T™Me story was written dy Wilkie Collna in
sollaboration, witk Ohorles Dickens. It {a a story
which had am dmmediate success and {a one of
the ouriosities of literature {n that the careful
and discerning reader can discover at each stage
of the progress of the atory where Collina leaves
off and Dickens begins. Both Wilkie Colline and
Chorles Diokens had the spark of literary genina.
But the spark of Dickens*s genlus toas so soon
Mindled énto a Are that ite flame paled the more
Jeeble one of Colling. The first part of the story—
the ‘‘overture,’’ as Dickens, with hia {nclination
Jor the stage, called ii—was writien entirely by
the greater man. Also Dickens wrote entirely
what he was picased fo oall the “Third Act.’ |
The reat of the work was almost entively the |
work of Wilkle Collina. Why the story should |
Aave beon called “No Thoroughfare” is a mywtery. 1
I¢ was tde mame Dickens gave ¢ and when Diok- |
ens g0t @ good name for o atory he used (f—no |
wmatier to whot sort eof a atory he atfached it. |
Also the story was pudblahed as one of Dickens’s
ONristmas stories—though the word OMistmas
does not appoar in the tale nor ie the great Ohrist.
mas featival mentioned. Whon Dickens was on Me
secoond vislt to Amertoa the “Owte” Mr. Oolline
ehanged the whole etory over into o play—and o
wory svocessful one, 100, As a mather of fact fhe
wtorg of “No T by wes an on
the part of Dickens o cateh the pudlio faste, and |
Re Aad on idea that Collins could help Aim do 4.
Déckens hod not ¢ very Mgh tdea of the reading
pudlio—but ha catered fo it. The ““many Aeaded””
whioh Thaokeroy atyles “This great, atupid
publc” was never a neplipidle quantity 1with My,

| dale into partnership,

Dickena. Heo remembdered aliwvays the ating of Ma
weorly days of poverty (n the Dlacking shop and
Uhed appreciation. He ocould not say with Field-
dng, with the dlood of the Hopsburgs in Ms veins,
when owe of Ma stories had beooms popular,
““Damn ¢! they have found it out, t00.”” Neper
thelesr, perkaps the Hapeburg was, in Ms keart,
as “‘Uckled’” at the reception of ‘“Tom Jones’ as
was Dickems by the pudlio approval whick he
openly solioited for Mas works.
HE clocks of London were striking
10. The night was fair, with light |
clouds, Near the gate of the
Foundling Hospital a velled woman flutters |
|
up and down. The gate of the Foundlings |
opens and a young woman comes out.
The veiled woman follows her and at last
touches her upon the shoulder, The young‘
woman looks around, startled, and says: |
‘*"Why do you touch me? You touched me
last night. Why do you follow me like z|
&host?” “You are one of the nurses at/
the hospttal?” “Yes, I am Sally.” “There's i
something about your face which makes |
me think that young children would 1aka.§
kindly to you.” “They do, God bless them." [
The 1ifts her wvell
shows a face no older than Sally's as !.m:

velled woman and |

says: “T am the mlie_rah‘.e mother of 2
1
have a prayer to make to you—what is the'
name they have given my boy? Ha was|
recelved last Monday evening—what bmve’
they cailled him?' Then she dropped on |
her knees
held out
was overcome with emotion

baby lately received under your care.

and |
Sally
and at last, |

in the mud of the street

her hands beseechingly.

| went to

upon the woman swearing that she would
never make any bad use of the knowiledge, |
Bally violated a rule of the hospital and;
eald, “Walter Wilding."
ued: “But I can be of no use to you fur-|
ther, for I am to be married soon and‘
whall leave the Foundlings, God be mer- |
eiful to you, poor lady.” The two lhen;
peparated forever.

Twelve years liter, on the flret Sundayi
of October, the Foundlings were at dinner |

|
and there were numerous lookers-on, as the |

Then she contin- |

custom ig, of offcials and of people de-!
sirous of adonting a child. The velled lady
of tweive
Jookers-on; she had come to adopt a ch'ld.
Talking with a female attendant snhe
asked many questions and at last said:
“Which {s Walter Wilding?" “"Against the
rules,”” replied the attendant. But she
sees the Inienss Intereat  in the face or
the woman who nas asked the question,
and it last says:

“T will not tell you,

vears before was among the

But I will walk |
around the tables. Follow me with vour |
eyes. The boy that I touch will he Walter
Wilding. Say nothing more to me and
move & itile away.”

Thus It eams about that Walter Wnd-
ing, the Zfoundling, was adopted by a
wealthy 1ady, who brought him up as ler
son. In faot, when he was a little older,
ahe confided to him that he really was her
son and that {t was becauss of this that
she had taken him from the Foundlings.
Tpon the . est of the story her lips were
sealed, and the boy—who loved her de-
votedly as she loved him-—never tried
pry further into her sorrowful past

When Walter Wilding was % vears old |
his belowed mother dled, and he found
himself possessed of an ample fortune
and the proprietor of the great house of
Wilding & Co., wine merchants, Cripple
Corner. All Cripple Corner belonged to
Wilding & Co., wine merchants, Their
cellars burrowed under it and thelr man-
slon towered above it, It really had been
& mansion In the daye when merchants |
inhabited the oity, and was a most gloomy, |
retp ble and g bulldng stlll,
Walter and his mother had lived there
before her death, and now he llved there
alone,

“"When » man at five-and-twenty can|
put his hat on and say, ‘This hat covers
tho owner of this property and the owner
of the business traneacted In this prop-
orty, 1 conasider, Mr, Bintry, that, without
being boastful, he may be allowed to be
deeply thankful, 1 do not know how It
may appear to you, but so it appears to
me" Thus Mr, Waiter Wilding to hia
man of law (n his own ocounting houwe,
An [nnecent, unused-looking man was Mr,

to

l Waiter,

| olaliy

NO THOROUGHFARE

- BY WILKIE COLLINsS” AND CHARLES" DICKEN/"

Walter Wildtng, with a remarkabdle pihnk
and white complex'on and a figure much
too bulky for so young a man; with
erispy brown hair and amlable blue eyes.
Mr. Bintrey, on the contrary, was a
cautious man with twinkling beads of
eyes. “I think we have got everything
straight,’”” oontinued Walter, with a child-
!sh enjoyment in the discussion of bus!-
ness affairs. “Hverything is straight,” re-
plied the lawyer. ‘A partner secured and
a housekeeper advertized for,” sald Wild-
ing.

Then Walter disclosed to Mr. Bintrey & |

plan he had for having all his employes
live, or at least take thelr meals,
one roof—the house was bhig enough. He
would have a sort of community pettle-
ment, and they would all be taught mus!
and singing and play together as well as

N

work together, And from them should be |
the neighboring |
Mr. Bintrey bowed and took an- |
Hcoentricities on the |

established a choir
ohapel.
other glasq of wine.
part of wealthy cllents he was ‘acecustomed
to take as a matter of course.

As soon as Mr, Bintrey was gons there
came in old Joey L.adle, the anclent head
cellarman of the house. A sort of dray-
horse man was Joey. Walter explained
his plan for a happy family to him, “Don’t
ook to me to do !t, young Master Wild-
ing,” sald Joey mournfully, ‘“not at my
time of life, Many a time when they have
sald to me ‘put a livellsr face upon it,
Joey,' T have replied, ‘Gentiemen, it's al!
very well for you that !s acoustomed to

in

take vour wine into your systems by the |

conwlivial ehannels of your throttles to put
a lively face upon {t, but.' I says, ‘I have
been accustomed to take my wine through

the pores of my sk'n by reason of exist

ing so long a time In them there mouldy |
and, |

wine vaults, where the vapors !s,
taken !n ‘that way, it acts depressing.’
Walter sonthed the alwavs d'sgruntled but
always faithful old fellow, and Joey
agreed to ‘‘take a peck,” as he called It,
at the common table—but join !n any sing-
ing class he would not. “And you are a-
golng to take young Master George Ven-
T hear,” said Joey.
“T am.” “Well and good But ' don't
change the name again. It wae risky,
mighty pisky, when you changed the old
firm name of Pebbleson Nephew to Your-
self & Co. Good luck always stuck to
Pebbleson Nephew. You should never
change luck when it's good.” ‘I have
no intention of changing the firm name

again,” e=a!d Walter—and Joey, with a
«igh and mournful shake of the head,
withdrew to his dreary, moldy, damp

wine vauits !n the depths of the earth,
From the many applicants for the posi-
tion housekeeper Wilding selected a
Mre. Sarah Goldstraw. She was a woman
of perhaps 50 and looked even younger,
with a face remarkabie for placid cheer-
fulness. She was a w!dow of some years'
etanding. She had ‘‘vad es

of

: With only one person ainee her husband’s |

decease—a widow ladv whe had recently
She had the Dbost of references
When the housekeeper afle~ her arrival
the dintng room to racelve In-
siruetions from hér master Walter paused
giving them (o say: “There is some-
hing about your manner, Mrs. Goldstraw,
which s familiar. - What ocan it be?"
Mrs. Qoldstraw'a eyea were fixed in won-
der upon a pleture of Walter's mother
which hung over tha mantelplece, and she
repeated. as {f in a dream, ““What can it
be?" "My mother when she was flve and
twenty,"” sald Walter proudly. ‘A very
beautiful woman.” *Excuse me,” sald
“but d'd you ever occupy any

other situation than thut of hovaekeeper?’
"“Yes; before my mairizge 1 was a nurse
in a foundling asylum.” “That's it! that's

ed.

it erfed Whalter; *‘thefr manner !s the
manaer you remind me of.”

Then he went on to tell, in his frank
{and voluble way, the story of his life ne

far as

tened

he knew it. The housekeeper lis-
evident distress of mind, espe-
when he toild how one of the at-
tendants had {dentified him by touching
him on the shoulder eo that his mother
should know hm. Pinally she sat looking
at htm with a face as pale as death and
an expression of unuttera dismay.
"What does this mean?' eald Walter
‘“Tell ma. There i something T ought to
know and do not know
With tears and lamentations that she
should have been, although innocently,
the cause of a terrible mistake, Sally
told her story. For Mrs.
straw was that Sally whom we first saw
on the night she was touched by the
velled lady upon issulng from the Found-
ling Hospltal. Shortly after Sally had
told the velled lady the name of her chlld

le

Teil me!"”

tousekeeper |

under that |

|

[ son;

' ;

<)

HIS

leave me for a lttle while
Goldstraw.” .

George Vendale, Walter's new partner,
came in and Walter, after gending for Mr. |
Bintrey, told them the whole story. To all|
thelr objections Walter only answered that |
he must at once beg!n inquirles and If
he could find the true Walter Wilding he |

Mre,

\

|
|

1
|
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|
|
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|

Sarah Gold- {

|

there came to the foundlings' institu-
tion In the country another lady who
wished to adopt one of the chlldren. 8ha )

adopted and took away with her the boy
called Walter Wilding. ‘“The child of
the lady whose portralt hangs here,"” sald

|
|
|
|

Sally. Soon after there was another in-
fant bdoy to be named, and the name |
Walter WWdlng having heen scratched

off the books of the 'nstitution that name
was gilven to another hoy Sally then
left the !net!tution to be married.

It was the second Walter Wilding who
had been touched on the shoulder by the
attendant and been adopted as her own
son by Walter's supposed mother. BSally
knew nothing of the woman who had
adopted the true Walter Wilding and
only remembered that she had sald:
“The child will be brought up in a milder
olimate than this. I am golng to take
him to Switzerland. Walter felt the room
swim before him—'‘My head! my head!’
he cried out and became half uncon-
solous,

The alarmed houmekeaper at length re-
stored him to himself with a glass of
wine and by bathing his head with water
““Why should you distress yourseif?' sald
she, "ha may not be now allve and can
not be In want, for the woman who
adopted him wams evidently m woman of
wealth, You truly Joved the woman
whose poriralt hangs there as your
mother and she loved you as her won,'
‘Ah, it {8 beonuse I did love her that !
feol it a saored duty to do justice to her

|

would hand over to him his property. In
case he could not he then and there or-|
dered Mr. Bintrey to draw up a will by
which he left to Bintrey and Vendale all
is property to be held by them for two .
years in trust for the true Walter, should |
he appear. Should he not be found at the |
expiration of two years then, after Wal-|
ter's death, the estate would go to "“’i
Foundling Hospital,
Even while Walter had been talking w!th‘;
Vendale and the lawyer a letter bearing a |
Bwles postmark had been handed in by |
a clerk, The coincidence, as Walter thought |
of a 3wias posimark and what Sally had |
told him of the true Walter being taken

to Bwitzerland still further agitated mel
wine merchant. The letter was only a)
formal one from a champagne house of |

Neuchatel, with which the firm deal:, In-
forming them that they had made M.Jules
Obenreizer thelr agent in London. Mre!
Vendale, the new partner, wonld know M.
Obenreizer, as he had met him when tray o
eling n Switzerland. “Oh, yes,” sald Ven-
dale, slightly agitated in his turn, “he was
traveling with his niece—Obenrcizer was.
This is duly signed by the house of Dy-
frecnier. Very well, T will make it a point |
to see this M. Obenrelzer.”

Walter's attempt to find the true Wal-
ter resulted only In th that on March
8, 183, there had been adopted and re-
moved from the hospltal a male infant
named Walter Wilding. Mrs, Jane Mii-
ler, a widow, had adopted him. Address,
Lime Tres Lodge, Groombridge Wells.
References, the Rev. John Ilarker,
Groombridge Wells and Messrs. Giles,
Jeremie & Glles, bankers, Lombard !
street. ‘He went to the bankers and
found that the account of Mrs. Miller
had heen closed for years and nothing |
wae known of her. He journeyed xn‘
Groombridge V and found that the
Rev. John Harker had heen esaten up hy |
canniba.s vears and years ago when hel
Was serving as a missionary In the South
Sea Tslands. Lime Tres Lodge had been |
torn down ten years before and nobody
knew anything about the Mrs. Miller who
had been a temporary lessee. He had
reached a “No thoroughfare” stage of
his journey. There was nothing further
to be done. He went back to London de-
feated at all po!nts,

While Walter was pursuing these in-
vestigations his partner, George Vendale,
had been almost, if not quite, as anxlous-
ly pursuing his investigations in the
region of Soho, where dwelt a curious
colony of transplanted BSwiss moun-
talneers and where M. Obenreizer had
his dwelling and his office. Hverything
was Hwiws about the dlstriet and it was
Into & Swiss Interior, with its tiled stove
and {ts ourlous clocks and vases of art!.
flelal flowers, that George was usherod
when he sent In hin card, George stood
looking at the mimle water dripping

from a mimio mlill-whee! under the olook

‘rma would des!re to get rid of you.”

| quently

| Ah,

“Well," replied Obenreizer, *“‘and for her
| sake, 1 belleve, you were once in some |
slight danger when we were mountain
climbing.”

sending at (imes a sort of film over his
eyes which would impenetrably vell not
lonly from those téllers of tales but ,'nnn’
his whole face every expression except|
that of attention, That film came ov
{them now. “Your nlece is !n London?

FOOT SLIPPED—HE WAS OVER A PRECIPICE,

after the servant had ushered him ln]
when M. Obenreizer at his elbow smrl‘.cd;
him by saying in very good English, very |
slightly clipped: “How do you do? So
glad.” (At the same time slightly pin-
ning him at the elbows by way of em-
brace,) ‘'Sit please.” |

*Is It not odd,” sa'd George, ‘‘that I
should come to you here in London as
one of the firm of Wilding & Co. to pay
my respects to yo Not at all,” re-
turned Obenreizer. hat did I always
say to you in the mountains? We call
them vast, but the world Is so little! So
little is the world that one cannot get rid
of a person. Not'—touching his elbows
again with ingratiatory sm!le—‘that
L ¢
“Pray call me

an

hope not, M. Obenreizer."
Mister. T call myself so—for I love your |
country. Oh, If I could only be English!" |

And so they talked on, Obenreizer des- |
canting at great length upon the fact:
that he himself was the son of a poor |
peasant and Vendale the eon of a geuue-i
man. There was no deta!l ¢f his early
and squalid life that Obenreizer dig not|
bring out In its most glaring and fre-
loatiisome details 1 contrast
with some deta!l of the early life of Ven-
dale. *'1 told you of most «
day we were floating on the lake,” sald
the Swiss, id you d the It
uries which surrounded your early youth,
wnat a condescension it is for one of !
your famlly to go into trade! , taough

of /this that

tol

old me of

!-—-wlnes'.' Is it a trade 'n England, or a |

profession, or a fine art?"”’

George, rather put out of countenance, |
replled that when he had met Mr. Oben- !
reizer !n Switzerland some years before !
he had been young and foolish, hat he
feared he had boasted, as most young men
will, of his family, He was a silly fel-
low, just of age. And then suddenly: ‘'l
hope your niece, mademoiselle, s well?”

Mr. Obenreizer had a singular faculty of

“She is In London.” "“When and where
may I have the pleasure of recalling my-
self to her?” The fllm vanished and Oben-
relzer sald in a frank manner, ‘‘Come up-|
stairs.’”” They went upstairs, and there
sat the giri who, ever since he ha e~
cued her from the glacler, ever since ha
had floated with her upon the lake, had
been in his thoughts and !n his heart—
Marguerite Obenre!zer.

There was an elderly lady seated by the
stove cleaning gloves, of which ‘she had
her lap full, She hnd one glove stretched
over one hand llke a glover's sign. She
was Introducedq to Vendale as Mme, Dor,
““‘who I8 so kind as (0 keep me from tear
or stain.' Mme, Dor half got up, looked
over her shoulder and plumped down
again, rubblng vigorously at a partieular-
ly tough spot, it would ap in M,
Obenrelzer's glove, Marguerile was sented
by the window busy with an gmbroldery

TN
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| at the Obenraizers’ house, but could never
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frame. She greeted her old acquaintance
with just a little of shyness, yet with al
charming self-possession. S8he had an un-!
usual quantity of fair, bright hair, very
prettily braided about a rather round
white, broad forehead. And so her face
might have been, say, a shade rounder
than the average English face. and her
figure slightly rounder than the averaze
English girl of 19. A remarkable indica-
tion of freedom and grace of llmb in her
quiet attitude, and a wonderful purity and
freshness of color In her dgimpled face and
bright gray eyes seemed fraught with|
mountain afr.

Thus did George Vendale renew his ac-
quaintance with M. and Mlle. Obenreizer.
‘‘An impossible name—Obenreizer,” sald
Walter Wilding. But George did not think
so—he rather 1 ked the sound of it. Van-
dale became a constant visitor at the
Obenreizer establishment, and induced
Wilding to Invite Marguerite, her fa.her
and Mme, Dor to dinner at Cripple Cor-
ner. Walter had established his com-
munity household and singing school, and

after dinner Marguerite | d and sang
d’vinely. At least so thou George, and
that soured and crabbegq cellarer, Joey
l,adle. Joey became—in 2 far off, gruff |
way—as much devoted to Marzuerite as |
was George 1! Joey saw at once how |
the land lay and resolved that e what |
might George and Marguerite should be |

married. Old Obenrezer he

instinctively !
feared and hated. As for Wal i

ter Wilding, |

this earth was to have little more of jay:
or sorrow for him. He had for years been |

subject to a sort of epilepsy, and the dis
cigsures -of Sally and his subsequen: fall
ure to find the true Walter—his real zation |
all the time that he was {n o state of No!
Thorougafare, preyed upoti him, and after
a few ‘months he took to his bead and died.
And so exit Walter Wilding of Wilding
& Co )

George Vendale continued the wine husi-
news. He and Mr Bintrey quletly carried
On a search for ihe true Walter Wilding,
as they hald promised thelr dead ner
and end they would. Vendae carried |
on also the comnuiur fécheme which
had been devised by Walter, and probably

stie

had Dbeen esiap-
ilshed in the neghboring chapel and that
Marguerite had volunteered as one of the
chorleters. George was a constant visiter

gel an opportunily of seeing Marguerite
alone, At ‘ast the day came when Mme. I
Dor went to sle2) over her knlting and,
tae dragon belng coff guard, George fad
what he had been waitlng o long to say. |

Suffice a: when madame woke up |
with a sta George knaw Margre- |
rite returned his love. Now e made &
visit of farm upon Obenrelzer, "W.ut!"’
said Obenra'zer, ''you have made a pro-
posal t0 my nles without first ask!ng riy
authorlty *o pav your addresses to her? |
How can you just'fy thia?" He -:ruck|
his hand against the table and 1as' his
hold of himself for the first (ime !n Ven=
Aa'e's experiense of him, I can only jus- |
tify !t as oane of our Engliah !nstitutions—
you admire the Englisy institutions

The result of a long talk, Dbeginnng

| uncie with

crimeniously and ending suavely,
that the Swiss m®chant gave Ceorge a
written agreement that when Vendale's
income should amount to £3000 a year
all objections on Obenrelzer's part to the
proposed marriage would be withdrawn.
In the meantime, George was to see Mar-
guerite—guarded by Mme. Dor—upon cer-
ta'n days.

When George took hold of his business
the next morning it had a different face

for him—Marguerite had a place in it
now. He set the wheels of commerce
spinning and saw hils way clear—as he

thought. Then came a letter from De-

fresnier & Co., the Neuchatel wine people, i
in 'which it was made apparent that they
had not been pald for their last c:umign-i

ment. George looked up his receipts and
found that he held one from that firm for
the said consignment. The result of some
further correspondence was that the Neu-
chatel firm wrote George that the money
sent by him had unquestionably been stolen
In transit and the receipt had been forged.
The matter, they sald, was one of vital
importance to both houses, though, ap-
parently of trifling importance. They
begged that George would tell no one but
zend, by a trueted messenger, the receipt
in question—mot even trusting it to the
post.

In the meantime George had incautious!y
—being in love—let escape from him to
Obenrelzer the fact that there was some
trouble absut a receipted bill due to the
Neuchatel firm. “Surely,” thought George,
“they cannot mean that T should conceal
entirely from Oberielzer, thelr trusted
agent. the fact that something !s wrong."
Still he managed to prevent himself from
belng “pumped” further hy hie pro-pective
vncle-in-law.  Not heinz able to decide
upon a really trustworthy messenger,
Vendale decided to go himself to Neu-
chatel,

“What, golng to Switzerland!"
Obenrelzer, “how fortunate,
Journey there myself. We will travel to-
getler.” Tt was a sacrifice for Vendale to
leave his business and a greater sacrifice
to leave Marguerite. But a matter of flve
hundred pounds was ‘nvolved, and did
he not want to get rich as quickly as he
corld? When Vendala took leave of Mar-
guerite her last words to him were,
“Don't go.”

Of course it is one of those obvious
things of really good fletlon. which does
not entirely depend upon unfo
nouements, that Obenreizer himself
the man who had forged the receipt. That
the foolish boasting of young Vendale
when he had met him in Switzerland hat
aroused Obenrelzer a hatred for
George. And, more than that, Oben-
re!izer loved only one  person In
the world cxcept himself, and that
was his njece. When he saw that
George had come between 1 and his
nlece—that she no longer looked to
that Implicit faith and confi-
dence with which she had heretofore, his
rege against Vendale was redoubled. He
hated the y’ung man anyway, and, in
addition, held that recentment which avery
parent—for Obenrelzer looked upon Mar-
guerite as his daughter—feels when some-
body comes to claim them
divid'ng afle tlons and severing ties never
inore to be reunn’ted ent'rely.

Obenre zer had given his consent to the
marriage of Margueri‘e and George when
Vendale's income shculd have reached a
cerialn amount He had resolved that
the young man never should ob:ain that
amount of Income He had laid a pan
by which he thought he could ruin Ven-
dale and at the same :ime enrich him
sel’. But for the mis'ake of the Neucha
tel firm in shipring some red wne in
place of champa which opened up a
direct correspondence heiween the Neucha-
tel house and Wilding & Co. and led to
the forzed rece pt bue ness, the plot would

cried
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ne

not have been discovered, Three months
tore would have seen it In full operation
and Vendale would have been ruined. It
was a complicated plot, skillfully tho t
out, the details of which can not b ld
in a short space

Suffice it that Obenreizer, comprehend-
ing at once from the incautlous words of
jeorge that his plot had failed and that
he himeelf was in danger, accompanied

George to Switzerland with the sole pur-
ose of gettirg from him the forged re-
celpt—and if necessary killing him to get
it. Perhaps he would kill him anyway—
f he could do so eafely, he thought.
‘Where shall T rob him if T can? Where
shall T murder him f I must?' wasg the
constant  thought of Obenreizer on the
journey. He knew that George carried
the Incriminating papers in an f{nner
breast pocket. Several times he tried to
drug him and rob him—once or twice ar-
ranged for murder ut failed. At last
the two came Neuchatel and found
that the senior mber of the firm-—the
man whom e must see—was In
Mlan

Tt the pass
Alps was dangerons
refused to take the trav 3 across in the
weather then prevailing. But Obenreizer
declared that the guides wore cowards—
he wae born In ‘he mountains, knew the

to

Georg

was winter and
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passes, and since George Insisted upon go-{
|

ing at once to Mlilan, why
would guide him through.
Vendale to a remote and wild snow-cov-
ered pass where !mpending avalanches
hung ready to tumble abou: thelr heads.
Obenrelzer urged himh to take a drink of
brandy from his flask Georze 4id so and
at once felt that the brandy wase drugged.
In his half-conscious cond! jon Obenrelzer
flercely attncked him, George tr'ed to
struggle and to keep his companion from
tearing from him the papara. His foot
sl'pped—~he was over a pr:cipice,

The mountain storm raged and pare~d
again, Two men and two larze doge rame
out of & hoaplee One of the men raid to
the other, "Wa may venture now,"” The
1wo doga loolk~d Into the facen of ths men
and then, turning thelr muzzles down the

he himself
He brought

pseen do-‘
was | *

her |

for their own,

i the strong box of Ma!tre Voigt, papers

|

|

I

| eross

pass, broke Into a deep bay and bound
away.
the men
been George and Obenreizer, who had ve
tured
They
through the snow and with her a large,
derly man
own
the large map with her was the faith
Joey Ladle,

| the little town of Brieg and the simp

“Two more maq ones,"

The

sald one
two other mad ones h{

forth in
found a

the face of the stor
voung woman struggli

The voug woman spoke thq
language, She was Marguerite aj

After the departure of Obenreizer a
Vendale from London Marguerite's app:
henslons had so grown upon her that s
took counse. with the falthful cellarer ai
it was decided that the two shou'd at on
et out in pursuit of the travelers and,
their presence, foll 1e plot which th
were sure Obenreizer had lald again)
George. They had traced them to Ne
chatel and from there to the hospice. Ma|
guerite, a daughter of the mountains, h
in spite of the inclement weather, less d
flculty In traveling than old Joey, w
unused to mountain altitudes, took eve:
step with paln. From the men who h
come from the hosplee with the dogs th
learned that the two travelers they soug]
had gone on and the men, fearing fi
the'r safety, were now setting out
search of them.

They found the place where the strueg
between Obenreizer and Verdale had tak
place—the trampled snow told the ta
Looking over the edge of the precip!
they saw the apparently dead body
George hang'ng upon a projecting point
fece and snow. Marguerite insisted up
being lowered down to where the bo
lay. This was done and, while one of t
men ran back ‘o the hospice for anoth
rope she warmed the Inanimate form
her lover In her arms and forced bhetwe
his lips some reviving drops of bran
calllng out to those above that he <t
lived. Finally they drew up both Geor,
and Marguer'te safely to the roadway
the pass, But when they had got Geor
up there was scarcely a flutter to
heart and it was reported In the nearsq
town the next day that the English tra
ler who had fallen over the precipice w
dead.

Obenrelzer returned to Neuchatel a
made loud lamentations over the fatal a
cident which had deprived him forever
the companlonship of his beloved friei
and prospective nephew. But the firm
Defresnler thought the whole matter h
an ugly look and discharged him. Mas
:erite refused to return to him and, wi
adame Dor, took refuge with Mr Bj
trey. Obenreizer, at Neuchatel, asked ej
ployment of a former friend of his, a la
ver named Voigt. While there he d
covered in one of the lawyer's old box]
some papers which made it certain th
George Vendalo was the true Walter Wil
ing. TPut hefors he could put his kno
edze to any harmful use there came
Neuchatel Mr. Bintrev and had a few o)
fidential words with Maitre Voigt. TH
old lawyer opened his eves wide with su
prise and looked at Obenreizer with eu
ovs expression when he next saw him,

A few days after, at the foor of ¢
Simplon on the Swies side, in a drea
little inn In the =mall village of Brig
Maitrle Voigt and Mr. Bintrey sat t|
gether In consultation. The door open
and Obenrelzer came in. “For what r
son have T been brought from Neucha
to the foot of these mountalng?”’ he askd
Mr Bintrey mentioned the question
Marguer'te's guardianship. Obenreizer s
there could be no compromise—he
determ'ned that his ward should be 1
ctored to him “Liste1 to me.,” sald B
trey. and he recounted a!l that had ha
rened cince Obenreizer and George h
left London together. *“Bah,” sald Ob
relzer, “do not think to frighten me w
your child's story.” “It ls not a child
tale T am telling you,” replied Bintrd
“This Is a trap which I have set for v
and into which you have-walked. You ha
sted murder and you have committ
v and theft. We have the evider
vou in both cases."

r was convinced that Bintr
The lawyer produced
sald: “If you will eign ti
er releasing all cla!ms to the guardia
ship of Miss Obenreizer we will give v

n return an indem which secures y
againgt further proceedings on our pa
But you must never seen in Lond
or ‘Switzerland again Obenreizer to:
the pen and signed hls name with a
hand. The door opened and In came Ma
guerite and George—who, of course, w
not dead. The shock of seeing allve t
man whom he had supposed he had kill
was too great for even Obenreizer to sta
without a r rous shudder,

He stared at the two blankly for a m}
ute, and then sald: “Ah, I eee it was i
deed a trap. But I bhave something
say.”" And then he told of the papers

paper

be

which he had made coples, which prov:
that Georgze Vendale was the true Walt]

Wihdingz, “S0," sald he. “if my niece mi
ries this man she marries a basta
brought up on public charity. She ma
es an impoetor without name or linea,
disguiged in the character of a gentlem
of rank and family.

The words of Obenreizer, howev

were rcarcely heard by George: he w
conseicus of but one sensation, heard b
one voice, Marguer!te's hand was in
and Marguerite's voles was whisperiy
to him: “I never loved you George as
love you now.” They were married

villagers made hollday and put up gre
arches In their honor As the wedd'f
procession was returning from the chur
to the inn there came out of a side stre
another process’on—men bearing a It
on which lay a dead body. It was t
body of Obeureizer. In attempting
the Simplon an avelanche h
fellen upon and killed him




