















































ADVERTISING

SECTION

500"

“Mary and I had been married four
years, but we couldn’t save a cent. Fact
is, we were constantly in debt and I was
alwavs worried for fear 1 would lose
my position.

“Then one night T saw that some-
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International Correspondence Schools.
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you tr)’.'
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he'd heard T was studying with the
I.C.S.
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soon.”
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A Novelette

A bullet struck the gunwale,
not a foot from where he sat







THE VAULT MURDER

and emotionless eyes—gray as his
uniform—had time out of mind been
identified with the fortunes of the in-
-stitution. Now, for once a little shaken
out of his aplomb, he queried through
the metal bars:

“‘The combination, sir! Won’t that
open it? Ain’t there no way to get him
out?”’

Feminine footsteps sounded as Hat-
tie Forster and Winnifred Alden came
hurrying. Hattie, plump and person-
able, was the bank stenographer. Win-
nifred, who wielded a wicked finger at
an adding machine, uttered disjointed
words that mingled with the jumble of
exclamations now confusing the atmos-
phere of the First National:

~* Oh, dear me!” “How did it hap-
pen?” “Die? He'll die in there?”
“ What the—"" ‘“ But we’ve got to open
it!” “How the devil could a man do
such a fool trick as that?” “ Get a safe
expert, quick!” “How long can a man
live in there?” “ Help! Get help!”

The only cool person in the bank,
apparently, was Waldo K. Wheeler—
“Wally,” as his Country Club pals all
knew him. Wally was receiving teller.
For about three vears, now, his sandy
hair, smooth ruddy face, suave man-
ners had formed part of the bank’s
social assets. For Wally’s family was
one of the very best in town, ranking
only second to president Payne’s itself.

Now, as with a green celluloid eve-
shade pushed back from his untroubled
brow, this young Chesterfieid stood
his hands on hips surveying the scene,
he proffered sage advice:

“Don’t go into high, folks! Take
the grade on low! We'll snatch old
Blairey out of his box just as quick as
we can drag a couple o’ men up from
Plummer & Tagle’s. They installed the
vault. And can’t they crack it, too. If
they can’t—"
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Turning to the bookkeeper’s desk
he caught up the phone, called:

“ Main, 318!’
“ Get him out, nothing!” ejaculated

Marden. “When a time lock lets
gO’—"
“That means blowing open the

vault, if it's to be opened inside the
time limit,” tremulously put in Pres-
ident Payne. * Shattering the door!
And that, by gad, sir, may kill him?!”’

Already, even as Wally Wheeler was
just getting in touch with Plummer &
Tagle down on Division Street, the old
watchman had entered Payne’s office
and was advancing through it to the
door that opened on the corridor op-
posite the vault.

Turning, Payne half stumbled down
that corridor, reaching the vault door
just as old Jethro Tibbetts got there.
All the others, excepting Wally, came
crowding after. The corridor echoed
with footfalls and broken words.

In front of the vault they all anx-
iously gathered. The massive door,
they saw, was indeed fast shut. It
presented only a batling complex of
huge hinges, bars, levers, wheels and
dials that, to the uninitiated, seemed
like a mere confusion. Somewhere be-
hind this impenetrable barrier—though
how such a thing could have hap-
pened rather staggered the imagination
—a human being was immured.

In that cramped space a man who
only a few minutes before had been
one of them, and had been most com-
monplacely bent over his desk, now
might have found a living tomb. More
than one tongue tried to moisten dry
lips. More than one forehead gleamed
with a sweat not justified by the cool
freshness of that late May afternoon. '

Harvey Payne, walking like a man
in a daze, turned and entered his
office. Outside, a motor siren hooted.
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President Payne began talking again
into the instrument that communicated
with the vault:

“\We're doing everything humanly
possible, William. Ordering oxygen
up from Memorial. Count on me, Wil-
liam—count on all of us! Not a thing
in the world to get excited about. It ’ll
be a joke by to-morrow—sooner, too!
You'll be none the worse for it, and—"

His voice died. His face went blank
with horror and amaze. He clutched
the receiver till his knuckles whitened.

“William! William!” he gasped, in
a voice of tense panic. *“ What—for
God’s sake— What’s that I heard?
What—can you hear me, William?
Are vou there—"

Marden, round-shouldered and spec-
tacled, pushed forward to the president,
and clutched his arm.

“ What is it now? What's hap-

pened?”
The others crowded, stammering
questions. But old Payne gave no

heed. Frantically he was thumping the
hook of the receiver up and down, with
a hand that shook as with the ague;
trying to signal the instrument inside
the vault.

“ What’s the matter?” half hysteri-
cally choked Hattie Forster. “ Tele-
phone broken? Can’t you—"

“William! You, in there!” the old
man hoarsely commanded, his panic
plain to all beholders. ‘ For Heaven'’s
sake, William, answer me! What’s hap-
pened? What've you done—"

His voice trailed off into a groan.
Dropping the instrument, that swung
loosely a-dangle, he stumbled back and
all but collapsed into the big leather-
padded chair at his desk. With horror-
smitten eyes he sagged there, vacantly
staring at the group of white-faced
hank emplovees.

“What is it, sir?”’ the watchman
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queried.  “ What—what’s happened
now ?”” His voice was hardly a whisper.

“ I—only wish I knew!” thickly the
president made reply.

“Don’t Mr. Blair answer?”

Old Payne shook his white-maned
head.

“I heard—" he began with trem-
bling lips. “I—-"

“Heard what, sir?”

‘“ A shot, in there.”

“ A shot?”

“Yes! A revolver shot.
—all’s silent in the vault!”

And now

CHAPTER II
The Missing Gun

HE silence that greeted this terri-
fying announcement was so ut-
ter that through it could be heard

the tense breathing of those there pres-
ent, the tick-tack-tick of the big clock
in the public space of the bank, the
buzz of an early bluebottle fly on a
window of the president’s room. Then
the rumbling grow! of a motor-truck
as it jolted down Porter Avenue, at
the side of the building, seemed to
break the spell.

“ He—he can’t have shot himself in
there, can he?” half whispered Harri-
son. “If he has—"

“If he has,” old Harvey Payne took
up the word, “ we're all in for a ter-
rible time! And the bank—" Now, as
ever, his main thought seemed to be
for the reputation of the First National
Bank, the institution that had grown
with the growth of Middleburg itself.
The institution in which he had worked
up to the presidency, from a minor
clerkship, and around which for more
than forty-eight years all his business
life had centered. “ If Blair has—but,
my God, that’s too horrible a tragedy
to even think of !” groaned Payne.
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He sat there loosely, as if ready to
collapse at his desk. Young Wally
Wheeler, running to the vault phone,
caught up the still dangling receiver.

“ Hello, in there!’ he echoed, rat-
tling the hook. “ Hello!” No answer,
while bonds of horror tightened to the
breaking point. “ Blair! \What’s hap-
pened? What’s the matter in there?
For God’s sake, answer!”

Ashen-faced and quivering, old
Payne tugged a huge handkerchief
from the breast-pocket of his well-worn
black suit, and mopped his brow.

“ No use,” he managed thickly to
articulate. ‘““ He’s done it, all right.
He's—he’s shot himself there in the
vault!”

“ But, holy heavens! Why?” de-
manded Marden; while Hattie Forster
began to cry and Winnifred Alden
showed symptoms of a fainting spell.

“‘That’s right, why?” Joslyn Harri-
son echoed, his mild and pale-blue eyes
winking. “ Why should a man with a
fine position, new house up in Myrtle
Park, one o’ the best wives in town,
and three children growing up—"

“Never mind!” Payne interrupted.
“Thing to do now is—"

“Call the police! Ring up Frank
Dexter, the new chief—"

“No! Wait! We've got to minimize
the terrible publicity we're bound to
get.” Something of a fighting gleam
lighted his eye. ‘““ When the yellow
journals get hold of this—"

“Can’t we keep ’em out, sir?” Mar-
den queried.

“Keep ’em out? How? Tell me
that!” demanded the old president;
while Wally Wheeler hung up the use-
less phone. Harrison turned away,
stepped to the door of the vault—across
the six-foot corridor—and stood there,
with inky fingers rather absurdly
scratching his bald-spot as he stared at
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the massive and impenetrable door.
The door behind which now lurked a
mystery of such terrific potentialities.

“ How can we keep the yellow press
out of this?” Payne once more ques-
tioned. “Is there any known way?
No, sir, by gad, they’ll flock to this
like flies to carrion! This horrible thing
will be flashed from Maine to Califor-
nia, and the First National Bank of
Middleburg, New York, will be—"

He finished only with a groan.

Two or three stood there in his of-
fice, frightened, confused and helpless.
Others, including Jethro Tibbetts the
watchman, drifted out to where Joslyn
Harrison was futilely peering at the
vault door, the time-lock. In this emer-
gency useless, they murmured banal
questions and senseless answers.

A vague sense of personal danger
had begun to penetrate their first sense
of shock and pity. After all, “ my shirt
is near me, but my skin is nearer.” And
with the swift down-swooping of dire,
tremendous complications, with possi-
ble losses, a run on the bank or its ruin,
more than one of these people might
be thrown out of a position that gave
them not only a comfortable living.
but also the respect of the entire com-
munity. A banking job is not to be
plucked from every blackberry bush;
no, indeed!

Thus, within a very few moments
of the fateful announcement by Payne:
“I heard a shot in there!” reactions
had begun to develop. The personal
equation of selfishness had begun to
make itself felt. And as in panic aboard
a sinking ship, each human being—save
perhaps the heroic captain—may think
only of his own escape, so now each
member in the personnel of the First
National had already begun to ponder :
“\Vell, if worse comes to worst, how
can I save myself?”
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Marden was first to voice a selfish
thought.

“ If we call Chief Dexter, or let the
Times-Express get hold of this before
things are straightened out a Dbit,” he
ventured, “ there's going to be one hell
of a scandal. We've got to hold the
lid on, sir—at least, a little while.”

“ But how?” groaned the old presi-
dent in a hopeless tone. His gesture
was tremendously sketched. ‘* A pistol
shot—no answer—our cashier, one of
this town's biggest citizens, dead in the
vault. How in God's name can we
keep the Times-Express out? Or Frank
Dexter and the police? And you know
Dexter’s on the other side of the po-
litical fence from me. You know how
he'd like to crucify me, and this bank,
and all of us! You know—"

Another silence followed, while Har-
rison, Wheeler and the watchman fin-
gered the mechanisms of the vault
door: the knob of the combination, the
polished wheel, even the mocking and
dehant time-lock itself, as if by some
miracle or magic they might find an
“Open Sesame!” to fling the barriers
wide. As if some hope might exist
that human muscle, unaided, might
penetrate complex and costly mechan-
isms of tool-steel. As if some possi-
bility still existed that they might find,
once more alive, their companion they
knew only too well was lying dead
within that vault of tragic mystery.

Then all at once, the sharp-toned
rrrrrrrrrr ! of an electric bell, startling-
ly loud through the echoing spaces of
the bank, set every nerve crisply a-tin-
gle. ‘Evervbody stiffened, keyed to the
next unfoldment of the drama that so
swiftlv, so unexpectedly had swooped
down vulturelike into their quiet lives.

“ Oh, what'’s that?” cried \Winnifred
Alden.

*“That’s Tagle, with his men!” Wally
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made answer. “I'lllet’emin!”

And turning on his heel, he ran
diagonally through the president’s of-
fice, then into the space occupied by
Miss Alden and the stenographer. Be-
yond this he traversed a swinging gate
in a railing. His footsteps sounded
over the marble floor of the public
room, as he reached the front door.

Seeming to fear the approach of fate
itself, old Payne and the bank em-
ployees held utter silence as the door
swung open. )

John Tagle and his two safe experts
entered with' bags of tools and ex-
plosives.

‘“ Hello, what's all the row about?”
Tagle demanded.

Wally jerked a thumb toward the
rear of the bank.

‘“Talk to him! I've got nothing to
say. Ask Payne.”

““We got here as quick as we could,”
declared Tagle. ‘ Took some time get
the stuff together. An’ we sure burned
the pavement on the way here. You
say—"

“I don’t say a word.
man!”

“Hmph!” grunted Tagle, and
stalked officeward, his two mechanics
following. \Wally came last, cynically
pondering:

“Good thing these birds are going
to operate while we're watching ‘em.
I that biggest one isn’t an ex-vegg, I
lose my guess!”

His guess was right. Ex-veggs are
notoriously useful when they go
straight and take jobs with safe com-
panies.

“Well, what’s all the excitement?”
was Tagle’s pointblank question as he
and his henchmen strode into the presi-
dent’s office. An extinct cigar orna-
mented his mouth. He looked, and
was, an abrupt sort of person. “.Got

Ask the old
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after that—!”

Three hours and seventeen minutes
from that time—the vault door having
proved more recalcitrant by far than
expected—a haggard and nerve-
strained bank staff watched the very
last bond broken that kept concealed
the tragic mystery within.

Chief of Police Frank Dexter and
two of his captains were also present.
So, too, were Mayor Carter Hayes and
half a dozen leading citizens who could
not be denied; to say nothing of editor
Amos B. Ferguson and a couple of the
Times-Express’s  brightest reporters.
Also a representative of the Amalga-
mated Press.

The event seemed already to have
assumed something the character of a
public reception, a big sporting event.
Up at the Eagle House, rumors stated
that bets were being laid as to whether
William Blair would be taken out alive
or not; the odds being quoted at one
to twelve in favor of his being dead.

If old President Payne had foreseen
and dreaded publicity, now, indeed, had
disaster on blackest wing plunged down
upon him and the bank that for so
many decades had been his life! .

Late afternoon, inside the building,
brought the electric lights into full
glare. Harsh shadows cut across pale
and anxious faces. The place echoed
with the clank of metal. Disrupted steel,
once of high value but now only junk,
lay bent, riven, shattered in the cor-
ridor. The smell of sweat, of toiling
flesh, of fumes from muffled explosions
made the close air rank and foul inside
that place of misery.

Outside it, along Porter Avenue and
up Commercial Street—yes, and even
in Patriot Square, one corner of which
commanded a view of the bank—curi-
ous idlers congregated, formed little
groups, then dissolved to listen to some
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fresh exponent of a guess, a rumor, a
theory, a slander.

Newsboys were shouting :

“Here y’are. Times-Express! All
’bout the bank mystery! Cashier Blair
shoots himself in the bank vault!
Leadin’ citizen suicides! Shortage o’
funds suspected! Get the news, now
—here y’are—suicide mystery—!”

Yes, and up in Myrtle Park, in the
new $25,000 house that (so tongues of
malice had already begun more than
to whisper) had fatally over-strained
the bank cashier’s resources, a stricken
and gray-faced woman with three
frightened children awaited news that
might mean ruin, desolation, anguish
intolerable.

Clang! fell the last obstruction. It
echoed like a note of doom through
the fevered tension of the bank.

“Well, there she is!” announced Ta-
gle, sucking at the butt of another dead
cigar. In shirt sleeves and with rum-
pled hair, sweaty, grimy, he looked as
much a yegg as the helper who had
really been one. “ A damn tough job, "
I'll say. Don’t understand it. When
this here time lock was set to snap on
at six, for a fourteen-hour lockup, how
the hell he set it back to 2.15 an’
why—?"

“Forget it!” growled the ex-yegg.
“There’s the job, now; an’ a good,
A-1 wreck I calls it, too.” His lips,
brown with tobacco juice, grinned as
he smeared them with the back of an
ape-hairy paw. “We're done. It’s up
to the bulls now. T/ey got the right
o’ way now!”

It was Chief Dexter who pioneered
the investigation. He it was who first
sniffed into the littered gloom of the
vault, while outside it fear and morbid
exultation reigned, and fading hopes
and ever-growing terror. The chief
himself it was who. clad in his best
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uniform and with his most impressive
voice solemnly declared:

“Yes, gentlemen, I reckon I smell
powder smoke, even now!' Sniff,
sniff! “ You smell it too, Sam—? I
mean, Captain Bailey? An’ you, Hen-
ry an’ Charley—? Hm! I mean, Cap-
tain Nuttall an’ Coroner McIntyre ?”

All the officials, at the door of the
shattered vault, agreed that thev could
smell something that at least suggested
powder smoke. Only with some diffi-
culty could an Amalgamated Press
photographer be prevented from add-
ing the very real smoke of a flashlight
explosion, as he struggled to get a view
.of the opened vault—with (he hoped)
the body lying in sight.

The powder smell, if indeed anybody
could detect it after so long a time, was
dissipated even as the officials made
their wayv in. '

“ Hello, in there!
Where are you?”

No answer to the chief’s hail.

“Where are you, William?” cried
the coroner—a neighbor of Blair’s, up
at Myrtle Park. “ William!”

‘“ Gosh, he don’t answer!”

“Reckon he’s dead, all right.”

“Yeah! Looks that way!”

“ Somebody switch on the light in
here!”

A hush fell, as the old watchman
pushed a button that flooded with elec-
tric glare the interior of that tomb-like
place. Indeed, a tomb! For there, a
little more than half way to the rear
of the vault, they saw the huddled bulk
of Cashier Blair.

Pitilessly the raw light revealed him.
Face down, drabbled with blood that
had clotted from a neat little wound
on the right temple, there he lay—just
a lax, distorted ‘thing that once had
been a man,

“Only Coroner MclIntyre an’ my

Hello, Blair!
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men in here now!” commanded the
chief, removing his cap. Through all
his horror for the death of one of his
best friends—they had gone to school
together as boys, and had known each
other all their lives—yet, in this mo-
ment he could hardly suppress a thrill
at being, if only for a flash of time,
in the world’s limelight. This find
would mean being photoed, inter-
viewed, having his name heralded to
the four corners of notoriety. “ Only
officials in here now!”

He knelt by the body, closely scruti-
nizing it, while the coroner bent close
and the other police officers craned
their necks to see. In tense silence they
studied the corpse.

“God !’ breathed the chief, at last.
“ He done it himself, all right. That’s
so, ain’t it, Charley ?”

“Yes, that’s so,” agreed the coroner.
“Can’t be any two ways about that,
Frank. Though why he should have—
well, that’ll all come out later, when
the books an’ accounts are gone over!”

A certain malice trembled in his
voice. He had been a political enemy
of the dead man, now lying a mere
lump of helplessness on the blood-drab-
bled concrete before him. The cashier
had, moreover, held a second mortgage
on the coroner’s home. McIntyre
added:

“Yep, clear case o’ suicide, all right.
I don’t even hardly have to impanel
a jury to settle that!”

“Wonder where he dropped his
gun?” asked Captain Nuttall; while
outside at the vault door eager faces
trembled and pressed forward; and
while—slumped in a collapse in his big
desk chair—old Harvey Payne shud-
dered and groaned. “ Where the devil
an’ all is his gun?”

“ Must be round here somewheres,”
the chief opined. “ Locate it. That’s -
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created an immediate examination of
the bank’s funds to be made. This has
already revcaled a shortage of at least
$256,000 in cash and negotiable secu-
ritics, which loss may be far greater
when a more complete check-up is
made. The loss is partly covered by
Mr. Blair's bonding company; and
President Harvey N. Payne states that
the bank can continue business, but
from other sources less optimistic re-
ports arc current.

Indications are that Mr. Blair’s
peculations have extended over more
than thrce years, dating back to about
the time when he began the construc-
tion of a $25,000 home in the exclusive
Myrtle Park section. To meet this ex-
pense, unwarranted by his salary, Mr.
Blair evidently began spcculating with
the bank’s funds, and became so hope-
lessly involved that yesterday he solved
his personal problem in a manner both
quick and cfhcient.

The mystery of how he was able to
manipulate the books so cleverly as to
cover his trail would be a major one,
were it not completely overshadowed
by the far greater one of how, when at
last confronted by an impending bank
cxamination due next weck, he
managed to commit suicide in a manner
that suggests the doings of spiritism
or at least of the latc Houdini. Never
in all its history has Middleburg becen
confronted by so baffling a problem.

T'. Ashley smoked a couple of pipes
over this, in his office-laboratory on
Boylston Street, Boston.

““ Here’s a good one,” he decided, his
mild blue eye and smoothly ruddy face
expressing a very lively interest. “If
the facts are as stated, it looks like
spiritism, Houdini-ism or the Fourth
Dimension. Seems to me this case may
be just what I need for a spring tonig.”

Before his second pipe was burned
to ashes, he had decided that Middle-
burg, N. Y., probably needed him; that
certainly he needed Middleburg, N. Y.

“ Which amounts to the same thing,
for all practical purposes,” he con-
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cluded, and looked up Middleburg in
his atlas, It turned out to be a thriv-
ing little city in the eastern part of the
state, not far from Saratoga Springs.
“ Things have been a trifle dull for me,
of late. Nothing really to stir my im-
agination. Looks to me as if the sui-
cide of an embezzling cashier in a time-
locked vault—a suicide by shooting, yet
without any gun at all—might offer
certain novel and pleasing elements.

“Yes, decidedly, I think I'll have to
take a run out to Middleburg, and see
what’s what!”

Though not ordinarily a fast driver,
the investigator that day rather stepped
on the gas. So it was that by 3:55 his
eight-cylinder special pulled up in front
of the Jefferson House.

A little stiffy T. Ashley got out of
his car, and for a moment stood gath-
ering general impressions. The town
might have been any one of dozens of
those standardized, rubber-stamp com-
munities which make America monoto-
nous—a public square with the usual
granite Civil War soldier stiffly holding
the customary musket; the brisk and
bustling business section; the Masonic
Hall and Y. M. C. A.; and, leading
away toward ‘“additions” and the
Country Club, well shaded ' streets
where all types of architecture engaged
in hand-to-hand combat.

“Looks like anything but the scene
of a first-class mystery,” thought the
connoisseur, ‘“or the setting for a
spooky drama such as a Fourth Dimen-
sional expert like Einstein would en-
joy, or Houdini would have revelled

"’

After a bit of a clean-up, he sat in a
rocking chair on the broad, old-fash-
ioned piazza and found the man next
him—a cigar salesman from New York
—only too willing to discuss the case.
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“Tough on old man Payne. The
bank’s been kind of his own vest prop-
erty, good many years. You know
what I mean. And now—! And the
old boy’s all alone, too. Wife and
daughter, they’re in Yurrup. Been
gone a month, Makes it bad for him.
Rough on Blair’'s widow, too. And
kids. Sure, I've known ’em all for
years. The men, I mean. Been makin’
this burg ever since '17. This here
smash has sure shook the place up
some!”

“ Must have,” agreed the connois-
seur. ‘“Bound to make things bad
here. I suppose, though, the loss can
be partly made good by the bank taking
over the cashier’s property.”

“Yeah, but that’s hell for the
widow. She’ll lose everything. Insur-
ance, too. Suicide knocks it cold—
thirty-five thousand, I hear. Feller
ought to think of them things. Think
of the frau and kiddies before he starts
going wrong. Now, if it had of been
me—"! Guess the widow’ll have to take
in boarders, or washing. Hell, ain’t it?
You know what I mean!”

After a few minutes of this, T'. Ash-
ley yawned and excused himself. He
strolled off across the square, toward
Walnut Street where—so the salesman
had informed him—old man Payne
lived. Without difficulty he found the
banker’s house at the corner of Wal-
nut and Pleasant, four blocks up from
the monument. Both streets were
arched with elms now feathery-green
in all the beauty of their new spring
foliage. Life and the spirit of life,
inherent in the springtide, somehow
made death and ruin strangely incon-
gruous.

Old Harvey Payne’s house, the con-
noiseur saw, was Victorian, with a
porch that could be reached either tia
a front gate or by way of a side gate
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and a walk leading past a garage where
a heavy type car—visible through open
doors—lent about the only touch of
modernity there visible. So old style
was the property, which occupied half
a block, that the investigator saw an
iron fence, and, still better, a cast iron
deer on the lawn.

“ Great!” he approved. “It’s been a
good while since I've seen an iron deer
on a lawn. But then, it’s been a good
while since I've had dealings with a
place like Middleburg, New York!”

The maid, frankly Irish, admitted
that Harvey Payne was at home, but:

“He ain’t seein’ anybody now, sor.
All them newspaper fellers has got
him so wore out, an’ so has all this
black trouble down to the bank that—"

“ I know. It’s too bad,” murmured
the sympathetic T. Ashley. “ He must
be fearfully tired.” A five-dollar bill
found its way deftly into the maid’s
hand. “But I'm not a ‘newspaper
feller’ at all. I think Mr. Payne will
find me helpful. And it’s really very
important, so if you’ll please take in
my card—"

The maid, capitulating before the
V and the genial smile of this so
pleasant stranger, took in the card.
Some few minutes later a very drawn
and haggard bank president was offer-
ing the investigator a chair in an old-
fashioned library.

“Well, sir, since you've come all the
way from Boston to see me, I suppose
I'll have to talk,” Harvey Payne
agreed. “ But in heaven’s name, make
it brief. After what I’ve been through,
yesterday and to-day—"

“Of course,” nodded T. Ashley. He
felt real sympathy for the stricken old
man. “ Hard as this tragedy is on Mr.
Blair’s family and friends, I can see it’s
equally hard for you.”
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And, sitting down, the connoisseur
of crimes threw a much-seeing glance
about him.

The library, he perceived, was of
curious octagonal form, occupying the
lower story of a tower that rose at the
southwest corner of the mansion. Its
many shelves of leather-bound books,
many of them by forgotten authors,
and its heavy black walnut furniture
seemed to exhale an atmosphere of dust
and age. The place harmonized with
Harvey Payne. A relic, too, he made
one think of decades long and long ago.

- Rugged and rough-hewn, as if of
old pioneer stock, the bank president
sat there a figure of dejection. His
impressive mane of white hair, his
deep-set and heavily pouched black
eyes, stubby-fingered hands maculated
with the brown spots of old age, made
him a figure not easy in these modern
times to duplicate. His well-worn and
decent black suit, round cuffs with
huge onyx buttons, square-toed boots
and slightly yellowed linen shirt with
the black string tie, reminded one of
family portraits. -

Heavily his nearly seventy years
now bowed his once straight shoulders;
more heavily than ever, since disaster
had with lightning stroke shattered the
bank wherein his whole life work and
interest had been centered.

“Well, sir?” he queried, fixing a
vacant eye on his visitor. “And what
—if anything—can I do for you?”

“You can answer a few questions,
sir.”

“T hope you'll make them brief.
For, by gad, sir, I'm at the ragged edge
of a collapse.”

“ And not to be wondered at, either,
Mr. Payne. So, yes, I'll try to be as
brief as possible. Now—"

“But, by the way, who are vou?
And why do you want me to talk about
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this terrible affair?”

T. Ashley concisely explained his
professional interest, and then added:

“So you see for yourself, Mr.
Payne, that if this mystery can be
solved, it will be a great relief to you
as well as to all concerned.”

“Yes, yes. It’s enough to drive a man .»
mad! Do you believe in spirits, sir?”

“ Sometimes I’m almost tempted to.
But never mind about that. For the
present we’ll discard the supernatural.
And now, sir, to our questions!”’

Under the investigator’s succinct
queries the whole story was very quick-
ly developed, its every detail just as
we have already seen it. Perhaps
twenty minutes were thus consumed,
during which T. Ashley, lighting a
cigar, half closed his eyes and listened
with keenest attention. Now and then
he fired an incisive word that hit the
mark like a bullet. At the end of the
interview he smiled and summed up:

“So then that ends the tale! With
all possible refunds from the late
cashier’s estate the bank will lose one
hundred and thirty-one thousand, five
hundred dollars. And a hitherto
respected citizen is lying dead in a
ruined home with a bullet hole in his
head. A widow and three children are
reduced to beggary. Your institution
is involved in a mystery that is giv-
ing it the most unfavorable sort of
publicity. A ‘run’ is threatened; the
bank may go under. Is that correct?”

“Yes, sir, correct! To say nothing
of the destruction of that very valuable
door, time lock and all.- And now, if
you’ll be so kind, I’ll ask you to excuse
me. I'm totally exhausted. And to-
morrow, by gad, sir, promises to be
even worse than to-day!”

The connoisseur rose to go.

“1 quite understand,” he assured
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out getting up from his now badly
littered desk.

“ Good morning, sir,” said the in-
vestigator. “I'm sorry to trouble you
again. But you remember you prom-
ised to let me look at the premises, and
here I am.”

“Oh, all right,” the president re-
turned, as if painfully recalling his
agreement. ““ If you think any good
purpose can be served by your inspect-
ing the scene of the tragedy.”

“T hope so, at any rate.”

“ What would you like to see, first?”

“TlLe bank vault, sir. And that, I
think, will be the last thing too. Just
that alone will suffice.”

Payne nodded, and heavily arose.

“It's right there,” he pointed, and
led the way out into the corridor.

“Hmmm!” said the investigator,
following, while Jethro Tibbetts—
sharp-eyed and suspicious—kept close
behind him. “They’ve certainly made
a wreck out of that door,haven’t they?”

The process of dismantling the ruins
still was under way, with grimy and
oily men at work, tools scattered all
about.

“Thousands of dollars went into
building that door,” grieved the bank
president. “And now, by gad, sir, look
at it! Just look at it, will you?”

“That’s what I'm here for,” smiled
T. Ashley; and for a moment stood
inspecting the débris of what had only
two days before been one of the show
sights of Middleburg—one of the best
advertisements of the bank, in attract-
ing deposits.

Débris,. indeed! Had it been neces-
sary merely to open the door without
urgent and almost frantic haste, the
task could have been accomplished
without wrecking everything. But as
possibly life and death had depended
on speed, as possibly William Blair
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might have been only wounded and
not killed outright all considerations
of economy had been thrown to the
wind. .

No means, no violence had been
spared; not even the use of “soup,”
or nitro-glycerine, nor yet of thermit,
and of “strippers,” “drags” and
“spreaders”—with all of which
methods the ex-yegg employee of
Plummer & Tagle was only too famil-
iar.

Now only a sad and twisted mass of
wreckage met the eye. All the delicate
mechanisms of the time lock and the
combinations had assumed the appear-
ance of a junk heap struck by light-
ning. The heavy outer door sagged on
bent hinges that once had so delicately
balanced it that a child’s hand could
have swung it shut. The inner door,
of steel bars, hung awry with drunken
mockery of its once faultless accuracy.
Sad, indeed!

Before these ruins, old Tibbetts, the
watchman, shook a mournful head. To
him the bank property, in its tangible
and physical aspects had long been
sacred. Of loans, interest and dis-
counts he understood nothing. Mort-
gages, securities and surplus meant
nothing to him. But the building, its
doors and windows, walls, metal grilles
and bars, vault, mechanisms, every-
thing of that sort had been a sort of
sanctum sanctorum, a holy of holies,
not to be defiled or desecrated by any
profaning hand.

Death, to his mind, would have been
far too light a punishment for any one
injuring the equipment of the Middle-
burg First National Bank. No wonder
that he now viewed this ravaged crypt
with eyes of almost fanatic horror—as
perhaps some Maya high priest might
have regarded a shattered Yucatan
pyramid temple after the Spanish con-.
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querors had riven it and flung its idol
down the lofty stairway!

“Well, sir, now you see the condi-
tion we're in,” President Payne all at
once wearily remarked. “If we ever
recover from this it will be a miracle.
By gad, sir, a miracle from Heaven!”

“Don’t say that, Mr. Payne,” the
connoisseur tried to cheer him up. “A
few days will make a great difference
here. So this is where the tragedy took
place, eh?”

“Yes, sir, right in there.”

“ Do you mind if I look at the inside
of the vault?”

“ Not at all, sir. Tibbetts, will you
please shove that inner door open?”

“For hm?” sullenly demanded the
old watchman.

“ There now, Tibbetts!” the pres-
ident sharply rebuked his employee.
“ No argument! This gentleman 1s a—
an inspector. He wants to see the in-
side of the vault.”

* All right, sir,” agreed the watch-
man. He kept on grumbling as if to
himself : “ Though Lord knows why
we can't have an end of all this pokin’
and pryvin’. I'm fair sick of it, myself,
sir. But if you say so, well—"

Still growling like a watchdog re-
quired to admit some suspicious-look-
ing character to a house he had been
set to guard, the watchman switched
on the lights inside the vault, and with
considerable effort shoved back the in-
ner door of bent steel bars, T. Ashley
plainly saw the interior of the cham-
ber where events so tragic, so baffling
to all human reason had recently taken
their -amazing course.

With both President Payne and old
Tibbetts closely following him, the
connoisseur of crime stepped into the
vault. By the raw glare of the lights
overhead he stood looking round, mak-
ing a preliminary inspection.
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At his right extended several rows
of safe-deposit boxes; at his left the
cash-vault presented an impassive
front. Drawers, boxes and safes of
various sizes, at the end of the cham-
ber, held ditferent kinds of securities
and negotiable paper, also the bank’s
books and records. On a shelf stood
an electric fan; and near it was the
vault telephone.

“That, of course,” remrarked the
investigator with a gesture, ““is where
vou heard Mr. Blair speaking from?”

“Yes, sir,” nodded old Payne, while
Tibbetts stood glowering with an ex-
pression of sullen hostility. “ That’s
the instrument that brought his voice
to me, and ’—with a shudder—'‘ the
sound of the shot.”

“ Must have been a terrible shock to
vou, sir.”

“ By gad, sir! I'll never forget it,
the longest day of my life. Not though
it’'s a thousand years—which, thank
God, it won’t be!”

“Yes, ves, a terrific shock, no
doubt,” murmured T. Ashley, with
commiseration. Then, after a pause, he
asked: “ And the unfortunate Mr.
Blair was found lyving—"

“Just in front of where you're
standing.”

“Spot o’ blood there yet, on the
floor !I” in an aggrieved tone, added the
watchman. A spot of any kind on his
floors—even in the vault—seemed to
constitute a grievance of the most
deadly.

“ Spot, eh?” asked the connoisseur.
Kneeling, he looked at it. Yes, even
though the place had been scrubbed,
a famnt dark trace still vaguely dis-
colored the rough concrete.

For a long minute T. Ashley studied
this. Then once more he got up, and
with something like a smile remarked:

“1 think I've seen enough.”
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cool branches, drifted across the water.
1f solitude in which to ponder was
the connoisseur’s goal, here indeed he
was finding it.

“The Fourth Dimension,” he was
thinking, as after a time he rested on
his oars and let the boat begin drifting
slowly downstream. “If it only ex-
isted, how easily it would explain
everything! If only—! For just as a
flat, two-dimensional creature shut up
inside a circle drawn on paper, couldn’t
imagine any way of putting anything
outside of that circle without breaking
the circle, so a man shut up in a closed
container can’t possibly imagine any
way of putting anything outside that
container without breaking its walls.

“ And yet we—as three-dimensional
creatures—can easily throw an object
outside a circle, without breaking that
circle, merely by moving it in the third
dimension, up or down.

“ Likewise,” he continued his reflec-
tions, as lazy pipe smoke drifted, “if
a man in a container could only move
an object in the Fourth Dimension, he
could easily throw that object out of
the container, without anywhere pierc-
ing its walls. Yes, if—!”

After a pause he murmured:

“ But as all human beings are, after
all, only three-dimensional creatures,
have I the right to suspect that so in-
comprehensible a factor as the Fourth
Dimension has been used in this case?
That, ah, is a very delicate point!”

He was just engaged in considering
this very delicate point more in detail
when a swift jet of water, up-spurting
from the surface of the river, dashed
him with spray. Instantly half a dozen
other jets leaped wup in a long line, each
smaller than the one preceding it, till
the last one became a mere ripple.

“Hello!” thought the investigator.
“ That looks like the richocheting of a
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bullet, now

As if to echo his realization—

Tunk!

A bullet, indeed, struck the inside of
the gunwale, not a foot ahead of where
he sat. Splinters flew.

“A bullet, by jove!” he knew.
“ And somebody’s shooting at me!”

Even though he heard no report of
firearms, the fact was clear that he was
a target for somebody’s purposeful
marksmanship. With the presence of
mind that had on more than one oc-
casion saved his life, he flung up both
arms and pitched forward, flat in the
bottom of the boat.

Face-downward he fell into the
muck of such uncleanness as usually
is found in boats hired out for fishing.
When life itself is the prize at stake,
what matters a little mud and water?

Lying now completely masked from
observation by any one on the high-
way skirting the river, he let the boat
drift.

One oar slid from its rowlock, and
with a plash! dropped into the water.
There it began slowly to lag away.
Never mind that oar! All the investi-
gator’s senses ‘were now sharpened
down to just the one sense of listening
for any further signs of his assailant.

That assailant, up there somewhere
on the thickly-wooded bank — what
was he doing now? Was he satisfied
of the investigator’s death; or, pene-
trating the ruse, was he still waiting
for another chance to shoot? Might
he not, indeed, have a boat of his own
concealed somewhere along the shore;
a boat in which he could row out, to
make sure the job was completed ?

“If so, what a damn fool I am not
to be armed!” thought T. Ashley.
“ Never occurred to me I might need
a gun, out here on this peaceful river.
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Well, even Achilles had a vulnerable
heel. And this river may reveal mine !”

But almost at once his anxieties
were set at rest by a growl of gears,
the sudden purr of a swiftly-accelerat-
ing exhaust.

‘“ Somebody ’s stepping on the gas,”
realized T. Ashley. “If I only knew
who it was, now—"

Though all danger of further at-
tack by this unknown foe now seemed
ended, the investigator took no un-
necessary chances. For full ten min-
utes he let the boat drift, as he lay
snugly hidden in the bottom. The bul-
let, he saw, had buried itself almost
out of sight in the gunwale. This bul-
let he intended to have, as soon as he
could safely get it. For the present,
however, he let it remain.

“Time enough for that, and to
spare,” he smiled to himself, ‘ once
this confounded boat decides to go
ashore.”

The boat seemed little disposed to
follow any such program; but after
what seemed an eternity, the current
gently drove it into an eddy that pres-
ently grounded its keel on a muddy
bank under close-arching alders. Here,
after a little intent waiting, he decided
it would be safe to get up.

No untoward results followed this
move. His assailant, whoever this
might have been and for whatever
motive, had obviously enough departed
in that speeding car. Convinced that
the second shot had proved fatal to
the interloper, that assailant would in
all probability not risk discovery by
remaining anywhere near the river
road. Continued danger from that
source now seemed unlikely.

“ Though not,” reflected the con-
noiseur with due caution, “though
not, of course, impossible.”

His first care, after getting up and
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brushing some of the dirt from his
clothing, was to dig the bullet out of
the gunwale. This he did with his
pocketknife, destroying a good deal of
woodwork, but taking extreme care
not in any way to mar the precious
pellet of lead.

No sooner had he got it clear than
he once more took out his lens and
carefully studied the bullet.

“ Come, little bit of metal that just
by one foot missed teaching me life’s
biggest lesson, death!” he apostro-
phized his trophy. ‘ Come, give up
your secret—if you have one!”

For several minutes he gave the bul-
let a most painstaking scrutiny, at last
nodding with considerable satisfaction.

“ Not bad!” he murmured. With a
half whimsical smile he added: “If
there s any Fourth Dimension, I won-
der whether material objects acting in
that dimension act noiselessly? Or
whether they can act at all?”

He wrapped the bullet in the softest
bit of paper he had, namely, a well-
worn ten-dollar note, and very care-
fully stowed it in his pocketbook.
Then, clambering ashore, he tied his
boat and pushed through the clump of
alders by the river’s edge, up toward
higher ground.

Listening from moment to moment
for any sound that might mean dan-
ger, he mounted a slope covered with
heavy spruce timber, and thus pres-
ently reached the motor road. No car
was in sight, nor any human creature.
Turning upstream, he walked at a
round pace in the direction of the place
whence the shots had been fired at him.
This he reached in a few minutes.

“ Now then!” And he began cast-
ing about like a hound seeking the
spoor of game. )

The center of the road was dry and
hard; but along its edges here or there -
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a little half-dried mud still remained
from the rain of three days previously.
In a small patch of this mud, on the
riverward side of the highway, some
tire tracks plainly showed. \ery pains-
takingly the investigator studied these
telltale revelations.

“Now we arc getting on!” he
smiled. Then, without any loss of
time, he swung about and struck a
rapid gait back toward the boat.

The hum of an approaching motor
warned him to take cover. He must
not, at all hazards, be seen anywhere
along this road. A woodside thicket
received him. In this he lay flat till
the vehicle—a heavily-loaded truck—
had roared and rumbled past. This
gone, and out of sight around a curve,
he once more took the road, arriving
presently at the boat by the clump of
alders. \Vith some relief he saw it
again, inasmuch as he had half feared
to find it gone.

He cast the boat off, and, using his
single oar as a paddle, started down-
stream toward Paradise Park. Though
he kept a sharp eve and ear out for
any possible menace, none revealed
itself. Neither did he succeed in locat-
ing the lost var. Aided by the current,
however, he succeeded in reaching the
park in something more than an hour.
A two-dollar bhill and the gift of his
pickerel squared the loss of the oar—
an old one, anvhow, and beginning to
crack. And his untidy state excited no
comment; such being the common lot
of every fisherman since Jonah.

With nerves beginning pleasantly to
tingle, now that he felt himself on the
right trail, he drove directly back to
town. He stopped at the Kash Kloth-
ing Kompany, on Maple Street, and
(hinting at having had to “ get out and
get under’”) bought a complete new
outfit. Into this he changed, in the es-
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tablishment, taking care to transfer all
the contents of his pockets into the
new clothes.

This done, and the hour now being
a little past six, he stepped into a drug
store at the next corner and called the
house of old Harvey Nelson Payne.

“Hello?” he recognized the Irish
maid’s voice. “ Hello, who is it, then?”

“Mr. Payne at home?”

“Yes, sor. But he can’t see nobody.
Nobody at all. Them’s his strick or-
ders!”

“Where one five-dollar bill came
from,” he murmured into the trans-
mitter, “ there’s another one waiting.”

“Oh, sor!

‘ But don’t mention the fact that I'm
coming. If vou do, colleen, no five!”

“Oh, faith then—"

Smiling to himself in an odd way,
T. Ashley hung up the receiver. As
he left the drug store, with thumb and
finger he assured himself he had a V
neatly folded in his vest pocket, ready
to be slipped to that invaluable maid.

“There's a wonderful lot of power
in a fiver,” he reflected. “ And just
at present there’s a lot more inside that
wrapped-up ten-spot I’ve got in my
pocketbook. Power enough, if noth-
ing slips, to blow this case wide open
—and with it, all of Middleburg and
all the newspapers from Eastport to
El Paso!”

Getting into his car, he drove to the
Jefferson House. There he bought a
couple of cigars in the office, asked the
clerk whether any mail had come for
him, and also inquired whether any-
body had phoned, asking for him.
Some one had. With what appeared
a merely casual interest, he listened
while the clerk told him of an inquiry
that had been made for him, only half
an hour after he had gone fishing.

“ Sorry to have missed the call,”* he
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afirmed. “ But I can see that party
any time, no doubt.”

He yawned, set his watch by the
clock in the office, idly strolled out on
the piazza and lit one of his cigars.
Then, once more in his car, he drove
round the square and finally ap-
proached the house of the iron deer;
the staid, old-fashioned residence of
Harvey Payne, deeply-stricken presi-
dent of the wrecked First National
Bank.

CHAPTER VI
Grooved Bullets

OR what reason, who can say, he
approached the house by way of
Pleasant Street—that is, at the

side—and halted his machine near the
back of the lot. Getting out here, he
walked along Pleasant, to the side gate.
This he entered. When he reached the
house, a swing to the left brought him
to the small end steps of the front
porch.

These tactics seemed a bit peculiar,
but perhaps the connoisseur’s wits were
just a trifle abstracted by reason of the
nerve-shaking events of the past two
hours. At all events, he reached the
front door, rang with a firm touch, and
stood a moment waiting, while sunset
glowed golden through a fine, tenuous
haze that hung beyond the new-leaved
elms and oaks of Banker Payne's
broad-reaching lawn.

Presently the massive door swung
open, and the Irish maid appeared.

“ Yes, sor, lib'ary,” she smiled, five
dollars richer, Without waiting for
her to lead the way, T. Ashley walked
down the gloomy hall, turned to the
left and—not even knocking—entered
the odd. octagonal room.

He saw old Payne immediately, sit-
ting with his back to the library door.
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On the desk masses of papers were
heaped. The old man was intently
reading a document. Others, torn and
crumpled, lay in a wire wastebasket or
scattered over the rug.

So absorbed was the banker in his
task, whatever it may have been, that
he did not hear his visitor. T. Ashley
had to knock sharply on the door-jamb,
to call the old man’s attention.

At sound of this rapping, Payne
swung round. He half started up, fixed
widening eyes on the intruder, and for
a moment remained tense, rigid.

“You?” he exclaimed.
again?”’

“Yes, Mr. Payne,” the investigator
smiled. ‘“ Back again, for another little
talk.”

“ But, by gad, sir! I'm not at home
to anybody. I told the maid—"

Harvey Payne's air was hostile in
the extreme. Had he been a younger
man, he might have undertaken to eject
this unwelcome visitor by force. But
as any such attempt would have been
manifestly absurd, he only growled an
oath, shoved his papers into a heap and
laid a bronze weight on them, then
acidly demanded: :

“ Well, what the devil is it now? I'm
busy. Make it short, sir, and let's have
no more of you!” And Payne sank
back in his chair.

“T'll make it as short as possible,”
promised the connoisseur, advancing
into the library. ‘“ And after that, I
promise you'll have no more of me.
No occasion to get excited, my dear
sir. I’ve only come to ask your opinion
about a matter of considerable im-
portance.”

“My opinion, sir? My opinion!
Everybody's asking my opinion these
days. As if I hadn’t enough to bother
me without giving my opinion to Tom,
Dick and Harry! Why, damn it—"

“You






746

I believe that when I get through you'll
agree I'm correct. Your opinion will
be valued.”

“ And vour story's about—"

“It’s about the murder of Cashier
Blair.”

“His suicide, you mean.”

“ No, sir, his murder!”

“Of course, that's absurd to begin
with,” affirmed the banker. ““ But I
can't expect anything else from you!
What makes you claim he was mur-
dered? In a locked vault, mind you,
and all alone!”

“I’ve come to that view by a process
called cogitation, sir. A process you
probably have never developed to any
high degree. In this way I have
brought Mr. Blair's death out of the
Fourth Dimension and into the Third
—that is to say, out of a maddening
and supernatural mystery, into the
plain, everyday world of human ac-
tions.”

“You have, eh?” And Payne scorn-
fully Jaughed. That laugh sounded as
if it needed oiling. “ And how have
vou done all this?”

“ Merely by excluding all impos-
sibilitics, one by one. Then by includ-
ing all possibilities. And fnally by ar-
ranging all details of the puzzle so that
they fit nicely together. Do all this,
sir, and—presto, vou have the answer.
What could be simpler?”

This is all Greek to me,” declared
the old banker, shaking his head with
" its mane of white hair. ‘“ I'm not quite
sure, cven yet, you're not an escaped
lunatic from—"

“Your: opinion as to my mental
qualifications, sir, is a matter of no im-
portance. The only thing that is im-
portant, now, is my story. That, and
your statement as to events. Are you
positive, Mr. Payne, you heard the shot
that killed Cashier Blair?”
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‘“ Positive? What do you mean, sir?”

“ Aren’t my words sufficiently ex-
plicit? Your cashier was killed by a
shot. You heard that shot over the
vault telephone?”

“Heard it? Of course, I heard it!”

“Think hard now! Would you
swear to that in court?”

“T most certainly would!"

“Would, eh? Then you'd be com-
mitting perjury.”

“ Perjury? Why, damn it—what
d’you—"

“If you weren’t so agitated, Mr.
Payne, you'd recall what I just said a
minute ago—that there was a silencer
on the pistol that killed Blair.”

At this, the old man’s face grew
biank with seeming amazement.

“ A—a what?” he demanded.

“ A silencer. Are you not familiar
with the apparatus? It reduces the ex-
plosion of a firearm to a mere hiss;
and in many States the mere possession
of one is a criminal offense.”

“Yes, yes, I know. I've heard of
such things. But—how could there
have been a silencer in this case when
I distinctly heard—"

“I think you’ll understand when you
hear my story. I have examined the
bullet that killed Mr. Blair. Examined
it under a rather good lens. I have
that bullet now. Here it is!”

He extracted a wad of paper from
his vest-pocket, unwrapped it, and held
up a bit of lead. The old man’s jaw
gaped.

“ You told me smokeless powder was
used,” said the investigator grimly.
“ That was a deliberate lie. This bul-
let bears traces of having heen pro-
pelled by old-fashioned black powder.
And inasmuch as Blair’s skin showed
no powder burns, the bullet was fired
at him from a considerably greater dis-
tance than if he had committed suicide.
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You, Mr. Payne, are a liar—and not
alone in this instance.”

“It's you that’s lying! Telling me
you have the fatal bullet—when Chief
Dexter’s got it!"” ~

“ He had it, you mean,” smiled the
investigator. ‘““ When he showed it to
me, I had another one of the same
caliber in my pocket, to substitute, and
without any difficulty borrowed the
fatal one. Now this bullet, Mr. Payne,
shows certain markings due to an ir-
regularity in the rifling of the revolver
that did the killing. The bullet that I
dug out of the woodwork of the boat,
this afternoon, shows the same mark-
ings. Two shots were fired at me.
There was no report. Those bullets
passed—must have passed—through a
silencer. And here is one of those self-
same bullets.”

Taking from his pocket the folded
ten-dollar bill, T. Ashley showed the
banker the bullet that had barely missed
killing him. He held both pellets on
his outstretched palm, in front of the
banker’s widening and startled gaze.

“Same kind and caliber, both of
them!"” he exclaimed. “ Both bear the
same markings. I could gamble that
the one which killed Blair also passed
through a silencer, like this other one.
Well, sir, now what have you to say?”

CHAPTER VII
Poetic Justice

LD Payne gripped the arm of his
chair.

“I—you—" he stammered.

“ But—I don’t understand at all—"
“Listen! This bullet was fired at
me, without noise. The bullet that
killed Blair—from a distance, as it
didn’t powder-burn his skin—must
have had an equally silent course.
Therefore, in stating that you heard a
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pistol-shot in the vault, you told an-
other monumental lie!”

The banker jumped up, as if actuated
by a spring.

“ Damn you! I'll make you eat those
words!”

“Indeed? How interesting!”" The
two men—as T. Ashley also arose—
confronted each other across the table.
“ None the less, I affirm that by no hu-
man possibility could Blair have shot
himself inside a time-locked vault, and
then disposed of the gun. Therefore,
when you stated that he met his death
inside that vault with the door shut,
you told lie number three.”

“You'll suffer for this!" the banker
menaced.

“ Never mind about me!”

“I have other testimony to support
my statements.”

“ None whatever, as a matter of
fact!” And the connoisseur laughed a
little harshly. ““In the confusion and
the great excitement of the moment,
you most shrewdly counted on the fact
that no details would be very closely
inquired into. You reckoned—and
cleverly—that no one would perceive
the essential fact that yoiu and vou alone
claimed to have talked with Blair over
the vault phone! That vou, and only
you, claimed to have heard the fatal
shot! No other testimony whatcver ea-
ists, on those vital points, cxcept your
unsupported word!”

“ But—damn you, sir—'"

“The fact is, Mr. Payne, you're
rather a consummate actor.” And T.
Ashley, slipping the bullets back into
his pocket, smiled a bit grimly. “ But,
like a good many actors, you've over-
played your part. You've lied with
such excessive cleverness that you've
trapped yourself in your own web of
falsehood, and—"

“You're crazy, man! You're—"
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be able to call everybody by name and
make ’em feel at home,” he admon-
ished. “ That’s one thing Mr. Hazel-
ton’s made a big point of ever since
he was made manager. ‘Remember
you're the bank’s first line diplomat,’
he’s always sayin’ to me, and that
goes—  Good-morning, Mr. Dunn.
Nice morning— That’s Dunn, the
hardware man. His account’s growin’
fast an’ he swells up another inch with
every dollar.”

“Judas! I'm gettin’ a headache al-
ready,” Slade grumbled.

“It’'s some job all right,” Bill
agreed. “ And remember it ain’t only
ticklin’ the regular customers vou're
here for, an’ makin’ strangers want to
come again. You got to keep an eye
out for crooks. There’s too dang many
bank hold-ups these days. Many a
one’s been blocked by a bank-cop havin’
a good eye for faces.

“ Hello, Tom. How's the boy?
Bringin’ us in another load of kale?
That’s the stuff— That’'s Tom Mar-
tin. He was just a garage mechanic
five vears ago. Got a good business
of his own now.

“ But speakin’ of crooks an’ remem-
berin’ faces, that’s where studyin’ pro-
fecls comes in strong,” Bill went on,
returning to a hobby of his. “ It ain’t
so easy to disguise a profeel. I've seen
em bedevil their faces pretty complete
many a time when I was on the New
York force, but a guy can’t change the
shape of his nose much, ner the slope
of his forchead, ner the cut of his jib,
especially the shape, size an’ location
of his ears.”

Slade was a new man in town, but
he knew the veteran bank policeman’s
reputation. It was said among Bill’s
numerous admirers that he carried
around under his thick graying thatch
a camera and a rogue’s gallery. His
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deceptively merry blue eyes never
missed anything and anything they
caught stayed put.

“Hey, Chief.  This can’s on the
blink,” the fire extinguisher inspector’s
voice interrupted at Bill’s elbow, just
as he was greeting another important
patron. The fellow stood holding the
brass tank from the bracket in front
of the cages. “I got a fresh one out
in the car. I'll bring it right in.”

“All right, governor,” Bill said,
swallowing his irritation. * Make it
snappy, please. It’s a busy mornin’ an’
havin’ a mess around the cages annoys
the customers.”

A string of patrons distracted his
attention.

“ Jerusalem!” he exclaimed when he
next noticed the inspector. ‘‘ He made
it snappy but not neat. Say, gover-
nor,” he added to the fellow who was
scooping up the wrappings from the
new extinguisher and stuffing them in
the zinc waste-can. “ Next time un-
wrap your stuff out in the car, will you
please?”

“I'd have bawled that guy out,”
Slade told him.

“Now that won’t do on this job,”
Bill warned. *“ That half-wit might
get to be a depositor here some day.
Got to be polite to everybody. That
guy lives here in town, I think. = Sure
I’ve seen his profeel in here before, but
can't just place him.”

He presently forgot the annoying
fellow under the pressure of other
pests. There was an hour more of this
and that, Bill doing double duty while
Slade looked on and learned.

“Oh Judas H. Priest!” Bill ex-
claimed suddenly. “ Here comes the
widow Van Fleet! She’s a new de-
positor, been in town about a month,
got wads of kale, and thinks she owns
the bank. She’ll have us both runnin’:
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errands fer half an hour. An’ of
course Tom Kincaid and George Brew-
ster have to come in at the same time,
hoth big ones too. Just slip over and
say good-morning to Kincaid and
Brewster and be ready to do anything
they want while I handle the widow.”

The voluminous Mrs. Van Fleet
wheezed past them with a breathless
“ good-morning ” in response to Bill’s
polite greeting. Slade got a ileeting
glimpse of a puffy, flushed face under
an old-fashioned mourning veil.

“You can remember her from her
rig,” Bill whispered. ‘“ Ain’t another
like it in the country these days, I'm
bettin’ you.”

For once, however, the widow had
no demands to make, though Bill stood
at attention in the offing while she filled
in a counter check and drew some
money. Then she headed for the safe
deposit vaults and Bill turned back to
Slade.

“Ten o’clock,” he remarked.
“ About time for that currency ship-
ment from the Federal Reserve. Re-
member what T told you about that.
I'll go back to the cage with ’em and
you stick by the door and don’t let any-
body in that looks suspicious.”

He glanced around the big room,

“Thank the Lord., there’s
strangers in the bank just now.”

- *“ Here comes the stuff now,” Slade
informed him a few minutes later and
Bill peered out just as an armored car
swung toward the curb. He noticed
at the same time that the only other
persons approaching the bank at the
moment were two eminently harmless
regular patrons.

“First one’s Horton Sprague,” he
told Slade. “ An’ that’s C. K. Jennings
behind him.”

Bill hurried down the steps-greeting
Sprague and Jennings as he passed. At
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a glance he noted that there were still
no suspicious loiterers in sight.

The driver of the armored car
opened his steel door and stepped out,
gun in hand. From the tonneau an-
other armed guard emerged and stood
at attention. Then appeared the two
armed messengers carrying the leather
bag containing the currency. A mo-
ment later Slade swung the bank door
shut behind Bill, and the messengers,
and another currency shipment was
safe inside the bank. A few steps and
it would be back of the grille of the as-
sistant cashier’s cage.

Then; just as the triple guard of the
currency were half way to the rear,
Bill heard behind him a sound like the
sudden opening of a high pressure
hose. There was a shrill scream from
the widow Van Fleet, who had just
come from the safe deposit vaults and
was on her way out. Bill whirled about
in time to see the zinc waste-paper can
at the front end of the forward counter
turned into a small volcano. Its flam-
ing contents mounted half way to the
ceiling, giving off a thick cloud of rap-
idly spreading black smoke.

Several patrons who had been stand-
ing near the counter made a rush for
the door. The messengers carryving the
currency whirled to the wall and stood
with their backs to it, guns ready for
action. :

Almost automatically Bill dashed for
the can of chemical fire extinguisher
on its wall-bracket a dozen feet away.
He snatched it down and with three
long strides was back at the waste-can
with the extinguisher inverted and
shooting a stream on the blaze.

The next instant it seemed as if
white hot needles had been thrust into
his eyes. Bill staggered back. His
hands flew to his face and the fire ex-
tinguisher clattered to the floor. Chok-
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in the confusion and when rescued was
feeling his way helplessly in the oppo-
site direction to the door.

“ But,”" Hazelton, the manager pro-
tested, " how could this yegg see to
operate when the rest of us were blind?
I suppose he could wear a gas mask,
but that would be a pretty clumsy af-
fair. How could he get in and out
with it and not be spotted ?”’

*“ How could he get out carryin’ that
bag of money either without havin’ it
taken away from him at the door.
That's what bothers me,” Bill put in.
* The mask and smudge and tear gas
are all clear enough. Good tight-fitting
goggles are good enough for tear gas,
and Slade and I watched a fellow fix
up the smudge and plant the gas right
under our noses. But the guy who did
it wasn't here when the big show was
pulled off. He was just a helper.”

“What!” Hazelton exclaimed and
the police chief echoed him.

Bill told them about the call of the
fake fire-extinguisher inspector and
turned to the smoke-stained extinguish-
er can which lav on the table as an
exhibit.

“ This looks regular on the outside,
but it's really a high-pressure gas cylin-
der, fixed to hold liquid tear gas and
spray it good and proper when it’s
turned over, just as you do a fire ex-
tinguisher,” Bill explained. “ One of
this gang, pretendin’ to represent the
company, put this in place of the real
extinguisher this mornin’, Then the
next thing was to fix up a fire so some
hoob like me would use it. And at the
same time he wanted a smoke screen
so nobody in the street would see what
was goin’ on. Well that paper he took
off this dingus when he unwrapped it,
and dropped in the zinc waste can,
probably was soaked in some kind of
oily mixture inside that would make a
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big, quick blaze and a heavy smoke.
Probably had some gun powder mixed
with it, judgin’ from the way it flared
up. Then all that was needed was for
somebody to drop a light in the can
at the right moment. And here’s what
he did it with. T found this in the bot-
tom of the can.

He exhibited an ordinary pocket
cigarette lighter badly damaged by fire.

“Easy enough for him to snap a
light on this dingus under the corner
of his coat an’ then back up to the
waste can an’ drop it in.”

“ Well, then,” the police chief put in,
“the guy we want to find is the fake
fire extinguisher inspector, if he was a
fake, as you say. Guess I'll talk to
the extinguisher people first on a
chance.”

Bill Farley came suddenly out of a
fit of abstraction.

“Sure. That can’t do any hurt,
chief,” he said and then lapsed into si-
lent thought again.

Bill roused from his reverie only
long enough to describe the fire extin-
guisher inspector.

‘“He was an oldish, slight, stoopin’
guy with gray hair and full grey beard,
seemin’ly,” Bill told them. “I'm bet-
tin’, though, he’ll have a hair-cut an’ a
clean shave by now an’ that his hair
won’t be gray after it’s cut. I wouldn’t
even be sure I'd know his profeel now
without that bushy mustache and the
rest of the spinach.”

The chief called the fire extinguisher
people only to learn what Bill expected,
that no authorized inspection of the
Bellmore T'rust Company extinguishers
had been made that day, that their old
inspector for this district was still on
the job, and that they had no inspector
answering to Bill’s description.

“‘That sort of blocks that end,” the
chief admitted, but, to cover every-
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thing, phoned his headquarters to have
a general alarm sent out for the man.
“ Now let's see who might have got out
of the building carrying that money.
Somebody working with that fake in-
spector, of course. Who got away with-
out being detained? I'm having every-
body we're holding searched and ques-
tioned.”

Slade declared that the only ones he
passed, or could have possibly got
away, were five well-known citizens
whom Bill had named and described
as they came in. None of them had
been carrying a bag or any kind of a
package. Every one was a person of
considerable wealth and a reputation
beyond suspicion.

“ No help there,” the chief admitted
again, ‘“ There’s just one answer left.
It was an inside job all right, when it
came to the actual robbery and passin’
out the loot. Either an employee of
the bank, or one of the express mes-
sengers here, pulled the inside stuff.
But somebody else had to pass the loot
through to the outside man. That took
a second inside man. Near as I can
figure it, Slade here is the only one
had any chance to take the stuff at the
door and pass it along without being
held up. Sorry, Slade, but I'll have to
hold vou on suspicion for the present.”

Slade started an indignant denial, but
Bill Farley came out of his trance and
interrupted him.

“ There was one other way it might
have been passed through, chief,” he
declared. “ But it’s too plumb ridicu-
lous to talk about, too dangerous to
talk about, you might say. It justcan’t
be an’ yet it’s the only way it could be.

“Bill, you talk like a nut,” the chief
declared.

“Sure I do,” Bill admitted. “It’'sa
nut subject. Maybe I am a nut, but I
can find out quick enough an’ no harm

DETECTIVE FICTION

WEEKLY

done if I am, as long as I keep my
mouth shut. If Mr. Hazelton will give
me the rest of the day off, I'H prowl
around a little and let you know if I
find anything, but I'm doin’ no talkin’
yet. I've made ass enough of myself
for one day.”

And Bill stuck to his policy of si-
lence in spite of considerable cross ex-
amination. Hazelton finally gave him
his roving commission, with a warning
to watch his step.

When Bill left the conference, those
of the staff who had been exonerated
beyond question and whose eyesight
had been restored sufficiently, were
back at their posts getting ready to
open the bank’s doors again. The jani-
tors had already cleaned up the worst
of the mess made by the firemen.

“ Gosh almighty, what a wallop this
gives the bank,” Bill remarked to the
teller whose cage was opposite the
burned out waste ‘can. ‘“ Must have
pretty near singed your evebrows, too,
when that can blew up. I didn’t hear
of anybody gettin’ burned, though.
Who was standin’ near the can when
it blazed up? Did you notice?”

“Didn’t you hear the old widow
Van Fleet yell?” the teller asked with
a grin. ““ She was standin’ at the coun-
ter there lookin’ over some papers she
apparently just got from her safe de-
posit box. She wasn’t more than a
foot from the waste can and Mr.
Sprague was right on the other side of
it. Mr. Jennings was right here by
the window.”

“Say.” Bill chuckled. “ The thing
that makes e sorest ahout bein’ blind-
ed is not secin’ that fat ol' dame beat
it for the door. I'll bet she ain’t made
more’n two miles an hour before in
ten years. I'm guessin’ she made sixty
when them fireworks began. Slade says
when he caught sight of her feelin’ her
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which grew sturdily a variety of flow-
ering plants and dwarf evergreens.

Bill crawled over the parapet and
stood on a flooring of washed pebbles
looking speculatively around him. The
earth in those troughs, he thought,
would make an excellent hiding place.
But there was abundant evidence that
it had not been disturbed for many
days. Its surface was sodden and
crusted by water and sun. The plants
grew too near together to leave room
for the insertion of even so compact a
package as the bag of bank currency,
to say nothing of whatever had been
packed in the widow’s heavy trunk.

It seemed like another false hope.
‘Nevertheless Bill poked the earth in
each tub tentatively with a pocket rule.
One by one he tested them, striking
nothing but soft earth in each, until
he came to the last and largest one. In
that he hit a solid obstruction about
twelve inches down. The trough was
a good two feet deep. Suddenly hope-
ful again, Bill dug eagerly into the
earth with his fingers only to strike a
smooth wooden surface, He explored
the length and breadth of the tub. It
was the same everywhere, nothing but
wooden bottom.

But as he stood up, disheartened
again, he saw the trick. A false bot-
tom, of course. A moment’s study
proved it. The sides of the trough
were made of two twelve-inch planks
each, held together by cleats, the whole
covered by weathered green paint. But
closer inspection showed dabs of fresh
paint on the nail heads. Bill kicked
the cleats. loose, then wrenched them
off with his fingers. The top of the
tub came off intact like the tray of a
trunk, without disturbing the plants or
the earth in which they rested.

In the lower compartment thus re-
vealed, he found a neat package con-
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taining the plundered currency ship-
ment intact and beside it a pair of tight-
fitting goggles such as might be used
to prevent tear-gas from affecting the
wearer’s eyes.

But he found something more that
put the finishing touches on the proof
of his audacious theory. There was
also a second package of money con-
taining fifteen thousand dollars in large
bills. That was the amount the widow
Van Fleet had drawn that morning. As
final evidence there was a compact bun-
dle of securities of various kinds. He
thumbed them over hastily.” They
were all gilt-edged and bhore on their
face the name of Frances E. Van Fleet.
So the widow had cleaned out her
strong-box, too, before looting the
bank. But the end of the trough was
filled with more bulky valuables, a
costly set of solid silver bearing the
initials “F. E. Van F.” and a collec-
tion of jewelry that made Bill’s head
swim,

Bill stood up and contemplated his
find, still hardly able to believe his own
eyes. So the widow, with all her
wealth, had been the able accomplice
of this clever bandit! Why? And it
still seemed impossible that the fat, de-
crepit old woman would have had the
nerve and physique to go through with
it. Yet there was the proof.

Then another thought struck him.
Where was the widow now? Not
strange that her accomplice should
have hidden their joint loot, but why
were her personal belongings cached in
the same place. Had this crook used
her for his purposes and then robbed
her, perhaps done away with her?

With this new possibility in mind,
Bill hastily descended the ladder to the
apartment. But as he approached the
living room where the rest awaited
him, he slowed down and resumed his -
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air of dejection. He had his hand on
his gun, however.

“Well, is the able sleuth satisfied?”
asked Forrest tauntingly.

For answer Bill suddenly shoved his
gun in the other’s face.

‘“ Stick ’em up, bo,” he ordered. “I
found the_loot. You are under arrest
for the robbery of the Bellmore Trust
Company.”

The surprised man stared at his cap-
tor for a moment with intense chagrin,
then he shrugged and accepted the situ-
ation.

“All right,” he said. ““You win.
Where do we go from here?”

“ What I want to know first is where
is Mrs. Van Fleet?” Bill went on omi-
nously. “I advise you to tell me if
you can, otherwise I'll lodge a murder
charge too.”

Again Forrest looked intensely sur-
prised.

“Well I'll be damned!” he ex-
claimed.” I supposed you’d found her
and got the tip from her about the
trunk. Don’t worry. She's all right
by now. I saw to that.” ’

Forrest turned away and again Bill

got a good look at his profile. Bill
started as if stung by a bee.
“By gosh!” he exclaimed. “I see

it now. There’s something more to
profeels than just the cut of the jib.
You got to take into account the slant
of it.”

\With which cryptic remark he turned
to the wall phone near by and got the
chief 6f police of Bellmore on the wire.

“ Hello, chief,” he crowed. “T got
the bird and the loot, includin’ all the
valuables of the widow Van Fleet. Say,
chief, this was a one-man job. This
fake fire extinguisher inspector, after
fixin’ the tear-gas this mornin’, robbed
the widow and <shipped her stuff to
New York in her own trunk. That

wasn’t the widow at all came into the
bank. It was this guy hid under her
veil an robe. It was a cinch for him
to hide his goggles and the currency
bag under that black tent. But what
worries me is the widow. Maybe the
guy murdered her. Better beat it up
and break into her house.”

“Don’t worry about her, Bill,” the
chief told him. “ We found her O. K.
except that she’s a little cramped yet
and a bit sick from chloroform. Some-
body called up from New York an
hour ago and told us to go up to her
house right away because she was in
trouble. We found her and her maids
bound and gagged. They’d been doped
in the night while they were asleep and
didn’t know a damned thing about who
did it. And we didn’t know what it
was all about till now, except that her
place had been looted. Good work,
Bill.” Bill hung up and turned back
to the prisoner.

*“Did you call up and tell ’em to let
the widow out?” he asked.

“Sure,” Forrest told him. ‘I
wouldn’t have a bunch of ladies suf-
fer any longer than necessary. Now
you tell me something. How in hell
did you dope it out I'd dressed up as
the widow if you didn’t know till now
where she was.”

“Why, you see my memory back-
fired a little just now when I saw vour
profeel again,” Bill told him with a
grin. “I remembered all of a sudden
that the party we took for the widow
in the bank stood round-shouldered
and head thrown forward under her
veil, just like you do now. The real
widow stands up like an ol’ battleship
with her head thrown back tellin’ the
cock-eyed world to go to hell. I've
always said it’s the profeels vou want
to go by when vou aim to see through
disguises.”
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sure he was not there, although after
his escape from the penitentiary no one
could tell what had become of him. I
was satisfied from the outset that
Knapp had no hand in the thieving.
Knapp prided himself on his cleverness
as a sneak thief. Burglary would be
a clumsy way of stealing, according to
Knapp's ideas.

“ After the second or third job it
was apparent that no lone burglar was
at work. There was a gang, for some
of the jobs necessarily called for a
watcher or lookout on the outside while
a pal was inside a house. Silverware,
fine clothing, and jewelry began to dis-
appear with a regularity that reminded
us often of the day when Knapp was
in his prime. Mr. Skinner’s house was
ransacked and a great quantity of sil-
verware taken, and soon after the
Skinner robbery, the home of Mr. Bliss
was plundered and a big haul of silver-
ware and jewelry was made.

“ Crowley was worried. So were the
rest of us. We put in about twenty
hours a day, and I verily believe we
scrutinized every man in and around
Erie. We made every stranger account
for himself. We gathered in all our
regulars in the suspicious character
line. We redoubled our patrol precau-
tions at night. It was of no avail. The
burglaries went on just the same. One
night a house in one end of the town
would be robbed and the next night
the burglars would do a job in the
other end of the town. The only clew
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or trace of them that I could get was
a peculiarity in the jimmy marks, show-
ing a piece had been chipped or cut out
of the jimmy. But to tell the truth we
were at our wits’ end and could make
no headway. There were so many bur-
glaries, yet we could not get on to them.

“Our last hangout at night was the
Reed House. We would step in there
regularly before going to bed. As we
stood talking in the Reed House in the
early morning hours or shortly after
midnight, I noticed by the merest
chance a woman slip quietly down the
back stairs and out into the night. For
three or four nights I observed her
doing this. The clerk told me she was
a scrub-woman, who worked late and
lived outside the hotel. There was
nothing suspicious about that. I asked
the clerk where she lived. He said he
did not know.

“It was a pleasant night and I felt
like taking a walk, and just for amuse-
ment I decided to follow the old scrub-
woman. She slipped down the back
stairs as usual and went out. I trailed
after her. We had not gone five blocks
when I lost her. She seemed to have
been swallowed up by some hole in the
earth that vanished after devouring
her. I laughed at the joke on me, un.
able to trail an old woman, and I went
to bed.

“The next morning Crowley was
glum. ‘ Another burglary last night,’
le said, and named a house four blocks
from where I lost the old woman.

Eprror’s NotE:—John ITilson Murray, more than thirty vears a man-
huntcr, had onc of the most checkered and thrilling carcers of any of the

world’s great detectives.
ness and courage by-words.

His reputation twas international and his shrewd-
Fortunately for readers of DETECTIVE FicTION

WEEKLY, he gave the amasing story of his lifc to Victor Speer, close friend
and collaborator, before he dicd scveral months ago.

Last weck, Murray described the beginning of his detectize carcer, and
told of the capture of Knapp, “ The Weasened Wonder” of Eric.
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“ I said nothing, but that night I was
at the Reed House, waiting for my old
scrub-woman. About one o’clock in
the morning she appeared, a flitting
figure on the back stairs, and darted
out. I was after her in a jiffy. For
about fifteen blocks I followed her.
Then she suddenly turned a corner and
when I came up she was gone.

“’The next morning Crowley was
mad as a hornet. ‘ Another burglary
last night,’” said he.

“1 was a little hot myself. But that
night I turned up at the Reed House,
and at one o’clock out came my vanish-
ing scrub-woman again and away she
went, with me on her trail.

“I have shadowed many people in
my life, but that old scrub-woman. was
one of the most artful dodgers I ever
knew. I followed her from one o’clock
until after four o’clock in the morning,
up streets and down streets through al-
leys, across lots, around buildin}gs, and
then across lots again. But I stuck to

her and there was no corner she turned -

that I was not close up to spot her if
she dodged.

“Soon after we started a cat sud-
denly mewed and startled her mightily.
Along about dawn she headed away to
the outskirts of the town and stopping
in front of a double house tossed a
pebble up against a window and a mo-
ment later went in. I sat down some
distance away and thought it all over.
I was puzzled. Women burglars were
something unknown in Erie or any-
where else just then. Yet to think that
an old woman after scrubbing for
hours in a hotel would go out for a
stroll and prowl around all night for
her health was out of the question. T
waited until daylight and when she did
not come out I went to headquarters.

‘¢ Another one last night, Murray,’
said Crowley.
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“Then it could not have been my
old scrub-woman, for I had her in sight
every minute. However, I determined
to pay her a visit. I took Jake San-
dusky of the police force and went out
to the house. On one side of the double
house lived Mrs. O’Brien, a respectable
woman. She knew nothing of the oc-
cupants on the other side of the house,
beyond the fact that they were women
and had lived there less than a year.

I knocked at the door. There was
no answer. I banged again, loud and
long. I heard a scurry of feet inside
and finally the door opened. A big,
fine-looking girl, about twenty-three
years old, stood in the doorway. I
walked right in.

““What is your name?’ I asked her.

““Mary Ann Hall,” said she.

“*Do you live alone? said I.

““I live with my mother,” said Mary
Ann.

“*“Call your mother,” I said.

“ Mary Ann opened wide her mouth
and let out a bawl like a donkey’s bray.

“‘“Ma-a-a-aw! she bellowed.

“Out from the adjoining room
pranced my old scrub-woman as
sprightly and spry as any being of sixfy
years I ever saw.

““\What’s your name?’ I asked.

“‘Mrs. Julia Hall, said my old
scrub-woman, and if ever there is a
gallery for the portraits of sixty-year-
old coquettes I will contribute the pic-
ture of Julia Hall.

““Who else lives here? I asked.

“The answer was the opening of
Mary Ann’s mouth in another pro-
longed bellow.

“Out from the adjoining room
trotted a second old woman, a little
bit of a hody about fifty years old, with
a face like an eagle’s. She had a loose
ringlet that flipped around her cheek,
and she constantly blew at it out of .
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into trouble again and jumped to the
United States. Mrs. Julia Hall was
the genius of the two. I often thought
she was foolish to have used a nicked
jimmy. Her cracked smile would have
broken into almost anything.”

CHAPTER V
A King and a Lunatic
URRAY had his full share of

exciting experiences during his

service in Erie. One episode in
particular he laughed over, for in it
he was mistaken for a king, a lunatic,
and a burglar, all in a single night.

“In November, 1872, a Miss Julia
Oliver, sister of a prominent man in
Erie became demented,” Murray ex-
plained. ‘““ Her family were English
people. She imagined they had large
- estates in England, and one of her de-
lusions was that her brother was try-
ing to beat her out of them. At times
she had brief lucid intervals, but grad-
ually she became worse, and they de-
cided to send her to the Dixmont Asy-
lim, up on the mountain near Pitts-
burgh. I was acquainted with her and
her family, and they suggested that I
would be the proper person to take her
to the asylum.

‘“ All the plans were made. We in-
tended to start in the morning, but she
locked and barred her bedroom door
and windows, and we could not get in-
to the room until after the morning
train had gone. Fearing to have her
at home another night, lest she should
do some overt act or kill herself, the
family decided I should take her on
the afternoon train. It was an hour
or two late. Miss Oliver and I arrived
at the small asylum station long after
dark. I remember it was a bright, cold,
moonlit night in the latter part of No-
vember. The train steamed away, leav-
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ing this crazy woman and myself alone
on: the platform of the little station.

“There was not a soul around, no
agent,no one from the asylum, not even
a station lounger. It was as deserted
as the North Pole, and almost as cold.
The asylum was a mile or so up on the
mountain from the station. There was
a terraced walk for a part of the dis-
tance. The wind was howling, and
everything was frozen tight. I looked
far up the mountain, where I could see
the asylum lights shining out in the
night. The crazy woman passively
waited.

“*Come, Miss Oliver,’ said I. ‘ We
will have to walk. I am very sorry,
but there is no other way.’

“ She looked at me with big, inno-
cent, reproachful eyes. She had a very
sweet, childlike voice. She made no
move.

““I know you are going to kill me,’
she said so sorrowfully, and with such
sweet simplicity and directness, that I
started guiltily at the very candor of
the accusation. ‘Do kill me here,” she
continued. ‘Do not kill me on the

sountainside, and let me roll down the
hill. The one thing I dread after death
is to have to roll down long hills.’

“ There was no use to argue. She
was insane. Yet she was so self-pos-
sessed, so gentle a lady, so frank, that
if I had not known positively she was
crazy, I would have believed her as
sane as any other person I knew.

““If you will not walk with me I
must carry you,” I said.

“*‘I weigh one hundred and forty
pounds,’ she said solemnly. ‘I will not
resist, although I prefer to be killed
here rather than on the mountainside.
Please kill me here.’

“No one likes to be regarded seri-
ously as a murderer, even by insane
folk. So, without furtherado, I picked.

3D
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up Miss Oliver in my arms and started
up the mountain. She certainly had
stated her minimum weight. She lay
in my arms like a sack of salt. The
wind raged about us. Step by step I
made my way up the mountain, head-
ing for the lights of Dixmont. Despite
the bitter cold I sat her down and threw
off my overcoat, then picked her up
and labored on. It was weary, toil-
some work. I stumbled and staggered,
but ever nearer shone the lights. The
insane girl begged piteously to be killed.

“‘Kill me, why don’t you kill me?
she kept crying. *Oh, think how far
I must roll after I am killed?

“It was useless to be angry. I
trudged on. Then she began to resist.
She kicked and screamed and clawed.
I was compelled to put her down and
sit on her while I threw off my under-
coat. Then up the mountain we went,
in a perambulating wrestling match.
She fought valiantly. Once she tripped
me, and we rolled far down the path
before I could stop. She shrieked with
delight as we rolled.
~ “ Then slowly, laboriously I worked
our way back over the lost ground. All
the asylum lights went out while we
were on our way, except the few that
burned all night. Finally I got her up
to the door and rang the bell. As I
rang, she wrenched away. I grabbed
her, and she began to shriek so pierc-
ingly that it seemed as if her family
away back in Erie must hear it. We
were in a tangle on the ground when
the door opened, and a flood of light
poured out on us.

“There I stood—hatless, coatless,
disheveled, wet—with a wild woman
wailing piteously, struggling, and cry-
ing to be freed from a monster. They
well might have wondered which of
us was insane. I carried her inside, and
the doors were closed. I knew Dr.
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Reed, the superintendent, but he was
away. They roused the assistant super-
intendent out of bed. He was none
too pleased at being disturbed. I had
my commitment papers in my shirt, and
I drew them forth. They were as wet
as if they had fallen into a basin of
water. Miss Oliver was a pay patient,
of course, and her bed was ready. She
looked serenely around the reception
room, noting the paintings and the fur-
nishings.

“*What do you think of my castle,
King George? she said to me. ‘Is it
not beautiful, your majesty? Pray
make yourself at home, your majesty.’

“ There never was a King George
who looked as I looked just then.
Small wonder a nurse sniggered. They
took Miss Oliver to her quarters, and
I returned to the office. I could hear
the wind whistling around the corner

outside. I asked if I could stay all
night. They said no, it was against
the rules.

““If Dr. Reed was here I could stay
all night,” I retorted.

““Dr. Reed is not here,” was the icy
reply, matching the zero weather out-
doors.

‘“ They showed me the door. I went
out, hatless, coatless, into the night. I
stumbled down the mountain, and
hunted for my undercoat. I found it,
and then found my overcoat. But my
hat was nowhere around. The wind
must have blown it away. I made my
way down to the station. I was get-
ting cold, and my damp clothes were
stiffening on me. I tried to find warmth
or shelter at the station, but there was
none. I shivered and stamped to and
fro, endeavoring to keep warm. There
was no hotel around, none within a
couple of miles. The only house near
was a gas-house, where they made gas
for the asylum. It was across from
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the station. I saw a light in it, and I
went over and stepped in. A lone man
was sitting by the fire, watching the
drafts. He turned as the door
slammed, and seeing me hatless, with
scratched face, he groaned and jumped
over to the other side of the room.

““Get out! Get out! he shouted,
waving his arms. ‘ You cannot stop
here! Get out; I'm closing up now?!

“‘“You poor fool,” said I, ‘T want
to get warm, that’s all. Nobody will
hurt you. Sit down.’

“*Go back to the asylum if you want
to get warm! he yelled, as if I were a
deaf lunatic. ‘I don’t warm crazy men
here.’

‘“The fellow was beside himself with
terror. He thought I was an escaped
madman from Dixmont, and I did not

blame him. I certainly must have
looked the part. Suddenly his manner
changed.

““If you're really cold, my friend,
I'll show you the new tavern that has
been built right down the road,’ said he.

‘T thanked him heartily. e put on
his hat and overcoat, and we started
out of the door. As I stepped outside
he slammied the heavy door behind me,
and locked it from within. It simply
was a ruse to get me out. I saw it
was useless to try and get into the gas-
house again, so I started on a brisk
walk down the road, looking for a
tavern or boarding house. I banged on
the door. There was no answer._ [
shook the door Dby its handle. Sud-
denly the upstairs window was raised,
and a hoarse voice shouted: ¢ Who's
there?” I answered that I was an officer
who had come from the asylum and
desired a bed for the night.

“ “Get out of here! roared the voice.

“‘Come down and open this door?
I shouted in reply.

“The answer was the bang of a shot-
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gun, and a charge of buckshot bored
into the woodwork about a yard from
where I stood. I scooted around the
corner of the house as the second bar-
rel followed the first. I crawled along
behind fences until I struck a bend in
the road, and then crossed to the rail-
road track, and started on a fast walk
back toward the gashouse. On my way
I met the gasman. When he saw me
he let out a shriek of terror and fled
across the fields. I walked fully three
miles, past the gashouse, which was
locked, before I came to a tavern.
Profiting by my former experience I
knocked, and when I heard a window
raised upstairs I got around to the other
side of the house.

“‘Vat you vant?’ asked a heavy
German voice.

“*‘I want to get in,” I said.

““Go away! said the voice.

“*“I want to get in,” I shouted.

‘“Bang! Bang! went a gun. But I
was around the corner of the house. I
waited a few minutes, then thumped
again on the door. Three times I
thumped, and every time the old Ger-
man roared. Finally I crossed the road
and got behind a tree.

“*“Hello, there!" I shouted. ‘ You'll
kill some one if you don’t stop.’

““Vell, vat you tink I am shootin’
for, eh”’

*“I began a long palaver with nim.

““I want to get a bed for the night,’
I said in conclusion.

““So? Why ain’t you say so first?’
said he.

“I could hear him talking to his
wife. They went away from the win-
dow. I waited fifteen minutes, and
kicked again on the door. Presently a
light appeared in the hall. Through
the glass alongside the old-fashioned
door I could see them coming down
the stairs. The wife was ahead carry-
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work we made a break for the car.
Two of the three ran, with Dixon,
Henderson, and Dayton after them. I
grabbed the third fellow, a powerful
giant in a cotton shirt and overalls.

“We grappled in the car and fell
among the boxes. It was stifling hot
in the box car and the water began to
pour off us. I recognized the fellow
as one of our road’s employees named
Sweetman, counted one of the huskiest
men in the business. He tried to stran-
gle me to death, tried it so deliberately
I had to admire his coolness.

“ 1 broke his hold and, when he tried
to jam me behind the boxes where he
could shove a big packing case on me
and crush me, I forced him over by
the car door. There we heaved and
strained amid the big boxes. Neither
spoke a word. It was a silent struggle
m the darkness.

“1 had stripped him naked in the
first grapple of the fight. His cotton
shirt and overalls had come off like the
peeling of a banana. In his fury he
tore my clothes off me and as we
lurched toward the car door we fell
out to the track below, two naked men,
drenched with perspiration as if a tub
of water had been emptied on us.

“\Ve fell in a bunch and over we
went on to the cinders and ballast and
ties. There was no let up. Whichever
man got the chance banged the other’s
head on the rails, jammed his face in
the cinders or thumped his bare body
on the ballast and ties. A free hand
meant a stunning blow. We fought
under the car and out on to the other
tracks. All the while we were silent
as two mutes. It was a case of which
or t'other on top. He was worrying
me. I was busy as I could be and I
could not yell, and my gun was gone.

“ We came to a full stop on the track
between the rails beyond the car where
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our fight began. Neither of us was
on top. We were a tangled bunch. As
we lay straining, gasping, we heard a
creaking and crunching. Instinctively
both of us looked down the track. An
engine had backed some cars in and
they were bearing slowly, steadily
down on us. Sweetman was a game
man, he never flinched.

““You first! he gasped, as he strove
to roll me nearest the approaching cars.

“ My answer was a heave that turned
him prone between the rails and there
I held him, panting and desperate, not
daring to relax my hold. Nearer and
nearer came the cars. We could hear
the grind of the flange. Sweetman
writhed and strove to drag me down
and force me over.

“‘Give up? I gasped.

“Sweetman chook his head and
butted me full between the eyes. To-
gether we reeled back on the track.
The trucks of the nearest car were not
thirty feet away, when Joe Henderson
came running down the track, from the
chase after the other two men, and
dragged us back and snapped the hand-
cuffs on Sweetman.

“ Henderson had captured his man
and the third escaped. I was somewhat
dishgured and had to borrow some
clothes, but I was mightily relieved
when I saw the grim trucks of the
freight cars go by and felt my bones
safe beyond their reach.

“Sweetman was a partner of Slip
Lewis. He was locked up and later
his attorney made a fight on some
technicality.

“But this stopped the car bur-
glaries. The railroads thanked me, and
thereafter goods went west and arrived
at their destination unmolested.”

When Murray returned to St.
Thomas, after breaking up the car bur-
glaries, he found complaints of train-
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tapping and quickly located it at the
west end of the road in the vicinity
of Amherstburg, on the Canadian side
of the mouth of the Detroit River.
Cars laden with grain would lose
bushels in transit, in some unknown
way. The cars were weighed at De-
troit to make sure of their cargo and
when weighed later by the railroad they
were many bushels lighter. Murray by
a plan of frequent weighing of the
cars, narrowed the territory where the
thefts were committed to the vicinity
of Amherstburg.

“ The method employed by the train-
tappers,” said Murray, * was to crawl
under a grain car at night, bore holes in
the floor of the car with an auger,
fill as many bags with grain as they
could cart away, and then plug up the
auger holes, and the car would hear no
visible outward sign of having heen
robbed. Hundreds of bushels of grain
would be stolen in this way. One night
a single train was rifled of enough
grain to make two wagonloads of filled
bags.

“ The quantity stolen in such a short
time satisfied me that a gang of six or
seven did the job, and that it was not
the work of only one or two. So I
nosed around looking for sixes or
sevens who would be apt to engage in
train-tapping. I was puzzled to learn
what became of the grain, if the thieves
were people in the vicnity, for I could
find no trace of any sales of grain
apart from the usual barter in crops
by farmers.

“1I arranged for a string of grain
cars to be laid out on a siding, and the
first night I spotted a figure sneak un-
der some of the cars and bore holes
and put in plugs. No attempt was made
that night to steal any of the grain,
and evidently the cars were being pre-
pared for the next night’s raid. I de-
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cided to follow the fellow to his home
on the first night, and I did so. The
trail led to the home of the five Thrash-
ers, a father, mother, and three sons,
whose constant companions were two
fellows named Johnson and Mike Fox.

“I went back and got two constables,
and told them to meet me at a point
in the yards, where I would have a
freight engine. I got a switch engine,
but the constables failed to appear, so
I went alone with the engineer, John
Savina, by name, and the fireman. The
engine stopped. opposite the Thrashers,
and I went out to the house to arrest
the five people. I told the engineer
and fireman to be prepared to come in
a jiffy.

“I knocked at the door, and no one
answered. I knocked again, and when
no response came I shoved against the
door and walked in.

“No one was in sight. I passed
through the kitchen, and was about to
enter a room opening off it when a
tremendous screech came from the
room. I stood and listened. It was
like the high, quavering note of a calli-
ope or steam piano. Without further
ado I shoved open the door and en-
tered.

“All T could see was a big, old-
fashioned bed, surmounted by a mos-
quito net. Sitting upright in this bed
was one of the ugliest women I ever
saw in my life. She would glance at
me, and then throw back her head and
screech just like a coyote howls when
he serenades the moon. She was Mrs.
Thrasher. I bade her get up. She an-
swered with a series of ear-splitting
screeches. I spent about ten minutes
trying to persuade her to get out of
bed. When words were of no avail
I laid hold of the mosquito netting and
pulled it out of the way.

“‘lI am palsied!” shrieked Mrs.
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credentials for Barry, who is to get in
the good graces of the crowd.

CHAPTER VII
The Brotherhood

HHORTLY before noon the letter
S came, Barry tipped the boy who

brought it to the door, and closed
the door, and stared at it.

In stilted, crooked, penned writing,
the envelope was addressed to Porter
Brown, FEditor, The DBrotherhood.
The flap of the envelope was loose.
Barry took out the single sheet that
formed the letter. In the same hand-
writing, in French, was written: ““ The
bearer, Barry Sloan, is a friend. He
can be trusted. Rene Garre.”

That was all.

The telephone directory gave him
the address of The Brotherhood. It
was on lower Second Avenue. He
crumpled the letter a little, rubbed it a
trifle, to make it look as if he had car-
ried it for a week or so, and then went
down and took a taxi to the place.

Might as well get the thing started,
he reflected as he leaned back and
watched the cab turn into the heavy
Fifth Avenue traffic.

The communistic paper, The Brother-
hood, was in a fitting location—the
second floor of a dingy flat in the
middle of a lower Second Avenue
block. After dismissing the cab at the
corner, Barry looked for some minutes
before finding it. He went past the spot
and had to retrace his steps. A faded
sign inside the hall entrance finally got
him started right, and he went up to
the sccond floor, and found the door
that was his goal.

He came into a long room with two
desks up at the front windows and
tables, type fonts, a linotype, and a
small power press farther back. A

777

blackened railing separated that from
a small space inside the door that
served as a waiting room.

A bobbed-hair girl, smoking a cig-
arette, came to the railing and looked
inquiringly at him.

“I have a letter here for Mr.
Brown,” Barry told her.

A man sitting at one of the desks
heard the words, and looked up quick-
ly, and then got to his feet and lum-
bered toward them.

He was fat, this man, exceedingly
fat. In a greasy, unhealthy sort of
way. The hair was alimost gone from
his héad, and the shining dome of it
capped a wide, greasy, moonlike face,
with a great flattened nose, and liitle
deep-set eves that seemed never still.
The deep, sagging, triple chin de-
scended into a soiled collar, around
which flamed a vivid red necktie. At
first glance Barry knew that he could
never like this man.

It seemed to Barry that the other
looked at him suspiciously, with dis-
like. In a wheezing, high-pitched voice
he asked : “ You have a letter for me?”

“Yes, if you are Mr. Brown.

“I am. Let’s see it.” A fat, grimy
hand thrust out for it.

Barry drew out the letter and laid
it in the hand, and watched closely the
other’s face as he opened it and read.
At first there was a frown, and tight-
pressed lips. These gradually relaxed.
The lips smoothed out.

Porter Brown looked up abruptly
and surveyed Barry with a sharp
glance.

“ What vou want?” he asked.

Barry managed a smile. “ Nothing
in particular. I brought that letter back
with me the other day on the Leviathan
and T thought that to-day would be as
good a time as any to present it. Garre
told me I might be able to do some °












THE RED MENACE

sappers at the foundations of the great
destiny of the United States.

And the heavy, smoky little silence
that seemed to crawl over the room
was like a blanket of ill omen.

“Is that all you did?” Alexandran-
off asked softly.

There was a greenish tinge to his
eyes; green as the hat he had worn the
day before; catlike, staring with feline
watchfulness.

Barry thought as he had never
thought before, groping desperately in
his mind for the right thing to say.
And it suddenly seemed to him that he
had found it.

‘“ Garre thought,” he told the other,
“that I could do more good talking
among my rich friends than I could
mixing in with certain other matters.
He often pinched my arm and told me
to leave risky matters to those who had
wooden legs. They were not so likely
to get hurt.”

Some one laughed. Others laughed
also. The ripple of mirth ran through
them like a soothing wave. Ivan Alex-
andranoff smiled—and the tension was
broken.

At that moment an inner door of the
room opened. Olga Cassarova came
into the room. She and Barry saw each
other at the same moment. She stopped.
Barry stiffened a little. He had thought
over what would happen if a scene like
this should occur, but when she had not
appeared with the ones who were intro-
duced, he had put her from his mind.
Now—there she was.

“You!” she exclaimed.

And Barry, not to be outdone, ex-
claimed in just as startled a tone:
“You! What are you doing here?”

She countered swiftly: “ What are
you doing here?”

Once more one of the fateful little
silences had fallen over the room. All
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eyes were on them. Ivan Alexandranott
was staring from one to the other wiih
swift, calculating glances.

“You know each other?” he asked
softly.

“We have met,” Barry answered
swiftly. “ Who is she?”

Olga came a little nearer him., Her
face was slightly pale, or perhaps it
was the natural color of her skin when
she was not flushing in anger. Barry
could not tell. All he knew was that
she was extraordinarily beautiful as
she stood there staring at him. Beauti-
ful—as a poppy, from whence comes
the opium that brings delusion and
death.

Ivan said to Barry: “ She is a loyal
comrade from England. A credit to the
cause. She has only been here a few
days. Where was it you met? How is
it you know each other, and yet do
not know each other?”

Barry laughed suddenly, forced
himself by sheer strength of will into
a gale of laughter. ““ She broke into my
room twice,” he chortled. “I thought
she was a common thief at first, and at
last I did not know what she was. She
had secreted some papers in my lug-
gage, and I was curious and tried to
keep them. She shot me with a gas
gun, and when I went down she seized
the papers and escaped. I almost called
the police, and then thought better of
it and let the matter drop. Now I find

her here. Funny,is it not?” He wiped

his eyes, still chuckling.

Olga said swiftly: “ He is the man
whose luggage 1 used to hide the
papers. I did not know who he was.
Some rich fool I thought, and used him
as I saw fit.”

Another ripple of laughter ran
around the room. Even Ivan smiled
again. And then he said to Barry, with
formality which held a trace of
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mockery: “ May I present Miss Olga
Cassarova, one of our Russian beau-
ties, who is doing so much to help our
cause in different parts of the world?
Olga, the young man you treated so
unkindly is Comrade Sloan, who comes
to us with letters from Rene Garre, in
Paris.”

Barry bowed, and said smilingly as
he did so: ““ If you had let me know on
the ship I could have helped you.”

She smiled joyously at him.

“I would have—if I had known.
How much trouble it would have saved
me. The papers were very important.”

How different she was now from the
girl who had faced him with a weapon,
and without hesitation cut him down
with poisoned gas. Barry smiled at her,
and back of that smile told himself
how much he hated her. Hated her the
more because she was so beautiful and
deceptive.

Porter Brown wheezed, “ Every-
thing's all right now. - I vote we have
a drink.”

The vote was seconded on all sides,
and the company drifted back to the
cushions and seats it had occupied
when Barry entered. Ivan sank back
in a comfortable chair, like a cat re-
laxing after a seige at a mousehole.
Olga caught Barry’s arm and led him
to a divan, piled "with cushions.

“ Now that I have first claim on
you, I'll assert it,” she chuckled.

“1 was just going to say something
like that,” Barry answered gallantly.
“I've been thinking about you ever
since I came to—and wishing you
could be. a friend instead of an enemy.
It’s just like dreams coming true.”

“If you wanted to be so friendly,
why did you act so nasty about the
letter ?”” she said in mock anger.

‘1 thought from the way things had
been happening that there might be
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something in the papers that would be
of use to the cause,” he told her earn-
estly. “ You never know what can be
used, you know.”

He sensed Ivan’s eyes on them when
he said that, and hoped that it had
been heard and noted. She gave his
arm a laughing tap. “I see you are
a real comrade. I forgive you because
of that. Here are the drinks. Let us
forget the past and drink to the fu-
ture.” .

That became the toast; they all
drank to the future. And there was
an undercurrent of .grimness about the
rite that impressed Barry. They all
seemed to know something about the
future—at least part of them did—
and their earnestness and suppressed
elation was like a cold dank wave of
warning.

After that the talk soared to other
things, fast and furious. They touched
on the world revolution, the capitalists,
abstract principles of Karl Marx, and
half-baked ideas that came from their
lips with the surety and force of the
commandments of a religion.

Olga Cassarova was as bad as any
of them. Barry kept her company as
best he might, thinking all the time
what a great pity it was that such a
girl had been ruined in the muck of
communisn.

The gathering broke up around mid-
night.

“ Can I see you home?” Barry asked
Olga.

“Of course,” she smiled. “I don’t
live very far from here. We can walk.”

Barry did not get straight as to who
owned the place, and lived there. He
and Olga went out amid a chattering
group, which said good night to no
one in particular.

As the sweet cool night air struck
his face it seemed that he was coming
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then took it away and tapped the ash
into a cracked glass ash receiver that
rested on the table between them.

Barry nodded slowly, and inhaled
from his cigarette also. About them
a haze of smoke drifted, and the mur-
mur of voices came from closely set
tables, packed with diners. A stringed
orchestra thrummed an eerie Russian
air; bloused Russian waiters hurried
between the tables.

“ Will five thousand dollars do you
any good?” Barry asked quietly.

The other’s thin, cruel mouth broad-
ened in a smile. “ It will,” he said.

“1 will give you a check to-mor-
row,” Barry told him. “Isn’t—Mos-
cow coming through”

Ivan shrugged. “ Slowly.”

Barry suspected that he was lying.
These people had no source of income
that he could discover; they must be
getting money from the Soviet. This
demand was probably nothing more
than a test to see if his principles went
deeper than words. “ Did Garre tell
Porter how often I helped them with

money?” he queried. And waited
tensely for the answer.
Ivan smiled blandly. “No. He

merely cabled that yeu were to be
trusted, as far as he knew.”

Barry relaxed inwardly, So they
had looked him up, and the unknown
Rene Garre had come through for him.

They were waiting for the dessert.
In the first part of the meal little of
importance had been said. Now Barry
had the feeling that more was coming.
He was not mistaken. Over the des-
sert Ivan said casually, “ This is the
second of March.”

Barry nodded.

“You were in the army I believe?”

“Yes. I seeyou've been looking me
up further.”

Ivan merely smiled. “ Good shot?”
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“ Pretty good.”

The soft white fingers were slowly
rolling the cigarette between them. The
movement did not falter one whit as
Ivan said casually: ‘“ There is a man
back there who needs to be killed.”

“ What?”

“A man who needs to be killed.”
Ivan’s cat-like eyes narrowed a trifle.
“ Have you any scruples against the
shedding of blood to help the party?”
he asked suavely.

Barry smiled with an effort, and
hoped his mental condition did not
show. “Of course not,” he answered
easily. “ Have you?”

Ivan did not deem that worth an-
swering, evidently. He stated: “It
will be better for all concerned if you
attend to this matter.”

Barry’s throat felt a little dry.
“Where is the man?” he asked. “TIt
is a man, isn’t it ?”’

“Yes—this time.”

“This time?”

“This time,” said Ivan evenly, and
in the subtle low of his words there
was a world of meaning; of horror
and things indescribable if this man
ever got into the seat of power.

Barry wondered whether Ivan could
be quite sane, as he twisted in his chair
and looked back toward the rear of
the room. Tables were back there, and
many people; he could not see any par-
ticular person that Ivan might have
meant. Out of the corner of his mouth
he asked: ‘“ Who?”

And Ivan, without moving his lips,
said: “ Under the picture of the stag
painted on the wall. The single man.
You have seen him before—no?”

Large landscapes had been painted
along the walls. At one point near the
rear a great antlered stag stood proudly
staring out over a vast harren sweep
of snow. Beneath, at a small table,

4 D
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Ivan lighted another cigarette. “1I
will leave,” he said casually. “ The

rest is up to you. If you do this well,
there will be higger, better things. And
the party does not forget its friends.
Remember that.” He inhaled, and his
eyes narrowed. “ Or its enemies,” he
finished softly. ‘“ Remember that.”

He pushed back his chair, stood up,
nodded a farewell, and left the check
for Barry to settle.

Barry did, mechanically, and sat
there smoking, trying to think of the
best way. out of this mess. If he went
to the police they would probably laugh
at him, or at the most tell him they
could do nothing. It was merely a
question of his word against that of
Ivan. g

If Harris got free, he would be dis-
credited. He looked over at that man,
and met another sardonic smile. Har-
ris had finished also, and now he got up
and threaded a way to Barry’s table,
and dropped down in the chair that
Ivan had vacated.

“So you were one of them after
all?”’ he asked bluntly.

“ Looks like it, doesn’t it?” Barry
answered coolly.

Harris nodded, and drew an unlight-
ed cigar from his coat pocket, and
thrust it in the corner of his mouth.
“ What'’s a likely looking young fellow
like you training with a mad bunch
like that for?” he asked abruptly.

“What’s it to you?” Barry de-
manded.

Harris shrugged. “ Not a great deal.
But men like me are the ones who ar-
rest men like you, and sometimes we
hate to have to take the trouble to do
it. You don’t look like one of them.”

Barry said nothing.

“No,” continued Harris, almost as
if he was arguing with himself, “ you
don’t look like one. I'd say on a guess
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that it was the girl that was attracting
you. Olga Cassarova. She’s a bad
one.”

Barry liked the man and his straight
blunt talk, but at the same time he re-
membered that he was in character.
“ Never mind about Olga,” he replied
shortly.

Harris nodded. “It «s her then.
Well, you're over twenty-one. I won-
der if you know what a bad egg Ivan
Alexandranoft is.”

“I'm going to take a taxi downtown,
and then back uptown,” said Barry.
“ Suppose you come along and tell me
on the way. I'd like to listen to you.”

Harris shifted the cigar to the other
corner of his mouth and chuckled
dryly. Bless me—what is this, an at-
tempt to deal roughly with me?”

“In a taxi?”

Harris nodded. “It’s been done.
But I'll take a chance, young man. But
I'm armed, and not afraid to shoot.
Don’t try anything queer with me. I
warn you. I’ve dealt with your breed
too long to take chances with them.
Besides, it always makes me feel good
when I can pay some of you back with
your own medicine. Come on.”

Barry liked him still more as they
went out and climbed into the taxi that
had been summoned. There was dirty
snow in the gutter, and some of it
banked around the steps leading up into
the Russian Stag. Darry caught sight
of a figure standing out against that
snow—Ivan Alexandranoff, and beside
him another man.

As their cab drew away from the
curb that second man hurried out and
leaped into a car waiting there.
Through the back window Barry saw
that car move out after them. And he
faced forward with his heart thump-
ing faster. They were being followed;
his work was being checked. Perhaps
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got Harris out of the way?” she smiled.

Barry nodded dully, thinking of her
as a witch, beautiful and deadly. What
kind of a woman was it who could
laugh at the news of a killing, could
take joyfully the death of one who had
never done her mortal harm?

She threw an arm about his waist
and led him to a divan, and sat down
beside him, resting her head on his
shoulder.

Ivan took it in with a smile. “ Our
little Olga is a true comrade,” he said.
“She gives her favors to those who
have shed blood for the cause.”

“Ho, kapoosta,” Olga retorted
gaily. And if that was so, you would
never escape me.”

His thin, cruel mouth was still smil-
ing when he went through a door into
another room. But when he came back
a few moments later he was not smil-
ing. He went over to Barry and Olga,
and looked down at them- somberly.

At that moment there was a scuffle
outside the door. A peculiar knock.
\Weapons appeared in the hands of the
men as if by magic. One of them
sprang to the door and jerked it open.

Two more men entered, carrying be-
tween them a limp body. Barry went
cold at the sight. It was Dan Brady,
unshaven, in his rags and tatters, head
lolling over on qne shoulder, uncon-
scious, dead, or dying.

The door was closed and locked. A
habel of voices broke out, through
which the cold tones of Ivan Alexan-
dranoff cut like a keen blade of steel.
The two men who had brought Dan in
answered his questions rapidly.

Olga translated. “ They found him
spying outside. They hit him over the
head and brought him in. He will die
now. Death to spies.” She said the
last loudly, and the men clustered about
Dan nodded their heads.
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Ivan spoke a curt word. Dan was
lifted and carried to the divan where
Barry and Olga had been sitting, and
dumped there carelessly. Barry’s heart
went out to him; his buddy smashed
into unconsciousness, and now facing
death. And in the same breath he
knew that he would offer up his own
life before he would let them get away
with it.

Ivan went to work on Dan as though
he was anxious that nothing happen to
him. There was a great bruise on top
of the head, but after an examination
of that and Dan’s heart he announced
that the blow had not been serious, and
Dan would come around quickly. To
help matters, water was dashed on
Dan’s face, and his wrists were worked
about and chafed.

Presently he opened his eyes, and a
few moments later struggled to a sit-
ting posture, holding his head. Barry
stepped back behind Olga. He didn't
want Dan to see him first thing, and-
give him away with an exclamation of
recognition.

There was no danger of that, how-
ever, when Dan looked up. He did it
warily, estimatingly, and Barry knew
that behind the vacant, unshaved face,
and lowering eyes, the keen brain was
working as usual.

“What happened ?” Dan muttered.

Some one laughed. Ivan was in
front of him, and he answered: “ You
made a mistake, fool.”

Dan wagged his head and peered at
the man. “ Mistake?” he repeated un-
steadily.

“Yes.” Ivan held out his hand, and
in his voice there was cold, cruel humor.
“You are, I suppose, a beggar, a
loafer?”

Dan nodded. “ On the bum.”

“Wearing a badge under your
clothes?"
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Dan looked up sharply, and then at
the small badge in Ivan's hand. “ Found
it,” he mumbled.

“Yes?” Ivan sneered. And then
louder: “ You fool! You blundering
fool! I know! It will do you no good
te lie. You were spying on us. Now,
as a special favor, you are going to
hell to spy. It is the fate of all fools.”
He laughed. The others laughed. Olga
laughed.

Behind her Barry stood in ghastly
silence, trying to think of something
to do. He was one against nine—
and they were all armed.

Ivan turned his head and searched
out Barry, standing behind Olga’s wil-
lowy form. “ Comrade,” he said,
“come here.”

Slowly Barry went to his side, and
stood there before Dan. He was rec-
ognized, but Dan did not show the fact
by so much as a twitching muscle. Bar-
ry stared down at him, throat dry, heart
thumping away. He felt that they
were both very near death. Nearer
than they had ever been before, even
in the days when they were fighting
the Boche. Then a man had a chance.
Now, as far as he could see, neither of
them had any part of a chance. Cer-
tainly Dan hadn’t, and when he ranged
himself on Dan’s side he wouldn’t have
either.

Ivan Alexandranoff's voice was like
a purr, close to Barry’s ear. “ Com-
rade—you have done one good deed
to-night.  Done it well. You have
earned the chance for another. This
spy has earned death. You shall be
the one to give it to him.”

Barry shuddered in spite of himself,
and strove for time. “ Isn’t one a night
good enough?” he asked. “ Give the
job to some one else.”

“No. You have earned it.”

“1 don’t want it.”
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“How is this? You are faltering?
You have a weak heart?” Ivan’s tones
were mocking. His thin face was
smiling.

“ Do you think so?”

“1 should not, should I, after the
way you killed the man Harris to-
night?”

Dan’s head came up, and his eyes
searched out Barry’s face. In that look
was surprise, unbelief.

One chance for escape came to Bar-
ry. One small ray of hope. He acted
on it at once. He shrugged. “ I killed
one man as you say. [ might as well
make it two. Especially since you've
spoken out in front of him. Give me
the gun. Better make it a real one this
time, for there’s no place to run and I
suppose you want him killed inside the
building.

“Yes. You suppose right.” Ivan
reached into the pocket of his coat and
produced an automatic much like the
one that Barry had handled earlier in
the evening. However it felt heavier
when he lifted it, and he knew that it
was a regulation thirty-eight.

He caught sight of Olga’s face as
he took the weapon. It was sober, the
eyes were wide, fastened on him with
an intent stare.

The others were gathered around,
looking at him, waiting. Dan was star-
ing at the automatic as if he could not
believe the evidence of his eyes and
ears. Barry, seeing that, knew that
Dan almost believed that he was going
to death at his old buddy’s hands.

Dan’s muscles tensed, too. Barry

knew also that if the gun had been in

the hands of any one else, Dan would
be ready now to leap at him. He won-
dered if Dan would tackle him.

“Now,” Ivan urged, smiling. “ And
have no thought for the noise. No
sound can go out of here.”
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Olga,” he remarked approvingly.
“Would you like to have the pleasure
of paying him back with lead or steel?
A knife blade for a kiss! A fair ex-
change, is it not?” And he laughed
softly.

Olga shrugged.

“1 want nothing more to do with
him,” she said angrily. “1I have seen
all of him I can stand!”

“ Give them both to Nicolas,” a voice
cried.

And a grin ran around the circle of
men at the suggestion. Even Ivan
grinned. The wheezing, high-pitched
voice of Porter Brown urged shrilly:
“ Nicolas! The very thing! Turn them
over to Nicolas and let him teach them
a few ways to play! Ha, ha, ha, ha!”
And the sagging triple chins and huge
middle of the man shook with the un-
healthy mirth that filled him.

“ Ay, Nicolas,” another voice
agrecd; and the rest fell in with the
suggestion.

Barry shot a glance at Dan—and
Dan gave a slight shake of his head
and a bit of a shrug. Neither of them
had the slightest idea who Nicolas
might be, or what the purpose was of
suggesting him. But there was a grim
undercurrent to the mirth, a strata of
maliciousness that was relentless and
foreboding.

“You think it an apt suggestion,
Olga?” Ivan asked her with a smile.

She hesitated, and then shrugged.
“What does it matter what I think?
I have no thoughts about them any
more. I wipe them from my mind. I
banish them.”

Ivan agreed, and announced to the
gathered men with finality : ““ Nicolas it
shall he. He will be pleased to see
them. Gag them, and we will gas them,
and take them at once. Olga can go
along and see how Nicolas receives

_ unconsciousness
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them. She has heard of him, but has
not seen him. It will do her little heart
good.” And he laughed again, with
his cruel mouth, but not his eyes.

After that matters proceeded swift-
ly. Both were gagged, roughly, thor-
oughly. The people all went out of
the room. One man remained, and he
fired a gas pistol almost into their faces,
and retired for a few mognents,

Both Dan and DBarry were in hazy
when men came in
with gas masks and carried them out
into the fresh night air. They were
loaded into a cab; . men got in with
them, and they drove off.

Neither ever remembered anything
much about that ride. They began to
come to when they were lowered over
the side of a dark dock into a boat;
and they heard the low sound of its
motor driving the craft through water.
After a time it stopped, and they were
hauled roughly out, and lifted by
powerful arms.

Voices spoke around them; after a
little light shone brightly in their eyes.
And that light stayed there while they
came back from the shadowland where
the gas had sent them.

Dan was the first to come into con-
sciousness; and as he looked about and
saw their surroundings his face grew
pale and strained.

Barry, a few minutes later, saw the
same thing.

They were in a dirty, dim inclosure,
with uncovered beams over the ceiling
and tar paper lining the walls. Two
marine lanterns furnished the light.
Several broken chairs were about, and
a bunk, and a wooden shelf that evi-
dently served as a table. Several tin
plates and cups were on it, still dirty
with the remains of the evening meal.

They were on the bunk, their backs
propped against the wall. Ivan was
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The little pointed head bent over the
ghoulish task with inhuman earnest-
ness. And that tongue, that tongue
coming out now and then like a liz-
ard’s, like a snake’s—

Outside, somewhere along the river
the deep dull note of a tug boat’s
whistle sounded suddenly. Out there
was life, help, hope—that held no hope
for them. The sluggish current cf the
river gurgled low, and the little lap of
wavelets mocked against the side of
the craft they were on.

His fingers got the knife just right
—a thumbnail hooked into the inden-
tation made for it—he started to lift
the blade—and at that moment the
chair by the door scraped and Nicolas
got to his feet, and came toward them.

He came, shambling slowly, with
the stone in one hand and the knife in
the other. Came to Dan. There was
no time to do anything. Barry watched
with helpless horror.

The great hairy-backed fingers lift-
ed the knife and laid the keen edge of
the blade against Dan’s throat. Dan
pulled his head back until it was hard
against the wall, and he could do noth-
ing more. Rigid he sat there, and his
eyes closed, and his lips moved just a
little. It might have been a prayer.
There was prayer in Barry’s heart.

Nicolas pressed the knife in a little
more. The skin bowed under it. A
trifle more pressure and it would cut,
and the hot blood pour forth, and Dan
would start the long journey from
whence there was no returning.

It was monstrous. Nicolas stood
humped over the still bound form, his
little eyes taking in every move of
Dan’s face, drinking in with cunning
pleasure the emotions that he was tor-
turing.

After a moment he made an inhuman
little sound of pleasure in his throat,
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and took the knife away, and turned
back to the chair. Once again the
scrrp, scrrrp, scrrrp came in steady
rhythm. Dan opened his eyes. A
tremor ran through his body. He turned
a waxen face toward Barry.

Barry got the blade open with a tug
that broke the end of his finger nail.

Carefully, lest he make a movement
that betray him, he reversed the knife
and started a weak steady sawing
against one of the cords.

It took time. Tume made vivid and
precious by the terribie need that was
on them. A strand parted. He could
feel it, and his heart leaped. Another
strand—and his heart leaped again.
And a third strand—and finally the
ends parted and his wrists came free.

There was still the. matter of his
ankles. If he made so much as a move
bending over, it would be caught by
Nicolas, and his efforts be in vain. He
relaxed his arms, bringing them a trifle
farther apart, that the blood might go
through them freely, and they he ready
for use when he needed them.

Dan, looking sidewise at him, caught
that movement, and looked closer and
made out that Barry’s wrists were
apart. For a moment the astonish-
ment was visible in his eyes, as they
widened and fixed in a wondering stare.
Then he dropped the lids and veiled it.

Barry winked at him. Dan winked
back to show that he understood. So
with that secret between them they
waited.

Barry, racking his brains for some
way that would give him free move-
ment for a brief space, hit upon a way
Without delay he acted. Leaning for-
ward, pretending to look out of the
doorway into the next, dark room, he
made a sound behind the bag.

Nicolas wheeled like a flash, the
knife ready in his hand. And Barry
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continued to stare a moment before he
sank back again.

The cunning eyes of the other saw.
He swung around toward the dark
doorway, and crouched. There was
no sound. He crouched more, and
crept forward. The rays of light from
the lanterns winked and glittered
against the shiny steel knife blade. The
great hairy fingers clutched it tight,
and the shambling form advanced into
the doorway throwing a creeping shad-
ow before it.

Barry bent over soundlessly and
sawed frantically at the cords around
his ankles. They parted. He turned
to Dan. And in that moment some
sound that he made reached the ears of
Nicolas. He whirled about.

There was no time to think, to plan.
Bloody death was a few paces away.
The knife in his hand was no help at
all. Barry flung it down beside Dan
and leaped for the nearest chair.

His fingers closed upon it just as
Nicolas leaped for him, making a
sweeping gesture with the long knife.

Barry swung the chair up before him
and shoved the four pointed legs into
the other’s face. There was no time
to do anything else. It was the best
move he could have made anyway.

The knife cut futilely against the
hard wood. One leg caught Nicolas in
the eye as he tried to duck, and that
eye ceased to function.

He made uncanny, whining sounds
in his throat. Barry, hearing them,
knew that the other was a mute. He
seemed all the more horrible because
of the added deformity.

One of Nicolas’s great hairy hands
caught the legs of the chair and
wrenched it from Barry’s grasp with a
mad heave; and hurled it to the end of
the room. Barry darted to the door
and seized the chair that stood there.
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Nicolas dived at him again. Barry
swung the chair with all his strength.
A great hand thrust out, stopped it,
caught it and wrenched hard. Barry
held on. The other’s strength was
enormous; it almost lifted Barry off
the floor.

Nicolas thrust out his long right arm
and slashed at Barry's fingers. Barry
let go of the chair and sprang back to
save them. And Nicolas, spurred by
one fixed idea in his distorted little
brain, dropped the chair and lunged
after him with the knife.

Barry caught a lamp from the wall
socket and hurled it. Nicolas tried to
duck. He was too late. The thing
struck him full on the narrow sloping
forehead. Glass shattered. He reeled
back under the searing touch of hot
glass. Animal rage filled his great form.
The flame snuffed out before the lamp
struck the floor and oil flowed from it.

Dan had the knife that Barry had
dropped beside him, and was working
frantically with it; but progress was
slow. He had to watch helplessly the
battle that raged before him.

Barry retreated through the door-
way, into the dark room. He stumbled
over a chair, and pushed it behind him
just in time to foul the advance of
Nicolas, who stumbled hard over it al-
so, and went down on his hands and
knees.

There was just enough light to see
what had happened: to make out the
knife and the knife hand on the floor
as Nicolas scrambled there. Barry
leaped in and stampeéd hard on the
hand. Stamped again and again.

The puling sounds in the mute throat
rose to a squeal, and the fingers jerked
away from the knife. Barry kicked it
away into the darkness and flung him-
self on the fellow, exulting. .

And from that moment the darkness
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shambles.  Nicolas
heaved to his feet, shaking Barry’s
weight from his back. The powerful
hands groped around for a hold. And
Barry slipped clear and hooked a fist to
the other’s face.

Back and forth, from one side of the
dark room to the other they went,
crashing over chairs and into a table
that stood there. Barry was far from
Nicolas’s strength, but his body was
whipcord, his muscles fast and tireless.
He chopped in blows and sprang back;
used his feet when the other got in too
close.

Nicolas fell over a stove, and the
pipe came down with a crash, and clut-
tered the floor, and both stumbled over
it as they reeled and moved about.

A sweeping blow of a fist caught Bar-
ry's shoulder and spun him back
against the wall. It gave, a door
opened, and he reeled back out on the
open deck. There, with one sweeping
glance he saw the twinkling lights that
spangled the other shore of the river,
the dark deserted docks on their side,
and black river water wandering past
on its way to the sea. The craft they
were on was a coal barge: the deck was
flat and there was no rallmtr

Nicolas rushed out of the open door-
way at him. Barry dodged, and planned
for the end. Nicolas wheeled about,
charged again, breath whistling angrily
between his lips.

Barry backed toward the edge. Nico-
las penned him in the corner of the
deck, and closed in. There was no es-
cape now, save leaping over into the
river. Leaping, and leaving Dan alone
with this fellow. Barry did not even
think of that. i

Nicolas rushed. Their bodies came
together. Barry went down underneath
helpless.  The hairy-backed fingers
clutched at his throat as he went down.

became a mad

‘las went on over.
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Nicolas made savage sounds of victory
in his throat.

The next moment they vanished in a
grunt of surprise. Barry’s back struck
the planks heavily. And as it did so
his hands caught the clothing of the
other and gave a hard jerk. His right
foot came up and shoved, and he turned
a partial back somersault.

Off balance, taken by surprise, Nico-
His body shot out
beyond the edge of the deck where they
had fallen, fell twisting, and struck the
dark water with a heavy splash. Barry
leaped to his feet and stood panting.

Nicolas came up farther downstream,
thrashing the water heavily with his
arms, squealing in his throat. And then
went down again, and came up and
went down—and stayed down! The
oily river flowed on with one more se-
cret in its depths.

Barry turned his back on the sight.

CHAPTER XIII

A Cable From Garre

AN was just cutting the cords
about his ankles when Barry en-
tered. He stood up anxiously,

asking, ““ \What happened ?”’

Still panting, Barry told him, and
Dan’s face fell into lines of relief
“My God, I never spent such a few
minutes in all my life,” he confessed.
“1 thought sure he’d get you, and it
seemed like I couldn’t do a thing with
the lashings on my wrists.”

“He was a bad one,” Barry admit-
ted. “If I hadn’t of got the chance to
stamp the knife out of his hand I guess
he might have got me. One sweep—
and it would have been all over.”

Dan. shrugged. ‘“He’s gone now,
and I can’t say I'm sorry. He should
have been locked up years ago. I won-
der where they ever got hold of him.”.
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pretty open after they saw I seemed to
agree. :

* Now, he knows I was a secret serv-
ice agent; but, with me out of the way,
they’ll go ahead rapidly before some
one else gets on their trail. I think,
however, that they’ll only trust the
tried and true ones after their experi-
ence with me.” He chuckled.

They stopped at the Grand Central
and Barry washed himself and pro-
cured a pin for the rent in his trou-
sers. Dan used the telephone while
Barry was doing that.

“ My partner’s gone out to look for
Alexandranoff,” he said when he met
Barry. “I think you and I had better
start out looking also. He and I are
the only two working on this case right
now. If we can make contact with
Alexandranoff we'll work from there
and try to get next to what he’s up to.”

But getting contact with the man was
easier said than done. The lot of them
seemed to have dropped out of sight.
Dan knew the place where Alexandra-
noff lived, and places where he usually
might be found. He was at none of
them. The office of The Brotherhood
was black and deserted.

And one of the queer things about
the business was that Dan had never
seen any of the men who had been
present when they were both exposed.

Olga had dropped out of sight also.
An inquiry at her house brought the
reply that she rented her room by the
week, and attended to her own business.
They had not seen her that evening and
had no idea where she was. Further-
more, people had a lot of nerve com-
ing around at midnight arousing a
house.

“ Guess we’ll have to get the police
to help us after all,” Dan decided as
they sat in the taxi they were hiring by
the hour. “I want to have a look at
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that place where they caught me—but
there's no use walking right back into a
trap.”

By 1 A.M. the necessary formalities
had been gone through and they were
riding toward the spot in an automo-
bile that contained four detectives. Dan
was armed now. Barry had no permit
and so carried no gun.

Dan directed them to the spot, in the
warehouse district near the river, and
showed them how to enter the court-
yard. The same dark walls were visible
all around; and as the beams of light
swept over the cement courtyard two
big rats scurried across it and vanished.

They found the door fastened se-
curely. A skeleton key opened it. Dan
ied the rush down the hall. They found
nothing. No papers. No evidence.
One or two basement rooms of the
warehouse had been fitted up as living
quarters for a janitor or watchman. He
was gone, too. The radiators that had
heated the place were growing cold.

“\We might as well go,” Dan
growled finally. “ They’ve flown the
coop for good.”

One of the detectives suggested:
“ Can’t do much more to-night. Better
let it lay till morning.”

“ Looks like we'll have to,” Dan as-
sented gloomily.

The telephone bell woke Barry at
eight the next morning. It was Dan.
“I'li give you a call at noon,” Dan
said. ““This thing is looking funnier
all the time. Everybody that we want
to see has disappeared.”

Noon came, and Dan’s call. “ Noth-
ing yet,” Dan reported. “It’s look-
ing queerer all the time. T’ll call you
at six.”

“Isn’t there anything I can do?”
Barry asked.

“ Nothing.”

s D






By J. Lane Linklater

‘“ Planted a heavy wallop on Mullen’s
jaw. He went down and almost out”’
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up to your office. You—you're my
only chance.”

“Well,” Oakes weakened a little, I
might come, if you tell me who you
are. Otherwise, absolutely no.”

There was hesitation at the other
end of the line.

“I’m Van Courtney,” said the voice
at last, in a very low tone,

Oakes’s blue eyes fastened them-
selves on the mouthpiece with sudden
interest. As a patron of the daily press,
and, in addition, being professionally
interested in murder, he knew that Van
Courtney was a young man for whom
the police had been searching assidu-
ously for a day and a couple of nights.

“Oh, you are, are you?” said Oakes.
“Have you got any money?”

“No, Mr. Oakes, but I-——"

“Then you got the wrong number,
ain’t you?” he roared. “ What kind
of a double blanked idiot do I look
like? Every cock-eyed, triple-blasted
mutton-head in town that gets into
trouble comes to sme—if he ain’t got
any money. Say, I gotta eat. I gotta
pay rent, I even gotta wear clothes.
I'm through, I tell yer. I don’t want
no more customers unless they put
money on the bar!”

There was stunned silence at the
other end of the line. Hugo Oakes
slowly recovered his breath. -

“ What room did you say you're in?”
he asked, almost meekly, after a pause.

“ Room 24, sir.”

“ Be there in about twenty minutes,”
said Oakes, and hung up the receiver.
Then he grabbed his hat, which was
sitting on a pile of papers, and turned
to his stenographer.

“S’long, Mamie,” he mumbled.
“Try to stall the landlord off another
week, will ye? I’ll be back about noon.”

“ Sure,” said Mamie.

When some one phoned a few min-
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utes later, she told him that Mr. Oakes
would be gone all day.

11

UGO OAKES stood on the corner
of Lambert and Frederick and
looked up and down the dingy

street. Then he ducked into the door-
way of a cheap rooming house—fea-
turing ““ Light Housekeeping Rooms ”’
on a shabby window card at the en-
trance—and puffed up the stairs.

The second floor corridor was dirty,
dark and deserted. Oakes found and
knocked on the door of Room 24. No
sound came from within, but in a few
moments the door was opened slightly,
then the opening was widened to per-
mit the entrance of the lawyer.

Van Courtney was still a good-look-
ing, pleasant-faced young man, in spite
of his unshaved condition and the wor-
ry that had made him nervous and ap-
prehensive.

Oakes sat down and began to roll a
cigarette.

“How long you been here?” he
asked.

“ Since the night before last—the
night of the murder.”

“ Where did you phone from when
you called me?”

“‘There’s a phone out in the hall.
I watched my chance and phoned when
there was no one about. It’s pretty
dark out in the hall anyway.”

“You're a musical comedy actor,
ain’t you?” asked Oakes.

The young man nodded.

“Thought so. Saw you once. You
ought to try something else.”

Courtney ignored the insult; he was
too anxious to get to business. :

“I want you to find out who killed
old Philip Brandon,” he told Oakes.

“In the first place,” Oakes objected
brusquely, *“ the cops say you did. And
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“ No, sir.”

“ Thought not,” said Oakes largely.
“\Well, that’s a legal term, originating
way back in primogeniture, meaning
that you don’t have to tell the cops
where a suspected man is—unless they
know that you know.”

“ Oh!’ said Miss Brandon, relieved.

“ So you mustn’t tell any one that I
know,” said Oakes.

“ I'll do anything that you say,” she
assured him. “TI’ll do anything that
.will help Van.”

“ All right. Now, first thing I want
to do is look over the library.”

Beth Brandon led the way across the
hall. Just as they were entering the
library a young man came down the
wide staircase in a great hurry; a hand-
some chap, blond, with cool gray eyes.
He approached them.

“This 1s Mr. Oakes, Keith—MTr.
Warburton,” the young woman intro-
duced them.

‘“ Hello,” said the lawyer gruffly.

“You should not have disturbed
Miss Brandon,” Warburton reproved
him. “ \What is it you want?”

“I'm a lawyer, Mr. \Varburton,”
said Oakes. “ Young Courtney was a
friend of mine. In his—er—absence,
I am taking care of his affairs. The
bulls are bound to pick him up sooner
or later, so I thought I'd look around
a little.”

“ 1 don’t see why you should be per-
mitted—"

“T1 want Mr. Oakes to do as he sees
fit,” interrupted Beth Brandon, with
unusual spirit.

Warburton shrugged his shoulders.
The young lady led the way into the
library at -once.

The library was a large room, and
its appointments were the last word in
comfort. It ran lengthwise along the
side of the house.
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“ Where was Mr. Brandon lying
when he was found ?”” asked Oakes.

Warburton pointed to a spot on the
floor near one end of the library, to-
ward the front of the house. Oakes
strolled in that direction, gazed at the
spot indicated, walked around and
stopped before a curtained doorway.
He stood still for a moment, and then
pulled the curtain aside.

Behind the curtain was another small
room, practically a continuation of the
library. It was fitted up, apparently,
as a small office.

He stepped into the room. Beth
Brandon and Warburton followed him.

The blinds were drawn over the one
window, a large one opening to the
garden in front. QOakes released the
blinds, and the room was Hooded with
light. He opened the window and
leaned out. Then he ran his hand over
the outer window ledge.

He closed the window, retreated into
the room, sat down on the edge of a
desk and glanced rapidly around the
room. His gaze finally came to rest
on a tall screen at one end of the room.
He walked across the room and moved
the screen, exposing a built-in safe.

“H’m. Ain’t that rather a large safe
for a house?”

“Yes,” agreed Warburton, “but
Mr. Brandon kept quite a lot of his
personal effects—bonds, stocks and
other documents—as well as his per-
sonal records right here.”

“ Have the contents of the safe been
checked up since his death?”

“Not yet. We had planned to do
that to-day. His lawyer, Mr. Tim-
mons, is due here any minute. Mr.
Timmons had expected to leave for a
vacation, but, of course, this affair pre-
vented.”

“Who knew the combination of the
safe?”
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discovered the shortage we called the
police, and Inspector Mallory came out
at once to investigate. He requested
that Miss Brandon bring him her copy
of the safe combination. She went up
to her rooms, but later came down and
reported that she couldn’t find it.”
“Warburton had the run of the
house,” Oakes pointed out. “ Maybe
he went up there some time and re-

moved it so as to divert suspicion from -

himself.”

“That’s a possibility,” admitted
Timmons, “and I imagine that the in-
spector will keep close watch on him,
but I think Mallory is rather inclined
to the theory that young Courtney was
in Miss Brandon’s rooms, and helped
himself to the combination.”

“Yeah. That's a nice theory. But
can they prove it?”

“ They may be able to, unfortunately.
Miss Brandon, you see, sayvs that she
hasn’t used her writing desk for
several days. Well, there were finger-
prints on the desk. Mallory had pho-
tographs taken of them. They’ll be
compared with prints already secured
in Courtney’s rooms.”

“They'll be Courtney’s prints, all
right,” commented Oakes abruptly.

“Eh?” Mr. Timmons was startled
again; he had a right to be, with
Oakes’s suspicions apparently veering
suddenly from one to the other.

“Well, don’t you think so?” Oakes

3

challenged.

“1 confess that one is compelled to
entertain the suspicion,” admitted
Timmons.

“ At that,” said Oakes, “ I want to
do what I can for Van Courtney.
You're much better acquainted with
the family than I am; will vou give me
the benefit of your knowledge?”

“Certainly,” Timmons assured him.

“So far as you know, was there
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any one in the Brandon house at the
time of the murder, except Brandon,
his niece, and the servants?”

“Not so far as I know; unless, of
course, the murderer was some one out-
side of the household.”

“Is there any one you can think of
who might have entered Miss Bran-
don’s rooms for the purpose of taking
the combination of the safe?” h

“Well, as you say, Warburton
might have done it, although I doubt
it. And Van Courtney, too. But I know
of no one else, except Miss Brandon’s
personal attendant.”

Oakes was silent for a moment.

“ Inspector Mallory, of course,” he
suggested, “went up to Miss Bran-
don’s room after she had reported the
loss of the combination. Did you go
with him?”

“Well, yes,” said Timmons, “ but I
could only stay a minute or two.”

“Good. Then you can tell me—by
the way, I suppose that was the first
time that you ever saw Miss Brandon’s
suite?”

“ Of course,” said Timmons smiling.

“H’m. I was just wondering if any
one could have gone into the room and
located the slip of paper in the dark,
or would he have needed a light—or
perhaps you weren’t in the room long
enough to notice?”

“Now that you speak of it,” said
Timmons, “ I should say that it might-
have been difficult in the dark—he
might easily have knocked over the
desk vase, for instance.”

“ Just what I thought,” said Oakes.
“You mean the blue vase that was on
the desk?”

“Yes, the blue vase.”

A bell rang, and Mr.
reached for his telephone.

“ Probably Inspector Mallory,” he
remarked as he lifted the receiver. “ I’

Timmons
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my client, Courtney, into the case, pre-
meditated. I expect to prove, sir,
that—"

“Shut up!” interrupted Mallory.
“This ain’t no court room, and I ain’t
no judge. If you got anything to show
me go ahead.”

“Oh, all
cheerfully.

He at once led the way from the
library proper into the small office room
immediately adjoining it, and switched
on the lights, also released the blinds.

“ Suppose we examine the window
ledge,” suggested Oakes, “since it's a
possibility -that the murderer came
through the window.”

“I've done that already,” objected
Mallory.

“ Sure,” said Oakes, ““ but let's look
again—Dbrirg vour flash light here.”

Oukes raised the window, which was
not fastened, and Mallory turned his
light on the ledge outside.

“As you say.” Oakes went on,
“you examined this ledge before and
you found no finger-prints nor foot-
prints either.”

Mallory grunted.

“In addition,” Oakes continued,
“there are a number of marks and in-
dentations on the ledge, such as are
often found on such ledges. They are
of no particular significance. DBut if
you will look very closely, inspector,
you may observe two indentations just
a trifle deeper than the others. They
are somewhat square in nature, and
they are almost a foot apart.”

Oakes was using his court room
manner, which always irritated Mal-
lory.

“What about it?”

“Well, you have, of course, noted
that outside the window there is a strip
of garden—about four feet of garden
between the window and the cement

right,” agreed Oakes
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walk. There are no footprints on the
soft garden soil. It is quite likely,
therefore, that the murderer laid a
plank across from the walk to the win-
dow—uvhich is only about three feet
from the ground—thus producing the
indentations to which I have already
referred.”

“You're a smart guy,” said Mallory.
“ But suppose the window was fastened
from the inside.”

“I was working on the theory,” said
Oakes modestly, ““ that it was some one
more or less familiar with the prem-
ises; some one not necessarily an oc-
cupant of the house, but who was
enough at home here to have un-
fastened the window earlier in the
day.”

“Go ahead,” prompted Mallory.

“ My theory,” resumed Oakes, ““ was
that the murderer crossed the plank,
opened the window and entered, then
opened the safe and was concluding his
act of burglary when surprised by
Philip Brandon himself. Knowing that
Brandon would show no mercy to a
thief, particularly one whom he had
trusted, he grabbed the knife on the
desk as DBrandon, unsuspecting, was
turning away for a moment, and
stabbed him.

“He then returned to the office here,
just as young Courtney came in the
door from the hall. It occurred to him
at once to implicate Courtney by simply
ringing the buzzer, which would bring
the butler down to discover Courtney
in the room with Brandon’s corpse.

“Thereupon he slipped out”of the
window, closed it, returned the plank
to the place from which he had ob-
tained it.”

“ Simple, the way you say it.” Mal-
lory was slightly sarcastic. “ Did you
find the plank?”

“A  logical

’

question, inspector,”



812

said Oakes. “Let’s climb out of the
window—you may step on the flower
bed if you’re too fat to jump.”

They reached the walk outside of
the window, and Oakes led the way
around the corner of the house. About
a half a dozen paces along the side of
the house Oakes halted before some
steps leading down into a section of
the basement.

With the help of Mallory’s flash
light they walked down the steps and
opened the basement door. In a corner,
not far from the door, were a pile of
cases, old tools and discarded odds and
ends.

And, leaning against the pile was a
twelve-inch board, between five and six
feet long.

“‘That board,” Oakes pointed out,
“is about the right size. Let’s examine
it. Now—Ilook out!”

The roof in that section of the base-
ment was so low that the men had to
bend over, and Mallory, who was the
taller of the two, just escaped bumping
his head against an over-hanging
rafter.

Mallory played his flash light on the
board.

“1 have ascertained,” said Oakes,
“that this pile of stuff has not been
disturbed for months. You will ob-
serve, however, that the thick layer of
dust on the board has been disturbed
very recently.”

The inspector
truth of this.

“The murderer,” QOakes proceeded,
“ was careful to replace the board ex-
actly where he found it. Of course, he
was in quite a hurry, since his crime
was already known. And it occurred
to me that he might have done exactly
what you almost did yourself—
bumped his head against that rafter.”

Mallory took the hint, and his flash

acknowledged the
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light was directed upward. The rafter
was rough, bristling with splinters. A
few moments careful scrutiny revealed
three light-colored hairs caught in the
splinters.

The inspector proceeded to remove
the hairs with the utmost care. He
folded them in a piece of paper, and
put them in his pocket.

“A good idea, that,” Oakes ap-
proved, ‘“but maybe it ain’t necessary.
What you want to do is find a man
with an abrasion of some kind on top
of his head—that bump probably did
too much damage to be healed up by
this time.”

They left the basement, and returned
to the library, where Oakes make him-
self comfortable in a chair.

“No, inspector,” he repeated, “you
won't need them hairs, because I al-
ready got a full description of your
man.”

Mallory glared at him.

“What you holding out on me
now ?”

Oakes took out his tobacco can and
instituted an attempt to roll a cigarette.

“ I hope I ain’t trespassing on your
territory, inspector, but this afternoon
I made a few inquiries. I assumed that
the man who stole the securities, being
a man of intelligence, would not
want to keep them in the vicinity of
himself; he would very likely send
them away.”

“I know that much,” asserted Mal-
lory belligerently.

*“ Of course you do,” Oakes soothed
him. *“ The difference between you and
me, inspector, was that you had your
eve on the wrong man in the first place
—and, believe me, that makes quite a
difference. Anyhow, my little investiga-
tion disclosed that a package was
mailed from Sub-station C, which is a
station I have often used myself, yes- .
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‘“ Horsefeathers!” broke in Mallory
harshly. *“ You got that down in the
lhasement here when you bumped your
head against a rafter a few minutes
‘after you murdered Philip Brandon!”

Timmons sat quite still.

“ Inspector,” he managed to say at
last, ““ you—you are joking!”

Inspector Mallory, however, was re-
ferring to the telegram that Oakes had
secured from Little Springs.

“Timmons,” said Mallory, “ when
were you at Little Springs last?”

“ Eh?” stammered Timmons. “ Why
—er—I never—well, I was there a
week or so a couple of months ago.”

“You were known there as Arthur
Little, were you not?”

Timmons was silent.

“Timmons,” Mallory went on, “yes-
terday morning you mailed a package
to Arthur Little at Little Springs.
That package contained the securities
stolen from Philip Brandon’s safe by
his murderer. I have the description of
this Arthur Little, and the description
fits you to the last detail.”

“ Wait a minute, inspector,” put in
Oakes in great good humor. ““We
mustn’t be too hasty in convicting Mr.
Timmons. There’s an important detail
that you appear to have overlooked.”

“Well, what is it?” demanded Mal-
lory testily.

*“ Miss Brandon’s copy of the com-
hination of the safe,” remarked Oakes.
“ What happened to it? It seems to me
that if you find the man that stole it,
you will find the murderer.”

Mallory moved in his chair uneasily.

“Now the point is established, I
think,” went on Oakes, “ that he
couldn’t have entered the room and
taken the slip of paper from the desk
without running the risk of breaking
the desk vase.”

He turned cheerily to Timmons.
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“That’s so, isn’t it? You said that
a man in the dark looking for the slip
of paper on the desk might easily have
knocked over the desk vase, didn’t
your”

“Yes,” said Timmons, uncertainly.

““Good. The blue vase?”

“Yes, the blue vase.” )

“What’s all this about a blue vase ?”
Mallory rumbled impatiently. “ I never
saw no blue vase.” :

“But Mr. Timmons did,” said
Oakes.

“I was up in Miss Brandon’s room
with Inspector Mallory for only a min-
ute or two,” said Timmons uneasily.

“Sure,” said Oakes. “If you had
been there longer you might have ob-
served that the blue vase—which you
saw when you took the slip of paper—
had been removed!”

Timmons was too dazed to respond.

“You see, inspector,” said Oakes,
“ there was a blue vase—before to-day.
But this morning I had Miss Brandon
remove and conceal it. You did not
know ahout the vase, -of course—
but the man who stole the combina-
tion—and later killed Phil Brandon—
did know about it.”

The library door opened, and Van
Courtney, accompanied by Beth Bran-
don, came in.

“ Good evening. I'm Courtney,” the
young man told Inspector Mallory.
“Did you want me?”

“You!” said Mallory. “No, I don’t.”

Courtney, smiling, walked over and
shook hands with Hugo Oakes.

“It seems to me, Mr. Oakes,” he
said, “that you cheated yourself out
of a good court case by your detective
work.”

“Maybe,” said Oakes. ““But you
ain’t got no money anyway. Saved my-
self court costs. Gimme one of your
cigarettes.”
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on the floor of the library, his face hor-
ribly battered. He is not dead, and
explains it was an accident. Hubbard
has a black éye which he sullenly re-
fuses to discuss. Inspector Edwards,
who has been called, arrests and re-
leases both Ellis and Hubbard. Mr.
Jessup, an invalid; Nurse Gregory,
Mrs. Addison and the other servants
are all questioned. It was learned that
Ellis had received a mysterious black-
mail call from a woman the day before
the attack, a call which he declines to
explain.

Anthony Trent, millionaire sports-
man, takes an interest in the case. Ad-
dison hires a corps of private detectives
to guard his place. Trent smuggles his
way into the house to continue his in-
vestigations. Addison and his wife
quarrel, she accuses him of hitting the
faithful Hubbard, and then replacing
him with a detective-butler. He denies
hitting the butler, saying it was the
same person who attacked him. Night
before Addison planned to return to
New York he is again attacked and
kidnaped from the locked library room.
Trent visits a Robert Camplyn to run
down a new clew.

Ellis tells Trent that he believes for-
eign powers are after financial secrets
held by Addison, to use in swaying the
stock market. Trent confides in Ellis,
confessing that he was the fake Mr.
Jessup outside the door of the library
the night Addison disappeared, and he
then demonstrates to all in the house
that he can escape from the locked li-
brary. Trent learns from Mrs. Colton,
Addison’s ‘first wife, that John Addi-
son’s cousin, Marcus North, is insane
and his whereabouts unknown. Trent
also learns from Hubbard that a fist
greeted his queries at the library door
the night of the first attack.

" Clarke, city editor of a New York
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paper, tells Trent Marcus North mur-
dered Addison’s valet, but was saved
on an insanity plea. Inspector Edwards
criticizes Trent for his long absence,
but capitulates when Trent shows him
hollow pillars in front of the Addison
home, pillars which enabled Addison’s
attacker to escape. Trent concentrates
on Dr. Lang, ex-warden of the insane
asylum where Marcus North was con-
fined. He learns that North killed an
attendant; that he was granted priv-
ileges by a crooked guard, and that
North is still alive! The new warden is
a drinker. Trent decides to cultivate
him.

CHAPTER XV
“Repeat My Message "

TI(ENT knew the Haggerty type

well. He was a tall heavy man,

a huge eater, and he drank what
he could get. A man, Trent judged,
used to getting his own way, the sort
of bully who would not be a coward.
He easily dominated the men in the
poolroom. It was felt by the new men
at the asylum that Haggerty was an
influence not to be antagonized. He
boasted that Dr. Gross was his friend,
and that while Gross held a big posi-
tion Haggerty would not need a job.
And since the discipline in such institu-
tions as Deerfarm is strict and physi-
cians no more fraternize with at-
tendants than West Point officers with
enlisted men, there was food for
thought in Haggerty’s braggings.
What had Big Haggerty on Dr. Gross,
who, in the absence of his father-in-
law, was in charge?

Of Dr. Gross Trent had learned
from Stephen Lang. The man did not
stand high in his profession, and until
recently had been always pressed for
money. Lang supposed that his larger -
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salary and the greater opportunity for
credit explained his new sedan and the
better style in which he lived.

More was a better player than Trent
- had supposed. Haggerty’s proficiency
was probably the result of wasted op-
portunities and the long haunting of
pool parlors. Trent could see he was a
better player than he allowed More to
know, the sort of player who arranges
money matches and then exhibits a
pace that surprises.

It was Big Haggerty's voice he lis-
tened to. It was not necessary to strain
his ears much. The man had been
drinking and was jovial. He told
stories and jested with players at other

tables. But there was a malicious tang .

to his repartee. A bad enemy, Trent
- decided. Few noticed Trent smoking a
pipe in the shadows, and none noted his
departure. He drove back to the Inn
for a talk with Lang and left it at
half an hour past midnight.

It was at one fifteen that the Hag-
gerty door opened and the three

matches united to show up More's.

round face. Apparently More was say-
ing good night. When he was out of
sight of the Haggerty home Trent
pulled his car in to the side of the road
and opened the door.

*“Nothing much to report,” More
said, ‘“ except that he had the man from
Worcester on the wire a few minutes
ago. I couldn’t hear the other end, but
Haggerty said for him to keep quiet
and everything would turn out all
right. He told me it was a message
from his brother about some trouble
at Deerfarm. Haggerty is going to
quit, he says. He’s got some invest-
ments that are turning out pretty good
down in Oklahoma.”

““So have I,” Trent said. “I bought
acreage outside Tulsa ten years ago.”

More started. It was as though Big
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Haggerty was at his side. “ You kind
of scared me for the moment,” More
admitted. It was Haggerty speaking
I thought.”

*“ Mimicry is a gift which has been
very useful to me,” Trent said as he
stopped a block from the Hillsbro
House and let More out.

From his room at the Inn he called
the Worcester number More had pro-
cured. A very great deal devolved
upon his gift of mimicry now.

“This is Haggerty,” he said. He
could hear a sudden interest in the
tone the man on the other end who said
" Yes?"

“ When I was talkin’ to vou awhile
back there was fellers in the next
room and I didn’t want them to catch
on it was a long distance an’ I had to
speak low. Did you get what I said?
Better repeat.”

“You said you'd call for me on
Sunday morning at about seven, and
advised me not to go outside.”

“Okeh,” Haggerty’s voice answered.
“ Anything to say before I ring off?”

*“Gross called me up not ten minutes
ago. He’s very nervous. He said that
every minute of the six weeks I've been
out might have been his ruin, and he
isn’t sure that my substitute quite fits
my description.” The unseen man
laughed. There was something in it’
that made Trent shudder. “I told him
that you did not think my substitute
would last very long, as you had had
to protect yourself from his homicidal
violence. I hope you won't be too hasty,
Haggerty. We want it to seem a
natural death under the circumstances.
I shall be waiting for you on Sunday
at seven. Good-by.”

When Trent was sitting in his chair
again he sighed with relief. He would
have-been willing to bet a lot of money
that he had been talking with Marcus
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North. As always in his cases, Trent
had comie to a point where he had suf-
ficient evidence to call in the police and
be assured that they would not fail
with the clews given to them.

And as usual, Trent decided to go
through with the thing on his own ac-

count, to run into danger rather than

share it, or, by giving the command to
other men, to evade it altogether.

Before going to bed he routed More
from his slumbers. “ We are going to
Worcester to-morrow. Take your
samples and inspect new territory.”

More enjoyed the prospect. He
wished to engage in the hosiery busi-
ness on a larger scale. He had found
that women, no matter what their age
or condition, were disinclined to
sheathe their legs—of no matter what
shape—in the coarser weaves of other
days. And he liked these long motor
trips with a fast yet safe driver.

More was in a contented mood. He
had two sons in New Jersey, who had
the makings of excellent salesmen, and
a daughter soon to graduate from
high school, where she had taken a
business course and done well in it.
More believed that stockings were the
answer. He was amazed at the pos-
sibilities of it. He had enough money
saved to embark on it without prejudi-
cing his future. Effie should look after
the business at home in Fort Lee and
the boys should travel.

“What I want you to do,” Trent
said, breaking in on his meditations,
“is to find out the address of the num-
ber you got last night. You may not
find the.number listed, and if so, there
may be a rule against letting you have
it.”

“I'll get it,” said More. “ Stockings
is better than candy. They all wear
stockings, but lots of ’em have cut out
the candy. T ought to know. T've got
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some new, sheer beige samples here
that are winners.”” Mr. More plainly
identified himself with the stocking in-
dustry. ““ A nice clean game.” He spoke
of it at length and with affection, but
Anthony Trent had shut out his chatter
and was reflecting on the possible
danger of the enterprise he was now
engaged in.

That Marcus North lay at the end
of the trail was not, according to
Trent’s way of thinking, an unreason-
able supposition. The Addisons had
for years expected that a successful
break would bring North to the old
colonial house. Mrs. Addison now be-
licved him dead. Trent knew very cer-
tainly that he was alive. He had come
to Deerfarm for the double purpose of
identifying him and then seeking to
fasten Addison’s disappearance on him
and eventually of discovering whether
the banker were alive or dead.

More’s testimony that Haggerty had
been disturbed at mention of his charge -
was not to be dismissed as likely to
be wrong. More always understated
things. He had seen Haggerty's
agitation as evidenced by his hands,
those hands which, if properly studied,
can betray so much mental conflict. At
first Haggerty had said that More
could not see North. Then he had
shown him a poor devil lying in the
dim corner of a cell. It might or might
not have been North.
~ It was the voice on the telephone,
the cultured voice, speaking as though
engaged in a conspiracy which had
brought Trent to Worcester rather
beyond the legal rate of speed. In this
case, as in others, Trent had his own
way of doing things. More timid men
would have counselled an interview
with Dr. Gross and a demand to see
North. There were difficulties in the
way. Legally he had no status. And the
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law would dcler to the physician’s as-
sertion that the patient could not be
seen. Perhaps the delay would enable
them to put North back and defeat
Trent.

Dr. Lang had pointed out certain
weaknesses in the Deerfarm system,
the old buildings situated in ill-lighted
grounds and the lack of efficient super-
vision. Lang had said no more of the
Haggertys than More had been able to
find out. These same Haggertys whose
salary was less than five hundred a
vear had suddenly bought new auto-
mobiles and one of them a™ive-roomed
hungalow. And DBig Haggerty had
hoasted of his hold on the same Dr.
Gross, of whom the unknown voice on
the telephone had mentioned. -

Some one had stolen fifty-eight
thousand dollars from John Addison’s
safe. Split it three ways and there was
an amount large enough to tempt venal
ien.

luck had helped Marcus North.
The new staff had not begun to func-
tion intelligently at the time of his
escape.  With the two Haggertys in
control of his ward, and with Dr.
Gross in command, the story they
chose to tell was the one which would
he believed. The best way out of the
aftair would be for the plotters to ar-
range a fictitious escape from which
Marcus North would never suffer. It
would be assumed that at last he had
made good those many attempts. Per-
haps Haggerty feared discovery ul-
timately and was even now preparing
to get away. \Vhy was he calling so
carly on the man in Worcester, and
where did they propose to go?

How, Trent wondered, could he get
into the room of Marcus North with-
. out instantly arousing his suspicions?
If he had rightly guessed the identity
of the man to whom he had spoken
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over the wire he was an extraordinarily
dangerous person. He would expect no
visitor but Haggerty, and the visit of ,
a stranger would spell danger. And,
since there could be no added punish-
ment given him, why should he hesitate
to kill?  On the whole there was a
time reasonably close when Trent
would be able to tell whether his luck
held. If North were indeed a paranoiac
he might, in his wrath, be the most

dangerous man Trent had ever
tackled.
“Excuse me, Mr. Trent,”” More

ventured to say. * But aren’t you going
a trifle fast?’ He fclt a successful
future in hosiery was in danger.

Trent looked at the speedometer,
which was creeping toward seventy.
* Perhaps I am,” he said, “but I'm in
a hurry to get there. You’d better meet
me at the Touraine at three. That will
give you time enough, 1 expect.”

“ Fine,” More exclaimed. A little
later he talked of Deerfarm and its
people. “I got an earful about the
Haggertys last night from one of the
new men,” he volunteered. “ A young
feller from Jersey who used to work
at the State Hospital at Skillman.
Didn't like the uniform they had to
wear there, although the pay was
better. Got tired of keing with epilep-
tics all the time. This Jersey boy says
it’s all right here if you are a yesman
to the Haggertys. Says they could get
away with murder.”

Trent listened without finding any
of this information of added value to
what he had picked up himself. It was
not More alone who was engaged in
finding out particulars about the con-
duct of Haggerty’s ward, the number
of attendants who passed through it by
day and night, the visits of the physi-
cians and so on. Trent did not think it
would be difficult for the Haggertys to
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it in that big gallery in the Avenue
lLouise in Brussels when he had come
to grips with Charles Garland. The
same emotion had possessed him when,
in Lower California, he had made his
last fight with Bamp. It was a warn-
ing, he believed, that grave danger
was ahead.

It was almost four when Dauid
More came to his side. On a piece of
paper there was an address. Trent
looked at it. Since he knew little of
Worcester it was idle to ask directions.

“ Take me there,” he commanded.

More led him to a part of the city
where fashionable residences were de-
caying. The people who had occupied
them now, through the ability of the
motor to conquer distance, lived in
country homes.

A party by the name of Mitchell
subrented the studio at the top of the
building,” More said., and pointed out
the skylight with the northern ex-
posure. "1 couldn’t get any dope on
him at all except that he hasn't been
there a month vet. The telephone is not
in his name.”

The basement of the old house was
used by a local express company. A
<small artificial lower concern occupied
the first floor. The second was vacant
and More had been shown over it. He
had heard above him the footsteps of
the tenant walking up and down the
long room incessantly. It was just the
place, Trent admitted, for one who
wished to remain in hiding. A section
given over to foreigners mainly.
[talians manufactured artificial flowers
and a Greek owned the express com-
pany. The house next door was un-
occupied, covered with signs of agents
offering it for sale at a bargain price.
Some day the city would grow suf-
ficiently to warrant these ill-kept
streets being made. into paved avenues
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and the sites of these houses used for
apartment dwellings.

* Shall T wait?” More demanded.
He pointed to a little cigar and candy
store across the street. ** I'll be in there.
[ feel like a sandwich and a cup of
coffee."”

*“All right,” Trent said. * That's a
vood idea.”

More watched him ascend the steps
and lose himself in the dim hallway.
More shook his head. He didn’t under-
stand it at all. More wished he had
dared ask what interest his employer
had in this unknown Mitchell. Was it
possible that Trent had this time made
an error? If he thought Mitchell was
North—and More felt reasonably cer-
tain he did—he was riding for a fall
Mannix had described North to him in
such a way that he felt certain the
paranoiac was back again at Deer-
farm, if, indeed, he had ever escaped.

More went to the dingy shop op-
posite and found himself talking en-
thusiastically of silk stockings and their
universal application to the needs of
modern womanhood.

CHAPTER XVI
"A Maniacal Attack

NTHONY TRENT made the
ascent of the stairs very quietly.
He came to the door of the studio
suite and noted that it was a very big
and heavy one. Inside he could hear
the tramping of footsteps. Backward
and forward monotonously they came.
It was when he judged the walker was
at the farthest point from the door that
Trent turned the handle. The door was
locked or bolted—or both.

He knocked upon it briskly. The
footsteps instantly ceased, and when
Trent knocked again there was no fur-
ther movement audible. The new .oc-
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cupant, therefore, did not welcome
visitors and did not intend to in-

vestigate his caller. ‘Trent was sure
that the man had crept to the door and
was listening.

Trent began to whistle as boys do,
and then allowed his retreating foot-
steps to be heard. He made unnecessary
noise in going down the stairs. As he
had learncd that there was no window
in the studio other than the north light
he did not fear observation as he
crossed the street and bought the after-
noon paper, some cigarettes and a box
of matches. As he took no notice of
More, the little man took his cue and
did not speak.

It was half an hour later, and the
man known as Mitchell had resumed
his pacing the room when an acrid
odor assailed his nose. Under the half
inch space at the door and through the
partly opened transom white smoke
was curling. These old houses were fire
traps he knew, and he flung the door
open and rushed into the hallway, now
smoke filled. He very soon found that
a garbage pail with old papers and oily
waste was the origin of the smoke.
Carelessly they had been placed in the
passage to which none need have access
unless his business was with the tenant
of the studio. A hoy’s practical joke.

He stamped out the slow fire and
went back to his room, a big barc
apartmient almost all devoted to the
studio. The bathroom and kitchenette
were tiny in comparison. He locked the
door and bholted it and then turned
about and started back in alarm.

A stranger was sitting on the settee
before the open fire, the only source
of heat the place had, a man with a thin
face and piercing eyes, well dressed.

“Fire is always alarming, isn’t it?"
the man remarked.

Anthony Trent was not sitting as
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carelessly free from fear of assault as
the other imagined. He was ready at a
sign of threatened assault to spring to
his feet, the settee interposed between
himself and the other.

He looked into the face of a man
who would attract attention in any
gathering. He had dark eyes, a well cut
aquiline nose and his mouth was hid-
den by a mustache and his chin covered
by an imperial. They were strange eyes,
Trent thought, eyes that always gave
the impression of a man who tried to
see into the soul of another, steady un-
wavering eyes with a hint of sadness in
them. Those unskilled in discerning
character would have said it was al-
most a noble face and head. And yet
Trent felt instinctively it was only a
mask that concealed something ab-
normally cruel.

“You remind me,” Trent said, “of
that portrait of himself by Durer that
hangs in the Prado at Madrid. You
are holding your hands as he did.”

“T am not interested in what I re-
mind you of,” said the other, and
Trent noted that this was the man to
whom he had spoken over the tel-
ephone. “I suppose vou are one of the
salesmen trying to sell me artists’ sup-
plies and choose this mode of attack.
Clever, no doubt, but, as it happens,
useless. How did you get in? You hac
no right.” :

“1I walked in while you were stamp-
ing out a fire I had carefully prepared
in a borrowed garbage can.”

“What do you want?” the man
asked, edging a little nearer.

“To talk to you.”

“You don’t know me.”

“T know you’re Marcus North. Is
that enough?” Trent smiled. He pre-
sented the appearance of one wholly at
his ease. “I'm here to take you back
to Deerfarm.”
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“ Are you one of the new staff >’

“No, just a man who indulges his
hobby now and again. My hobby is to
solve problems that other people can-
not. Sometimes I fail, but not often.”

“You will here,” said the other. “1
am not Marcus North.”

“When I get you back to the charge
of the Haggertys—your esteemed
helpers—I shall find out. If I'm wrong
I shall apologize very handsomely,
bring you back here and admit I erred.
1f you are not Marcus North, call up
the police and have me arrested.”

Marcus North hesitated. To call up
Haggerty would be of little use. Hag-
gerty was hours distant. “ Well,” he
said, “admitting I am North, what
then? What am I to you?”

“Where’s John Addison?”

Hate leaped for a moment from
those strange eyes and then died down.
“ How should I know?” he retorted.

“Why shouldn’t you? You knocked
him out and dropped him down that
pillar into the coal and you carried
him across the cellar and put him in a
car driven by Haggerty probably. You
thought of this second attack only
when you found you hadn’t killed him
the first time. Having fifty-eight thou-
sand dollars you were able to buy Gross
and the Haggertys and probably some
more lesser fry. I talked to you on the
phone at one twenty this A. M. You
won’t be able to reach Haggerty any
more.” :

Trent admitted the tall man had
extraordinary control of his emotions.
\When he saw that the game was up
he still did not betray fear. The great
Garland, too, had refused to be in-
timidated. Perhaps these two were
spiritually akin. “I imitated his
voice.”

“TI need proof of that,” he said.
““What do vou want with me?”
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“T want you to come back to Deer-
farm.”

“And as I unconditionally refuse,
what do you propose to do?”

** Take you there.” Trent saw that
the moment for the struggle was at
hand. But he had not anticipated that
the settee into which he had sunk was
old and its springs flaccid. It took him
a second longer to get to his feet than
he expected. And a second was all that
Marcus North needed. Madness, or
the rage that is its ecounterpart lent
him amazing strength. He seized T'rent
by the back of his neck and the seat
of his trousers and raised him aloft
and then dashed him, not to the floor,
but to the wooden back of the old
settee. Never had Trent experienced
such sudden and acute agony as when
his spine met the oaken rail. He fell
first on to the seat and then to the slab
of stone by the open fire. His neck was
twisted and his lips drawn back in
agony. Staring down at him through
those eyes was the homicidal spirit
which had killed two men, possibly
three, and perhaps was to kill Anthony
Trent. North made no further effort
to assault him. Instead he sat on the
settee and leaned forward.

“ A trick,” he said, “and a very neat
trick that I learned from Big Hag-
gerty. He used it on patients who an-
noyed him when he wanted to snooze
on duty. It takes a strong man to do it,
It would be beyond you. The only
thing against it is that the broken spine
leaves the body numbed to pain.” He
kicked Trent savagely in the ribs.
“What did you feel ?” he demanded.

“Nothing,” the man at his feet an-
swered. I cannot move.”

“You'll live a long while,” North
said. “I need company and I shall be
able to talk to you. So you solve prob-
lems that others cannot,”
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dead yet, dying in extreme agony,” he
replied, ““ and I think that I have repaid
him in full for his behavior to me.”
North flicked the ashes from his
cigarette to Trent’s face.

“I am wondering,” he went on,
“ just how best to dispose of you. That
fire idea of yours may be best. I defer
to your superior skill in matters of this
sort, but isn't it quite a usual stunt
to dress @ man in your position in my
clothes and burn him into a state where
1o recognition is possible? That would
solve the Haggerty business very ad-
mirably. He would know if he read of
Edward Mitchell's death that all hope
of getting his money had perished with
me. [ am disappointed that you do not
beg for mercy. Why don’t you see if
you can save yourself > My heart may
be more tender than you think.” North
kicked Trent again. “Damn you,
don't you understand I'm talking to
you?"

Trent’s voice came with greater dif-
ficulty. “I'm getting cold,” he whis-
pered, ‘““and your voice seems a long
way off. [ cannot hear what you arc
saying.”

Marcus North bent lower. As he did
so Trent’s leg, which the other had Dhe-
lieved paralyzed, shot up and the sharp-
edged heel of his heavy walking shoes
caught the other square in tht mouth.
North fell back with a cry and Trent
was on him, pinning himi down, before
he could recover. Trent bound North
with rags that were in a basket by the
easel. His lips puffed up and two of the
even, white teeth werc missing.

“A very neat trick that T learned
from Haggerty,” Trent said when he
sat down again. He was still in great
pain, but he did not think he was badly
injured, although at first he had be-
lieved his spine fractured. Both of
North's kicks had hurt him severcly,
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and the agony relieved his mind and
made the torture almost welcome. He
had simulated the symptoms that North
seemed to expect, but the strength of
the leg muscles, far superior to those
of the strongest arm, had inflicted bad
wounds. It was with great pain that
Trent was able to stand erect and not
betray his injury as he crossed the
street. More, nervous at the length of
time that had elapsed, was waiting
anxiously. Together they returned to
the studio.

“Gee! Mr. Trent,” he said as he
looked down at the unconscious man

- from whom Trent was taking the bind-

ing rags, “is he dead ?”

“T don't think so,” Trent answered.
“ He must have hit his head on those
fire dogs as he fell.”

More watched the other fill a glass
with water and dissolve in it a white
amorphous powder. “ Listen,” he said.
“\When he comes to, as I think he soon
will, he is not to see me. I'll stand so
his eyes don’t take me in. With that
black bag of yours and this glass in
your hand he’ll think you'rc a doctor.
Offer him the glass and say, ‘ Take this
and you'll feel better." And scc he takes
it, More.”

A little troubled, but his faith in An-
thony Trent surviving it, More did as
he was bid. \What Trent had foretold
came to pass. North gulped down the
liquid and then gripped More’s hand.
“ What have you given me?" he cried.

“ Search me,” More said innocently.
The man on the floor tried to.rise, but
his efforts grew feebler and he sighed
heavily and his eyes shut. It was either
death or sleep, More thought uneasily.
Supposing he had given the man some
drug from whose effects he died?

“ At the Touraine you will find Mr.
Roger Ellis waiting for me. He has a
Rolls limousine driven by a slim, tall-
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things you don't understand, my dear
Roger. That silent gentleman at your
side into whose system I introduced—
quite illegally T admit—enough dope to
hold him for several hours vek you
don’t appreciate his stunts. You've
seen telephone men climb poles to fix
things, I suppose? Well. you must
have noticed how they fix climbing
irons so that steel spikes dig into the
wood and help the ascent? T thought
so. Well, the silent passenger did it
in reverse English. e fastened the
steel spikes on the outside and he was
able to climb up a hollow wooden pipe
very easily. That reminds me. T must
return those I unblushingly swiped
from a gang at work on the road be-
tween Marion and Wareham. They
were at lunch arguing on the merits of
Schmelling and were mighty careless
with their equipment. Years ago when
North and Addison prowled about that
old house they saw how ants, white
ants I suppose, had eaten away a lot
of the woodwork of the frame support-
ing the pillars. It is so rotten one could
break it with the fingers. T had to
bury what North and Addison brought
down with them in their descent in
case Lidwards might find it. They must
have seen the fungoid wood on the coal,
but perhaps they thought that not un-
usual.”

Roger Ellis looked at the drugged
man at his side apprehensively. ““ Sup-
pose he comes to?”’ he said.

“WWe'll have to put him out again,”
Trent said. “ Just get this in your
head, Roger. I'm not cruel and I don’t
like to hit a wounded man, but if ever
you saw an adroit and evil brute he's
leaning up against your shoulder now.
He has made attempt after attempt to
break out and has been within a few
miles of the Addison house more than
once. I suppose Addison knew of it.
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That’s why he lied to his wife so that
she shouldn’t worry. I should have
done the same thing to my wife.”

“T suppose he really is mad?”

“1 think so. His eyes, Roger, his
eyes. They haunt me. At first you
think them sad and then, in a moment,
the devil jumps out of them at you and
that helpless feeling gets you, the feel-
ing that seems so unreasonable in
dreams, the feeling that makes your
steps lag when you want to escape. For
seventeen years now he has been wait-
ing until he could get at John Addison.
He thinks Addison is responsible for
keeping him there. I imagine he has a
grievance; but his uncle and aunt who
administered his estate are the ones to
blame although he persists in saddling
it on his cousin.”

“You took an awful risk,” Roger
said. “ Man, why didn't you get in
the police or take me or Barton with
you?"

“ And give him the chance to say I
was afraid of him?" Trent shook his
head. “TI prefer working alone.” He
thought of Camplyn’s prophecy that his
end would be one of violence. “ Some
day, Roger, I shall try it once too often
—but I shall have had a run for my
money.”’

“1f this speed Perkins, or whatever
his real name is, is taking, hurts you—
and it does—why not slow down? I
can take care of this bird in case he
wakes up.” Roger was concerned for
his friend. “I don’t see the need for
this rush. Why?”

“I'm almost afraid to tell you.
Thanks Heavens we've got a six-mile
straightaway here and Evvyndike can
let her out. T see Barton isn’t going to
be shaken off ; he’s right behind us.”

It was two in the morning when the
cars rolled into Hillsbro and stopped
in the deep shadows thrown by the high






THE DEATLH

== Do you supposc she will feel any-
thing but rapture at getting him again?
I've got some brandy here that Dr.
Lang gave me. I think we had better
try a little on him.”

John Addison awakened suddenly
from the painful dreams that had tor-
tured him for what seemed an eternity.
He had left in his dreams a hell. Now
he was in a place he knew. This was
his own car. Tt was the back of Per-
kins’s livery cap he could see. Beside
him was Roger Lllis.”

““Who is that man there?" he de-
manded, indicating Trent. “

“ Anthony Trent,”” Roger said. “ He
got you out of that living hell.”

John Addison thought things over.
“I remember,” he said, at last. “ I was
afraid of him before. [ do not under-
stand even now.” e dropped pres-
ently into a sleep so deep that Roger
feared it was death. He did not wake
up when the car stopped at the house
of his physician who accompanied them
home. “T'll tell you about it later,
doctor.” Trent said, in answer to his
questions. ‘I want some of your pro-
fessional skill when vou're through
with him.”

\When Addison had been carried to
his room, Trent reclined on a big divan
in the hall and buttressed himself with
soft pillows. “ Ldwards will be here
soon,” he announced. “ [ saw him
hold up Barton. That’s his footstep.”

Edwards had just learned how com-
pletely right McWalsh had been in his
estimate of Anthony Trent and how
very difficult it would be to explain his
lack of understanding in the affair. Ed-
wards hoped he might be able to sal-
vage something for himseli. And as
Mallon was not with him he could af-
ford to speak the truth.

“Mr. Trent,” he said, “vou win
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again and [ guess in a day or two I'll
be roasted by every paper in the
world.”

“T don’t think so,”" Trent said.
“You’d better arrest Dr. Herman
Gross at Deerfarm and the two Hag-
gertys—George and Michael. Also
subpeena Edward Mannix who can tell
a whole lot—and will. Here are a few
facts to go on.” Edwards listened
rapturously. He saw himself again a
man who need not fear ridicule. *‘ But,
Mr. Trent,” he stammered, “ this is all
vour doing.”

“ Edwards,” Trent said, “ my inter-
est in it has already ceased. I got what
I went after and if there's any flotsam
and jetsam you're interested in, grab it
quickly. David More, outside in myv
car can help you, but don’t let Mallon
begin hectoring him or he’ll shut up.”

“You can trust me, Mr, Trent,” Ed-
wards said gratefully. “ Do you think
they could bhave kept Mr. Addison
there for long?”

_“Only until he died. That might
have been a week or less. After that
the death of Marcus North would have
been announced.”

The physician came downstairs pres-
ently. “ Mr. Addison will pull through,”
he declared happily. “ He has just fall-
en into a deep, natural sleep.”

“Why your spine didn’t crack T
don’t know,” he said when he examined
it.  “ You must be suffering.” As he
spoke the clock chimed out seven
strokes and his patient laughed aloud.
Barton looked at him anxiously. Was
Trent, the strong man, giving way?
Was this hysteria?

“No,” Trent said, reading his
thought, “I'm not mad. Just about
now, North is waking up and recogniz-
ing_old landmarks and the old inde-
scribable odors.” Trent laughed again. .
END






THE CLEW OF THE COTTONWOODS

and civilization had been advanced
many long strides into what had
hitherto been but a hopeless waste.

Boyd, walking along the top of the
completed embankment was thrilled
with the importance of the job. Soon
he would be leaving, the following day
in fact, and he was taking a final look
at the thing he had so finely wrought.

The hoarse, but musical whistle of a
steamboat, crawling on its up-stream
trip to Marked Tree, attracted the
major’s attention. When the boat
came opposite him, he recognized her
as one of the Blue Star Line’s
freighters, the Modoc.

The pilot appeared to recognize the
sturdy, military figure on the levee. He
signaled his engineer, and presently
four long blasts of the whistle saluted
Major Thomas Boyd. master builder.

Boyd’s face flushed with pleasure.
He continued his course down the top
of the embankment, pausing at length
wliere a strong current—a *‘ crossing,”
in river parlance—sliot athwart the
stream, churning the water into a
froth, beating with fierce but ineffecual
force against the levee below. a levee
adequately protected against the most
terrific onslaught the frenzied river
could bring to bear.

“ Have at it!” Boyd cried jeeringly.
“You're beat there, old river! Raise
all the hell you want to—Dbut you're
beat!”

Logs and other drift shot along in
the crossing, rammed against the re-
enforced section of the levee, some-
times forming the nucleus of a drift.

Boyd.stood looking down at the spot
in the levee which was his especial
pride. Logs and drift might assail
that point from then until doomsday.
he thought, and never make a dent.

That big cottonwood log yonder, a
monster of the wilderness, was coming
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with weight backed by terrific force—
but what of it. It too, would rebound
from its earthy contact, then drift
along as the others had done.

Boyd laughed with deep satisfaction.
The big cottonwood came on, rammed
heavily against the levee, slid along the
muddy waterline for a few feet, was
caught in an eddy and driven against
the shore again—

Then, in the twinkling of an eye,
the river seemed to rise in mighty
wrath against the obstruction in its
customary path. A great spout of
curiously colored water shot up to a
towering height, the earth trembled as
though in the grip of a quake, and all
other sounds were drowned in the roar
of a decp-throated explosion which
shattered the river silence to shreds.
A roar unlike that of thunder, or the
discharge of cannon. A roar which,
to experienced ears, signified one thing,
and one thing only.

Dynamite!

The spouting water subsided, to be
gathered Dback into the current from
which it had come and swept on—on
through the ragged breach in the levee
which stood revealed. A breach which
was ever widening, as the flow of the
river battered and tore at the ruined
mass.

Major Thomas Boyd, who had been
standing directly above the cotton-
wood log, had vanished as completely
as if he had never existed!

II

HL. Blue Star freighter, Modoc,
brought the news to Marked
Tree.

“ We were no more than half a mile
above the Bull Run Crossing,” Cap-
tain Kendall reported when he reached
the village, “ when a terrific explosion
occurred. We knew instantly that
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been well liked in the section, despite
his dignity, West I’oint applied, which
was only skin decp.

“Stay in  town. Bowlegs.” the
ranger ordered the native. T may
want to ask vou some more quéstions
later.”

He left the crowd and went down to
where the Modoc was  unloading.
Riggs, the mate, Pilot Brady and Cap-
tain Kendall formed a group on the
foredeck, and Calhoun joined them.

“You took on two passengers at
Jordan’s Landing,” he reminded Ken-
dall. * Who werce they ?”

“ Just a couple of tie-hackers,” was
the reply.  “ Wanted to go to Lake
City.”

“Are they aboard now "

“ Somewhere  ashore, 1 think.”
Riggs said.  “Asked me how long we'd
be here. Ginnin’ up, I reckon.™

“Quite likely. Is it your usual cus-
tom to whistle for Bull Run Crossing.
captain?” Cal asked.

“Not for the crossing. But just
above it is Big Bend, and we always
whistle for it. The channel is narrow
there, and we can’t see more than a
cable’s length ahead in some places.
Whistle to warn other hoats.”

“And the customary signal is four
long blasts?”

“Well, it is with the 3/edoc,” Ken-
dall replied. “ You see, there are four
hoats belonging to the Blue Star Line.
We are number four. Quite often it
is Mr. Barrett’s habit to whistle four
times, notifying any other of our
craft what hoat is meeting them.  Mr.
Barrctt is the engineer, you know.”

“I see. And what boat did you ex-
pect to meet at the bend ?”

“The Arrowhead,”
formed him. * Listen!”

A steamboat whistled, just around
the bend above the village.

Kendall in-
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hat’s the Arrowhead now,” Ken-
dall went on. “ She's overdue, for
some cause or other. Iigh state of the
river, probably. We expected to meet
her in or about the hend."”

The Arrowhead came on to a land-
ing, and Calhoun stood watching the
passengers unload. Among them was
a tall, dark, distinguished looking man
of middle age, who came down the
gangplank and immediately set out for
the Modoc. The man was unknown
to the ranger.

But the officers of the Modoc knew
him, it transpired.

“Mr. Carlin!’ exclaimed Kendall,
hastening across the gangplank and
shaking the newcomer’s hand. *“ Never
expected to see you here, sir! On your
way down to Helena, I take it 2"

Carlin nodded. “ Yes. Business of
an unexpected nature came up yester-
day. How’s the river, farther down?”

Kendall immediately recounted the
mysterious breaching of the levee, and
the probable killing of Major Boyd.
The other listened with deep interest,
and when the death of Boyd was an-
nounced his face paled slightly.

“That's hbad!” he declared seriously.
*“ Dammned bhad!” ,

“Who is Carlin?® Calhoun asked
Riggs.

“Andrew Carlin? Why, you surely
have heard of him? Ie's the new
owner of the Blue Star Line. Old Lee
Linc man, he is— and a darned good
one to work for, I'm telling you!”

So that was Carlin, of whom Cal-
houn had heard, as a matter of fact,
but whom he had never seen. Well,
owners came and went on the St.
Francis. and the rangers had no par-
ticular interest in their movements.
Carlin, Cal thought, was a business-
like looking chap. and had dignity to
burn.
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“\WWhy to his door?”” Cal interrupted
sharply.

“Because I knew it had to Dbe
Brady,” Riggs replied. ** There wasn't
another soul above th' freight-deck,
and I knew it. Our crew ain’t big,
and all was on th' lower deck. [t had
to be Brady.”

“I'see. You opened the door?”

“ Yes—and found him like you sec
him now."”

“Don’t you think it rather strange.”
Cal asked, “ that Brady’s door wasn't
focked? Contemplating suicide, don’t
you think it likely that he would lock
his door against possible intrusion?”

“I—I hadn’t thought of that”
Riggs exclaimed.

“The door shows no signs of hav-
mg been forced.,”” Cal pointed out.
“So I infer that it was not locked—"

“ Just what are trying to cstablish?”
Carlin asked, directing a cold glance
upon the ranger. “ It was suictde, of
course.  Mr. Kendall and Mr. Riggs
have both horne evidence of Brady's
condition, physical and mental, and it
15 clear that the poor fellow took his
own life. You must agree that it is,
inspector >*

* Maybe s0.” Cal told him. “ Maybe
not. Is this Brady's gun?” he asked,
picking up a thirty-eight caliber
weapon from under the pilot’s hand.

“Yes,” Kendall declared.
seen him have it many’s the time. No
mistake about it.”

Calhoun looked through the scant
possessions of the pilot, discovered
nothing in the way of a note, or any-
thing to suggest that he had died by
a hand other than his own. Just the
slight incident of the unlocked door:
that was all that kept him from dis-
missing the matter as a clear case of
suicide.

“But,” he muttered to himself, as

[ ]’D\'c
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he returned to the foredeck below,
“that door was unlocked—and there’s
something to think about in that cir-
cumstance. Somebody called my name,
too, when I was leaving the boat. I'm
certain of that now, although I was in-
clined to doubt it at the time. Humph!
I reckon I'll have to take a measure
that won't please Mr. Carlin—but he'll
have to bear it, with or without a grin,
just the same!”

The crew had all hut finished load-
ing. and Captain Kendall and Owner
Carlin were standing by the capstan
when Cal approached.

“T'H ask you to remain here for a
short while, captain,” he said courte-
ously. “ The coroner will be down
presently, and there may be a few
(uestions 1o ask after he has made his
examination.”

“Very well, inspector.” Kendall re~
plied. Ve are at your orders.”

“ Thanks.  Something else, too,
Cal went on. “ T don’t want any com-
munication between those aboard the
Modoc and the crew of the Arrowhead
until 1 give the word. Is that under-
stood 7"

“I—why, hell, Calhoun!” Kendall
exclaimed, traces of sudden anger in
his voice. “ What does that mean?”

“That I don’t want any communi-
cation between the two boats,” Cal re-
plied evenly. ‘“\Wasn't that clear in
the first place?”

“\ matter that calls for some ex-
plaining?" Carlin cut in.  “We are
ready to cooperate with you in the
matter of Brady’s death, but submit-
ting to high-handed nonsense on your
part is something we won't stand! I
propose to go aboard the Arrowhead
whenever it pleases me!”’

“In which case T'll be forced to
throw you in the lock-up and keep you
there. Carlin,” Cal told him quietly.

"









THE CLEW OF THE COTTONWOODS

“ See¢ anybody on the river, shortly
thereafter, or just before?”

““ Not ontel th® Modoc cum erlong.”

“All right. You fellows can go. The
Modoc. won't resume her journey until
sometime to-morrow, but there’s plenty
of entertainment in Marked Tree, so
I reckon you won't mind.”

The pair .assured him that they
wouldn’t mind in the least. :\fter they
were gone, Bowlegs, at a nod from
Cal, broke into speech; speech he had
been trying to utter {for several
minutes, but held back cach time by a
warning glance from the ranger.

“Them fellers lied lak a house a-
fire!” he declared. ‘“ They cum frum
down tlY’ river, on th’ M odoc, four
days ergo! I seed ’em go ashore at
th’ Honey Island landin’, carryin’ their
saws an’ broad axes with ‘em! That’s
whut I seed ’em do!”’ ‘

~Cal nodded. *“ I suspected they were
liars,” he commented. * Did you ob-
serve their shoes, Murdock ?” he asked
his aid.

“Not cspecially,” was the reply.
“\What about "em?"

*“They never hacked a tie in those
shoes,” Cal declared. “Although, from
their scuffed and worn condition, it is
patent they have worn them for a long
while. There’s not a mark of an ax
on them, and I never knew a tie-
hacker who didn’t have little nicks
chopped out of the soles of his shoes
where he miscued with his ax.

“And, about those soles. 1t you had
looked at them closely, Tom, you'd
have noticed the peculiar pulpiness of
the'leather ; swollen to nearly twice the
original thickness. Spongy. Water
does that. Sloppy decks. for instance,

and muddy levees. Our tie-hackers are

probably rivermen, Murdock.
“Now, lere’s your instructions,
Tom. Watch that pair of tie-hackers,
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and don’t let them leave Marked Tree.
Hold the Modoc here until I give
orders to let her go. Also, see that
Carlin, Kendall and Riggs stay right
here with the boat.. If they try to
leave, arrest them.

““No, T haven’t got anything on
themm—yet,” he answered the ranger’s
look of inquiry. *‘ But to-morrow is
another day—and 1'll have plenty be-
fore it passes. Lither that, or I'll own
myself beat, and worse beat than I
have ever been hefore.

‘“ Intelligent men, Tom, don't lie
about serious matters unless they've
got something to hide. All three of
those bozos lied. Lied about Brady,
about somebody calling to me, about

those four blasts of the Modoc’s
whistle—hell, they lied forty ways
from the ace! ‘There's something

dead up the creek, Murdock—sure as
shootin’.  I'm going to find out what
and where it is.”

Until far into the night, Calhoun sat
alone in his office, thinking. There
were many angles to the affair. The
native trappers and hunters for in-
stance. They would be tooth and nail
against that levee at Maple Bend Flats.
It would deprive them of one of the
finest and most fruitful fields in all the
Sunken Lands. They had, as Cal well
knew, contested every inch of re-
claimed ground then in the swamps,
sometimes backing up their protests
with powder and lead. In their un-
taught minds, the idea had lodged that
the government was imposing upon
them, robbing them of their rights.
They had not hesitated to stand up for
those supposed rights.

At first, Calhoun had been inclined |
to think that the natives had set off
the dynamite blast which wiped out a
section of the levee, and utterly de-
stroyed its usefulness. Bowlegs, even,
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cover in the cottonwood tree top,
snapping a gun out of his holster as
he leaped.

“Wham! Wham! Wham!”’

Three pistol shots back of him testi-
fied to the character of the body which
hiad been moving through the timber,
and the whine of lead in the foliage of
the fallen tree left no doubt of what
his intentions were.

Cal moved swiftly, once he had the
leafy cover to protect him. Back into
the brush he slid, then began circling,
eyes scanning every tree trunk, query-
ing every bushy cover. Suddenly he
stopped, crouched behind the bole of a
tree, eyes on a man who had likewise
chosen a tree trunk for cover. \Wholly
unaware of Calhoun’s soft footed ap-
proach in his rear, the skulker was
peering around his bulwark, his six-
gun in hand, scanning the tree top into
which the ranger had plunged so short
a time before.

‘“Steady as you are!” Cal called
sharply. ““Drop your gun, or I'll drill
a hole through you!”

The skulker gave a convulsive leap,
then seemed to freeze where he was.

“Drop it—pronto!” Cal snapped.

The weapon in the skulker’s hand
thudded to the ground, and Calhoun,
thrusting his own gun into a holster,
advanced upon him.

“ Face around!” he ordered sharply,
“ Let’s see if you’re who T think you
are!” :
That order was obeyed—swiftly and
with deadly intent. The man by the
tree wheeled around, his left hand
flashed down and up, there was a glint
of steel as he whipped a gun from
under his coat.

But Calhoun had only appeared to
be off his guard. With such speed of
movement as would have defied any
eye to follow, his weapon was in his
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hand and spitting lead. One shot only,
and the gun arm of the other hung
useless at his side.

“Damn you!” snarled a {amiliar
voice. “If that twig hadn’t snapped
under my boot, I'd of got you shore!”

“But it snapped, Riggs,” Cal
pointed out, a slow grin parting his
lips— a grin that was not pretty to
look at. ““I'd have drilled you right,
you skunk, only I want you for evi-
dence. You've got that to thank for
your—"

“ Like hell!” snarled Mate Riggs, of
the Modoc, baring his yellow teeth
much as a wounded and cornered wolf
might have done. “ You won’t never °
learn nothin’ frum me! I’ll see you in
hell first!”

“There’s very little you could tell
me that I don’t already know, Riggs,”
Cal assured him quietly. “ I know that
you killed Brady, for instance, and
that’s enough to hang you. But get
up on your pegs. We're through here.
I’ve heard the whole story here among
the cottonwoods, and there’s nothing
left now but the showdown. Get up
and get going!”

At that instant, Bowlegs, wonder
and anxiety on his face, raced up
through the underbrush. At the sight
of Cal and his prisoner he stopped
short,

“Done ketched a skunk, huh?” he
drawled, pointing a thumb toward
Riggs. “ Somehow ernuther, 1 ain’t
never had no use fur that’n, an’ ain’t
a-tall s’prised at him bein’ mixed up
in this thing. Yep,” he went on,
answering a look of inquiry from Cal,
“found a tie-shack wharat two men
done had a camp right recent. Not
more’n a day or two ago.”

“Good. Now for the river, and
Marked Tree.”

They reached the village two hours
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through the crossing, noting the exact
minute of contact with the levee. Fine!
But one trial was not considered
enough, so a second log, same size and
aproximate weight as the first, was cut,
thrown in, and timed. The result was
satisfactory, but one cannot be too
careful about such matters. A third,
and last, trial log, however, was con-
vincing. The job was as good as done.

" Yesterday afternoon, another log
was placed in the water—but it was
not a trial log. It was freighted with
destruction and death. But the dyna-
mite log was not to be released until
a certain signal, agreed upon between
the wreckers and their backers,should
be heard. That signal would come

from the siren of a boat—the
Modoc—"
“That's a damned lie!” bellowed

Kendall, leaping to his feet, his face
congested. A most damnable—"

“Sit down, you!" ‘The command,
from Tom Murdock, was accompanied
by a heavy hand clamped on the skip-
per's shoulder. He dropped heavily
into his chair. still muttering protests.

“The Modoc was to whistle four
long, spaced blasts, when she was at
the crossing,” Cal continued imperturb-
ably. ““ That was to notify the wreck-
ers that she was passing the danger
spot, and that it was time to release the
log and make speed to Jordan’s Land-
ing, where they would be picked up a
short while later and carried out of the
country.

“The four Dblasts, which Belcher
heard distinctly, were given, and the
Modoc bucked the current past the
danger point; the dynamite log was re-
leased, and the wreckers were off to
the landing, where they were taken
zboard a short while later.

“ That, men, is how the thing was
done. Kendall lied to me about those
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four blasts, about the Arrowhead being
late, about Brady's ill health—which
Brady’s crony, Bill Shores, denies em-
phatically. All those things aroused
niy suspicions.

“'The killing of poor Brady must
have occurred after this wise,” he went
on, “but I can only guess at that. 1
heard my name called just as I reached
the top of the levee, after leaving the
Modoc yesterday. I believe now that
it was Brady calling me. Why? Just
this:

“Brady was willing enough to help
destroy the levee, thereby prolonging
the life of his job, he thought—but
he never would have consented to mur-
der. Yet that’s what resulted when
he whistled the signal for the release
of the dynamite log. Alajor Boyd was
killed by the explosion, and his death
was as much a murder as if it had been
done intentionally. Brady, I am cer-
tain, never saw the engineer on the
levee. When he learned, at Marked
Tree, that Boyd had been killed, he
must have broken down and deter-
mined to tell the whole thing. He was
prevented from doing so by a bullet
fired into his brain—"

‘“ Nonsense!” Carlin declared heated-
ly. *““Absolute nonsense! Brady killed
himsel{—"

“For what reason?” Cal broke in
sharply. “ His health was good, and
so were his nerves. \Why did he call
to me? Why did he go directly to his
cabin and, without bothering to lock
Lis door, blow out his brains? There
must have been a reason, and his part-
ner, Shores, says that the reasons sup-
plied by Kendall and Riggs were noth-
ing but lies.

“But never mind that. e are
coming to something that does count—
and heavily. Riggs learned that I had
gone down the river, suspected what






Camille and his sisters paraded around the
gap'den, chanting, supremely happy
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always see them. This is just the time
when they like to come out of their
graves—do you feel that chill air?”

“ Shut the window quick. \VWhat do
vou mean—they?”

Fuphrasie turned her head away to
hide the malicious grin which distorted
her mouth.

*“ The spirits! Ghosts !

LElodie shuddered. She drew the
covers up to her chin and peered at
her companion,

“Yes,” continued the old woman,
“The dead come out of their graves
and walk about. I've seen lots of them
in my time. You never know they are
near you till you icel their cold breath
on your neck.”

“ Stop, stop, Luphrasie. you are kill-
ing me.”

“You're in a fine state of nerves,
mademoiselle. I don't know what’s
come over vou lately. Shall T give you
some medicine?”’

“Yes, yes,” cried her mistress eager-
ly.  ‘““Yes, dear FEuphrasie, some-
thing to make me sleep. And you
won't leave the room till T am asleep?
P’romise me." .

She clung to the old woman’s hand
feverishly. It was a strong and cap-
able hand still, Euphrasie smiled tri-
umphantly. Who was now the mistress
of this house, she or the poor panic-
stricken, nervous creature cowering un-
der the blankets? She moved away.
Her mistress sat up.

“ Euphrasie! Don't leave me!”

“One moment only till I get your
powder, I'll be right back.”

She was gone, and thc heart of the
poor woman in the bed pounded jerkily.
Of what comfort to her was this rosy
houdoir with the trinkets on the lace-
trimmed dressing table, the rest of the
villa with its well chosen furniture, the
jewels and securities in a tin box, the
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knowledge that as long as certain of
her old friends lived they would pro-
vide her with a pension? What were
these bodily comforts in comparison
with the mental terrors of the night,
conjured up by this old witch who
preyed upon her weakened nerves and
gentle unresisting nature?

To-morrow she must send for her
friend Mlle. Griere. She would tell
her what to do.

Stealthy shadows crept into the
room and hid themselves in the cor-
ners. Upon the flooring in front of
the fireplace a long, dark shadow in
the rough semblance of a human body
scemed to writhe for a moment and
then be still.

The door creaked.

“It is I, mademoiselle,” said Eu-
phrasie in a coaxing voice. She came
over to the bed and held a glass to the
woman’s purpling lips. ‘‘ There now,
go to sleep. Lucky you are to have
me with you, or the neighbors might
come in some morning and find you
with your throat cut from ear to ear.”

The old woman sat down on a chair.
After a little while, seeing her employer
was asleep, she put out her hand to-
ward her, then shaking her head, drew
back sharply, and with hasty steps left
the room.

The time had not yet come.

Mlle. Menetret was sitting in her
little drawing-room with her {riend
Mlle. Griere, a brisk, well preserved
little lady.

“ Now, what is it, Elodie?” demand-
ed Mlle. Griere. “You can’t deceive
me. You sent for me for some pur-
pose. What is it? I wish I could say
you were looking well, but you look
worried.”

“ Marie, Euphrasie’s killing me by
degrees with fear. I'm afraid now to
he left alone with her.” .
8D
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and carried his report hack to Mlle.
Griere.

To all other inquirers after this first
call, the dragon hehind the gate re-
turned one answer:

“Mlle. Menetret is dead to the
world. She has entered a convent, and
[ have sworn not to divulge the place of
her retreat.”

Euphrasie Mercier's life, before she
crept into the safe haven of the villa
at Villemomble, had been a strange
one. She had held a fortune in her
hand and had scen it dwindle away.
Accustomed as a girl to every luxury,
she had learned to have recourse to
cvery makeshift to hide her poverty.
But one legacy which their father had
left the Mercier children, no one could
take from them. Cursed as they scemed
to be, moving from country to country,
this inheritance went with them, in-
creasing with the ycars. Their father
had endowed them with his mysticism
and religious fanaticism.

Lecast touched of all by this shadow
was a son Zacharic, who had married
and had a daughter, Adele.

But Sidonie, Honorine and Camille
each had a different character. Hono-
rine, in spite of the fact that she had
borne a son out of wedlock was the
missionary, the Crusading spirit. She
wrote letters to high ecclesiastics re-
proaching them for not defending and
proctaiming the church more strongly.

Sidonie was the taciturn, gloomy
visionary, a simple soul weighed down
by the burden of imaginary sins and
strange crimes, beating her breast and
muttering remorseful prayers. Both
of the sisters were beset by an invisible
world of cnemies, and saw cnemies
surrounding all those with whom they
came in contact. They tried to chase

away these tempters and demons with

incantations and ceremonies.

DETECTIVE FICIION WEEKLY

Camille, now a middle-aged man,
was a gentle, harmless creature. Wher-
ever he lived, he ¢pent most of his days
in the church, kneeling for hours be-
fore the pictured saints and following
the priest round like a child with a ten-
der and reverent simplicity.

Amid these aftlicted ones, LEuphra-
sie stood out like a genius. In spite of
the fact that she, too, believed in the
supernatural and the miraculous, that
she had visions of the Deity whom she
addressed familiarly and asked for ad-
vice on all matters, she had an essen-
tially commercial mind in dealing with
material things. She had a great de-
termination, an indomitable will. Noth-
ing could turn her aside from her pur-
pose—especially when the question of
her three charges was involved.

The spirit of her father had ap-
peared to her and commanded her to
fook after the three weaklings. She
was their guardian, their protector,
their champion. She fought like a
tigress against the world. Such family
affection is rare.

For years Kuphrasie had tried to
run a shoestore in various strcets in
Paris. She had even lecarned to make
shoes.  And whercever she went, there
went also her ‘“ children.”

It was while at Boulevard Hauss-
mann that she had made the acquaint-
ance of the timid, shrinking, slightly
hypochondriacal Elodie Menetret with
her fine clothes, her expensive shoes
and furs, but she had not marked her
down as her future employer.

When the shoe business, which
had Dbeen on its Jast legs, crashed
to faiture and Euphrasie found her-
self with a hungry family to feed,
Providence, so it seemed, sct Elodie
in her path again. She had just
bought the villa, and was looking for
some one to stay with her in the double
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capacity of servant and companion.
Fuphrasie, who was expert in flattery,
and a clever actress in concealing her
real character, suggested herself as a
devoted friend, and was engaged.

For the first week or so Euphrasie
fawned on her employer. She heaped
her with exaggerated compliments, she
fussed over her, she discovered new
ailments and ran to and fro with medi-
cines. She was indefatigable in screen-
ing her from currents of air, in dark-
ening the room, in protecting her from
noises and visitors.

This diligence soon alarmed Flodie.
She had wanted a companion, not a
shadow. The woman was a perfect
pest, even if her kindness was sincere,
and Elodie had begun to wonder if it
was. Yet she was afraid to dismiss
Euphrasie. Iiuphrasie was quick to
see her opportunity, and she peopled
the villa with terrors. With this ghost-
ly host at her beck and call she was able
to sp dominate her shrinking mistress
that “Elodie would rather suffer Fu-
phrasie’s presence than be left alone.

It was on April 18 that Mlle. Griere
saw Elodie for the last time. A\ week
later M. Grassner was told his friend
had gone to Paris. A day or so later
another friend, M. Riquier, was met
with the astonishing news that his
friend had entered a convent.

M. Riquier got in touch with Elo-
die’s njece, Louise Menetret, who was
a dancer, and gave her the news and
advice as to what to do. Louise has-
tened out to the villa, and met with the
same story. She was not allowed to
pass the gate. So she carried her story
to the police commissary at Montreuil,
M. Oberinger, and said she was sure
her aunt was being held a prisoner by
Fuphrasie Mercier.

The policeman hummed and hawed,
and said he would look into the matter,
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He sent for Luphrasie, who came
dressed with the utmost neatness and
wearing her best manners and most
convincing tones. .

*“ Why, what a lie,” she said indig-
nantly when told of the accusation;
“God will surely punish the authors
of these lies. My dear Mlle. Menetret
has left the world and all its wicked-
ness. I wish she would allow me to
tell you where she is, but she strictly
forbade me. But she has written to
me—see, there is the letter. Just look
at the date—Wednesday night.”

The policeman glanced at the letter.
He did not notice that there was no
other date than the indefinite one of
* Wednesday night.”

Euphrasie also exhibited a paper
which she called by the high sounding
name of Deed of Gift. It said:*“Iam
leaving Irance—I leave all I possess
to Mlle. Mercier—let her transact my
husiness.”

This document was undoubtedly in

‘the hand of Elodie, though written in

pain or with difficulty.

M. Oberinger was completely taken
in by his visitor, and promised that he
would dispose of any interference
from Elodie’s niece and her friends.

Within a week the villa had become
an asylum, in every sense of the word,
for the Mercier family. In a couple of
days Honorine and Sidonie were
strolling in the little walled garden,
decked out in clothes which had be-
longed to the ladv who had retired
from the world.

One room of the house was fitted
up as a chapel, and there candles
burned all day before a banner of the
Virgin worked by Honorine.

Sometimes in the evening Camille
took down the banner, and his two sis-
ters, candles in their hands, followed
it in procession round the garden,






PRIESTESS OF THE DEAD

neuf’s stay in the house of mystery he
scentedsomething wrong. Less gulli-
ble than the general public and Elodie
Menetret’s {riends, he suspected that
the convent to which this lady had
gone was nearer home than had heen
hinted.

He kept his ears cocked wide open
~ to the talk of his mother and his aunt
Sidonie, who were continually praying
for the dead, and suggesting that the
dead might well walk in the garden.

He never had much faith -in this
power of attorney which his aunt had
obtained, and the more he pondered
over the business the queerer it seemed
to him.

Besides, his Aunt Euphrasie gave
way to strange fits of religious exalta-
tion, in which she let fall highly sus-
picious remarks.,  Also there was her
strange and jealous regard for the
dahlia bed. If she sat at a window
overlooking it, her eyes were drawn to
it as though by some magnetic attrac-
tion.

Putting two and two together and
reaching a more or less satisfactory
answer, the voung man began to test
his theory. He was engaged one day
in the pastime of spinning a knife on
the table and watching where it would
stop.

“That's funny,” he said, looking up
at his aunt. *““ Do you sece where the
blade points every time. To the gar-
den.  T'hat’s where we can look for
trouble when the corpses begin to
speak.”

“Will yvou keep still,” said. his aunt
with a shudder. ‘ What nonsense are
vou talking?’ And then she added,
after a pause, ““ Do vou really think the
dead can speak?”

“ Sure thing!” said Chateauneuf.

A few days later he tried to borrow
a large amount of money from his lov-
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ing aunt, but, unfortunately, in this
case her avarice was greater than her
affection, and she refused. Burning
with injured innocence, Chateauneuf
packed up a hand bag, appropriating
such articles as were unattached and
available and once more fled with his
wife to Brussels. From there he
wrote a formal denunciation of his
aunt to the attorney of the department
of the Seine, and at the same time sent
a letter to Elodie’s uncle, in which he
said that FElodie had been poisoned
with phosphorous from match heads,
cut up, burned in the bedroom and
buried in the garden.

To both letters he attached a neat
little plan of the garden, on which the
dahlia bed was marked—*Dig here.”

Prompt action was taken by the
authorities. Euphrasie was arrested.
Under the bed of dahlias which she
had so carefully guarded were found
some charred bones, and some teeth,
one of which was gold-filled. Doctors
Riche and Brouardel declared these
hones to be that of a woman of the
approximate age of Elodie Menetret,
and that they had been subjected to
the action of fire. A dentist stated
that one of the missing woman’s teeth
had been filled by him. A corsage
buckle found among the ashes was
identified.

In the house was found a hatchet
with certain dark stains which the ex-
perts said were those of human blood.

An examination of the lily and
dahlia bulbs found buried with the re-
mains led an expert gardener to say
that they had been put into the earth-
in the spring of 1883, at which time
the mistress of the villa had disap-
peared.

A search was at once made in the
convents of France, Belgium and
Luxembourg. Needless to say,”Mlle.
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Euphrasie glibly. * She made up her
mind to leave society. She was dead
in love with a young man whom she
could not marry. She adored him
even as the angels worship. And then
she was afraid to live in the house.
Men with a sinister look were prowl-
ing about the garden walls. One night
she went and threw herself on her
knees at the feet of a priest, and he told
her what to do to find peace. She
spent the whole night burning letters,
and then next day she went away. She
left me a farewell hequest—a deed of
gift.”

“Yes, a few lines in scribbled writ-
ing, a few unfinished frantic phrases,
as if she had been paralyzed by terror,
as if some one had guided her hand in
her last moments of dying agony.”

“May God forgive you,” remarked
Euphrasie calmly.

“ We have just listened to your ver-
sion of the departure of your mistress.
Do you know what the prosecution
allege?  That Elodie Menetret never
left the house at Villemomble, that you
murdered her and buried her there.”

“No, I haven’t the heart to harm a
cat or a rabbit. Me, kill a poor lady
I was so fond of ?”

* Where is she?”

“T don't know."”

“You were very fond of your
nephew ?” continued Judge Dubard.

“Yes, unluckily for me. The spirits
had told me that this bov would bring
me misfortune.”

“How did he happen to discover
your secret?”’

““What secret?” inquired I<uphrasie
blandly.

“The death of Mlle. Menetret.”

“ Mlle. Menetret is not dead.”

“ Chateauneuf came to the con-
clusion that you had murdered her.”

““He is plotting with my enemies.”
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** He asked you for money, and when

you refused to give it to him, de-

nounced you to the authorities.”

“ Yes, yes—yes; he wanted to go to
America. I said to him: ‘* My boy, I
haven't got the money by me. If I
had it, I'd let you have it.” But he
wouldn't wait. Satan had put greed
into his heart.”

“ It 1s significant of his knowledge
that he accurately designated the spot
in the garden where the remains of
Mile. Menetret would be found. And
there they were found.”

" \WWhat—what was found there? A\
bone or two, not enough to fill a pocket
handkerchief. The garden is-an old
cemetery.”

" Nothing of the kind. The only
skeleton found there is that lying over
tliere on the table among the exhibits
mn the case. '

“When your "sister Honorine ar-
rived at the house, the day after the
disappearance of Mlle. Mengtret, you
greeted her with a strange remark: ‘I
have just accomplished a great work
with the help of the angels." ™

*“ T had just cleaned up the garden
and scraped the walls. God always
gives me strength when I need it. I
am innocent, I tell you, and may your
conscience answer as much for vou.”

“You know the extraordinary pub-
licity which has been given to' your
case. If Mlle. Menetret is living, she,
vour friend and confidante, would
surely have come forward to deliver
you. But she is dead. Look upon
that skeleton and swear that these
bones are not the piteous remains of
Elodie Menetret.”

‘“ Before God, I swear it,” said Eu-
phrasie strongly, “I have never killed
any one, and when I am called upon
to appear before the highest judge of
all, T will ascend straight up to heaven.”
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