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curiously small, shapeless features were set
wide apart in a flabby countenance of an
unhealthy, greenish pallor. In the bright,
sparkling sunlight the efiect was incongru-
ously grotesque and repellent. His pale,
blinking eyes peered into the crowd with an
eagerness which made Ethel shiver in spite
of her intrepid self-assurance, for some sixth
sense warned her that she herself, for some
inexplicable reason, was the subject of his
vigil.

She crossed to Broadway, doubled back
through the next block to Sixth Avenue at
the rear of the library square and so made
her way to Fortv-Second Street and the
towering Bolingbroke Building where her
employers maintained their elaborate suite
of offices.

The main entrance opened from the corri-
dor on the seventeenth floor directly into her
sanctum, the reception room for the Shad-
owers’ clients. There entrenched behind a
curiously inlaid desk and surrounded by hid-
den mechanical contrivances which her
quick brain and agile fingers had soon
learned to control, it was her duty to sit and
study each visitor, transmitting her impres-
sions to the six-sided central apartment pre-
sided over by Rex Powell, founder and
leader of the organization.

As Ethel let herself in with her kev a
peculiarly offensive chemical odor assailed
her from behind the sliding panel to the
right, accompanied by the faint tinkle of
some delicate glass retort. She sniffed re-
signedly. It was evident that Doc Corliss
was at it again, fussing with another of
those smelly experiments which, between
cases, held him absorbed in his labora-
tory.

The former purveyor of fake cure-all
remedies who had joined the firm as its
medical expert was a fat, bald, jolly indi-
vidual of fifty or thereabout, whose genial,
easy-going manner conveyed no hint of the
scientific zeal which burned within him.
His colleagues, however, knew him to be one
of the most profound students of chemistry
and toxicology of the age and that he might
well have had a string of letters denoting
honorary degrees after his name had not
the lure of easy money and the credulity
of hypochondriacs proved too strong a com-
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bination in his youth. It was only now that
he was entering upon his own.

Ethel knew nothing of this and cared less.
She removed her cape and turban, fluffed
out her yellow hair, and seating herself
behind the desk, pressed a wisp of a hand-
Kerchief to her nose, prepared to endure
the effluvium indefinitely. But soon there
came the whirr of the deodorizing ventilator
and in a few moments Henry Corliss pushed
the panel aside.

¥ Good morning, Ethel.” There was a
smile upon his broad, benevolent face, but
the small, twinkling eves regarded her with
unwonted seriousness. “ I’ve been thinking
of a question I wanted to ask you. Mr.
Powell said once that you could spot a
plainclothes guy a block off. How do you
do it>”

“ T don’t know, Mr. Corliss, it’s a kind of
a hunch, I guess.” The pallid, flaccid face
of the man in the crowd on the avenue arose
again before her eyes and involuntarily she
made a little grimace of repulsion.

“I can sort of feel if anybody’s giving
me the once-over and somethin’ tells me to
make my get-away. That’s why I was late
this morning, dodging a fellow that I saw
vesterday and the day before. He ain’t—
hasn’t—trailed me so’s I could get wise to it
and he don’t give me a tumble when I pass
him and yet I know he’s been waiting and
watching for me. I never seen—saw—this
guy before two days ago, but somehow he
gives me the creeps'”

“1Vhat's he like?” Henry seated himself
in the great, carved visitors’ chair and bent
forward with his hands on his pudgy knees.

“Like somethin’ that’s been dug up!”
Ethel shuddered. * His face is all kind of
spread out and flat and greeny-gray, and
there’s somethin’ shrivelled and funny about
his ears. He wears his hair long to cover
’em, but the wind was blowing when I
passed him the first time, day before yester-
day. right out here on Forty-Second Street.
I could see they looked as though they’'d
been melted into his head!

“ That’s what first made me notice him,
I guess, and I remembered him yesterday
when I ran into him hangin’ sround on the
corner as I got off the uptown bus. This.
morning I walked, and there he was in front
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night. I forgot all about it yesterday.
though, and this morning it's handed to me
that not only Ethel and Henry, but Luce
and Cliff, too—"

¢ It couldn’t possibly have been the same
chap, for the description differs in its most
salient point,” drawled Luce. *“ As vou
know, for some time Cliff and I have been
sharing bachelor apartments in a quiet old
section down near Washington Square.
Yesterday afternoon we left the office about
four and started for that exhibition of rare
autographs and engravings at Cristofero’s.
Hanging about the entrance downstairs here
we both observed a most extraordinary look-
ing individual. His face was as expression-
less as though he were drugged and posi-
tively ghastly in its pallor and he had enor-
mous, pinkish ears, which protruded
through the mouse-colored hair that reached
to his collar.”

“ Ah!" George Roper murmured. “ This
is getting really interesting!”

“ This grotesque creature trailed us to
Cristofero’s—we found him waiting outside
—and then down to our rooms, Rex,” Cliff
said. “ The chap got on our nerves so that
we had a bite sent in instead of dining out
as we had intended. I suppose this sounds
foolish, but if I could give you an idea
of that devilishly uncanny face of his—"

“T myself am tolerably familiar with it,
except for the huge ears you speak of,” in-
terrupted George. I live near Madison
Avenue in a comfortable but somewhat di-
lapidated boarding house, as befits a retired
clergyman on a meager income. Since last
Monday afternoon the young man you men-
tion has occupied the fourth floor back. I
am convinced of it from the description you
have just given me, but I suspected it from
a question or two which Ethel put to me
just before Rex came. In spite of that
slight but significant discrepancy-—"

He paused, and Henry’s round counte-
nance grew preternaturally grave.

“Do you mean,” he demanded, “that
Ethel and Phil and I saw the same young
man, but without those ears?”

For a long moment the six Shadowers
stared at each other, and then CIlifi ex-
claimed nervously:

“ We’re talking idiotic nonsense! We've
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not all gone mad, and no one can be play-
ing a practical joke on us! What do you
think it means, Rex?> For Heaven’s sake,
what’s the answer?”

In the instant which followed a faint
buzzing sounded upon their ears and a stir
ran around the circle, for it was Ethel’s se-
cret signal to those in the council room
that a stranger had entered the outer oftice.

Rex Powell glanced from one to another
of them with a slight smile as he held up
his hand in a warning gesture for silence,
and then touched an invisible spring be-
neath the edge of the table.

“ Perhaps, gentlemen,” he
quietly, ¢ the answer is here.”

remarked

CHAPTER IIL
MARY JANE BRINGS A MESSAGE.

HE voice which came first to the eager-

lv attentive ears of the Shadowers
when the dictaphone switch was
opened, however, was that of no stranger,
but of their secretary herself, and Ethel
spoke in accents of unstudied astonishment.

“ Sweet daddy! You've been in an acci-
dent, haven’t you?”

Henry Corliss half rose from his chair in
professional concern, but fell back again at
a sign from Rex as a vigorous, slightly na-
sal feminine voice replied severely:

“ Young woman, do I look ’s if I was in
the habit of going ’round town with my
sleeve tore and my hat hanging over one
eye? I've heard tell of the traffic in New
York being turr'ble, but I'd never have be-
lieved a body could get in four smashups
in three days! It’s a mercy I come myself
this morning instead of letting Miss Wyatt
try it again!”

Three days! And for three days the
strange creature without ears had been dog-
ging the footsteps of the Shadowers! They
glanced at each other, and then a faint,
metallic, clicking sound came to them.
Close beside the panel by which Rex ant
George had entered a tiny slit, like those
in a slot machine appeared in the wall, and
through it a narrow ribbon of paper un-
wound itself sinuously.

Rex nodded to George, who moved over,
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caught up the end of the strip of paper and
silently studied the message typed upon it
as it was unreeled beneath his hands. He
tore it off, spread it out upon the table, and
they all read:

Old dame like country school-teacher from
movies but looks as if been in battle hat
smashed hair coming down face cut but too
excited yet to know it glasses broken glove
split—dressed in black came out of ark but
good quality—wait will try get line.

It was Ethel’s private ticker, invented
and installed by Rex. By means of it
Ethel, operating a tiny, noiseless keyboard
concealed upon her lap, communicated to
them her instantaneous personal impres-
sions of their visitors. On previous occa-
sions they had gained more than one val-
uable tip from it. But now the sound of
her voice reached them once more.

“¢Miss Wyatt,” did you say? I don’t
think any one of that name is known
here.”

It was evident that Ethel had regained
her self-possession, for she spoke now in
the primly artificial tone reserved for pos-
sible clients. * Perhaps you have come to
the wrong office; but at least you must let
me help you; I'm afraid you’re hurt!”

“ That is blood, ain’t it? Never mind,
young woman, though I thank you. It's
only a scratch, and I always carry a plenty
of clean handkerchiefs with me. That’s the
last one of them taxicabs I get into if I have
to go back to the hotel on my hands and
knees! I don’t expect you do know who
Miss Wyatt is, but if this is the office of the
Shadowers, as they call themselves, it’s
where she’s been trying to get for three
days!” The severe voice was mollified but
still emphatic. “If youll just send for
whoever’s in charge I'd like to speak to
him.”

“I’'m sorry, but I must have the full
name and address,” Ethel responded firmly.
“ Tt is against the rules.”

“Land’s sakes, I've lost my hand bag!”
the visitor interrupted. It must have
flown off my arm when I shot out of that
cab door! Eighteen years I've had it, and
it was 'most as good as new!”

The listeners were diverted for a moment
as another and shorter reel of paper wound
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through the aperture. As before, George
tore it off and brought it to them.

Looks like real thing and maybe kind of
servant will make sure.

Cliff made a gesture of impatience, but
Rex left his chair, and moving noiselessly
to the filing case, he opened a drawer and
selected a card. He was returning to his
place when Ethel’s voice came to them,
coolly sympathetic.

“It’s too bad about your bag, but was
there anything in it for the Shadowers?
Any message, I mean?”

“Of course! Miss Wyatt’s card, and
one of them circulars your company sent
her about four months ago: it said if ever
she wanted anything investigated for her
real private and confidential, she could call.
on them here. It was addressed personal
to Miss Arabella Wyatt, ¢f Wyatt Manor,
Millerstown, New York, and a fine piece of
impertinence it seemed to me; but Miss
Wyatt got to thinking—”

The nasal tones broke off abruptly and
then went on: *“TI can't wait here all day
and her not knowing what’s happened! T’ll
thank you to send word to whoever runs
this business that Mary Jane Dusenberry,
Miss Wyatt’s maid, is here to take them to
her!”

Silently Rex laid before his confréres the
card which he had selected from the filing
case and they read:

Wyatt, Arabella Merrington. Aged forty.

Only daughter of the late Judge Jeremiah

Wyatt and his wife Elizabeth Merrington,

both of Millerstown, New York. (See Ogden
Ronalds, file X-X.)

“T never worked that burg,” Phil re-

marked. “Is it a live one?”
“What’s ‘File X-X?'” demanded
Henry. “You never mentioned it to us,

Rex!”

“1 thought our circulars were sent only
to society matrons in the city.” Cliff
stroked his embryo mustache. ‘ Why this
middle-aged spinster in a country town?
And who is Ogden Ronalds?”

Lucian made a gesture of impatience.

“ Rex wouldn’t have included the lady
among our possible prospects had it not
been worth while, and if my memory is
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announced with a flourish of one of his
pudgy hands.  Miss Dusenberry has suf-
fered a painful accident, but I am happy
to say that she appears too strong-minded
for the shock to have any lasting effect. I
will leave you now to your consultation.”

He bowed in his best manner, and the
woman, who had flushed slightly, observed:

“T ain’t the kind to keel over easy, doc-
tor, and I want to thank you kindly for fix-
ing up this cut on my face.”

She touched the neat strip of plaster half
concealed by her rearranged hair. “1 lost
my hand bag, but if I get back to the hotel
without something else happening to me—-"

“There is no fee, madam!” He smiled
cordially. “1It was a pleasure to be of this
slight assistance. Good morning.”

He nodded to Rex, and as the panel slid
back into place behind him the latter drew
out the chair beside his.

“ Sit here, Miss Dusenberry. You have
called on behalf of Miss Wyatt, of Millers-
town, my secretary informs me.”

“Yes, sir. I'm Mary Jane Dusenberry,
and I've been her maid and kind of com-
panion for more than twenty years, since
her ma died when she was a young girl.
Millerstown’s a real quiet place, and it ain’t
changed much since I can remember except
for the coming of the automobiles insteatl
of horses. Nobody moves away and mighty
few new folks come, so the families have
mostly known each other for generations.”

She paused. *I'm telling you all this
s0’s you can kind of understand Miss Wyait
before vou meet her. Most everybody’s
pretty well fixed, and some are downright
wealthy. But the old judge, Miss Wyatt's
pa, left her a sight more money than the
other folks in town have got, and they’ve
always been the leading family. She could
have married any young man in our part of
the State, but she never so much as looked
at a soul till a year ago last spring, when a
strange gentleman came to town.”

“Mr. Ogden Ronalds?” Rex asked, toy-
ing idly with the seal on the old desk set
before him. :

“Yes, sir.” The woman darted him a
keen glance. “ Mr. Ronalds was a fine man
with a way about him that was different,
and he swept her clear off her feet. In six
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weeks they was engaged. The wedding
day was set for two months later, but when
it come Mr. Ronalds died right at the steps
of the altar, just as the minister was com-
mencing ‘ Dearly beloved—’ It was heart
disease, they said. XNiss Wyatt bore up till
after the funeral, which was held from our
house.

“ Then she took to her bed, and I thought
she'd likely die, too; but after a while she
was up and about again, only just a shadow
of what she had been. Lately, though, she’s
perked up considerable, but always kind of
brooded over Mr. Ronalds’s death and the
way of it. Since your circular came—well,
I could see she was making up her mind
about something. Last week she told me
that her and me was coming to New York
to see your concern without nobody else
knowing, and so we did, on Monday.”

*“H-m!” Rex dropped the seal and
straightened in his chair. “ At what hotel
are vou stopping?”

* The Bellemonde. It’s more like a cas-
tle —a robber’s castle, at that, from the
prices—but the one the old judge used to
stay at was tore down long ago, so we left
it to the taxicab driver. liss Wyatt didn’t
want to telephone to you and have folks
along the line know her business, so right
away Monday afternoon she started out to
call here, But there was an accident to
her cab that shook her up so she turned
around and came straight back to the ho-
tel.”

The woman’s thin lips tightened in a line,
and her eyves snapped indignantly, “1I
never in all my born days heard of such
crazy, reckless driving as they allow in this
town! Miss Wyvatt got in another accident
Tuesday morning, and one yesterday, too,
when che tried to reach your office.

““ So to-day I put my foot down and said
if there was any more such chances to he
took I'd take ’em. Not knowing the city,
we wasn't either of us going to risk getting
lost by walking or riding on a street car,
and the cab I hired—though I will say the
man drove real slow and careful—got
backed into by a truck right in front of
vour door, throwing me clear acrost the
sidewalk! XNow, Mr. Powell, if you know
any ways of getting us to the Bellemonde
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A faint flush mounted in Miss Wyatt's
smooth cheeks.

“* A neighbor and lifelong friend has asked
me to be his wife, Mr. Powell, and I am
inclined to accept his proposal.”

The low voice did not falter. but she
paused as though seeking words.

“ No doubt you think it strange under
the circumstances that I should continue
to look backward, but I can bring myself
to take no definite step until my vague.
chimerical fears are set at rest. It is like
a duty which I feel that I must perform.
It is all the more imperative because of a
certain shockingly incomprehensible discov-
ery which I have made lately, and the dis-
quieting events that have followed it.”

“ You mean the discovery that some imi-
tation jewels have been substituted for your
genuine ones, in the original settings; that
vour home has been broken into twice of
late, although nothing was stolen, and that
vou have been the recipient of some anony-
mous letters?”’ Rex asked. ¢ Your maid
gave me these facts, but not in detail.

“ I would suggest that we take up these
points first, until the arrival of Dr. Corliss,
our medical examiner, who will assume
charge of that branch of the investigation
which concerns Mr. Ronalds’s death. Your
maid tells me that you were prostrated for
a long time, Miss Wyatt. When you recov-
ered, was everything and every one about
vou seemingly just as before? Tell me the
first untoward happening, no matter how
trivial.”

“ The first incident was the discovery
about my jewels. That was in July, curi-
ously enough, just before your announce-
ment of incorporation came,” Miss Wyatt
responded in a quickened tone. I have
not a large collection, for we are plain peo-
ple in Millerstown, but a few of my heir-
looms were of much intrinsic value, as were
Mr. Ronalds's gifts to me. Of their senti-
mental worth I cannot speak.

*To be brief, a set consisting of pendant
earrings, a brooch, and a bracelet all of
pigeon-blood rubies: a locket containing a
single rare diamond of some note, which
had been in my mother’s family for several
generations: a large, square-cut emerald
ring and another set with a deep sapphire
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surrounded by small, perfect pearls—these
are the heirlooms which were changed.

“ A triple rope of pearls and a pear-
shaped pearl pendant were Mr. Ronalds’s
gifts. Imitations were substituted for these.
I kept them all together in an old safe that
had stood until his death in my father’s
office in the courthouse. Many other trin-
kets of lesser value that were with them
were left undisturbed.”

Lucian, who had been taking notes rap-
idly, looked up as she paused and asked
suddenly:

“ Was the notable diamond of which you
speak—the one set in the locket—blue, Miss
Wyatt? Can it be that you are referring
to the famous Merrington blue diamond?”

** It has been called that among collectors,
I believe.” Miss Wyatt rose. “1 will get
the locket and other pieces so that you may
examine them for yourself.”

*“ If you will bring the anonymous letters
also, Miss Wyatt—I believe you have them
here in town with you?" Rex suggested.

* Yes. There were six in all, but as the
handwriting was the same and the wording

practically so I brought only two. I shall
not be a moment, gentlemen.”
*Oh, my Christian aunt!™ moaned

Lucian when their client had vanished down
the hall. “ The Merrington blue diamond,
and she kept it in an old, rattletrap safe!
I'll wager they don’t even lock the doors
at night in that giddy town! When Phil
learns of this he will weep for his lost op-
portunity!”

I say, no wonder you listed her, Rex!”
Cliff’s near-sighted eyes were blinking in
sheer wonder behind their huge-rimmed
glasses. “‘ Pigeon-blood rubies, square-cut
emeralds, ropes of pearls!’ She speaks of
them as though, except for sentiment’s sake,
they might be brass buttons! Is this client
of ours a female Creesus?”

‘“ She owns just under the controlling
stock in several of the railroads which run
through the State,” Rex responded quietly.
“ Miss Wyatt pays taxes on about half the
land in the county and there is a prize bull
on one of her model dairy farms alone for
which the manager has refused thirty thou-
sand dollars, while her canneries—"

“ Stop' " Cliff cried under his breath. “I
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It has been the custom in the Merring-
ton family for generations for a bride to
wear the blue diamond on her wedding day.
About a month before my proposed mar-
riage I told Mr. Ronalds of this and showed
him the diamond, together with the other
heirlooms. He begged me, however, to wear
only his pearls and I agreed. The safe is
kept in a closet opening from my father’s
old library which is in a wing of the house
on the ground floor and is seldom entered
except to be cleaned and set in order. But
any one who comes into my home would
have comparatively easy access to it. I did
not touch the safe again until after—after
Mr. Ronalds’s funeral, when I put away
the pearls. Although I looked over the
other jewels then as a matter of habit my—
my thoughts were not upon them. To my
knowledge the closet containing the safe
has not been opened since then until a few
weeks ago.”

“ This closet is kept locked, I presume?”

She nodded.

“The key is always placed in the secret
compartment of an old walnut cabinet—a
whatnot, we call it—which stands beside the
fireplace.”

“Is there no burglar alarm system, mod-
ern or otherwise, installed in your house,
Miss Wyatt?” pursued Lucian. * Surely
you have many other objects of great value
there? I have been an art connoisseur of
a sort for many years, and I distinctly re-
call the purchase by Judge Wvyatt’s repre-
sentative in London of a Sir Joshua Rey-
nolds>”

“Oh, ves. My father bought a Corot,
too, and a Rembrandt, as well as several
almost equally well-known pictures, exam-
ples of the Italian school, but on his death
I presented them to our public library,”
Miss Wyatt replied simply. “ There are
some old family portraits, but the furnish-
ings of the house are not rare, nor old

_enough to be of especial value except for
some of the antique, heavily carved pieces.
A burglary is an event practically unknown
in Millerstown and it never occurred to me
to have an alarm system installed.”

Lucian darted a glance at Rex that spoke
volumes, and then as a telephone rang some-
where in the suite he asked:
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“ Did every one in town know that you
kept those valuable jewels in the safe?”

““ No, I believe most people thought they
were in my vault at the bank or in Judge
Tompkins’s care. He was my father’s old
friend and has been like a father to me, as
well as my lawyer,” she explained. ‘ He
often advised me to place them in the bank
vault, but somehow I liked to have them
near me. Like most people who are alone
in the world I have lived much in the past
and its associations.”

“ There’s two gentlemen calling, ma’am.”
Mary Jane's angular figure appeared in the
doorway. “ Dr. Corliss and Mr. Roper.”

‘“ They are the members of our firm whom
T have been expecting,” Rex remarked in a
hurried undertone to their client, and she
nodded:

‘“ Ask that thev be shown upstairs at
once, please, Mary Jane.”

“ Miss Wyatt ”—Cliff rose and advanced
from the window seat as the elderly maid
withdrew—* T should like to take these let-
ters back to the office to study them in de-
tail if I may.”

“ Of course.” She turned to Lucian, who
was busily replacing the jewel case in the
bag. ¢ Perhaps you would consider it ad-
visable to take these also, Mr. Baynes?”

1 should, indeed,” he replied. “I do
not wish to promise too much, but I have
reason to hope that I may be able to trace .
the manufacturer of some of these imitation
stones ani through him learn the identity
of the individual who ordered them. The
rcal Merrington blue diamond alone was
valued at something like a hundred and
twenty-five thousand dollars, was it not?”

“ A hundred and thirty; at least, that is
what a private collector offered for it the
Jast time it was sent, together with the other
heirlooms, to the jeweler’s in Albany, about
four vears ago,” Miss Wyatt respcnded.
“'The rubies in the earrings were exactly
five carats each, as were the three in the
bracelet, while the one in the brooch was
ten carats. The earrings were valued ap-
proximately at fifteen thousand, as was the
brooch; the bracelet was worth twenty-two
thousand five hundred; the square-cut em-
erald ring, twenty thousand, and the sap-
phire fifteen. Mr. Ronalds had the rope
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he specialize 1n nervous cases? Are any of
them reputed to be of an advanced order?”

‘“ Insanity, you mean?” Miss Wyatt
shivered slightly. “Oh, no! It is really
a rest cure. Some of the most noted men
of the country have been patients of his
since the establishment was opened about
three years ago. Of course, there have
been one or two deaths in cases of severe
prostration, and these occasioned some silly,
ignorant gossip in the countryside. But
Judge Tompkins and all our leading citi-
zens swear by him. One evening a year
ago last March I invited him to come and
play bridge with the judge and some other
neighbors, and he asked if he might bring
his friend Mr. Ogden Ronalds with him.”

She paused, twining her slender fingers
about one another as before; but no one
spoke, and she went on:

“ Mr. Ronalds had fully recovered from
his breakdown, and should have returned
to the city, where he held a responsible po-
sition with a large corporation. He lingered
on, visiting Dr. Weir, however, and it came
about that soon I—I was seeing him every
day.

“ By the middle of April we were en-
gaged, and the wedding was set for the 18th
of June. He was a man of sterling charac-
ter and of most magnetic personality, and
I believed myself to be in love with him.
I knew that he possessed little bevond his
salary, and he insisted that we must live
within that; but I was quite content. My
own tastes had always been simple. He
returned to New York when our engage-
ment was announced to arrange for an ex-
tended leave of absence from his firm, and
brought me back his dead mother’s pearls,
which he had had restrung and set for me,
and her own betrothal ring.”

“ Where is that, Miss Wyatt?”
had glanced at her bare hands.

“In Judge Tompkins's safe. I put it
away with the pearls, but it must have
been overlooked by the person who made
the substitution, or considered of too little
intrinsic value to bother with in comparison
to the rest. I placed it in the judge’s care
before my trip to Albany.”

Turning again to George and Henry,
their client continued: ‘ Our wedding was
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to be a most simple one, and after a brief
honeymoon we intended to return to Mil-
lerstown for the summer, coming to New
York in the autumn to make our home.”

“ Did Mr. Ronalds ever speak of being
subject to heart attacks?” asked Henry.
“Did Dr. Weir ever mention it in your
presence?”

*“ Not until about a week before the date
set for our marriage, when one afternoon,
while we were having tea in the garden, he
suddenly collapsed. He recovered in a few
moments without aid, but I insisted upon
sending for Dr. Weir, from whom I learned
for the first time that Mr. Ronalds had long
suffered from a weak heart. It was not be-
lieved to be a serious affection. I was
alarmed, naturally, but Dr. Weir quite re-
assured me, although he persuaded Mr.
Ronalds to return to the sanatorium for the
night.”

“ Mr. Ronalds was not still visiting him,
then?”” asked George.

“No. After the announcement of our
engagement he was compelled to make fre-
quent trips to New York, and between times
he stayed at the hotel in Millerstown so as
to be near me. The sanatorium is several
miles out in the country.”

“ With what corporation was Mr. Ron-
alds connected here?” It was Rex who
spoke.

“ The Interstate Loan & Trust. He had
a bachelor apartment at the Mandeville, but
gave it up in anticipation of our marriage,”
Miss Wyatt responded. ‘ Mr. Ronalds ap-
peared to have suffered no ill effects from
his seizure until our wedding day came,
although, looking back, I seem to remember
that he was not quite himself even before
that—from the time of his last trip to New
York, in fact.”

“ When was that, Miss Wyatt?” Henry
leaned forward with his hands outspread
upon his knees. “ When did he return to
Millerstown from that last trip?”

“ On the 10th of June, three days before
the heart attack of which I have told you.”

“In what way was he unlike himself?
In appearance or manner?”

‘“ Both, I think.” She spoke hesitat-
ingly. ¢ Of course, it may have been my
imagination overwrought by subsequent
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events, but it seemed to me that he looked
ill and that there was something odd and
repressed about him. It never occurred to
me at the time, as I was all in a flurry of
preparation and perhaps not as solicitous as
I should have been.”

“ Who was present at the—the inter-
rupted ceremony, Miss Wyatt?” Henry
put the question very gently. ¢ Please tell
me everything that happened as mearly as
you can remember.”

“T can never forget a single detail, doc-
tor, although there is very little to tell.”
She smiled sadly. “Only a few of my old
friends—Millerstown folk who had known
my family for generations—and two or
three of Mr. Ronalds’s friends from New
York were invited. Dr. Weir was best man,
and I had no attendant, but entered the
church on the arm of Judge Tompkins, who
was to have given me away. Mr. Ronalds
and Dr. Weir met us at the altar, and
even in my exalted, superemotional state
of mind it seemed to me that Mr. Ronalds's
face was terribly white and set like a—a
mask.”

“Did you notice his eyes?” Henrv
asked. ¢ Were they puffed, or the pupils
dilated?”

‘“ He did not once raise his eyes to mine
after a single glance as I came up the
aisle,” Miss Wyatt replied slowly.  Dr.
Andrews, the minister who had performed
the same ceremony for my parents nearly
sixty years before, stepped forward. As
the organ ceased Mr. Ronalds took his
place at my side.

“ The opening words of the service were
barely spoken, however, when he gave an
odd sort of choking gasp and sank to the
floor. It seemed to me for a moment
that T had turned to stone—I could neither
speak nor move—but Dr. Weir bent has-
tily over him, said something in a low tone
to the minister, and then requested Judge
Tompkins to take me away.

“ That broke the tension, and I think I
must have subconsciously guessed the truth
from their shocked faces, for I cried out and
flung myself on my knees beside Mr. Ron-
alds's body. But the judge raised me and
half led, half carried, me out of the side
door of the church. Somehow they got me
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home. The rest of that day and the night
that followed were like some hideous dream.
I do not know to this day who came and
went about me, except that Mary Jane
never left my side, and Judge Tompkins
stayed, too, assuring me over and over that
Mr. Ronalds had merely been™taken sud-
denly ill, and I would be allowed to see him
in the morning. With the morning Dr.
Weir came, however, and told me the truth:
that Mr. Ronalds was dead.

“I must have been in a sort of stupor
for I did not break down nor shed a tear.
I merely insisted that the funeral take place
from my home; and so it did, two days later.
Mr. Ronalds had no relatives, and Dr.
Weir attended to all the arrangements,
keeping the—the body at the sanatorium
until the last moment so as to spare me as
much as possible. I don’t know what I
should have done without him and the judge
at that dreadful time!”

“ It must have been a terrible ordeal in-
deed for you, my dear Miss Wyatt!” Henry
exclaimed sympathetically as the others sat
silent and spellbound. “1I, too, wish to
spare you all I can now, but there are a few
questions I must ask you. Did you see Mr.
Ronalds’s body in the coffin?”

“T placed my hands over his cold, still
ones,” she responded quietly. 1T kissed his
brow and lips, and Dr. Corliss, it may—it
must have been a figment of my distraught
mind, but it seemed to me that his lips were
almiost warm'

“ There could be no mistaking the stark,
waxen rigidity of his face, however, and no
matter what the future may hold, I shall
see it ever before me! I would not leave
even after the service when the casket was
being fastened; I followed it to the hearse
and saw it lowered into the grave next to
my own family plot in the cemetery. I
would have lingered still when the flowers
had all been heaped upon it, but the judge
and Dr. Weir literally forced me to retum
to my home.

‘What followed is a blank, for I was
desperately ill and delirious for many days.
When I recovered consciousness, weak and
all but crushed with the shock of my sud-
den bereavement, it was with the fixed idea
amounting to an obsession that Mr. Ron-
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kind of surface on a stone foundation—
had been contracted for by the firm, while
roads of several kinds elsewhere, in twenty
States, had been completed or were under
construction.

On this particular morning there was a
noticeable tenseness all over the tenth floor.
This meant that something had displeased
the chief, which rendered likely a sudden
squall in any office, no matter how eminent
and dignified the occupant.

“ Mr. George Duncan!” announced An-
drew Stone’s private stenographer—a rather
disdainful young lady, with bobbed dark
hair and Irish eyes. ‘ Shall I bring him
in?"

But George Duncan did not wait for the
formal permission. He stepped into Andrew
Stone’s sanctum with a breezy * Good
morning, chief! Got your wire and came
right down. I reckon you want to know
about those men in my gang. Well, I can
handle them, and—"

“Shut up! Who cares what you can
handle? If you couldn’t control the bunch
of Bolsheviks working on that mountain,
vou wouldn’t be any good to me. What's
the trouble up there, anyhow?”

“Why, chief,” replied Duncan, with
"darkening eye, “ there’s a mob up there—I
don’t know about their being Bolsheviks.
but they all have a foreign accent and some
can’t speak United States at all—who
seemed to think thev could run me as well
as the job.”

“Want more money?”

“ Not so much that as what they call
¢ recognition.” Talk about better working
conditions and so forth. I don’t believe
they know what they mean by their jargon,
but some one has been putting it into their
thick heads that they are not treated right,
and that I am a tyrant and a bully.”

“ And are you?” asked Andrew Stone
dryly.

George Duncan drew up his lithe form
to its full six feet and an amused smile
creased his sun-browned face. A handsome
young fellow he was, with steady gray eyves,
the right kind of chin and a fighting jaw.
He passed over his employer’s ironical ques-
tion and went on to explain about the fric-
tion which had prevailed intermittently ever
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since he had been superintending the build-
ing of this particular section of the Lincoln
Highway over and around the chain of great
hills known as the Blue Ridge Mountains.

“T have been on that job six weeks, and
uneasiness began to show itself about ten
days ago. I didn’t bother you about it.
I was trying to find out who was at the
back of it all. I knew it was an enemy
of either yours or mine—perhaps both.”

¢ Quite likely—at least so far as I am
concerned,” grunted the chief. “I've been
making enemies all my life. Did vou run
the blackguard down?"

“ Yes.”

*Who is it?”

“T hate to tell you,” hesitated Duncan.
“ Because he is a relative of a man you like
and esteem. He had the position I now
hold before I went up there, and I know
he has never forgiven me for what I have
heard he calls ¢ undermining ’ him.”

“ You mean Leigh Strayker, of course!”
growled Stone. “ You didn’t undermine
him. If you’d tried any underband work
to get the position, you never would have
had it. I'd have seen your game and spoiled
it. No, sir; I fired Strayker for cause.
It was a strong cause or I wouldn’t have
done it, because he is the nephew of Titus
Calkins, my old partner, one of the squar-
est, whitest men on the Lord’s footstool,
and the man who gave me my first real
start.”

*“I'm glad you are convinced that I was
not guilty of—"

“ Duncan, don’t be a blithering nincom-
poop!” interrupted Andrew Stone testily.
1 fired Strayker because he went off on a
drunken jamhoree and I had a crew of
Scandinavians raising hell around my office
because work had been stopped and they
hadn’t been paid. That’s when you hap-
pened along looking for a job. You told
me you'd been building roads for Gallaway
& Tinn, of Chicago, and that you knew
your business. Your credentials looked all
right, but I got the Gallaway & Finn ofiice
on long distance to make sure. Then I
told you to go up on the ridge and take up
the work where Strayker had quit. That's
all there was to that.”

Andrew Stone rose and strode up and
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* No,” she answered firmly. “ Not until
I've been over there. I don’t care about
¢ visiting hours.” I know you can get us in
if you like. I heard Uncle Andrew say one
day you were the kind of man who could do
anything.”

George Duncan may have been proof
against flattery, but the pleading voice and
flashing eyes of a pretty girl, desperately in
earnest, was something else again. He had
been warned by his chief not to let her
know what his business was in Allbrook.
She was to suppose he had come merely to
see that she arrived safely at Crisco Lake.

Gruff as Andrew Stone was, he had his
ideas on what his young niece should see
and know, and he had drawn a broad, deep
line against convicts or anything connected
with them. It was not likely she ever would
see them working on the road. and if she
did she would not know them from ordinary
laborers. All this he had explained to Dun-
can. Which made the present situation ex-
tremely difficult for that conscientious
young man.

But any man who can handle a gang of
newly arrived foreign pick-and-shovel artists
successfully is accustomed to difficult situa-
tions, and usually takes them by the neck
and squeezes the difficulty out of them.
Duncan took the easy course now, because
he saw it was the only one.

* 'Wait here!” was his brief order to the
garage man. “ We're going over to the
prison. Ready. Miss Latham?"”

*“I'm sorry to give vou all this trouble,
Mr. Duncan.” she said penitently as they
stood at the iron-fenced gate waiting for
the uniformed guard to turn the lock. * But
I have to deliver an address at our WWoman's
Progress Club in the fall, and this will he
just the thing. Besides, I am so interested.
I was sure you only had to speak to the
man inside the railings and he would let us
in at once.”

Duncan did not tell her that he had just
whispered his identity to the guard who al-
ready had his name, and she had no idea
he had any business in the prison aside from
pleasing her. Which, being a very pretty
girl, in the habit of having her own way,
she took rather as a matter of course.

She glanced about the front courtyard,
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where two men in dark gray jackets were
mowing the lawn, and she admired chirping-
ly the flower beds, the trellised creepers and
the well-kept gravel walk leading to the
flight of wide steps up which they went to
the main door of the building.

“ Why, this looks almost like a large pri-
vate residence,” exclaimed the girl.  Ex-
cept for the iron bars over the windows,”
she added with a little shiver. Then, as
they went into the reception room: “ Oh,
I see. This is the office. I suppose the poor
men sent to prison for years never come
out to this room. How dreadful! I want
to see some of them—and yet, somehow, I'm
afraid. I wonder what they look like?™

Carrie noticed three men in gray jackets
at desks in the rear of the big office, behind
a brass railing, who never looked up from
their work. Then she glanced cursorily at
two smiling, well-groomed young men, in
neat business suits, who had desks near the
door and who looked around a great deal.
One of them—with a carnation in his but-
tonhole—got up as Duncan spoke to him in
a low tone.

Duncan handed him his card, on which
he wrote a few words, and the young man
snapped his fingers at an elderly, gray-
jacketed man who was polishing the railing
and who jumped forward at the summons.

“ Take this to Mr. Rankin,” ordered the
voung man briskly. ¢ Hurry'”

The gray-jacketed messenger took the
card without looking up or speaking and
vanished down a short passageway behind
the desks. The carnation gentleman gave
Miss Latham a chair. Obviously it was
more for the sake of speaking to her than
anything, for she was hardly seated when
the gray-garbed man was back and stand-
ing silently in front of the voung man, his
head bowed as before.

“ Well?” snapped Mr. Carnation.

“ The warden will see the lady and cen-
tleman,” replied the gray-garbed man. And
it struck Carrie that his low-whistling voice
was that of one who did not often speak.

¢ Show them in'™" was the curt order, and
the man in gray, without looking at any-
body, walked away to the corridor. Duncan
and Carrie followed.

Duncan strategically contrived to slip be-
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hind Miss Latham as they entered the war-
den’s comfortable office, with its two grated
windows overlooking the yard of the prison
proper. He caught the warden’s eye and
laid a finger to his lip, as he nodded toward
the unsuspicious Carrie.

Mr. Rankin understood at once that Miss
Latham was not to hear the ensuing con-
versation, and he turned to his girl stenog-
rapher, who had been taking dictation:
“ Take this lady into your room.”

“ But I want to go through the prison,”
protested Carrie rebelliously.

“You can arrange that, Mr. Rankin?”
queried Duncan.

“ Certainly. I'll take you through my-
self. But first there is a little matter—"

Carrie was already in the adjoining room,
with the stenographer closing the door.
Having gained her point, Miss Latham was
not unreasonable.

“ Now, Mr. Duncan, I have your road
gang ready. When do you want them?”

“ Right away,” was the answer. ‘¢ Miss
Latham is Mr. Stone’s niece. I am taking
her to Mrs. Chandler’s country home on
Crisco Lake. Perhaps you know Mus.
Chandler?”

“Only by name. She spends her sum-
mers at Crisco and entertains lavishly, so
everybody knows her. Never had the pleas-
ure of meeting her myself. I've been told
she objects to having convicts working on
roads near her. Has an idea they are
dangerous. They are not, as a rule. Fight
among themselves now and then, but a lot
of men working together who are not con-
victs will do that. I select them carefully.
Most are short-term men, sent to prison for
comparatively unimportant offenses, and
those who have been here a long time are
within a few months of the end of their
sentences or will soon be out on parole.
They are not taking chances of punishment
by making any bad breaks. When a man
knows he may be brought back here for
several extra years if he misbehaves himself,
you can bet he’s watching his step.”

“ They don’t often run away from road
camps?” asked Duncan.

“Very seldom. When they do, they are
more or less crazy—hysterical, you know.

It’s this way: They are out on the open -
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road all day, sit around as they please in
the evening till bedtime, and sleep in a
shanty that isn’t locked on them—doors
wide open on hot nights. There is only one
guard—unless it is a very large gang. He
carries a regular service automatic and a
stout stick—that’s all. Occasionally a ner-
vous fellow, with an unconquerable craving
for liberty, will see the way open and it
looks so easy he can't resist. It's too bad,
for it means extra time in prison for them.”

*If vou catch ’em,” suggested Duncan
with a slight smile.

‘“Oh, we generally do that,” was the
warden'’s careless reply. “ They hardly ever
get clear away. But dangerous?” He
laughed amusedly. “ Cur road camps?
Nothing like so dangerous as the average
hobo—who is a yegg six times out of ten.
Have you ever worked convicts before?”

“ Never.”

“You'll find they are not at all bad.
They'll do a fair day's work if vou watch
them. Now we’ll take the voung lady
through and I'll give vou a private hint
when we come to one of your men.”

‘“ Are they all short-term men?” asked
Duncan. *I'd rather not have any hard-
ened criminals in my crew if it can be
avoided.”

“ All short term except two, who are ex-
pert road men. Their prison record is good
and you'll iind they’ll each do more work
than any two others in the gang. That’s
why I'm giving them to you. Wait a mo-
ment.”

The warden unlocked a cabinet and took
from a shelf a heavy canvas-bound record
book. He went quickly to a certain page,
and ran his finger down till he came to the
item he wanted.

“ Here it is,” he said. “ No. 8541, Henry
Smothers.  Received January 17, 1919.
Felonious assault and attempted highway
robbery. Five years. If he doesn’t forfeit
his good time in the meantime, he will be
out next spring.” He went down the page
a little farther. “ And here’s 8545—Lars
Bergen, received at same time for saine of-
fense, and also five years. He and Smothers
did the job together. They held up the
cashier of the firm they were working for,
knocked him down and tried to get away
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with the pay roll. There was a fight, I be-
lieve. Other men working on the road came
to the help of the cashier, and—"

Duncan was not listening to the latter
part of the warden’s discourse. He was
staring fixedly at another name on the book
—a name he knew, but which he never had
expected to see in that place.

The warden quickly closed the tome and
locked it up in its place. Its contents were
not intended for the inspection of outsiders.
“You see,” he said, “ they’ll both be out in
a few months. Moreover, they are not regu-
lar criminals. They were drunk when they
attacked the cashier, and neither had ever
been in prison before. Still, if you don’t
want them—"

“Tll take them,” interrupted Duncan.
“T don’t care what they’'ve done, so long
as they are useful in my work.” He spoke
mechanically. His mind was on that other
name that had seemed to flame up at him
from the page and fill his soul with bitter
indignation.

“T think you'll find them satisfactory,”
said the warden as he touched a bell that
brought his stenographer and CarrieLatham
both into the room.

‘ Can we go through now?” asked Carrie.

“ All ready!” smiled the warden.

He ushered them down the corridor,
where a guard unlocked a heavy barred door
and then another one. This let them into
the “ reception room,” where relatives came
to visit prisoners, talking through a strong
screen of fine-meshed wire.

“ So they may not even touch each other’s
hands and a child can’t kiss its father!”
exclaimed Carrie. “ That looks like un-
necessary cruelty.” Her eyes sparkled and
her cheeks flushed angrily as she turned
away to inspect more closely the grim iron
door they had just passed.

The warden, having assured himself the
girl was out of hearing, whispered to Dun-
can: “ We had to put that screen in a num-
ber of years ago. One day a woman came
to see her husband. There was no screen
then—just a square opening—and she
leaned in to kiss him. As she did so. he
suddenly caught her by the hair, dragged
her head back and cut her throat. She was
dead when they picked her up.”
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* Where did he get the knife?” asked
Duncan. ‘1 thought they were not allowed
to have knives at any time.”

“He did it with a spoon he had stolen
from the mess hall. With a file he sneaked
from the shop where he worked he ground
the handle of the spoon till it had an edge
like a razor. Jealousy was the cause of that
crime. This way, Miss Latham!"”

The warden led them past more iron
doors to the inner yard. Then Miss La-
tham knew, for the first time, that the gray-
jacketed men she had seen mowing lawns
and working in the office were convicts, like
those in the yard and in the stone halls with
their lines of open cells. so narrow and so
much like tombs that the girl's face went a
ghastly white and she shivered when she
stood in one for less than two seconds.

“ And men are actually shut up in these
places!” she whispered. * Walled up alive!
And—and women! What awful punish-
ment!”’

“ It's not pleasant, of course,” agreed the
warden. ‘‘ But we have the satisfaction of
Kknowing that in most cases men do not get
into prison unless they deserve it.”

‘“ But sometimes they don't deserve it,”
she pleaded earnestly. “ Are not some of
them found to be innocent when it’s too
late? That old man in the office who
showed us to your room! He didn’t look
bad—only sorrowful.”

“He’s a lifer, Miss Latham. He was
the toughest man in what used to be known
as Hell’s Kjtchen, in New York—a profes-
sional thief and a thug. He killed two
men one night—shot them down one after
the other because they resisted when he
robbed them. He was sentenced to be elec-
trocuted—spent months in the death house
at Sing Sing. Finally a smart lawver got
him a commutation—to imprisonment for
life. He has been here fourteen years.”

The warden stepped back to let a man
in gray go past. He had a mop in his hand
and was washing the stone floor of the hall.
Like all in those gray jackets, he kept his
eyes down, standing humbly bhack until the
warden saw him and moved. He went on
with his mopping, a little distance away,
apparently entirely unaware that he was
not alone.
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Only once, when Carrie accidentally
knocked down a broom leaning against a
wall and uttered a slight cry as she stooped
to pick it up, did a lightninglike flash from
his eyes meet a quick look from hers. He
went stolidly on with his mopping.

Duncan saw that she went strangely
white, although she made quick use of that
ever-ready feminine shield of the emotions,
her handkerchief. But he was sure her
hand trembled as she pressed the wisp of
lace to her face, and her voice was not
steady as she remarked to the warden:

“Te's quite a young man. isn’t he?”

“ Twenty-six.”

“ Did—did he do anything very wicked
to bring him here?”

“ More unlucky than wicked, I should
say,” was the cool reply. ¢ College man.
Knocked down a prominent citizen with his
automobile and laid him up for three
months. There seemed to have been differ-
ences of cpinion as to whose fault it was.
As many witnesses on one side as the other.
But there had been several cases of the
kind just before that, and the injured man
was influential. So the judge gave him a
year and fined him as well. Called it
criminally reckless driving.”

“T'm sure it was the other man’s fault,”
declared Carrie, with conviction.

“ The judge thought not,” said the war-
den. ‘ However, the young man’s counsel
have been busy, and with good results for
their client, I understand. They have pro-
duced new evidence, with more witnesses,
and public sentiment is in his favor. I'm
inclined to think he will be released. Should
not be surprised to receive the court order
at any moment.”

“1 hope you will,” murmured Carrie.
She did not look at the young man again.

“ One of your men!” whispered the war-
den to Duncan.

CHAPTER IIIL
DUNCAN ACCEPTS AN INVITATION.

ARRIE did not say much after that,
as the warden showed them through,
although she evinced intense interest

in everything. She saw the different cell-

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

blocks, the hospital, with its dozen or so
of convalescents sitting on benches in the
shade in the yard, and she went into the
shops where the convicts were making
brooms, mats, shoes, automobile license
plates, and other articles for State use.
Then she peeped shudderingly into what
used to be the death chamber, where mur-
derers were electrocuted before it was de-
cided not to do that grisly work at Allbrook
any longer; and she saw the great mess
hall, where the prisoners were fed, and
where religious services, movie shows, and
other exercises took place.

“ Prisoners have more privileges than
they had twenty or thirty years ago,” ob-
served the warden, when they were again in
his office after making the rounds. ¢ They
are allowed to play baseball in the prison
vard, and they often see professional the-
atrical performances, besides giving some
themselves. Sounds like a rather easy life,
doesn’t it?”

But Carrie turned a stony face to him,
shook her head, and with a sober, “ I thank
you very much, Mr. Rankin; good-by,”
gave him her hand.

“Jt was rather a sad exhibition for a
voung lady,” he answered. ¢ But educa-
tional, in a way, and therefore worth while,
I think.”

“T hope that young man will soon be
free,” was all she said in reply. But once
outside the prison gates, she turned to Dun-
can with tears in her eyes, and murmured:
“T wouldn’t go through that dreadful place
again for anything. Those poor men!”

When they were in the roadster, with
Duncan at the wheel and the garage man
in a little seat behind, Carrie threw off her
gloom a trifle as she told Duncan she would
like to do a little shopping in Allbrook be-
fore they went to Crisco Lake, if he was
sure—positive—it would not inconvenience
him. What could he say—what could any
man have said, when she turned those dark
eyes so pleadingly upon him and spoke in
such a pitiful little voice?

So she shopped for nearly two hours, with
Duncan patiently waiting for her behind
the wheel outside every dry goods and mil-
liner’s store in town, while the garage man
swore futilely to himself under his breath.
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At last they were off. But though the
roads were perfect and the engine ran as
smooth as honey, and their route took them
around wooded hills, through verdure-clad
gorges and along the shores of soft lakes
which make the region one of the most pic-
turesque in New York State, the girl had
little to say. Her usually bubbling spirits
had been sobered by the close view she
had had of an awful existence which here-
tofore she had known of only vaguely, and
which, in the reality, seemed so much worse
than her imagination had conceived.

“ Beautiful country, isn’t it?” remarked
Duncan, after a long silence, during which,
as he deftly managed the big machine, he
had been content to glance occasionally at
the piquant, thoughtful face, with the sun-
gold hair rioting in the breeze under her
neat little toque, and to thrill at the touch
of her arm through his coat-sleeve as she
sat close by his side. * God’s world, where
only His hand is seen, is a glorious place.”

¢ Glorious'” she assented softly. * And
to think that there are hundreds—thou-
sands of men whose world is bounded by
stone walls and iron bars!” She shivered.
“T can't forget the prison—and that poor
young man who is in there for no real fault
of his own.”

“ Oh, well—he’ll soon be out, from what
the warden said,” returned Duncan in light-
er tone. “ Do you know, I'm sorry you
went through that place. As Mr. Rankin
said, it was a sad exhibition for a young
lady. What magnificent roads these are!
By the way, did Mr. Stone tell you I am
here to build a road sixteen miles long at
Crisco, part of it through the marshes?”

“ Why, no,” she replied with sudden in-
terest. ‘“ Then you'll be near us all sum-
mer. You'll come and meet Aunt Ger-
trude, of course. I mean now, when I go
in.” She paused. ‘“I'm rather afraid to
tell aunty I went into the prison at All-
brook. She has such a horror of convicts
or anything connected with them.”

Duncan wondered what Aunt Gertrude
and Carrie would say when they learned
that his workmen would be of that gray-
jacketed company for whom the girl had
expressed so much commiseration. He de-
cided not to tell her now.
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They were near their journey’s end, and
as the car swung around a curve, giving
them a glimpse of the placid waters of Lake
Crisco, Duncan looked to his left and gazed
along a stretch of rough road, through the
woods, that it was his task to convert into
a smooth, solid, State highway.

He could see the big tar machine, the
ponderous double roller, the portable en-
gine and other paraphernalia for the work,
and he noted a line of men in gray clothing
drawn up in military array, with a uni-
formed prison guard facing them. A large
motor truck, in which he knew the prison
crew had come from Allbrook, stood near.
He saw the girl was not looking that way.

Duncan remembered that the men had
started from Allbrook more than an hour
before he got under way with his roadster,
after the shopping expedition.

“I'm afraid I can't go in to see Mrs.
Chandler now,” he said with sincere regret.
“ I must get my men to work. Everything

is at a standstill until I get there. At some
future time I shall be delighted—"

“ Then come this evening.”

‘“ But—but,” he hesitated. “ I'm afraid

I spoke thoughtlessly. I am not on Mrs.
Chandler’s visiting list. She may not care
to have a plain fellow, whose business it is
to build roads and control rough men—"

“ Mr. Duncan,” she interrupted a little
stiffly, “ have you forgotten that my uncle
—Aunt Gertrude’s brother—builds roads?
We shall look for you this evening.”

In a few minutes he slowed down the car
on the winding private road which brought
them with a sweep to Mrs. Chandler’s im-
posing front steps. The large, hospitable-
looking house stood on an eminence, af-
fording a wide view of the surrounding
country, with terraced lawns reaching down
to the shore of the lake. The Chandler
home was conceded to be the most beautiful
residence in that part of the State.

Before he could reach down to shut off
the gas Carrie was out of the car and
standing on the steps, the light wind from
the lake blowing her gauzy draperiés as well
as her hair bewitchingly.

“ A dryad!” thought Duncan.
cuestion, hethad it bad.

“We’ll see you to-night?>” she queried.

Bevond
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“Yes,” he answered, stepping out of the
car and raising his hat.

“ Then, au revoir!”

He stood there till she was at the top of
the steps and had disappeared in the wide
doorway. He waited a moment or two on
the possibility that she might come out
again. Then he stepped into the car, sighed
softly, frowned sternly at the garage man,
who from his rear seat had been watching
Miss Latham trip up the steps and was still
gazing abstractedly at the doorway that had
swallowed her up, and drove away.

T wonder what she thinks of me!”mut-
tered Duncan as he headed the car for the
road camp at Crisco Corners.

CHAPTER 1V.

A MAN’S A MAN FOR A’ THAT.

HEN Duncan arrived at the camp
W and had sent the garage man back
to Allbrook with the roadster, he
decided that things looked like business.
The long wooden shanty, with its weather-
tight roofs and walls, its small windows and
“well-made doors—one at either end—was
already erected. It had been done by a
small prison gang in advance, under Dan
Burns’s supervision. The cook stove, under
a roof of its own, was alight.

The men were going to have dinner, and
the aroma of coffee was pleasing to Dun-
can's senses after his twenty-two-mile drive.
For a gentleman who rather believed he was
falling in love he dispatched a most credit-
able man’s-size meal.

Dinner over, he directed Burns to start
his men with pickaxes and shovels to dig
out the road for the stone foundation he
meant to put in. Bowlders and big stones
first, then smaller ones, the whole rolled
as solid as could be done with the great
steam roller weighing several tons. After
that would come smaller stones, well rolled
down, then the hot tar and a top dressing
of fine gravel. George Duncan knew how
to make a good macadam road. That was
why he was working for Stone & Calkins.
He found the prison guard an old-timer in
his business, who had not much faith in
convicts. His name was Murtagh.
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“ They’re on their honor,” he said scorn-
fully, as the two stood watching the labor-
ers at work. ‘I don’t believe in it. The
only sure way to deal with convicts is to
have them locked up behind stone walls.
Mind,” he added hastily, “ I don’t say some
of ’em ain’t straight. See that young fel-
low at the end of the line, working by
himself?> He knocked down some guy with
his car, and got a year for it. He’s as
decent as they make ’em. Obeys orders
and never lets a peep out of him, though
I don’t suppose he ever did a day’s work
with his hands in his life till he came to the
big house at Allbrook. He had only just
come out of college, and he went into an
architect’s office in Woodhampton. That’s
where the college is, you know—big univer-
sity, for women as well as men.”

“Oh, he was at Woodhampton?” re-
marked Duncan thoughtfully. He recalled
hearing that Andrew Stone’s niece, Miss
Carrie Latham, was to be graduated from
that same university the coming vyear.
“ What’s this voung man’s name?”

“ Bennett he calls himself, and he says
it’s his real moniker. Know what he's
going to do when he gets out> He’s going
to Woodhampton—the architect firm he
worked for will take him back—and he’s
going to make the people take him up—
college crowd, society, church and all. He
says he was not to blame for the accident,
and that wipes the prison stain off him.”

“Why does he go to Woodhampton,
where everybody knows him? I should
think he’d do better in a strange city, where
they may never have heard of his trouble,”
observed Duncan coldly.

Murtagh screwed up his eyes and the
corners of his mouth in a shrewd grin.
“ Whisper!” he said softly. “ What makes
any man do things that seem away off from
common sense? A woman, isn't it? Well,
that’s the answer.”

Murtagh continued to grin at Duncan, as
if desirous of telling more. But he had
no chance. Duncan turned away to speak
to Dan Burns about some detail of the
work, and the next minute was in his of-
fice—a small shack close by—going over
specifications and surveyors’ figures with his
foreman.

2 A
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A few moments of silence; then: “ You
forgive me for coming?” There was pitiful
pleading in his broken tones. ¢ But, Car-
rie, I /iad to speak to you! There is only
one person on earth that I feared might see
me in that place. Until you knocked down
the broom and I looked up at you—break-
ing a prison rule in doing so—I had cheered
myself with the conviction that that person
never could be a witness of my disgrace.
How could I imagine that you might visit
that prison while I was there?”

She touched his arm with an involuntary
tenderness that meant sympathy, but did
not speak.

“ But, Carrie,” he went on earnestly,
“even if I am a convict, I'm not criminal.
P’'m sure you believe me, but I want to hear
vou say so—for the sake of our steady
friendship. That’s why 1 have taken this
chance of seeing you alone. You forgive
me, don’t you?"

“You needn’t ask that,” she answered
softly. “ And I believe you, of course. But
surely, with all your friends, it could have
been prevented.”

‘ There are times when your friends can’t
help you,” he said ruefully. “ And this was
one of them. Can we be seen from any of
those windows?”

“Only from one of them—the library—
and no one is in there,” she told him. ** But
in this pergola, near the gate, we can talk
without being seen. Aunty is lying down.”
In the pergola she abruptly asked: “ Why
didn't you take my hand? I know. You
thought because I’d seen you in that dread-
ful building in Allbrook I did not expect
you to. Here it is.”

The worship in his eyes as he took the
soft fingers in his grasp for a breath’s pe-
riod and then pushed her hand gently back
seemed rather tc embarrass her, for she
went on rapidly:

“ It happens that I know why vou were
there. The warden told me. He also said
he thought you would soon be released, he-
cause your lawyer had proved it was not
vour fault. You see, it happened after I'd
gone home from Woodhampton, at the end
of the term, and 1 don’t think there was
anything about it in the Pittsburgh news-
papers. If there was, I didn’t see it. I
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don’t read much in papers, except the fash-
ions, theaters, weddings, and so on. Uncle
Andrew says girls shouldn’t read about
crime. It’s none of their business. But,
Jack!” Her eyes opened wide in hope and
an eager smile brought the dimples into ac-
tion as she said triumphantly: ¢ Why,
Jack, vou’ve already been released. You
must have been, or you wouldn’t be here.
Isn’t that splendid? But why are you
dressed like that? Couldn't you get at your
clothes before you came out to Crisco?
Never mind! I'm going to introduce you
to my aunt. You look as if you were on
a fishing trip, and men wear all kinds of
queer things when they’re fishing. So it 'l
be all right. Of course, I won't tell aunty
about your—your misfortune. And she’ll
be glad to see you because she has heard
me talk about you so much. She believes
in girls having men chums, when they’re the
right sort, and—"

It was with a sad smile that Jack Ben-
nett stopped the enthusiastic girl. “ 1 am
still a prisoner, and the reason I am here
is that I am working in the gang that is
building the new road.” he explained. “1I
slipped away just to tell you why you saw
me in disgrace, and with the purpose of let-
ting vou know just why I am a convict. If
I'd known that you already had been told,
I might not have come.”

“ Then Mr. Duncan’s men are all pris-
oners? I didn’t know that,” she said slow-
ly. * But, Jack, what about your lawyer—
about vour being released” I thought—”

¢ That will come in good time, I hope,”
he broke in as he moved toward the en-
trance of the pergola.  But there was one
other thing 1 came here to speak about.
Mr. Duncan-—"

The quick light that came into her eyes
at the name, and the eagerness with which
she said " Yes?” as if urging him to ex-
plain rapidly what was in his mind, was
not lost on the other. It may have been
the reason that he faltered as he went on:
“You will see Mr. Duncan, will vou not?”

‘“ Probably.”

“ Soon?”

“ Ye-es,” she answered slowly.
SO.”

“ Then please tell him to be on his guard

* [ think
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and to watch his convict gang—particularly
two men called Smothers and Bergen.”

“ Why, what do you mean?” she cried
with an agitation that somehow sent the
sting of a vague jealousy to the heart of
John Bennett. ‘ What are those men like-
ly to do?”

“ T don’t know,” and his earnestness was
that of simple truth. “1 don’t know.”

“ Couldn’t you tell Mr. Duncan?”

“ Not any more than I have told you.
Besides, Mr. Duncan, frem what I've heard
of him, is not the man to take counsel of
a convict. Good-by. I must hurry back.
Perhaps I shan’t have been missed. I hope
not. It would mean punishment. But—
punishment or not, I've seen vou, and the
rest is of no consequence. Good-by.”

And so, incoherent, and with a burning
at his heart that was not there when he
came, he left her and hurried back to the
wood where he had left the badge of his
condition, the gray convict jacket. Inside
his rough shirt, close to his breast, was a
white rose.

CHAPTER V.
A FACE AT THE WINDOW.

UNCAN got back from his inspection
trip in time for supper. After that
he washed, shaved and dressed in
clean linen and a new business suit he had
brought with him. Then he went up to
meet Mrs. Gertrude Chandler.
It was a two-mile walk, but in the early
evening, with a cool breeze from the lake
in his face, this was only gentle exercise,
and Duncan reached the summit of the high
_flight of steps at the Chandler home with-
out a quickening of breath or pulse, until a
girl in filmy white, whose shoulders and
bare arms shone entrancingly in the sub-
dued wine-colored light of the hall lamp,
came out to the front door and gave him
her hand. Then he felt himself panting.
If Duncan had known that, only some
three hours before, she had given her hand
with equal freedom to one of his convict
crew, possibly he would have panted harder.
However, that is merely by the way. Cer-
tainty Miss Carrie did not seem to be think-

515

ing of any one just now but the tall, well-
built young man upon whom she was smil-
ing so charmingly.

“ T was watching for you,” she told him,
with a touch of coquetry that made him
grin fatuously, * Here’s aunty, just in-
side.”

Carrie had given him a glance from one
side of her dark eyes that had driven away
much of his usual sound sense and aplomb,
but he managed to take, with a look of
humble ecstasy, the graciously extended
hand of Mrs. Chandler, while he murmured
something about the great pleasure he felt
in being permitted to come to her home.
She immediately set down Duncan as a
sensible and well-bred voung man.

Mrs. Chandler was a buxom lady, prob-
ably in her late forties—if one may specu-
late on such a subject—and she looked
enough like Andrew Stone to establish her
relationship at a glance.

It was very good of you to take so
much trouble to bring Carrie,” were her
first words. ¢ She tells me she made vou
2o through the State's prison at Allbrook
with her. She’s a strange child. I'm sure

it must have bored you.”

“ Not at all,” negatived Duncan hastily.
“1I enjoved it, positively. Miss Latham’s
comments on what she saw were both
shrewd and interesting.”

*“ And there was one poor man—getting
quite old—who was in there for life. Just
think of it, aunty—for life!” interjected
Carrie.

T suppose he had done something to
cause him to be sent to prison,” was Mrs,
Chandler’s response, given in a tone that
told she wanted to drop the subject.

*“ He killed two men, the warden said,”
explained Carrie. “ Of course he shouldn’t
have done it. It was very wicked. But if
vou saw that poer man, with his head down,
looking so heartbroken and—"

Her aunt raised a very plump hand pro-
testingly. ** Now, Carrie, please don’t. You
know I have a perfect horror of convicts,
and I don’t want to hear about them.”

*If you were to see some of them, I'm
sure vou’d think as I do. I only pitied the
poor men, and so would you if you realized
what their life is.”
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advice and keep away from her. The cot-
tage where I live is straight across the lake
frem the Chandler place, and I can see any-
thing that goes on there. There isn’t a
caller that I can’t watch as he comes up
on that porch. I have a pair of strong
field-glasses, and it is easy for me to make
out features, as well as every little move.”

“I'm afraid I shall have to horsewhip
you vet, Strayker,” remarked Duncan sad-
ly, as he prepared to walk on.

“Don’t horsewhip me,” mocked Stray-
ker, with an additional note of angry mal-
ice. “ Do it to the man who is trving to
steal the girl away from both of us. And,
by the Lord Harry, he may do it yet—if
he isn't stopped. It looks to me as if he’ll
soon have the inside track if we don’t look
out. So far as /e is concerned, you and I
are on the same side. That’s why I'm warn-
ing vou.”

“ What do you mean?”

‘ Just this. As I bave told you, I know
about all that goes on around the Chandler
place. This afternoon I chanced to be fish-
ing and my boat was near the shore. I
saw a man meet Miss Latham—somebody
she seemed very pleased to see. They
talked a moment. Then they went into
that pergola you may have noticed. They
were in there for some time. When they
came out I could see they were talking to
each other in the sort of way that only a
man and girl who are pretty close friends
ever do. Before they went in she had laid
her hand on his arm, and I was waiting
to see him put the arm around her—but
he didn’t. When at last he went away she
stood looking after him until he dived into
this wood out of sight.”

“Who was the man?” demanded Dun-
can, trying to control his hoarse, agitated
voice.

“Who was he?” almost shouted Stray-
ker. ** Why, he was one of your road gang
—a convict! That’s who he was.”

* What?”

“T've told you. He was a convict, and
Carrie Latham—Andrew Stone’s pet niece,
wealthy, carefully educated, and always
protected against anything connected with
the seamy side of life—was holding his arm
and talking confidentially in a place where
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they supposed no one could see them. You
can make what you like of that, but it can
mean only one thing. So, if you have to
horsewhip anybody, that convict is your
man.”

“Who is he? What convict was it?”

Strayker laughed irritatingly. ““ That you
can find out for yourself. Look over your
gang and try to decide which one would
be likely to win the heart of a wealthy
young heiress. I'm not going to tell you.
Perhaps he’ll confess if you ask him. That
is all now, Duncan. Good night!”

Strayker did not speak again, and George
Duncan, after lingering a few minutes to
see whether he would come out of the thick-
et, walked slowly home to the camp, trying
to decide what he ought to do.

CHAPTER VII.
THE URGE OF BATTLE,

HE calm judgment that often follows
a night's sleep—even when it is
broken, as was the case with George
Duncan—decided him to let events flow
along as they would, without interference
from him. Whatever truth there may have
been in Strayker’s malicious narration,
Duncan could not see that he would im-
prove matters by asking questions. Of two
things he was positive. One was that Car-
rie Latham would never marry Leigh Stray-
ker; and the other, that whatever may have
been her reasons for talking to the man in
the pergola—if indeed the whole incident
were not a vile invention of Strayker’s—her
purity of intention or innocence of deed
were not to be questioned.

So, as the weeks went by, during which
he pushed vigorously his work on the new
State road, he spent other evenings at Mrs.
Chandler’s home, where he established him-
self as a favorite with that hospitable lady
and found many opportunities to talk with
Carrie.

More than that, he was introduced to the
various guests who came and went at inter-
vals, and, as he laughingly confided to Car-
rie one evening when they found themselves
alone on the porch, he was plunging head-
long into “ society.”
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Of cours;, among these visitors there
were young men who were attracted by the
beautiful, quick-witted girl, and who would
have liked to establish more or less confi-
dential relations with her. But if Duncan
felt a touch of jealousy now and then be-
cause some one was monopolizing her for
most of the evening, he was always consoled
afterward by a smile meant only for him,
or by the friendly touch of her warm, soft
fingers.

Of course, he knew which was the convict
referred to by Stravker. But Bennett be-
haved in all respects as a well-disciplined
man in his position should. He was quick
to obey orders, showed industry, as well as
an intelligent idea of the purpose of such
tasks as were set for him, and had little to
say to his fellow laborers. Duncan felt
that to talk to Bennett would yield no satis-
faction.

Twice within a month Carrie Latham
came in the powerful little roadster which
her aunt had assigned her for her own use,
and walked along the road with Duncan to
see how the work was done. If Bennett
saw her at such times, he made no sign,and
Carrie, though she asked questions occasion-
ally of other men near, never addressed her-
self to him.

Duncan noticed this, but he well knew
that this did not prove they never had met,
as Strayker said they had. The two might
have been endeavoring to ward off suspi-
cion.

Duncan had seen Strayvker fishing from
his boat two or three times, and once they
had passed each other on the road leading
to the Chandler home: but neither had
spoken. Strayker pretended not to see the
man he had confessed he hated, and Dun-
can, after one glance. had ignored the other
also. This meeting on the highway had been
two weeks after their stormy interview.
Duncan had not seen him again, and finally
decided that the fishing trip had ended and
that his enemy had gone home. As for
Strayker’s threats, they never had made any
particular impression upon him.

At the beginning, in their joy at exchang-
ing close confinement behind stone walls
and iron bars for the freedom of the camp,
the convict crew had worked well and
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seemed contented. With few exceptions,
they were willing and promptly obedient.
Duncan began to think men from State
prisons were more useful material on a job
of this kind than the uncertain class he had
dealt with on the ridge.

But, as the novelty of being out in the
open wore off, they began to slow down.
Frequently Duncan was obliged to ** jack
them up " more or less sternly. He wouldn’t
stand laziness, he told them.

The road had reached a stretch through
a swamp, the most difficult and unpleasant
part of the operations. The men’s feet got
wet as they labored in the deep slush to
lay the foundations, and mud and water flew
in their faces, they complained. There
were incipient signs of turbulence, some-
times approaching downright mutiny.

Duncan clenched his teeth and kept the
disaffected gang up to the scratch by main
force of will. He showed them that he was
not afraid to work himself. He plunged
into the swamp with them and got his own
feet wet. He threatened to send some of
the worst grumblers back to their cells at
Allbrook.

Still things dragged. The men were quar-
relsome and loafed when Duncan looked the
other way. He felt trouble brewing. The
worst offender was Smothers, who had been
committed to prison with Bergen for five
vears for highway robbery.

Smothers was a stocky man, of swarthy
complexion, with long, gorillalike arms, and
was phenomenally strong. He was surly
and lazy, and Duncan had caught him more
than once watching him malevolently. Re-
cause he tried to shirk his share of hard
work whenever he could, the other con-
victs hated Smothers. On his part, Smoth-
ers hated everybody, including Duncan.

The climax came one day when some one
threw a stone which grazed Smothers’s
cheek, drawing blood. With an oath, he
threw down his shovel, declared he was
badly hurt and must quit for the day.

“You get to work!” ordered the guard,
Murtagh, angrilv. “T saw that. You're
not hurt. You can’t do any slacking here.
Pick up that shovel.”

Smothers folded his long arms and stood
defiant.
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With a pickax, the small man struck the
shovel out of Bergen’s grasp and laid him
half senseless with the pick handle.

Thenceforward Duncan could not follow
the fracas in detail. He had a confused
vision of many men in a whirlwind of dead-
ly contention. He saw them tearing at
each other’s throats with one hand, while
they struck with shovel, spade, crowbar,
pickax—any kind of weapon they could get
hold of—with the other.

In one place four or five men had gone
down in a struggling heap, using fists, nails,
teeth, heavy boots, and even their heads as
battering rams, in the frenzied endeavor to
maim or kill.

Big, jagged stones used in the road foun-
dation were hurled hither and thither, or
eripped by fierce men who battered the
faces of their foes without letting the stones
go. Some threw handfuls of gravel where
no stones were handy.

With all this violence there was a never-
ceasing yelling, swearing, squealing, grunt-
ing and bellowing, which told of the letting
loose of a primal ferocity that had thrown
these blood-maddened creatures back to the
very beginning of things, xons ago, before
the distinction between man and what we
call the lower animals had raised human
beings above the level of the unreasoning
brute whose instinct it was to kill for the
very love of slaughter.

Then men had been on a hair-trigger,
their nerves on edge, and it needed only the
suggestion of a conflict, like the throwing
down of Smothers by Duncan, to set them
off. The tumult raged up and down. In
some way the body of fighters had become
cut up into three groups, so that there were
three separate battles. Smothers was the
leading figure in one, with Bergen, who
was again in the fight, prominent in another.
Here and there lay a man who had been
knocked down and was unconscious.

Duncan had come to the conclusion that
Murtagh was right—that the seething cal-
dron of brutelike strife must be left to
spend itself, when suddenly a woman’s
voice rose in an agonized scream.

“ Great Heaven!” shrieked Duncan.
“ Miss Latham!”

In some way the girl had found herself
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in the very center of the three groups of
madmen and evidently did not know which
way to turn.

Only for an instant, however. As Dun-
can shot forward, like a human torpedo, he
sent his fist straight to the chin of Bergen,
who, grinning satyrlike, was about to seize
her arm. At the same instant a sturdy
figure in convict gray hurled itself at Smoth-
ers, who also was approaching the girl,
and sent him toppling headlong over the
vellow-haired ruffian whom Duncan had
knocked down,

 That was good work, Bennett,” said
Duncan as he recognized the convict. - I'll
take care of Miss Latham now.”

Bennett seemed to have been unaware
that Carrie was clinging trustfully to his
arm. Now, as, beginning to recover her
poise, she allowed Duncan to draw her gent-
ly away, he said to the latter respectfully:

I beg your pardon, sir. The lady over
there is beckoning.”

* Oh, ves, it’s aunty,” exclaimed Carrie.
* I brought her down to see the road-mak-
ing. and here is all this dreadful disturbance.
She never will forgive me.”

* Mr. Duncan!” called out Mrs. Chan-
dler. She was standing on a heap of stones,
the picture of terror. ** What does all this
mean? \Who are all those horrid men?
Is this the way you build roads? It looks
to me as if those men are fighting.”

* They are fighting, aunty,” put in Carrie.
*“ They are not building the road just now.
They are convicts, every cne of them.”

Mrs. Chandler uttered a scream of hor-
ror. ‘“Convicts? And you knew it when
vou brought me to see the work on the road.
Convicts! Oh, the awful creatures' And
vou were down among them!"

*“ That wasn’t intentional,” protested the
girl. ‘I was looking for Mr. Duncan. You
know that man who said he was a foreman
told us we’d find him near the bridge. Be-
fore T knew how it had happened those
men were all about me. Then Mr. Dun-
can came, and—oh, it was splendid the way
he knocked that” big man down.”

“ Nonsense!” interposed Duncan, a little
sheepishly. * That’s all in a day’s work.
Besides, Bennett, that young fellow over
there knocked down the other man.”
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“ A lump of that rock tore loose and fell
on my chest, and my back is hurt, too.
But I'll get well! Even if I thought I was
going to die I wouldn’t want your help.
You think you can build roads and no one
else can beat you with the chief. Well, I
arranged with those two jailbirds to show
you where you were wrong. I'm a good
road-builder, Duncan. It was a simple
thing for me to devise a cavity in the foun-
dation, braced with timbers, and to make
a niche where we could put a dynamite
stick. I didn't do the work myself, but
those two convicts are pretty smart, and,
under my direction, they made a good job
of it. They both hate vou. Besides, I was
going to pay them well, and then help them
to make a get-away. They know there are
other charges against them so that they
would be arrested outside the prison gates
if they served their time. But they double-
crossed me. What else could you expect
from a measly convict?”

“ Wait a moment,” said Duncan as Stray-
ker, with an effort, staggered to his feet
and leaned against the foundation wall.
¢ Murtagh!”

The guard had been standing on the road.
looking down at the ditch for some min-
utes, but Strayker had not seen him. « Here
I am, Mr. Duncan.”

“ Who is this man?” demanded Strayker,
vaguely suspicious.

* He's one of the guards at Allbrook State
Prison,” answered Duncan.

“ Oh, I see—in charge of your convicts.
Well, he’d better get after Smothers and
Bergen. They're probably miles away by
this time.”

“ No, they are not.” said Murtagh quiet-
ly. “1T have them both in the shanty under
guard, with handcuffs on. What did you
want me for, Mr. Duncan?”

T want you to look at this man Strayker
and tell me if you ever have seen him be-
fore.”

“Sure.,” replied Murtagh confidently.
after one look. “ I never forget faces or a
record. He’s Richard Glover. Received
at Allbrook Prison in 1919 from Bingham-
ton, sentenced to three years for forgery.
Pardoned at end of a year through influence
of a rich uncle in Pittsburgh. Yes, T know
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him.
court.”

“ It’s a lie! " shouted Strayker.

“No, it isn't,” declared Duncan. “1It
happens that I've seen the prison record,
which sets forth that Leigh Strayker, alias
Richard Glover, was received from Bing-
hamton, as Murtagh says. He was paroled
on the guarantee of Titus Calkins and An-
drew Stone, both of Pittsburgh, who each
gave a bond of ten thousand dollars to
deliver the body of the aforesaid Leigh
Strayker, alias Richard Glover, to the prison
at any time it might be demanded.”

“It's a lie!” shrieked Strayker. Then,
as the crimson showed on his lips again,
he threw up his arms convulsively and
dropped to the muddy bottom of the ditch.

*“Well, hell never have to go back to
Allbrook, that’s sure,” coolly remarked
Murtagh as he took the dead man’s hand-
kerchief from his nerveless hand and spread
it over the gray-white face. “ But he had
no license to sneer at convicts; I'll tell you
that.”

“ What is the real truth of it, Jack?” 1t
was Carrie Latham’'s voice unexpectedly
breaking in. She had come just in time to
hear Murtagh'’s statement. * How did you
know there were threats against Mr. Dun-
can?”

John Bennett smiled at the sound of her
voice, and sighed at the same time as he
noted her intense eagerness. ‘“ You hear
those things in prison by what is called the
underground telegraph. There is a regular
system of communication between the men
which I cannot describe, although I learned
all the prison news, like everybody else.
A chance word dropped by a guard is the
beginning very often. I had been told that
I would be one of Mr. Duncan'’s road gang,
and I knew Smothers and Bergen would be
there. too; when I found the two men were
planning for a get-away and to injure Mr.
Duncan, I made up my mind to take a
hand against them just as a matter of com-
mon decency.”

“I never suspected it until that fight
broke out,” said Duncan as he and Bennett
both climbed up to the road, leaving Mur-
tagh with the dead Strayker. “ But I thank
vou just the same.”

I could swear to him in or out of
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with his hand would follow. Johnny seemed
continually to lose the decision in this silent
fighting, for he would try it first on one
side and then on the other.

Big Hobe had always found a bucketful
of cold water a most excellent antidote for
these symptoms; but Johnny was suffering
from more than just too much sleep. He
had closed his eyes convinced that he could
put his hand on the guilty man. His de-
ductions had been honest, sensible. Old
man Kent was as guilty as all hell! Sub-
consciously, doubt had crept into his mind.

Jackson Kent had become such a meek,
painfully righteous person these last few
years that he seemed to lack the spinal
stiffening a Kkiller must possess. If he had
been accused of taking nickels out of the
collection box, one might have believed it of
him; but murder? No! You'd have to
have the reason for the crime, the whole,
inside story of it before you could go out
and expect men to believe you. Jackson
Kent was a rich man, a figure of some im-
portance in Shoshone County politics.

“Yes, we grant all that,” whispered per-
verse little fiends in Johnny’s ear, “but
isn’t it men like Kent who, free from popu-
lar suspicion, commit crimes of this sort?
Wasn’t his position in the county, his very
respectability his best safeguard?”’

Wild-eved, Johnny sat up suddenly, his
red head shaking doggedly. He looked
about the room as if searching for the little
devils that had romped through his sleep.

A grunt and an indulgent smile followed
as he threw back the covers. ““ I’m suffer-
in’ from that psychic stuff,” he muttered.
¢ Or is it food I need?”

His watch in his hands, he went to the
door and called down to Vin: “ Hey, Vin!
Give me food or give me death! T’ll be
there muy pronto, muchaclito.”

Vinnie had a steaming breakfast on the
table when Johnny entered the dining room.
“ By Chris’, Johnny, you sleep lak’ meel-li-
on-aire. How you theenk I run theese bus'-
ness, breafuss h’eight o'clock?”

“Aw, go on, you old dude!” Johnny
laughed. “T’ll be horrowin’ money from
you before I git through.”

It was only talk on Johnny’s part, but the
Basque chose to take it seriously.
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“ That'’s all right wit’ me, Johnny.” Vin
shook his head solemnly. “I don’ refuse
vou, Johnny.”

" Oh, how sweet those words, ¢ I will lend
you.”” Johnny said airily. ‘ But not vet
you won't, senor. Little Johnny has plenty
dircio. Is the old man gone?”

“Si! Hobe and heem go half past five.
Leetle while ago the old man come back
alone an’ tak’ the train for Winnemucca.”

“ Winnemucca?” Johnny Dice’s eyebrows
lifted. Was Kent running away?

Hobe entered then to square the Diamond
Bar debt with the hotel. The barroom was
deserted, and the foreman, peeking into the
dining room, saw Johnny and Vin. He
came in and settled himself in a chair op-
posite the former.

“Go and figure up yore bill, Vinnie,”
he said to the Basque. 1When Vin had left,
Hobe turned his inquisitive eyes to Johnny.
*“ Last night was a terrible bust round here,
wa’n't it?”

“It’s all jake with me, Hobe. Don't you .
fret.”

Ferris got up and walked back and forth
a step or two, glum, his chin on his chest.
I reckon it ain’t all right with me, though.
I ain’t exactly what you’d call a straw boss
with this outfit—not after all these years.
If it wa'n’t for the girl I'd ask for my
time.”

Hobe dropped back into his chair.

*“Reckon I couldn’t face her, though.
She knows he’s slippin’.”

Johnny's knife and fork came down slow-
ly. a peculiar dryness creeping into his
throat as he thought of Molly Kent. Fool
that he was, he had forgotten her! Yet,
others, Hobe for instance, found time to
think of her and consider her happiness.

And Johnny had been only waiting for
Ferris to finish, to voice his suspicion of the
old man.

The thought sent a shiver through him.
Vhatever old Kent had done he was still
Aolly's father. Johnny shook his head as
he asked himself if he could send her daddy
down to Carson to be hanged. He’d damn
himself fer a meddling fool before he’d
be a party to that. Molly Kent meant too
much to the old Diamond Bar hands. No
wonder Hobe thought of her. Hadn't he
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“I'm goin’ to have a talk with Brackett.
Let me do the palaverin’.”

The liveryman had not yet seen the
corpse, so Johnny’s statement that the big
stallion belonged to the dead man was a
surprise to Brackett.

“ Do you mind, Ed, if I have a look at
the horse?” Johnny asked.

“ No harm in that,” Brackett answered.
“ Nobody know his name, you say?”

“Total stranger, Ed. There might be
some mark or somethin’ on his stuff.”

This brief minute of importance appealed
to Ed, and the three men began searching
for some mark of identification. The miss-
ing saddlebag escaped Brackett's attention.

The search was a barren one, bed-roll,
saddle and slicker being without any tell-
tale mark. The stallion’s brand, a circle
dagger, had been overburned years ago.

“ Didn’t he have nothin’ up to the hotel
with him?” Ed asked. “ Man would have
an extra shirt and socks.”

“ Wasn't a thing up there, Ed,” Johnny
said truthfully. “ Guess we can give up
lookin’ here.”

When they had left the stable Johnny
asked the Basque:

“ Did you git what I found?”

“No. Me, I get not’ing.”

Johnny smiled.

“The silver buttons on the bridle,” he
explained. “ Both of them marked alike—
C. T. 1 never heard of no brand like that.
It’s his initials. That’s somethin’ else to
keep under your hat. That’s a real clew.”

“ How you know, pleece, those t’ing ees
clew?”

“ Know? You don't have to know. A
clew is just a clew. All we've got to do is
to keep on gittin’ them. \We’re goin' to sad-
dle up and fan it out to the ranch and git
our stuff. I'm through lookin’ for evidence
round here. If vou saw that man on the
North Fork three days ago, I just about
know the way he took into town. He must
have got on to the North Fork from the
west. If he did, he came through Winne-
mucca. Ain’t no other way he could have
got out of the hills. I'm goin’ down to old
Winnemuc and prospect around.”

“ Cuidado!”’ Tony whispered.
comes Gallup.”

“ Here
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They were almost in front of Aaron’s
house before they came abreast of him.
The coroner’s eyes were snapping. Even
his mustache seemed to stand at attention,
bristling as it were with anger.

“Well, I suppose you little boys have
been havin’ your fun this mornin’.” He
snickered contemptuously. “ You take a
word of advice from me, Johnny Dice—a
fool and his money soon depart!”

‘“ Say, Aaron, that's not bad. Not bad
at all, but you paste this in your hat, and let
it stick to your rickety old slats—I go, oh,
yes, but only to return. In other words,
I'll be back! And somebody’s goin’ to
burn the frijoles when I do.” Johnny’s voice
became velvety as he added: “ And there
ain't no one in this little old town makin’
me go, either. sesor.”

“No?" Gallup inquired with sarcastic
politeness. “ Don’t you be too sure about
that.” ‘

Tony motioned to Johnny to come along,
but the boy pushed him aside. ‘* Suppose
you enlighten me on that last remark,” he
said to Gallup.

Aaron did not dodge the issue. ¢ With
pleasure! You git out of town by noon
or there’ll be a warrant out for your arrest
for disturbin’ the peace. You can’t make
a fool out of me and git away with it.”

Tony’s jaw set at the word arrest. John-
ny met the threat with a smile, but he did
not take Gallup’s words as easily as he ap-
peared to take them.

“You can’t shut me up any other way,”
he explained for the coroner’s benefit, ¢ so
yvou're goin’ to have Roddy throw me in
jail, en? You politicians certainly stick
together, don’t you? I'd like to see that
scarecrow sheriff go up against a real man.”

“If you flatter yourself that you're one,
you hang around.”

It was on Johnny's tongue to make a fit-
ting retort, to dare Gallup to bring up his
reserves, but wisdom of a sort checked the
hot words. He had set himself to do a cer-
tain thing. Shooting it out with Jasper
Roddy would not accomplish it.

Tony's eyes were smiling now—a smile as
guileful as his race was old. That Basque
smile under fire is one of the little ways by
which the children of the far Pyrenees an-
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have to go unsaid. He extracted some slight
degree of comfort from that. Good-byes
did not come easily to his lips.

An overwhelming desire to push back that
door and to stand for just one minute in
the room which she had sanctified with her
presence all these years took possession of
him. There, in her room he’d say his fare-
well to her.

From his pocket he brought forth a mys-
terious little package—a mouth organ.
This was in answer to an often expressed
desire by her. Johnny had not spared his
money in purchasing it. He had had it
sent all the way from San Francisco. He
looked at the package as if asking it to
answer him.

* Yes,” he murmured: * this ’ll be best.
I'll just leave it on her dresser for her.
Maybe she’ll guess it’s from me.”

The inside of that room was a revelation
to Johnny Dice. Never before had he
been face to face with feminine daintiness
of this sort. From the chintz curtains and
colorful cretonnes to the array of mysteri-
ous articles spread about him this room was
as different from the rest of the house as
day is from night.

Something sang in Johnny's heart as he
reached out to place his gift on Molly’s
dresser and found himself gazing at his own
picture in a neat little frame hung to one
side of the girl’s large mirror.

The picture was an old-fashioned studio
photograph portraying the subject in one
of his saddest and most miserable moments.
Johnny’s pride had long since forced him
to destroy the copy he had kept for himself.
But there it was in her room!

The world suddenly became a paradise.
Even on Johnny the day had not been wast-
ed. He smiled sheepishly on catching sight
of his own reflection in the glass. He be-
gan to ask himself important questions.
Between Molly and him there had never
passed a word beyond the province of
friendship. She was a rich man’s daughter,
and forty a month is no inducement to hold
out to young ladies of her means. And
then, too, it didn't lead to steady employ-
ment if one made eyes at owners’ daughters.
There were some social barriers even in
Nevada.
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Now, that he was leaving, matters ma-
tured very rapidly in the boy’s mind. What
sort of a fool had he been all these years not
to have known that he was over his head,
that Molly Kent meant more to him than
any other being who had come into his
life?  An hour ago he had told himself
he was blue because he was leaving the
country and the Diamond Bar behind.
That was a lie! Own up to it, now. It
wasn’t the Diamond Bar or the purple shad-
ows on the Tuscaroras that he was going to
miss. No! It was Molly Kent!

And Molly> Johnny’s teeth clenched
under his tightly pressed lips as he gazed
once more on that picture of himself.

‘ She don't hate me, at least,” he mur-
mured half aloud. * Who'd ever thought
she'd ’a’ kept that thing all these years?
Why—and there’s those little silver spurs
I brung her when she was just a kid. Real
silver, they was, t0o.”

Johnny put his hand on them tenderly.
He seemed to have difficulty in breathing.
Emotion was welling up in him to a point
which made him reel. The mouth organ
was placed on the bureau. He wanted to
get outside, to think, to tell himself that he
had not been dreaming, that life still went
on.

Was it because of Molly that the old
man had been so short with him? The
thought galloped through Johnny’s mind.
Did Jackson Kent see in him a possible
suitor for her hand—an undesirable, finan-
cially irresponsible suitor? Had there been
talk, whisperings behind his back? Had
Molly said anything? A dozen questions
leaped to his mind. He shook his head
wearily as he turned for the door, anxious
to be away from this house which only a few
minutes before he had been loath to leave.
Another step would have taken him to the
door, when he stopped, mouth open, his
eyes bulging as if they could not believe
what they beheld. Slowly the foot which
he had poised in mid-air came down; but
the accusing finger which he had pointed
at the thing beside the door did not waver.

“ Great God!” he groaned. * That’s the
picture I've got in my pocket!”

It was, beyond question. Set in a small
gold frame hung beside the door was an
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exact duplicate of the photograph he had
found in the dead man’s wallet.

With cold fingers he held up the picture
that he drew from his pocket until it rested
beside the one on the wall. They Were the
same!

Eyes transfixed, Johnny stared on and on,
and as he stood there spellbound, the door
opened. Jackson Kent faced him. Some-
thing too big for words held the two for a
brief second. Johnny was the first to react.
Surreptitiously the hand holding the picture
moved to his pocket, but he was too late.
The old man had been staring at it.

Fingers of steel caught and held Johnny’s
arm. The surprise had died out of Kent’s
eyes. They were flashing now with a mad-
man’s fury. The boy could feel the man's
hot breath upon his cheek. Johnny heard
the other's voice break as he fought for
speech. '

Then, with heaving lungs, old Jackson
cried out:

“ Give it to me! Give it to me—do you
hear?” His voice arose until it became
almost a scream as he demanded: “ What
are you doin’ with t/at picture of my little
girl?”

Kent's hungry fingers lunged for the
coveted photograph. Johnny’s eyes had
narrowed to mere slits.

“No'” he exclaimed. 1T keep that pic-
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ture. It belongs to a dead man!

CHAPTER VIIL

STRAICHT TALK.

his melodramatic words.
“ Give me his name!
he was'"” the old man shouted.

And obviously Johnny could not answer
truthfully. He pondered lie after lie with-
out finding one to pass muster. Kent saw
his helplessness.

“You can't answer, eh? Well, maybe
you can tell me what you're doin’ here in
this room.”

“Tony and I came to git our stuff,”
Johnny replied.

“ Your stuff? It ain't in here, is i#?"

“1 had a little present for Miss Molly.

JOH;\'NY had immediate cause to regret

Tell me who
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1 wanted to leave it where she'd git it. I
reckoned I'd not be seein’ her again, soon.”

‘“ Present?” Old Jackson’s lips curled
contemptuously. ““I'll bring all the pres-
ents she needs. You been treated most like
one of the family round here, so you
show your gratitude by shinin’ up to my
girl, eh>”

“You know that ain't so,” Johnny an-
swered heatedly. ‘ Hobe and me has been
bringin’ her little things nigh ten years.”

‘“ She was a child then. And you carry-
in' her picture around. I won't have it!
Damn it, I won't! My girl ain’t intended
for no forty-dollar-a-month cowpunch. 1
want that picture.”

Johnny shook his head.
he had been, he said:

“I can't give it to you. If Molly says
she wants it, all right. I'll give it to her.
Ain’t no talk goin’ to make me change my
mind about that.”

“She’ll tell you quick enough.”
raised his voice to cry out her name.

“ No good doin’ that,” Johnny advised.
*“ She ain't here.”

* I'll find out whether she is or not.
git your stuff now.
with you, too.”

Johnny had never been dismissed in this

Less angry than

Kent

You
Take your presents

fashion. Tight-lipped, cheeks burning, he
shook his head. “ No," he muttered, ** I'd
not do that.”

“ Well, T'll take care of it, then.”

And he caught up the harmonica and
hurled it through the open window. ¢ You
git your stuff,” he thundered.

The "zt to tear this old man’s body with
his hands surged in Johnny Dice’s soul.
And yet, Molly was his daughter! The
thought struck Johnny with a double sig-
nificance. Jackson Kent had identified the
dead man's treasured keepsake. But why
had that man carried Molly Kent's photo-
graph? Questions began stabbing at John-
ny's brain.

Molly had had nothing to do with the
man’s death. Hobe had given the old man
an alibi. But there was a draw to this
affair which could not be argued into noth-
ingness.  Molly was mysteriously away
from home: Jackson here when he had left
for Winnemucca. and always that picture of
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Taking pity on him, Molly ended his mis.
ery by breaking the spell which held him.

*I thought you were going to strike that
old man,” she said half seriously. “ I'd like
to know what you are doing down here.”

‘“ Business,” Johnny answered dryly.

*“ Well, the Diamond Bar is shipping from
Standing Rock, isn’t it?”

Molly's eyes held his provokingly.

*1tis,” Johnny drawled nervously.

“ But you’re not. That is what you are
trying to say, Mr. Dice.”

Johnny nodded his head ever so slightly.
The smile left Molly's eyes.

“ Father and you again, Johnny?” she
asked anxiously.

‘ Just me this time, I guess. No mat-
ter. I got my pay. But let’s talk of some-
thin' pleasant, if there if any such.”

The girl’s gayety did not return so easily.
“1 just can’t be pleasant by request, that
way, Johnny,” she said honestly. “ I want
to talk to you about this before I start for
home.”

‘“ When you leavin' here?”

“ Not before morning.”

This suited Mr. Dice.

“You rode in, didn’t yuh?” he ques-
tionad. DMolly grinned in spite of herself.
“ Folks to home all worried about you,”
the boy went on. “ Your daddy tearin’ hair
and cursin’. I figured you was down here,
and I looked for you at the hotel.”

“ Don’t you tell me what you thought
when yvou found I wasn’t there. Of course
1 wouldn’t go to a hotel. The Langwell
girls would never forgive me if I did. Don’t
tell me yox were worried.”

“ That would be kinda hard for me,
wouldn’t it?” Johnny drawled.

Molly laughed outright at this. “ Next
to injured feelings, there's nothing like self-
pity to make a person miserable, is there,
Johnnyv?> Now you tell me, is father out
looking for me?”

¢ Certainly is. You’d better send a tele-
gram over to Argenta. Hughie High will be
down there to-night for the mail.”

“Of course. I don’t understand what
brought father back from the Rock so
quickly. Was it anything to do with you?”

And now Johnny lied. “ I'd hate to think
so,” he told her.
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Shrewd Molly was not more than half
convinced of this.

““And the business that brought you
here?” she inquired.

Apparently, a violent itching of the Dice
scalp followed, but the girl insisted upon an
answer.

*“ Er—private business,” Johnny said
lamely: but to Molly it carried an air of
mystery.

* Well, you meet me at the hotel about
two. I wish father had stayed at the Rock
another day.”

Johnny turned back to Dan’s place, but
the old man had slipped out. So, left to
himseli, the boy promptly began to worry
over Molly's farewell words. It was plain
enough that she had hoped to make her
hurried trip without her father knowing of
it. But what reason could she have for
that? The question stayed with Mr. Dice.
The girl was nervous. He could tell that.
Coming to Winnemucca had always been
something of a lark. Well, he had failed to
find any spirit of vacation about her to-
day. A blunt question or two would follow
this afternoon!

Johnny had voiced his need of sleep, but
now that he had the opportunity he made
no effort to resign himself to it. For one
thing, he wanted to think over that trip to
the reservation. Western men did not go
romping over the hills to Indian country
for the thrill of going. It had been one of
the dead man’s last acts; perhaps the one
which had led to his death.

The boy could argue a dozen reasons for
the man’s going there. Instinctively he felt
it held the answer to the riddle he was try-
ing to solve. Another talk with Dan was
urgent, and then a visit to the Agency.
Johnny could talk the Piute hand language.
If necessary he would stay there for days
until he had talked to every brave on the
reservation. -

But that was something for this afternoon
or to-morrow. Ior the immediate present
he had a matter of equal importance in
mind. Perhaps nothing would come of it,
but it was certainly worth the effort. John-
ny was as certain now as he had been when
Molly had interrupted him in his talk with
Dan that the stranger had been coming back
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common, little joint bird, who had mistaken
his weakness for drunkenness, his liberality
—the custom of the country ” was his
motto—for “ sucker ”’ stuff!

He laughed—deliberately. As he imag-
ined it would, this brought the gun into his
ribs—from behind, of course—and an angry
voice whispered sibilantly:

“ Kick in with your jack, your souper,
all your junk—"

« Cuff buttons, too?” asked Phil Knott,
late major B. E. F., and brevet lieutenant
colonel attached G. H. Q. A. E. F. by
M. 1. 5 of Carlton House Terrace—the soft,
gentle-voiced spy catcher once renowned
through three armies.

His question gave him his chance to turn.
The man shrank into the shadows. Knott
noted with contempt that he wore the con-
ventional domino mask of cheap fiction in-
stead of the black handkerchief tied over
nose, mouth and eyes—as professionals did.

“ For any one may have a silk handker-
chief on him, whereas a mask is awful hard
to explain if the coppers fan you, as any
time they might if you get a ‘rep,” " his old
top sergeant had told him—among other
things. And this “ top ”” had been interna-
tionally known for naming the law ¢ the
common enemy.” ¢ Only a sucker goes out
on the heel with a mask in his kick.”

Remembering this, Knott laughed again.

“ Say,” demanded the would-be gunman,
peevishly, ¢ why don’t you—"

“Why don’t I what?” asked Knott in
his gentlest voice. “If you won’t let me
put down my hands, how can I ¢ kick in,’ as
vou say—"

“ That's right,” considered the other sulk-
ily. “Wait 'l I fan you for a shieve or a
gat—"

Pushing his pistol hand deftly against the
abdomen of his prisoner, his weight press-
ing its muzzle into Knott’s ribs, his fingers
began the ¢ fanning.” But as Knott in-
stinctively knew, he put too much weight
behind his pressure, so that when the ex-
soldier executed a right-about face, the ama-
teur  stick-up man ” went sprawling.

Knott had done nothing but step smartly
aside, and the sheer weight that rested
against him behind ¢ the gun " had sprawled
its holder flat. As he came down the wrist
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bone of the hand holding the weapon was
suddenly oppressed by a sharp and sudden
pain—the result of which was to send the
weapon flying beyond his reach.

Without apparently moving his body, the
toe of Knott's boot had come down heavily
upon this pivotal and most vulnerable point
with all his weight behind it, and a second
later, he was ten vards away with the butt
of the automatic pressed hard against the
depression above his own hip and the muz-
zle steadily covering the other’s torso, as
the amateur picked himself up.

The gentlest of voices had become sud-
denly harsh and hard, and although still
low-pitched, carried.

“ On your way—quick. I count ten slow-
ly, which gives you your chance to make
the grade. Be out of sight before I get
to ten, or you're liable to lose something
that’s of no value to anybody but yvourself.
Get! One—two—"

The fellow had disappeared around the
alley corner before three-quarters of his al-
lotted time had elapsed.

“ Eight!”

Knott finished counting with his former
adversary's final exit and pocketed the auto-
matic. The adventure would have ended
there had /e anything to say in the matter,
but Miss Fortune ruled otherwise.

For while the ex-officer of the Army of
Occupation waited warily lest there be
others in on this attempted assault—waited
not only in the shadows, but within a niche
of an old brick wall, another man slipped
into the alleyway from the street, and tak-
ing advantage of all opportunities for
‘“ caves,” worked his way toward the former
divisional intelligence officer.

And in such a manner that, even had he
wished to do so, Knott was unable even to
wing him.

A dangerous opponent apparently'
Knott stiffened as he always did when dan-
ger—actual danger approached. He could
only see the fellow intermittently when he
slipped past the patches of light that per-
colated from the late moon through the
branches of trees behind the brick wall or
fell in pools from those promontories on
the far side—the steep, high-pitched roofs
of the old houses.
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As he neared Knott, the hand that heid
the former attacker’s automatic gripped its
butt with fiercely forced fingers. Once again
its muzzle was depressed until it found its
dead line.

Apparently unaware of the actual where-
abouts of his opponent, the newcomer
hedged and hesitated, not knowing he had
selected for his hesitation a spot not five
yards from where the other’s figure was flat-
tened against the wall. It seemed enough
for the newcomer that he was hidden.
shrouded in shadows. He did not seem to
sense the fact that, having been in the dark
now some little while, Knott's eves had be-
come those of a nyctalops—one who can
see in the dark.

Every patron of a movie palace knows
what it is to stumble in blind, but to walk
out, in the same darkness, seeing.

It seemed te Knott that the newcomer
should have been sentient to this simple
phenomenon. Evidently, however. he was
of the same simple stratum of ‘ half-wise
sucker ” as his first antagonist.

Well—better end it immediately, thought
the ex-officer, for he was weary of such
work.

However, seemingly, it had to be done.
He—Knott—dared not move without re-
vealing his whereabouts and evidently the
other man meant to maintain his static posi-
tion indefinitely until, by some slight sound,
he could identify his enemy.

No sense in waiting until Ais eyes became
nyctaloptic, too!

So he spoke again in that hard, harsh,
but curiously low-pitched voice that carried
so far and seldom failed to exact obedience.

“ Put up your hands fast! Good: No!
Not so good. Take ‘em down again. Let
’em fall flat to your sides. Now, lift up the
skirts of vour coat clean above your arm-
pits—I want what's in your back pocket,
or under your arm or in the armholes of
your waistcoat—vest, I suppose vou say'”’

The other’s arms had risen automatically.
Now they fell in the same manner, and
Knott’s further warning was unnecessary.

“ Let ’em lie lax until you lift your jacket.
If one of them even approaches a side
pocket, its wrist is going to be shattered—
understand me! One false move and you're
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through for the night. Keep that in mind.
And you'll carry an arm in a sling for many
a day and maybe won't ever be able to use
it again. Now get that jacket up fast and
turn around as you do it. And remember
when I fan you—which I understand is the
appropriate verb—I'll be watching your
feet as well as the rest of you.”

He approached, adding:

 Don’t misapprehend my intentions. I
didn’t start this thing. You and vour
friends did. Now, I mean to go through
with it—go the limit. Whatever you may
have on you in the matter of money or
valuables is going to go with me. It’s an
easy guess that anything on you of that
sort is stolen. Yea, and stolen from the
weak, the helpless, the hopelessly drunk,
for hounds like you don't dare to try it out
on anyhody else.”

With a quick, practiced hand, Knott
made his examination. In the war he had
under him close to half a thousand men who
needed daily inspection.

Now there were no pockets to unbutton.
Remained only the lining of the jacket.
And, in its examination, Knott’s sensitive
finger tips soon located something back in
the lower left point of the coat skirt.

Without troubling to discover how it had
been ¢ ditched ” there, he slit the lining
with the golden pocket knife attached to
one end of his watch chain.

A long, thick. bulging wallet smacked the
pavement smartly as it fell. Knott let it lie
for the moment. He was already in posses-
sion of the man’s lethal hardware—a silly
little thirty-two caliber revolver, a bunch of
master keyvs, with a picklock or so attached,
a silver phial, too small to contain anything
except periume or poison. Knottesuspected
vitriol, the last card of the most merciless
sort of murderer. Nothing else of impor-
tance unless come letters could be counted
as such.

* Right!"” he commanded crisply. ** Now
travel fast. Let me see the last of vou be-
fore I count ten, at which time I fire. I've
done this once before, you know, and it
can be done before I count eight. See if
vou can beat that record up the alley!”

“ Going to take it all yourself, huh?" de-
manded the hitherto silent man, gaining the

4 A
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He suddenly realized that he had been
up all night. It was that way with him
sometimes; especially when those old
wounds of his began to ache. The surgeons
had never even attempted to get it al/ out,
those scores and scores of minute bits of
searing, scorching shrapnel case that had
come gyrating against him from all direc-
tions while he hung helpless on the barbed
wire.

So nights came, yes, even after three
years of hospital, when what /adn’t come
out worked its sweet will upon his poor,
strained tissues. And he couldn’t sleep!
And that was how he had happened to stum-
ble into the joint, it being the only sort of
place that kept open at such hours.

Anything was better than being alone at
these times.

Anything was better than to lie sleepless,
living that horror of four years of war all
over again.

He had had quite enough of four blank
walls and eyes that stared out of the dark.
Three years of hospitals!

What a fool he had been; he, Phil Knott,
American, to mix himself up in other peo-
ple’s quarrels. Just because he had hap-
pened to be in London in ’14 and had seen
“the quiet, still bodies of women and old
men and little children after a Zep raid!
An hour later that night he had left the
Authors’ Club, crossed Whitehall Court,
and, having served his military apprentice-
ship as a Maryland militiaman, left the
War Office a verbally appointed cadet
officer.

A month later he had been a second lieu-
tenant in France. While he lay in the
Duchess of Westminster’s base hospital at
Toul, a few months before the armistice, he
had been breveted a lieutenant-colonel that
he might draw the latter’s pay.

And it took up nearly all the space in
the top tray of his trunk to hold the various
jewelers’ cases that housed his * decora-
tions.” Lately he had thrown the cases
away and piled up the medals in one big,
heart-shaped, suede-covered box.

What was the good of all that stuff when
one couldn’t sleep and one’s old wounds
ached and—

Seven years gone out of his life! Gone!

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

Just plain gone! And, meanwhile, his peo-
ple had died. He had no one now.

I1I.

You must not imagine these thoughts
distracting his attention from the perfume
of the lilacs. That is, not for very long.
Nothing like as long as it takes to tell you
about it. He might have paused for a few
seconds or so. Then, suddenly, the per-
fumed breeze drifted lazily past him again,
and he was striding toward the woods where
the lilacs grew.

Soon his soles were crunching the gravel
of the formal gardens through which one
must pass before reaching the woeds. As
the first level rays of the sun fell warm upon
his cheek, he removed his hat. As he strode
on, they gilded his chestnut-colored hair.

He was personable enough still, and
somehow clothes looked better on him than
on the average person. And, for all the
berserker rage that obsessed him in battle,
he was curiously gentle. Dogs came up to
him, sniffed him, then thrust their muzzles
into his palm to be stroked.

And women trusted him and told him
things. Some of them a good many, by
the bye, had even loved him. He liked
women, nice ones, that is: those who weren’t
“ up-stage,” who did him the honor to be
natural with him, not to lie to him, no mat-
ter how much they lied to other men—even
their husbands.

Nevertheless, being a ‘“ square shooter **
—as he phrased it—he wasn’t quite willing
to take what a great many women wanted
to give him when he had nothing to give
them in return.

What he called “ nothing,” that is; even
if it was what they wanted — or thought
they did. Actually, they would soon be
wanting a good deal more.

But even if he had had t4at; even if he
loved one, really; what was the use? All
his money was gone. Two people couldn’t
very well live on his half-pay as a retired
British officer. Not /is kind of people.

And he was just dehospitalized; just be-
ginning again. It would be years before he
got on his feet in his profession, regained
his former status.
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ances of modulation: especially here in
America where voices are harsh, strident—
or affected.

“ Let’s look,” he suggested, coming out
of another trance. And so they looked to-
gether! And when they had done so, the
girl gasped again, And this time it was a
gasp indeed!

As for Knott, he sat staring fish-eyed
from girl to wallet, from wallet to girl; not
only at its amazing contents, but the con-
notation between them and his companion’s
choked incredulity.

Finally she found a still small voice in
which to say:

“ Look, please!”

She was thrusting upon him a copy of a
“ morning ”’ paper issued at midnight, which
had been lying beside her on the bench.
Her small gloved fingers clawed across its
front, then its back page, and finally the
index finwer pointed out a few brief para-
graphs, close set in heavy type.

Skipping the headlines and the earlier
outline of story, Knott read:

Mr. Lowenstein has made it sufficiently
emphatic in his advertisement—which will be
found elsewhere in this issue—that the return
of certain papers—valueless to others, but in-
valuable to him—is the paramount issue. In-
deed, he guarantees a reward more than gener-
ous, along with the assurance that “ no ques-
tions will be asked.”

Nor will he admit that the loss of his wal-
let occurred under anything remotely resem-
bling ‘‘suspicious circumstances.” Yet it is
whispered about the down town joints of the
old quarter that Mr. Marcus Lowenstein was
high-jacked somewhere in the vicinity of the
Owl and Lantern, after somewhat carelessly
exposing the quantity of cash he carried when
paying his bill in the latter drum.

He had his way to make between the Owl
and Lantern and the garage where he had
left his rather conspicuous red roadster. And
he went on alone through a maze of old streets
as silent and deserted at that hour as they are
crooked—in both senses of the word.

He emerged therefrom at the garage with-
out enough money to pay for his car’s park-
ing! And drove at once to the office of this
paper just before it went to press to insert his
advertisement : (See Page ¢: Lost and Found).

The writer of the foregoing article, having
been tipped off by telephone, read his adver-
tisement while it was being paid for, and
sought to turn into facts what he has already
stated as his suspicions.

But without avail,
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So that all he can do is to wish Mr. Lowen-
stein luck, and to apprise the lucky finder of
a wallet monogramed “M. E. L.”—in gold
leaf upon sea-green elk skin—a wallet con-
taining twenty one-hundred-dollar yellow
backs, two for five hundred, four checks each
signed differently and each for larger amounts
than the sum total of the cash, and various
other valuable holographs—undescribed in the
advertisement save that they are valueless to
any save the owner—that Mr. Lowenstein is
not only quite willing that the aforesaid
finder should keep the cash in question, but
will add to it another thousand if the re-
mainder of the contents is handed over to him
at his hotel this morning.

“ My God!” Knott breathed.

The girl had been following the aligning
of his eyes as he read. Now she pointed.
“ That's the hotel over there. No doubt
about this being the wallet. Evidently you
¢ high-jacked® the °high-jacker,” as owr
writing friend might have said.”

** Are you sure that I—”

“ Didn’t do the original ¢ high-jacking ’?
Obviously. Your little affair happened
about an hour ago, didn’t it? This one oc-
curred in time for the Jewish gentleman to
insert his advertisement in the Telepath—

which means before midnight. Q.E.D.”
« But"'—”
“Why would the Lowenstein high-

jacker be so hoggish—and, incidentally, im-
prudent—as to attempt another holdup
that same night? That what troubles
you?”

Knott nodded, amazed at the evident
intellect inside the bebbed black-haired
head of the sixteenth-century page-boy girl.

“ Answer is: he wouldn’t. Correlation
follows that through the issuance of that
very newspaper in your hand; others be-
came aware of the amazing and audacious
act of Mr. Lowenstein’s attacker, and were
proceeding to make his gain his loss. In
fleeing from them he encountered you, just
after you had suffered from an insult to
your intelligence. Of which yoeu expected
a repetition.”

“ But he—"

‘“ He, on the other hand,” she continued
calmly—she seemed to have forgotten that
it was but a few moments since she had
been sobbing—* was aghast at encounter-
ing another ally of the enemy he had im-
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way along. The aquarium was in or, rather,
composed in itself, a little wing built at the
rear of the house, but connected therewith
by a short, covered passageway. He knew
the way quite well—he had been there
with Polly on that first day.

That first day! That was only yesterday
—it was incredible, impossible. His mind
was running riot as he groped his way to
the rear of the main staircase and into the
wide passage that ran parallel with the
length of the house. But the whole place
was incredible! The house itself was like
a great hotel with its corridors and its end-
less number of rooms! This was Mr. Mar-
Jin’s room here at his right, and—

He stood still. A door on his left had
opened. It shut again instantly—and then
he could hear it being cautiously reopened
a little way.

“ Don’t you move!” said a voice in a
fierce whisper. “ Don’t you move! I can
see you! If you move I will shoot you!”

Locke found his muscles, that had sud-
denly grown tense and strained, as sud-
denly relaxed. He could see nothing—the
door wasn’t wide enough open—but it was
the old madman’s voice. Strange, though!
How had the man got there? That wasn’t
Mr. Marlin’s room—Mr. Marlin’s room was
on the opposite side of the hall. Yes, of
course, there must be an entrance into the
bouse there of some sort.

“It's Locke,” he announced quietly.
“ That’s you, Mr. Marlin, isn't it?”

‘““Hah!” ejaculated the other. “ You,
my boy, eh? Well, that’s quite different.
Of course, it’s you. You know the value
of being prompt. Excellent! Excellent!
Be very quiet—but hurry! Follow me.
We have only a little time.”

Locke could just make out the old man’s
form now as the other came through the
door—and then in the darkness it was lost
again. But the patter of footsteps ahead
of him, hurrying along, served as a guide.
He followed the other to the end of the hall,
turned into the covered passageway, and
was halted again by the old man, this time
at the door of the aquarium.

“ Tee-hee!” tittered his host. “ They
think they are dealing with a fool. Wait!
Wait, young man, I will see that the window
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shades are all down before we turn on the
light—though there will be no one here to-
night except ourselves—tee-hee!—they will
be somewhere else!”

The old man opened the door and dis-
appeared. And now Locke, as he waited,
and although he listened, could not hear the
other moving around inside—what sound
the old man made was drowned by the noise
of running water through the pipes that fed
the tanks, and, added to this, the low, con-
stant drip and trickle that pervaded the
place.

Presently the lights went on.

‘“ Here'!” cried the old man. “ Come over
here!”

Locke blinked a little in the light as he
stepped forward. It reflected bewilderingly
from the glass faces of the tanks that were
everywhere about. He joined the old man
in the center of the aquarium. Here there
was an open space from which the tanks
radiated off much after the manner of the
spokes of a wheel, and this space was fur-
nished as a sort of luxurious observation
point, so to speak, for a heavy oriental
rug was on the tiled floor, and ranged
around a table were a number of big easy
chairs.

From under his dressing gown now the
old man took a package that was wrapped
in oiled silk, and laid it on the table.

“ Money'” he cried out abruptly. ‘“ Hah!
We know its power, young man, you and
I'” He began to fumble with the cord
that was tied around the package; and
then suddenly commenced to titter again.

“ Did I not tell you I was being followed,
always being followed? Well, last night
they followed a wrong scent. Tee-hee!
Tee-hee! T told you you would see who
was the fool! They are there to-night—
digging—digging—digging. Tee-hee! Tee-
hee! They will dig the place all up before
they are sure it is not there.”

Money! That package! Locke’s lips
tightened imperceptibly. Was this, as he
had more than half expected, what he was
to “ see "—the half million dollars at last
that Polly had seen? And what did the
man mean by ¢ wrong scent ’? And “ dig-
ging ’?

“Yes, of course, Mr. Marlin,” Locke
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gressively. “ And what do you call a large
sum, young man?”

“Well, at a guess,” said Locke quietly,
“ and basing it on that package I have just
examined, I should say in the neighborhood
of half a million dollars.”

The maniac thrust his head forward
across the table, stared for an instant, and
then suddenly burst into a peal of wild,
ironical laughter.

‘“ Half a million!” He rocked upon his
feet, his peals of laughter punctuating his
words. ¢ Bah! There are five millions,
ten millions, fifty millions there!” He shook
his finger under Locke’s nose. ‘Do you
hear what I say, young man?”

The blue eyes had become alight with
a mad blaze: hectic spots began to burn in
the withered cheeks.

Locke nodded his head in a slow, deliber-
ate manner—as the most effective thing he
could think of to do by way of calming
Marlin. The whole place, the surroundings,
the grotesque shapes swimming around in
the tanks everywhere he looked, the eyes
of the queer sea creatures that all seemed
to be fascinated by that fortune which lay
upon the table, the constant drip and trickle
of water, the crazed old man who rocked
upon his feet and laughed, were eerily un-
real.

That seahorse in the tank that faced him
from just beyond the other side of the table,
for instance, seemed to be a most bizarre
and unnatural creature both in shape and
actions even for one of its own species!
Half past two in the morning, in an aqua-
rium with a madman and a half million
dollars! Again, by way of appeasing the
other, he nodded his head.

“Listen!” cried the maniac fiercely.
“ You must help me. Men are blind, blind,
blind! Europe is crumbling, nations are
bankrupt, chaos is everywhere. Everything
else is decreasing in value; only the Ameri-
can dollar climbs up and up and up.

“ Gell, sell, sell while there is time! Com-
mercial houses are tottering, dividends are
not being paid, the employment of labor
becomes less and less—the end is near.
And fools cling to their business enterprises;
and their capital shrinks and is swallowed
up and lost. Lost!”
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The man was working himself into a
frenzy. His voice rose in a shriek.

“Lost! Do you not see? Do you not
understand? Money alone has any value.
And the less money there is left in the world,
and the more that is lost, the greater will be
the value of what remains. It will multi-
ply itself by the thousandfold.

“Look! Look what is on the table here!
It will become a wealth beyond counting in
any case, and if no one will believe me
then the more it will be worth because there
will be-the less money to compete against
it. Millions! Millions! Hundreds of mil-
lions!

“ But T am not selfish. I do not wish to
see the ruin of the world.

“And you—jyou/ You will now be re-
sponsible. They will not listen to me be-
cause they say I am mad—I, who alone
have the vision to see, and the courage to
act. But your father will listen to you and
he will believe you, and the great financiers
of America will follow your father, and—”

Subconsciously Locke was aware that
Marlin was still talking, the crazed words
rising in shrieks of passionate intensity—
but he was no longer paying any attention
to him. He was staring again at the glass
tank, behind and a little to one side of
the old madman, that contained the sea-
horse.

The creature was most strange! It was
only a diminutive thing, but, unless he were
the victim of hallucination, it had taken
on an extraordinary appearance. It seemed
to possess iuman eyes; to assume almost the
shape of a face—only there was a shadow
across it. The water rippled a little.

The seahorse moved to the opposite cor-
ner of the tank—but the eyes remained in
the original spot.

Locke leaned nonchalantly back in his
chair, although his lips tightened into a thin,
grim line. They were human eyes, and the
shadow across the face was a mask. Where
did it come from?

He began trying to figure out the angle of
reflection. The face of each glass tank,
of course, with the deeper-hued water be-
hind it, was nothing more or less than a
reflecting mirror.

What was that dark straight line above
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If he were right, then, in his supposition,
the figure he had seen was the man in the
mask, and Mr. Marlin was already in there
on the path leading through the woods to
the shore.

A cry, sudden, like a scream that was
strangled, came with the gusting wind. It
came again. From the edge of the lawn
now, Locke leaped forward along the path.
Black, twisting shapes loomed up just ahead
of him. He flung himself upon them.

A low, startled, vicious snarl answered
his attack. After that there was no sound
while perhaps a minute passed, save the
rustle of leaves and foliage, the snip of
broken twigs under swiftly moving, strain-
ing feet.

Locke was fighting now with merciless,
exultant ferocity. It was the man in the
mask he was at grips with—it was not the
dressing gown alone, the feel of it, that dis-
tinguished one from the other; he had even
in that first plunging rush in the darkness
felt his hand brush against the mask on the
man’s cheek.

It was all shadow, all blackness. To this
side and that, close locked together, he and
his antagonist now swayed madly. The
man’s one evident desire was to break away
from Locke’s encircling arms; Locke’s pur-
pose not only was to prevent escape, but to
unmask the other—the moon might come
out at any instant—filter through the
branches—just enough light to see ths
other’s face if the mask were off.

A peal of laughter rang out. It was the
madman. Locke, as he fought, more sensed
than saw the old man’s form close to the
ground, as if the other were groping around
on his hands and knees. The peal of laugh-
ter came again; and then the old maniac’s
voice in a triumphant scream:

“I've got it! I've got it! Money!
Money! Money! Millions! Millions!
Millions! It’s all here! I've got it! It’s

all—”

The voice was dying away in the dis-
tance. Locke laughed a little with grim,
panting breath. Whether it had been
dropped or had been snatched from him in
the first attack, old Marlin had now obvi-
ously recovered his package of bank notes.
He was gone now—running to hide it again,
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of course. In any event, the maniac and
his money were safe, and—

His antagonist had wrenched free an
arm. Locke’s head jolted back suddenly
from a wicked short-arm blow that caught
the point of his chin. A sensation of numb-
ness seemed to be trying insidiously to
creep upward to his brain—but it did not
reach that far—not quite that far—only it
loosened his grip for an instant and the
shadowy form that he had held appeared to
be floating away from him.

And then, as his brain cleared, he shot
his body forward in a low, lunging tackle.
The other man almost eluded him, but both
his hands caught and clung to an arm.

The man wrenched and squirmed in a
savage frenzy to tear himself free. There
was a sound of the ripping and rending of
cloth—something showed white in the dark-
ness—the other’s sleeve had torn away at
the armpit.

A white shirt sleeve! It was a beacon
in the blackness. The man would not get
away now. There was something more tan-
gible than a shadow—something to see.

In a flash Locke shifted his hold, and his
arms swept around the other, pinioning the
man’s hands to his sides—tighter—tighter.
Neither spoke. The only sounds were
hoarse, rasping gasps for breath.

Tighter! Locke felt the sweat break
from his forehead as he strained. He was
bending the man backward now—slowly—
surely—a little more.

No—the man was too strong—the pin-
ioned arms were free again, and Locke felt
them grip together like a vise around the
small of his own back.

They lurched now, swaying from side to
side like drunken men. The mask! To
get at the mask! They were locked to-
gether, the chin of one on the other’s shoul-
der—straining until the muscles cracked.
Locke began to raise his head a little. The
hot breath of the other was on his cheek
now—and now his cheek rubbed against
the other’s mask.

An oath broke suddenly from the man—
quick, muttered, the voice unrecognizable
in its labored breathing: and, seeming to
sense Locke’s intention, he suddenly relin-
quished his grip, snatched for a throat hold
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the fight, and that would make it five min-
utes of three. He must therefore have been
lying in there unconscious for at least fif-
teen minutes.

The man who had worn the mask was
gone now — naturally. But perhaps it
would not be so difficult to pick up the trail.
Captain Francis Newcombe's room offered
very promising possibilities—and there was
‘a torn coat sleeve that would not readily he
replaced in fifteen minutes!

He made his way now across the lawn,
and up the steps to the veranda. He tried
the front door. It was locked. Of course!
He had forgotten that he had left the house
by crawling out of the aquarium window.
There was no use going back that way be-
cause the old madman had locked the
aquarium door. Mr. Marlin, though, had
some means of entrance—and if that door
through which the man had so suddenly
appeared in the back had meant anything,
the entrance the old man used was likely
to be somewhere in the rear. But Mr. Mar-
lin would probably have locked that, too,
behind him.

He looked up and down the now moon-
flecked veranda, and began to try the
French windows that opened upon it from
the front rooms of the house. The first
two were locked, as he had expected. It
was only a chance, but he might as well
begin here as anywhere else. He tried the
third one almost perfunctorily. It opened
at a touch.

“I'm in luck!” Locke muttered, and
stepped inside.

He turned the knob to lock the French
window behind him, and found the bolt al-
ready thrown. Queer! He stood frowning
for an instant, then stooped and felt along
the inside edge of the threshold. The
socket that ordinarily housed the bolt bar
was gone. The same condition therefore
obviously existed at the top, as the long bar
had a double throw.

He straightened up, a curious smile
twitching at his lips now, and making his
way silently to the stairs, he reached the
upper hall, stole along it to the door of his
own room, and entered. Here, from one
of his bags, he procured a revolver; and a
moment later, his ear to the panel, listen-
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ing, he stood outside Captain Francis New-
combe’s door.

There was no sound from within. Softly
he began to turn the door handle—the door
would hardly be locked: that would be a
misplay: one didn’t lock one’s bedroom
door when a guest in a private house. N9,
it was not locked. He had the door ajar
now.

Again he listened. There was still no
sound from within. Was the man back yet,
or not?> The absence of any sound meant
nothing, save that Newcombe was probably
not in the sitting room of his suite—he
might easily, however, be in either the bath-
room or the bedroom beyond.

Locke swung the door a little wider open,
stepped through, and closed it noiselessly
behind him. Again he stood still, his re-
volver now outthrust a little before him.
The moonlight played across the floor. 1t
disclosed an open door beyond. Still no
sound.

Locke moved forward. He could see into
the bedroom now. The bed was not only
empty, but had not been slept in. He
turned quickly and opened the bathroom
door. The bathroom, too, was empty.

Captain Newcombe had not, then, as yet
returned. With a grim smile Locke thrust
his revolver into his pocket. It was perhaps
just as well — the time while he waited
might possibly be used to very good advan-
tage! Newcombe’s baggage was invitingly
at one’s disposal—the Talofa, with its con-
fined quarters, and where, on the little ves-
sel, it was always crowded, as it were, had
offered no such opportunity!

Locke opened one of the bags. His smile
now had changed to one of irony. Barring
any other justification, turn about was no
more than fair play, was it? He possessed
a moral certainty, if he lacked the actual
proof, that the captain had not hesitated to
invade his, Locke’s, cabin on the liner and
go through his effects.

He laughed a little now in low, grim
mirth. He wondered which of the two—
Newcombe or himself—would be the better
rewarded for his efforts?

There was little light, but he worked
swiftly by the sense of touch, with fingers
that ignored the general contents, and that
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never have happened if Newcombe had not
been stealthily trying to find the hidden
money; it simply meant that Newcombe
was the one who had been on the wrong
scent—and that some one else had been on
the right one!

His face was set in lines like chiseled
marble now. Who was this “some one
else ’? Was the question very hard to an-
swer? The field was very limited—signifi-
cantly limited now! He wasn’t wrong, was
he? He couldn’t be wrong! And there was
always the torn sleeve!

Locke’s eyes fixed upon the two docu-
ments on the table again. Captain Francis
Newcombe! No; it did not make him any
the less a guilty man because it was not he
who had worn the mask to-night. New-
combe stood out sharply defined against the
light of evidence which, if only circumstan-
tial, was strong enough to damn him a
thousand times over for what he was.

And here, adding to that evidence, was
the proof that Polly’s identity had been, and
was being, deliberately concealed from her.
It opened a vista to uglier and still more
evil things—things that only a soul dead
to decency, black as the pit of hell, could
have conceived and patiently put into exe-
cution.

A child—a guttersnipe, Polly had called
herself—rescued from naked poverty and
the slums of Whitechapel by a man such as
Newcombe, whose only promptings were
the promptings of a fiend! Why? Was
there room to question further why Cap-
tain Newcombe had years ago adopted such
a ward—when now before one’s eyes those
years were bearing their poison fruit?

Polly’s introduction into this family here
was even at this moment being traded upon
to effect the theft of half a million dollars.
That was too obvious now to permit de-
nial. Newcombe was making of a girl,
high-minded, pure-souled, a hideous cat’s-
paw. Yes, yes! All that was clear enough.
But why should Polly have been deprived
of her rightful name, her claim to honest
parentage? Was it to weld a stronger bond
of gratitude—or make her the more help-
less, and therefore the more dependent upon
her guardian? Where were these parents?
Dead or living?
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There was Mrs. Wickes—Mrs. Wickes,
who posed as the mother! Well, there were
certain quarters in London where those who
strayed outside the law could be made to
talk. Mrs. Wickes should be able to fur-
nish very interesting information. It was
not far to Whitechapel and London—by
cable.

His mind, his brain, was working on—
but now suddenly in turmoil and misery
despite all effort of his to hold himself in
check.

Polly! Polly Gray!

She loved this monster—that she thought
a man and called .her guardian. Not the
love of a maid for a lover, but with the
love, the honor, the respect and gratitude
that she would give a cherished father.

The truth would break her heart. The
love her friends had given her, turned to
their undoing! The shame would be tor-
ture; the self-degradation, the abasement
that she would know, would be beyond the
bearing. Her faith would be a shattered
thing!

Locke’s clenched hands lay outstretched
across the table. He drew them suddenly
together and dropped his head upon them.

“And you love her,” he whispered to
himself. “ Do you know what that is going
to mean? You did not count on that, did
you? Do you know where that will lead?
Do you know the consequences?”

He answered his own questions.

“No,” he said numbly; “TI don’t know
what it is going to mean. I know I love
her.”

CHAPTER XIV.
THE MESSAGE.

OLLY WICKES, from her pillow,
stared into the darkness. There had
been no thought of sleep; it did not

seem as if there ever could be again. She
had undressed and gone to bed—but she
had done this mechanically, because at
night one went to bed, because she had
always gone to bed.

Not to sleep!

The tears blinding her eyes, she had
groped her way up the stairs from the liv-















THE FOUR STRAGGLERS.

matter now, however, after what kas hap-
pened to-night.”

“ Yes?” she prompted anxiously.

“ There can be only two possible expla-
nations,” he said. ‘ Either some one is
playing a cruel hoax; or it is the work of an
unhinged mind, an irrational act, a phase of
insanity that—"

“ Guardy!” she cried out sharply. “ You
mean—"

“ Yes,” he said steadily; “I do, Polly.
And there can really be no question about
it at all. Can you imagine any one doing
such a thing merely from a perverted sense
of humor?—any one of us here?—for it
must have been some one of us who is con-
nected with the household in order to have
had access to a telephone. It is unthink-
able, absurd, isn’t it?

“On the other hand, the hour, the irre-
sponsible words, their ¢ crazy ’ mode of ex-
pression, as you yourself said, the motive-
less declaration of a palpable untruth, all
stamp it as the work of one who is not ac-
countable for his actions—of one who is
literally insane. And then the fact that
you recognized the voice as the one we
beard two nights ago is additional proof, if
such were needed, which it very obviously
is not.

“You remember that we had seen Mr.
Marlin in his dressing gown disappear un-
der the veranda a few minutes before we
heard the calls and cries and wild, insane
iaughter. My first thought then was that
it was Mr. Marlin, and I was afraid that
either harm had, or might, come to him.

«“ 1 sent you at once back to the house,
and I ran into the woods to look for him. I
did not find him; and, therefore, as there
was always the possibility then that I had
been mistaken, I felt that I should not
alarm any of you here, and particularly
Miss Marlin, by suggesting that Mr. Mar-
lin’s condition was decidedly worse than
even it was supposed to be.

“Ts it quite plain, Polly? I do not think
we have very far to look for the one who
telephoned you to-night.”

He could just see her in the darkness, a
little white, shadowy form, as she stood
slightly away from him now. One of her
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hands was pressed in an agitated way to
her face and eyes; the other still held tight-
ly to the throat of her dressing gown.

“ Oh, yes, it’s plain, Guardy,” she whis-
pered miserably. “It’s—it’s too plain.
Poor, poor Mr. Marlin! What are we to
do? It would hurt Dora terribly if she
knew her father had done this. I—I can’t
tell her.”

“ Of course, you can’t,” said Newcombe
gravely. ¢ Your position is even more deli-
cate than mine was the other night. I do
not see that you can do anything—except
to say nothing about it to any one for the
present.”

“Yes,” she agreed numbly.

She began to move toward the door.

“It’s not likely to happen again,” he de-
clared reassuringly; ¢ and, anyway, you can
make sure it won’t by just leaving the re-
ceiver off the hook. Do that, Polly.” And
then, solicitously: ‘ But you’re not fright-
ened any more now, are you, Polly? A
mystery explained loses its terror, doesn’t
it? And, besides, the main thing was to
know that your mother was all right.”

“ My mother—"

He thought he heard her catch her breath
in a quick, sudden half sob.

“It’s all right, Polly,” he said hastily.
“ Don’t think of that part of it any more.
Everything’s all right.”

“Yes; I—I know.”
low. “It’s — all right.
Guardy.”

She had opened the door.

“I'll see you to your room,” he sug-
gested.

“No,” she answered; “I'm not fright-
ened any more. Good — good-night,
Guardy.”

“ Good-night, Polly,” he said.

The door closed.

Captain Francis Newcombe stood in the
darkness. And for a moment he did not
move—but the mask was gone now, and the
laughter that came low from his lips was a
mirthless sound, and the working face was
black with fury. And then he turned, and
with a bound was back in the bedroom, and
snatching at his clothes began to dress.

There was still an hour to daybreak.

Her voice was very
I — good-night,

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.






EXPLOITS OF BEAU QUICKSILVER.

Chief Cartman slammed the door after
him. He flung himself into his car waiting
at the curb. He stepped on the gas until
the motor shot ahead like an enraged comet.
It reminded him of Beau Quicksilver on the
chase—playing a hunch with every nerve
strung to capacity speed and acuteness.
For the exquisite detective— that damnexl
dude dick ” to the underworld—was an
enigmatical crime chaser—a mercurial mys-
tery master. Like a chimerical will-of-the-
wisp, he lunged to the answer in each cryp-
tic case. No wonder they dubbed him
Quicksilver. He ran through a fellow’s fin-
gers just like mercury. There had never
been another sleuth like him—not even a
forty-second cousin to him. No one could
fathom how he landed the goods. His
methods were just that elusive.

And finical!  Why, a spoiled operatic
star couldn’t equal him for temperament!
The fellow wouldn’t touch a case with the
tip of his nobbiest cane if the thing didn't
interest him. They couldn't beg, hire or
steal him to it.

“ Nothing doing!” he would call back
with languid insolence, as he irritatingly
flipped the ashes from some imported ciga-
rette end. ¢ That crime smells stale at the
outset. It's racy Roquefort or nothing!”
And when Beau Quicksilver opined thus
it meant finis. The case was dead for him.
But when some baffling mystery turned up!
Ah, then the scintillating sparks flew!
There was a flash of Quicksilver. Followed
the startling showdown!

The chief left his car at the curb. He
pushed viciously at a button in the brown
stone apartment. The bell went singing
sibilantly through the house.

There was an irritating, arrogant wait.
Cartman jabbed an encore at the bell.

Then a slight, gray-clad servant opened
the door with ludicrous caution. He spoke
in a whisper. Unquestionably Quicksilver’s
man, Shunta, regarded his elusive, tempera-
mental master with great awe. But his hero
worship was catered to only at arm’s length
by the coolly aloof Quicksilver. Shunta’s
fearful adulation suggested the deep-down
admiration of the small boy for Georges
Carpentier, or the gawky-legged girl’s first
devotion to Maude Adams.
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“‘YWhere is he?” demanded the chief.
“Isn’t he here? Why doesn’t he—"

“Yes,” gently admonished Shunta.
“ He’s here. Only he ordered me to stuff
the telephone. And not until your second
ring at the door here would he let me an-
swer. ‘¢ That’s Cartman,’ he said. ¢ Thinks
he’s steering a real crime here. Tell by the
way his thumb stuttered on the second jab
at the bell. Shunta,’ he told me, ¢inform
the chief of police that it’s just two minutes
to spill the new idea. Not a second longer
unless it’s real mystery and not some blud-
geoning bump-off!’ ”

Fuming internally, the chief went up be-
hind the pussy-footed Shunta. He didn’t
relish the coming scene. For Beau Quick-
silver was a veritable tiger when in one of
his moods. Yet again he would weep at
the mere sound of pathetic music. An ob-
tuse riddle, Quicksilver! A regular Sphinx
at times, and then affably human. Nobody
ever knew where to find him next.

With awed deference Shunta bowed the
chief in. Cartman shut the door firmly be-
hind him. The room was darkened by
drawn shades.

Then a blinding flash of light seared the
darkness.

A cool, domineering, petulant voice or-
dered, “ Go back and shut that door again!
Make it soft—pianissimo. Pronto! Where
do you think you are? In a blacksmith’s
shop? Well, you can cut out the anvil
chorus here.”

A figure lay on the luxurious couch.
There was a tall glass on the taboret beside
him. He was clad in the most elegant of
silk pyjamas. Imported Chinese embroid-
ered sandals covered the feet. There was
a bandage under the thatch of thick, but
carefully brushed hair. Yet the line of
linen could not conceal the height of the
forehead. The dead white accentuated the
smoldering, almost feverish brilliancy of
the tired gray eyes. The purple shadows of
complete exhaustion lay beneath the fiery
orbs. Despite the fatigued and fretful lines
on the oval face, the features stood forth
delicate, sensitive, but baffling in their elu-
sive suggestion of hidden strength. And
the jaw whispered of the martial force of
a Napoleon.
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thick pile of the carpet. Then his eyes
went to the figure of the dead man.

Cyrus Whitney’s body sagged forward
on a huge mahogany desk near the middle
of the room. His velvet dressing jacket,
gray in tone, bore an ugly brown splotch
which spread out in the vicinity of the
heart. The utter abandon of the pose sug-
gested that he had died instantly — had
fallen forward a dead weight. The chair
was rather close to the desk. Dishes were
scattered about at rakish angles upon it.
A damask napkin, grimly splashed with
brown, dangled disconsolately from one of
the stiff knees.

Beau Quicksilver strode forward a step.
This was not common death—the finding
of a body amid the broken dishes and the
nearly devoured viands of a hearty meal.
Rigorously ignoring further details on the
Mttered desk top, he examined the body
itself.

Cyrus Whitney had been shot through
the heart—a clean-cut, expert shot with a
medium caliber revolver, seeming a .32.
Death must have been instantaneous.

lowly the detective’s eyes went to the
objects on the desk. The mahogany had
evidently been freed of papers and work-
aday things for the coming of the late re-
past. A small platter showed a mere frag-
ment of chicken; there were scraps of po-
tatoes and vegetables. The salad plate was
empty. The coffee cup lay smashed with
its contents staining the desk-top and spat-
tered down the side. A goblet was over-
turned. The dinner plate had skidded over
the polished top when the inert body had
struck it and flung the dishes helter skelter.
But the big desk top had been large enough
to keep the disturbed china from falling
off. .

Beau Quicksilver jerked up suddenly.
His gray eyes narrowed. With a nervous
gesture he brought out his platinum ciga-
rette case. While he was striking a light
his slitted eyes never left a single object
which appeared half covered by an over-
turned plate.

Crackers and cheese lay on this under
plate. And the cheese showed plainly the
clearly defined outline of tooth prints.

But this was not all!
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For the line of tooth marks there showed
the peculiar outlines of a bicuspid and the
first incisor — distinguishing characteristics
anywhere.

For a moment the slim sleuth puffed
away with scarcely the flicker of an eye-
lash. But within that subtle brain thoughts
were swirling with lightning rapidity. One
other thing he saw and filed away in his
mind for important future action.

Then in a twinkling he brought out a pair
of silk gloves and slid them on. He stooped
and gently raised the fallen figure.

Cyrus Whitney had been a big man,
heavily upholstered. Yet the lithe form of
Beau Quicksilver raised the dead weight
with no apparent effort. One began to sense
beneath the super-smartly clad exterior the
trained muscles of a Japanese athlete.

With expert, flashing movements Quick-
silver continued his rapid examination.
Once he frowned suddenly. Then he re-
placed the body as it had been. With ex-
traordinary care and dexterity he deposited
the cheese within a little lacquered box in
one of his pockets.

Then he strode swiftly to the door.

“ Daniels,” he rapped, “I am ready to
ask questions. Have one of your men send
the dead man’s son, Ray Whitney, down to
the library on this floor.”

As Beau Quicksilver entered the room
just named, he went directly to the fire-
place. With a gesture of repugnance he
dropped his silk gloves onto the smoldering
blaze. They turned to tongues of flame.
Next he produced a silk handkerchief and
carefully wiped his hands. The handker-
chief followed the silk gloves. With a dis-
missing shrug of his shoulders he turned to
face Ray Whitney.

The money magnate’s son was of the
bulldog type—heavy featured, low browed,
and bull necked. His shoulder breadth
would have made him an admirable model
for Atlas. Its girth was splendid. It sug-
gested the far spaces and twelve-cylinder
lungs.

“ Were you in the house last night?” in-
stantly lunged Beau Quicksilver.

Ray Whitnevy nodded somewhat curtly.

“ All right.  Give me all your movements
up to the discovery of the crime.”
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lets when you give the word! Rotten form,
Quixie. Guess that Everglades stunt you
just pulled off has fagged you. You're
riding to a fall, old man.”

“ Well, I'm not falling easy,” retorted
Beau Quicksilver—and was gone.

V.

IN a decrepit old farmhouse some miles
away two men paced back and forth rest-
lessly. The Faloon, slick jewel thief and
crafty crime plotter, showed drawn lines
about his mouth. And that bulldozing ruf-
fian, Peter Scarlet, had faded a shade from
his usual ruddy, overfed hue.

‘“If you hadn’t been such a damned glut-
ton, I'd feel easier,” raged the Falcon.
“ Might have known you couldn’t get by
swell food—and toddy. I know you must
have dropped something—Ileft something
behind, you filthy hog!”

For once Peter Scarlet didn’t show fight.
An uneasy expression filtered over his
swinish features. He pulled at the lobe of
his left ear, an unconscious habit he had
when greatly disturbed.

*“ We've been here two nights now,” went
on the Falcon, nervously biting at his thin
underlip in a futile effort to steady it. “ And
the very first night, in the dead of darkness.
T heard a chawing and a gnawing like some
devil ghost tryving to tell me that you’d left
tracks behind. Like the dead itself railing
against respectable food gobbled up by a
swine of a killer over the thing he'd made a
corpse. All through the night I heard it
gnawing—gnawing. And when 1 got up
to look? Nothing! Not the sign of a mouse
or a rat. After that first night I saw—vou
know whom. He swore there hadn't been
a rat in the house for a year. Scarlet, if it
isn’t mice, what the hell is it?”

Uneasiiv Scarlet twitched at his ear lobes
again. He attempted a superior smile. But
the effort was a failure, as both men knew.

* Ask the devil! I don’t know. I've
piped it from the first. Didn’t mind for a
stretch. But when it kept up, hour after
hour—-well, nary a wink for mine. Eyes
glued open—ears twitching to hear. And
not a thing to put us wise as to what is
the answer!”
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“It’s teeth chewing! Like yours chewed
—that night,”” shivered the Falcon.

“ Hell!” protested Peter Scarlet feebly.

Bui he continued to tug at his ear lobe.
And his gross, florid face went a shade
paler. ‘“What's the use of standing here
chewing it all over? If something’s going
to happen—well, let it! Come in and down
a bite of grub. The stuff is getting cold
on the table. Put it there myself before
vou let loose on the shaky chaw-chaw, you
damned croaker!?”

“ There vou go again!” snarled the Fal-
con. ‘I believe you would stuff yourself
if you saw the gallows waiting for you.”

Peter Scarlet shrugged. ‘ Surest thing,”
he boasted. * I'ull belly makes a dead
weight. Dead weight—taut noose.”

“ Oh, cut your poor jokes,” flung back
the Falcon, snuffing another shiver.

They entered a little room which they
were using for a dining room. The table
had been hastily set. Peter Scarlet flung
himself heavily into a chair. His big, hairy
hands grabbed at the food with bestial ea-
gerness.

Suddenly he stopped. No morsel of food
went to his lips. He pointed a spatulate
finger at something on the table. His digit
shook slightly, an index of sleepless hours—
with some unseen thing gnawing away with-
in him,

Jumpily the Falcon leaned forward. His
eves bulged from the sockets. His breath
wheezed sharply.

For Peter Scarlet's blunt finger indicated
a slice of bread with a huge bite missing.
‘The marks of the teeth were plainly visible.
The Falcon got up hastily. He shrank
away from it as though at were the plague.
His ghastly face twitched.

“1-it-it's a w-warning,” he muttered
hoarsely. ** The h-hcuse is h-haunted.
H-he’s come back to hound us!”

Peter Scarlet stared first at the shivery
and fearful imprints, then at the Falcon’s
horrified countenance. The big criminal
attempted to shrug his shoulders: but the
effort ended in a shiver. Craftily he tried
to conceal it. It would never do to let the
Falcon see how craven fear was gnawing
away in that spot where once good food and
strong drink could silence anything.
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“ Yes, monsienr,” Claudine said, after a
slight hesitation.

* How much?”

** Five hundred dollars.”

“ Whew! Where did you ever get so
much?”

“ It was my savings. Madame said if 1
would lend them for a little bit, she would
return it with a large fee—bonus.”

“ You will be paid, don’t worry. Claud-
ine, did she say anything else? Did she
ever say that if you didn’t lend her what
she wanted, she—"

“ Yes, monsieur.” The maid spoke very
simply. ¢ She did. I understand—I knew
it was wrong—but what could I do? She
knew something—abh, it was the tiniest pec-
cadillo—but it was my Carl. He—he—"

“ Never mind, Claudine, I don’t want the
details. Now, if I pay you double what
madame owed you, and double wages, will
you stay with Madame Selden for a time—
say, until vour marriage, and also—say no
word to any one of—of Madame Barham’s
affairs?”

* 1 will—ves, monsieur, 1 will.”

“VYery well. Now, one thing more,
Claudine. Who knew that Madame Bar-
ham was going to a fancy dress party that
night?”

* Nobody—not even Madame Selden.
Ah, ves, Madame Sayre came over, but for
a moment, while I was dressing madame,
and perhaps she knew, I don’t know as to
that. When Madame Sayre came, my
madame bade me leave the room.”

“ I see. Very well, Claudine, you may
go. Remember all I have said.”

Alone again, Barham gave himself up to
thought once more. The man did little
else but think these times. He had can-
celed his business engagements, he read not
at all, he refused himself to all but the most
insistent callers, and though kind and def-
erential to his mother-in-law, he saw as little
of her as possible.

Marcia Selden forgave him this, for she
was now deeply engrossed in going over her
daughter’s possessions. Barham had given
her all of Madeleine’s personal helongings,
even her jewels, and it was no inconsider-
able gift. He had recommended that some
souvenirs be presented to friends, but this
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was merely suggestion; all decisions were to
be Mrs. Selden’s own.

She was like a child with a new toy, and
kept Claudine busy making frequently re-
vised lists of the heneficiaries.

It was a troublesome process, for no
sooner did Marcia Selden decide on a gift,
than immediately the thing took on a new
value in her eyes, and she wanted to keep
it for herself. .

Barham, discovering all this, thanked his
lucky stars that he had chanced to provide

her with such an absorbing occupation, as

it left him more time to himself, more time
to think.

After hearing of Rosamond Sayre's call
on Madeleine the night of the masquerade,
he determined to see her, for there might
be some bit of information to be gleaned
from her.

The appointment to meet the detective at

Nelson’s was not until four o’clock, so he
telephoned Rosamond to ask for an inter-
view before that. She graciously consented
to see him, which surprised him a little, as
her note to him had been merely a formal
expression of sympathy.
. As he neared her house, however, he
found himself dreading the call he had
come to make. Yet, when they met, Rosa-
mond’s manner put him quite at his ease,
and he was glad he had come.

" You dear man,” she said, holding out
both hands. ** I'm glad to see you—do sit
down. I've wanted to tell you in person
how sorry I feel for you, and how I wish
I could do something to help.”

“ No. Rosamond, there’s nothing any one
can do to help. I'm grateful for sympathy,
of course, but—the truth is, nothing helps.
The awfulness of the whole thing is beyond
all help. Now, let’s be frank. I've come
to ask vou a straightforward question. You
played bridge a lot with Maddy, didn’t
you?”

“ All the time. practically.”

“ Did she—did she ever borrow money
from you?”

“ All the time. practically.”

“ Pay it back?”

“ Not always—sometimes.”

* And—Rosamond, you've no idea how
hard it is for me to say this—but I must—
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pearance who claims to be Tommy Locke’s
brother.”

*“ Has he a brother?”

*“ According to this chap he has. But
between you and me, I ha’e me doots. You
see, any one can lay claim to the relation-
ship, and since Locke isn’t here to pass on
it, who’s to prove or disprove it?”

“ Can’t you wait a bit, and see if Locke
turns up?”

‘ Just what we’re going to do. Now, Mr,
Nelson, suppose you tell Mr. Barham your
plan.”

“ Why, Drew, I've been thinking that I
might go down to the Locke place and rake
over everything. I know the detectives
have done it, but I think I might find
some clew they overlooked.”

Barham gave a slight smile. “I remem-
ber hearing a man of your stamp say, not
long ago, that he had no detective instinct.”

“ That’s just it,” cried Nelson, triumph-
antly, I believe a man with common
sense and a good pair of eves in his head
might find out more than one of these
transcendent sleuths.”

“Tt doesn’t sound much to me—but. if
vou're anxious to go, go ahead. What, ex-

actly, are you going to look for? Foot-
prints?”’
“No.” Nelson refused to smile. “No,

but I believe in among Locke’s letters or
papers—"’

“ He hasn't any,” said Hutchins.

“Well, that’s suspicious in and of itself.
If that man tore up or destroyed all his
papers the day before he disappeared, then
that proves to my mind that he meant to
disappear. There’s that.”

‘“ There’s that,” Andrew agreed.
where does that get vou?”

“ That's what 1 want to know, Mr. Bar-
ham,” Hutchins said.

“ Oh, well,” Nelson gave in,  if you two
are both down on my plan T’ll give it up.
What better can either of you propose?”

«“ 1 propose we give it all up.” Barham
said, speaking gravely.

“ The whole hunt?”’ exclaimed Hutchins.
“ Withdraw the reward?”

“ Well, Mr. Hutchins, let us put all our
cards on the table. You have found, I un-
derstand, some very damaging information

“ But
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against my wife. Please do not try to spare
my feelings. I can meet the blow. I am
prepared for it. Just how much did you
find out?”

** Since I know you want me to be frank,
I will simply state that I learned that Mrs.
Barham was in the habit of using a form of
society blackmail to extort money from her
friends.”

*“ From what I have learned, I believe
that to be the truth.”

Barham spoke with an infinite sadness in
his voice, but with his head erect, as if he
cared for no word of regret or sympathy.

It was true that the man’s sensitive pride
revolted at thought of any pity or even
kindness. He preferred to bear his burden
alone, and except from his very few near
and dear friends he wanted no recognition
of the state of the case, bevond the bare
facts that must be faced.

*“ First, Mr. Hutchins, I shall ask you to
keep this matter from Mrs. Selden, if it be
possible. I think I am within my legal
as well as ethical rights in asking this. She
is an old lady and devoted to her daughter’s
memory. The grief of such a disclosure
would almost kill her.”

" Rest assured. Mr. Barham, she shall
never learn it from me—or from any of our
people.”

** Next, I should like to hush up the whole
affair. 1f this is not possible—with the full
consent of the police—then I am ready to
face the mucsic, to let the law take its
course. But I am quite prepared to pay a
goodly sum to have the case forgotten—
and this is in no sense compounding a fel-
ony, or even doing anything dishonorable.
It is merely an expression of my willingness
to let the murderer of my wife go free in
order that the wrong-doing of my wife may
not be made public. Is there a chance of
that, Mr. Hutchins?”

“Not a chance!” The detective shook
his head. * Of course, the plan you propose
is out of the question, as you yourself would
see, if you thought over it a little more.
Also, the machinery already set in motion
cannot now be stopped. The posters are
out, offering a reward of ten thousand dol-
lars for the capture of the murderer, or any
information that leads to that result.”
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“She could. And if you feel that way
about it, you’d better not go with me over
to her place, which is where I'm going right
now. You’d better not go anyway, as I
propose to take Charley, and if we leave
this place unguarded, friend Locke may
come in and camp here.”

“No such luck,” returned Glenn. ¢I
wish he would. But I've no desire to 2o
and see or hear you bait that young wom-
an.”

“I know you haven't. But listen here,
Glenn. That young woman was found by
me, crying, in that closet in that back hall
there. She had a smear on her sleeve that
looked to me like blood. When I went to
see her a few hours later, she had washed
the stain away. I saw the mark of it left.
She said—or rather Miss Vallon said, they
had washed away a few drops of cocoa.
Somebody else said it might have been a
red smear from a lipstick. Every woman
carries those nowadays.

“ But, I say, if that smear was lipstick
or rouge or cocoa, why were they in such a
hurry to eradicate it? Why did they no-
tice it at all?> Also, in that same cupboard
was the monk’s robe which Locke had
tossed to Charley and which Charley had
hung up there. That, too, had a smear of
blood on it. Now, add the fact that Char-
ley saw Miss Cutler bending over the body:
that he saw her take something from the
dead woman’s hand and conceal it in her
bosom; add the fact, or at least my strong
conviction that Miss Cutler has had one
telephone message, if not two, from Locke,
since his disappearance. Perhaps roman-
cing a little, remember that the girl was in
love with Locke and may easily have been
jealous of this strange woman, perhaps no
stranger to her—oh, well, there’s enough,
to my way of thinking, to get busy on.”

Glenn had nothing in particular to reply
to all this. Taking Charley with him,
Hutchins started off to see Pearl Jane.

But her little place was closed and locked.
Nor was Miss Vallon at home. The janitor
said the two ladies had gone away together,
and had left word they would be back in
two days.

“1f ever!” exclaimed Hutchins when he
heard this. He was angry, for he feared

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

that, like Locke, the two women had gone
for good and all.

The janitor reassured him, however, say-
ing the two frequently went off for a couple
of days, and he was positive they would be
back.

Hutchins had half a mind to get a war-
rant and search Pearl Jane’s rooms, but he
wasn’t quite sure enough of the credibility
of Charley’s story.

At any rate, no one else knew of it, and
if he could make the Chinaman keep quiet,
and could pledge Glenn to secrecy, the mat-
ter could await the return of the two
women.

So he told Charley that if he said no
word of it all to any one, that probably
the lucky piece would be recovered, but if
he told there was no chance of it.

This made the boy promise, and Hutch-
ins believed he would keep his word.

Glenn, too, agreed to be silent, and
Hutchins turned his attention to the Bar-
ham side of the question for the next forty-
eight hours. It was his plan to work from
Locke to Mrs. Barham and back again,
hoping to get some data on one side that
would dovetail with facts on the other.

Glenn slept soundly that night. He was
not a heavy sleeper, usually, but after any
mental excitement he felt exhausted and
glad of a good rest.

Though on guard in the house, he was
not required to stay awake at night, Dick-
son deeming it highly improbable that any
intruder would put in an appearance. Nor
had any one done so, to Glenn’s knowledge,
though Charley’s story of finding money
and a note on the desk looked like it. “But
Glenn doubted the details of the story and
felt sure the Oriental had made up that
part and had really received the messages
by mail or in some such way at his own
place.

So, when toward morning, Glenn heard
a faint sound, he didn’t at first think it
might mean anything of interest. He lis-
tened, however, but he heard nothing more.

A moment later he saw, or thought he
saw a mere speck of light as if from a pocket
flash light held by some one in the den.

Glenn was a good watchman, and his
getting up out of bed was absolutely noise-
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doors and halls run into each other, and all
that. But it was his fighting that put me
out of commission.”

“ Jiu-jitsu?”

“Not a bit of it. But skillful, clever
wrestling—like a professional. Why, T
hadn't a show. He didn’t hurt me a bit,
but he just—uvell, he just sort of set me on
one side. Then, as you say, he did know,
even in the dark, just where he wanted to
get to, and he got there.”

“ And fooled you beside.”

“Yes, and fooled me beside. Of course
when I heard the front door slam open, I
supposed he went out that way. And there
little cutie had swished the door open, with
a flourish of trumpets, and then had
whisked himself through the house and out
at the good little old back door, so he had!
Had the nerve to leave that flving open be-
hind him, too!”

“ Don’t worry, Glenn. If vou had caught
him you couldn’t have held him, and if
you’d locked him in he’d have gotten out!
I tell you he’s as bright as they come if he
is an artist.” '

“ Well, what next> He'll not come here
again.”

“ How do you know?
he was after?”

“What was he after?”

“T1 don’t know. What did he get?”

“T don’t know that he got anything.
But I haven’t looked around at all. I was
so sore—mentally, not physically—that I
just went back to bed, and I'm only just
through my breakfast now.”

“Let's give the place the once over. I
don't think there was anything of value for
him to take; but he was after something
and we may get a line on it.”

“ Why, of course, he was after his lucky
piece, as Charley calls it.”

“Yes, if it was Locke.”

“If it was Locke? Who else in thunder
could it be?”

“ Might be lots of people. Hello, what's
this?”

The two had wandered through the
studio, looking for any bit of evidence, and
finding none, and now they were in the den.
On the floor in a corner lay a strange look-
ing object.

Did he get what
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Hutchins picked it up and held it out at
arm’s length.

“Well, I'm blowed!” he ejaculated,
though he rarely gave way to such elaborate
ejaculation.

The occasion seemed to justify it, for
the thing he held up to Glenn’s view was a
wig, of rather long, black hair.

Glenn's eyes grew big and round “as he
gazed.

“ That’s it!”" he cried. “T grabbed him
by the hair once, and it seemed to slide!
Gave me the creeps! I'd forgotten that.
My Heavens, Hutchins, what does it
mean?”’ '

“It means,” the detective said slowly;
“well, it might mean something else, but
I'll say it means that your friend of last
night wasn’t Locke at all, but somebody
rigged up to look like him.”

“Yes, that must be it.
burglar, disguised as—"

“ No, by no means an ordinary burglar!
Rather a most extraordinary one! One
who was so bent on getting in here that he
made up to look like a man for whom a
reward is offered! That’s going some!”

“ But it must have been Locke, for he
came in with his own night kev—that is,
he must have done so, or how did he get
in?”

“ Well, a chap smart enough to make up
like Locke is smart enough to get a key
somewhere or somehow. But why? M{'ky?
That’s what I can’t understand. It can
only be that there is some incriminating
evidence still here regarding that murder.
Nothing else would bring about such elab-
orate preparations.™

“ Mightn’t be elaborate. Just slapping a
wig on vour head isn't such a great game.”

“No: but this is just like Locke’s
hair—"

“How do you know—except by hear-
sa_v?"

“ That’s so, Glenn; I don’t. But all the
descriptions of Locke sound like this thing
looks.”

“It was Locke, Hutchins. I saw his
two gold teeth gleam. I’ve heard over and
over again about those two gold teeth.”

“So have I. Well, no one would carry
disguise so far as that. It must have been

An ordinary









MORE LIVES

“Of Mr. Locke.
hair.”

* Do you think it is his hair> I mean,
do you think he wears a wig continually?”

* That's what I'm wondering. I don’t
know, I'm sure, but I do know that’s Tom-
my Locke’s hair, or just exactly like the
hair I've always seen on his head. Oh,

It is exactly like his

nonsense! No, I don’t believe he wears a
wig habitually. Why should he? He’s a
young man.”

“ How old?”

“T1 don’t know exactly. We've judged
him at twenty-eight or twenty-nine. That'’s
not old enough for a wig!”

“It is in the case of some people.
do vou smile?”

“ It's so funny. If it is his, and he hasn’t
another, how queer he must look! Do you
suppose he is bald?”

Miss Cutler shook her own short, thick
locks, and then she became serious again.
“ Where did vou get it?>" she asked.

Hutchins told her the whole story, and
asked her opinion.

“No, it wasn’t Tommy,” she said. “ Tt
was some of the boys dressed up for a
prank. It doesn’t seem funny to you, I
dare say, but the boys do ever so many
things that they think funny but no one else
does.”

‘ But this funny person took vour picture
—-the little one in the den.”

* That one! Why, that is one of Mr.
Locke’s chief treasures. Jamieson painted
that. How dare anybody steal it! Can
you get it back?”

“ But perhaps it was Mr. Locke himself
who took it. He would have a right to, you
know.” i

€« &’es.n
pretty pink.

“ Where’s his lucky piece?" asked Hutch-
ins suddenly. It was his theory that these
suddenly sprung queries brought results be-
fore the victim was aware of it.

“ What lucky piece?”

*“ The one you took from Mrs. Barham's
hand.”

He could see the effort she made, but this
time it was successful. She conquered her
emotion, controlled her voice, and said
calmly: “* Mr. Hutchins, you spoke of that

Why

»

Again she blushed that soft,
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before. What makes you think I took any-
thing from the dead woman?”

“* You were seen to do so.”

“ By that lying Chinaman! 1 refuse to
answer if he is your informant.”

“ But he saw you; he was directly behind
vou. You leaned over and took the thing;
and in doing so you touched your sleeve to
her wounded forehead, thus making the
smear which you afterward washed out.”

“ No, you are all wrong; I did none of
those things.”

* Then—then you won’t mind if I look
about a bit for it. You see, if I look
through your place and announce that I
can't find it, they won’t send somebody
else to look—somebody with a warrant.”

He hated to frighten the poor child, but
it had to be done. He had learned the
most effective way to deal with her.

“ Look through my things!™ she cried,
staring at him.

“Yes. If vou haven't it, as you say you
haven’t, you can have no objection. And,
truly, if I don’t some one else will.”

“ Go ahead,” she said, and sat watching
him.

In a perfunctory fashion Hutchins pulled
open a few drawers of her writing desk and
work table. He wasn’t reallv looking; he
was watching her face, hoping to learn from
its expression what way to turn.
~ Nor was he in error. She fell easily into
his trap. With no thought of being stud-
ied, Pear]l Jane did all he could hope for.
YWhen he was looking in some places she
drew a long breath of contentment and sat-
isfaction. Again, her breath would come
quickly, her eyes turn dark with appre-
hension, and her tightly clasped hands
tremble.

So he knew at last that what he sought
must be in an upper drawer of an old sec-
retary. He reached up for it, and as he
saw the look of utter despair on her face
he pulled out the whole drawer, a small one,
and lifted it down. '

But his find was not a * lucky piece ”’;
instead, it was something far more grue-
some. For, wadded up in a corner of the
drawer was a long white kid glove, stained
on the fingertips with a brownish tinge—
unmistakably human blood.
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“It was done on a sudden impulse—
that’s clear. Nobody throws a heavy
bronze weight premeditatedly. It looks like
a woman’s deed to me. Of course, this pre-
supposes an acquaintance—probably more
than that—between Mrs. Barham and the
artist. But we have to suppose that—there
is no other assumption that allows for her
coming there at all.”

‘ She could have come out of the usual
curiosity of the upper circles to see what
the Bohemians do at their revels. That’s
not an unknown proposition.”

“ 1 see you're prejudiced in the girl's fa-
vor. I can’t blame you for that. But we
must look facts in the face. The visiting
lady had in her hand the lucky piece which
is evidently greatly prized by Locke. He
even sent a note to Charley to find it for
him.  Now, we know that Mrs. Barham
had it in her hand when she died. Mayvbe
she was killed for it.”

‘“ Oh, that’s too fantastic!”

‘“Not at all. You don’t know what that
thing may mean to these people. Haven't
vou read stories about—"

“Yes, I know. The Idol’s Eye—a great
ruby or emerald stolen from a Persian god;
but those things were real gems. This
scarab is a curio—"

‘“ Scarabs—certain ones—are more val-
uable than any gems. However, that does
not matter, if it’s the superstitious value of
the thing, which I am sure it is. Now, say
that Mrs. Barham was mixed up with
Locke, say that Miss Cutler was jealous of
her, say that Mrs. Barham did steal the
scarab. Isn't it at least possible that the
girl, unable to get it back, and frenzied by
rage and love both, picked up the bronze
and threw it almost involuntarily. of course,
not meaning to kill her?”

“It is possible, certainly.” Hutchins
looked anxious. “ But I wish we could find
some other theory.”

“ T wish we could, too. But what else is
there> Then vou see, if the girl did it,
and if Locke knows it, why, that’s the rea-
son he has lit out. He’s afraid he’ll be
questioned, and he’s evidently shielding that
girl.”

“ That makes Locke in love with the
girl.”
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“Very likely he is. Perhaps the other
woman was an old flame. Well, I can’t
explain all the turns and twists of an artist’s
love affair, but I still think it was the girl
who threw that book-end.”

* People have no business to have such
things around,” growled Hutchins.

“Don't be silly. In a moment of blind
rage, anything handy becomes a weapon.
Look how often a paper cutter is used to
stab, merely because it lies ready to hand.
Let’s see the scarab again.”

With the air of a wise owl Dickson stud-
ied the ancient stone.

“ I don’t know much about these things
in a scholarly way,” he frankly admitted,
“but I do know this. If this thing is a
real tiptopper among scarabs, and I think
it is, a connoisseur would know all about
it, and probably know this identical speci-
men. They're all recorded—the famous
ones.”

Hutchins looked surprised as this eru-
dition on Dickson’s part.

“Then we can trace it,” he said.

“Yes—if it is a famous one. Take it
up to the Metropolitan Museum—that’s the
quickest and surest way to find out. Now,
as to the glove—and there’s another sure-
fire clew. Haven’t you an odd glove in
vour collection of trinkets found on or near
the spot?”

“Yes—and it seems to be a mate to
this one. But that doesn’t prove any-
thing.”

“Not alone, but in connection with the
fact that Miss Cutler hid this glove, and
the other was found right where she was
seen to be—uwell, it’s decidedly cumulative
evidence! Now, what we want is some—
even one—connecting link between the
artist and Mrs. Barham. Until we get that,
any other man at the party may have
been the hero of this tale., instead of
Locke.™

It was his scarabh.™

“ Yes, that’s so, and doubtless the whole
tragedy centers around him. But we must
get a thread of connection somehow. If
vou should go to Mr. Barham again, or to
that Nelson, wouldn’t they tell vou if they
have run across anything?”

“1 should think so, but Mr. Barham is
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getting queer about it all. At first he was
ready to move heaven and earth to learn
how or why his wife came to go to that
party. Also, he offered the reward, vou
know. Also, he was keen to find and pun-
ish the murderer. But now, he's—well, sort
of_apathetic. Doesn’t seem to care what
we do, s¢ long as we don't bother him.”

“ What does he do—with his time?”

“T don’t know. Nothing special, T guess.
But he has taken up some of the more im-
portant matters of his business—he’s a big
consulting engineer. you know. He can-
celed everything at first, but he's picking
them up again.”

“ That's natural and to he expected.
Doubtless they're most important deals, and
he really has to give them his attention.
And why shouldn't he?”

*“ Why, indeed? Well, I'll see him to-day,
and Nelson, and T hope to goodness they'll
have something to tell me that will turn
vou off the track of that poor girl.”

“ T hope so, Hutch, but don't let vour
sympathy for beauty in distress blind vour
eyes to facts and evi:lence.”

With a shrug of his broad shouldersx
Hutchins went off. hoping against hope that
he could clear Pearl Jane. It was too ab-
surd to suspect that pretty little thing, but,
as Dickson had put it, there was a chance
that she had lost her temper and had thrown
the missile. Women were uncertain, at
best.

And Hutchins bhad to admit to himself
that Pear] Jane was exceedingly uncertain.
He had seen her gentle, pathetic, sweet, and
then sullen and obstinate, all in the same
five minutes. Yes, she was a peculiar per-
sonality.

After due deliberation he concluded to go
to see Andrew Barham before he saw Nel-
son. He didn’t know himself just why he
made this decision, but it was really due to

" a lurking hope that it would turn out better
for the girl that way.

By telephoning, he learned that Barham
was not at his office that day, but at his
home. This was by no means unusual, and
Hutchins started off for the Fifth Avenue
house.

He was admitted and ushered into a sort
of family living room, where, to his sur-
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prise, he found Mrs. Selden as well as her
son-in-law.

T asked to have you brought here, Mr.
Hutchins,” the lady said, looking at him
with a condescending interest, as if he were
some necessarv but unattractive piece of
furniture. ‘I desire a few words with you
myself.”

She paused, perhaps expecting some
burst of delighted surprise at this honor,
but Hutchins merely made a slight bow of
acquiescence.

* What have vou done toward the finding
of my daughter's murderer®” she asked.
Her commanding air seemed to imply that
she expected a full and satisfactory report
of the police proceedings. She sat bolt up-
right in a high-backed chair. Her gown
was most fashionably made, though of the
deepest mourning that could be devised.
The hem of heavy crape reached nearly to
her waist line, and the crape bodice had
such a high neck and such long sleeves that
none of her throat and only her fingertips
could be seen. Her white hair showed large
ornamental hairpins of black dull jet, and
her handkerchief was as deeply black-bor-
dered as it was possible for a handkerchief
to he.

Very aristocratic and very imposing was
her appearance and manner, but Hutchins
was by no means overcome with awe at
sight of her grandeur.

* We have done all that we found to do,

- madam,” the detective returned, speaking

respectfully but by no means humbly.
* Rest assured. the work is going on: but
so far. the evidence is slender and the clews
are few.”

=T am quite sure it is your fault if that
is so,” Mrs. Selden said raspingly. I
doubt very much if your board or company
or whatever it is, has put on sufficient men
or sufficiently skillful men.”

* Mother,” Barham remonstrated, ** Mr.
Hutchins is himself the principal detec-
tive on the case, and his record is a fine
one—" :

“Will you hush, Andrew? I do wish I
might be permitted to say half a dozen
words without interruption. I know you
want to do the talking vourself, but let me
remind you that Madeleine was my daugh-
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mistakes. He was in it pretty deep him-
self.”

“XNo! You don't say!” exclaimed Clif-
ford anxiously. “Hope he got out all
right.”

“Oh, yes; nearly so,” replied Wallace
carelessly. “ He dropped about twenty
thousand—holding on until all his patrons
had a chance to unload. Nothing to bother
him, though.”

Clifford laughed. “ Well, by gosh, I wish
I could lose twenty thousand without its
bothering me. That would just about wipe
me out—store, farm and all.”

For some minutes he drove in silence, save
for some forceful comments on the condi-
tion of the road, but Yankee curiosity had
been restrained as long as was possible.

“ Up on business?” he ventured at last
tentatively.

“ Why—er—yes,” returned Wallace hesi-
tating and obviously embarrassed. ‘ That
is, I—"

“Oh! Now don’t you answer if it's
private,” broke in Clifford, deeply chagrined
at what he deemed his thoughtless impolite-
ness to a guest. “If it’s none of my busi-
ness say so right out. It’s what I deserve
for being so blamed snoopy.”

Wallace laughed, but it was a forced and
somewhat annoyed laugh.

“Oh! Not at all,” he =aid hastily.
“ What T meant to say was that I'm up on
business—for—er—some one else—er—oh!
Confound it! Why shouldn’t I tell you.
Doddridge told me I'd best keep quiet until
I'd looked the land over, but he wouldn’t
mind my telling you. In fact, if he’d
thought, he’d probably have suggested it, for
I dare say you can assist me materially.”

Clifford brightened visibly. * Well, now
if I can, that 1l be great. I’ll do all I can,
anyway—but if you’d rather not tell me
don’t hesitate a minute to say—"

“ Oh, that’s all right,” soothed Wallace.
“ Come to think of it, I don’t see why Dod-
dridge or I didn’t think of you in the first
.place, for I guess it was your hoosting of
Keenborough and Vermont in general, the
last time you were in New York, that gave
him the idea.

“The fact is, Clifford, Doddridge wants
to buy a place up here, and you know when
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he wants a thing he wants it right away.
But he’s lived in the country himself—and
—well, you know most country folks do
consider a city fellow fair game. His idea
was that if he came out openly in the market
for a farm, prices would jump a hundred per
cent. That’s why he told me to keep still.”

“ He isn’t far wrong at that,” returned
Clifford, grinning, “ and I can help a lot if
you let me do the dickering—as though it
was for myself—you won’t get stuck much.”

It was quite dark when the cheerful lights
of the big white farmhouse came in view;
and cheerful the place proved to be; the
very atmosphere of it breathed good fellow-
ship, hospitality and homely comfort.

Nevertheless, alone in the big, low-ceiling
room—with its huge, high bedstead and
massive, old-fashioned furniture—to which
Phil had conducted him, that he might
“wash up ” for supper, Wallace felt oddly
uncomfortable: out of place: as though he
had suddenly been transported to another
sphere where the atmosphere was too highly
rarefied for him to hreathe.

Sentiment, however, is not, as a rule, a
strong point with New York lawyers of
Wallace’s type, and presently, with a some-
what sneering laugh at his own expense, he
—quite literally—followed his nose to the
regions from which sundry appetizing odors
emanated.

There, in the hearty welcome extended
to him by Phil’s voung wife, Hilda, and the
former’s father—a fine, white-haired old fel-
low, still straight-backed and stalwart at
seventy, Wallace almost forgot the object
of his visit.

Indeed, he was conscious of a distinct
sensation of repugnance when, later in the
evening, as he and young Clifford were
sitting alone together before a roaring log
fire, Phil himself brought up the subject.

It was a very superficial sensation, how-
ever, and it had entirely disappeared by
the time he had framed an answer to Clif-
ford’s tentative question.

“Well, to tell the truth,” he said with
some hesitation, ‘* Doddridge was rather
vague as to his requirements himself. He
wants a country place—not too far from the
village—a farm of anywhere from fifty acres
up, the larger the better, with a good house
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and buildings—modern improvements and
all that.”

Clifford scratched his chin thoughtfully.

“ Well, now, that’s a pretty big order,”
he replied slowly. ¢ There are some good
kouses for sale near the village, but they
haven’t more than an acre or two of land;
and there’s any quantity of deserted farms
he could buy for little or nothing—but there
are no livable buildings on them.

“ Of course,” he added, * there are some
fancy farms—gentleman’s farms around,
that rich city men have fixed up for sum-
mer homes, but I don’t know of any of ’em
in the market—and, anyway, they’d want a
fortune for 'em. Eh! About what did Mr.
Doddridge calculate he would spend, any-
way?”’

“Well, of course he wants his money’s
worth,” returned Wallace, “ but he set an
outside price if I could get just what he
wants—of fifteen thousand dollars.”

‘“ Fifteen thousand!” gasped Clifford.
“ My glory, I never thought he’d want to go
that deep for the little time he could spare
way up here. If—” He paused and struck
his knee with his clenched fist with an ex-
clamation of annoyance,

“ Oh, why didn’t I know—a month ago—
a week—three days,” he cried. It was
just exactly what he wanted. Five hundred
acres—fine old stone house—everything—
just a mile beyond here, and it sold to a
Boston chap for eighteen thousand. I could
have got it for fourteen, I'll bet—fifteen,
anyway; Mrs. Stockwell only got ten for
it when she sold it originally to old man
Blake, but that was twenty years ago—"’

“Mrs. Stockwell!” exclaimed Wallace,
leaning forward in obvious excitement and
dismay. ¢ Are you speaking of the old
Stockwell place? Do you mean to say old
Blake has sold?”

- “ Yesterday,” replied Clifford disgusted-
ly. “ Just yesterday. If I'd only known "—
he stopped suddenly, struck by the strange-
ness of the lawyer’s words and attitude and
the implication to be attached to them—
“ Why,” he asked a little coldly, for he was
more than a little hurt at his guest’s evident
lack of frankness and trust, ¢ did yox know
anything about it?”

Wallace drew back in apparent confusion
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and chagrin; but he recovered himself al-
most immediately.

“Only that there is such a place,” he re-
plied with a laugh. ‘I made some inquiries
in New York. you know, and I'd hoped my
job was to be an easy one. I was going to
speak of it to you, but to tell you the truth
I had forgotten the name of the place until
you mentioned it.”

“Oh!” observed Clifford, a trifle laconi-
cally. He was only a country storekeeper,
but he was far from a fool, and it struck
him that Wallace’s excitement and disap-
pointment was not quite adequately ac-
counted for by his explanation.

However, being absolutely frank and in-
genuous himself, and loath to believe evil
of any one, he forced himself to accept it at
its face value.

“Well, I'm mighty sorry,” he went on
after a somewhat awkward pause. “I'd
have been glad to have Mr. Doddridge get
it—not only to have him as a neighbor, but
also because it used to be my wife’s home—
in fact, she was born there—I have pleasant
recollections of the old place, too—as a
youngster.

“You see, Hilda and I were cousins in a
way,” he went on as Wallace looked inter-
ested, ¢ that is, her mother, Mrs. Stockwell,
was father’s stepsister. She was much
younger than he, of course, and he practi-
cally brought her up. She married Stock-
well, rather against father’s wishes, though
he was supposed to be rich—but when he
died—Hilda was only a couple of years old
then—it turned out father was right, for
Stockwell's affairs were all tied up and
everything had to be sold—even the old
home. So, you see, I've a personal interest
in the matter.”

“1 see,” said Wallace. “ And it strikes
me we're letting ourselves be discouraged by
a trifle. The land is still there; as likely
as not this Boston chap would be glad to
turn a thousand or two on his bargain, and
if I know Doddridge, he won't stick at that
or even five, Let's wire him. You can
phone a telegram, can’t you? And to-mor-
row you can tackle the new owner.”

Clifford sprang up joyfully. ‘ By glory,
that’s so!” he cried. * And Cooper—that’s
the Boston man—is still at the Bliss House,
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T think. You write the telegram and I’ll
send it right away.”

III1.

QuiTE a number of well-informed persons
insist that an ounce of feminine intuition is
worth a pound of masculine reason.

They may be right, I don’t know; the
point is that in the privacy of her chamber
that night Hilda Clifford’s intuition began
working overtime, and the results were not
at all favorable to J. Warren Wallace.

Summed up briefly, she didn't like him:
she didn’t trust him, and she believed he
would bear watching. She said nothing,
however, preferring to do the necessary
watching herself; for the present at least.

The next morning Wallace elected to re-
main at the farm. A telegram had come
from Doddridge raising his limit to twenty
thousand, ‘if absolutely necessary,” but
requesting further details before going a
cent over that.

It would be best, Wallace decided, for
Clifford to see Cooper alone—as if he were
acting on his own initiative—at first, any-
way, and meanwhile he—Wallace—would
wander over to the Stockwell place, and
look it over.

Mrs. Clifford’s practical suggestion that
she drive him around the country a bit, and
let him size up some other, and more easily
acquired properties, he sidetracked, with ob-
jections and excuses, that seemed to that
acute and very pretty young woman far
from convincing, and satisfied her more than
ever that her policy of watchful waiting was
the correct one.

That it bore fruit her conversation with
her husband that night proved. He wasn’t
very well satisfied with himself, for he had
failed with Cooper—the man refused to sell
at any price—but she did not, as she usually
did when things went wrong, offer either
svmpathy or encouragement.

“ So Wallace is going on the early train?”
she began tentatively.

*“ Huh—huh!” returned Phil, a little
morosely.  What’s there for him to stay
for> He saw Cooper this afternoon, and
couldn’t move him any more than I could.
He just won't sell.”
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“ Well, why should he?” Hilda asked.
“ He’s only just bought,” and added, after
a moment’s silence. * What is there about
the old place that makes Mr. Wallace de-
termined to have it at any price?”

“ Just suits him, T suppose,” replied Clif-
ford, carelessly, *or Doddridge rather.
These millionaires want what they want
when they want it. The price don’t bother
them.”

Hilda sniffed. ** Huh!” she returned,
“he comes up here pretending he knows
nothing about the country at all; then you
discover—by accident—that he’s aiming
for the Stockwell farm and knows all about
it: is all cut up when he finds it’s sold;
won’t even hother to look at any other
place, and is willing to pay twenty-five per
cent more than it's worth. It's mighty
queer."”

Phil grinned. - Mavbe he’s got a tip
there’s hidden treasure somewhere—or ex-
pects to strike oil or gold—they’re both
common in \'ermont.”

Hilda refused to smile. ¢ Are trowels
and empty shot bags and geologists’ ham-
mers part of a New York lawyer’s traveling
outfit?” she asked curtly. —

““What?" exclaimed Phil, staring at her.

“ He had them,” she answered shortly.
* He left his suitcase open and I saw them.
More than that he took them with him
when he went to the farm. More than
that, the bag was full—of something—when
he came back. He had it under his coat,
but I saw it, and he borrowed paper and
twine from me, and took the package with
him when he went to town with you after
dinner.”

Half disrobed, Clifford sat down suddenly
on the edge of the bed.

“My glory!” he said at last blankly.
“ He stopped at the post office, too. Said
he had a package of papers he’d forgotten
to deliver to Doddridge, that he must send
at once.”

“That ain’t all he sent Doddridge, was
it?"” asked Hilda. *‘Sent him a telegram,
too, didn’t he—in cipher?”

“ How’d you know t/at?” demanded Phit
more bewildered than ever. “ Did that
snooping, gossiping Jim Conners call yox
up, too? He’s a fine operator.”
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But he wasn’t so sure, after all. She had
misunderstood him. It made no difference
to him that he knew that a great many
people were going about the world lamenting
that they were misunderstood. He wasn’t
lamenting. No one would ever know that he
felt he had been misunderstood. Nor did
he intend to play the martyr. Perhaps this
mood was merely temporary. As soon as
he left the Last Hope behind he would be
himself again.

At dusk he made a round of the Last
Hope buildings. He stood near a corner of
the corral fence scanning the faint horizons.
Not a moving thing disturbed the desert;
there was no motion anywhere.

He saw a light in the house, in the kitch-
en. He waited, watching, until he saw Lis-
beth walk between the lamp and a window.
Then he strode toward the house.

At the edge of the veranda he saw some-
thing glitter in the lamp light that issued
from one of the kitchen windows. It was
Kane’s gun, which he had dropped when he
had fallen into the dust at the veranda’s
edge. He stooped to pick it up and a bul-
let droned over his head.

He heard it thud against the wall of the
house; heard the distant report of the rifle.

From Big Sandy. Blaisdell had come
that way. While he had been moralizing.
The trouble was that Blaisdell was shoot-
ing at what he must have thought was a
stranger. Templin was still attired in the
Eastern clothing. But it was almost dark,
and Blaisdell wouldn’t be particular.

So ran Templin’s thoughts as ke dodged
around the nearest corner of the house and
ran to the rear door. It was open. He
slipped inside, into the kitchen, to see Lis-
beth standing in the center of the room
looking as if she were on the verge of faint-
ing.

“ Blaisdell!” he said shortly.

Not waiting for her to answer he leaped
to the lamp which sat on the kitchen table,
blew out the flame and seized Lisbeth.
Swinging her off her feet he carried her up
the stairs and into Stanton’s room.

“Lie down on the floor in the center of
the room!” he ordered. “ Get your father
there, too! Don’t move. No matter what
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happens, vou are to stay right here!
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Her hands were on his shoulders. He
could not see her face, but he knew by the
steadiness of her voice that she was almost
as calm as he.

‘“ Are there many?” she asked.

“TI don’t know,” he answered. There was
a strange leap in his voice; the muscles of
his shoulders felt like iron to her fingers.

“My God!” she whispered, marveling.
“ 1 believe you like to fight! I believe you
welcome this!”

“ Sure!” he said. “ This ends the waitin’.
I’'ve fought this fight every day for more
than a week!”

“You'll be careful?” she said. “ You
won’t take any chances such as you took
this morning?”

“Not a chance,” was his grim reply.
“ Get down on the floor,” he added. “ They
know you are in the house because they
must have seen your shadow through the
kitchen windows. But they might shoot;
there’s no telling.” He again swung her
off her feet and laid her down on the floor.
She stayed. He went to the bed, lifted
Stanton out of it and placed him on the
floor beside Lisbeth.

He felt Stanton stir.

‘ Blaisdell’s here,” he said to explain his
action.

“I heard the shot,” said Stanton; “I
heard you bring Lisbeth up. You're a
mighty good man to have around, Templin.
Be careful. I'm feeling pretty good. I've
got a rifle in my wardrobe. TI’l! take a
hand in this when I get a chance.”

“If you draw their fire be sure to keep
Lisbeth on the floor!” warned Templin.
“If they get into the house you'll not want
to do any missin’!”

He stepped across the room, opened the
door, and closed it behind him. They could
hear him descending the stairs. After that
there was a seemingly unending period when
there came no sound at all.

Despite Stanton’s protests, Lisbeth began
to move away from his side. She was
crawling toward a window.

“ Don’t!” warned Stanton. ‘ They must
be near by now. If they see you they’ll
shoot! They may think you are Templin! ™

“ Father; he can’t figzht those men
alone!” she said firmly. ‘“He’d have no
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chance. They'll kill him. After he is killed
what would we do? We'd have to fight!
We may as well do it now and help him as
much as we can.”

*Templin won’t take any unnecessary
chances,” Stanton told her. * Thisisn’t the
first fight he’s been in.”

*“It is fortunate for us that it isn’t his
first fight,” she answered. ¢ \We ought to
thank God that he came here. If it hadn’t
been for him Blaisdell would have both of us
by this time.”

She did not continue toward the window.
Stanton heard her opening the door of the
wardrobe.

“Lisbeth,” he called sharply: *let that
rifle alone'™

T am going to help him,” she said quiet-
lv. It isn’t fair! He’s doing this for us.
He did not have to come here. He might
have left the country. He was getting tired
of living as he had lived. He told me so.
Not in words, perhaps, but in other ways.
His life means as much to him as ours does
to us, even though he pretends it doesn’t!”

She moved to him and laid the rifle on the
floor beside him.

“Use it if you think you are strong
enough,” she said, *‘ or when vou have to.
It isn’t likely they will get upstairs, hut if
they do you may be able to help.”

Silently she moved to the door: he heard
the lock click softly as she went out.

When she reached the top of the stairs
she saw there was no light below. The liv-
ing room was a black void. But she reached
the bottom of the stairs and stepped upon
the floor of the living room, standing there
for a little while in an attempt to locate
Templin.

The darkness outside was not as intense
as in the house. Through the windows of
the living room she could discern the dim
tracery of the corral fence, and peering
steadily through the living room door out
of one of the kitchen windows she could see
the black bulk of the sicble.

She moved toward the kitchen, thinking
she would find Templin there. She had not
taken half a dozen steps when she heard his
voice, close to her shoulder.

“T told you to stay upstairs!” he said
sternly.
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“I intend to stay here, Templin," she re-
turned firmly. *‘ This is my fight!”

She heard him laugh, lowly, vibrantly,
with a note of strange exultation in his
voice. It was the first time--no—the sec-
ond time—that she had known him to ex-
hibit passion. The first time had been when
he had kissed her.

She felt his hands on her shoulders—
both hands. Gently he turned her <o that
she felt she was facing him.

The cold steel of a rifle barrel pressed
against her shoulder where his right hand
rested. He had gone to his room for the
weapon; he was holding it by the muzzle by
a thumb and the index finger.

“T won’t argue with you,” he said. 1T
didn’t expect vou’d stay upstairs. You
are the bravest woman I ever met.

* But Blaisdell’s got some mighty dan-
gerous men with him. Shootin’ is their
trade. Keep down as much as vou can.
Below the window sills. If they get into the
house vou hop upstairs. If they get inside
that will be vour last hope.

“If I ain’t around by then I expect vou'd
hetter—"’ He paused: she felt his fingers
tighten on her shoulder.

“I know,” she answered quietly: I
know what vou mean. Blaisdell will never
take me; I shall not let one of them lay
a finger on me while I live.”

“I’'m to blame for this,” he said. His
voice was hoarse, regretful. ‘I ought to
have sent Meeder for Norton long ago. I
reckon T was too stubborn, as you said. I've
been stubborn all along.”

She wanted to tell him that he hadn't
heen stubborn; that she thought no man
could have been more considerate or more
self-sacrificing; but the regret in his voice
had brought a queer constriction into her
throat, so that words would not come. She
stood silent as she felt his hands drop from
her shoulders: stood where he had left her
while he moved around the room and into
the kitchen. After a long wait, when she
began to fear that he had gone outside, she
felt him near her again.

‘“ Here is your rifle,” he said. His voice
was low, steady, and there was a note of
command in it. Tt ain’t likely they’ll do
any shootin’ at the house. knowin’ vou are
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had put it into words, had made it vital,
imminent. Before Borton had spoken it
had been merely a remote possibility.

Borton wouldn’t be the one to do the
killing! He had for once talked too much:
he had literally talked himself to death.

Borton continued to move toward Tem-
plin. Templin did not move until he was
close to him, until he was standing within
arm’s léngth, peering forward. Borton's
eyes must have been exceptionally keen, for
even though the darkness was dense there
beside the manzanita hushes, he seemed to
discover something strange in the appear-
ance of the man he thought was Keegles.

“What in hell vou wearin’, Keegles?”
he asked, his voice full of puzzled inquiry.
* You look all white, kind of.”

The herringbone suit and the gray hat!
Templin had forgotten them! The alkali
dust he had wriggled through! He cer-
tainly would be visible to any one who
looked closely at him.

He rose without answering.

“ Hell, you ain’t Keegles!” said Borton,
startled.

Templin heard the slap of his hand
against the leather of his gun holster. He
drew his own weapon, stuck it deep into
“Borton’s stomach. The report was muffled
by Borton’s clothing. As Templin shot he
grasped with his left hand at a faint glitter
that came from Borton’s side. Borton's
gun went off, but the bullet went down-
ward, for Templin’s left hand had struck
it, depressed its muzzle.

Borton pitched into the manzanita brush,
groaning. Templin ran toward the brush
that fringed the edge of Big Sandy, leaped
through it, and landed in the sand of the
river bed.

He ran up the bed of the stream, keeping
in the shadow of the perpendicular bank
on the side nearest the ranch house. At a
point where some gnarled trees overhung
the bank he halted and reloaded his six-
shooter. Above him along the bank he
could hear the brush crackling; heard the
voices of men.

He had diverted the attention of the out-
laws. For some time they would not think
of trying to enter the house. And if they
found Borton hefore the man died they
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would know an enemy was moving about
arnong them.

Naturally their thoughts would go to
Templin,  They’d be careful, suspicious of
every moving or stationary blot they saw
in the darkness. But, unless they stayved
close together, they would hesitate to shoot
for fear of hitting one another.

Templin did not helieve they would draw
tozether at once. It would be some time
before news of what had happened to Bor-
toa would reach all of them, for the first
man to reach Borton, if Borton could talk,
would not recklessly expose himself.

It would be the same if Borton did not
tak. The man who found him would un-
derstand that Borton had not shot himeelf,
and no doubt theyv all knew that when
Borton had shot at Templin the latter had
gone around the rear of the house. Finding
Berton shot would prove that Templin had
not gone into the house, but was moving
ahout too closely for comfort.

Templin was reasonably safe as long as
he did not get into the open. He meant to
find Blaisdell.

He climbed the hank and sank upon his
stcmach under a low-hanging branch of one
of the trees at the top.

There he waited. Here and there he
could hear a stealthy tread as some one
mcved about in the darkness. Once he
caught an indistinct blur and knew he was
locking at the shape of a man. But he
could not shoot without betraying his place
of concealment to his enemies.

Zvidently they had discovered Borton.
Voices came from the vicinity of the man-
zanita thicket; a loud groan. Borton was
still alive; they had reached him: no doubt
he had talked.

Templin was motionless for a time, try-
ing to locate a voice that seemed to come
from a point near him and slightly to his
right, up the river. The voice sounded like
Blaisdell’s, but was so low that Templin
could not be certain. He meant to find out,
s0 ae crawled through some scattered sage-
brush toward the spot from which the voice
had seemed to come.

He was a long time in getting close
encugh to hear the voice distinctly, and
when he did get close enough the voice
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the bedclothes. The rifle Templin had
brought to him was lying on the floor at his
feet.

Blaisdell was rigid, erect. His arms were
folded over his chest, his head was bent
forward a little, as though he were staring
searchingly at the man seated on the bed
in front of him.

Neither man appeared to know that Tem-
plin had entered the room: each was intent
upon his thoughts.

Templin became conscious of a slight
movement behind him; he felt a touch, a
trembling touch on his arm, and knew that
Lisbeth had come.

Silently he turned and drew her back
along the hall.

* He's all right,” he assured her. ‘He
won't be hurt. But Blaisdell’s lightning
with a gun. If he starts to shoot, you'll be
in line. Go into your room and wait. It
won’t be long.”

Silentlv she obeyed. Templin stood in
the hall until she vanished through the dark
doorway. For an instant he paused to listen
to a strange tumult of sound outside—
paused to smile grimly. Blaisdell’s men
were evidently shooting at one another,
thinking they- were shooting at Templin.
Not all of them had seen him leap through
the open window.

He halted again in Stanton’s room, just
inside the doorway.

The men had not changed positions. But
Blaisdell was talking.

“ Where’s the letter, Stanton?” he said,

* 1 can’t find it, Blaisdell.”

Blaisdell laughed. ** You’ll never be able
to find a thing that hasn’t been lost!” he
said. “ Jefford never wrote such a letter.
Stanton, I'm going to kill you! Get up on
vour feet!”

Stanton rose, faced Blaisdell.

He was the Stanton Templin had seen
when he had first reached the Last Hope.
His eyes were steady. His face was white,
but alight with a high courage. Stanton
was not guilty! A guilty man could not
face death in that manner.

“ All right, Blaisdell,” he said, his voice
low but unwavering; ¢ I'm satisfied. T sup-
pose you think you are justified. And
you’ve got the advantage.” He now smiled
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with strange mirthlessness. *“ It might have
been different if that rifle had been loaded.
I heard you coming: you would have died
when you opened the door.”

“God’s way of squaring things, Stan-
ton,” said Blaisdell.

He dropped his hands to his sides. The
right hand began to move upward, the el-
bow moving slowly back.

‘ Blaisdell!” Templin
name.

Blaisdell stiffened. His right arm stopped
moving, seemed to assume an ironlike rigid-
itv. He drew a long breath. He made no
attempt to turn.

Stanton’s muscles had seemed to leap at
the sound of Templin's voice; his eyes were
aflame with a terrible joy as he stared at
his deliverer. Then without uttering a
sound he collapsed to the edge of the bed
and sat there, his eves closed, his body
trembling.

“ Damn you, Templin'™ said Blaisdell.
“Why do you interfere> Il kill vou for
this!”

“ I'll bore you if you move a finger, Blais-
dell'!” said Templin. ** You've been about
to kill an innocent man. Twice Stanton’s
told you about the letter Jefford wrote him;
once when he was loco, an’ now, when he's
in his right senses. If you had any sense
vou'd believe him.

** Blaisdell, your judgment is warped be-
cause you've been thinkin’ about your ven-
geance. God does his own killin’; He’s got
no authorized agents runnin’ around with a
gun correctin’ wrongs.

“Since you've been out in this country
you’ve done a damned sight more wrong
than you accuse Stanton of doin’. If God
was lookin’ for some one to square an ac-
count for him I would say you'd be the
last man he’d think of—an’ then he’d bust
vou one in the eve for presumin’ to be
worthy.

“T ain’t doin’ any preachin’; I'm tellin’
vou a few things you don’t seem to know.
If you’re thinkin’ of goin’ on livin’ you'’re

whispered the

goin’ to make some damned straight
promises right now!” He closed the door
behind him.

“What do you want me to promise,
Templin?”
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was responding with all his feline energy.
Even before Sharkey, who was on watch,
could reply with two quick taps upon the
rubber button, before Hennisey or Sullivan
or O’Byrne could tip forward in their chairs,
Ed had awakened and was intent upon his
own duty. A furry bolt of lightning crossed
the floor and turned the sharp angle of the
stair, There at the top, just as Captain
Kelly’s broad, bald head rose in its path, it
funged from its haunches and spread feet
and claws in the final leap of twelve full
steps to the bottom.

The captain stopped in his haste under
a screaming horror, flung his hands aloit,
and shrieked like the siren of his own truck.
Ed, meeting this unexpected obstacle,
strove valiantly to free himself, but Captain
Kelly fought terror in the dark by gripping
the cat by its tail. It was an unfair ad-
vantage. Ed resented the flank attack and
clawed vigorously. Captain Kelly, finding
physical combat fruitless, bestowed his en-
tire energy upon oral effort.

Ed, happily released, fled to the coal bin
and combed his whiskers sulkily, while up-
stairs the enlivened members of Engine
Company No. ¢ carried their flustered lead-
er to his place of command beside the driv-
er. The gong crashed, the doors swung
back, and the engine began its race one
hundred seconds late. Sullivan, who rode
the running-board, made heroic but unsuc-
cessful attempts to appear sympathetic.
Captain Kelly growled at him.

Other companies were through with their
work and returning to their stations by the
time Engine No. g arrived at the scene of
the fire, and it was left for a battalion chief
further to upset the dignity of Captain Kel-
ly by inquiring politely how far that gen-
tleman had pushed his machine by hand.
The members of Engine No. ¢ rode back to
their house in silence, and watched their
commanding officer climb down from his
seat in an ague of vindictive temper.

“ Did you fall, sir?” asked Hennisey, the
solicitous.

[{4 NO.”

“ Why, I thought I heard you holler,
sir.”” The unabashed Hennisey heaped
coals.

“You thought wrong.”
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“You wasn’t ill>” Hennisey’s interest
was so touching that his fellow firemen
gathered behind the massive car and stuffed
their gloves into their mouths to hush im-
pending outbursts.

“No, I wasn’t ill, neither.” Captain
Kelly poked behind the steam radiator with
a broom. “But I'm sick of cats. That
dirty, disreputable beast has got to go, and
go now!”’

“Yes, sir.” Hennisey stood unmoved,
his head tilted at one side, surveying the
bald pate of his superior.

“ You understand?”’

“Yes, sir. But if you’ll pardon, sir, did
he bite you?”

Captain Kelly’s emotion surged within
him. With slow dignity he dropped the
broom into the corner and walked to his
desk behind the polished oak alarm stand.

“ Turn to, men,” he ordered, “ and find
that cat. And keep on hunting till you've
found him. Then bring him to me.”

Sullivan was the first to obey. He
opened the front door, and whistling dis-
mally, strode out to the sidewalk.

“ What are you making that noise for?”
Captain Kelly sensed disrespect.

“It ain’t a noise, sir. I'm whistling.
I'm whistling for Ed.”

His superior officer strove vainly for a
reply scathing enough to suit the offense,
and failing, contented himself with bulging
his eyebrows.

Hennisey, leader by virtue of his length
of service rather than his ability to com-
mand, formed the searching party.

“ Sullivan,” he ordered, *“you hunt in
this floor, and hunt good. You, O’Byrne,
go up to the squad room, and don’t be care-
less. Look in the lockers—all of them.”

“ Never mind my locker,” Captain Kelly
put in.

“Very well; don’t look in the captain’s
locker, O’Byrne. But listen at the cracks.
You never can tell.”

“ Keep away from my locker,” warned
the wrathful Kelly.

“ All right, sir. But you can’t be too
sure. Ed seems to have took a liking to
you, you know, and he’s likely to be sleep-
ing on your bed, else in your locker.”

Captain Kelly decided that as far as the
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would have seen Hennisey and Sullivan
with their pillows stuffed into their mouths,
indulging in silent, restrained mirth.

Ed, however, was not so cautious. Un-
accustomed to penal servitude, he clawed
at the sides of Hennisey’s box on the roof.
As the hours passed he became more and
more incensed at his captivity. He had
trusted Hennisey and Sullivan and Sharkey.
His trust had brought him this.

Unmindful of the fact that at this mo-
ment he was supposed to repose in the ash
can in the alley, a dripping corpse cat, Ed
could restrain his anguish no longer. He
lifted up his voice and wept.

In the bunk room the effect of his sor-
row was electrical. Hennisey stiffened from
a final sleepy convulsion and Sullivan
opened his eyes wide and listened. But
Captain Kelly, who had been lying awake
in tortured expectation, leaped from his bed
with a roar which would have awakened
the soundest of sleepers. He flashed on
the light and saw Hennisey, Sharkey, and
Sullivan, their eyes tight shut, oblivious to
the prowling spirit of the departed Ed.

Captain Kelly faltered. But before he
could convince himself that it had been
merely imagination, Ed once more was over-
come with emotion, and another wail tor-
tured the roof tops. Hennisey, Sullivan,
and Sharkey slept on.

Trembling and glancing back fearfully
over his shoulder, Captain Kelly crept to
Hennisey’s bed and shook that servitor with
great spirit.

“ Hennisey!” he cried. “ Hennisey!”

“ Goo’ mornin’, sir. Time get up?”
Hennisey hardly moved his eyelids.

“ Get up Hennisey—Sullivan—Sharkey.
Listen!”

Slowly the three sat up in bed. Their
rebuking glances demanded an explanation.

“ Didn’t you hear it?” Captain Kelly
addressed his question to Hennisey.

“ Hear what?”

“ Why — that — er — noise, man; that
noise!”

“ No, what was it like?” *

As if in reply to his earnest interroga-
tion, Ed again cried out in the anguish of
an imprisoned spirit. Hennisey and Sulli-
van, already decided upon what course to
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take, glared at Sharkey. But none of them
betrayed by a blinking lash that he had
heard.

“ There! What was it?”" the frantic cap-
tain implored.

“ What?” Sullivan asked blankly.

By this time Ed himself had become con-
vinced that his voice was not loud enough.
His next cry would have started panic in an
asylum for the deaf, but in the bunk room
of Engine No. ¢ it was met by calm inat-
tention, except on the part of the captain.

“ Do you mean to say you can’t hear it?”
Commander Kelly climbed into his boots.

“1 don’t hear nothing,” Hennisey re-
marked. “ But I got a cold, maybe that's
why. What's it like?”

“ It’s—it’s that dead cat.”

‘“Cat?” Hennisey betrayed astonish-
ment ana apprehension.

“ Yes—now, listen! That’s it. Listen!"”

“You must be imagining things, sir.
Must have et something what wasn’t good
for you.”

“But I hear it—tain’t no imagination.
I hear it plain.”

“A cat? Why, then it must be like I
said.” Hennisey brightened to his subject.
“Poor dead Ed must have come back.
That’s like they always do; no one can
hear them but their murderer.”

Captain Kelly collapsed upon the edge of
his cot. He held his hands over his eyes
and rocked back and forth.

“ You sure it ain’t in the bed? Hennisey
ventured.

His commander’s reply was a leap that a
trained athlete might envy. For a moment
he stood in the center of the room, mopping
his face with the tail of his unbuttoned
shirt.  Slowly, with outstretched hand,
poised to spring from whatever might be
hidden, he approached his bed, and gin-
gerly, one at a time, removed the coverings.

Ed, in the meantime, lost hope of awak-
ening his one-time friends and crouched
down to a ruffled and uncomfortable night.
Fifteen minutes passed and no more phan-
tom meows came down into the bunk room.

¢ Still hear it?” Hennisey asked anxious-
ly.
“No.” There was relief in Captain
Kelly’s reply.
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** Then maybe it won’t come no more to-
night,” Hennisey explained; * not till to-
morrow night.”

“ To-morrow?”

“Yes, sir. My grandmother, she says it
comes back every night, sir, about the same
time.”

* Come back every night?” The horri-
fied Kelly repeated the words solemnly as
their awful meaning broke upon him.

“ For seven years,” continued Hennisey:
*“or nine, I don’t remember which, if you
live that long. Now this gent my grand-
mother knowed, he was fortunate. It only
lasted three weeks.”

“ What did he do?” The captain grasped
a dangling thread of hope.

““Him? He died, sir, in fits, aiter three
weeks, which was lucky for him.”

“ Sure it was.” Sullivan shook his head
as he meditated upon the future possibilities
of Captain Kelly’s punishment.

Hennisey settled himseli back upon his
not immaculate pillow, and Sullivan and
Sharkey, who  had arisen trouserless, re-
turned to their cots.

“ Turn out the light, will you, Sullivan?”
the merciless Hennisey directed. Then
sleepily he bade the captain good night.

“ Never mind the light,” that worthy or-
dered Sullivan. “T’ll mind it when I'm
ready to go to sleep.”

The quarters of Engine No. g were quiet
the rest of the night. When O’Byrne fin-
ished his watch at three o’clock and stealth-
ily climbed the stair to awaken Hennisey
he found the bunk room brightly illumi-
nated and Captain Kelly sitting up in bed.

Shortly after daybreak the men of the
company arose and slid the brass poles to
the lower floor. There was a snorting and
sputtering at the basins as they performed
their quick toilet, and an odor of strong
coffee drifted from the stove in the rear
where O’Byrne prepared the breakfast.
Captain Kelly wandered about the engine
house, ill at ease. He refused breakfast,
except for three cups of coffee, which he
drank black.

As soon as he had eaten, Hennisey went
aloit. Slipping out of a bunk room win-
dow, he climbed the fire escape to the prison
of an incensed Ed. He opened the- box
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carefully, prepared to drop into it the cat
meat which he had hidden in his blouse.

But Ed was an opportunist. The open-
ing slit fired his captive spirit with desire,
and before the astonished Hennisey could
resist, the animal had clawed through his
hands and leaped, howling ugly impreca-
tions, to the fire escape. With his reluctant
-avior following in desperate chase, he tum-
bled down the iron steps and burst through
the window into the engine room.

The captain, who had been standing in
an attitude of dejection at the bottom of
the stair, looked up just in time to see the
¢laring eyves and expanded tail of his late
victim whisk past him on the way to the
cellar. When Hennisey, who followed in a
faver of anxiety, burst upon the scene, his
commander’s eves had swollen to the size
of silver dollars. Unabashed, Hennisey be-
gan to whistle. He admitted later that his
usually accordant notes were this time off-
kev and somewhat gasping.

Captain Kelly stood speechless until Hen-
nisey had reached a point opposite him.
Then the truth slowly opened before him.

He had been the victim of his men, but,
een so, relief overcame all other emotions.

** Hennisey,” he gasped, ‘“ where you go-
il’:g?'y

“ After me polishing rags, sir, for the
engine.”

*What was that come downstairs ahearl
o’ you?”

Hennisey turned, interrogation written
upon his uneven features.
** Ahead of me, sir?”

** That’s what I said.
ahead of you?”

** Nothing, sir, as I see. It wasn’t the—
he stuttered. ** It wasn't the spirit of that
poor dead cat again?”

‘“ Hennisey, it was that cat, and I don't
think it was a spirit either.”

“ Not his spirit?”

* No, I don't think so, and if you'll be so
kind as to come out in the alley, I'll make
sure.”

The reluctant Hennisey followed his
striding master to the alley. The ash can
stood as he had left it, and it was with fail-
ing heart that he witnessed Captain Kelly
walk directly to it.

What come down
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