By the “MASTER PEN”

he, 1914. All moving picture
Chiren who are now

AINTLY eweet the tantalizing per
fume lingered in the room, and the
rustle of Lucille Love's skirts
ceemed still to sound against the
walls of the tiny room which Ge|.\
eral Sumpter Love used as his
private office; the echo of Lieu'en‘
ant Gibson's pleading tones har
not departed when the door ‘Ql"“
ing to the servants’ qua-ters move(

A cautious fraction of an inch
st a time, & sound so faint that nothing lived
between it and silence succeeded the aeparture
of the General's aide and the girl he loves, the

rl he means to marry. As the butler's face
ed itself on the threshold, the door was
opened that led to the ball room, a burst of
musio vibrated there, then all was silence. The
butler closed the door swiftly behind him and
lided across the floor, stoopitg before the safe,
:!l dexterous fingers manipulating the knobs
with a careless certainty that spoke of the
master cracksman, his face against the ecold
steel, his ears fairly peaked with the tensity of
his listening for the click of falling tumblers
expression betrayed no anxiety. He knew his
worth, knew the pregnability of the safe in
which his master placed so great confidence and
%0 which he had consigned the papers and orders
Be had just received from Washington until the
ball was over and he had time to study the in-
stroctions at his leisure.

e cracksman 'heaved a sigh of relief as his
sensitive finger tips told him the last tumbler
had fallen. The great, iron door swung open to
his tug. For a second he waited, listened to the
wcuffle of feet, the melody of the orchestra. Then
his hand disappeared, exploring the contents of
the safe.

He was swift; he waes certain: he was sure.
Not & paper was disarranged. His fingers flut-
tered lke dittle, white birds, drifting among the
General's papers with a certitude that bespoke
great familiarity. With a sigh of relief he stared
at the sealed packet he had just seen the army
officer receive and place here. The butler thrust
it in his pocket, drawing out a package of bank-
motes and putting it in the tiny vault where the
:Een had been. The door closed softly, the

bs whirring under the man's touch.

Again he waited, listening, listenlng, The
vibrations of the dancers’ feet continued for a
wecond, the strains of music died. With the
noiseless glide of a panther the butler slipped
scross the floor and closed the door behind him.

Not one motion bhad been wasted. For
months he had served in his menial capacity for
this one opportunity. For months to come he
would continue to serve in order that no suspie-
fon might rest upon him. Quietly, as though
nothing had happened, he stepped to the great
kitchen where the little brown servants of the
hcusehold were scurrying heedleuq]y about
frightened at even the momentary absence of
their master when the elaborate collation for the
guests was still to be served.

A word here, a hint there and the Filipinos
v ore on their way to the General's dining room
with their burdens. All capability, all deft cer-
trinty, without wasting a word, a move, the
brtler bronght his underlings back to the state
of perfection into which he had traineq them
As unconscious of the stolen envelope in his
breast pocket as though such a thing as a bur-
glarized safe had never been, Thompson alias
Tommy the Dude, alias “Chi” Tom and wanted
for just such jobs in many police departments of
tke world went about his work, only heaving a
huge sigh cf relief when General Love nodded
eurtly in token that the room where the buffet
hnd';‘boen selrved might be cleared.

en minutes later the furtive o

eame back to his face, the stealthy croutgr:;“‘?;:
frame. Noiselessly he glided out the rear of the
house, scurrying across the moon-splashed parade
ground and losing himself in devious windings
among the officers’ lomes upon the military
reservation. Manila slept noisily, the droning
hum of the myriad insects rising anq Ial)ing
with the ever-recurring waves of heat that
floated in from the ocean. Only the General's
mansion glowed with light, a gangling ntruc:uré
transformed by the eerie witchery of night into
a fairy palace of gold, the windows huge gia-
monds with each facet eatcking in its heart a
score of moon-beams. Thompson nodded to him-
welf as though very well satisfied, then slipped
dcwn a narrow gide street, lined with disreput-
able houses that leaned at drunken angles to.
ward one another, the filthy windows winking
blearily to their neighbors. Before the largest
of these places the butler paused a second, Hig
Bhand reached toward the bell-pull. From some
distant part of the house came back an echo
Slowly, very slowly the door swung open, swal.
lowing ‘up the figure of the thief-butler,

CHAPTER II.
The Finger of Suspieion,

GmAL SUMPTER LOVE, U. 8. A, smileq

tolerantly to himself as he overheard the
fow voites of his aide and Lucille coming frop,
the Jittle cozy corner in which the young lieq.
tenant had hidden his sweetheart away from the
avid dancers who would have taken her awa
from him. The old man closed his eyes 5 moy.
ment, the harsh lines which absolute dictapoy.
ahip and war had sculped upon his face slow!
disappearing befors the softened "Xpressio:
retroapection placed there, an expression sum-
moned up by memories of the days at the Point
before ever a thought of oak léaves upon hig
shoulders dared intrude itsel? within hjg cadet
mind, before Lucille was born, before Lucille’s
mother had made her choice.

The General shook his bulky shou)
rose, moving toward his private office,
peldom such memories came to him gpq whea
they left the pain of realizing them to b, g
Ing ynore than memories provided pitig,) povta
pensation. He sighed heavily as he reajjeq i
stood on the threshold of another change y4pae
the courtship of his aide had finally been gne.
veesfnl and another household would ‘soon pe 6Bt

ders and
It was

cupied in Officers’ Row, leaving him a)one in
this great house.
. He wondered i all fathers fely ¢hy way,

wondered if he could g:ad‘:y give
to another man and Appy  watchin
other remonld her world. And the time f,n:h:;
short. That very boat in the harbor now might
bear the Senate’s confirmation of young Gibson’s
promotion to the rank and pay of Captain. "The
two men had agreed that the marriage shonld
wait on that and the General had to admit that
the aide had lived up to his word. But then Gib-
pon alwavs did that.

Again the General shook his shoulders strid-
Ing briskly to his private office. Only in work
rould he get relief from these fits of depression.
And there was always work to be done, for the
Mttle brown npeonle loved their fighting, were
never satisfled with peace and quiet. For a sec-
ond he stood at the window, staring at the great
boat in the harbor, at the dappling waters, rest-
fol now save for the faintest movement when
the soft trepical breere moved ecaressingly across
. An& that boat might bring word of his aide’s
promotion. He turned and pressed the annuncia-
A sm Wia Anck, rvnile enmmanding the soldier

his daughter
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“immediately [ get through with
the orders that eame tonight. Lieu-
tenant,” he sald briskly, “you put
the orders and papers from Wash.
ington in the safe as I told you?
Will you get them for me?”’

The aide flushed a Dbit, his
fingers playing at the gold strap at
his side.

“Why—why, General,” he stam.
mered, "I left the combination mem-

orandum in my room. Lucille was walt-
ing and—"

“Get it,” snapped the old man. The
slightest infraction of military system
touehed his heart on the raw.

He studied his aide curiously when
he returned and began fumbling with
the knobs of the safe. Gibson was still
embarrassed at his blunder, realized his
superior was thinking that since Lucille
entered into his life these blunders had
shown a decided tendency to pile up.
The door opened and the Lieutenant's
hand automatically reached inside to-
ward the place srhere he had put the
packet. An expression of ineredulous
dismay was upon his face as he drew
out a bundle of bank notes,

“Why, I don't remember these” he
eried, then, with an expression of re-
lief, “vou have already been here, sir?™

“No" General Love's tone was per-
emptory, crackline. He 2id not relish

papers 1 gave you, Lieutenant.”

The aide fumbled throngh the pap-
ers in the safe. the expression of con-
fidence on hix face changing tn one of
blank incredulity. then utter di=may as
a second thorongh ransacking failed to
reveal the big envelope. He drew a long
breath as he straightened to attention,
his face very white and drawn, his voice
no more than a whisper.

“General, thev are—not—there”

“Not there!” TLike the crackling of
fire in dry twiex waa the old man’s voice.
“Not there, sir! Then perhaps they too

THE AIDE [S JEALOUS OF THE AVIATOR

who responded to gend Lieutenant Gibson to him.

General Love permitted a smilz tc play
about the eorners of his stern mouth as the
rustle of a woman's skirt reached his ears simul-
taneuusl{ with the click of his aide's boots.
Came a brief, whispered conversation outside the
door, then the aide stood upon the threshold at
attention, Lucille hiding behind him in an atti-
tude of mock timidity. The old man bit his
moustache viciously, then smiled broadly.

“Well?” he demanded, fumbling among the
papers that littered his desk. “What have you
got to =av for yourself, young woman?”

Lucille slipped across the floor, twining a
pair of white arms abont her father’s neck, the
®oft velvet of her cheek smoothing his bhrown,
leathery one. Tt was the wav she had coaxed
him when a child. the way she had never out-
grown or known to fail.

“It's about Dick’s prometion. Dad” she
whispered. “Tt hasn’t come on the Empress and
that means wait at least another month. Tf there
was any chance of the Senate’s failinr to con-
firm it, we wouldn't bother vou, but a month s
such a long time and—and Dick has some money
now—-"

“Yes—ves—ven” the General retorted gruft-
ly. a twinkle in his eve that helled the tone.
“But from what T've seen tonight and the last
week since Harlev started his aeronlane maneu-
vres, 1 thonght there might be some change in
your plans.”

Lucille flnshed prettilv, her sves flashing a
mockine smile at the stalwart young officer in
the doorwav.

“Mr. Harlev's a very niee man” she de-.
fended. “even if Dick Aoes eet {ealons  Recides a
girl has to be amnsed somehow when bnsy old
generals keep their officers working all day and
night”

'h'n,, Genera! «traichtemed in  hic  chalr,
brought back to the work he had planned for
the evening hv her worde. Lueille sighed as she
caught the difference, knew there wounld be no
use teasing longer when his mind turned to the
arduous duties which never ceased to pile upon
him.

B dhiwt B

aver. dsar.” he said kindly,

"

may be In vour room.”

" w“No, sir. I distinetly recall placing
them in the order box. There was no
money there at the time.”

The human body surcharges & room with
electricity at times of greatest stress. Rigidly
the two men stared into each cther's eves, donbt,
changing to suspicion. snspicion to acevsation on
their faces. But two men had aceess to that
safe, but two men knew of the arrival of the
orders and papers. Oeneral Love snddenly rose,
th ehair seranine rasninoly mnon the tense silence.

“Lieutenant Gib=on” he hegan, his voice
rivaling the sonnd of the seraping chafr, “Tmcille
mentioned & moment ago that you had ewddenly
acquired sufficient money to justify an immediate
marriage.”

“Yes, sir. A legacvw:

General Tove snorted his diehalief,

“Leaving the combination of thix gafe. with
weorets which are invalnnble to the United Statesg
with secrets that won'd be af wmntold walne to
the enemles of the United States: with secrets
that might mean the racrifice of not territory
alone bmt countlees lives—does that not strike
yon as strange, not to say snepieinus that sveh &
precions thing <hould he 1eft in your room, Lieu-
tenant?" The tones of the General's voice had
risen. n sneer vibrating through every syllable.

His aide a4 not answer. Hix lips od to
spenk. then. with one look at the startled. fright-
ened face of his sweetheart, they sna shut
again,  His were hard and cold as

steel, hix mo::; but & thin line, a sewed-np gash
acroes his face mder the dilating nostrils, His
sflence seemed to anger the commanding offieer.
His heavy fist slammed down upon the desk.

“The papers, Lientenant Gibson—immediately.
This is your last chance”

“T piaced them in the safe and they sre not
there now, sir” The tones were quiet, eold, de-
termired. /

The General stepned swiftly forward. hin fixts
clenched as for a blow, With an effort he com-
manded himself, then turned and pressed the anm-
nunc!;tor. o & ST e

“You go your sir, oon-
sider yourself under arrest. The humiliation of
an escort :;mub‘::ut.p:{'d' ,..ﬁom_ , there will
be a gual e

5 dedl clear

A faint, little of ‘ , ;
and distinet agsinst dead silence. The young

delay of any sort. “Come, come! The oo L
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A Soul Jhrilling Story of Love, Devotion,

LOUDEQUE. THE INTERNAT/ONAL
SPY FOLLOWED BY LUCILLE

—

“YOU ARBE UNDER ARBEST '~ -

man o teu. oo irom saluie as be stepped swiftly
toward his sweetheart. General Love's arm reach-
ed out and drew the sobbing girl to him, his lef$
hand outstretched as though the mere touch of
his aide would be defiling. Gibson halted in his
tracks, Again his arnfrose stiffly in salute then,
without a word, he turned, his steps falli
fainter upon the ears of the pair who lsten
with leaden hearts. ‘

CHAPTER III.
4 Man With But One Thought.

’ H('GO LOUBEQUE turned the packet of papers

and orders over and over in his hand, a
brooding expression in his eves that told his
thonghts were very far awav fron: the butler-
eracksman who had just brongh® them to him. A
massive figure of a man, he seemed to fill the
room with his presence, the ehair in which he
sat seemed to have been hnilt ahont him, the
room itself with its magnificent furnichings was
dwarfed by ite ocenpant. Greatest of interna-
tional kpys, the rise and fall of many nations

~might have been placed at his door, rivers of

blond had burst their barriers at the touch of
those powerfnl fingers. A= the mnsician plays
from the organ loft npon the sweet-taned chimes
in the ehnreh steenle far ahove, w0 did Hngo
Lonbeane nlay upon hvman emntions, bnying, sell-
ine, defying. commanding natione to dn his will
throngh his superhuman insight Into the domin-
atine characterictios which mastered the rulers
of thoze nations. A thansand wires there wers
thranghont the world ‘hat resnanded to the mase
ter tonch of thie dark mnefefan whose inetrn.
ment was humanity, a thoneand wiree-and vet
again a thonsand. and all—all were Adirected to-
warda revengr against ane man  toward * wa Qe
strnctior af General Tove. What hideomt mems
orfex that name of Tove avoked Tt aont his
thonghts haek tn the horrible event of his life,
to the military college, the sesme of his diserace
where he had been exnosed tn the senrn of his
fellow elassmen. The pronfs nf his dishanorahle
lotting and treason wark. had heen fornfehed
gv Cadet Bnmpter Tove, hia snecessfnl rival for
the love of a heantifn]l pirl. The conclusive and
wneontravertible pronfe of hix enilt had reanited
fn his dismismal from the rervice and Afeenfrane
chisement as a eitizen of his rative eonntry,

Ritter and #till more malionant prew this
feeling of hatred againct thie fellae cadet of his
early manhood davs, this man now General Sump-
tear Tave. ax his mind swent hack to the dave of
a never to he forgotten past, the days of his down-
fall and d=grace,

Over And over He tnrned the stolen napers
Only another link it was fn the chain he was
drawing abort the old army officer. Many more
there wonld be before his work was finished and,
already, his brooding eves were sighted along the
Mn—»pbﬁ:lng—phanhg—plotﬂnl. The but-
mmu,gw;lﬁmth master looked' up,
warin m y without ‘s word of praise, The
man ut done his . Hugo Loubegue ex-

oe ~

pected that. The telephome rang and the
stiffened in his chair, no more thg dreamer, fﬂ":

beque was at work, finlshing this detall in his

Langer and Inirigue

scheme of revenge.

CHAPTER IV.
“For the Honor of ¢ Man>

IN a world of menta! ana sical inequalities
such as this there would :!cjybut lean?“ chaned
for the weakling were it not for a kind Destiny
taking the cards in his own hands and stacking
them to make the game more equal. With the
ruins of every hope smashing about her, withou
8 thought save the need for a confidant and
friend in time of distress, she took up the tele-
;;hone uﬁ‘ speak with her chum, the wl::. of :
oung officer who had t reached
& month before. el o

On such slight things do hinge great comse.
quences; on such trifles may be decided the
wrecking of the most cunning plot of the master
mind that dominates nations, For a second. sensi
tized by suffering though her mind was, she did
not catch the significance of the orders being
given by the man whose wire had crossed her
own, Then a feeling of faintness caused her to
reel at the power and strength she caught in the
tones. She listened. conquering her fear in one
triumphant throb of love for the imprisoned of-
ficer. Barley snatches could she get:

“General Love's orders and papers are ia my
possession now. For Shanghai on the Empress
tonight, Have the launch ready.”

And then the buzzing of the instrument told
her that she could hear no more, It seemed too
cruel, w00 impossible that her hopes should be
raised so high only to be shattered. The General's
orders and papers—The Empress for Shanghal
immediately. She rushed to the window, her
heart sinking at sight of the smoke curls spew-
ing from the big liner’s funnels. The «impress was
ready—ready—and bher sweetheart was arrested,

Resolution so vague as to be indefinable
urged her across the floor and out the door. S8he
dirnot stop to analyze the impulse which urged

her feet across the parade ground, down the
streets of Manila toward the dock, Her bosom
was rising and falling tempestuously with the ef-
fort and a mad despair posse her as she
caught the signs of readiness from the Empress
and gaw there was no boat to take her out t@
the rhip which carried the precious orders.

She beat her tiny fists fiercely together. There
must be a way. There must be. Faintly to her
ears came a humming sound from the boat.
reminded her of snother sound she had heard
recently, a ®ound she identifled with the solution
of her problem-—Harley and his aeroplane.

Tt was five miles, but her horse conld do the
dirtance in short time, Faster even than she had
reached the dock did she get to the stables. In
amazement the groom looked at her as he fol-
Jowed her orders, She leaped into the raddle and
throngh the moonlight she dashed. the little mare
;‘N;’ptlng this new freak of his mistress with de-

ght.

The aviatar had only fnnt retnrned from thd
dance when sha flung herself from the mare and
grasped him fiercely by the “shonlders, shaking
him in the vehemence of her command. He stared
at her unbelievingly as he made ouwt what she
desired, but thers was romething in the entreat-
ing eves, the drawn face, that told her deadly
earnestness. Hix lips onened for a protest when
she eommanded herself and. placing her hands
upon ‘hir shoulders, laoked deep in the man's eyes,

“Tt means the honor of the man T love.”

i Harley turned away, turned toward the gian®
plane.

Lveflle was nleading for the honor of the
man she loved—nleading as anly & woman can
plead. There at the water’s sdoe a sonl stirring
tragedy wae enacted. The aviator—a man among
men, was heing asked by the eir! he Toved to rick
her 11fs, and Ms awn, to eave the name of his
strongest rival. Torn bhetwween conflicting emo-
tions, he starsd at her. half nnhelevinely, as with
appealing Intentity she potnted wildly ont across
the bright hlune water to where the maieatie liner
was steaming ranidly towarde the horizomn, Lo
cilla hrone hreathleeely on the aviator’s every fee
tfon. Hix lint anened for protest, hnt thers was
romethine in the .entreatine eves he conld net
renist Rreathlacsly ghe watohed him, awaith
his decizion, Thare wae a enrfonely twisted sm!
upon his lipa when he faced her again.

“Oet In.” he motioned. She kad won har annest.

Hinge Tonheame leaned nagainet the liner's
rafl. nencil nofeed aver the open nage of the diary
which was hended—Toanheatie’s Acconnt with Tove
Jtems woon that page had heen ecancelled. more
remained clear. The hand ctarted to draw throneh
one of thess last when. faintiv to hin ears reschen
down a drmmming sovmnd from the heavens.

An hic eyen wandered up. the great bird in
mid heaven grew more and more dietinet, the
figures of a man and woman emerging.
smile eromned the spy’s fsce as he put the
snd peneil back in his poeket. For Hugo
beque was thorough, and the item might not be
cancelled yet. AN,
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