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THIS HAS HAPPENED
Helen Page feels hopelessly in

love with her handsome guardian,

Leonard Brent. A chance meeting
with a dying beggar, Charles Nellin,
story, causes
change his plans for
Shortly afterward

with a promise given her parents,
he is now {o reveal her identity and
she Is the only grandchild of a mil-
lionaire, Cyril Cunningham. Brenl

| takes ber to Cunningham and offers
| as proofl a lockel containing a pic-

ture which he had taken from the
dying Nellin. Pending investization.
Helen remains with her grandfather
who gives her a new car. She drives
she accidentall:
hits Eva Ennis. who has to bt taken
to the hospital. Ielen meets Eva's

brother Robert, who falls in love
with her.
Cunningham announces Ielen

as his dead daushter's child and his
heiress. Brent .inds a lost locket
which c¢xactly malches the one he
had taken from Nellin. To avoid
discovery, he asks ilelen 1ot to wear
her locket in publ c.

A few days later Eva and Ielen
overturn a canoe on the lake and
Robert rescues them., While ek ing-
ine clothes Eva telis Helen that e
had lost an old-fashioned locket {5

|| might of her parly.

Fearing Robert’s attentions tu

i Helen and annoyed by the demainds

on him for money by Carmel Segro,
Brent tries to think of a safe plan
to secure Helen and her inheritance.
NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY
CHAPTER XXIV
It was several days before Breni
i went up to Bramblewood followinz
{! the Sunday afternoon of BoD'S res-
| cue of Helen on the lake. His plans
had been slow in maturing inas-
; much as Helen's actio™s had an im-
l' portant bearing upon them.

On Monday he hn:d telephoned to
ask her to come.dewn to New York
and lunch with him, but she said
her grandfather’s condition required
her to be with him.

|| The next day Brent telephoned a
second time, only to receive the same
message, He felt it unwise to be

tHl too insistent and on Wednesday he

decided to drive up to Yonkers and
see for himself whether it really
i was the seriousness of her grand-
|! father's illness that kept Helen at
! Bramblewood or whether Bob En-
nis had anything to do with it.

On that day Mr. Cunningham was
better and Brent was convinced that
he had not been so ill as Helen
“She did not want to

pretended.
| see me,” he conceded.

But his conclusion was

' him.

fup his name.

Had he been able to question her

fully he would have learned that
concern for her grandfather

that she mizht need

come so dear to her. i

‘, Instinctively she turned to Erent
1wl

ren she thought of being left en-
tirely alone in the world. But it was
not the turning of one blindly in
love and Brent sensed the differ-
ence, although he did not correctls
analyze it.

“¥ou musin't exhaust yourself so.”
“he said to l:er while she was pour-
ing tea -~ him. “I never saw your

hands shakc e that before. Don’t
you go out at : 7"
“I haven't be... ~ut since Sun-

day."”

“Don’t you think yoa ~~uld leave
vour grandfather tomorrow and
come down to New York? We wiil
go to a matinee and I'll have you
‘back here early."”

“1'd like to,” Helen admitted. “H?
is much better today perhaps he
will be able to sit up tomorrow.
Time passes much faster for him
when he is at the window.”

“What does the doctor say abou’
him?"”

“He says he is getting stronger.
I mean stronger than he has begen
since Sunday, but that he will never
be well again.”

“He might live for yvears."

“No, not for years, but the doctor
said he might linger for months—
even a year. But any sudden shock
will kill him.

Her words, serious as they were
to Helen, were of greater signifi-
cance to Brent. Even a few months
he told himself. might be sufficient
time for Helen to realize that b2ing
in love and being in love with love
are two different things.

At that moment, in Leonard
' Brent's mind, the seal was finally
set upon Mr. Cunningham's fatz

“Will you telephone me in the
morning?" he asked Helen, “to let
me know if you will lunch with
me?”

Helen promised. and shortly after-
ward Brent took his departure. He
did not go up to take leave of Mr.
Cunningham.

He spent a restless night—not
because he was troubled by his con-
science but because the daring of
his plan was perfectly apparent to
him. If anything went wrong he
would be unable to explain the aci
that he now depended upon to clear
his path.

“But the odds are with me,” he
encouraged himself. “I've got to
gamble.”

Helen called him at 10 o'clock to
say she would meet him for lunch,
but that she could not stay to at-
tend a matinee. Her grandfather's
condition was slightly worse.

“But I told him last night that I
might go down today,” she ex-
plained to Brent, “and he insists
that I go.”

“Tell him I'm
Brent said pleasantly.
vou, dear.’

When he saw her she showed
evidence of being under a severe
strain

“We will lunch in some quiet
place,” he told her, “and then I'll
drive you home. It will be good
for vou to be out of doors.” :

much obliged,”
“I've missed

Helen welcomed the suggestion
of driving back to Bramblewood.
“But we mustn't be too long at

lunch,” she pointed out, “or I won'
have time to drive up. 1 promised
to be back by tea.”

Her

information gave Brent a

new thougnt,

He began to act on

a trifle
puzzling to Lim, because in manner
she had not greatly changed toward
She did not speak of Bob
and Brent had no desire to bring

had
driven all other thoughts from her
mind—all thoughts except the one
someone Lo

lean upon when death finally claim-
| ed the frail old man who had be-

as he
burst into Mr. Cunningham's room
with the abruptness of & man who

nnocent
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(‘heat

“but don't wyou think it is—er
-—a bit out of place for us to dis-

R, -
RuthDewey (sroves

*RICH GIRL- POOR GIRL", ETC.

cuss ourselves at this time?"

Eva shrank back from the rebuk~
and her pale face plainly revealed
by the quick flush that covered I
how keenly her sensitive soul had

AUTHOR OF

felt the man’s words.

pntil the

it at lunch by ordering dishes that
would require special preparation.
Helen protested the delay but Brent
assured her he would make up the
time on the road.

“You need to relax and stop wor-
ryving,” he cautioned her. A mo-
ment later he signaled the head

waiter and whispered to him while |

Helen sat with her eves closed, try-
ing to overcome her weariness.
Presently a beautiful orchid cor-
sage was brought to her. She put
out her hand across the table in

thanking Brent and for a moment |

he wonderad if he had not been un-
duly alarmed about Bob Eunnis.

But on the drive to Yonkers she
was silent and pensive. Brent
hardened nis heart to carry
his plans, knowing that defeat for
him might well be behind her mood.

He too fell silent and they werz
only a short distance from Bram-
blewood when that which
planned occurred. Suddenly, thc
car lurched to one side of the read

Brent had allowed the front wheels |

to strike a rut and had not at-
tempted to control it. This gave
him an opportunity to drive the
car off the road under pretense of
getting it righted.

It happened so quickly that Helen
had no time to realize what Breu’
had done. She thought that he had

been careless but she did not ques- |

tion its being an accident.
They came to a stop in a weed-

he had |

“Something has happened to Bob,”

|

|  Brent came on, staggering slight-
ly. and clutching at his throat with
one hand while the other gropei
for support on the air.

Quite close to the bed he stopped
land appearcd to see the man upon !
(it for the first time since he had '
entered the room.

Mr. Cunningham's face was as |
 white as his pillow and his eyes
were horribly distended. “What is |
"it?" he attempted to say, but there |
was nothing more than a croak to
issue from his blue lips.

“Oh my God!" Brent cried, as|
though the words had been wrung |
from him in agony. “Helen! Helen! |
She has been killed.” |

out |

CHAPTER XXV |
For a moment after Brenl's cry |
of despair there was a ghastly si- |

lence in the room. From the lips of |

the stricken invalid
there care a choking, gasping )
Irsound.

Brent, apparentiy lost
| heard it and understood its portent.

He turned his head for a view of |

the man to whom he had dealt a

in grief, ’

sh'é said seriously. “He isn't himselfl

man.

Brent went up a few minutes
later and managed to appear greatly
shocked. He was standing near the
window when he heard his car
drvien up to the house. He re-
marked to the others in the room-—
Ashe and the housekeeper as well
as Marks—that he would go down

and break the sad news to Miss
Nellin before she saw her grand-
father.

He was descending the stairs

when Helen entered the lower hall.
She saw at once that something was
amiss. “What is it?" she cried in
alarm.

“Don't come up,” Brent said as
she placed a foot on the first tread,
“I've something to tell you.”

Helen waited and Brent came
down and tecok her by the arms, L0
lead her to the library.

“My grandfather?” she appealed.

a- | - o
on the bed|.rq he worse?

“yes, dear: he is worse—or shoulki
we say that he is better? For he
is beyond further suffeving.”

“Oh.” Helen wailed, “he is dead!
Her eyes were pleading with Brent
to deny it but he solemnly noddel

death blow, but he did not go t0nis head in affirmation.

1im.
His unfortunate vietim lay back

arms and
Gently

He reached out his
Helen took refuge in them.

on his pillow, staring in a fixed, un- | he enfolded her an held her while

seeing way straight ahead. No re-
vulsion of feeling, no mercy, came#
to the watcher as he saw the hand
of death laid upon the aged and

grown depression so deep thar |Pallid brow of Cyril Cunningham.

Brent was unable to get the car| It was all over in a few minutes.
back on the road under its own The dying man moved his eyes to-
power. ward the ond and fastenzd them

“T'll have to go for help.” hez saul
to Helen when finally he appea
to accept the inevitable. “Fortun-
ately we are near Bramblewood
They ought to be able to pull us
out with the service car."”

Helen staried to climb to
ground. “I'll walk with you.”
said.

“1f you doen't mind,”
jected quickly. “TI'd
stayed here. I've some
the car that I shouldn't
leave unguarded.
probably pretty badly
Better wait here, dear.”

Helen sank back in the seat. Sho
was a bit unnerved and very tired.
The walk held no particular appeal
for her.

shz

Brent ob.
rather you

like to

shaken up.

“It won't be long,” Brent prom- ;

ised and started off.

When he reached Bramblewood
he asked for Marks, and told Ashe
not to say in Mr. Cunningham's

presence who it was that wanted to

see his attendant.

“Miss Nellin and I have met with
a slight accident,” he explained.
“and I wish to inquire if Mr. Cun-
ningham’s condition will permit us
to tell him of it.”

“He is not very good sir,” Ashe
volunteered.

“Too bad,” Brent said feelingly
“Try not to disturb him when you
send Marks down.”

When Marks came a few min-
utes later Brent told him that his
car was ditched and asked him tc
send someone to get it to Bramble-
wood.

“I'll go up and reassure Mr. Cun-
ningham,” he said, moving toward
the door.

“Please be careful Mr. Brent,
Marks replied uneasily. “He has
been fretting about Miss Nellin's

absence. If he thought anything
had happened to her—"

“I understand,” Brent
won't excite him.”

But when he reached the sick
man's rooin he was, even without
words, a startling visitor. He had
left his hat downstairs and hi-
graying hair was now wildly disor-
dered.

With a jerk he had loosened his
tie. His coat was pulled off ont

said. 1

shoulder and ene cuff of his shir

was hanging below his tugged-up

coatsleeve.

as dishevelea
himself. Hz¢

Altogether he was
could make

had lost all his self control.
'he invalid watehing the dom
for Helen's coming, sat up with

start,

things in:

Besides. vou are |

4 might somehow

fupon Brent. The latter could see
Ithat he was striving with his las:
| strength to speak. But the words
would not come.

[ Then. suddenly, he raisad
{in a convulsive, painful

himse!l
.anner,

| instant sank back inert.

Brent waited, made sure th
i was gone, and then calmly put
jown clothing in order. smoothed hi
hair and went downstairs.

He met Marks in the lower hall

on his way to Mr. Cunningham’s
room. Brea! detained him wilh
questions about what had been dane
| in regard to his car. Marks told
{ him that he had sent the gardener
and his son to get it to Bramble-
| wood.
Brent thanked him and started
yon. Pausing a few steps away he
turned back and said: "I left Mr.
Cunningham sleeping he said he
was tired.”

“You assured him Miss Nellin was
unhurt?” Marks inquired anxiously.

“Matter of fact,”” Brent said
i lightly, “diin’'t tell him there had
. been an accident.at all.
said that Miss Nellin was detained
downstairs by some friends who!
‘came in just as we arrived.. I

s

logked rather bad.”

Marks nodded in approval of his
thoughtfulness and went
stairs.

Brent took himself to the library '
and settled down with a newspaper,

while he waited for the result of  Dr. Ralston had gone and Hele::i

Marks' discovery that Mr. Cunning- |
ham was dead.

It was not long in coming. Bren:i
could hear him
stairs ealling out something
his excitement made almost unin-

telligible. He got up and went to
the door.
“Anything wrong, Marks?" he

called in a tone of uneasiness.

Marks cried. “I could not rouse

him. He may be dead.”

| test her going.

the first shock lasted. Then Helen
tore herself away from him and
ran to the stairs. Brent did not pro

He remained downstairs and him-
solf admitted Dr. Ralston who ar-

'rived a few minutes later.

“We fear that Mr. Cunningham is
dead, doctor,” he said simply when
he greeted the medical man.

“Come up with me,” Dr. Ralston
caid, wishing to guestion him. Be-
fore they reached the death cham-
ber Brent had told him all that he

the | flung a hand outward and In an paq decided to tell anyone.

They found Helen weeping over
her grandfather's body and Bren:
heiped the doctor loosen her hands
and get her out of the room. Th#
housckeeper went with them and
persuaded Helen to go to her own
room where later the doctor came in
to see her and talk to her in a kind-

lv way that eased her sorrow a
great deal.
Brent had planned to stay al

Bramblewood that night but when
he learned that the housekeeper
had sent for Eva Ennis, thinking
Helen would want her closest friend
with her, he decided otherwise.

He could not go before she came,
however. Marks and Ashe, and
even Dr. Ralston turned to him as
the one who would naturally take

I merely charge of all arrangements for thz |

funeral. Knowing that Eva was ex
pected, he was anxious to get away
but one detail following another

! thought it better to do that as he kept him there. f
Dr. Ralston, he learned, had been |

told by Mr. Cunningham that Helen

on up- | had been Brent's ward for years and |
| Brent did not wish to shift any of |

his newly-acquired responsibility.
He met Eva at the late
that was served for them alone.

had been put to bed.

Brent endeavored to avoid Eva's |
glance but he could feel that her |
coming down the | eyes were searching his face for au |
that answer to his coldness. He felt he ||

must give some explanation.

“Helen's affairs have required a |
lot of looking after lately." he saidd |
now |
that Mr. Cunningham is dead I shall |
“Mr. Cunningham is unconscious.” ' not have any time for myself at l

more or less casually, “and

all.”

“No!" Brent exclaimed in well- and then said with a courage thatl

feigned horror.
“I'll call Dr. Ralston,” Marks said
brokenly, and hurried over to the

surprised herself: “You mean for
me?" !
Brent shrugged, attempted to

telephone that stood upon the larg: | smile apologetically and rather dis-

table in . the center of the room.

“ine me the number; I'll attend
Lo it,"™ Brent told him. *“You go
back and see if thefe isn't some-

thing you can do for him.”

“I'm afraid it's too late,” Marks
despaired. “I've done all I can. 1I
T'd been there when the attack
cameé on—" His voice trailed away

revive the deal

mally failed. “It
he said.

her
| His words had not rung true,

ing,” Brent went o1y

were

tion.

as he ran back upgthe stairs, hopinz | noyed at

in spite of his knowledge that lv-l\\'ith this childishly
rirl.

is the same thing,”

but in
chill

him
an icy

Eva smiled back at
heart there was

riment hunt-
us though Eva
demanding a fuller explana- |
He impatiently, an-
position he was i

direct younsz
]

“And I've been u)

1 he

The rest of the dinner
dessert was brought, was eaten in
silence,

Brent felt it just as well to let
Eva suffer. He had a definite plan
for breaking off with her. He
meant to wound her upon every oc-
casion. and yet never let her suspect
that it was a part of a deliberate
campalgn. That she was not genu-
inely humble he was certain. From
this knowledge of her he reasoned
that she would not endure abuse;
neither did he expect her to create
seenes or fight for that which with-
out effort she could not oontrol.
Love must come to Eva Emmis as
her own, Brent knew, and not a7
anything she must win.
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It ought, he told himself. to be
fairly easy to end his stupid affair
withh her, provided he used a modi-
cum of sensc to keep {rom driving
her to the point where she felt she
| must have a confidant; in which
case. undoubtedly she would choose
Helen.

As they left the table he asked
her if she was going up to Helen
He put the question to point his re-
mark about the occasion being one
on which they should think not of
themselves, but of others.
| Eva nodded and did not answer.
She felt the implication behind his
| words—knew that he was telling her
| where her duty lay.

“I'm going out for a few minutes™
Brent said when they reached the
hall. *“This house stifles me.”

As Eva made her way up th2
| stairs she thought with longing of
the beautiful night outside and
‘' Brent walking alone in the garden.
| 8he tried to tell herself that sh2
was selfish to want to be with him
but the excuse that seemed to come
to her with every pang of consci-
snce since she had met him sprang
| to her lips.

at all.”

| “But I love him," she hali-
| sobbed under her breath. “I love
| him.”

And when she found Helen sleep-
ing and nothing for her to do, she

4 % st was tempted to retrace her steps
,I'?I"ahj“:;di:l,oell?égg' to occupy it |2nd join Brent. She went to the
a'one"JBre:;t Soatinted "bu?' How, | ead of the stairs again and stood
I . . . i
I suppose I shall become Helen's ‘hg;‘ero"lf?dﬁf;dggmd conguer her re-
guardian again. She won't want to !, G o +5 risk being accorded a

l_'}:';_'; here at Bramblewood I am | 514 welcome in the garden, she saw
b . .| Brent open the front door and re-
She has said she would like lo | enter the house.

tr:.',;'.';l_:_,,.[""“ ventured | There was something hurried and
"‘-ihl:.l' . offered.” Eva told him furtive about his movements. He
"T."-Iltlalld.‘: 1\‘L‘ituc.i 0 '{brl ad.” *| glanced up the .stlairs and saw Eva
G e e et | standing there. dimly white in the
: t faint light of the upper hall.
Brent frowned. “Helen is very| gpya saw "
{ sva saw him thrust up a hand
=" hn o 1 g P g8 1\ - G
ﬁfv”ﬁ?ﬁﬁisi-‘v“ _said, “and perhaps 2| ang heard him utter a startled ex-
DL Vi 4
S TRl e .| clamation.
im"ﬁ}?‘ ]II::{:-'I r,.‘LL.}\{'E::(1114];111.”:;11011.d you ot “I was coming down to you,” sh
sl Sed - ; ’ *nuch of guile being
Brent was quick with his denial. ! foreign Lo her uch o 2
“Not at all,” he assured her, “but = A
vou forget that I may noi want
Helen to live abroad. That is what

, arsuy you with Helen?"
Brent retorted, his voice harsh and
| guick.

—

dinner |

- |
Eva drew in her breath. hesitated |

vou meant, isn't it: with you?”

“We talkzd about it,” Eva admit-}

ted.

‘It won't do,” Brent declared em-
phatically. “Of course, I would not
attempt to stand in the way of your
career, Eva. That i3 too important,
and it muay be necessary for me to
part with you for the sake of your
future. But there is no reason why
Helen should elect to live in a for-
eign country, She is at a mar-
rigeable agz and I think it bes
for her to be where the men she is

 She'll

| went back to Helen's room.

: called out:

{ Helen said at last. “I

“she's sleeping.”

“Well. you might stay with her
wake., I'll be in the library
if you want me.

Eva turned without a word and
As she
opened the door Helen stirred, hei
eyelids fluttered open and she
“Eva.”

Eva went to her and took her in
her arms. Helen began to sob and

!Eva held her closer.

“I had such a horrible dream,’
was under

ilalr + BT f hoer | : : . [l
most likely to meet are men of her | the canoe again and it wasn't Bob

own country—Americans.”
Eva sighed. “It was
dream,” she said.

Just a

“But there isn't any reason why i

Helen shouldn't be your patron,”
Brent went on, regretting that in
his first reaction he had let Eva see
that he was averse to the plan
“She will be very wealthy and I'm
sure nothing would make her hap-
pier than to foster a great talent.
I was thinking, when you men-
tioned going abroad, only of her fu-
ture. You see, I have done that for
50 many years it is a habit with
me."

Eva put down the bit of roll she
was lifting to her lips. *“And 1"
she said softly. “I—does it not mat-
ter the kind of men I meet?”

Brent instantly decided to punish

| her .for even approaching the issue.
| “I'm sorry, dear,” he said stiffly, |

iwho came to
| Leonard, only he didn't try to help

rescue me. It was

me. The scarf got tighter and
tighter around my neck and I was

' choking.”

“Don't cry."” Eva begged. “Don'i
cry, I'll open the windows wider
It's turned very warm. You were
disturbed by the heat.”

She released Helen and let her
sink back upon the heap of lacy pil-
lows. Helen watched her at the win
dows, opening them to the summer
night.

Suddenly she said utterly withous
premeditation: “Eva I haven't seei
Bob since that day on the lake.”

Eva turned and looked at her ex
pectantly. She half suspected tha:
her brother was in love with Helen
and had secretly hoped that Helea

(Continued on Page Four)
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