpered. “Thnse
are horrid men inside. Hear what they
are saying!"”

Holding his breath he listened.

“Aw! Yeh wouldn’'t be in it without
me,” a nasal voice was droning. “How
sbout me coaxin' that fool caretakgr
into Sweeney's saloon? Cursed sizht

// better ‘dopin’ 'ls beer 'n black jackin’
Im like you was goln' to. What a snap!
All the silver packed in ‘ampzars

““Just in Time He Seized the Girl Out of Peril.

"Bhe_laked me to take her home from the Country
Club. I've been her guest sometimes and had to be
decent to her,” he expostulated. “As for what you
call ogling, that's the way she smiles. And I didn't
ogle back!™ he added hotly.
h”nl:l':’"‘_Illl;‘;;m;rensnsﬁo?t I!‘l at an end ytt;ur iro-
re.lq‘lnder. ¢ Do air of mine,” was her icy

It's abominnble, the way you are treating me,” he
protested. “Margaret, Jearest, let me explain. Can't
I make you see that” —— d

I desire to beo taken home at once,” she interrupted.

he powerful car had been rmoving at a moderate
pace. The outraged man, scorning to retort, with a
viclous jerk threw in the high speed, and,
leaping forward, they sped humming through
the night. Raymond Chester, crouched low
over the steering wheel, kept his goggled
eyes moodily on the ribbon of road which, in
the glare of the lamps, slipped swiftly under
them.

“It's absurd ror ner to make a row about
Mrs. Brent,” he sald to himself. “Everybody
knows there isn't any harm in her. Girls are
always down on a lively widow, And I sup-
pose Margaret ls cross, too, because we're so
late getting back. As il I were to blame for
that blowout!"

A rumble of thunder caused Chester to
glance skyward, A vast cloud, the Aflicker
of lightning in its heart, was mounting nia-
jestically toward the zenith. With a startled
exclamation he accelerated to racing speed.
There was a sharp explosion; the car swery-
ed violently, ploughed through the roadside
turf and, with a grinding shriek of the emer-
gency brakes, stopped so abruptly as to al
most fling Iits occupants against a wall a
yard in front of the heood. The chauffaur
gprang from the rumble, struck a match, and,
by Its light, examined the torn and collapsed
unt

“l.ook at that, now!” he exclalmed dis
gustedly. *'Tis the second blowout Inside ?t
twinty mile. Tires is no good inny more. 1t'll

“Witk a Grateful (ake the best half of an hour to fix, and vou
Look Chester Drew
Her Closer."’

iA sich a hurry, Mi. Raymond. ye should git
Miss Margaret under shelter before that brute
of a growling cloud lits loose or she'll be fale
drounded. That's a big gata close beyant and it manes
. b!“'l‘::r‘;ruis right, Misa Vinton," assented Chester,
stiffly. ““The storm Is rising fast."”

Ignoring his han! held out to help her the girl
stepped lightl: out. Halting in the radiance of the
lamps, she removed her vell and put back the errant
whisps of hair which bad strayed across her face of

rose and lvory.

“Very well,” she sald. “I am realy.” As she spoke
white teeth, strong and even, gleamed behind the
searlet of her lips. Chester, a great longing In his
heart, moved impulsively toward her. Her impassive
gaze Ignored the existence of the eager man, who,
drawing in bis breath sharply, led the way toward the

ate.

y From under his tangled thateh of red hair Terence,
on his knees and hard at work, leered whimsically
.ngﬁt:‘:tmihay was a arrilin’ " he chuckled, "pow
they baint spakin’; nixt they're llkely to be ki'nsln i

“we'll wait for you at the house, Terry,” called
Chester. “The devil!” he muttered, as his astonished
eyes rested on the familiar gateway. He hesitated, then,
shrugging his shoulders, accompanied Margaret between
the massive posts.

They found themselves walking through the velvet
darkness of a shadowed lane, into whose seclusion
penetrated no sounds save the far-off grumbling of the
thunder and the faint rustlings and scurryings of small
wild creatures in the bordering growth, But he had
ears only for the soft swish of Margaret's garents as
she moved swiftly forward.

“She is keeping on the other side of the road,” he
sald to himself bitterly; *as far away from m™e as she
can get. And here we are, footing it o Rosina Brent's
hoase, and I darcu’t eay a word. If I told hel where -'a
are bound she would refuse to take shelter there. Well,
at any rate, she won't meet the woman ehe detests.

ready to go to-morrer mornin’. But it's
goin’ to-night, eigh, Lumpy. Your gal
Mame's a ‘ummer puttin’ us on
ter the best lay we've struck sense we took to night
hautymobilin"."

There was a hoarse chuckle In reply.

“An’' all the booze throwed in. 'Ave some more,
Blim.”

“We oughter let booze alone 'ti]l we git to New
York,” protested Slim, ‘“We 'aint none too much time.”

“The shanty’s ours till daylight,” was the surly re-
sponse. “I'm goin’ to ’ave more, and lots of it. Go to
'ell!” Then the crash and tinkle of glass came to thelr
ears as a bottle was decapitated.

“Jet us go!” gasped Margaret, and turned to flee. A
blinding flash lit up the interior of the house. It was
followed by a reverberating peal of thunder and the
multitudinous voices of a furious wind which drove the
railn In level sheets against the house.

“No!" whispered Chester, holding her fast. “Yon
musn't go out into thatt We can hide on the upper
floors until the storm passes. It won’t be long. Then
we can slip away and give an alarm. The brutes will
be drinking for an hour yet.”

With a shudder she yielded and, together, they tip-
toed across the hall and up the stair. At its head, by
the glare of the lightning, they made out an open space,
with chairs, a sofa and a cabinet loaded with bric-a-brac,

“8it here while I look about,” he said. Hurriedly he
tried door after door, including one which shut off the
upper floor. All locked! With a groan he called to mind
the revolver in his car. Weaponless, he stood by Mar-
garet and waited.

The etorm Julled and, with the dying down of {its
clamor, once Imore the volces in the dining room
reached them.

“Let that stuff be, curse yeh!" sn-rled the 1irate
Blim. "“Not mother drop till the hauty’'s loaded! We
gotter git busy.”

There were inarticulate bickerings and protests.
Then two men slouched into the hall carryving electrio
torches. Chester noted that one was a lank, shifty
scoundrel, the other a black-bearded, sawed-off giant
who moved about with uncertaln footing, plcking up
ornaments that struck his fancy and dropping them
into caverncus pockets.

“What's the us2 wastin' time on chicken feed?” he
demanded irritably. *“Mame sald they was good stuff
in the store rooms.” Flashing his torch up the stairs
by chance Its light fell upon the white face of Mar-
garet, who, cowering behind the railing, was looking
downward in wide-eyed terror.

“A goil!” bawled Lumpy. *“Come on, Slim!'™

Preceded by his swifter footed pal he lurchel up
the stairs. They were half way to the top when Chester,
who had grabbed a statuette from the cabinet, rose and
threw it with a college pitcher’'s accuracy. It struck
8lim full In tho chest. He grunted, coughed, doubled
up and rolled to the foot. Then, his face distorted with
rage, he drew a revolver and opened fire as he rushed
up the stairs.

A Dresden china vase checked him In midcareer
while the oneoming Lumpy, roaring like a bull, collided
with a pot bellied Chinese deity which sent him down-
ward, bumping on every step.

“Keep back, Margaret!” called Chester, “though
they can't see us in the dark and have too much fizz
aboard to hit anything. Ah!"” he added, as his explor-
ing fingers, rummaging in the cabinet, came in contact
with a crystal ball. “This feels natural.” With a pro-
fessional twirl he shot it at Slim. It caught him on the
elbow and, with a yell, he dropped his pistol, lost his
balance and fell backward.

““That landed all right, all right!” called Chester.
“Margaret, dearest, by the light of that last flash I
gaw a telephone on the wall. Call up Central and ask
for help. If the ammuuition in that cabinet helds out
I can hold the fort till they come.” A costly bronze
hurtled toward the besiegers, followed by a string of
horrible oaths from Lumpy, who was thus frustrated
in his attempt to get on his unsteady legs.

High and clear Margaret's volce rang out “Central!™
while the Lell jangled again and again.

“Central! Ther= are burglars in this house. Call up
the police station! Hurry! Hurry! Have you got it?
Captain! Burglars have broken in. We are fighting them
from the second flocr—they are trying to kill us! Have
you an automoblile? That's good. Here in five minutes?
You will be In time.”

“That's great,” called Chester, who was piling chairs
in an entanglement at the stairhead. He watched Slim
Jerk the dazed Lumpy to his feet.

I'ressingz a button Chester flooded the bhall with
lizht, revealing Margaret, tand on bheart, lips parted,
listening intently.

“Great work!"” he cried exultantly. *“Your telephon-
ing did the trick. Tuoe police may head them off in the
lzne.”

“Na.," she sald, shaking her head. *“The telephone
is disconuccied. 1 didn't get any answer. 1 made it up
about tae police.”

“You wonderful girl!" ke exclalmed, trylng to take
her in Lis arms.

“You musn't,” she sald reproachfully. *“1 cannot
permit it. We are no longer engaged.”

The light of battls and of victory dled out of
Chester's eves.

“After al!l we've been through together are youn
going to treat me this wav?” he demanded. Slilent, she
nodded stubborniy. He pondered the unthinkable situa-
tion, then, siaggering to the railing he clutched it
swaving.

“l didn’t know | was hit,” he muttered feebly and
geank to the floor.

“Chester! Chester! My darling!” she cried despalr
ingly, throwing berself down beside him.
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Soaked to the skin, but humming a rollicking alr,
Terence O'Dey, Chester Raymond's chauffeur, was
guiding a runabout aiong the lane toward "Brentledga"
when he heard the whine of mn approaching motor,
and around the curve {nto the shine of his lamps raced
a big, black automobile. Crouching on the front seat
were two men. They Jdrove the car straight at him.

Honking frantic warnings, Terry tried {0 get out of
their way by forcing his own machine into the shrub-
bery at the side of the roadway. He saw a flash,
heard a report, and felt the sting as a bullet scored

‘“‘The oncoming Lumpy, roaring like a bull, collided with a pot-bellied Chinese diety, which sent him d

his cheek. The oncoming car swerved to pass him,
gkidded on the wet roadway and sldewiped a tree.
Halted by the collision, it kicked up behind and tossed
passengers and freight through rainbow trajectories.
The occupants thudded heavily on the macadam and
lay still; the hampers, bursting like exploding rockets
as they fell, radiated showers of silver plate.

Rid of its load, the aggressive mechanism settled
back on its four wheels and charged headlong intc a
bush, where, gears enmeshed by the shock, it con-
tinued to chug-chug viclously.

The astounded Terry hurriedly maneuvered his car
until its lamps lit up the scene. One of the summarily
ejected was bellowing with pain as he tried to straighten
a twisted leg. The other made no sign. Scattered
broadcast arcund the precious couple, like a silver con-
steliation, gleamed Mrs. Brent's spoons and salvers, tea-
pots and tureens.

“Motor purglars, or I'm a Dutchman!” eried Terry.

“Whot d4t] yeh expect! was the sullen response
*Alnt yeh a cop?”

“I'll cop ye!"™ retorted the truculent Terry. With
scant consideration tor Slim's yelping protests he
twisted lengths of wire around his legs and arms
Then ke enmeshed the comatose Lumpy. His job com-
pleted, Terry looked down derisively upon his trussed
up prisopers.

“You felleys {8 riddy money to me,” he jeered, “an’
I'm gein' to cash ye in at the police offis.”

He inspected their car, 10 find it little the worse for
its acrobatics. Bringing the machines in tandem, he
fastened them together with wire and unceremonious
ly deposited the burglars in their own. Then he care
fully gathered up the scattered silver, after which, with
jubilant honks, he guided his dual charge toward the
mansion, announciog his arrival by a prolonged series
of toots.

“1f it baint Mrs. Brent's!” he exclalmed in astom
tonishment. “l was too Lusy to be noticin’.” He sprang
up the steps and entered the open door. All was in
darkness save for a light streaming down A stairway
littered with fragments of china and battered orna-
ments. Up there some one was sobbing pitiably,

*“If they s done thim dirt,” he muttered, shaking a
venge™:l fist In tbe direction of the black car, “they’ll
wish the foul flend had thim instid of Terince O'Day.”

In three bounds he reached the stairhead and dis
placed the barricade of chairs. Before his horrified
eyes, prone on the floor, his head in Margarat's lap,
his master lay. She was kissing him again and agaln.

“An’ is he kilt, Miss Margaret?" cried Terence
Bhe looked at him with streaming eyea.

“Oh! Terry, Terry!” she moaned, "those dreadful
men have murdered my darling boy."
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Chester, opening his eyes, smil
ed beatifically up at her.

“Not quite,” he murmured,
“I've been feeling all right for
some time, but couldn't find it In
my heart to interrupt.”

Hastlly shoving his head from
her lap she scrambled to her feet
and looked down on him in scar-
let indignation.

“There Isn't any blood,” ghe
sald. “Aren’t you wounded?” was
her stern question.

“No,” he answered <with a
sheeplsh look. She stamped her
foot.

“l was so wretched—and you
were making belleve! And Terry
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'Oentra.lt there are burglars

HE MOTOR DURGLARS---By Jacobs Upjohn

s Pre=y . - — = n’ ' 521 kis ul"
Rosina moved, bag and baggage to her city house to-day “Git up, yeh fool!™ shrillel the demoralized man, ,{\:emhﬁ,;‘rge‘ﬁfj :r:-s “alr_}c;u:gmiﬁl:d’tlle;:r%;c: s%-};’;;a?: we‘:e ffaz.n;‘_m" FORS- e e in this house.”’
and we met her car on the way. the sal.s rung up the cops. If we don’t mosey out gt the bye to be scoopin’ it. If I had a bit of a rope now. “I was looking the other wa i
Chester's uncomfortable ruminations were broken In this we'll be nabbed. We'll take the silver what's A piece of thot fence wire'll do.” With nippers from ¥, Migs,” Terry sald
upon by the hum behind them of a rapidly approaching 5

automobile.

“Terry has been wonderfully quick,” he sald. Even
as he spoke a roaring black bulk, lightless, leaped out
of the murk and tore past them. Just in time he

packed up and git.” There were tramplings and thump-
ings. From the citadel of chairs Chester saw the ham-
pers carried forth. He heard the sound of cranking up
and a rapidly Jdiminishing hum as the pirate car fled
away.

his tool box he cut several lengths. As he approached
the recumbent fizures Slim greeted him with a
paroxysm of helpless profanity.

“Yeh hoodlim!"™ skouted Terry. “Whot for did ye
shoot at an honest man?”

“Z rsid

Chester got up,
cusing gaze.

“fzlad you're here, Terry,” he saiq. *“If you had
come a little sooner you could have ral a hand in a
mighty pretty scrimmage, We found burglars here
and had a fight with them. Did you meet a couple of
fellows in a car without lizhts?”

“1 did tpar." was the grim answer. “They're at the
dure. Don't be a worryin'.” he added, noting alarm in
his emnployer's countenance. Then, in glowing lan
guage, he told the story of his battle. Pointing to the
wound in his cheek, he described how, at the risk of
his life, with the assistance of the black car, he had
possessed hlmself of two burglars and Mrs. Brent's
silver plate.

The story told and commented on, Chester, holding
her close, was conducting Margaret toward the stairs
when she halted to scrutinize a portrait on the wall
Out of its flamboyant frame smiled roguishly at them
that alluring lady Rosina Brent. Margaret fixad
searching eyes on her embarrassed lover.

“l say,” he stammered, “I didn't dare tell you whose
house it Is—afraid you'd stay out in the storm. I'll
swear never to"——,

A white hand closed his mouth.

“It was silly of me to be jealous of her,” was her
lJanguid comment. “How she simpers!”™ With a grate
ful lock Chester drew her closer, while from the shelter
of his encircling embrace she continued to examine the
picture, .

“It is well painted,” she murmured thoughtfully,
“but not as well as she is.”

but dld not dare to meet ler ac
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