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322 ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.
within a “ bowl of the mountains ” where she pathetically dreams of bringing about
the regeneration of the red race. But the little valley is rich in gold, and when that
fact leaks out the earthly paradise is immediately threatened. Whereupon Nahnya
sends her white lover from her, and <eals up the little valley forever.

THE HUNTRESS? pursues the biggest game of all—man. Bela, a girl living
among the Indians, learns that she is “ ‘'most white,” and instantly sets off to get her
a white husband. She has a wise mentor in Musq'oosis—little bear—whose advice,
however, she generally ignores. Coming to a camp of travelers on the lake, she satis-
fies herself that the despised ‘* cookie *’ is the est man among them, and carries him
off. Cookie, being a lad of spirit, objects most strenuously.

THE FUR-BRINGERS* was written in 1g14. While telling another romantic
tale of the north, it has the further object of zhowing that monopoly is as great an evil
in the wilderness as elsewhere. The Indians in the vicinity of Fort Enterprise revolt
against the intolerable oppression of the ** company ” factor, and seek relief from a
voung ‘‘ free trader.” This story is painted on a large canvas. The fort is sacked,
and the admirable method of the Mounted Police shown, in putting down the rising.
The proud and passionate Colina Gaviller is in the end obliged to confess that her
lover, the free trader, is right, even at the cost of siding against her father, the factor.

THE FUGITIVE SLEUTH? represents a complete departure from the preced-
ing tales. In the streets of New York the author finds not only thrilling adventures,
but excellent fun. This atmosphere of gayety is characteristic of all the city stories.
A young artist caught in an inextricable web of circumstantial evidence, is obliged to
find the actual murderer, while he is himself hotly pursued. In solving the mystery,
he also wins the extraordinarily baffling girl who has tantalized him throughout. The
headlong action of the tale ranges through out-of-the-way streets. to Coney Island, to
Pimlico, to the Eastern Sho’ and back to New York again.

THIEVES' WIT,? in the story of that name is pitted against the sober common
sense of B. Enderby, a new and more human type of detective. The thieves are
organized in a gang with unexpected ramifications into high places. The particular
operation deals with the pearls of Irma Hamerton, the famous actress, and the unjust
suspicions that are cast on her handsome leading man.

THE CHASE OF THE LINDA BELLE? was written in New York in 1917 as
a relaxation from the cares of producing a play. It is the author's only sea piece so
far. A little Maine spinster—not too old to be interesting—revolting against the
tedium of life, invests her tiny patrimony in a small yacht, which she designs to hire
out to summer visitors. In her very first sailing party she gets more adventure than
she bargained for, and a wild chase ensues, that carries her down the coast, through
the populous harbor of New York, and into the secluded coves of Chesapeake Bay.

THE SUBSTITUTE MILLTIONAIRES was written in 1918 at Charlesgift. the
author’s seventeenth century house in tidewater Maryland. It is another tale of the
gorgeous hotels of Manhattan. and the quaint purlieus of that popular island. Jack
Norman, kicked out of his job, inherits eighty million dollars within the hour. But
a peck of trouble goes with the money. so Jack sets up one Bobo, a young actor, as the
millionaire, while he privately tackles the trouble. A score of the town’s picturesque
aspects are glanced at: a fashionable saloon: a wig-maker’s shop: a circle of anarch-
ists, et cetera. Jack finds a foeman worthy of his steel in the redoubtable “ Mr. B."”
and a helper in the adorable Kate. .

THE OWL TAXI? in book form was Footner’s most outstanding success. As one
of our most prominent critics—Heywood Broun—said: ¢ At last a story of adventure
that is adventurous.” Tt is perhaps not better than some of the others, but it had a
very striking opening which stuck in people’s memories. The lopsided, clanking old
flivver from which it takes its name, is one of the most important characters: takes
part in the principal scenes, and is in at the death. The action deals with the
machinations of a gang of corrupt Central American politicians who attempt to
transfer their activities to New York, and there is one of Footner’s fascinating, obsti-
nate, red-haired heroines, who is part Latin, but mostly American.

ON SWAN RIVER, 0 written in New York in 1919, is a return to the lovely sum-
mer land of the Northwest. It tells a moving tale of twin half-breed youths, one of whom
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He crushed her to him and pressed his
cheek against her hair. The warmth of her,
the fragrance of her, intoxicated him.

“ T have always known that it would be
like this,” said she. ‘ That’s why I have
waited. And now—I'm glad. It’s been
worth while if to-morrow we don’t repent
to-night’s madness.”

“ Repent?” he repeated, laughing. And
he kissed her neck, her throat, her shoul-
ders.

She freed herself suddenly, fiercely, and
stood away from him, panting. Her eyes
were bright; they flamed. Her lips were
parted. Her bosom heaved beneath the
folds of gauzy stuff.

“T must go,” she cried. “1I am fright-
ened.” And turning swiftly, she fled down
the long white aisle between the nodding
roses that seemed to reach out and brush
against her as she went. But even as she
turned, she looked back once over her
shoulder, into his eyes, and cried:

“ To-morrow!”

It was like a promise.

1v.

VaN CLEVE arranged with his man to
have a note sent up to her on her breakfast
tray—this after a somewhat restless and
sleepless night—and he wrote:

Come down soon. Don't wait to make a
careful and elaborate toilet. You don't need
to. The others cannot compete with vou, in
any case—no matter how simply you're turned
out. So come soon, for pity’s sake! I am
lonely for you and there are millions of things
I want to sav! One of them is “I still love
you!l” M. V. C

To this, in an incredibly short time, came
an answer, scrawled in a big, rather careless
hand, on very heavy paper, monogrammed
in blue.

MosT ADORABLE:

What have you done to me? I did not
sleep a wink—not one! I, who have never
known an instant's uneasiness in my life. I
could not slecep—for the gnawing restlessness
within—which was a longing for you—for
your strong arms to hold me—and your lips
to crush mine. How dare you come into my
life like this—unsummoned—and in no time—
in a flash—become of the utmost importance
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so that all clse is dwarfed and rendered in-
significant? I resent it! But do not go
away! I could not bear that! I dare not
think what life would be without you, now
that—you have come.

I am writing this while my tub is running,
and Eloise is laying out my lingerie. It is
silvery-pink to-day—like peach bloom. White
lingerie faintly blushing from the contact of
my body—this body thrilling for the first time
with an eagerness—an ardor to run—to dance
—to speed across the intervening spaces—to
where you are!

I, too, have millions of things to say to you—
but the sum and substance of all of them is
“T love you with all my heart, and with every
fiber of my being, and with every littlest
drop of my blood!” TUntil we meet again—
and always and forever yours,

GyPpsy.

He read it twice and slipped it into his
coat pocket, blushing crimson as his sister
came toward him over the broad veranda
where he was waiting.

“Don’t tell me she has begun writing
you already!” cried Connie in dreary
despair. “ Certainly, she has wasted no
time!”

“Who?” he asked as casually as he
could.

“ Gypsy, of course. She is one of our
most enthusiastic letter writers at all times,
and I must admit she does them rather well.
But to you—and so soon! It’s incredible.”

“ Whatever makes you think Miss Ger-
ould is writing to me?” he asked.

* Her stationery, which I am quite sure
I saw in your hands as I came toward you,
Bub dear,” smiled his sister. *“ Did you get
to know each other as well as that last
night in the drawing-room—or was there
perhaps a meeting, later on, in the garden?”

His telltale flush assured her that her
guess had hit home.

“ Ah—the garden,” said Connie. “1I
really must have burglar alarms for the pro-
tection of my masculine guests. She is too
lovely at those midnight trysts.”

“You talk as though she makes a habit
of midnight trysts,” he growled angrily.

‘ She does,” admitted Connie blissfully.
¢ Did vou think for one moment that you
were the first to inspire in her a mad and
overwhelming passion—that you were the
first to make love to her in my rose gar-
den?”
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affairs so often—and dreamed—and wondercd
—and been afraid. And now—all that un-
certainty is at an end—I am going to be
married in two weeks—to yox! I've prom-
ised! It's definitely settled! And I'm ecstati-
cally happy—incredibly happy—almost too
happy, my dear! Something is singing in my
heart! I feel as if nothing that has gone be-
fore has really happened. I have just begun
to live—mow! I was born—the instant your
eyes met mine yesterday—jyesterday! A thou-
sand vears ago.

I cannot even be troubled for fear your
love will not last! It has all been so—in-
evitable! I know you will adore me always
as I shall adore you—because—it was meant
to be.

With all the love my heart can hold,

Yours,
Gypsy.

She breathed a sigh of satisfaction as she
reread the note, and sent her maid to slip
it under his door. Then she fastened the
pink rosebuds in her corsage and descended
the stairs, star-eyed, radiant. And Van
Cleve’s eyes grew misty and his jaw set as
he stopped tying his tie to pick up the note
and read it. And he felt strangely weak
and unworthy, later on, as he came down
‘to find her waiting, and slipped his mother's
emerald on her finger. And they drank
their health at dinner, enthusiastically.
Cunard opening his very rarest wine for
the great occasion. But bets were laid on
the side that Van Cleve would never suc-
ceed in marrying her. Nobody ever had.

Next day, and many days to follow,
Gypsy motored into town to shop. Some-
times she carried Connie with her. Once
or twice she let Van Cleve come, in order
to get his honest and unbiased opinion of
a hat or a tailored suit. He entered into
these expeditions with joy and satisfaction.
He liked adopting a proprietary air before
people, liked calling her “ My dear,” very
casually, liked the intimacy of discussing
the things she would need for this or that
or the other occasion that they were to
meet together. And though he blushed
when it came to lingerie or negligees, stock-
ings or pyjamas, he reveled in them, as
she did. And he would be very solicitous
as the hours passed and he felt she must
be dropping from fatigue, and would insist
upon her resting, or having some tea, or
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driving in the park. But she always stoutly
resisted, declaring that she loved shopping
and never tired of it; and that if he in-
sisted upon marrying her on such short no-
tice, he must resign himself to getting a
weary and shopped-out bride.

There is a thrill about nest building, and
Van Cleve had never known it before.
Many bachelors do know it; but there
really never had been any other woman
who had appealed to Van Cleve that much
or in a way to inspire nest building. So
they looked at apartments, at odd mo-
ments, inspecting cuphboards and kitchens
with great care and mentally furnishing
them as they went along. And so they
were always discovering many tastes that
they had in common—which proved beyond
a shadow of doubt that they were destined
for each other. It would have been too
coincidental, otherwise, that they should
have similar likes and dislikes, reared in
different environments, miles apart. And
there was a charming game of pretending
that they were «/ready married—had been
married for vears, in fact, and had to con-
sider the comfort and convenience of little
Murray and little Gypsy—and sometimes
three or four others, if he felt in an expan-
sive mood.

Gypsy’s set, quite unused to this thor-
oughness of detail, began to wonder if she
was going through with it this time, after
all. It was no good asking her, because
they always had asked her, and she always
had replied indignantly that of course she
was! But in her previous engagements no
wedding preparations had actually been
started. They had been engagements of
longer standing, and the wedding date had
not been set. But this time the day was
selected, and people asked—and time was
passing.

“1 suppose,” observed Greyson, * she
has always meant to do it some time—and
she figures Murray as good a matrimonial
risk as she’ll get. But when you stop to
think that she is only twenty-three—ell,
vou wouldn’t have thought she’d have end-
ed her exciting career so soon! Would
you?”’

“ Nowadays,” said Mrs. Stanley, ¢ when
girls come out at seventeen—after a pre-





















OH, PROMISE ME!

sudden return to town, and speculation was
rife as to whether or not the scheduled wed-
ding would come off, after all. Mrs. Stan-
ley still wagered that it wouldn’t. Connie
said it would if Murray wanted it to, as he
always got his own way when he made up
his mind. The men doubted his ability to
dominate Gypsy until the roadster was seen
to approach. Then Gypsy's grim and
cowed look startled them. And they were
not so sure.

She announced at once that she had a
headache, and retired to her own room, de-
clining the eagerly proffered companionship
of all of the women present. So not one
was able to find out from /er what had oc-
curred; and all that Van Cleve said was
that Gypsy had been tired the night before
and quite unable to motor out, so he had
gone in to spend the evening with her at
the Lorings. But later on some one tele-
phoned Ada Lingard, and the news circu-
lated that tired out as Gypsy had been the
night previous, she had not been too tired
to dance with Teddy Newall at the Tent- -
and that no one had seen V'an Cleve in the
party.

But no one ventured to question Van
Cleve further. He had a look that warned
off inquisitive acquaintances. And neither

Connie nor her husband seemed able to cre- -

ate an opportunity for private confab with
him.

He spent the afternoon playing golf-—
and the evening at bridge, the calmest mem-
ber of the house party. And Gypsv did not
come down.

Alone in her room, she thought of a
dozen different ways out of her difficulty,
and abandoned them, one by one. There
seemed no way of preventing his lawsuit
and the publication of her letters—and she
simply could not bring herself to face that
contingency. Rather a thousand weddings
with a thousand men whom she did not
love!

So she went back to planning ways to
annoy and torment him. And one of the
ways she thought of was to carry on most
scandalous flirtations throughout her honev-
moon—with the most attractive men she
could find. And this pleasing picture re-
minded her that he was, after all, a very
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good-looking man, and an excellent
¢ catch ”—and that she would have infinite-
ly more money to spend, and more liberty,
and a much more firmly established social
position if she did marry him.

By the time she fell asleep she was quite
resigned to her miserable fate.

The wedding was set for high noon, and
Gypsy came down just in time for the cere-
mony—dressed in an amazing costume: a
white suit faultlessly tailored, a white cloak,
a jaunty little red hat, and red boots with
a Russian air about them. If she was be-
ing a martyr, it was plain that she was put-
ting a bold face upon the matter.

She beamed as they all crowded round
to congratulate her. She smiled up at Van
Cleve radiantly as the minister arrived, and
they took their places before the improvisesl
altar of palms. And her voice rang out al-
most triumphantly as she made her re-
sponse.

It was only when he kissed her passion-
ately, at the end, that her smile flickered
out, and her lashes hid her eyes.

Eventually the elaborate wedding break-
fast was over—and theyv were off in the car
amidst a shower of rice.

She relaxed in her corner after one swift
side glance at his rather stern profile.

“Married! Married! Married!” some-
thing was singing, over and over, inside her,
with terrible finality.

“T was thinking,” she said. as she had
planned—but her voice was not as steady
nor as casual as she would have liked it to
be. I was thinking—we might be rather
dull—just the two of us-—alone—together
—at the island. Don't you think we
might spend our honevmoon—somewhere
else?”

He turned and looked at her,

“We are not going to the island,” he
said.

She wet her lips, and asked, “ Where,
then?” seeing that he had no intention of
continuing.

“ We are going to the Plaza,” he said,
and then settled back, relapsing into
silence.

She opened her lips to continue her ques-
tioning, but changed her mind, as her eyes
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A BOOB THERE

ers just about to douse him with another
pail of water.

“Hold on! I'm all right,” he stam-
mered, starting to sit up.

But with the new consciousness of a split-
ting pain in his head and a sense of dizzy
weakness, he was glad to sink back again
to a recumbent position.

At the sound of his voice, Perkins stepped
quickly forward and looked down at him.

“ For the love of Mary Ann!” he ex-
claimed with an excellent assumption of
surprise. “If it isn’t Bob Moore?

“YVan!” he called back excitedly to the
lavatory where his partner was seeking to
stanch a bloodied nose. * \What on earth
were you fighting Bob Moore about?”

“T wasn’t fighting him,” returned the
somewhat muffled response. ‘“ He came
dashing in here without a word—aye, ves,
or no—and started to murder me. Must
be crazy in his head.”

“Yes: and you two crooks ’ll think I
am crazier still before I get through with
you.” Bob sat up again under the spur of
his grievance. “ You'll do no exploiting
of the Rawlinson tract, I can tell you that.
That’s mine!”

Van Carpen had come out of the lava-
tory, holding a wet towel to his face, and
was in time to hear the latter part of this
declaration.

He gave a start of feigned amazement.

“ By the seven sisters of Satan!” he
gasped as if a great light had suddenly come
to him. “So that’s what's eating you?
Do you mean to say that the Rawlinson
tract is that oil property you were singing
the long song to me about a night or two
before I left?”

“You know darned well it is, you dirty
highbinder!” Bob glared at him. “You
wormed out of me all the information you
could get under the pretense of friendship,
and then with that sweet-scented partner
of yours, deliberately started out to double-
cross me. But, by glory, you’ll find out—"

His voice trailed off into an involuntary
groan, and in spite of himself he reeled over
against the side of a desk. His burst of
excitement had brought on another spasm
of giddy nausea and started the wound in
his head to bleeding afresh.
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J. P. stooped over quickly and caught
him beneath the shoulders.

‘“ Here, bring a chair, somebody!” he
directed. “ And get him up in it. That
was a nasty clip I gave him over the head.”

He had one of the men fetch him water
and towels from the lavatory, and set about
washing out the cut and stopping the flow
of blood. Then, with bandages and anti-
septics for which he sent out to the drug
store, he deitly dressed the injury. As a
final touch of good Samaritanism, he drew
a bottle of hooch from his hip pocket and
gave his patient a generous swig.

Meanwhile Van Carpen was running on
with his voluble explanations.

“On the level, Bob,” he protested, “1
never dreamed that this was your proposi-
tion. To tell you the truth, I wasn’t listen-
ing to half vou said that night. You know
how it is yourself. A fellow hears dozens
of these a-million-while-you-wait schemes,
and lets ’em go in one ear and out the
other.”

Bob cocked a coldly skeptical eye at him
from under the bandage which J. P. was
twining about his head.

“And you expect me to believe that,”
he sneered, “ when you carried off my news-
paper to read up about the country out
here? If you weren't interested, why did
you do that; and why didn’t you send the
paper back as you promised to?”

“T did send your paper back. I didn’t
have a chance to bring it back on account
of leaving town so unexpectedly, But I
put it in the mail. As a matter of fact, I
never even glanced at it.”

“You didn't read my newspaper, and
vou didn’t listen to my talk?” Bob repeat-
ed with withering scorn. “ Funny how you
started right off the very next day to come
out here and jump my claim.”

“It is funny,” admitted Van Carpen;
¢ darnedest coincidence I ever heard of.
But I give you my word, old man, and J. P.
will tell you the same, that we had no more
idea of coming to Guadaljara City when we
left New York than we had of starting for
China.

“I'll tell you how the whole thing hap-
pened,” he ran on glibly. “ The morning
after I was talking to you, we got a tele-
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But the colonel seemed less amused than
disgusted. .

*“ It is just as I thought, gentlemen " —
he turned to J. P. and Van Carpen—" if
there was any swindling afoot, I think we
know who was up to it. Certainly, this
transaction with an unsophisticated working
girl has a distinctly fraudulent odor.

“ However,” he went on curtly,  the
thing isn’t worth wasting time over. If it
is any satisfaction to you gentlemen, I can
tell you that you needn't lose any sleep over
this deed of Mr. Moore's and his young lady
friend. They are welcome to all they can
ever get out of it. So far as you are con-
cerned, it is a scrap of worthless paper.”

CHAPTER VIIL
A BOOB THERE WAS.

BULL playing his last unhappy role
in the arena probably doesn’t mind
the swift, final thrust of the mata-

dor's keen blade half as much as he does
the pricking of the banderillos, the flaunt of
the mocking red capes in front of him, and
all the petty annoyances and insults that
have gone before.

Like El Toro poor Bob had come bolting
into the office of Van Carpen full oi fire an
fury: but his rush had been stopped, and
thereafter he had been baited anc badgered
and harassed until he was almost beside
himself. He didn’t quite understand how it
was heing done, but he burned with a sullen,
glowering resentment.

A quicker-witted person would have
sensed the game that Perkins and Van Car-
pen were playing, and probably have cir-
cumvented them: but Bob, never very
adroit at best, and with his head still ring-
ing from the rap it had received. only made
things worse for himself with every move
he tried.

He didn't cherish any hostility now to-
ward J. P. or his partner. Their specious
explanations seemed reasonable to him; he
was completely taken in by their surface
attitude of friendliness. Neither did he
blame Colonel Howland. Something was
wrong somewhere: but it must be the per-
versity of circumstances and his own bone-
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headedness. Tervently he cursed his rot-
ten luck. and even more fervently himself.
Had there ever been such an absolute jack-
ass?

And so poignant was this feeling of self-
abasement, so stung and fretted was he by
the rankling darts of misrepresentation into
which he had blundered, that when the col-
onel made his disclosure—slaving at one
stroke like the matador’s sword that struc-
ture of glowing, palpitating hopes which
had evolved from his interest in Jean's
scrap of paper—Bob scarcely felt a twinge.

It was over: his dream of a fortune. of
winning Iaith Howland—everyvthing. 1In a
way, it was a relief to know the complete-
ness of his shipwreck.

He listened almost apathetically as the
colonel went on to expatiate upon his state-
ment.

“You must understand, gentlemen.” the
old banker addressed himself ostentatiously
to Van Carpen and Perkins alone, “ that
this property we are discussing takes its
name from a former owner, Arthur Rawlin-
son, a fly-by-night promoter who invaded
this country some vears ago and left a wide
trail of fraud behind him.

“ Rawlinson bought it for little or noth-
ing, I have been informed, with the idea
of touting it as a copper proposition. There
are some outcroppings of copper on it, but
of no such character as to encourage gen-
uine development. It was sufficient, how-
ever, to serve as a bait for suckers,

“ Unfortunately for Rawlinson, though,
the copper fad collapsed just about that
time, and his suckers refused even to nibble.
He was left high and dry, with a busted
scheme and twenty thousand acres of desert
on his hands. It was idle for him to think
of sellingz. Nobody would have it at any
price.

¢ Still there never was a truer sayving than
that the devil looks out for his own. It was
only a few years until oil discoveries were
made in this section. and at once the Raw-
linson tract acquired a potential value.

“ Rawlinson, who had gone bhack East
and been pretty well trimmed on the stock
market, grabbed at the first offer made him.
But, as is somewhat a custom down here,
he did not sell the land outright.
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“ He gave instead a deed to twenty thou-
sand acres of oil placer ground, as we call
it; or, in other words, the exclusive right
to make borings anywhere on the tract, and
to extract the oil or other minerals that
might lie below the surface.

“ The surface itself he did not sell. The
purchasers, Job Cargill and certain asso-
ciates, did not care anything about that.
What they wanted was oil, and they spent
over two hundred thousand dollars trying to
get it before they quit. Other parties fol-
lowed them in the quest, but with no bet-
ter success. I hate to cast a wet blanket
on any expectations you gentlemen may
entertain: but it is an undoubted fact that
the Rawlinson tract is regarded down here
as a financial gravevard. Every quarter of
it has been drilled again and again, but it
has never vet vielded one drop of oil.

“ Eventually, through the failure of one
exploring company after another, the deed
to the twenty thousand acres of oil placer
around came into the possession of the
bank, and it is this which vou gentlemen
have acquired. You have the exclusive oil
rights in the property; and that, as I under-
stand, is what you want.

“ As to the surface ownership which Raw-
linson retained, although subject of course
to the provisions of the instrument he gave
Job Cargill, T have no personal knowledge.
From Moore’s story, though, he must have
transferred it to this manicure girl of the
same name; or it may be, and this is not an
improbability, that he has learned in some
way of your projected enterprise, and is en-
deavoring in some underhanded fashion to
horn in.

“In that case”—he eyed poor Bob
severly—* 1 can only hope that Mr. Moore
is an unwitting tool in the connection. My
advice to you, young man, is to cut loose
from such questionable associations. Go
back East, and forget your alleged half in-
terest in this barren waste of alkali dust.
If there is any value to the Rawlinson tract,
it lies underneath the soil. The only thing
the surface will ever produce is sand and
centipedes.

“ Are you gentlemen satisfied?” He
turned again to Van Carpen and Perkins.

“Oh, quite, colonel,” they replied in

3n

chorus. “ As we told vou before, your word
was all the guarantee we needed.”

“ Then 1 guess I'll be stepping back to
the bank. Remember "—he smiled at the
two—** Mrs. Howland and Faith are expect-
ing you to dinner at six o’clock. Don't be
late.”

He did not include Bob in the invitation,
or even speak to him again, but with a mere
stiff nod in the latter’s direction, passed out
at the door.

After a moment or two, Bob roused up
dejectedly, and muttering something about
going over to the hotel and getting into fresh
clothes, also took his leave.

J. P. and Van Carpen watched through
the window his somewhat unsteady progress
across the street until he had disappeared
inside the hotel entrance. Then retiring to
the rear of the office, they shook hands in
evident <atisfaction.

* Well, that’s that,” elatedly observed ].
P. ““He couldn't have played up to us
better if he'd been coached for it.”

*“Didn’t T tell vou that he was the big-
gest boob out of captivity?” Van Carpen
laughed contemptuously.

‘I begin to believe you. Gosh! Nothing
could have been rawer than the way vou
queered him with the colonel, and he never
tumbled to it for a second. Just sat there
and goggled at you like a duck in a thunder-
storm.”

* Sure. Tde’s solid ivory, I tell you, Why,
he hasn’t a suspicion now but what I've
been absolutely straight with him. It was
lucky, though, that vou mixed in when vou
did.” Van Carpen solicitously felt his in-
jured nose again. ‘ Like all half-wits, he's
as strong as an ox: and then, too, he took
me by surprise. I hadn’t expected him to
show up for a month yet.”

¢ Just as well that he did, all things con-
sidered. But how do vou suppose Cale
Northrup ever got on to what we were up
to, so as to warn him?"

The glow of exultation died out of Van
Carpen’s face at the question. He shook
his head, scowling.

*“That fellow is a regular bloodhound on
my trail,” he muttered darkly. * I've got to
get rid of him, or some day he'll get me.
I know a gunman in New York that—"












A BOOB

It was all that Van Carpen could do to
check the exclamation of amazement that
came bursting to his lips. Why had Mrs.
Howland called on Bob Moore? What had
she told him so to restore his spirits?

Dark doubts of his hostess began to dis-
turb Van's mind. Was che less guileless
than she appeared—merely playing him to
find out what he was up to?

But he let no hint of these inner ques-
tionings show on the surface.

“ Mrs. Howland, eh?” he repeated.
“What did she have to say?”

“Oh, nothing very much. She didn't
stay long.” -

Bob had started in to tell the story t
Van Carpen as a joke on himself, but it
struck him on second thought that the epi-
sode was reallv more embarrassing to Mrs.
Howland, and he decided to keep silence.

Not another word would he say in regard
to the matter; and this of course only con-
firmed Van Carpen's belief that something
of great advantage to Bob had been di-
vulged at the interview.

In that case it became more than ever
important that Bob should become hooked
up with J. P. and himself, without delay.

So, after one or two more fruitless at-
" tempts to unlock the sealed lips of his com-
panion, he dropped the subject and started
in on the tack which he had previously out-
lined to Perkins.

All unsuspicious, Bob was easily led to
reveal in response to artful inquiries that he
had seventy-five thousand dollars actually
pledged for the exploitation of his scheme.

“ But of course,” he sighed with momen-
tary depression, “ all bets are off now on
that score.”

“Don’t be too sure of that,” returned
Van Carpen. And then he proceeded with
just the proper tinge of sentiment to ex-
plain how he and J. P. couldn’t stand to
see an old pal * go Mulhooly,” and so were
willing, even though it was like giving away
zold dollars, to let Bob in on their enter-
prise.

Bob was deeply touched—even if not so
deeply “ touched,” as Van Carpen intended
he should be later.

He inquired what they wanted him to
do?

THERE WAS.
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“Well, I'll tell you,” said Van Carpen
smoothly. “1We'll put our two deeds to
the Rawlinson tract together, so that there’ll
never be any future question as to the own-
ership or control of the property. Then
yvou get vour parties in New York who have
pledged this seventy-five thousand dollars
to vou to turn it over instead to our corpo-
ration. You can easily show them that it
will be twice as much to their advantage;
for we know that we are going to strike oil;
with vou it was only guesswork. And vou
can hold their money. We won’t ask you
to pay over a cent of it, until we show
actual indications.”

“ Sounds good to me,” commented Bob.
“1 don’t know what anybody could ask
fairer.”

They had walked pretty well around the
town by this time, and were down by the
railroad station. Guadaljara City is one
of those thriving, up-to-date communities
of the West, with paved streets, a ** great
white way,” an art railroad station, and a
big electric sign back of it, reading:

THIS 1S GUADALJARA CITY
POPULATION IN 1930 WILL BE 50,000

Van Carpen pointed to the latter feature.

“ That’s wrong,” he said impressively.
“ The population inside of a year will be
over one hundred thousand, and it will all
be due to the prosperity flowing from the
Rawlinson tract. And you and I and J. P.
will be the big men of the place, Bobby.
I'm telling vou.”

He turned, and slapped the other on the
shoulder, adding:

“ 1t’s agreed, of course, old top, so far as
you are concernec?”

All Bob’s impulses were to say ves: but
he knew that he was slow-witted, and never
liked to give a definite answer on any sub-
ject without due thought.

“TN tell you,” he hesitated; “let me
have until to-morrow morning to think it
over.”

And so, with that understanding, they
separated; for it was now time for Van
Carpen to keep his dinner engagement at
the Howlands.

Bob went back to the hotel, his head in
a whirl. The somewhat indifferent dinner
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riding this way with Faith Howland, as her
silken ankles flashed back and forth among
the pedals, her slim, ungloved hands deftly
twisted the wheel, and her lithe, slender
body swayed toward him with each lurch
of the car, as a foretaste of heaven. Now,
it was something else yet.

On they flew over one of the desert trails
in what seemed to him an unending ride.
She was talking steadily; but in his self-
centered absorption Bob did not really hear
a thing she was saying.

Finally, though, it pierced through the
fog of his abstraction that she was seeking
to give him some advice.

“I don’t know whether he’s come after
you yet with an offer to take you in on their
proposition,” he caught her words: “ but
he will, putting it of course on the ground
of pure friendship. And, when he does, I
want you to turn him down, Bob; turn him
down hard.”

* Him?” Bob repeated bewilderedly.
“Who are you talking about?” :

She turned to give him a look of sur-
prise,

* Why, who else have 1 been speaking
about all this time but Van Carpen? You
haven’t been listening,” she accused.

“ Oh, yes: ves, I have,” Bob protested.
“ Only I wanted to get it straight. I thought
from the way the colonel talked this after-
noon that Billy was the original fair-haired
lad up at vour house?”

“Well, he is in a way, <o far as grandad
and grandmother are concerned,” she ad-
mitted; ¢ although I think he sort of slipped
a cog with granny to-night at that.

* By the way,” she broke in on herself
curiously, ¢ was she down at the hotel to
see vou this afternoon?”

* Why—er—yves.”

“What for, in Heaven's name?”’

* Well, she didn't just exactly say.
didn’t stay long.”

* But she saw you, didn't she?”

Bob was grateful for the darkness which
covered his blushes.

“ Er—yes,” he gulped: *‘ she saw me.”

‘“ Bob, vou are simply driving me wild
with curiosity. What on earth happened?”’

“ Why, nothing. She came to see me all
right; but I guess she must have changed

She
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her mind. She turned right around and
went away again without saying anything,
and Aunt Sally went with her.”

* Oh, Aunt Sally was along, was she?
Then, I'll find out from her. Van Carpen
wasn’t so lucky.”

“Van Carpen?”

“Yes. You'd evidently been as non-
committal with him as you have with me;
and so the sneak tried to pump it out of
poor gran at dinner to-night. ‘I under-
stand you paid a visit of mercy to my un-
fortunate opponent this afternoon, *Mrs.
Howland,” he said. ‘It cheered Moore up
wonderfully.’

“Well,” Faith giggled, “he plainly
struck the wrong key. Gran looked for a
minute as if she wanted to throw a soup
plate at him. She turned red as a turkey-
cock: then she got up and left the table.

‘“ But look here, Bob,” she shifted back
to her earlier trend: “if Van Carpen
learned about gran’s visit from you, the two
of you must have had a meeting after vour
fight?”

“We did. Took a long walk together.
He's white all right: didn’t cherish a bit of
bad feeling.”

“\White>” disdainfully.
ing snake!
tion?”’

“Why, ves; he did. A pretty generous
one, too, I'll say. But see here, Faith:
what’s got you down on Van? I thought
he hit it off with you in New York that
night lilze ham and eggs.”

“ Oh, I don’t deny.” she tossed her head,
“ that he can be agreeable enough. That
is a part of the stock in trade of every
bunco-steerer. As a mere passing acquaint-
ance, I didn't stop to question -what he
might be. But when he came out here, and
jumped your claim—"

Bob was a loyval soul. His confidence
once given to a man, he did not readily
withdraw it.

* Hold on there, Faith!” he interrupted.
“ You’re using some pretty strong language.
Just what do you know about Van Car-
pen?”

* 1 know he’s a crook!” she flung back at
him. ** I know that he and his partner are
out here to do you and everybody else they

“ That crawl-
Didn’t he make vou a proposi-
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take the trouble to correct it, nor to show
them the telegram from Jean. Why raise
a question, when he was morally sure that
as soon as the manicure arrived and he had
a chance to talk with her, everything would
be all right?

‘“ Come on,” Van Carpen was urging. “I
‘don’t want to stick around here all night,
chewing the rag. That clerk over at the
hotel is a notary. Let’s go over there, get
these contracts signed up and acknowledged
and then go home to bed.”

There really seemed nothing more to dis-
cuss; so yielding to the suggestion, they all
adjourned to the hotel and there with the
aid of the notary night clerk soon had the
agreement signed, sealed and delivered in
cue legal form.

“ And now you’re one of us,” Van Car-
pen grasped Bob’s hand. “ Our little D’A4r-
tagnan.”

*“ Not quite yet,” smiled Bob, with an at-
tempt to look shrewd. ** There’s still one
slight formality to be complied with; you've
got to show me oil on the Rawlinson tract.”

‘“ Don’t worry about that.” J. P. gave a
wag of the head. * We may show you a
good deal sooner than vou think.

“ By the way, Van,” he turned to his
partner as if struck by a sudden thought,
““now that Bob has signed up, why not take
him along with us to-morrow, and let him
see what we are doing out there?”

Van Carpen chot him a quick. startled
glance of inquiry. He seemed taken aback
for the moment. But J. P. covertly drooped
an eyelid to signify that he knew quite well
what he was doing.

“ We'll be starting pretty early,” he went
on. “You'll have to have your breakfast
and be ready by seven o'clock at the latest.
But if you care to make the trip, I think
you'll be interested. Youwll find at least
that we're losing no time in starting opera-
tions.”

“ Count me in,” Bob promptly agreed.
“ But since, as you say, we've got to make
an early start, I guess I'll call it a day and
turn in.”

*“ Same here,” assented Van Carpen with
a vawn. ‘“Come on, J. P. So long then
until morning, Bobby, old top, and pleasant
dreams.” And they separated.
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Up in his room, Bob wasted little time
in getting into bed. He had had a some-
what crowded day, mentally, morally, phys-
ically and emotionally; and his different
experiences had come so fast, one on top of
another, that he felt as he did after his test
for the aviation service, when strapped in a
chair he had been twisted and turned and
whirled until he lost all sense of altitude or
direction.

Nothing stood out very clear to him, or
in proper perspective. His brain felt jum-
bled. Even the blasting of his hopes in re-
gard to Faith Howland was more a dull ache
at his heart than the poignant pain he would
have expected. He knew that he would
feel it terribly later; but just at present it
was tangled up with the sting of cactus
thorns and the crash of the chair over his
skull and all the other material and spiritual
afflictions which had befallen him.

For the moment his one overpowering
sensation was that of a great fatigue; and
his head had hardly touched the pillow be-
fore he was off into a heavy, dreamless sleep
which lasted unbroken, until a pounding at
his door at 6: 30 in the morning brought him
back to consciousness.

Had he been more wakeful, had he per-
chance looked out of the window, he might
have discovered that in spite of the yawns
of Van Carpen and J. P. and their professed
purpose to seek their couches a light still
burned in the office of the oil company
across the way, and that both partners were
there busily engaged in telephoning.

Had he been able to follow these tele-
phone messages to their desination, he
might have found that they called out cer-
tain rough and sinister looking men, and set
in motion a lot of varied activities. He
might have seen two or three big trucks
loaded up with a lot of old junk in the way
of material and machinery, and sent speed-
ing away to the Rawlinson tract.

Also, had he looked from his window in
another direction, over toward the court-
house. he might have seen a messenger come
dashing there about three o’clock in the
morning to rouse up the sheriff, and he
would have seen that official with a hastily
cathered posse start off in three automobiles
for the desert.
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--tell me. There’s a suit ye made fer thot
blaggard Horton. White-an’-black checker-
board stuff it is, loike a harse-blanket. D’ve
rimimber it? Ye do?> When did ye de-
liver it?”

There was a pause, presumably occupied
by McShane in looking up the desired date.
‘Then Phelim spoke again.

“ Yes—I'm still here—listenin’. On the
fourth of this month, ye say? Then tell
me somethin’ more, Patsy. Did annything
happen to that suit, do ve happen to know?
I mane, did Horrton tear it or stain it or
annything, so ut couldn’t be mended good?
How’s that? He gave it away for no ray-
son at all? How d’ye know? He wint to
vou—the man Horrton gave it to—to have
ut althered. Well, did ye alther it? Why
not? Ye didn’t want to bother to do a
quick job fer the loikes av him, so ye sint
him to the little Jew around the cormer?
Who was the guy, annyway! did ve know
him? Good God!”

Phelim hung up the receiver and turned
to Aunt Sophronia.

“ The man that wore thim clothes—the
guy what was in ould Pether’s house—was
Jimmy Wilson!” said he.

CHAPTER XVI
FLICKERING OUT.

HAT could it mean? \Why had
Horton given an expensive suit of
clothes to Jimmy Wilson, old Lib-
by’s son? Why had jimmy gone to Peter’s
house? Why had he run away when seen?
These and a score of other questions re-
mained unanswered. Of one thing Aunt
Sophronia herself felt sure: Jimmy had not
aune into Peter’s cottage with the intention
of setting it on fire, and with this opinion
both Phelim and Jack were inclined to
agree. What had to be done, and why?
Those were the questions that must be
answered. To answer them, of course, Jim-
my himself must be produced. But where
was Jimmy?
Tt did not at first seem as though this
question would be a difficult one. Upon
comparing notes, however, no one there

could recall having either seen or heard of -
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him for several days. No one, in fact, had
thought of*him; there were too many things
more important than the whereabouts of
Jimmy to occupy their minds.

*“ But niver moind, ma’am,” said Phelim,
rising. “ Though I mind, now I come to
think about it, that I've not seen him in me
place, it can’t be harrd to thrace him.
Dinny, me head bartender, will know
where he lives, loike as not. Annyway,
somebody will know. I'll go and have
him hunted up, ma’am, an’ let ye know.
Sure it ought to be a simple thing.”

“Tll go with him.” Jack also rose.
“That is, if you don’t mind, Aunt So-
phronia. I've got to do something, or I'll
go crazy—and I may be of use. Besides,
that newspaper—the one I said was hanging
fire—the Mercury—promised me an answer
this afternoon. So I’ll just get a bite of
lunch somewhere and finish up that business
before I get back.”

Aunt Sophronia nodded without speak-
ing, and he followed Phelim out of the
house. Aunt Sophronia sat buried in
thought.

Her dismal revery was ended by Peggy,
who opened the door, shuddered as her eyes
fell upon the spot where Creach’s body had
lain, and then, pulling herself together with
a fine show of indifference, delivered herself
of her message.

“ The nurse asked me to tell you that
there’s a change in Libby’s condition,” said
she. “ Whether it’s for the better or worse
she can’t tell. But she thinks that the doc-
tor ought to be called at once, Aunt Sophy.
Shall 1 telephone, or will you?”

“You,” answered Aunt Sophronia, rising
quickly. *“And tell him to hurry!”

She left the library even as she spoke. She
ran up the stairs and hastened along the
passage to old Libby’s room.

The change was slight. Aunt Sophronia
thought. Whereas the sick woman former-
ly had lain in a lethargic sleep, her sleep
was now troubled. Her head moved rest-
lesslv from side to side. She moaned a
little.

“Ts she in pain?” asked Aunt Sophronia,

anxiously. The nurse shook her head.
*“T don’t think so.” she replied. * Pa-
tients in her condition seldom are. It’s
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Still, such as it was, it served to recall Dun-
ning to the courage like that of the cornered
rat; which courage, for the moment, had
deserted him. He straightened, and
snapped his fingers with an assumption of
angry contempt.

“Good lord, O’Rourke, what devil's bluff
are you trying to slip over on us now?” he
cried. *“ What good on earth would it do
you even if those cases were reopened? But
they won't be—-they can’t be—and you
know it!”

If Phelim at first had won an advantage
in this verbal battle, the case was now re-
versed; his flank had been fairly turned—
his bluff called. He was not one of the
sort to surrender weakly. He would go
down to defeat still fighting, but he realized
that his fight was a losing one, for he was
now fighting in the dark. He smiled and
sniffed, as though with a supercilious con-
sciousness of knowledge that his adversaries
did not possess.

“So you—jyou, who calls yerself a law-
ver—says to me that them cases can't be
reopened!” he exclaimed.

“I tell you again that those old cases
against Allen wouldn’t do you any good if
they could be reopened,” repeated the dis-
trict attorney. ‘1 tell you also that they
can’t and won’t be reopened, and that you
know it just as well as I do.”

“They can’t be reopened?”

It was another voice that spoke—a voice
that made every man there gasp with sur-
prise. It was followed by the appearance
of Aunt Sophronia herself as, for the second
time in her life, she entered a saloon. In
one hand she held a sheaf of folded papers
which she had just extracted from her
black-satin reticule, and her  eyes, fixed
upon the luckless district attorney, flashed
like blue steel as she advanced toward the
table by which he was sitting.

“ They can’t be reopened?” she repeated.
“1If the missing testimony is found—if the
perjury can be proved because the per-
jured witnesses confessed—and swore to
their confessions—and if I have ‘those cen-
fessions here—you tell me that those trials
can’t be reopened? I always kmew, Wash
Dunning, that you’re not much of a lawyer
~-but you know better than that!”
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As she spoke, Aunt Sophronia laid the
sheaf of papers on the table. Prominently
to be seen on the uppermost paper was a
notarial scal. Instantly, with an oath,
Dunning reached for it. Phelim brushed
his hand aside, and picking up the papers,
gave them to Jack.

* Put those in yer pockut,” he said.
“We'll use thim later if we have to. But
I don’t think we will. Set down there,
Masther Jack, an’ dhraw up a bill av sale
of the Cowmrier—lock, stock an’ barrel—
plant, good-will an’ all else—from this man
Lysander Allen to you. Make out a check,
too. When vou’ve done our little fri'nd Allen
will sign the bill av sale an’ take the check
in payment. Just as soon as ye've done,
that’s what he’ll do.”

“Hell sign nothing!” cried Dunning,
half rising from his chair.

“Won’t he?” cried Phelim, as Jack sat
down and began to write.
~ He looked, not at Dunning, but at Allen,
as he spoke. Dunning also looked, and
saw plainly enough the reason for Phelim’s
grin: Allen’s face now expressed a state of
panic beside which his former fear was no-
where. No resistance to coercion was to be
hoped for from him. Dunning glanced
furtively around.

Aunt Sophronia watched the district at-
torney exactly as she would have watched
any other reptile which happened to be at
large in her presence. She saw Dunning
as he sprang from his chair, but had no
time to utter a warning. It was Dunning’s
own words that betrayed him.

“Tt’s blackmail!” he shrieked, darting
for the outer door. * Help—police!”

It is doubtful if his cries reached outside
those swinging doors. It is certain that
Dunning himself did not. Reaching grace-
fully forward, Denny caught his arm and
swung him backward into the capacious
hand of Phelim. -Catching him by both
sleeves, above the elbow, Phelim reseated
him in the chair he had just left. The chair
smashed under the impact.

¢ Set there!” growled Phelim.

Owing to the dispersal of the chair’s legs,
Dunning was sitting on the floor, but he
sat there obediently, notwithstanding. Per-
haps he was too much shaken to rise, and
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_herself—and therefore they were never
“told. ‘

“ Aunt  Sophronia’s
carry those wards,” admitted Jack.
there aren’t many of them.”

‘“ They’ll help. And then, yer father
and Masther Phil, bein’ people av good
standin’, bein’ framed by the gang, will pull
down any amount av votes t’rough pure
sympathy. But to think av Miss Sophrony
knowin’ all these things—as she must have
knowed! Ain’t she the wonder?”

Jack agreed that she was. He listened
attentively to Phelim’s swift and sketchy
outline of headquarters to be secured, lieu-
tenants to be enrolled, and the thousand
and one moves that had to be made in open-
ing a new campaign; and in this case had
to be made at once on account of the short-
ness of the time. But all through the con-
versation another question was continually
in the back of his mind, and when he rose
to go he brought it forth.

“ Phelim,” said he, “ I've learned some
things about this gang of political thugs
that we’re up against. I've seen the sort
of thing that they’re apt to do even to
people who haven’t specifically opposed
them, in order to gain their ends. But now
we're starting to fight them outright—and
T'm scared. Scared for Aunt Sophronia.
I don’t believe they’d hesitate even to do
bodily harm to her, if they thought it would
help them to win out against her.”

“T know mighty well they wudden't,”
answered Phelim, without hesitation. “ But
T’ve no fear for Miss Sophrony in thot way.
Suppose they did harrm her? What wud
happin? Why, their own men wud lynch
them, and the vote they'd get wud be as
little throuble to count as the Republican
vote in a South Car’lina local election. No;
ve can let yer moind rest easy, there.”

Somewhat reassured, Jack went home in
order to combine with his evening meal the
luncheon he had forgotten. Aunt Soph-
ronia’s household was more than ever sub-
dued in spirits that evening—and naturally
so. It was tired—very, and, besides, the
body of old Libby, lying for the last time
in the room where for so many years it was
accustomed nightly to lie, seemed to bring
the shadow of death very close to them all.

candidates could
“ But
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Jack’s fear for Aunt Sophronia’s safety,
despite Phelim’s. confident assurances, once
more began to stir within him. Still, he
resolved not to broach the subject of the
coming campaign that evening, nor to dis-
cuss it if he could help doing so. He soon
found that he could not help it. Peggy
had heard of this last move, and perhaps
the very sadness that had fallen on the
house rendered her more feverishly enthu-
siastic over the news even than she would
otherwise have been.

Aunt Sophronia insisted upon having a
full report of his conference with Phelim.
She made few comments while the report
was in progress. When it was finished, she
rose and laid her hand on Peggy’s shoulder.

“I'm going to send this young woman
to bed, Jack, dear, and I'm going there my-
self,” said she. ‘ There’ll be a lot to do
to-morrow—a lot to do every day. Usu-
ally T'll be in touch with you, but I can’t
be to-morrow until the afternoon. There’s
Libby’s funeral, and after that I want to
meet Dr. Gray at the train he’s coming in
on. So if there’s anything you want before
then—”

“ Not a thing in the world—except to be
sure that you won't wear yourself out,” he
answered.

“You can be sure of that,” she answered.
“It’s been a good many years since I began
to work and worry, and I'm not going to
begin giving out at my time of life. Good
night, jack, boy.”

She smiled, kissed him, and went up-
stairs. Peggy also smiled before leaving,
but though Jack considerately offered her
every opportunity, she omitted the remain-
der of the little ceremony.

Soon Jack also went to his rooms, but not
to bed. He felt that he could not sleep;
he had too much to think out and plan for
the following day. So far as the moming
was concerned, he need not fear for Aunt
Sophronia. Attending the funeral of an
old servant, and afterward meeting one’s
family physician at the station were as
nearly riskless activities as she could en-
gage in. ‘

Jack did not switch on the lights, but
seated himself in an easy chair by an open
windew, resting his feet on the sill. He
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in jig-toime—for to have all names printed
on the ballots. We’ll make our platform a
short one—three worrds—no more: ¢ Dac-
ency in Pollytics!” That’s all.”

“ Good!” assented Jack. ‘‘ But even so,
we'll have to get out some literature. We
can put up posters, mail circulars and send
out dodgers by boys, until we can get a
printing plant to going. The staff of the
Courier, now that their other jobs are tem-
_porarily gone, can attend to that sort of
work.

“ They can,” agreed Phelim. “ And they
will. T've sent for thim.”

“You did! But are you sure they’ll
come?”

« I am‘”

“ How do you know?”

‘“ Faith, Masther Jack, I made bould to
spake in your name. I tould thim their
wages wud be doubled whoile this worrk
lasted if they showed up an’ made good, an’
that ivery wan av thim wud be fired if he
didn’t. Also I have an opshin on a small
printin’ office. ’Tis not much av wan, and
" its owner was scared for to sell—but he’s
more scared not to; I seen to that. But
even so he wants twice what the thing is
werrth—four thonsand. Does he get ut?”

They were in the inner and private office
by this time. Without verbal reply, Jack
sat down and wrote a check and handed it
to Phelim.

“Let the lifeblood flow!" he cried.

Phelim did not understand this allusion.
But neither did he waste precious time in
idle curiosity. ¢ Dinny!” he roared.

Denny appeared as though by magic.

“ Take this check, get a lawyer, go buy
Samuel’s shop, chase it full av Cowurier
printers and then come back here to re-
port.”

The matter was settled.
ished even as he had come.
promptly arose.

Phelim, to quote his own expression, had
“played no favorites” in summoning the
Courier employees. The staffs, editorial,
business and other, all had been called on
and all came. With an administrative
ability and a quickness of decision hitherto
unsuspected even by himself, Jack took
charge of the campaign, so far as the lit-

Denny van-
Other matters
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erary and business aspects were concerned,
assigning heads of departments and sub-
departments.

So the hours passed. It was only oc-
casionally that Jack found time to note
their flight. These were occasions when a
desire to confer with Aunt Sophronia
caused him to think of her, and a thought
of her always implied one of Peggy, as well.
He hoped that the latter had been spared
the necessity of attending poor Libby's
funeral. There was quite enough to de-
press her, he thought,' without having -to
undergo that ordeal.

But Jack’s hopes in that regard were
vain. All her life, Peggy had loved Libby
only less than did Aunt Sophronia herself,
and never for a moment dreamed of failing
to pay this last tribute of affection and re-
spect. She and Aunt Sophronia had seen
Libby’s coffin duly laid in the little grave-
yard near a farm upon which Libby was
born. Then Peter turned the heads of his
fat horses toward the railway station, which
stood on the flat lands between the Town-
ship and the city proper.

It was not the usual carriage which had
been used on this occasion, but the great
coach of ceremony, only a trifle smaller
than some dwelling houses, and only a lit-
tle younger than Aunt Sophronia herself.
This coach always had been sacred to wed-
dings and funerals. The thought that
passing years might have rendered its pon-
derous antiquity somewhat conspicuous in
the eyes of irreverent observers was one
that had never crossed Aunt Sophronia’s
mind. ‘

At the station Aunt Sophronia met Dr.
Gray and rode back with him in his limou-
sine.

Pegav. in the old coach, was driven to
the City Prison, for it had been arranged
that she should visit Mr. Ayres and her
brother, should take them the cheering, if
somewhat astonishing, news of their recent
nominations, and should also explain Aunt
Sophronia’s absence.

The streets through which the equipage
had to pass were filled with children, more
or less ragged and dirty, at play. They
shouted derisively at the -old coach as it
passed. Peggy noticed it only subcon-
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excitedly. “ And there, no doubt, you found
something which you pieced together?”

Inspector Cortelyou Jaughed. * No, no!”
he said. “ And I'm glad I didn’t—it takes
a long time to piece scraps of letters to-
gether. No—I found two letters, enveloped
and sealed; one of them was stamped for
post, the other was not. The stamped en-
velope was addressed to the manager of the
Stelford Banking Company, Limited; the
other to Mr. Marshall Stead. That one was
indorsed: ¢ To be handed to Mr. Stead on
his arrival.’”

“ Go on—go on!” said Quinton eagerly.

“1 took it upon myself to open those
letters,” continued Inspector Cortelyou.
* The one to the bank was a brief letter of
a few lines; that to Stead was a lengthier
document, and it contained a Bank of Eng-
land note for one hundred and fifty pounds.
And in those two letters, Mr. Quinton, un-
less my professional experience is at fault, I
learned what I believe to be the truth of all
this strange mystery.”

“ And that is—"’ said Quinton.

“ That Stead is a consummate scoundrel,”
answered Inspector Cortelyou, ambiguously.
“ 1 won't say more at present. But I have
copies of the letters in my pocketbook. I’ll
read them to you.”

Drawing out his bulky, much-worn
pocketbook, the detective produced and un-
folded two sheets of paper. ¢ This,” he
said, “ is the letter to the bank manager. It
runs:

“ Mannersley Castle, June 2, 199—.

“ DEAR SIR:

“Until T call upon you personally, which

I shall do within the nest three days, be

pleased not to honor any check drawn upon

my private account bearing date later than

May 238 inst.

* Yours faithfully,
“ RopERT M ANNERSLEY!

¢« And this,” he continued, ‘“ is the letter
to Stead, from the same address and of the
same date. It’s a sad letter, in my opinion.

“ DEAR MARSHALL STEAD:

“ Although I telephoned to you requesting
you to call here to-night. I feel that I cannot
cee you, and T am therefore writing this note,
which will be given to you. ¥ have suddenly
discovered by accident, but on the most indis-
putable evidence and surest proof, that you
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have forged my name to a check for seven
hundred and fifty pounds. There is no doubt
of your guilt, and my discovery has led me to
a train of sad thought. I am not sure whether
the hand which forged this check may not
have been the same which forged that in re-
spect of which my unfortunate nephew has
suffered.

“For the sake of your dead father and
mother, I cannot bring myself to prosecute
you. But you must go. I inclose a bank note
—why, I don’t know, for I daresay you have
feathered your nest well. Go at once—any-
where—and try to be honest because I have
been merciful. 1 felt for you as a father, and
I am trying to act as your own father would
have acted—mercifully.

“ ROBERT MANNERSLEY.”

Inspector Cortelyou folded up these
papers amid his own and his companion’s
silence. Each man felt as if he had listened
to a voice from another world.

“If Miss Mannersley hears that letter,”
said Quinton at last, ¢ it will almost break
her heart.”

“ Aye, sir, but it will soon be mended,”
answered the detective. ‘¢ Joy is stronger
than sorrow, and love than grief. And now
I must get on with my duty. You’ll see and
hear more before the day’s over.”

Then he went forward on his mission, and
Quinton turned back to the village.

CHAPTER XVIIL
ANOTHER MYSTERY.

HE woman in whose house Stead
lodged—an old-fashioned farmhouse,
which was one of the few ancient

abodes left in the valley—looked askance at
Inspector Cortelyou when she answered his
knock at her front door.

His rusty tall hat, his unusually old-fash-
ioned garments, his Mrs. Gamplike um-
brella, made her consider him a suspicious
character, and she only opened the door to
the extent of a very few inches as she in-
spected him.

“ Good morning, ma’am,” said the detec-
tive blandly and genially. “1It is a beauti-
ful moming. Mr. Stead, of course, is not
at home?”

“ No, he isn’t,” answered the landlady.

¢ Just so, ma’am,” said the inspector., ‘I
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make something out of this, if only he could
regain his liberty. But the walls of his cell
were as thick as those of the old castle, to
all appearances. The window was a mere
pane of dull glass covered with iron bars.
The door looked as if it would never open
again under any circumstances. Obviously,
Mr. Stead was in what is vulgarly called a
tight place; but being philosophic, he sat
down on his stool—which was all that was
provided to sit on—and considered matters.

And, after all, he reflected, with a species
of interior mirth, they could not get at his
money. He had always had too much sense
to keep any considerable sum of money in
any local bank. Beyond a sum of about a
hundred and seventy pounds lying at call in
the bank not twenty vards away from where
he was sitting, a captive, all his worldly
wealth was in London and elsewhere—in
other names.

If he could only get out and get away
from Mannersley— He felt inclined to
curse or to kick himself for not clearing off
immediately after the scene with Phillipa.
But how could he know what was coming?
Even now he could not understand how
these confounded people had found out.

While he sat there meditating, the door
of his cell, after the loud turning of a key,
was suddenly opened, and a young con-
stable, whom Stead remembered as a boy,
looked in upon him somewhat shamefaced-
ly. Stead saw that this youthful person
was full of amazement and wonder to find
the cashier of Mannersley Mine, the church
warden of Mannersley Church, locked up
like any common drunk or casual criminal.
Indeed, from force of habit, the policeman
touched where his helmet should have been.

* Beg pardon, sir,” he said, “but the
superintendent he said as how I was to ask
vou if you'd like some dinner ordered in
from somewhere, I could slip across to the
Grapes, sir, and get you a chop or some-
thing, if vou like.”

“Yes,” answered Stead. He put his
hand in his pocket, in which they had left
him such cash as he had about him, and
drew out half a crown.

“ Yes, I should like a chop and potatoes
and a little cheese and a glass of ale. Get
yourself a drink with the change.”
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“ Thank you, sir,” said the officer, taking
the money. “ Sorry to see you in this place,
Mr. Stead,” he added, with a clumsy at-
tempt at sympathy.

“It's all a foolish mistake, for which
somebody will have to pay heavily,” replied
Stead. “ By the bye, is Mr. Illingworth
anywhere about?”

“ No, sir,” said the officer. ‘ There’s
nobody about just now but me and Con-
stable Stevens in the office — they’ve all
gone to dinner. Is it anything Stevens
could do, sir?” .

“No, no, it doesn’t matter,” answered

Stead. “I only wanted to ask Mr. Illing-
worth a question. I'll see him this after-
noon.”

The young officer went away, promising
to bring the chop as soon as possible, and
Mr. Stead resumed his meditations. What
a thing it was, he thought, to be so near
liberty and yet so far from it, and what a
difference a locked door made! If only he
could get outside that door!

And then a sudden thought came to Mr.
Stead, which made him jump from his stool
and begin to pace the narrow confines of
his cell with rapid strides. He knew the
exact geography of the police station, for
he was friendly with the architect who built
it, and had often been over it with him in
the process of building. He knew that the
cell in which he had been placed was the
last of a series of four in a passage which
terminated with a door at the back of the
police station; if he could once get out of
his cell into that passage the opening of
the door would be a simple matter. And
once outside—

The thought of liberty, even though he
had only lost it for little more than an hour,
was so alluring that it braced his nerves like
a strong tonic. He buttoned up his coat
and prepared for action, reckoning up his
plan of campaign. To leave that cell was
the thing, but to leave the young constable
within it was the step to be achieved. Once
out of the cell he would be safe—for a
while. Constable Stevens in the office in
front would know nothing and hear nothing
—for a while. He would try.

The young constable was coming back at
last. Stead heard his feet on the flagged
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THE DOUBLE CHANXCE.

floor of the passage. He took up a position
behind the door, and braced up all his nerve
and strength. He heard the rattle of glass
and silver on the luncheon tray; he heard
the key turned in the lock. He knew that
the officer was leaving the key in the lock,
and that, being encumbered with the tray,
he was pushing the door open with his knee.

In another instant he appeared—and in
that instant Stead leaped upon him, sent
him and the tray rolling in hopeless con-
fusion on the floor of the cell, darted out,
turned the key in the lock, and in another
minute was outside the rear of the police
station.

He stood for a moment to regain his
breath, and then, pulling himself into his
usual cool and calm manner, and following
out the plan which he had determined upon,
he deliberately turned the corner of the po-
lice station, and, emerging into the main
street, walked boldly into the little local
bank, which occupied the next building.
Just as he had surmised, there was nobody
there but a clerk, who greeted him in all
innocence.

“ Good day,” said Stead, replying to the
youth’s salutation. ‘I want some gold,
and I find I've forgotten my check book.
Just give me a blank form, please.”

His hand was quite steady as he wrote
out a check for one hundred and fifty
pounds, and he chatted pleasantly to the
clerk as that sum was counted out and
handed over. He dropped the two paper
bags into which he had directed the gold.to
be put into his pockets, and with a quiet
farewell walked calmly out of the bank and
into the main street again.

“Lucky for me it’s dinner time,” he
thought. * That’s step number two. Now
for number three.”

Mr. Stead’s step number three was to
walk round the corner of the bank, and to
make a sharp turn into a cul-de-sac of red-
brick cottages which lay at its rear. There
was not a soul to be seen in the forlorn lit-
tle street, and without a moment’s hesita-
tion he went straight to one of the first
houses, and, dispensing with the ceremony
of knocking, opened the door and walked
in,

This cottage was one of several which be-
- 8A
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longed to Stead in Mannersley. It was a
typical miner’s cottage, baving a living
room in front, a kitchen at the back, and
two sleeping chambers upstairs. Such a
cottage, in the hands of home loving and
careful tenants, not overburdened with chil-
dren, could be kept neat and clean, as was
the case with the great majority of the cot-
tages in Mannersley.

But this cottage was tenanted by one of
Mannersley’s greatest ne’er-do-wells — a
miner who was known by no other name
than Dogger Tandy, probably because,
whatever the state of his worldly affairs
might be, he could always show a good
greyhound, which he fed on mutton chops
while his unfortunate wife munched a dry
crust. And Dogger Tandy was in Stead's
debt, and was a desperado, and his cottage
was handy, and Stead was a firm believer
in the saying that if you want to hide the
best hiding place is next door to the man
who is seeking you, and so to Dogger Tandy
he came.

When Stead walked in it was to survey a
scene which, if not absolutely squalid, was
sordid in the extreme. The carpetless liv-
ing room, though not destitute of furniture,
was nearly so, and there was scarcely an
article which had not suffered such primitive
repairs as can be effected by tying up
broken limbs with string or driving a nail
through parts where nails should not be re-
quired.

A primitive meal of bread, cheese, and
pickled onions was set out on a clothless
deal table, and was flanked by a can of ale.
There was an odor of onions, of cheese, of
acrid tobacco smoke in the place that smote
keenly on Stead’s nostrils. For one mo-
ment a sense of degradation in having to
seek shelter in such a house smote him, but
it left him just as quickly. He closed the
door behind him and faced the occupants
of the cottage. *

Dogger Tandy, a big, bony, red-haired,
sharp-eyed, sharp-nosed man, with a thin
beard and ragged mustache, through which
protruded ugly yellow fangs of teeth, sat
on one side of the table with a greyhound
at his knee. He was eating bread and
cheese with a clasp-knife, and now and then
applying his lips to the ale can.
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at the kitchen window and pointed at a
heap of refuse in the alley behind the house.

“ Do your eyes see what mine do?”

June nodded, ‘¢ Yes, but—"

“ Well,” he interrupted, *‘ unless I'm mis-
taken, that yellow card out there is a Scarlet
Fever sign taken down from the house in
back of us yesterday morning. Now, you
follow my idea, I hope. The gods have
given us just what we need. I'm going to
get that sign, and tack it up on the house.

*“ Then, when aunty arrives, I'll walk her
past, point to the sign and say you’re sick
in bed. Result: aunty goes to the hotel,
and of course pays her own expenses there.
Then, when I assure her that the case isn’t
serious, she’ll go right home and we won’t
be bothered for a month or two. And inside
a month, I'll surely have that job with the
water company; it may not mean much
money at first, but it 'l be something—"

Aspinwall said no more, After planting
an enthusiastic kiss on June’s surprised lips,
he hurried out the back door, without even
bothering to take off his apron. A few min-
utes later he returned with the sign.

“This,” he remarked, holding it up to
his wife for inspection, *“ is quite the alliga-
tor’s adenoids.”

June smiled. ‘It looks quite official, all
right—especially down there where it says
all about ¢ warning’ and ‘ twenty-five-dol-
lars fine.” That ought to keep aunty away,
if anything will.”

He laughed as he divested himself of his
apron. “ Now, my dear,” he said, “ if you’ll
come out on the porch with me I'll put this
right up.”

It was perhaps ten minutes later that
Arthur Aspinwall kissed his wife good-by
and set off for his office, whistling blithe-
fully. This business of going to his office,
every day, was becoming more and more an
empty formality. Six months out of law
school and six months into matrimony had
meant so far nothing but bills. As he ex
pressed it to a friend, “ he sat in his office
in front of the telephone, day after day, but
no one had called up to offer him a case.”

When Aspinwall inserted his key into the
frosted glass door of his office on the third,
and top, floor of Bryon’s newest office build-
ing, A. D. 1880, he involuntarily threw out
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his shoulders with a little show of pride. It
tickled his vanity just the least little bit to
sec his name there in large black letters.

Once inside the office and seated in a
comfortable chair, he rolled a rather emaci-
ated cigarette. He had long since given up
the practice of smoking the fat, senatorial
cigars he liked so wgll at first. The pale
smoke from the cigarette encircled his head
in a blue wreath.

There were times when it had begun to
occur vaguely to Aspinwall that perhaps
Bryon, with its ten thousand inhabitants,
was not exactly the place for a young man
who had concentrated chiefly in corporation
law. The small town idea had been one of
his aunt’s pet notions, though, and he had
realized that he had to do what she wanted
if he were ever to expect anything more
of her.

She said it gave a man a chance to show
what was in him—if he accepted the New
York offer with an established firm he would
be nothing more than a cog in a wheel. As-
pinwall smiled whimsically, there might be
some truth in her statement, but on the
other hand, cogs never went hungry or did
without luncheon in the middle of the day
because they couldn’t afford it.

It was at a little after three that Aspin-
wall was startled from his reverie by a knock
at the door. He sat up hastily and brushed
the ashes from his coat. He almost hated
to hope that the knock would mean a client,
for he had been disappointed so often. Still,
he reflected, it didn’t sound exactly like a
bill collector’s knock.

“ Come in,” he called, settling back at
his desk over a pile of papers in the attitude
of profound reflection.

The door opened and a youth in a blue
uniform entered the room.

‘“ Special delivery letter,” he said.

Aspinwall sighed. He signed for the let-
ter, and ripped it open.

After he finished reading it he let loose
a series of expletives.

The letter was from his aunt, and it
ended:

. And although I always had the idea
that you would make good, these overtures
from the water company make me certain, for
large corporations always choose good men.
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THE DOOM DEALER.

of perspiration had gathered on Cliff's brow
and be wiped them away unsteadily. * It
was my fault! Luce asked me why I
hadn’t cleaned out that damned cellar! I
didn’t look down there last night when I got
back, but I opened the door and listened.
When I heard snores and low muttering 1
thought everything was all right; that our
man was asleep and the two guards talking
together. They acted oddly this morning,
surly and furtive and would scarcely touch
their breakfast when I called them up, one
after the other.

“ I didn’t suspect the truth, for they took
some food down, supposedly for that fellow,
but I thought they were turning ugly and
rebellious—1I told George they were getting
enough of the job two days ago—so I got
my revolver and kept it handy. It wasn't
long before 1 heard a scraping noise at one
of those boarded up cellar windows and I
covered it just in time to prevent them
from making a getaway.

“ They would have finished me, I imag-
ine, if 1 hadn't taken them by surprise. But
they’re a couple of cowardly rats and when
they saw the game was up I got the truth
from them. While I was away last night
they explored the cellar and found some
demijohns of hard cider. Long before I
got back they must have been dead to the
world; it was their snoring and muttering
that I heard.

“ They swore to me that the last they
knew our man was lying there securely tied
hand and foot. This morning when they
woke up he had disappeared. The ropes
that had bound him were left in a frayed
heap beside the rusty, broken blade of an
old saw and some boards loosened at that
window through which I found them trying
to escape.

“I'm inclined to, believe them, for their
chief fear seems to be of Pink-Eye’s dis-
pleasure. When I promised to put in a
word for them with you they submitted
willingly enough to being tied up in place
of their former charge until I could get in
touch with you. I take it that they want
to get as far from Pink-Eye’s reach as pos-
sible. Though he’s running straight with
the police and the higher politicians half
the crooks in town are under his thumb
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and they’d give short shrift to any one who
double-crossed his friends, among whom we
seem to have the honor of being. It’s a
safe wager they won't talk if we let them
go, but that’s small consolation now. What
are we going to do?”

“Work fast.” Henry rose and took a
wallet from his pocket. “ Mr. Dilworth,
can any express trains for the West be
flagged at the junction that won’t stop to
let off passengers this side of—Cleveland,
say??’

Dilworth nodded.

“ Tl give you a note to the station-
master—there’s one due at noon.”

T wish you would, please.”

Then as Dilworth wrote hastily and
handed over the order Henry added:
* Here, Cliff, vou and Phil can just about
make it without being run in for breaking
the speed regulations. Get those two guys,
frisk them for gats, see that they haven't a
cent in their jeans and put them aboard
that train with one-way tickets. Then send
Phil back to me at the hotel with the car.
Don’t you show up in this town again to-
day, but meet us to-night out at the Millers-
town cemetery at ten o’clock. Thank the
Lord there’ll be no moon!”’

Cliff and George looked at each other
and then the former departed as Dilwarth
exclaimed:

** The cemetery!”

“Yes. I can't explain to you now what
has happened nor what it means to us, but
it has forced our hand. You said you
would do anything for Miss Wyatt, sir. Are
you prepared to be a party to a highly il-
legal proceeding? Your presence isn’t ab-
solutely necessary, but being a well-known,
reputable citizen of this town vou may be
valuable as a witness later if my hunch—if
my hypothesis is correct.”

“I’ll go just as far as you will, gentle-
men!”

Dilworth’s ruddy face had paled, but he
spoke with dogged determination. “ You
intend to—to exhume—”

“T intend to find out to-night once and
for all whether Ogden Ronalds was mur-
dered! We can't afford to wait for an offi-
cial permit, for one of us may be in des-
perate danger. Even if what I suspect is
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iety was plainly manifest upon his counte-
nance.

His distraction appeared to communi-
cate itself to the medium even in his trance
for a change of expression flitted for a sec-
ond over the solemnly judicial features, and
the vacant eyes turned in an instantaneous
flash of keenly alert questioning in the di-
rection Henry’s attitude indicated. The
next moment, however, his rounded, reson-
ant tones filled the room once more.

“ To those who have passed on yet linger
because they have a mission to fulfill, the
curtain of the past is lifted, and that to
which no living witness can bear testimony
is revealed as though enacted again in the
presence of those who are gathered together
in earnest search for the truth. I see three
men who have trafficked with this purveyor
of sham death, but your minds are fixed
upon one only, the last. As your will has
called me back, so your thoughts have en-
abled me to lift the veil. A strange scene
is before me, beneath this very roof; a
strange scene leading to others far more
strange, more tragic in their import. Shall
I disclose the vision?”

He paused, but no one responded, for
Henry sat as though he were himself en-
tranced, anxiety deepened to poignant dread
upon his face. The medium’s tones were
raised slightly with a faint suggestion of
very human asperity.

“Would you know more, you seekers
aiter truth? Shall I reveal unto you that
which I see?”

“ Don’t you think that this has gone far
enough?” Dr. Weir looked beyond Dil-
worth to the judge. * The man is suffering
from a form of dementia, and as a physician
I can assure you that he may shortly be-
come violent. Should we not put a stop to
this?”

*“No, by Jiminy Christmas!” Unknow-
ingly and unrehearsed Judge Tompkins
saved the situation. * Professor, or who-
ever ’tis that’s talking through you, go right
along! Cracked or not, we're listening to
you, and there’ll be order in this room till
you finish! We’re seeking the truth, don’t
you make any mistake about that, so tell us
what you see!”’

The gaunt, ascetic face appeared to
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twitch convulsively, but it might have been
the effect of the fitful shadows for the meas-
ured notes of his voice were still lower and
more evenly controlled than before as he
continued.

“T see jewels, a multitude of colored
gems, and among them a huge, glittering
oval, blue as the skies! There are pearls,
too, the pearls that bring tears, and beside
them a man and a woman are standing.
Again I see the jewels, but this time the
man is alone, he takes them from a recep-
tacle behind a door in the wall and places
them in a bag which he drops from a win-
dow.

“Once more the man, the jewels, but
what is this? The stones are not the same,
they are false—as false as he who is put-
ting them in the safe from which he took
the others. A name! There is a name
which comes to me in connection with these
false gems, but it is not clear!”

The medium raised a slender hand to his
forehead. ‘ Ah, the initials! ‘F. G’ He
made the jewels for a price; find F. G. and
he will tell!”

Dr. Weir moved a trifle impatiently in
his chair, but the medium went on:

“The man has planned to make the
woman his wife to despoil her of her riches
and then seek freedom as those other two
had sought it, through feigned death. But
he is forced to forego the greater treasure,
to be content with the jewels and what they
might bring him, and play out the grim
comedy at once if he would indeed remain
in the flesh! On a journey to the city from
whence he came the nemesis which has
trailed him vainly for years confronts him
at last—the stranger with the scar!

‘“In a panic the man returns to his friend
the doom dealer, and to them another
comes, a maker of masks!” Again the thin,
veined hand was lifted to his forehead, and
then the medium cried in a loud, ringing
tone:

“ Colucci! Vito Colucci! It is he who
makes the life mask, who takes a plaster
impression of the hands, and in removing it
cuts a gash in one wrist! Colucci and one
they call Mike, both in the pay of—”

“Stop!” Dr. Weir sprang to his feet.
¢« Judge Tompkins, I forbid the continua-
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a curved knife stuck through him! Every-
bedy else has been pinched, and that bruis-
er William will tell all he knows!”

“Pardon me.” The stranger stepped
forward while the judge and Dilworth sat
transfixed. “ My name is Gideon Ormsby,
and I arranged to place one of the investi-
gators in your establishment, Dr. Weir.
Last Tuesday I received a letter from
China, from a friend whom I believed I had
seen in his coffin nearly two years ago—
Harmon Bigelow. He was on his actual
deathbed and explained in detail your
fraudulent scheme. Moreover, in my rooms
in New York your accomplice, Mike, who
came to me last evening posing as an agent
of these gentlemen, has been very thorough-
ly jiu-jitsued by my servant Matzu. He
only awaits arrest to turn State’s evidence,
and this was found upon him.”

Turning to Henry, Ormsby placed in his
hand a glittering blue jewel of enormous
size, and the judge became suddenly gal-
vanized into life.

“The Merrington Diamond!” he cried.
“You black-hearted devil! Frank, call up
the sheriff!”

“There’s another little matter,” Henry
remarked grimly as Dilworth stumbled to
obey. “ The grave of Ferris Tower who
wrecked the North Atlantic Bank and
¢died ’ in your sanatorium is empty, Weir,
and the Federal authorities are out for
him—"

“He is in Cairo, broke, if it will do you
any good to know.” Dr. Weir rested his
head upon his hand, covering his eyes, but
an ironic smile wreathed his lips. “1I am
quite at your service, gentlemen.”

Even as he spoke something dropped
tinkling to the floor and his body stiffened
and then collapsed, the hand swinging inert
and the head lolling on his shoulder. Henry
jumped to his side, fiercely thrusting away
Phil, who had stooped to pick up the shat-
tered bits of a medicine dropper. He
straightened the doctor’s head, raised his
drooping lids, and then stepped back with
an expression of deep solemnity.

“ Weir is dead!” he announced. “ Don’t
you smell that odor of bitter almonds? As
a physician he knew that a single drop of
the pure hydrocyanic acid injected into the
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eye would kill instantly! He apparently
guessed that we were closing in on him and
came prepared in case the evidence against
him was too conclusive to fight. I suppose
we might have taken precautions—"

¢ Perhaps it is better so, on Miss Wyatt's
account, since now she, and incidentally
ourselves, can be kept more or less out of
it!” George wiped his forehead, which had
grown suddenly damp. ¢ Phil, for the
Lord’s sake, where is Rex?”

“ Gone'” Phil produced a torn scrap of
paper covered with brownish marks. ¢ This
was left for you, I guess. Mr, Ormsby and
I can’t make anything out of it.”

Henry glanced through the two lines of
letters roughly printed in seemingly incom-
prehensible gibberish and a slow smile broke
over his face as he handed the message to
the erstwhile medium.

“Tt's from Ethel!" he exclaimed. ¢ That
little devil frisked me for my note from Rex,
after all, for she's used the same code.
Read it, George'”

“¢House three lanterns mail box quick.
Rp Lb safe. Ethel.’” George did not echo
the smile. ¢ That’s Cliff’'s farmhouse, and
we’re needed quickly! Rex is there safe
and Lucian, too, somehow, but the child
says nothing about herself and, boys, I don’t
need any handwriting expert to tell me that
these letters were printed in blood!”

CHAPTER XXII.
ETHEL TAKES A VACATION.

" Y Christian aunt!” Cliff burst into
the back door of the farmhouse
and paused blinking to survey the

scene before him. * Will somebody tell me

what this all means? I drove Miss Wyatt
around for a couple of hours and took her
home as you directed. to find Weir there
dead and the judge and Dilworth like two
gibbering maniacs trying to explain to the
sheriff that he'd committed suicide It was
ten minutes before I could get it out of

either of them that Ormsby had caught a

train back to New York and you were

here!”
Ethel, dishevelled, but inordinately sub-
dued, was lving on a couch covered with
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