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THE STOLEN3
WAR SECRET

AN ADVENTURE WITH CRAIG KENNEDY, A

SCIENTIFIC DETECTIVE % ARTHUR B-REEVE

CHAPTER 1
THE MYSTERY OF THE SPY

T WAS during the dark days at
the beginning of our recent un-
pleasantness with Mexico that
Craig Kennedy and I dropped in

one evening at the new Vanderveer Hotel
to glance at the ticker to see how affairs
were going.

We were bending over the tape, oblivious
to everything else about us, when we felt
a hand on each of our shoulders.

“We’ve just had a most remarkable trag-
edy right here in the hotel,”” a voice whis-
pered. ‘““Are you busy tonight, Kennedy?”’

Craig and I turned simultaneously and
found Michael McBride, the house-detec-
tive of the hotel, an old friend of ours
some years before in the city detective-
bureau.

McBride was evidently making a great
effort to appear calm, but it was very ap-
parent that something had completely up-
set him.

“How’s that?” asked Kennedy shaking
hands.

McBride gave a hasty glance about and
edged us over into a quiet corner away from
the ticker.

“Why,” he replied in an undertone,
“‘we’ve just discovered one of our guests—a

Madame Valcour—in her room—dead!”
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“Dead?” repeated Kennedy in amaze-
ment.

“Yes—the most incomprehensible thing
you can imagine. Come upstairs with me,
before the coroner gets here,” he urged.
“I’d like you to see the case, Kennedy,
before he musses things up.”

We followed the house-detective to the
tenth floor. As we left the elevator he
nodded to the young woman floor-clerk who
led the way down the thickly carpeted hall.
She stopped at a door, and through the
transom overhead we could see that the
room was dimly lighted. She opened the
door and we caught a glimpse of a sump-
tuously furnished suite.

On the snowy white bed, in all her cold,
stony beauty, lay the beautiful Madame
Valcour, fully dressed in the latest of Pari-
sian creations, perfect from her hat which
breathed of the Rue de la Paix to her dainty
tango-slippers peeping from a loosely draped
skirt which accentuated rather than con-
cealed her exquisite form.

She was a striking woman, dark of hair
and skin. In life she must have been sensu-
ously attractive. But now her face was
drawn and contorted with a ghastly look.

There she lay, alone, in an elegantly ap-
pointed room of an exclusive hotel. Only
a few feet away were hundreds of gay
guests chatting and laughing, with no idea
of the terrible tragedy so near them.

In the corner of the room I could see her
maid sobbing hysterically.

“Oh—niRa—nifia,” cried the maid, whose
name I learned afterward was Juanita.
““She was muy simpatica—muy simpatica.”

“‘Nifia,” ”’ remarked Kennedy to us in an
undertone, “means ‘little girl,’ the familiar
term for mistress. As for ‘muy simpatica,
it means, literally, ‘very sympathetic,” but
really can not be done justice to in English.
It is that charming characteristic of per-
sonal attractiveness, the result of a sweet
disposition.”

He looked down keenly at the woman
before us.

“I can well imagine that she had it, that
she was muy simpatica.”

While Craig was taking in the situation,
I turned to McBride and asked—

“Who was Madame Valcour—where did
she come from?”

“You haven’t heard of her?”’ he repeated.
“Well—I’'m not surprised after all. Really
I can’t say I know much about her myself—

except that she was a beauty and attracted
everybody’s attention here at the hotel.
Among other things, she was a friend of
Colonel Sinclair, I believe. You know him,
don’t you—the retired army-engineer—-
interested in Mexican mines and railroads,
and a whole lot of things? Oh, you’ve seen
his name in the newspapers often enough.
Lately, you know, he has been experiment-
ing with air-ships for the army—has a big
estate out on Long Island.”

Kennedy nodded.

“Rather a remarkable chap, I’ve heard.”

“I don’t know whether you know it or
not,” continued McBride, “but we seem to
have quite a colony of Mexican refugees
here at the Vanderveer. She seemed to be
one of them—at least she seemed to know
them all. I think she was a Frenchwoman.
At least, you know how all the Latin-
Americans seem naturally to gravitate to
Paris and how friendly the French are
toward them.”

“How did you come to discover her?”
asked Kennedy, bending over her again.
“She couldn’t have been dead very long.”

“Well—she came into the hotel during the
dinner-hour. As nearly as I can find out,
the elevator boy, who seems to have been
the only person who observed her closely,
says that she acted as if she were dazed.

“They tell me her maid was out at the
time. But about half an hour after Madame
came in, there was a call for her over the
telephone. The operator got no answer
from her room, although the boy had seen
her go up and the young lady who is floor-
clerk on the tenth floor said she had not
gone out.”

“Did the person on the telephone
leave any message—give any name?”’ asked
Craig.

“Yes. It was a man who seemed to be
very much excited—said that it was Sefior
Morelos—just Sefior Morelos—she would
know.”

“What then?”

“Why, when he found he couldn’t get her,
he rang off. A few minutes later her maid
Juanita came in. The moment she opened
the door with her key, she gave a scream and
fainted.”

“‘Suicide?” I ventured under my breath
to Kennedy, as McBride paused.

Craig said nothing. He was making a
careful examination of both the room and
of the body on the bed.
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A moment later he looked up quickly,
then bent down farther.

On her arm he had discovered a peculiar
little red mark!

Gently, as if he would not hurt such an
exquisite creature even in death, he squeezed
a tiny drop of blood from the little puncture
and caught it on a sterilized glass slide of a
microscope, which he carried in a small com-
pact emergency-case in his pocket.

He continued to rummage the room.

Thrown carelessly into a top drawer of
the dressing-table was a chatelaine. He
opened it. There seemed to be nothing
there except several articles of feminine
vanity. In the bottom, however, was a
little silver box which he opened. There
lay a number of queer little fuzzy buttons—
at least they looked like buttons. He took
one, examined it closely, found it rather soft,
tasted it—made a wry face and dropped the
whole thing into his pocket.

McBride opened it. It was our
“* old friend, Dr. Leslie, the coroner.

“Well,” he exclaimed taking in the whole

A HEAVY tap sounded on the door.
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cour was in all probability an adventuress of
a high order, one of those female soldiers of
fortune who, in Paris, London, New York,
and all large cities, seem to have a way of
bobbing up at the most unexpected mo-
ments, in some way connected, through
masculine frailty, with great national and
international events.

The questioning over, the coroner or-
dered that the body be sent down to one of
the city hospitals where an autopsy could
be performed, and we rode down in the ele-
vator together.

“Extraordinary — most extraordinary,”
repeated Dr. Leslie as we paused for a mo-
ment in an angle of the lobby-to discuss the
conclusion of his preliminary investigation.
““There is just one big point, though, that we
shall have to clear up before we can go
ahead with anything else. What was the
cause of death? There was no gas in the
room. It couldn’t have been illuminating
gas, then. It must have been a poison of
some kind.”

“You assume then that it was suicide?”
asked Kennedy keenly.

“I assume nothing—yet,” replied the

situation, and hardly more surprised a®&edcoroner, quickly backing water, and affect-

seeing us than at the strangeness of the
handsome figure on the bed. “Well—what
is all this?”

McBride shook his head gravely and
repeated substantially what he had already
told us.

There is no need to go into the lengthy
investigation that the coroner conducted.
He questioned one servant and employee
after another, without eliciting any more
real information than we had already ob-
tained.

The maid was quite evidently a Mexican
and spoke very little and very poor Eng-
lish. She seemed to be in great distress, and
as far as we could determine it was genuine.
Through her broken English and our own
fragmentary knowledge of Spanish, we man-
aged to extract her story, about as McBride
had told it.

Madame Valcour had engaged her in
Paris, where she had been taken and later
had been thrown on her own resources by a
family which had been ruined in the revolu-
tion in Mexico. As for a Monsieur Valcour,
she had never seen him. She thought that
Madame was a widow.

As the questioning continued, I read be-
tween the lines, however, that Madame Val-

ing the air of one who could say much if he
chose but was stopped by professional and
official etiquette.

“You'’ll keep me informed as to what you
do discover?”’ asked Kennedy with a defer-
ence that could not fail to be ingratiating.

“Indeed I will,” answered the coroner,
cordially taking the flattery. ‘“Now I must
be off —let me see—an accident case. Yes
indeed, Kennedy, I shall be only too glad
to keep you informed and to have your co-
operation on the case.”

“Poison of some kind,” repeated Ken-
nedy as Dr. Leslie disappeared. ‘“Sounds
very simple when you put it that way. I
wish I could handle the whole thing for him.
However, I suspect he’ll come around in a
day or two—begging me to help him save
his precious reputation and find out what
it really is.”

“I know what the’ll do,” asserted Mc-
Bride with a scowl. ‘“He’ll take this chance
torub it in on the Vanderveer. We’ve had a
couple of suicides since we opened. It isn’t
our fault if such things happen. But some-
how or other it seems to appeal to the city
official to blame some private agency for
anything like this. I tell you, Kennedy,
we’ve got to protect the reputation of the
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hotel against such things. Now, if you'll
take the case, I'll see that you don’t lose
anything by it.”

“Gladly,” replied Kennedy, to whom a
mystery was as the breath of life. Then he
added with a smile, “I had tacitly assumed
as much after you spoke to me.”

“I meant that you should,” agreed Mc-
Bride, ‘“and I thank you. Only it is just as
well that we understand each other clearly
at the outset.”

“Exactly. Has anything in Madame
Valcour’s actions about the hotel offered a
clue—ever so slight?’’ asked Craig, plunging
into the case eagerly.

“Perhaps,” hesitated McBride as if try-
ing to separate something that might be
trivial from that which might be really im-
portant. ‘“When she came here about a
week ago, she left word at the telephone-desk
that if a Sefior Morelos should call, she was
at home.”

“Morelos?”’ repeated Kennedy. ‘That
is the name of the man who called up to-
night. Did he call?”

“Not as far as I can find out.”

“But she must have had other callers,”
pursued Craig, evidently thinking of the
attractiveness of the woman. '

“Yes indeed,” answered McBride,
“plenty of them. In fact, she seemed never
to be able to stir about downstairs with-
out having some one looking at her and
ogling.”

“Which is no crime,” put in Craig.

“No,” agreed McBride, “and to be per-
fectly fair to her, she never gave any of
them any encouragement, as far as I could
see.”

“You mentioned that she was a friend of
Colonel Sinclair’s,” prompted Kennedy.

“Oh yes,” recollected McBride. ‘He
called on her—once, I think. Then for a
couple of days she was away—out on Long
Island, I believe she left word. It seems
that there is a sort of Summer settlement
of Mexicans and Latin-Americans gener-
ally out there, at a place called Seaville. It
was only today that she returned from her
visit.”

“Seaville,” repeated Kennedy. ‘““That is
out somewhere near Westport, the home of
Sinclair, isn’t it?”’

“I believe it is,” remarked McBride.

He was chewing his unlighted cigar
thoughtfully, as we tried to piece together
the fragmentary bits of the story.

Suddenly he removed the cigar contem-
platively.

“I have been wondering,” he said slowly,
“just what she was here for anyway. I
can’t say that there is anything that throws
much light on the subject. But she was so
secretive, she threw such an air of mystery
about herself, never told any one much
about her goings-out or comings-in, and in
fact seemed to be so careful —well, I've
just been wondering whether she wasn’t
mixed up in some plot or other, wasn’t play-
ing a deeper game than we suspect with
these precious friends of hers.”

Ilooked at McBride attentively. Was he
merely mystified by having had to deal with
a foreigner who naturally was not as easy
to understand as a native, or was the general
impression he sought to convey really found-
ed on that instinct which no true detective
can afford to be without?

“In other words,” McBride pursued, un-
interrupted by Kennedy who was only too
glad to glean any impression the house-man
might have received, ‘“I was never quite
able to fathom her. You see, yourself, that
she could not even have made much of a
confidant of her maid. She was just the
type I should pick out as—as the agent of
somebody.”

“You mean that she was playing a
game?”’ I interjected.

“Yes,” he acquiesced. “You know as
well as I do that if any one wants to accom-
plish anything, get information that it is
hard to get, the first thing necessary is to
employ a woman of the world. Why men
will tell their inmost secrets to a clever wom-
an, if she knows how to play the game right.
I can’t persuade myself that—that it was all
perfectly straight. She must have had a
purpose in being here. I don’t know what it
could be. But—well—this tragedy shows
that there must be something hidden under
the surface. She—she might have been a
Spy-”

Kennedy was watching McBride’s face
encouragingly, but without a word so
far.

He was evidently thinking of Colonel Sin-
clair. Sinclair,I knew, was a very wealthy
mine-owner down in the southern state of
Oaxaca in Mexico. I recalled having seen
him once or twice—a tall, wiry, muscular
man on whose face the deep tan showed
that he had lived for years in the neighbor-
hood of the tropical sun. Could Colonel
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Sinclair know anything of the mysterious
death of Madame Valcour?

“A spy,” pondered Kennedy at length.
“What other people have you seen her
with—or have reason to think she was
with?”

“Why,” replied McBride contempla-
tively, “I understand that she used to go
around a good deal to a place which they
call the Mexican-American Tea-Room—
just around the corner from here.”

“The Mexican-American Tea-Room. Do
you know anything of the place?”

“Not much—only that it seems to be fre-
quented largely by people in the city who
want to discuss affairs down in Mexico to
the accompaniment of dishes that are hot
with peppers and chillies. It’s a peculiar
place. They have a cabaret upstairs in the
evening. I believe it is— well — pretty
swift.”

Kennedy seemed at last to have received
some hint that indicated a possible line of
action.

“I think I’ll drop in there before Leslie
gives this thing out to the papers,” he de-
cided. ‘“Walter—come on—this is the life}’’

CHAPTER II
THE MEXICAN CABARET

E EASILY found the Mexican-Ameri-
can cabaret and tea-room which
McBride had mentioned. McBride himself
refused to accompany us because it was
likely that some of Valcour’s visitors, if they
happened to be there, might recognize him.
Kennedy was better pleased to have it that
way also, for McBride, whatever his other
merits, had detective stamped over him
from his hat on the back of his head down to
his square-toed shoes.

The house was an old-fashioned, high-
stooped structure, just around the corner
from the Vanderveer, in the neighborhood
where business was rapidly replacing resi-
dences.

Apparently the entrance was through
what had once been a basement, but which
had been remodeled.

We entered the low door. There did not
seem to be anybody dining downstairs.
But now and then sounds indicated that up-
stairs there were many people, and that they
were thoroughly enjoying the entertainment
the cabaret afforded.
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Passing by a dark-skinned individual who
seemed to serve as both waiter and look-out
for the room downstairs, we mounted the
steps, and on the parlor-floor found a full-
fledged cabaret in operation.

With a hasty, all-inclusive glance about,
Craig selected a seat down near a little plat-
form where there were several performers
and a small dancing-floor fringed with little
tables and chairs.

Fortunately it was such a place as New
Yorkers in search of the picturesque often
drop in upon, especially with friends from
out of town, and our entrance did not, there-
fore, excite any comment whatever.

A waiter promptly appeared beside us,
and Kennedy leisurely scanned a bill of fare
which enumerated all sorts of tortillas, chilli
con carnes, tamals and frijoles. We or-
dered and began to look about us.

It was as strange and interesting a gather-
ing as one could have found anywhere in the
city. As nearly as I could make out there
were refugees from Mexico, of every class
and condition and nationality, who seemed
to be in the habit of meeting there nightly.
There were soldiers of fortune preparing to
go down there if they got the chance. Here
was a man who had fled from Vera Cruz on
a transport, there was another aching to get
away and break into the country as soon
as there were any signs of the lifting of the
embargo.

There were Mexicans, Americans, Eng-
lish, French, Germans—all who were inter-
ested in the unhappy republic south of
us, all talking in animated tones, except
now and then when a mutual confidence
was exchanged between some of them, all
seeming to know each other, if not to be
on friendly terms with one another. What
was seething under the surface an outsider
could not judge. But of one thing I felt cer-
tain. If Valcour had been of this group,
certainly none of them showed any knowl-
edge of the tragedy, or if they did they were
consummate actors and actresses.

#Z%, THE music, furnished by a piano,
\%.5 mandolins and guitars on the plat-
¥ form, started up.

Across from us was a party of men and
women talking to a woman, dark-eyed and
olive-skinned, the type of Spanish dancing-
girl. As the music started the girl rose.

“Who is that?” asked Craig of the waiter
who had brought us our order.
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“Sefiora Ruiz,”” he replied briefly, “one of
our best dancers.”

We watched her intently. There was
something fascinating about the woman.
From the snap of her black eyes to the
vibrating grace of her shapely ankle there
was something that stamped her as unique.
She seemed to realize the power nature had
given her over the passions of men, to have
the keen wit to play them off, and the joy of
living to appreciate the dramas which were
enacted.

She began with the danga de sombrero.
A sombrero was placed on the floor and she
danced about it, in and out, now drawing
near and now gliding away without touch-
ing it. There was something fascinating,
not so much about the dance as about the
dancer, for the dance itself was intermina-
ble, monotonous.

Several times I saw that Kennedy had
caught her eye, and when at last the dance
ended she contrived to finish close to our
table, so close that it was but a turn, an ex-
change of looks, a word or two, and, as
cabaret dancers will, she was sitting at our
table a moment later and Kennedy was or-
dering something.

The Seiiora spoke very good English and
French, and the conversation glided along
like a dance from one subject to another,
for she had danced her way into almost
every quarter of the gay world of America
and Europe.

It was not long before Kennedy and she
were discussing Mexican dances and some-
how or other those of the south of Mexico
were mentioned. The orchestra, mean-
while, had burst forth into a tango, fol-
lowed by a maxixe, and many of the habi-
tués of the cabaret were now themselves
dancing.

“The Zapotecs,” remarked Kennedy,
“have a number of strange dances. There
is one called the Devil Dance that I have
often wished to see.”

“The Devil Dance?” she repeated. ‘“That
usually takes place on feast-days of the
saints. I have seen it often. On those oc-
casions some of the dancers have their bod-
ies painted to represent skeletons, and they
also wear strange, feathered head-dresses.”

The waiter responded with our order.

“The Zapotec ballroom,” she continued
reminiscently, ‘“is an open space near a vil-
lage, and there the dance goes on by the
light of a blazing fire. The dancers, men

and women, are dressed in all kinds of fan-
tastic costumes.”

So from dancing the conversation drifted
along to one topic after another, Kennedy
showing a marvelous knowledge of things
Mexican, mostly, I suspected, second-hand,
for he had a sort of skill in such a situation
of confining the subjects, if he chose, to
those on which he was already somewhat
acquainted.

“Serfiora,” called a voice from the other
table at which she had been sitting.

She turned with a gay smile. Evidently
the party of friends were eager to have
her back.

Some words passed, and in a few moments
we found ourselves at the other table with
the rest of Sefiora Ruiz’s friends. No one
seemed to think it strange in this Bohemian
atmosphere that two newcomers should be
added to the party. In fact, I rather sus-
pected that they welcomed us as possibly
lightening the load of paying the checks
which the waiters brought for wvarious
things ordered, none of which were exactly
reasonable in price.

C,f @& AMONG others whom we met was
| an American, a Western mining-
woman whom all seemed to know
as Hattie Hawley. She was of the breezy
type that the West has produced, inter-
ested in Mexican affairs through hav-
ing purchased an interest in some mines
in the southern part of the country, and
seemed to be thoroughly acquainted with
the methods of Wall Street in exploiting
mines.

It was a rapid-fire conversation that they
carried on, and I kept silent for the most
part, fearing that I might say the wrong
thing, and following Kennedy’s lead as
much as possible.

Mrs. Hawley happened to be sitting next
to Kennedy, and as the talk turned on the
situation in the country in which all seemed
to be interested in some way, Kennedy ven-
tured to her—

“Do you know Colonel Sinclair?”

“I should say I do,” she replied frankly.
“Why, it was only a few days ago that he
came in here and we were all sitting at this
very table discussing the situation down in
Oaxaca. You know, I’'m interested in some
mines near Colonel Sinclair’s, and in the
same railroad through the region which he
controls.”
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“He isn’t here tonight, then?”’ pursued
Kennedy.

“No,” she answered. “I suppose he is
out on Long Island at his place at Westport.
A fine boy, the Colonel. We all like him.”

There was no mistaking the tone in which
she made the remark. Even if it sounded a
little unconventional, it was merely her way
of testifying that she had a high regard for
the gentleman.

“I have known the Colonel fairly well for
a number of years,” prevaricated Kennedy,
and the conversation drifted on to other
topics.

Kennedy managed to lead it about again
so that in a perfectly inconsequential way,
after the mention of Sinclair’s name, he
could say—

“I have heard him mention the name
of a Madame Val—” he hesitated, as if
the name were not familiar, ‘“a Madame
Valcour, I think it is. Is she here? Does
she come around to the cabaret?”’

“Oh yes,” replied Hattie Hawley. ‘She
comes around here quite often. I haven’t
seen her tonight though. She has been
away for a few days—down on Long Island,
I believe. Perhaps she is there yet.”

I caught her looking significantly at Ken-
nedy, and wondered what was coming next.

She leaned over and whispered—

“Between you and me, I think the
Colonel is stuck on her, only I wouldn’t say
that aloud here.”

She flashed a glance at one of the men
who had been sitting in the shadow, talking
with Sefiora Ruiz.

“He could tell you more about her than I
could,” she remarked under her breath.
“I never saw any one so crazy over a woman
as he is over Valcour.”

““And does she care for him?”’ asked Ken-
nedy.

Hattie Hawley considered for a moment.

“I don’t believe she cares for anybody,”
she answered.

At least there was no hint that the trag-
edy was known yet here.

I glanced more closely at the man who
was talking to Ruiz. He was dark-faced,
tall, military in bearing, straight as an ar-
row, with a little black imperial and a dis-
tinguished shock of bushy dark hair.

“It’s evident that she is an ardent ad-
mirer of him,”” remarked Kennedy following
my eye, ‘“whatever he may think of her.”
Then, louder, he asked of Mrs. Hawley,

“What is hisname? I don’t believeI caught
it when we were introduced—that is, if we
were, in this very informal meeting.”

She laughed. Evidently she liked it.

“His name is Sanchez,”” she replied.

A snatch of conversation from a side table
floated over to us.

“Whoever can learn how to get at the key
and decipher those hieroglyphics will not
only add a chapter to archeology, but he’ll
be rich—in my opinion—enormously rich.
Why, my dear sir, there is more treasure in
Merxico today that has never——"

The voice was drowned in the din of the
orchestra starting up a new dance.

Kennedy turned. At another table were
two men talking earnestly. One was the
very type of the German savant, including
the whiskers and the near-sighted glasses.
The other looked very much as if he were an
American college professor.

The savant, at least, seemed to be at
home in the Bohemian atmosphere, but the
other man looked for all the world as if he
momentarily expected to be discovered by
some of his students and have his reputation
ruined forever.

“Who is that?”’ asked Kennedy of Mrs.
Hawley. “Do you know them?”

‘At the next table?”’ sheanswered looking
around. ‘“Why, that is Professor Neu-
meyer, Freidrich Neumeyer, the German
archeologist. He has been all over Mexico—
Yucatan, Mitla, the pyramids, wherever
there are ruins. I never cared much about
ruins—guess I’m too modern. But Colonel
Sinclair does. He goes in for all that sort of
thing—has collections of his own, and all
that.

“I believe he and Neumeyer are great
friends. I don’t know the other man, but
he looks like one of the professors from the
University.”

Kennedy continued to divide his atten-
tion between the party at our table and the
archeologist. His companion, as I myself
had observed, seemed entirely out of place
outside a classroom or archeological mu-
seum, and I soon dismissed him from my
thoughts.

But Neumeyer was different. There was
a fascination about him, and in fact I felt
that I would really like to know the old
fellow well enough to have him tell me the
tales of adventure combined with scholar-
ship, with which I felt intuitively he must
be bursting.
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| AS THE hour grew later more peo-
1 ple arrived, and the groups were con-
tinually splitting up and new ones
being formed. Thus it came about that
Kennedy and myself, having been set down
I suppose as mere sightseers, found our-
selves at last alone at the table, while
Sefiora Ruiz and another gay party were
chatting in animated tones farther down the
room.

I looked at Craig inquiringly, but he
shook his head and said in a whisper:

“T hardly think we are well acquainted
enough yet to do much circulating about
the room. It would look too much like
‘butting in.” If any one speaks to us we
can play them along, but we had better not
do much speaking ourselves—yet.”

It was a novel experience and I thor-
oughly enjoyed it, as I did every new phase
of life in cosmopolitan New York.

The hour was growing late, however, and
I began to wonder whether anything else
was going to happen, when I saw a waiter
go down quietly and speak to Sefiora Ruiz.
A moment later the party of which she was
a member rose and one by one disappeared
up what had been the stairs of the house
when it was formerly a residence. Others
rose and followed, perhaps ten or a dozen,
all of whom I recognized as intimate friends.

It had no effect on the crowd below, fur-
ther than to reduce it slightly and put an
end to the dancing of Ruiz.

“Private dining - rooms upstairs?” in-
quired Kennedy nonchalantly of the waiter
as he came around again for orders.

“Yes,” he replied. ‘“There’s a little party
on up there in one of them tonight.”

Our friend Neumeyer and his guest had
left some time before, and now there seemed
to be little reason why we should stay.

“We have gained an entrée, anyhow,” ob-
served Kennedy, moving as if he were
going.

He rose, walked over to the door and out
into the hall. Down the staircase we could
hear floating snatches of conversation from
above. In fact it seemed as if in several of
the dining-rooms there were parties of
friends. One was particularly gay, and it
was easy to conjecture that that was the
party of which Sefiora Ruiz was the life.

Craig rejoined me at the table quickly,
having looked about at practically all the
private dining-rooms without exciting sus-
picion.

-
£

“It’s all very interesting,” he observed
to me. ‘“But although it has added to our
list of acquaintances considerably, I can’t
say this visit has given us much real infor-
mation. Still you never can tell, and until I
am ready to come out in what I call my
‘open investigation,” these are acquain-
tances worth cultivating. I have no doubt
that Valcour and Sinclair would have been
welcomed by that Ruiz party, and certainly
from their actions it can not be that it is
generally known yet that Valcour is dead.”

“No,” T agreed.

I had been going over in my mind the
names of those we had met and the names
I had heard mentioned. Not once had any
one said the name of Morelos.

“There has been no one of the name of
Morelos here,” I suggested to Craig.

“No,” he answered with a covert glance
around. ‘“And I did not make any inqui-
ries. You may have noticed that all these
people here seem to be supporters of the
Government. I was about to inquire about
him once when it suddenly occurred to me
that he might be connected with the rebels,
the Constitutionalists. I thought it would
be discretion to refrain from even mention-
ing his name before these Federals.” .

“Then perhaps Sinclair is playing the
game with both factions,” I conjectured
hastily, adding, ‘“‘and Valcour was doing
the same—is that what you mean?”

““The dancing has begun again,’” he hinted
to me, changing the subject to one less
dangerous.

I took the hint and for a few moments we
watched the people in the sensuous mazes
of some of the new steps. Intently as I
looked, I could see not the slightest evidence
that any one in the cabaret knew of the
terrible tragedy that had overtaken one of
the habitués. .

As I watched I wondered whether there
might have been a love triangle of some
kind. It had all been very unconventional.
Had the Bohemian Valcour come between
some of these fiery lovers? I could not help
thinking of the modern dances, especially as
Valcour must have danced them. I could
almost imagine the flash of those tango-slip-
pers and her beautiful ankle, the swaying
of her lithe body. What might she not do
in arousing passions?

Speculate as I might, however, I always
came back to the one question, ‘“Who was
the mysterious Sefior Morelos?”
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I could think of no answer and was glad
when Kennedy suggested that perhaps we
had seen enough for one night.

CHAPTER III
THE SECRET SERVICE

WE HAD scarcely turned down the
street when I noticed that a manina
slouch-hat, pulled down over his eyes, was
walking toward us.

As he passed I thought he peered out at
us suspiciously from under the shelter of the
hat.

He turned and followed us a step or two.

“Kennedy!” he exclaimed.

If a fourteen-inch gun had been fired off
directly behind us, I could not have been
more startled. Here, in spite of all our haste
and secrecy, we were followed, watched—
even known.

Craig had wheeled about suddenly, pre-
pared for anything.

For an instant we looked at the man,
wondering what to expect next from him.

“By Jove! Walter!” exclaimed Kennedy,
almost before I had time to take in the
situation. “It’s Burke of the Secret
Service!”

“The same,” greeted a now familiar voice.
“How are you?”” he asked joining us and
walking slowly down the street.

“Working on a case,” replied Kennedy
colorlessly, meantime searching Burke’s
face to discover whether it might be to our
advantage to take him in on the secret.

“How did you come here?”’

We had turned the corner and were stand-
ing in the deserted street near an electric
light. Burke unfolded a newspaper which
he had rolled up and was carrying in his
hand.

“These newspaper fellows don’t let much
get past them,” he said with a nod and a
twinkle of his eye toward me. ‘I suppose
you have seen this?”’

He handed us a “war” extra.

We had not seen it, for our prolonged
stay in the Mexican cabaret had, for the
time being at least, superseded the interest
which had taken us into the Vanderveer in
the first place to look at the ticker. In the
meantime an enterprising newspaper had
rushed out its late edition with an extra.

Across the top of the page in big red-ink
letters sprawled the headline:

WAR SECRETS STOLEN

The news account, in a little box at the
bottom of the page where it had evidently
been dropped in at the last moment, was
alsoin red. It was meager, but exciting:

Plans which represent the greatest war secret of
the Government have been stolen, it was learned
today semi-officially in Washington.

The entire machinery of the Secret Service has
been put into operation to recover the stolen docu-
ments. .

Just what the loss is could not be learned by our
correspondent from any one in authority, but the
general activity of both the Secret Service and the
War College seems to confirm the rumors current
in the capital tonight.

As nearly as can be ascertained, it is believed that
the information, if it has fallen into the hands of the
Mexican Government, may prove particularly dan-
gerous, and, while official Washington is either deny-
ing or minimizing the loss, it is reported indirectly
that if the truth were known it would arouse great
public concern.

That was all. Only pressure of time and
the limited space of the box in which the
news appeared had prevented its elabora-
tion into a column or two of conjecture.

“What were the plans?’’ both Craig and
I asked almost together as we read the ex-
tra. “Is that what brings you to 'Tew
York?”

Burke leaned over to us excitedly and
though there was no possibility of being
overheard whispered hoarsely—

“I couldn’t have met any one I'd rather
see just at this very moment.”

He regarded us frankly a few seconds,
then queried—

“You remember that case we had where
the anarchist used wireless?”’

“Yes,” replied Kennedy, “telautomatics
—exploding bombs at long range by Hert-
zian wave impulses.”

“Exactly. Well—this case goes far be-
yond even that,” pursued Burke with an-
other glance around. “I need not ask you
fellows if I can trust you. We understand
each other.”” He lowered his voice even
more. ‘“The secret that has been stolen is
the wireless control of aeroplanes and aerial
torpedoes. They use a gyroscope in it—
and—oh—I don’t know anything much
about mechanics,” he added floundering
hopelessly, “but I do know about crime and
criminals, and there is some big criminal
at work here. That’s in my line, even if I
don’t know much about science.”

“Where were the plans stolen?” asked
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Kennedy. ‘Surely not from the Govern-
ment itself in Washington?”’

“No,” answered Burke. “They were
stolen out on Long Island, at Westport.
Colonel Sinclair, the retired army engineer,
had a model—”’

“Colonel Sinclair?” broke in Kennedy, in
turn surprised.

“Yes. You know him?”

Burke looked at Craig for a moment as
if he were positively uncanny, and perhaps
knew all about what the Secret Service man
was about tosay, even before he had said it.

Kennedy smiled.

“Not personally,” he replied. “But I
have run across him in connection with a
case which I am interested in. I understood
that he was a friend of a Madame Valcour
who has just been discovered dead up at the
Vanderveer. It is a most mysterious case.
She—"’ ]

“Madame Valcour?” interrupted Burke,
now in turn himself surprised. ‘“What sort
of looking woman was she?”

Kennedy described her briefly, and ran
over as much of the case as he felt it prudent
to talk about at present.

“She’s one of the very persons I'm trying
to get a line on!” ejaculated Burke.
“There’s a sort of colony of Latin-Ameri-
cans out there, across the bay from Sin-
clair’s. Sinclair knew her—had been auto-
mobiling and motor-boating with her. And
she’s dead, you say?”’

Kennedy nodded.

“Only my old friend the coroner, Dr.
Leslie, stands in the way of saying how and
by what,” he confirmed impatiently. “What
do vou know about her?”

Burke had fallen into a study.

“I suspected some of those people out
there at Seaville,” he resumed slowly. “I
found out that when they are in the city
they usually drop in at that Mexican cab-
aret down the street.”

“We have just come from it,” interjected
Kennedy.

“There seemed to be hardly any of them
left out at Seaville,” went on Burke. “If
any of them has pulled off anything, they
have all come to New York for cover. My
people at Washington hurried me up to
Westport first, and after I looked over the
ground I saw nothing to do but come back
to New York to watch these Mexicans. I
am told they make a sort of rendezvous out
of this cabaret.”

“That’s strange,”’ considered Kennedy
thoughtfully.

‘Whom did you meet in the cabaret?”
asked Burke.

“We just went in, like any other sight-
seers,” replied Craig. ‘‘There was a Sefiora
Ruiz, dancing there——"

“Yes,” put in Burke. “She lives out
there at Seaville. Has a cottage on the hill
back of the hotel which she had leased for
the season. Any one else?”

“There was a man named Sanchez.”

“Another one,” added Burke excitedly.
‘“He stayed at the hotel—jealous as the
the deuce of Valcour, too, they say. She
was stopping at the hotel. You can imag-
ine that Sanchez and Sinclair are not—well
—just exactly pals,” finished Burke. ‘“Any
one else?”’

“Oh, several others,” said Kennedy.
“We were introduced and sat next to a Mrs.
Hawley.”

“‘She’s a peculiar woman, as nearly as I
can learn,” remarked Burke. “I don’t
think she liked Valcour much. I haven’t
been able to make out yet whether it was
just because her interests were similar to
those of Sinclair or whether there was some-
thing more to it, but if the Colonel would
only say the word, I guess she wouldn’t
stop long in saying ‘Yes.” You see, I've
only started on the case—just got into New
York and haven’t had a chance to see any of
these people yet. I’'m giving you only the
impressions I got out there from the people
I talked to. Sinclair, as nearly as I can
make out, ‘loves the ladies,” to quote the
cabaret song to that effect, but I don’t
think there is any particular lady.”

“It’s a peculiar situation,” chimed in
Craig. “Sefiora Ruiz, it seemed to me,
thinks that Sanchez is just about right.
And he is a rather striking-looking fellow,
too. There’s one person, though, Burke,
that I didn’t see or hear about, who inter-
ests me. Did you hear anything about a
chap named Morelos?”’

“Morelos—Morelos,”
“The name is familiar. No—I didn’t hear
anything about him, in this case. But—
why, yes. He wouldn’t be with these peo-
ple. He’s one of the Revolutionist junta,
here in the city. These people are all Gov-
ernment supporters.”’

“I thought as much,” agreed Kennedy.
“But you know him?”’

“I never had anything to do with him,”

repeated Burke.
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replied Burke. ‘“But I believe the Govern-
ment—our Government—has had a good
deal of trouble with him about the embargo
on arms, since it was reéstablished. He has
been shipping them down there when he
gets a chance. I can find out all about him
for you, though.”

“I wish you would,” said Craig, ‘“but the
plans—how did they happen to be in West-
port? What connection did Sinclair have
with them?”

“Well, you see, the thing was the inven-
tion of Colonel Sinclair,” explained Burke.
“I saw him, and although I couldn’t get him
to talk much about these people—I suppose
he was afraid to, for fear of his interests in
Mexico—he was ready enough to talk
about his invention. He told me he had
never patented it, that it was too valuable
to patent. He has been working on it for
years, and only recently perfected it. As
soon as it seemed likely that there might
eventually be hostilities, he took a trip to
Washington and gave it outright to the
Government.”

“Mighty patriotic,” I commented.

“Yes,” agreed Burke. ‘“The Colonel is a
big man all right. You see this was one of
his hobbies. He has spent thousands of
dollars of his own money on it. There were
two sets of plans made—one which he took
to Washington and one which he kept him-
self out on his estate on Long Island. His
own plans out there are those that have
been stolen, not the plans that he gave to
the Government.”

“The Government had accepted them,
then?”” queried Craig.

“Yes, indeed. They sent experts up to
look at his machine, went over the thing
thoroughly. ©Oh, there is no doubt about
it.”

“You certainly have made a good start,”
commented Kennedy.

“I haven’t had much time, it’s true,”’
said Burke modestly. ‘Sinclair had Wash-
ington on long-distance as soon as he dis-
covered the theft, and I was taken off a case
and hustled up to Westport immediately,
without much chance to find out what it
was all about.”

“What did you find up there?” asked
Kennedy.

Burke shook his head.

““As far as I can make out,” he answered,
“it must have been a most remarkable
theft. The plans were stolen from Sin-
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clair’s safe, in his own library. And you
can imagine that Sinclair is not the sort who
would have an old-fashioned, antiquated
safe, either. It was small, but one of the
latest type.”

“What did they do—drill it or use soup?”
cut in Craig.

“Neither, as far as I could see,” replied
Burke. ‘“That’s perhaps the most remarka-
ble feature of the whole thing. How the
fellow got into the safe is more than Ican
figure out. There wasn’t a mark of violence
onit. Yet it had been opened. Not a soul
in the world knew the combination except
Sinclair, and he says that if he should hap-
pen to forget it or to die the safe would have
to be drilled open. But they got in, never-
theless, and they seemed to know just what
to take and the value that might be at-
tached to it.”

As Burke proceeded with the details of
the amazing case, Kennedy became more
and more interested. For the moment, he
forgot all about Valcour, or at least con-
cluded that we had unexpectedly crossed a
trail that would aid in the solution of that

case.
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-ﬂ cious pocket a small but rather
- heavy apparatus, and, as we gath-
ered about, displayed it under the light of
the electric lamp overhead.

“‘Sinclair found this thing in his study the
next morning,” he explained. ‘Fhe thieves,
whoever they were, must have left it in their
hurry to get away after they found the
plans.”

Ilooked at it uncomprehendingly. It was
a small box, flattened so that it could be
easily carried in a coat-pocket.

Craig opened it. Inside was what seemed
to be a little specially constructed dry bat-
tery, and in another compartment a most
peculiar instrument, something like a di-
minutive flat telephone transmitter. It was
connected by flexible silk-covered wires to
ear-pieces that fitted over the head, after
the manner of the headgear used by tele-
phone operators or operators in wireless.

“I can make nothing eut of it,” confessed
Burke, as Kennedy turned the thing ever
and over, shook it, fitted it on his head, ex-
amined it again, and then replaced the
whole thing in its neat, compact box.

“I suppose you have no objection to my
keeping this fer a day or so?”’ he asked.

3’

BURKE had drawn from his capa-
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“None—if you can tell me what it is,”
agreed Burke.

“You are positive that the safe had been
opened?” asked Kennedy a moment later.

“We have Sinclair’'s word,” asserted
Burke. “That is all I know, and I assume
that he is telling the truth. There couldn’t
be any object in giving the invention to the
Government and thenrobbing himself. No,
if you knew Sinclair you’d know that about
a thing like this he is as straight as a string,
I feel that I can say positively that the
papers were in the safe when it was locked
by him for the night. He told me he put
them there himself. And when he opened
the safe in the morning they were gone.

“And, mind you, Kennedy, there wasn’t
a mark of any kind on the safe—not a mark.
I went over it with a glass and couldn’t
find a thing, not a scratch—not even a
finger-print—nothing except this queer
arrangement which Sinclair himself found.”

“Why,” I exclaimed, “it sounds incredi-
ble—supernatural.”

“It does indeed,” asserted Burke.
beyond me.”

Kennedy closed the cover of the little
case and slipped the thing into his pocket,
still pondering.

“It grows more incredible, too,” pursued
Burke, looking at us frankly. ‘“And then,
to top it all off, when I do get back to the
city I happen to run across you fellows hot
on the trail of the death of Valcour herself
—whatever she may be or have to do with
the case. There’s only one thing Sinclair
will not talk about freely and that is women
—and this precious crew of Mexican friends
of his. I'm afraid we shall have to go it
alone on that end of it, without any assist-
ance from him. All I was able to get, be-
sides a word or two from him, was the gossip
out there.” He paused, then went on, “I
wonder if we can’t pool our interests, Ken-
nedy, and work together on these cases?”

“Burke,” exclaimed Craig, for the mo-
ment showing a glimpse of the excitement
that was surging through his mind, “I had
no idea when I took up this case of Valcour
for McBride of the Vanderveer that I should
be doing my country a service also. When
are you going up to Westport again?”

Burke looked at his watch. He was evi-
dently considering what Kennedy had told
him about the Mexican cabaret. It was
growing late and there was little chance of
his getting anything there now, or in fact

“It}s

tomorrow, until night-time came again.
“I can go tomorrow,”’ he answered, evi-
dently only too glad to have Kennedy’s co-
operation. “I’ll go up there with you my-
self at any time you say.”
“I shall be ready and meet you at the

- earliest train,” replied Craig.

Burke extended a hand to each of us as
we parted.

Kennedy shook it cordially.

“We must succeed in unraveling this
affair now at any cost,” he said simply.

CHAPTER IV
THE GYROSCOPE AEROPLANE

EARLY the following morning we met
Burke in the Long Island corner of the
Pennsylvania Station. It had been late
enough when we parted the night before,
and as far as we knew nothing further had
occurred in either the Sinclair robbery or
the Valcour murder cases.

It was an early train and we had it mostly
to ourselves, for we were starting even be-
fore the flood of the stream of commuters
began, going the other way, toward the city.

As our train whisked us along Craig
leaned back in his chair and surveyed the
glimpses of water and countryside through
the window. Now and then, as we got far-
ther out from the city, through a break in
the trees one could catch glimpses of the
deep blue salt water of bay and sound and
the dazzling whiteness of the sand in the
clear morning air.

It was a pleasant ride, but we made it in
silence and, without wasting any time, at a
livery stable across from the quaint little
Westport station we secured a rig and has-
tened out to Colonel Sinclair’s.

The house was situated on a neck of land,
with the restless waters of the Sound on one
side and the calmer waters of the bay on the
other.

Westport Bay itself lay in a beautifully
wooded, hilly country, and Sinclair’s house
stood on an elevation, with a huge sweep of
terraced lawn before it, running down to
the water’s edge.

As we pulled up under the wide stone ivy-
covered porte-cochére, Sinclair, who had
been awaiting us anxiously after the receipt
of a telegram from Burke, greeted us and
led the way into his library, a large room
crowded with curios and objects of art
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which he had collected on his travels in
Latin-America.

Sinclair was a tall, lithe, wiry man with a
seamed and furrowed face. I noticed par-
ticularly his loose-jointed but very deft
manner of handling himself and could not
help thinking that it marked him as a born
bird-man.

It was a superb literary and scientific
workshop overlooking the bay, with a
stretch of several miles of sheltered water.

Sinclair, however, was evidently very
much worried about several things.

“Tell me,” he asked anxiously before we
were fairly in the library, “is—is it true—
that story in the newspapers about Madame
Valcour?”

“Yes, I’'m afraid it is,” replied Burke,
hastening to introduce us and at the same
time watching Sinclair’s face narrowly.

“Yo