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By CHRISTOPHER B. BOOTH
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THREE LIGHTS ON A MATCH
By Paul Ellsworth Triem

Author of “The Throbbing Crystal,” etc.

dows casting shafts of soft radiance 
into the night, he found himself becom
ing interested.

Lee Keller, who was driving the car. 
gestured into the warm darkness.

“It has to stop there, every night!” 
he declared. “That’s the law, where 
two lines cross each other at a grade 
crossing. They stop, and a brakeman 
with a lantern goes ahead to be sure the

CHAPTER I.
AN OMEN OF EVIL.

OR reasons which will appear 
later, Monte Duncan hadn't 
expected to consider the en
terprise seriously. Now, how

ever, sitting in the unlighted automobile 
and watching the mail train glide to a 
smooth stop, bell ringing, myriad win-
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track is clear in both directions. That 
gives us our chance, see? We get 
aboard somewhere in front of the blind 
baggage and the storage mail car— 
neither of them has any vestibule—then 
we climb over the tender, stick up the 
engine crew, and make them tie up at 
the highway crossing. W e’ll have a
car waiting there------”

“It isn’t so easy to break into one of 
these mail cars.’’ Monte Duncan broke 
in. “I can remember a lot of guys that 
tried it and spilled out.”

“Sure,” his companion agreed with a 
sneer, “that’s what you’d remember. 
I t’s what the public is told about. If 
some tinhorn tries to hold up a train 
and is grabbed, the railroad companies 
see to it that every newspaper in the 
country is full of the story. How about 
the De Autremont brothers ? Read 
anything about their being captured?” 

“De Autremont brothers ?” Monte re
peated. “I remember reading about 
them. They held up a Pacific & Eastern 
train—killed some one, didn’t they?”

Lee Keller chuckled. The sound was 
so disagreeable that his companion 
moved restlessly and protested.

“Cut out that row! You sound like 
you enjoyed slaughter!”

“Well, I don’t, but they did! They 
pulled that job righ t; plugged the fire
man and engineer through the head, as 
soon as the engine came to a stop, 
plugged a brakeman that ran up to see 
what it was all about, blew up the rail
road mail-clerk------”

“What did they get out of it?” Monte 
asked, attracted and at the same time 
repelled by the gruesome tale.

Lee Keller was silent for a moment. 
Monte could see him shifting the gear 
lever. He stepped on the starter and 
next moment the car got into motion. 
The mail train had gone on by this 
time, and was now simply a vanishing 
red light in the distance.

“Well, they didn’t get much of any
thing out of it,” Lee admitted glumly.

“But wait a minute—don’t go off half 
cocked! That was their own fault. 
You see, they blew up the mail car, but 
they didn’t know how much exj)losive 
to use, so they blew it clear up! Folks 
say it exploded like a giant cracker, and 
next moment was on fire. Then the 
dynamite fumes filled the tunnel where 
the train was stalled, and these hombres 
had to beat it.

“But even at that, they made a clean 
get-away. Don’t forget that, old-timer. 
Everything was against them, a couple 
of posses were on the trail within an 
hour, and the officers played every card 
in the deck. They used bloodhounds 
and airplanes. They sent out reward 
notices, close to twenty thousand dol
lars, for the bandits—dead or alive! 
Twenty grand! Say, the dicks have 
been churning the universe to get that 
good money! And they've never laid a 
hand on these boys!”

The car was humming along through 
the darkness. Lee Keller glanced at his 
wrist watch.

“The mail train stops at the crossing 
at ten fifty every night,” he mumbled. 
“We can figure she’ll never be early. 
Got to stick to her schedule as close as 
she can. All right, think it over till we 
hit the big burg. I ain’t crowding you. 
As a matter of fact, I can get plenty of 
guns to go in on this dicker, but I ’m 
giving you first crack at it!”

Monte sat slouched back in his seat, 
brooding. He needed the money, as he 
usually did. But there were objections. 
For one thing, learning the bad luck of 
the De Autremont brothers had done 
little to reassure him. If they had 
slipped up------

Lee Keller had a mind as sly and 
subtle as that of the traditional serpent. 
Now he spoke, his habitual sneering 
cynicism coloring his tone.

“The mistake they made was in using 
dynamite. There are better ways of 
getting into a mail car than that. The 
best explosive is brains!”
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Silence again, long continued, as the 
car sped along the smooth highway 
toward the city. Monte felt himself 
coming under the spell of his com
panion’s arguments. Eventually they 
entered the outskirts of the big town, 
and half an hour later the automobile 
was driven into the little private garage 
Lee Keller rented, and the two crooks 
then went to the latter’s apartment.

“All right, old-timer!” Lee an
nounced, as he snapped on the lights 
and took his visitor's soft felt hat, "now 
let’s get down to brass tacks. Have 
you made up your mind I”

“I ’d like to know how you think you 
can get inside that mail car,” Monte
told him. “If that can be done----- "

“It can. I didn’t just blunder onto 
this lay, brother. The fact is I got the 
inside information first. During the 
war, you’ll remember, I served my coun
try by getting a job in a bank. At any 
other time they’d have turned me down 
in a hurry, but men were at a premium 
about then. I got a job, and I kept my 
eyes open. I learned about shipments 
of currency to various points, at various 
times. I spotted a lot of likely jobs, but 
just after the Armistice was signed I 
got bounced, and soon after that I was 
picked up on an old count and sent to 
the big house for a year.

“Well, it looked like all these good 
things I ’d spotted were spoiled by the 
time I got out. Schedules had changed, 
everything shot to pieces. However, 
there was one thing: I'd scraped ac
quaintance with some of the mail clerks 
and express messengers. One in par
ticular I was interested in. I could see 
he was crooked, although he’d never had 
the nerve to pull anything. Well, I 
looked him up recently, and that’s how 
I ’m going to get into that car. H e’ll 
leave the door unlocked—and lie down 
to us when we climb aboard!’’

“Then all we’ve got to do is hold up 
the train, get the mazuma out of the 
mail car, and beat it?”

“That’s all. And I know when to 
pull the job. Every Thursday night 
they carry a bunch of heavy stuff!” 

Monte Duncan sat laxly in his com
fortable chair. He studied the lean, 
crafty, dangerous face of the man sitting 
opposite him. Then he cleared his 
throat and voiced his real objection.

“Look here, Keller,” he said, “there’s 
one thing about you I don’t like. You 
and I never pulled a job before, but 
other folks have worked with you. 
You've got a bad reputation. You’ve 
got brains, every one admits, but if
you're yellow----- ”

The narrow face flushed and then 
paled. Lee Keller stared defiantly at 
his questioner.

“I never rumbled in my life,” he de
clared boldly. “And anyhow, what 
you fretting about? There’ll be just 
four of us in on this job—you and me 
and two others. I ’ll take the lead. I ’ll 
be one of two to get aboard the tender 
at the track crossing, and stick up the 
engine crew. That doesn’t give me 
much of a chance to talk, afterward, 
does it?”

There was something hypnotic about 
the fellow. Monte, handsome, selfish, 
inclined to play safe, had realized that 
from the start. Now he felt all his 
uneasiness melting away.

“Who else would we have with us ?” 
“I ’ve thought of one lad, ‘Bull’ Pur

vis. I ’d take him with me to stick up 
the fireman and engineer. You know 
Bull, he looks like a killer. We don’t 
want to have to do any croaking, and 
Bull’s ugly mush would throw such a 
scare into those babies that it wouldn’t  
be necessary. Maybe you can think of 
some one else we could tie to !”

Decision was coming into Monte’s 
face. He eyed his companion crypti
cally for a moment, then slowly stated 
his proposition.

" What’s the matter with taking a moll 
for the fourth member of the mob? 
Now wait a moment, don’t blow up till
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I ’ve told you. You want some one that 
can think fast, that’s got plenty of 
nerve, and that can handle a gun so it 
looks like business. All right, I know 
just the party, but as I was getting at. 
she’s a skirt. I ’d take a chance on her 
brains and nerve before I would on 
yours or mine. She’ll come in and ask 
no questions. She won’t try to hog all 
the loot, and she wouldn’t talk if the 
bulls were to burn her eyes out. What 
more can you ask?”

Silence hung heavy in the room. 
Monte could see that the man opposite 
him was thinking hard. His narrow 
face was frowning and intent.

At last Lee Keller nodded.
“You mean the young dame I saw 

you with at the Granada Dance Hall? 
Blonde baby—eyes like icicles? She’d 
stick. I know something about faces. 
I believe you’re right, old-timer. W e’ll 
take her on, if she’ll come!”

“Leave that to me,” Monte said. 
“Dolly is crazy about me. She’d jump 
through a fiery hoop if I asked her to. 
You sure Bull will come in with us?” 

For answer, Lee Keller went into the 
vestibule hall and took down the phone 
receiver. He got his connection and 
spoke briefly into the instrument.

Fifteen minutes later Bull Purvis en
tered the room. He was a muscle-bound 
giant with the face of a-Chinese dragon 
—huge, grotesque, formidable. His 
voice was a reverberating growl, his 
deeply sunken eyes gleamed with posi
tive animosity on all the world.

Bull listened to the brief outline of 
the purposed job. He smoked a series 
of cigarettes, glowered about the room, 
and finally nodded.

Lee Keller was slyly jubilant. He 
had known that his sinister reputation 
for “rumbling” was against him, but in 
spite of it he had managed to pick out 
a mob which he felt confident he could 
handle. The selection of the girl, 
Dolly, as the fourth member of the gang 
was satisfactory. He had seen the ex

pression of admiring devotion in her 
eyes, when she looked up at Monte, and 
he knew she would stick.

Producing from a drawer in his desk 
a box of perfectos, the leader of the 
purposed train-robbing expedition 
passed it round. Monte and Bull helped 
themselves and were ready to light up. 
Lee hospitably lit a match and held it 
for first one and then the other of his 
guests.

Absent-mindedly he applied what was 
left of the tiny flame to the tip of his 
own cigar.

A quavering cry rang through the 
apartment. Monte Duncan was on his 
feet, one hand stiffly outthrust, the 
straightened forefinger rigidly pointing.

“Three on one match!” he moaned. 
“The worst luck in the world! For gosh 
sake, bust the stick!”

But the match had burned out, and 
this method of averting disaster was 
impossible of execution.

The three gonophs stood staring 
pallidly at each other.

Lee Keller spoke, a sneer quivering 
on his lips.

“Saints save us, I thought you’d seen 
a bull!” he snarled. “What are you, 
anyhow—a man or an old woman ? 
Three on one match? What has that 
got to do with anything?”

Monte had sunk into a chair, his face 
wet with cold perspiration.

“I t’s bad luck, sure!” he mumbled 
sullenly. “I was raised down South, 
and I know. There’s a hoodoo on us!”

Bull Purvis jeered.
“Hoodoo? Say, kid, I eat them 

things for breakfast! Come on now, 
get a tumble to yourself! Say, Lee, I 
was just thinking—how’s this boy 
friend of yours—the one in the mail 
car—going to get by after we leave 
him? H e’s sure to be suspected!”

“I ’ve got that all fixed!” the capable 
leader of the mob replied, his appraising 
glance still fastened inquisitively on 
Monte Duncan. “We’ll tie him up and
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leave him with his head in the doorway. 
Then we’ll break some bottles of am
monia in the end of the car. He'll tell 
the dicks that we threw the ammonia 
through the ventilator and made him 
open the door for us. H e’ll be all 
right.”

“When we going to pull it?"
“Thursday of next week—September 

twelfth. Feeling better, Monte?"
Monte Duncan had loosened his collar 

and was sitting limply back. Fie looked 
sick, but now he grinned feebly.

“I guess I ’m crazy, boys,” he ad
mitted. “but I was raised by an old col
ored mammy, and she filled me up with 
talk about ’hants’ and ‘signs’ and stuff 
of that kind. I t’s second nature with 
me. Sure. I can see that you’re right. 
There isn't anything in a match, one 
way or the other. It—it can’t really do 
us any damage!”

Lee Keller turned away with an im
perceptible shrug. The fellow would 
stick, he told himself, but he certainly 
was a nut on this superstition business!

CHAPTER If.
Til ! -  HOLDUP.

|  IfE KELLER glanced irritably at his 
*~J watch.

“Three minutes more!" he said. "My 
belief is that young dame has got cold 
feet on the whole business, kid!"

Monte Duncan looked angrily round. 
He was standing in an expectant atti
tude beside the parked automobile, in 
the front seat of which Keller and Bull 
Purvis sat smoking.

“You don’t know Dolly!" Monte re
plied. “She’ll—ah, there she comes
now!"

In spite of the confidence which he 
had been on the point of voicing, it was 
obvious that the young rodman was re
lieved by the appearance of the hurry
ing figure coming along the deserted 
street toward them. It was apparently 
that of a rather slenderly built boy, but

as Dolly came swiftly up to the car its 
occupants and the man beside it could 
see a wisp of blond hair sticking out 
from under her tweed cap. The girl’s 
eyes were vividly blue and dancing.

She nodded cavalierly to the three 
waiting crooks.

“On time to the minute!” she de
clared. “Don’t spring that old one 
about me keeping you waiting while I 
powdered my nose. I just looked at 
the clock!”

“You might have got here a bit ahead 
of time!” Monte grumbled. He opened 
the door of the tonneau and shoved the 
girl roughly in ahead of him. “This car 
is ‘hot,’ and we don’t want to be seen 
loafing around in it.”

“I got here right on time!” Dolly in
sisted, with spirit. “W hat’s eating on 
you, anyhow, Monte? Are you scared?”

A chuckle came from the front seat. 
Bull Purvis was looking admiringly 
round. Flis grotesque face was that of 
a grinning mastiff, but Dolly smiled 
gayly at him.

“Monte isn’t really scared of any
thing," the girl added, “but he’s got too 
much artistic temperament! Don’t 
mind him !”

She glanced placatingly at the young 
fellow at her side, but Monte was glow
ering straight ahead. The car had slid 
out from the curb and was running 
decorously along through the moderate 
traffic of the evening.

It was a two-hour run to the point 
where the train robbery was to be pulled, 
and during most of this time the mob 
of four were silent, each immersed in 
his. or her. own thoughts. Their 
criminal intent was the one thing that 
really united them. Lee Keller was the 
brains of the expedition; but Lee, ac
cording to underworld rumor, had a 
streak of yellow in his make-up as wide 
as his shoulders. He had this job so 
well organized that he felt confident of 
his ability to carry it successfully 
through. There seemed not a chance
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of its slipping up anywhere; but even 
if an unforeseen emergency should 
arise, Lee was determined to go through 
with his part. Otherwise, he was done 
for. He had selected the members of 
his present mob with care and anxious 
calculation—he felt that he had picked 
good hands, although he had had little 
choice. One more case of trickery on 
his part and he would be a pariah, an 
outcast.

Bull Purvis was a big, hulking brute 
of a man, not particularly vicious as a 
rule, in spite of his grotesquely ugly 
face. That mush of his had been valu
able to him, for it had usually made it 
unnecessary for him to Tise a gat. He 
had been a jack-of-all-trades in his little 
universe—a peterman, house prowler, 
stick-up artist and drifter. He had the 
courage of a bulldog or a gamecock, 
but he had no brains worth mentioning. 
Now he sat slouched in his seat, smok
ing endless cigarettes, occasionally cast
ing an admiring glance toward Dolly.

The girl smiled back at him. She 
was eupeptic—had a perfect digestion 
and the habitual good humor which is 
apt to go with bodily harmony. Now 
she was uncomfortably aware of 
Monte’s surly temper, as she would have 
been of a pebble in her shoe. She had 
seen the big, handsome sheik that way- 
before, however, and wasn't worrying 
too much about him. She looked for
ward with eager interest to the adven
ture. of the night. Dolly was young, 
and she still regarded crime and crim
inals as romantic, almost heroic.

As for Monte Duncan, he was rather 
wishing he hadn’t gotten into this ad
venture. Monte had drifted into a life 
of crime by following the line of least 
resistance. He had comparatively ex
pensive tastes, and no honest way of 
satisfying them. He had no education, 
no special training of any kind, no apti
tude for anything in particular, and a 
chronic distaste for regular employment 
and “office hours.” During the war he

had held a job ior several months, at 
six dollars a day as a rivet boy in a ship
yard. That had given him a trad start.

And so the stolen automobile with its 
assorted crew sped on through the night. 
The city was left behind, and on each 
side of the smooth highway were farm 
houses. Only an occasional light 
showed in them now. It was after ten 

.o'clock and most of the honest folk in 
this farming community were abed and 
asleep.

Ten thirty, and the bandit car drew 
up at the side of the highway. Ahead 
was a green-and-red traffic signal—the 
railroad crossing. The two men in the 
front seat were quickly on the ground. 
Lee Keller was talking, his voice in
stinctively lowered.

“All set. Bull and me’il hike up the 
track to where she stops. Now, remem
ber your stations: Monte at the head
end, in charge of the engine crew after 
Bull and me have brought them to a 
stop; Dolly with the machine. You 
know how to start the engine, kid?”

Dolly nodded.
“Leave it to me!” she said. “I'm an 

A-l chauffeur!”
“All right. You’ve got a gat? Sure 

—don't plug any one if you don’t have 
to. but don't let them rush the car.'  
There probably won’t be any rough 
stuff. W e’ll let off a few shots at first, 
just to put fear into them!”

He and his ugly faced companion ad
justed their masks, nodded, and headed 
into the darkness. The sound of their 
retreating footsteps could be heard after 
they had disappeared. Then silence.

Monte muttered to himself. Dolly 
eyed him with appraising coolness. She 
climbed into the front seat, behind the 
wheel.

Minutes passed and Monte began to 
fidget.

“Time he was hearing that train 
whistle,” he mumbled, after a long wait. 
“I’ve got a hunch things aren’t going to 
be as easy as that snitch talks about.
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He’s yellow. He'll talk his head off if 
anything goes wrong and he gets 
speared. I wish I hadn't come!”

"Don’t be a baby!" Dolly advised
him.

She sat composedly at the wheel, an 
automatic pistol in her lap, her clear 
eyes fastened on the darkness in the 
direction the two bandits had taken. 
More delay, and Monte climbed nerv
ously out and began to walk up and 
down, muttering to himself. The girl's 
face was inscrutable.

"They must have changed the 
schedule—that train may have been 
taken off!” Monte growled at last. 
"This waiting business gets my goat. 
I'm going to hike up the track."

But at this moment, tenuous and far 
away, there sounded an engine whistle. 
It came again, presently, and later the 
white-hot spot that stood for the head
light punctured the night.

The grade crossing where the two 
tracks intersected, was nearly half a 
mile up the right of way. The two in 
the waiting automobile saw the lighted 
cars at last, saw the train roar down 
grade through the darkness, and come 
to a stop.

Presently it was again in motion.
“Now, if they made it!” Monte mut

tered. “But I ’m betting----- ”
The engine was coming toward them, 

they could hear the click of the rails, 
and then, suddenly on the still mid
night, the raucous blast of the whistle. 
It blew stridently, again and again, not 
the usual signal for a crossing.

The whistle ceased and the squeal of 
the suddenly applied air brakes took its 
place. The train was jolting and rat
tling to a standstill. It dragged its mas
sive coil across the highway—and in the 
moment of silence which followed the 
jarring stop, a pistol shot rang out, clear 
and ominous.

The engine was just beyond the 
crossing. Monte slipped his mask into 
place and hissed a command.

"Turn the car around and run back 
a ways—we can’t take any chance on 
their rushing it! Keep the engine go
ing—about a hundred yards up the 
road ! Step on i t !"

He was alert and capable enough now. 
Dolly gave him a flashing glance, com
pounded of admiration and understand
ing. She had known Monte was all 
right—just temperamental and nervous. 
Now he would show them!

Monte ran forward to where Lee Kel
ler and Bull Purvis stood, guarding the 
engine crew. The engine and tender 
were uncoupled.

“This egg was playing a tune on his 
whistle—I had to let off my gat past his 
ear to show him we meant business!” 
Lee snapped, as Monte hurried up. 
“All right, keep a gun on ’em! I had 
’em uncouple the engine so they couldn’t 
pull out as soon as we get into the mail 
car. Watch ’em close, and put a bullet 
through the head of the first one that 
makes a move!”

The train beyond was in an uproar. 
Monte could hear excited voices—men 
and women screaming questions, prayers 
for mercy. It might have been a wreck, 
from the sound. Lee had disappeared 
on the other side of the track. The 
crack of his automatic came again, and 
at the same time Bull Purvis fired over 
the head of a trainman who had swung 
down from one of the rear vestibules.

The fellow promptly retreated up the 
steps.

Bull ran back toward the mail car. 
He reached up and tried to slide back 
the door. It was locked. Monte, 
watching, decided that the door on the 
other side had probably been opened 
for Lee. If it was all arranged, as the 
latter had claimed-----

He turned toward the two men in his 
charge, both of whom stood white and 
silent beside their big, black engine. 
From the corner of his eyes he caught 
a flash of fire in the gloom, the sound 
of the shot reaching him in the same
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moment. The door of the mail car had 
slid unexpectedly open a few inches and 
some one had fired into the night.

Monte heard Bull Purvis cough and 
cry out in a hoarse, murderous voice. 
Then the big fellow was down, flounder
ing like a fish out of water. Monte felt 
himself turning sick and cold. So that 
was the friendly mail clerk—Lee Kel
ler’s friend!

Bull was on his feet, staggering 
about, oaths and racking coughs coming 
alternately or tumbling together from 
his deep chest.

He raised his pistol and fired three 
shots at the door of the mail car.

From under the car a figure appeared. 
Monte caught the voice of the leader 
of the mob. Lee Keller had crawled 
through from the other side and was 
yelling excitedly.

“Give me that bottle of ammonia! 
The fool won’t open u p ! Blast his 
eyes, I'll bring him out of there!”

The mail car stood, silent and omi
nous. Keller was running back and 
forth, looking for an open door or win
dow.

“I got to get up on top and throw it 
in through the ventilator!” he snarled, 
his face a mask of rage and baffled de
sire. “Watch those sheep up at the 
other end—they may try to rush you!”

A group of huddled figures showed 
at the farther end of the train. Monte 
snarled a threat at the engine crew.

“Move a finger, you eggs. I ’ll fill 
you so full of lead that they’ll have to 
haul you away from here in a stone 
boat!”

But the pallid engineer and fireman 
stood motionless, hardly venturing to 
breathe. Bull Purvis was coughing and 
muttering to himself. He staggered, 
nearly fell, then got to his hands and 
knees and crawled under the mail car. 
Lee Keller had disappeared, after seiz
ing the bottle of ammonia which Bull 
had been carrying in one of his side 
pockets.

Monte fired over the heads of the 
distant group of passengers and. train
men. Unexpectedly the shot was re
turned. He caught the spurt of flame 
and heard the bullet sing. He fired 
again, then stood poised and tense, 
listening. '

A shot sounded from the other side 
of the train. He heard a man scream, 
and a moment later a huddled figure 
came crawling back under the car. It 
was the big fellow, Bull. He straight
ened to his feet like a wounded bear, 
and came staggering toward Monte.

“I got something!” he muttered 
thickly, holding out a small, indistinct 
object in one of his big hands. “Take 
it, kid—I ’m—I'm sunk!”

Monte automatically accepted the 
little package, a fat wallet, he made out 
partly by the sense of feeling. He 
thrust it into his inner pocket.

“Stuck up a bally oaf that tried to 
shoot me!” Bull mumbled.

He stood swaying, looking confusedly 
round.

“Did you croak him?” Monte 
snapped.

“Croak him? Croak who? Come 
on. we got to beat i t !”

“Where is Lee?” Monte demanded. 
Sudden suspicion flooded his mind. “I'll 
bet the sneak has run away—afraid to 
face us after getting us into this mess!”

Bull Purvis was coughing and stag
gering away, in the direction of the 
highway. Monte flashed a look at the 
engineer and fireman. They stood, still 
frozen in their tracks. The group at the 
farther end had disappeared, but sud
denly he heard some one moving on the 
other side of the stalled train.

“Lee!” he shouted.
There was no response. More than 

one man was moving over there, he 
realized. Many feet crunched the 
gravel, and at last the young rodman 
realized that the time for departure had 
come. He fired a couple of shots into 
the air to hold back pursuit, turned, and
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quickly reached his wounded com
panion’s side.

Behind sounded shrill, excited voices, 
and the fear and pleadings had now 
given place to threats and clamor for 
vengeance. The mob spirit was shifting 
from cowardice to lust for reprisal. 
Monte shivered in spite of himself. He 
laid his hand on Bull’s arm to steady 
him.

“Here wc are!” he exclaimed, as they 
reached the waiting car. He jerked 
open the rear door and helped the 
wounded bandit inside. Bull sprawled 
to his hands and knees, then settled 
himself on the floor against the seat.

“Where is Lee?” Dolly demanded. 
“We can’t go without him!”

“He went without us!" Monte 
snarled. “The snitch, he got us into this 
mess and then ditched!”

“Did you get the money?”
“ Money ? Probably there wasn't 

any. We didn’t get into the mail car. 
but: Bull got a slug between his ribs 
for trying. He lifted a wallet off some 
one—I've got it here!”

The girl sat irresolute at the wheel. 
Monte had climbed in beside her. his 
breath coming fast, his teeth inclined 
to chatter.

Suddenly, as they sat there, they 
heard again the engine whistle; re
peated, prolonged blasts. A moment 
later came the click of revolving wheels, 
and they looked back to see the locomo
tive headed swiftly away up the track.

“Headed for town to raise a posse 
and telegraph ahead!” Monte snapped. 
“Step on it, kid! I knew this thing 
would go blooie—three on one match 
is certain bad luck!”

CHAPTER III. 
b u l l 's  l i t t l e  s e c r e t .

FAOLLY had started the machine and 
was headed back toward the city. 

Monte Duncan, glancing down and side- 
wise at her, saw the pallor of the check

that was nearest him. A sudden feel
ing of remorse smote him.

"Gee, k id!” he muttered, “I didn’t 
mean to get you into a mess like th is! 
I believed that sneak, Lee------”

“Forget it!” Dolly ordered him per
emptorily. “I came in because I wanted 
to. It isn't your fault!”

The sound of the racing locomotive 
had died out in the distance; and now, 
before them, there appeared a fan of 
mysterious light. Monte, staring ab
stractedly at it, made out that another 
car was coming toward them, beyond 
a low hill. The fan of light was from 
its headlights, tipped up as it climbed. 
Soon it would be coming down the near 
side.

“Turn into that road!” he commanded 
the girl at the wheel. “We don’t want 
to meet this party!”

Dolly obediently swung over the 
wheel and the stolen automobile slid 
round into a lane, brush-bordered and 
deeply rutted. Monte stooped and 
snapped off the driving lights.

“Go slow!” he commanded. “We 
can’t risk their seeing us!”

Dolly’s eyes were young and keen. 
Now she held the car steadily in the 
lane, driving cautiously forward, listen
ing.

Monte watched the track behind.
“’They're going on,” he commented in 

a low voice. “We’ll keep on straight 
ahead!’’

They were beginning to climb. The 
country road was obviously almost un
used. A tangle of scrub oak bordered 
it, and there was a stiff grade, leading 
up toward the unseen summit of a range 
of hills.

A sound of stertorous breathing came 
suddenly to the young fellow slouching 
in the front seat. He looked back. In 
the gloom he could just make out the 
burly form of the wounded gunman, 
collapsed on the floor.

“Better pull up!” he said to his com
panion. “ I ’ll have a look at him f*

11
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Dolly stopped the car and they both 
slid out. Monte opened the door of the 
tonneau and stood, leaning forward, 
peering into the darkness. Bull was ly
ing with his head cramped, apparently 
unconscious.

“How you feeling, buddy?”, Monte 
Duncan asked him. There was no re
sponse. Monte climbed in and managed 
to move the big fellow around till he 
was resting more easily. “Drive on,” 
he commanded. “I ’ll steady his head!”

The road they were following grew 
rougher; and, in places, was obviously 
dangerous. Winter storms had washed 
the compacted gravel into great gulleys 
and slides. Dolly guided the car skill
fully forward, her lights again in serv
ice. Monte sat steadying the uncon
scious bandit’s massive head. They 
were climbing, but after half an hour or 
so of this they reached the summit of 
the ridge and headed down.

A strong wind was blowing now. The 
hills had sheltered them before. It 
smelled of the sea. and from time to 
time their came the sepulchral voice of 
a distant bell buoy. They were heading 
into the desolate region given over to 
rum runners and moonshiners. Monte 
had heard of the region. It bore no 
enviable reputation, but that made it all 
the better for their purposes.

Sometimes the track ahead narrowed, 
due to washouts, till the young fellow 
seated in the tonneau could look over 
and down into a pit of darkness which 
might be fifty feet deep, or five hundred. 
There were no farmhouses, no other 
automobiles—only the night, and the 
sea wind.

They had been winding slowly down 
for fifteen minutes when the headlights 
suddenly struck upon a building.

Dolly stopped the car and she and 
Monte sat staring anxiously ahead. 
There were no lights, and after a time 
there came to them the banging of an 
unfastened shutter. The moon was 
peering over a distant ridge, green and

unearthly in the hushed quiet of mid
night.

Monte opened the rear door and 
climbed out.

“I'll see what I can make out!” he 
muttered. “There’s a track running in 
here through the hedge!”

It was an old track, with no recent 
wheel marks, he discovered as he ad
vanced along it. In a moment the hedge 
was behind him. He made his way 
soundlessly forward, his pistol ready 
under his coat, his muscles tensed and 
alert.

But the first close look at that old 
house showed him that it was deserted. 
The chimneys were crumbled, the win
dows smashed. A great owl fled si
lently out of one of the latter, the wind 
from its swift-moving wings fanning 
Monte Duncan's face. He stood for a 
time looking at the house, then strode 
on along the unused road which ad
vanced through the brush before him.

Soon he came into a clearing, and 
saw outlined in the greenish moonlight 
the length and breadth of a log barn.

Monte made his way back to the 
waiting automobile.

“We can run in here. The house is 
a wreck, but there’s an old log stable 
behind, where we can hang up for a 
while. I t’ll give us a chance to catch 
our breath and decide what to do next,” 
the young man commented dispiritedly.

Dolly nodded cheerfully.
“Buck up!” she advised him. “You're 

worrying about me.”
“I got you into this.” Monte per

sisted, “and we're in a bad mess.”
Dolly drove in through the break in 

the hedge and along the old wood road 
till they were close to the barn. Here 
the car was left, while its two conscious 
occupants managed to lift the bulky fig
ure of the limp and sprawling gunman, 
and carry it along the trail and into the 
barn.

The logs which composed the walls 
of the latter had been laid with wide
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spaces between them. Now the moon
light spread in stripes upon the floor. 
The effect was unearthly and disturbing. 
Monte felt his scalp creeping, but he 
spoke reassuringly.

“I ’ll keep track of him. You lie down 
and get some rest. You’ll need it!”

Unwillingly, after a time, the girl 
obeyed. Monte had scraped a little pile 
of hay against the wall for her, and 
presently he caught the sound of her 
steady breathing. Bull was lying, silent 
and uncouth in the striped moonlight, 
on another bed of hay. Monte sat on 
an old box, his chin in his hands, staring 
down at the grotesque face. The big- 
fellow was in a desperate condition. He 
ought to have medical attention, and 
that quickly. But it was impossible, for 
that would mean surrendering himself 
and the girl to the law. Bull couldn't 
expect it.

But. otherwise, what was to be done? 
Let Bull Purvis die like a wounded 
wolf? The problem was too much for 
Monte. He knew nothing about ama
teur surgery, and after a half-hearted 
attempt to strip away Bull's shirt—an 
attempt which caused the wounded out
law to turn and mutter and strike out 
fretfully—Monte sat back, trying to 
think of a way out for them all.

The night passed with torturing de
liberation. There was no sound from 
the outer darkness, not even a cock crow 
or the yelp of a dog. The watcher 
fought off his own drowsiness and sat 
on. hour after hour. Toward morning 
Bull began to turn and mutter. Later 
he was talking steadily, and by the time 
Dolly sat up, rubbing her eyes, the lug- 
fellow was yelling at the top of his 
lungs. His words were thick and mean
ingless.

Monte stood up and faced the girl.
“We’ve got to beat it, but I don't 

know what the deuce we’re to do with 
him!” he groaned. “We can’t stay on 
here. They’re sure to run us down. 
And we can’t travel with that steam

calliope running full blast! I ought to 
bump him off! That's what most mobs 
would do!”

Dolly nodded.
“I know—and Bull would do it. But 

we can’t. W e’ve got to have food, and 
we ought to know what the cops are 
doing!”

Her companion agreed wearily. He 
began to smooth his rumpled clothing, 
and adjusted his cap.

“There must be a burg near here,” 
he commented. “I ’ll hike in and see 
what I can find out.”

“And have them grab you? I should 
say not! I ’ll go myself!”

Monte protested. He didn’t want 
the girl to expose herself to the danger 
of arrest. Dolly stuck to her point.

“Wait a minute—I’ll show you some
thing!” she commanded him, disappear
ing abruptly through the barn door.

When she returned, three minutes 
later, her boy's clothing had disappeared 
and she was dressed in a trim little 
frock, somewhat wrinkled from having 
been worn inside her other costume.

“They won’t be looking for a girl!” 
she explained. “And I ’ve as good eyes 
and ears as you!”

“Better,” Monte admitted. “But I 
don’t like the idea------”

“Nonsense! I ’ll bring us something 
to eat!”

Monte nodded unwillingly. He drew 
from his pocket the thick wallet Bull 
had handed him the night before. In
side were yellowbacks—a sheaf of 
them, with nothing smaller than fifty 
dollars.

“Must be five grand here!” he mut
tered.

Then he closed the flap of the wallet 
and slid it back into his pocket.

“W e’ll tend to that later,” he added. 
“Here’s a ten-case note of my own. 
Buy whatever you think we ought to 
have!”

Dolly set off at a brisk pace, follow
ing the wood track into the road and
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walking- along the latter till it lead her 
back to the summit of the hills. From 
this vantage point she was able to make 
out, apparently four or five miles away 
across the lower hills, a small town. 
All she could see of it was a church 
spire and one white building. She took 
a short cut down across the hills, fol- 
lowing*"an old cattle path. The sun was 
warm and comforting upon her shoul
ders and neck, and the fragrance of 
curing grass came to her. She came at 
last to a long field and then to a country 
road. She began to feel faint and hun
gry, but pushed resolutely on.

The little town nestled among wide- 
spreading eucalyptus and pines. The 
girl went demurely along a shaded 
street, reached the business portion of 
the village; and saw before her, crowded 
about the steps of a building which she 
took for the town hall, a great con
course of people.

A lean, wild-eyed man with flowing 
whiskers was yelling.

“Hang ’em, I say! If they go to 
trial, it’ll be in this count}’—and we’ll 
have to pay the. bill! Hang ’em as soon 
as they’re caught! I ain’t ashamed nor 
scared to say what I think!’’

A big fellow in a serge suit was 
standing near Dolly. He had a broad, 
red face and a smile. The girl’s eyes 
lingered on that rubicund countenance. 
She had never seen a rnan who seemed 
so thoroughly good natured—and smil
ing! The stranger moved away. His 
serge trousers were unpressed and 
baggy. He looked somehow like a cir
cus elephant, bringing up the rear of a 
procession.

Her attention swung back to the 
crowd. Another honest citizen was 
speaking.

“What’s the use of orating, Jim?” ■ 
this one wanted to know. “Ain’t the 
railroad got all them there special agents 
here, looking fer the crooks? Them 
fellers’ll grab the outfit that held up the 
train, sure. The sheriff an’ his posses

ain't got a lookin! We won’t git no 
chance to hang no one!”

Jim, the patriarch with the whiskers, 
fairly hissed with rage.

“They’ll ketch 'em and lodge ’em in 
the county ja il! Then we’ll have to 
foot the bill fer trying ’em!” he shouted.

Dolly turned quietly away. Down 
the street a small boy was shouting 
something. She looked in his direction 
—a diminutive figure, carrying across 
his right arm a bundle of papers. Tenu
ously his voice came to her.

“All about the robbery!”
The gun moll made her way in the 

direction of the newsboy. She pur
chased a paper and then, after saunter
ing carelessly about for a time, made 
her way back along the deserted resi
dence street. At a little neighborhood 
grocery, the last building before she 
reached the fields, she purchased some 
crackers, sardines, and sweet chocolate.

Dolly went on across the fields. From 
time to time she stopped to rest, look
ing back to be sure she was not fol
lowed. There was no one in sight.

It was a weary climb back to the sum
mit of the ridge. She nibbled at a bar 
of chocolate, but refused to eat more 
till she could share the food with Monte.

At length she reached the top of the 
ridge, headed down across a rocky 
slope, and toward noon came within 
sight of the deserted house. She paused 
for a time, cautiously studying the en
tire neighborhood. It was utterly deso
late and silent.

But at that moment there came to her 
a wild, inhuman scream. The girl shud
dered, although she recognized the voice 
of the delirious bandit.

“If any one comes within half a mile, 
Bull will tell them right where to look!” 
she realized.

She struck down across a steeply 
tilted patch of brush and rocks, and five 
minutes later was approaching the barn.

Monte stood in the doorway, his face 
lowering and weary
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"How is Bull ?” the girl asked.
“Crazy as a loon! I found a spring, 

and I've been giving him all the water 
he wants. I don’t know whether that’s 
good for him or not. but it was the only 
way to keep him quiet. What did you 
find out?’’

“Nothing much. They’re looking for 
us. of course. The railroad detectives 
and the sheriff are at work. I brought 
you a paper. I was too tired to read it."

She handed Monte Duncan the news
paper and dropped the paper bags con
taining food to the floor. She felt sick 
and tired—and now she was no longer 
hungry. She crossed over to where Bull 
was lying.

His face was red, his eyes wild and 
feverish. He glared up at her, evi
dently without recognition.

“Cops!” he muttered. He fell to jab
bering.

At a sudden startled exclamation 
Dolly whirled. Monte was holding the 
paper taut tea ween his stiff hands. His 
eyes were focused upon it.

“Do you know what became of Lee?" 
he cried, next moment. “No wonder he 
didn't show up—he was shot! Through 
the heart. Say. I ’m betting it wasn’t 
the cops! Bull did it or I ’m crazy! 
That was what he crept under the mail 
coach for! Bull shot Lee Keller!"

Dolly stood, breathless and confused. 
A wild voice sounded from the ground 
at her feet.

"Bull shot him—Bull shot Lee Kel
ler! Bull shot him—through the heart! 
I ’ll say he did!"

Bull Purvis was proclaiming his guilt 
at the top of his lungs.

CHAPTER IV. 
a  f i g h t  i n  t h e  d a r k .

/"NVER Monty’s shoulder the girl read 
part of the front-page story of the 

train holdup.
Finger-print experts from the city have 

identified the slain bandit as Lee Keller, an

ex-convict. It was supposed for a time that 
Keller was slain by a bullet from the revolver 
of Conductor Sands, but the autopsy surgeon 
negatives this. The death bullet corresponds 
minutely to others found in the wall of the 
mail car, which had been fired through the 
door by one of the outlaws. Whether Keller 
was slain by mistake or in revenge, the conclu
sion is irresistible that he met death at the 
hands of one of his companions.

An interesting side light is thrown on this 
problem by the fact, brought forward by the 
city police assigned to assist in the solution 
of this baffling crime, that Keller was known 
as a “snitch” and had even been accused of 
being a stool pigeon. His death may therefore 
have been a matter of revenge for some old 
act of treachery.

On.the other hand, there is the interesting 
circumstance that no attempt was made to 
dynamite the car, as is often done. The 
three bandits involved in the robbery were 
either stupidly inefficient, or they had reason 
to believe they would have no difficulty in get
ting into the car. In the latter connection, 
Postal Inspector Pittman, in charge of the 
federal end of the investigation, is awaiting 
a report from one of his assistants, stationed 
at the bedside of Mail Clerk Russel.

Russel, but for an unforeseen development, 
would have been in charge of the car last 
night. Late in the afternoon he was rushed 
to the hospital and operated on for acute 
appendicitis. Inspector Pittman’s famous 
smile is much in evidence, but an uncon
firmed and undenied rumor persists that the 
job failed because inside assistance was 
counted on by the bandits. This in turn sug
gests that Keller may have been slain because 
of some mysterious failure on his part to se
cure such cooperation. Three men are known 
to have taken part in the holdup.

Monte turned mechanically. Bull 
Purvis was tossing about, muttering the 
single word “water." Monte crossed 
over to where he was lying, picked up a 
tin can wrhich he had previously filled 
at the spring behind the barn, and ap
plied it to the delirious gunman’s lips.

“Russel must have been the guy Lee 
made his clicker with,” Dolly com
mented, a frown on her usually smooth 
forehead. “Monte------“

She ceased speaking. Monte Duncan 
looked around with a nod of compre
hension.

“That fellow will tell all he knows,”
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he agreed. “They’ll land on him as soon 
as he is able to whisper. They’ll scare 
him into thinking he is dying, and get a 
lull confession out of him.”

“Did he know that you and Bull were 
in on this job?”

“I don’t know how much Lee told 
him. He may not know our names.” 

Bull had drunk eagerly from the can 
placed at his lips. Now he settled back 
and closed his eyes. He turned rest
lessly a few times, and seemed to sink 
into a lethargy.

Monte stared down at him.
“We ought to get out of here to

night !” he declared. “In fact, we’ll be 
lucky if we aren’t run down before that. 
A posse may come snooping in here any 
minute. But I don’t know what we’re
going to do with this bird------”

“W e’ll have to take him with u s!” 
Dolly interrupted. “We can’t leave 
him!”

“And we can’t take him. For one 
thing, he’d yell so that every car we 
passed would hear. The first traffic 
patrolman we ran into would stop us, 
or put a bullet through our gas tank. 
There’s another reason why we can’t 
take him. We aren’t going far in this 
car, or in any other. I've figured out 
a scheme for getting back into the city 
—one that will stop them for a while. 
W e’ve got to leave Bull!”

Dolly was drooping like a flower 
plucked in the heat of the sun. The 
long walk and the excitement and the 
lack of food were telling on her ex
uberant vitality. Monte Duncan eyed 
her understanding^.

“But don’t worry about that just 
now,” he concluded. “Eat something, 
and then climb up on that platform and 
go to sleep. I ’ll run things.”

“But you haven’t closed your eyes!” 
“I can’t. I ’ve got to keep track of 

things till it’s dark enough to leave. Do 
as I tell you!”

Dolly obeyed, and five minutes later 
had climbed an old ladder to the roof

of a little built-in platform, evidently 
once used in mowing away hay in the 
log barn. Monte sat down near the 
door, wearily bracing himself for the 
vigil of the next few hours.

Bull was lying so still now that he 
might have been dead. Occasionally the 
young gunman turned to look at the big 
fellow, sprawled on his back, his great 
arms stretched out, his eyes half open.

A shudder went through Monte Dun
can's overwrought body.

“We were hoodooed from the start,” 
he told himself. "Three lights on one 
match—I told them it was the worst 
luck in the world! Well, it sure worked 
out that way, Lee was the last to light 
his cigar, and he’s dead. Bull was just 
before him, and he’s headed for the 
boneyard. I came first, and things 
aren’t so good with me. And the hoo
doo still working. I wonder who this 
Inspector Pittman is?”

An uneasy remembrance which hith
erto he had succeeded in refusing to 
consider assailed him now. He had 
heard that the Federal government 
never gave up its pursuit of a mail rob
ber. In the case of the De Autremont 
brothers, referred to by Lee Keller, for 
instance, the crime was comparatively 
old, but the postal detectives evidently 
were still relentlessly following up 
every rumor that could lead to the ar
rest of the bandits.

“Lee and Bull were a bad outfit!” he 
muttered. “I never ought to have tied 
up with them, and I sure was a fool to 
get Dolly into this dicker. Well, I'll 
get her out. Inspector Pittman or n o ! 
When we pull out of here to-night, if 
they don't grab us before that, I'll show 
them something in the disappearing line 
that will give them a thrill for the next 
fifty years!”

The sun shone slantingly in through 
the open barn door. Monte’s eyes were 
bloodshot and sensitive from lack of 
sleep. He rested his head against the 
Jog wall behind him, closed his eyes, and
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let his thoughts drift. For a time vivid 
pictures formed in his turbulent mind. 
He saw the stalled passenger train—the 
long row of lighted windows, the white 
faces of fireman and engineer. He 
caught the sharp report of the mail 
clerk’s pistol. That fellow had been 
dead game, risking his life by opening 
up the door to fire at Bull! Foolish— 
if they had been ready, they could have 
rushed him before he could have slid 
the door shut and fastened it. But they 
weren’t quite ready. Blunderers they 
were.

Gradually the pictures became dim, 
the thoughts confused. He was warm 
and comfortable and relaxed. Bull 
seemed to be sleeping almost restfully. 
With the dim consciousness of these de
tails stirring lazily in his mind, the 
young fellow fell into a deep sleep of 
exhaustion.

Monte Duncan awoke and leaped to 
his feet. Somewhere in the darkness 
that surrounded him a hoarse voice had 
screamed—or had he dreamed it? 
Monte pulled himself together. His 
pistol was in his hand and he stood star
ing with pulsing eyes into the somber 
night. The moon had not yet risen, but 
the sun must have been long gone. It 
was dark in here, a thick darkness that 
seemed to cling to him like a wet blanket. 
But that voice------

From somewhere behind him, inside 
the old log stable, there came a whisper 
of sound. Monte whirled. He could 
see nothing.

“Dolly!” he said; and again, “Dolly, 
is that you?”

A gibbering laugh greeted him. 
Something big and black rushed upon 
him. There was a flash of fire, a smash
ing explosion, and he felt the bite of 
burning powder grains on his neck. In 
a moment he understood. Bull was up ; 
he was mad, and he was armed! The 
young fellow cursed himself for not 
having thought to remove the wounded 
bandit’s pistol. In the confusion of

these tumultuous hours he had thought 
nothing about it.

All this went through his mind with 
the swiftness of a knife stab. He 
leaped aside, ducked under a huge, out
stretched arm, and was behind his as
sailant. His own pistol was in his hand. 
He had jerked it out without having 
been aware of the action.

Now he slid it back into its holster. 
He didn’t want to shoot the poor devil.

“Bull!” he said, “this is me—Monte! 
Lie down, there’s a good fellow. You’ll 
hurt yourself if you go tearing around 
this way! No one is going to harm 
you!”

His eyes were adjusting themselves to 
the turbid darkness of the night. He 
could make out the bulky figure of the 
wounded bandit, silhouetted for a mo
ment against the dim panel of the door. 
Bull was turning his big head craftily, 
listening, peering about. Monle could 
even make out the pistol the big fellow 
was holding ready.

It came up, cautiously.
“Monte!” Bull said in a thick, un

natural voice. “ Sure, I know that fel
ler—he’s got my moll! He ain’t good 
enough for her; he ain’t half good 
enough!”

Monte moved and his foot struck 
against the can from which he had given 
the sick man water. Instantly Bull 
jerked up his gun and fired. The bullet 
went wild, but Monte realized the dan
ger of this sort of thing. He com
pressed his lips, studied the gigantic fig
ure in the doorway for a moment, and 
then began a cautious advance. A foot 
at a time he moved forward. His arms 
were tensed, his hands tingling. Bull 
stood turning his head like a turtle, si
lent. and evidently waiting for another 
trickle of sound.

Monte advanced more and more 
slowly. The slightest slip would betray 
him. In the last moment he poised him
self, then leaped. He felt his fingers 
close over the barrel of the automatic..
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Again the crashing report filled the 
night. Monte felt the jerk of the barrel 
as the automatic mechanism responded 
to the recoil. He had gripped it firmly, 
however, and now the gun would be 
hopelessly jammed. He tried to wrest 
it from Bull's clutch, but with a sud
den, violent movement the man he had 
set himself to subdue freed the pistol, 
brought it up and then down.

The blow struck Monte glancinglv on 
the head and landed with almost full 
force on his shoulder. Then they were 
locked together, chest to chest.

Monte hadn’t planned the affair so. 
His idea had been to avoid hurting Bull. 
He could easily enough have knocked 
him senseless with a blow from his own 
gun; and n®w suddenly he found him
self wishing, in an agony of remorse, 
that he had done so. Bull’s great body 
was as hot as heated metal. He had all 
his old strength, augmented by delirium. 
With his arms locked around Monte’s 
body, he kicked and gouged, using 
knees, chin, and even the top of his 
head. Bull was a master of rough-house 
fighting, and he outweighed his antago
nist in this night battle by a good fifty 
pounds.

“Bull!” Monte cried breathlessly, “let 
go—you’re busting my ribs !’’

“I ’ve got you!” Bull screamed. 
“Monte—Monte Duncan! You ain’t 
good enough for her! I ’m a-going to 
fix you! I got you!”

His parching breath wTas on Monte’s 
face. The young fellow felt a wild 
horror at the contact of his clean, 
healthy body with the burning hulk of 
this mad beast.

“Let go of me!” he snarled, suddenly 
losing all self-restraint. He kicked and 
butted. His hands came up and 
clenched themselves with overlapping 
thumbs about Bull’s neck. He felt the 
swift, feverish throb of the jugulars.

But he himself was being crushed, 
broken, in that bear’s hug. The strength 
was going out of him in a rush. The

darkness was shot with sparks. And in 
that moment of defeat and anguish, 
there sounded close to him an excited
voice.

“Monte, just a moment------”
Monte had fainted. He felt himself 

going, but in the instant when utter 
darkness was closing down over him he 
also felt the terrible grip about his body 
relax. He had fallen to the hard- 
packed dirt floor.

Now he was coming back. Some one 
was bathing his head with cold water, 
and the croon of a voice—Dolly’s voice, 
he realized—came dimly to him.

“You’re all right, but I ’m afraid Bull 
is done for! I didn’t realize how hard 
I hit him !”

Monte stirred and groaned. He felt 
as if every bone in his body were 
broken, with the jagged ends sticking 
out through the flesh.

He sat up and raised his hand to his 
face. His nose had been bleeding. Bull 
had struck him a stunning blow with 
that grotesque head of fils.

“Where is he?” he asked, his voice 
still unsteady.

“Over there. I dragged you away 
front him. But. Monte. I'm afraid— 
lie's dead!”

Monte staggered erect and made his 
way across to the dim figure of his re
cent assailant. Stooping, he laid his 
hand on the big fellow's chest. It was 
warm, but still.

“We did the best we could for him f" 
he declared. “And it's just as well 
things happened as they did. We 
couldn’t have taken him with us. Come 
on, kid. it’s time for us to make our 
get-away!”

CHAPTER V.
T H E  MAN W HO SMILED.

IN  the office of Sheriff Mack, of Al
bion county, four men sat in varying 

attitudes, probably characteristic of 
their inner natures in moments of ex
citement.
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Sheriff Mack himself, a hulking, 
broad-shouldered fellow with jutting 
brows and retreating forehead, leaned 
across hfs battered desk and scowled. 
He looked like an educated gorilla, at
tempting to conduct an intricate investi
gation. Luck had been against the 
sheriff so far in this case, and he was 
growing angry. As a matter of fact, 
Mack had been elected because he was 
big and husky, overlooking the fact that 
ninety-nine per cent of his work would 
involve mental rather than physical 
characteristics. He was usually in diffi
culties. due to his lack of mental de
velopment ; and when in such difficulties, 
he sulked and grumbled and blamed the 
country.

The man he was questioning was the 
fireman of the train held up the night 
before. Now the early morning sun
shine was slanting cheerily in across the 
office floor.

Fireman O ’Brien fidgeted, looked un
easily at the scowling sheriff, and made 
a statement.

“He was a broad-shouldered guy, 
about the size of you, sheriff!” he de
clared. “And his eyes were—well, you 
might say they were blue. Kind of blue- 
gray, with maybe a bit of brown in 
thim.”

Sitting on the edge of the sheriff’s 
desk was a trimly dressed, middle-aged 
man who might have been a banker or 
a lawyer, but who in fact was Special 
Agent Johnston, representing the detec
tive branch of the railroad company.

Mr. Johnston began to laugh; a jeer
ing, unpleasant laugh.

“Blue-gray-brown eyes! Broad- 
shouldered; about the size of Mack, 
here! Well, there goes our identifica
tion !”

The sheriff made a noise distinctly 
resembling that of a grizzly bear suffer
ing from a toothache. He looked fero
ciously at Fireman O’Brien, as if the 
latter had been a badly cooked sausage.

“The trouble with you guys was that

you was scared stiff!” he growled. “The 
engineer says this egg was maybe five 
foot eight, slim, and light complected, 
and he had some sort of mask over part 
of his face------”

“Sure, thin, he had a mask, ij: the 
boss says so!” O'Brien broke in ami
ably. “And as for being scared, why 
shouldn't I be? I ’m hired to shovel 
coal, not to stop bullets!”

The sheriff and the special agent eyed 
each other gloomily. Then, with one 
accord, they turned upon the fourth oc
cupant of the little room. This was a 
large, smiling person, in a serge suit and 
cheroot—the latter so constant a part 
of his equipment as to seem almost an 
article of wearing apparel. He sat com
fortably back in a chair, regarding the 
fireman with a mildly reproachful look.

“I guess you can’t help it, brother.” 
he commented. “Now, then, how many 
of these road agents should you say took 
part in last night's entertainment?” 

“There were three of thim!” Fire
man O ’Brien replied without hesitation. 
“There was the two that come down 
over the tinder and stuck up me and 
Denny—the boss of the ingine. They 
made us stop at the highway crossing; 
and thin this other divil shows up, and 
keeps his gun p'inted at us!”

“What I can't understand is, why 
they didn't dynamite the mail car!”. 
Special Agent Johnston commented 
gloomily. “They must have been dubs, 
to think they could get in just by knock
ing at the door!”

“Maybe---- the sheriff began hope
fully.

He was interrupted by a brisk rap at 
the office door. It opened and the head 
of one of his deputies was thrust in.

“We've got ’em, chief!” this indi
vidual declared excitedly. “One of the 
posses just brought them in—three 
yeggs, hiding in a jungle down the 
river! The engineer recognized them, 
first crack out of the box!”

A clatter of steps sounded outside the
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sheriff’s office—hurried, shuffling steps, 
suggesting excitement. The door was 
swung .fully open, and three hard-faced, 
shabbily dressed men, rather white 
about the mouth and with sullen, de
fiant eyes, were shoved unceremoniously 
in. Half a dozen honest citizens—a 
glance showed them to be that—armed 
with shotguns and rifles, brought up the 
rear.

Fireman O ’Brien thrust out his head 
—he had a long, lean neck, with more 
Adam’s apple than one man was entitled 
to—and regarded them unwinkingly.

“By golly, ye have thint!” he cried. 
“There’s the one that held the gun on 
me—the by  in the middle!”

The “b’y” in the middle was middle- 
aged, of medium height, and hollow 
chested. Sheriff Mack bellowed a pro
test.

“You said he was about the size of 
me!” he shouted. “And this bird has 
got eyes about as black as they make 
them!”

“This is the outfit that stuck up the 
train!” Mr. O ’Brien maintained stub
bornly. “And if it wasn’t the bird in 
the middle, it was the one beside him!”

“Which one, beside him ?'-’ Special 
Agent Johnston asked, with weary pa
tience. “He has two sides, you know!"

The fireman shook his head slowly. 
A look of deep cunning came into his 
honest face.

“Both sides!” he declared. “It was 
one of thim!”

The smiling gentleman in the serge 
suit—and cheroot—had not arisen from 
his chair. Now he gestured with his 
attenuated cigar and addressed the three 
prisoners.

“Well, boys, what have you got to 
say for yourselves?” he wanted to know. 
“Been doing a little amateur train rob
bing? Or perhaps you’ve got an alibi ?”

The consumptive-looking fellow in 
the middle of the little battalion snarled 
a reply.

“Of course we’ve got an alibi! An’

it’s a good one, big man. I guess these 
gents are going to be sorry they laid 
hands on us. We’re going to sue this 
burg for damages. You said it—fifty- 
thousand dollars for false imprison
ment! We got an alibis all right, and 
you can’t bust it!”

“All right,’’ the smiling man agreed. 
He gestured again, vaguely, with his 
cheroot. “Spill it, boys, spill i t ! W e’re 
prepared for the worst!”

“All right, then, old funny face, put 
this in your pipe and smoke i t ! Me and 
my pals just got out of the hoosegow 
this morning. He was in the booby- 
hatch over at Portal for the last ten 
days—and you can ask the judge and 
the jailer if you want to!”

There was an excessive confidence in 
this statement that evidently impressed 
every one in the room. The little office 
was silent tor a moment, save for the 
excited breathing of its occupants. 
Then the sheriff reached out and one of 
his big hands picked up the telephone 
at the back of his desk. He asked to be 
connected with the sheriff's office in the 
adjoining county. Portal being in that 
jurisdiction. A tiny voice squeaked and 
Sheriff Mack asked his questions. He 
grunted, hung up without a “thank 
you,” and turned gloomily to the spec
tators of this little byplay.

“Three bums were kicked out over 
there, first thing this morning. Sounds 
like this outfit—oh. rats, of course it is! 
W e’ll hold them for identification, but 
you can bet these jungle rats never held 
up no train. They haven't got nerve 
enough!”

This prediction proved accurate, and 
later in the day the three hobos were 
conducted to the outskirts of Albion 
and launched upon their way. Theyr 
departed, threatening to sue the town 
for damages.

In the meantime, Sheriff Mack had 
betaken himself gloomily to his auto
mobile and. accompanied by the railroad 
detective and by “Smiler" Pittman, rep
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resenting the post office department, 
had quickly driven to the scene of the 
robbery.

The now thoroughly discredited fire
man and engineer accompanied this offi
cial party. Arrived on the ground, the 
engine crew diagramed things as they 
remembered them. Frequent disputes 
arose between them. Several empty 
brass pistol shells were found beside 
the track, and Special Agent Johnston 
drew a map of the crossing, filled in the 
positions of the cars and engine, and 
continued his cross questioning of the 
trainmen.

Smiler Pittman, cheroot and all, hung 
about for a time. Then the postal in
spector wandered away by himself. The 
fireman had pointed out a place, along 
the hard-surfaced highway, where he 
had seen the tail lights of the parked 
bandit car. Smiler ambled along, his 
small but remarkably keen gray eyes 
studying the side of the road. He 
reached the spot in question, and stood 
looking down at a set of clearly cut tire 
tracks.

He was interrupted in this perusal by 
the voice of Sheriff Mack. The peace 
officer also had exhausted the resources 
of the railroad track, as far as he wfas 
concerned.

Now he stood looking broodingly 
down at the tire tracks.

“W e’ve got a line on the car they 
used,” he growled morosely. “It was 
stolen last night from in front of the 
Liberty Theater, in the city; a maroon- 
colored, five-passenger machine.”

He went into details, giving the make 
and license number of the automobile 
which the bandits were suspected of 
having stolen. It had later been seen 
speeding past a road house, two miles 
from the scene of the robbery.

“But that's all the good it will do us,” 
he added.

Smiler Pittman beamed down at the 
tire tracks, produced an extra cheroot, 
and handed it to the sheriff.

“Cheer up, brother!” he counseled. 
“This case is young yet.”

“If we don’t grab them while it’s 
young, we’ll never set handcuffs on 
them!” Sheriff Mack broke in. “Looks 
to me like they'd made a clean get
away !"

For the first time that morning, the 
smile was gone from the face of the 
postal inspector. His eyes snapped and 
his mouth became, for the moment, a 
straight, hard line.

“There isn’t any such thing as a clean 
get-awray!'' he said distinctly. “Every 
crime is a violation of law, and it leaves 
traces. All wTe’ve got to do is to plug, 
see ? Don’t get any foolish notions, 
sheriff. Government property has been 
interfered with, and I ’m going to have 
the parties that did it if I have to run 
you and Johnston and myself flat-footed 
and into a decline! Get that straight 
now!”

His smile came out of eclipse. The 
sheriff stared.

“Talk like that is cheap!” he mut
tered. “The city police had the drag
net out half an hour after the robbery, 
to bead off any red hots that tried to 
make the city. And that’s all the good 
it did them. Figure it out for your
self!”

A noticeable coolness toward the 
Federal agent sprang up about this time, 
on the part of Sheriff Mack and Special 
Agent Johnston, to whom the sheriff 
communicated Smiler Pittman’s ulti
matum. They let him distinctly and 
severely alone.

Pittman continued to amble about, 
like a friendly elephant in a circus pa
rade. He might have seemed to be loaf
ing. but, among other things, he was 
waiting for a report from one of his 
men concerning the condition of a cer
tain mail clerk who early the evening 
before had been stricken with acute 
appendicitis and rushed to the hospital.

The report arrived, in code, soon 
after Mr. Pittman returned to the vil
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lage. He went to his hotel and de
ciphered it, then sat thinking.

“A full confession!” he muttered. 
“This lad, Russel, had made a dicker to 
open the car when the bandits showed 
up. But, thanks to his appendicitis, he 
wasn’t there to do it, and his substitute 
was a game lad, and straight. That was 
why they didn’t use dynamite. They 
didn’t expect to have to and weren't 
prepared.

“This gonoph, Keller, was the go- 
between. The mail clerk doesn’t, ap
parently. know the other two. Now, 
what do you know about that? Of 
course, it had to be him—and him dead 
as a doughnut—we get a full identifica
tion of! It couldn’t have been one of 
the others; of course not. That would 
have made things too easy!”

An expression almost of disgust came 
into the inspector’s usually jovial face. 
Again he muttered, “Lee Keller—and 
we've got him already, down at the 
morgue!” Then he shrugged his shoul
ders, lit a fresh cheroot, resumed his 
smile, and went out into the street.

Smiler Pittman spent most of the 
day sauntering about town, his eyes un
obtrusively on the activities of the sher
iff and railroad detective, both of whom 
were pawns in the game as far as Pitt
man was concerned. The city dicks had 
gone back to their routine duties.

Gradually he was forming a synthetic 
picture of the little town, its inhabitants, 
and its environment. Albion lay in the 
middle of a productive but limited val
ley, bounded on one side by the river 
and on the other by a range of hills, 
paralleling the ocean.

“The flat land is worth three hundred 
dollars an acre, and the hill land ain’t 
worth a cent!” one of his informants 
drawlingly assured him. “Over in them 
hills you can’t raise nothing but moon
shine. There is six houses and ten 
stills in twenty mile. An’ the rum run
ners is petitioning the county to build a 
highway over to the coast, so’s their

trucks’ll have smoother going back and 
forth from the rum ships."

"Kind of hard nation lives over in 
the hills, eh?" Smiler commented.

"No one liiw  there, mister! There’s 
only six families exists over in that neck 
of the woods, but they’re all hard eggs, 
an’ even the sheriff pretends he don’t 
know they’re hid away there!”

Smiler drifted on. The sun had set 
and darkness was falling, but when he 
reached the end of the little street and 
looked speculatively across the flat 
farming land he could dimly discern the 
outlines of the maligned foothills. He 
turned after a time and headed for a 
garage. He had decided to rent a car 
and go for a drive. The moon would 
not rise for several hours, but he could 
find his way.

Arrived at the garage, however, he 
discovered that the sheriff had just 
driven up to have his gas tank filled. 
Sheriff Mack looked so disgusted and 
angry when he saw Smiler approaching 
that the postal inspector pricked up his 
ears. Pie sauntered over to the auto
mobile and experimentally opened the 
tonneau door.

The ruse worked.
“Well, come along, then'!” Mack 

growled. "It beats the deuce how a 
man like you gets by, Pittman! All 
you’ve done to-day is loaf around and 
smoke, hut as soon as I pick up a lead 
that looks like something, you come 
snooping around! Who told you the 
news ?’’

“You did!" Smiler replied, with a 
chuckle of enjoyment. “You looked too 
much like the egg-stealing pup to get 
by, sheriff. Now ease your conscience. 
W hat’s in the air?”

Sheriff Mack gritted his teeth. He 
started his engine and ground the gears. 
The back of his thick neck was purple.

“Well, one of my deputies just came 
in with news about that stolen car—the 
one I was telling you about!” he con
fessed. “Ted was out scouting through
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the bad lands to-day—the hills over on 
the coast. He didn’t see anything till 
just after dark, and then as he was 
headed home, this machine came out of 
one of the hill roads and he got a look 
at it. Maroon color, five passenger, 
going like sin. The bandits must have 
holed up over there till they thought we 
wouldn’t be looking, then made a shoot 
for the city!"

The sheriff's machine headed in be
side the courthouse, and three deputies, 
armed with rifles and small arms, 
climbed in. Smiler offered them 
cheroots. A thrill was in the air.

Ted Geery, the deputy who had 
spotted the bandit car, directed the sher
iff to head for the East Canon road.

"There’s hardly any traffic out of that 
part of the hills,” he added, "and with 
plenty of soft clay and mud, we can 
check up on the tire tracks. I tried to 
follow this outfit, so I didn’t stop.”

"Why didn't you follow them?” 
Smiler asked, although he had a pretty 
good idea.

Ted’s eyes narrowed.
"They were going seventy an hour,” 

he commented, evidently considering 
that sufficient explanation.

“How many were aboard?”
"Couldn’t say. Only saw the car 

from behind!”
The sheriff’s machine reached the 

place where the canon road joined a 
narrow thoroughfare running east and 
west. It was along the latter the young 
deputy had been heading when he saw 
the suspected automobile. Now they 
pulled in at the side, turned the car so 
that the headlights would illumine the 
road, and climbed out.

Twenty feet back from the junction 
of the two roads was a patch of soft, 
gray clay. Imbedded in it were tire 
tracks—exact reproductions of those 
Smiler Pittman had studied, near the 
scene of the holdup, early that morning.

Having briefly assured himself of this 
fact, the postal inspector glanced at his

companions, then stepped unobtrusively 
into the brush beside the road. It came 
above his head—a scraggly growth of 
scrub oak and manzanita. Smiler 
pushed into an old cattle path, stood for 
a moment listening, and after that be
gan to advance rapidly but cautiously. 
His big bod}- made no sound as he slid 
through the brush. Soon he was well 
beyond any possible view of his recent 
companions, even if they should turn 
the spotlight into the brush. There
upon. he sat down on a stump in the 
darkness, and waited.

Voices came to him presently—voices 
raised in profane halloo.

Mr. Pittman shook his head.
“It won't work, boys!’’ he murmured. 

“I'm lost. So long. Maybe you can 
find where that machine went to. I 
want to find out where it came from!”

He got up after a time, and made his 
way cautiously back to the hill road. 
The sheriff’s car was gone. Smiler had 
heard the roar of the open exhaust as 
it betook itself through the darkness 
toward the cross-country road.

“On the trail, bless ’em!” the postal 
inspector said comfortably. "If they 
catch up with these red-hots, they’ll be 
able to ’tend to them without my assist
ance. On the other hand, if I can find 
out where the bandits have been hiding 
to-day I may pick up something that’ll 
come in handy!”

Pittman had often secured astonish
ing results by doing the reverse of the 
obvious. The logical thing to do, to
night, was to follow the bandits. Leav
ing that to the local officers, he headed 
up grade along the little-traveled hill 
road, back tracking.

The road itself was not hard to fol
low, though it was no more than a 
gouge in the hills, dimly lit by the chilly 
stars. From time to time he drew out 
his flash light and assured himself that 
the tire tracks he had discovered at the 
foot of the grade were still in evidence.

"Two sets of them!” he communed.
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“A round trip. Now, where did these 
lads hole up for the day? Two of them 
—there must have been two. One we’ve 
got. He won’t trifle with no more gov
ernment property. Two to locate. But 
I ’ve got a lifetime to do it in!”

He marched on, studying the dim con
tour of the hills. Eventually he topped 
the ridge and stood looking off to the 
west. The night wind struck him full 
force, and he had the sensation of quiv
ering, like a harp string in a blast of 
air.

“Brrr!” He shivered, drawing his 
coat collar up about his neck. ‘‘Well, 
here we go!”

He plunged into the down trail, and 
some time later he saw before him. 
ghostly and indistinct, the silhouette of 
a house.

There were no lights. Smiler Pitt
man made his way cautiously forward.

“One of my friend's six hard-boiled 
families!” he decided. “Kind of early 
for them to have gone to bed!”

He continued his cautious advance. 
No sound came to him, no glimpse of 
light, no smell of smoke. Only the 
night wind from the sea; and, far away 
and infinitely mournful, the tolling of a 
bell buoy.

Smiler reached a gap in the hedge at 
his left. He paused here, eyed the 
house keenly, and decided to risk the 
use of his flash light. He turned it 
upon the ground and confirmed a sus
picion.

“That machine holed up here! Maybe 
part of the gang is still roosting here!” 
he decided. “There may have been 
more than three—may have been half a 
dozen. Any number. That train crew 
wouldn’t have known if Coxev’s Army 
had descended on them! Smiler, my 
good man, it’s up to you to be careful! 
You don’t want to get yourself extin
guished !”

He decided after several minutes of 
anxious thought that he would follow 
the old road in through the hedge. Pie

might have gone along to the front gate, 
directly in front of the house, so he 
could hear it creaking and banging in 
the wind. Or was that a shutter?

“I ’m darned if I don’t think this place 
is abandoned!” he told himself, as the 
old road turned to the right and brought 
him almost under the eaves of the un
lighted and silent house. “Why, sure 
it is! The windows are all busted in!”

He had had to come close to discover 
that. Now he stopped in his tracks, 
staring at the ancient ruin with pursed 
lips and calculating eyes.

“So this is where my friends, the 
bandits, holed up!” he murmured. “All 
right, let’s have a look-see! They may 
have left something behind ! It strikes 
me------”

Whatever it was that struck Inspector 
Pittman, the concussion was not violent 
enough to hold his attention above the 
sound that at this moment greeted his 
ears. He took an involuntary step back
ward and reached for his gun.

Then he stood staring into the dark
ness. It didn’t come from the old house, 
that sound. Instead, it seemed to echo 
mournfully from the dimly seen scrub 
oaks at the rear—the voice of a human 
being, or was it? Conceivably, a lost 
soul visiting the scene of its earthly 
downfall might have cried out in that 
tortured, despairing voice.

“There ain’t no ghosts!” Smiler told 
himself stolidly. His hair moved on 
his scalp, however, and a snail seemed 
to be crawling down his spine. “Some 
one is out there. Some one------”

The cry came again, low and long 
drawn at first, then rising into a scream 
of mortal agony. The night had settled 
down thick and black as the inside of a 
cave. A mist from the ocean had ob
scured even the faint stars. Somewhere 
at his right a shutter squeaked and 
banged.

“I ’ve been to tea parties I got more 
pleasure out o f !” Smiler Pittman 
grunted. “All right, let’s go!”
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He set off again along the old road, 
and presently had approached, so close 
to the old log barn recently vacated by 
Monte Duncan and his moll that he 
could see it rearing up above him, like 
a prehistoric monster about to suck him 
into its maw.

Again came the banshee voice, so 
close now that Smiler had no difficulty 
in making out its distinctly human 
quality.

He slid out his flash light and ad
vanced toward the door.

CHAPTER VI.
F L IG H T .

IU O N T E  DUNCAN, seated behind 
the wheel of the stolen automobile, 

had seen the deputy sheriff swing in 
behind and try to follow. He had ascer
tained by previous experiment that the 
machine he was driving was a fast one, 
and now he muttered a comment to his 
companion.

“We were bound to be seen, sooner 
or later. They evidently have figured 
out the car we used, though I don’t see 
how. But this hood can't catch our 
dust. Look at her pick up!”

The maroon-colored automobile shot 
through the night. Monte maneuvered 
it along a narrow and none-too-smooth 
road, then slowed down and made the 
turn into the cross-county highway. 
The headlights of the pursuing machine 
had disappeared.

“He’s headed for town to give the 
alarm!” the young fellow said.

“You think we can outrun them?" 
Dolly asked anxiously.

“Perhaps we could, but we'd run into 
the bulls at the city end. They’ll phone 
ahead. Now, let’s see. There ought to 
be a road turning off to the west along 
here somewhere. I used to come out to 
clam bakes a»d picnics. There’s a big 
billboard right at the turn!”

They reached this landmark a few 
minutes later, and again Monte slowed

the machine he was driving to a de
corous pace and made the turn. The 
main highway was hard surfaced, and 
the road leading toward the coast was 
firm and dr}-. He nodded.

“No tracks!” he commented with 
satisfaction. “Here’s where we disap
pear, k id !”

The girl was silent. That last har
rowing scene with Bull Purvis had 
shaken her usually steady nerves, and 
now she sat quiet and observant. 
Monte ducked his head toward her.

“Don’t you fret!” he said. “W e’ll 
fool them !”

The car was steadily climbing. 
Monte kept track of the highway, run
ning at right angles to his present 
course, and each moment farther be
hind. There were no lights on it up 
to the time he reached the top of the 
ridge. He sighed.

“Safe!” he muttered. "They’ve lost 
their last chance!”

“Where does this road lead?” Dolly 
asked.

“Nowhere—that’s just i t !”
The girl looked trustfully up at him. 

Monte felt himself thrilling. He had 
been a spoiled boy. He knew that 
now; but to-night he was a man, a 
leader, a lone wolf fighting for his mate. 
He crouched over the wheel, staring 
into the night.

The windshield broke the force of 
the wind, howling in from the sea. 
The road dipped before them, with not 
so much as a twinkle of light on either 
side. They7 coasted down the long, 
smooth grade. Five minutes later the 
headlights picked up the approach of a 
pier, running out into the mist-wrapped 
water.

“The shrimp boats used to put in 
here,” Monte commented, his eyes 
alertly on the rickety platform of the 
ancient structure. “It isn’t used any 
more, 1 fancy, but we’re going to use 
it to-night!”

He stopped the car and had Dolly
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slide out. She stood with wide, be
wildered eyes as Monte Duncan cau
tiously drove the car along toward the 
end of the pier. The headlights showed 
the warped and broken planks, and then 
a crumbling string-piece at the end.

Monte stopped the machine, climbed 
out, and stosd for a moment listening. 
No sound came to them, save the pound 
of breakers on the beach. The young 
fellow lifted out the front cushion and 
fumbled about.

“Good!” he said, a little excitedly.
His fingers closed over the round, 

firm tube of a flash light. He started 
the engine, shifted the gear lever, and 
then, standing on the running board, 
reached down and shoved in the dutch 
with his hand.

The car moved forward with increas
ing speed. At the last moment Monte 
Duncan leaped off, the big machine 
struck the remnants of the string-piece, 
and an instant later had swung over, 
gracefully, like a living thing, toward 
the surface of the unseen water. It 
struck with a great splash. Dolly was 
at her escort’s elbow and now together, 
with the aid of the flash light, they 
stared in silent fascination over at the 
seething surface of the sea.

“T guess that’ll hold them for a 
while!” the young fellow laughed, ex
citement and triumph in his voice. 
“They’ll be watching for us to try to 
make the city in the car. After that 
they’ll scurry around, looking for a five- 
passenger car like ours in all the val
leys and side roads. I t’ll take their 
minds off us and give us a chance to 
get back to the big burg bv the back 
w ay!”

“I don’t see------”
“We’re going to hike in along the 

beach. I t’ll be quite a pull, but we've 
got to do it. Come on, we’ll have to 
keep moving or this wind will freeze us 
stiff!”

It howled and sung around them, the 
night wind from the sea. They made

their way along the wharf and found a 
path that led down to the firm surface 
of the sandy beach. Away to the left, 
hidden under its garment of eddying 
fog, the ocean heaved and rolled. They 
caught the continuous pound of great 
waves on the shore, and the splash of 
collapsing- breakers.

Monte had been drawn toward the 
city as an iron filing is drawn toward a 
great magnet. From the first, he had 
told himself that if only he and Dolly 
could get back to the big burg, all would 
be well with them. The unfriendly si
lences and empty spaces of the country 
filled him with apprehension. He felt 
as conspicuous as a lighthouse.

With Dolly's hand tucked under his 
arm, he strode on along the sodden sand. 
The great black wings of the night had 
closed down over them now. There 
was a sort of ghostly twilight, reflected 
from sky and fog and sea—a diffused, 
unnatural illumination that was more 
confusing, almost, than utter blackness. 
Monte squared his shoulders and bowed 
his head. He realized with sudden mis
giving that they were far from any 
human habitation. In a wav that was 
good—they didn’t want to meet any one, 
and on this desolate coast there was 
little chance of their doing so. But as 
the wind increased in violence, and great 
black cliffs broke the level expanse of 
the beach before them, he began to won
der if the girl trudging so gamely on at 
his side would be able to endure the 
hardships of so strenuous a journey.

The shore wound in and out. Some
times the precipitous cliffs came 
squarely down to the sea, and they had 
to climb round and over them. Dolly 
was no weakling, but this sort of thing 
—in the face of the chilling wind and 
the clouds of spray that soon soaked 
their outer garments and began to run 
in dreary trickles down their faces—ap
proached the hazardous. Monte peered 
anxiously into the girl’s face. It showed 
as a luminous blot at his side.
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“Making it all right, kid?'’ he 
grunted.

“Don’t fret about me! I ’ll stav with 
you!”

She sounded a little breathless, he 
noted with dismay. He pressed her 
hand reassuringly against his side.

Again the cliffs towered, dark and 
dim, before them. But now there was 
a narrow margin of sand at their foot. 
Monte paused, turned his flash light into 
the mist, and nodded.

“We can get past!” he muttered. 
“Save us climbing around this time!”

He headed forward. Soon the path 
was so narrow that he had to go ahead. 
Dolly stuck close at his heels. The 
wind smashed against the flat face of 
the cliff, at their right, and drove gritty 
particles into their eyes. Monte stum
bled on.

Suddenly a great wave came driving 
out of the fog and struck them, almost 
knee-high. The path had petered out.

"We’ve got to go back!” Monte 
gritted. “The tide must be rising!”

Turning, they ran for it. Breathless 
and stumbling, with Monte in the lead 
and Dolly close behind, they raced back 
for the open beach. Now wave after 
wave caught them. The air was full of 
spray and the crash of masses of water 
against the unfriendly cliffs. Breath
less and exhausted, the two fugitives 
reached their point of departure, and 
fled up beyond the reach of the rising 
tide.

Monte’s shoes were sodden and 
splashing, and he knew that his com
panion’s must be in even a worse condi
tion, because of the thinness of her ox
fords. He paused, looking forlornly 
around. Swirling darkness, and the 
howl of the sea wind, and the crash of 
great breakers! The solid earth quiv
ered like jelly under their feet.

“I ’m going to try to start a fire,” the 
young fellow announced. “We’ll dry 
out and rest a bit. You sit here in the 
shelter of this rock, kid.”

Dolly collapsed, her trim, square little 
shoulders cowering against the great 
boulder Monte had indicated. He 
turned away from the water and began 
to gather driftwood, flung high by the 
high tides of spring. After he had a 
good-sized armful of fuel, he piled it 
crisscross against the rock, drew out his 
pocketknife, and shaved off a little 
mound of fine splinters and fragments. 
Three minutes later he had a small fire 
going, and by careful nursing and addi
tions of driftwood he eventually pro
duced a blaze that did something to 
really counteract the rigor of the 
night.

Dolly dropped asleep, her head tipped 
back against the slanting face of the 
boulder. Monte cared for the fire and 
brooded over their problems. He told 
himself that his idea was feasible, and 
that it would enable them to slip unob
served into the city if only they could 
survive. But during these hours of 
darkness—the chill, cheerless hours 
when vitality is at its lowest and the 
world is prone to assume ominous 
shapes and meanings—he found himself 
shaken and frightened.

“We got to go through!” he snarled 
aloud. “And we’re going to—I’m going 
to! If Dolly can’t hike it, I ’ll carry 
her!”

Slowly the night wore away. The 
wind abated and became a series of 
gusty attacks, rather than a steady 
drive. Monte fed the fire and brooded. 
Off in the east, the darkness was chang
ing to drab, cheerless gray.

But with the coming of dawn on that 
forsaken and forbidding coast, the 
young gunman found his spirits rising.

“If we just had a good pot of coffee, 
we’d be fine!” he said, squaring his 
shoulders again and casting a defiant 
glance toward the sea. It was visible 
now—a gray, heaving surface, under an 
eddying garment of mist.

The sun came up, at last: a blood-red 
globe, banded with thicker layers of fog
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that made it look like a carnelian. 
Monte awakened his companion.

“All right, kid. we’re oft'!” he said 
with assumed cheerfulness. “Have a 
good rest ?”

Dolly smiled up at him and climbed 
stiffly to her feet. She said nothing, 
but faced toward the distant city.

Many a time, during the hours that 
followed, Monte Duncan wished he had 
not had the brilliant idea of getting into 
the big burg by the back door. They 
stumbled on and on, silent, drooping, 
but desperate, driven forward by the 
very hopelessness of their position. 
Long before there was any sign of 
buildings or highways, they began to 
come upon solitary salt-water fisher
men, strung out at wide intervals along 
the beach. Later came a road, and then 
an occasional cottage. It was mid-after
noon when the two refugees tramped 
into a resort cafe, and collapsed beside 
a friendly open fire of driftwood.

Monte ordered coffee and fried po
tatoes and two big steaks. The waiter 
brought Dolly a pair of slippers, so that 
she could dry her oxfords.

“We gets lots of hikers that have seen 
a bit too much of the sea,” he com
mented. “Just you give yourself a good 
warm, miss—there ain’t nothing like a 
driftwood fire for taking the chill out 
of a body, and heading off rheumatiz!”

Monte left the girl by fire fire, after 
they had finished their meal, and went 
out to find rooms. Eventually he dis
covered something suitable. There was 
a little neighborhood restaurant up the 
street, a moving picture theater around 
the corner—everything they would need. 
He paid a week's rent in advance, tak
ing the money from his own meager 
supply rather than break in at this time 
on the contents of the fat wallet. He 
had a superstitious feeling about those 
stolen bills—couldn’t bring himself to 
touch them till he had to. He went 
back and fetched Dolly, who was warm 
and cheerful again.

“The world ahead of us, kid!” Monte 
told her, as they swung briskly along 
the street. “What’s that the fellow in 
the book said—‘The world is mine 
oyster, which I with sword will open?’ 
That’s you and me, only we’ll use a g a t! 
And we won’t go in with a pair of 
pikers on the next job.”

Dolly nodded. Her face was thought
ful, a little troubled.

“I wish we hadn’t had to leave Bull!” 
she said, regretfully. “Somehow I 
feel------"

“We stayed with him till it was all 
over!" Monte declared. “We did bet
ter for him than he’d have done for 
either of us-!"

Dolly was silent for a time. Then, 
as they were approaching their new 
quarters, she spoke slowly.

“I ’ve been wondering if he was really 
dead!’’ she stated. “I don’t believe he 
was! And if he wasn't------”

“Nonsense!” Monte broke in. His 
glance had narrowed. “He was finished 
—dead. And we couldn’t have brought 
him with us. anyhow!”

Dolly was silent, but he could see 
that she was worrying.

CHAPTER VII.
OBEDIAH PURVIS.

C E T T L E D  in their rooms on the 
beach, Monte and his companion 

studied the papers and tried to figure 
out what was taking place in the camp 
of the enemy.

Monte was jubilant when he read of 
the mistaken identification by the engine 
crew.

“Those lads were so scared they 
didn’t see anything!” he commented. 
“And now they’re sunk as witnesses! 
If we should ever be speared on this 
job, our lawyer would have them 
thrown out of court. They aren’t worth 
a jit a piece to the prosecution. And 
with Lee and Bull dead------”

“I don’t believe Bull is dead! I ’ve
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got a feeling that he's alive," Dolly in
sisted.

"He can't be. Think it over. Even 
if he was alive when we left, which I 
don't believe, he wouldn't have lasted 
long with no one to look after him. 
He’s gone, and you can bet on it. 
There’s only one thing that bothers me, 
and that’s the fellow that was to have 
let us into the mail car. The papers say 
he's made a full confession. There’s 
a postal inspector—a fellow by the name 
of Pittman—that seems to be running 
the show. I wish he’d stub his toe and 
break his neck!’’

"If it wasn’t him. it would be some 
one else," Dolly reminded him.

"Well. I don’t like the sound of his 
name. I ’ve taken a dislike to him and 
if he ever tries to get flossy with me 
I'll make fish bait of him!”

Monte flushed and scowled. Then 
he cheered up and promptly forgot all 
about the man named. Pittman.

The fact was that Monte was begin
ning to feel convinced he and Dolly 
were safe. With the two other par
ticipants in the holdup out of the way 
and the recent clever escape from the 
trap in the hills an accomplished fact, 
he told himself they really had nothing 
to fear.

“They don't know who did it, and if 
they did, they couldn’t find us!” he 
summed up. “You can see from the 
stories in the papers that they're up a 
stump. Out there in the sticks, I felt 
like a bug pinned in the middle of a 
piece of white cardboard. But here 
there ain’t enough cops to find us, even 
if they knew who to look for!”

He continued in this pleasant mood 
for several days. He bought a fishing 
outfit, and he and Dolly spent much of 
their time along the beach, trying their 
luck with the other anglers. Sometimes 
they went into the little moving picture 
house in the afternoon, for a change 
of entertainment.

Monte was beginning to plan another

venture against the grim bulwark of the 
law.

“I reckon the hoodoo has worn off,” 
he commented. "Of course we could 
tap this wad Bull lifted, but I ’ve got a 
funny feeling about it—as if I had to 
take care of it. but couldn’t touch the 
money for our own use! Just a notion, 
of course, but I ’m kind of notional, 
sometimes. I ’ll slip out one of these 
nights and pull something, just for ex
pense money!”

It was while they were sitting in the 
little restaurant up the street that he 
got his big jolt. Monte had purchased 
a paper on the way to the eating estab
lishment. Now, having ordered his 
meal, he sat glancing idly through the 
front page headlines.

There was nothing of interest. His 
eyes sank, by a sort of gravitation, and 
then he shoved back his chair and 
seemed about to stand up.

Dolly stared at him.
"W hat’s the matter?” she whispered. 

“Monte, you look as if you’d seen a 
ghost!”

Monte sank back, his eyes fastened 
on the page. He looked slowly up at 
her. and shoved the paper across.

"Look there!” he said, indicating a 
paragraph near the bottom of the page.

There was a caption:
OBEDIAH PURVIS DIES.

Dolly’s eyes dilated. She read, on 
through the single paragraph. Obediah 
Purvis, aged forty-six, had died the 
previous afternoon at the city hospital. 
He had been ill a week.

“A week?” the girl said aloud, look
ing up into the tense face of her com
panion. “Why, Monte—but it doesn’t 
say anything more about him! Who he 
was------”

“Bull’s name was ‘Obediah.’ I heard 
him grumbling about his folks tying 
such a label onto him. And it was tat
tooed on his left forearm!”

Dolly nodded.
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‘‘I remember. But this must be some 
one else—some one here in the city— 
some well-known person! It doesn't 
say anything about him!"

‘‘If it were a local big wig, thcre’d be 
a story all about how he started the art 
institute, or patronized something or 
other. I can’t make it o u t!’’

They sat staring at each other. The 
restaurant was nearly empty, but pres
ently Monte picked up the paper and 
spoke in a low tone.

“Don’t look so scared, kid! That 
red-headed waitress has been watching 
us! But I ’m going to find out—we've 
got to find out somehow if this was 
Bull!’’

“I knew all the time he wasn’t dead!" 
the girl murmured. “And if he’s been 
alive all this time they must have found 
him and brought him to the city! 
Monte, I wonder if he got over his de
lirium before he died!"

Monte nodded, in agreement with the 
thought behind the query. If Bull had 
recovered consciousness, if his mind had 
cleared, he might have made a death
bed statement.

“I don’t believe Bull would talk,” 
Dolly said after a time. “But I wish I 
knew.”

“W e’ve got to find out,” Monte told 
her.

There was a drug store down the 
street, and after the two fugitives from 
the law had finished their meal, which 
had suddenly become unappetizing, they 
adjourned hurriedly to it. Monte con
sulted the city directory, his companion, 
at his elbow, also looking down at the 
closely printed pages. There were just 
three Purvises in town, and none with 
the given name for which they were 
looking.

“He might belong to one of these 
families,” Dolly suggested.

The young gunman shook his head.
“Not a chance! When they make up 

the city directory they count all the 
hoses! They want to make the town

look as big as possible. There]-? only 
one thing to do. I ’m going'•tqA.'ftil the 
hospital and find out who he was. I ’ll 
say I have a friend, of that name— 
something like that!”

They went back to the telephone 
booth. Monte hunted up the number 
and reached for the receiver. Then his 
hand jerked back, as if he had touched 
a snake.

“Fool—I pretty nearly did it!” he 
snarled. “The cops are sure to be. run
ning things, if this is Bull. They might 
trace the number and come tumbling- 
out here! Gee. that was a close one.”

He was sweating and weak-kneed. 
Dolly followed him from the drug store 
and together they headed for the beach. 
They walked silently for hours, both of 
them absorbed in this new problem. 
Toward evening they returned to the 
little suburban budne-u center and 
bought a late paper.

Together they went through it, pugS* 
bv page.

“Nothing,” Monte mumbled.
The girl beside him pointed.
“There, among the death notices!"
Sure enough, the name “Obediah 

Purvis" again appeared. His age and 
the name of an undertaking establish
ment were given, in addition to the 
statement that the funeral services 
would be held the second day following.

“That settled it," Monte muttered. 
“ I ’m going to find out who this dead 
guy is! Yon go on up to the room.'., 
kid. I ’ll just mosey over there and 
have a look!”

Monte struck off through the late 
afternoon. He chose to walk instead 
of taking a car, because he wanted to 
have this chance of thinking things 
straight. He found that his mind had 
begun to go over that brief paragraph 
in the morning paper, and in that direc
tion lay disaster. He must think his 
way ont. If this were indeed Bull------

It wasn’t so easy to go in a straight 
line. It couldn't be the bandit, he felt
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sure. Why should they be priming a 
front-page story—which wasn’t even a 
story, at that—about Bull Purvis? And 
then suddenly an added incongruity 
struck him. If it had been Bull, the 
newspaper would have had a rewrite 
of some sort concerning the train hold
up, and the part the dead man had 
played in it. Or was it possible they 
didn’t know that Bull was one of the 
outlaws? Was this really------

Monte clenched his 'hands in a frenzy 
of bewilderment.

“I ’m, going nuts!” he grated. “I ’ll 
be barking at the moon next! But 1 11 
find out, and that may settle every
thing!”

The street he was seeking was just 
ahead. He reached the corner, turned 
it, and halfway down the block saw the 
undertaking parlors—a dignified build
ing with a somber carriage drive at the 
side. There was a recessed entryway 
leading inn# the offices, and toward this 
the newcomer directed his steps.

He was across the street from the 
undertaker’s. As he came opposite, he 
left the walk and headed straight for 
that main entrance. The building was 
on the shadow side of the street so that 
the little recess was almost entirely 
dark.

Abruptly Monte's feet froze to the 
pavement. A spot of light was re
flected out of the entry way—a spot of 
light which next moment he made out 
to be the glimmer from a bright object, 
pinned to the coat of a large, dimly 
seen man, standing with his back to the 
entryway wall. A policeman’s stare!

As he made this discovery, Monte 
Duncan promptly turned and went back 
to the farther sidewalk. He hurried 
along it, with an occasional backward 
glance. No one was following him. 
The officer, policeman, or whatever he 
was, hadn’t come out of his place of 
concealment. But that he had been sta
tioned there, waiting for whoever might 
come to inquire about the recent death

featured in the paper, Monte hadn’t the 
slightest doubt.

‘‘He didn’t get his eyes on me!” the 
young fellow muttered. “And all he’ll 
see now is dust!”

There was a taxicab at the corner. 
Monte hurried to it. climbed in, and had 
himself driven home. A glance through 
the rear window had showed him that 
he was not followed.

Dolly listened with absorbed atten
tion to his story. His clear, blue eyes 
were troubled.

"I had an uneasy feeling about Bull 
all the time!” she said. “And I don’t 
feel any better about him now!”

“It isn't Bull—it’s the hoodoo!” 
Monte told her. “Three on one match 
—the worst luck in the world! I 
thought it ha® worn off, but it hasn’t. 
I'm going to stick close to first base for 
a while. No night work till I see how 
things are going to break!”

They went out to dinner at the little 
restaurant, later in the evening. After 
he had retired to his own room for the 
night, Monte sat smoking and staring 
at the carpet. His mind had taken up 
the baffling problem again. He found 
himself going round and round, like a 
man lost in the desert.

On the way to breakfast, next morn
ing, Monte bought a paper and glanced 
hastily and fearfully over the front 
page. There was nothing here of in
terest to him or to the girl at his side. 
They strode on, absorbed and silent. 
Monte turned the pages and they starpd 
up and down, searching, dipping into 
vague paragraphs. Nothing. They 
were at the restaurant .door, and with 
a sigh Monte folded the paper and 
thrust it under his arm. He reached
out toward the latch------

He stood, his hand arrested, his eyes 
dilated. Just beside the entrance, about 
level with his eyes, was a handbill. At 
the top was the single word, “Reward!” 
Below that was a picture which for a 
moment the young man stared stupidly
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a t. T h e re  w as so m e th in g  fa m ilia r  
ab o u t it.

A t a  low  c ry  f ro m  th e  g ir l a t his 
side, he tu rn e d  a n d  headed  up  th e  s tre e t 
to w a rd  the  beach. D o lly ’s fingers tre m 
bled on h is  fo re a rm .

“ M o n te , th a t  bill w as ab o u t you ! 
T h e y  m u st k n o w -------"

“ T h e y  d o n ’t k n o w  a n y th in g  P  the 
y o u n g  fe llo w  m u tte re d . “ I f  they  knew  
w here  I w as, th e y ’d p inch  me. B u t 
th a t m u st have been B ull, a t  th e  h o s
p ita l. A n d  he cam e to  enough  to  m ake 
a  d y ing  s ta te m e n t!”

C H A P T E R  V I I I .
OX T H E  RUN.

'T H A T  w as an  old. sn a p sh o t, ta k e n  of 
m e a t  a  p icn ic ,” M o n te  com m ented , 

a f te r  he  h a d  begun  to  pull h im se lf to 
g e th e r . “ I t  d o e sn ’t look  like m e .”

“ I d id n ’t k n o w  it  w as su p p o sed  to  be 
you u n til I  re a d  y o u r  nam e u n d e r  i t .” 
h is  c o m p an io n  ag reed . “ W h e re  did 
they  ge t i t ? ”

“ I t  w as p ro b ab ly  am o n g  m y ju n k  in 
mv room . T h ey  m u st h av e  g o t a d y ing  
dec la ra tio n  o u t o f  B ull, an d  he knew  
w here  I  lived . I  h ad  h im  a n d  L ee  up 
to m y place ju s t  th e  n ig h t b e fo re  we 
pu lled  th a t  ro tte n  job . I t  w o n ’t help 
th em  m uch  to  use  th a t  p h o to , b u t i t ’s 
the best they  cou ld  do . I ’ve n ev er been 
m u g g e d !”

D olly  loo k ed  pensive ly  a t  him . H e  
d id n ’t  th in k  m u ch  ab o u t it till a f t e r 
w ard , b u t a b o u t th is  tim e the m a n n e r 
o f the  g ir l changed . She ta lk e d  less an d  
w as o f te n  so abso rbed  in th o u g h ts  o f 
h e r ow n  th a t she  fa iled  to  rep ly  to  his 
re m a rk s .

“ T h e y  m u st have the tow n  p la s te red  
w ith  re w a rd  b il ls !” M o n te  com m en ted  
a f te r  a  few  m o m e n ts  o f s ilen t w alking. 
T h e  w ind blew  s te a d ily  in fro m  the  g ray  
sea. and  in  a  d im  w ay he w as conscious 
o f  it an d  o f the  rau co u s sc ream in g  o f  
gu lls , dow n the sh o re . “ T h a t 's  fu n n y , 
too. U su a lly  they  p u t those  th in g s  ju s t

in  the  po st offices an d  ra ilro a d  s ta tio n s  
— places co n n ec ted  w ith  the  jo b  th a t ’s 
been  pu lled . T hey  m u st be a f t e r  us h o t 
and  h e a v y !”

D olly  sa id  n o th in g . S he w as look ing  
dow n a t th e  h a rd -p ack ed  sa n d , h e r  eyes 
ab so rb e d , h e r face tro u b led . M o n te  
th o u g h t n o th in g  of th is  ch an g e  o f m ood. 
H e  h im se lf  w as still in a tre m o r.

“ R ig h t beside  the  re s ta u ra n t  d o o r ! ” 
he m u tte re d . “ T h ey  m u st have the  b u rg  
p a p e red  w ith  b ills !”

T h e  sigh t o f the  handb ill had  e ffec tu 
a lly  d riv en  a ll th o u g h t o f  b re a k fa s t  ou t 
o f  the  m in d s  o f  th e  tw o  fu g itiv e s , b u t 
a lo n g  to w a rd  noon M o n te  d isco v ered  
th a t  he w as  fa in t an d  a lm o st dizzy.

“ C om e o n ,” he co m m an d ed , “ w e ’ve 
go t to have  som e chow . W e ’ll go  back 
to  the p lace w here  w e ’ve been ea tin g . 
W e 're  as sa fe  th e re  as  a n y w h e re .”

H e  led the  w ay  back  to the  little  r e s 
ta u ra n t . A s he a n d  D olly  ap p ro a c h e d , 
he saw  an  old m an  an d  a g ra y -h a ire d  
w om an  s ta n d in g  b eside  the  re s ta u ra n t 
doo r, ev id en tly  read in g  th e  re w a rd  n o 
tice. M o n te  eyed th em  susp ic iously , b u t 
it w as im possib le  to  see in  th em  a n y 
th in g  d a n g e ro u s . H e  s tro d e  on w ith  
the  g irl a t  h is  side. T h e y  p aused  beh in d  
the  o th e r tw o.

T h e  o ld  m an  tu rn e d . H e  h a d  a 
h u m o ro u s  face  an d  b en ev o len t eyes.

“ I w as ju s t  te llin g  th e  o ld  w o m a n ,” 
he co m m en ted , g e s tu r in g  affab ly  to w a rd  
h is w ife , “ th a t I w o u ld n 't  m in d  hav ing  
th e  th o u sa n d  d o lla rs  th e y ’re  o ffe rin g  fo r  
th is  th ie f , b u t th a t p ic tu re  a in ’t no  good , 
an d  n e ith e r  is the d esc rip tio n  th a t  goes 
w ith  it. W h y , bo th  o f ’em  m ig h t be of 
you . o r  m o st an y  o th e r  young  fe llow  
on  the  s tre e t. G en 'a llv  they  have tw o  
p ic tu re s , a  f ro n t  one a n d  a n o th e r  ta k e n  
fro m  th e  side , an d  a long  d esc rip tio n  
th a t m eans som eth ing . T h is  a in ’t no  
good  !”

M o n te  nodded . H e  w as  re a d in g  
dow n th ro u g h  the b r ie f  d e sc rip tio n  c f  
h im se lf . T h e re  w ere  n o  m iss ta te m e n ts  
in  it, b u t a s  th e  o ld  m a n  h ad  sa id , it
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m ig h t have  a p p lie d  to  a lm o st a n y  one. 
I t  w as vag u e  and  g en era l.

H e  tu rn e d  a n d  boldly o p e n e d  the  r e s 
ta u ra n t  doo r. I f  th a t w as the  best the  
cops could  d o — if th a t  w as all they  h a d  
on  h im — he w ou ld  n e v e r be a r re s te d .

T h e  m eal passed  in  silence. M o n te  
w as try in g  to  th in k  it ou t, th e  p re d ic a 
m en t in  w h ich  he  and  h is  com pan ion  
w ere  invo lved . A ll the  old fee lin g  o f 
sa fe ty  a n d  a ssu ra n c e  w as d iss ip a ted , an d  
a  sen sa tio n  o f  being  w a tch ed , spied 
upon , beg an  to  a s se r t  itse lf.

H e  c o v e rtly  s tud ied  th e  re d -h e a d e d  
w a itre ss . H e  h a d n 't  liked h e r  fro m  the  
firs t. S he  w as e ld e rly  an d  d o u r, an d  
had  served  th em  w ith  sc a n t c o u rte sy .

“ S h e ’s th a t  w ay  w ith  ev e ry  o n e .’’ he 
re m in d e d  h im se lf . “ I t ’s ju s t  h e r  w ay. 
B u t th e r e ’s no  te llin g  w ho  m ig h t g e t 
su sp ic ious an d  ra ise  a  squaw k. M aybe  
we o u g h t to  m o v e !"

B u t m ov ing  m ig h t be m o re  d a n g e ro u s  
th a n  s ta y in g  w h ere  th ey  w ere . A f te r  
all, the  police c o u ld n ’t k n o w  w h ere  he 
w as, o r  they  w ould  a r re s t  h im .

“ B u t i t 's  fu n n y , th a t bill be ing  stuck  
r ig h t beside  the  d o o r  o f  th e  place w here  
w e e a t ! ” he rea lized . “ I  th o u g h t they  
ju s t  p u t  th e m  in th e  lobbies o f  th e  po st 
offices, a n d  in  ra ilro a d  s ta tio n s  an d  
tra in s . I  n ev er saw  one a n y w h e re  else 
b e f o r e !’’

A f te r  th e  m eal w as fin ished  an d  he 
a n d  D olly  w e re  ag a in  in th e  s tre e t, 
M o n te  led h is  com pan ion  a long  th ro u g h  
the lim ited  b u sin ess  section. H e  d id n ’t 
e x p la in  the  o b jec t o f  th is  jo u rn e y  u n til 
it w as com ple ted .

A s he an d  the  g irl w ere  head ed  fo r  
th e ir  ro o m s, M o n te  spoke. T h e re  w as 
a  s tra n g e  look  in  h is eyes— a lopk  a l
m ost o f fea r.

“ K id ,” he sa id , “ th e re 's  ju s t  o ne  o f 
those  s tic k e rs  in  th is  p a r t  o f tow n , and  
it  w as p u t beside  the  d o o r o f o u r  chow  
h o u se !  O f  c o u rse  it m ay  ju s t  have 

a  h a p p en ed  th a t  w a y !” 
p  D olly  looked  s ilen tly  a t h im . H e  saw  
P  th a t  h e r  lips w ere  trem b lin g . H e  shook

h is head  an d  led  th e  w ay  slow ly  back  
to  th e ir  room s.

T h e re  fo llow ed  several d a y s  o f  g ro w 
in g  u n eas in ess . N o th in g  h ap p e n e d , n o  
m o re  r e w a rd  no tice s  a p p e a re d , a n d  the  
p a p e rs  w ere  em p ty  o f new s co n c e rn in g  
the  re c e n t ho ldup . D o lly  had  fo rm e d  
the  h a b it o f  s ittin g  a t h e r  w indow , lo o k 
in g  b ro o d in g ly  o u t a t  th e  sea. M o n te  
s tu d ie d  th e  p ap ers , sm oked , a n d  w o r
ried . T h a t  fee lin g  o f  be ing  w atch ed  
w as  g ro w in g  upon him . H e  fe l t  as if  
a  g re a t  sk e le to n  h a n d  w ere  s tre tc h e d  
o u t, re a d y  a t  any  m o m e n t to  d escen d  
a n d  c ru sh  h im  a n d  h is  co m pan ion .

“ I w o n d e r if  L ee  w a s  fool en o u g h  to  
te ll th a t  p o s ta l c le rk  m y n a m e !” h e  
a sk e d  h im se lf. “ M aybe  th e y  d id n ’t ge t 
a  d ec la ra tio n  o u t o f  B u ll, b e fo re  h e  d ied . 
M ay b e  th a t w as all bluff. H e  m ay  h av e  
been  dead  w hen  the  cops fo u n d  h im , o r  
th e y  m ay  n o t have  fo u n d  h i m !”

T h e re  w as a  po ssib ility  h e re  th a t  
s to p p ed  h is  re s tle ss  m in d  fo r  a  tim e  a n d  
th a t a f te rw a rd  cam e back  in to  it a t  
in te rv a ls . H e  p ic tu re d  th e  sp ra w lin g  
body  o f th e  dead g u n m a n , ly ing  a s  th e y  
h ad  le f t  it in  th e  d e se rte d  log  b a rn . H e  
saw  th e  b a rs  o f v iv id  m o o n lig h t up o n  
th e  d is to r te d  face , an d  h e a rd  a g a in  th e  
fidd ling  o f  k a ty d id s  in  the  s tu n te d  o ak s  
o u ts id e  the  stab le .

“ I w ish  I  knew  if  th a t  p iece in  the 
p a p e r  re a lly  w as a b o u t B u ll! ” h e  to ld  
th e  g irl. “ S u p p o se  th e y  d id n ’t find 
h i m !”

“ H e 'd  be dead  b y  now , a n y h o w !” 
D o lly  sa id  listlessly . “ W e  m ay  as well 
fo rg e t  h im !"

M o n te  w en t on  th in k in g  to  h im se lf. 
T h e  fee lin g  cam e to  h im  th a t he o u g h t 
to  go  back to  th a t bow l in  th e  h ills  a n d  
see fo r  h im se lf!  I t  w ou ld  be  sa fe  
enough . I f  the  v a rio u s  po sses  h a d  
m issed  it u n til n o w , they  p ro b a b ly  w ou ld  
overlo o k  it a lto g e th e r . I f  th ey  h a d  a l
read y  fo u n d  it and  had  tak en  B u ll a w a y , 
a live  o r  dead , they  w o u ld  n o t re tu rn .

T h e  fee lin g  grew ' u p o n  h im  that, he 
m u s t s e ttle  th is  doubt.
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“ F o r  tw o  c e n ts  I ’d go  back  to  th a t 
b u z z a rd s ’ ro o s t and  see i f  B u ll is ly ing  
th e re ,”  he  to ld  the  g irl. “ S om ehow  I 
c a n ’t g e t it o u t  o f  m y  m in d !”

“ F o rg e t  i t !” D olly  sa id , a lm o st 
a n g rily . “ I t  w o u ld n ’t do  a n y  g o o d !”

S he tu rn e d  to  look in to  M o n te ’s face . 
H e r  eyes so fte n e d . H e  saw  te a rs  in 
them .

“ Y o u ’re  g e ttin g  y o u rse lf  all fu ssed  
u p ,” she a d d e d . “ B e tte r  go  o u t and  
h a v e  a  lo n g  w alk  o n  the beach. I  d o n ’t 
feel like  s t i r r in g  o u t o f  th e  h o u se—  
y o u  go b y  y o u r s e l f ! ”

I t  w as n e a rly  even ing , M o n te  re a l
ized . T h e  p a ss in g  o f  the  day  h a d  m ade  
li t t le  im p ressio n  on  him . A n o th e r  idea 
h ad  com e in to  h is  fe v e rish  m in d . H e 
n o d d e d .

“ A ll r ig h t, I ’ll g o ,” he  a g re e d . “ I ’ll 
be  g o n e  m aybe a  couple  o f  h o u rs . 
D o n ’t w o rry  a b o u t m e. I f  th e  bulls 
re a lly  knew  w ho  th e y  w ere  lo o k in g  fo r, 
th e y  w o u ld n ’t  be m e ss in g  a ro u n d  the 
w ay  th e y  a r e ! ”

H e  w e n t o u t in to  th e  even ing . T h e  
q u ie t s tre e t  w as n e a r ly  d ese rte d  as 
M o n te  s tro d e  s w if tly  a lo n g  it. A f te r  a 
tim e  h e  c a u g h t a  c a r  and  ro d e  ea s tw a rd  
till he  w as in  th e  m a in  b u sin ess  p o rtio n  
o f  th e  city .

M o n te  D u n c a n  le f t  th e  c a r  a f t e r  a 
tim e . A  sh o r t  w a lk  b ro u g h t h im  to  the  
m a ss iv e  b u ild in g  w hich  housed  th e  p o st 
office a n d  som e F e d e ra l b u reau s . H e  
w e n t in  th ro u g h  th e  rev o lv in g  d o o r  and  
g lan ced  ca u tio u sly  a ro u n d . T h e  lobby 
w as a lm o s t d e se rte d . A  w a tch m an  sat 
re a d in g  n e a r  th e  e le v a to rs , a n d  a  s t ra g 
g le r  o r  tw o  show ed  in th e  d is tan ce , in 
th e  d ire c tio n  o f  the  lock boxes. M o n te  
m ade  h is w ay  d irec tly  to  the  bu lle tin  
b o a rd  a n d  b eg an  to  ex am in e  th e  v a rio u s  
d o c u m e n ts  tacked  there .

T h e re  w ere  sh e a fs  of fo rm a l no tices 
f ro m  th e  office, o f  th e  U n ite d  S ta te s  
M a rsh a l, w hose  q u a r te r s  w ere  som e
w h ere  u p s ta irs . T h e  n ew co m er g lanced  
in d iffe re n tly  o v e r th em — n o th in g  th a t 
c o n c e rn e d  h im . T h e n  h e  w as s ta n d in g

b e fo re  a  ro w  o f  re w a rd  b ills, all o f  them  
b e a r in g  p h o to g ra p h s  an d  sev e ra l g iv ing  
B e rtillo n  m e a su re m e n ts  a n d  f in g e r p r in t  
fo rm u la e  o f  w an ted  m en.

M o n te  s ta re d  a t  th e se  e x h ib its  w ith  
m orb id  in te re s t. T h e re  w as one dea ling  
w ith  the  n o to r io u s  D e A u tre m o n t 
b ro th e rs  a n d  th e ir  ra id  on the  S o u th e rn  
Pacific . H e  re a d  it th ro u g h , fa sc in a ted . 
T h a t  w as th e  ba it th a t  h a d  g o tte n  h im  
in to  th is  t r a p !  B u t a f te rw a rd  h e  e x 
am ined  the o th e rs , an d  a s tra n g e , h u n ted  
look cam e in to  h is face . T h e re  w as n o  
copy  h e re  o f  the bill he h ad  seen  beside  
th e  re s ta u ra n t  door. H e re , in  th e  po st 
office, w h e re  such th in g s  w ere  u su a lly  
p o s te d !

M o n te  le f t  th e  F e d e ra l  bu ild ing , s tood  
ir re so lu te  fo r  a tim e, a n d  th en  tu rn e d  
sou th . H e  w alked  n e a r ly  a  m ile  b e fo re  
he cam e to  the U n io n  S ta tio n . H e  w en t 
in, be to o k  h im se lf  to  th e  sm o k in g  room , 
and  a g a in  w as c a re fu lly  ex a m in in g  a 
row  o f  re w a rd  no tices. A g a in  th e  D e 
A u tre m o n t b ro th e rs , a n d  h a lf  a dozen  
o th e rs , b u t th e  bill he  h a d  com e all th is 
d is tan ce  to  find w as n o t h e re .

T h e  fee lin g  o f  th a t  “ h a n t  h a n d .” 
po ised  d iab o lica lly  o v e r  h im , w as like 
a n  o v e rsh a d o w in g  ph y sica l p resen ce . 
H is  te e th  se t an d  he  tu rn e d  back  in to  
the  c ity . S om e tim e  la te r  he ag a in  
c lim bed  a b o a rd  a s tre e t c a r  a n d  jo u r 
neyed  o u t to  the  beach . H is  h ead  w as 
Ixnved a n d  he  tr ie d  hard: to  still the  
n e rv o u s  a c tiv ity  o f  h is  m ind . H e  
d re a d e d  to  face  D olly  w ith  th is  new  a n d  
om in o u s d iscovery , a lth o u g h  she p ro b 
ab ly  w ou ld  n o t feel th e  fo rce  o f  it as  he  
did. H e  h u r r ie d  a lo n g  th e  s tre e t, r e 
s is tin g  a n  im pu lse  to  b re a k  in to  a  ru n .

F v e n tu a llv  h e  fo u n d  h im se lf  in  f ro n t  
o f the little  house. H e  p au se d , lo o k in g  
up th ro u g h  th e  h e a v y  d u sk . T h o se  
u p p e r w in d o w s w ere  u n lig h te d , a n d  he 
h a lf  fan c ied 1 h e  cou ld  see th e  w h itish  
b lu r  o f  th e  g i r l ’s face , lo o k in g  d o w n  
a t h im . T h e n  he decided  it w as ju s t  a  
re flec tio n  on  th e  w in d o w p an e . H e  
w en t u p  th e  p a th  a n d  le t  h im se lf  in  a t
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th e  f ro n t  d o o r. H e  m o u n ted  th e  s ta irs  
tw o a t  a  tim e  an d  tap p ed  a t  D o lly ’s door.

T h e re  w as no re sp o n se . H e  tu rn e d  
th e  h an d le  a n d  s tep p ed  in side . T h e  
room  w as d a rk  as an, old ha t.

“ D o lly !” he said , his voice h a rsh  and  
s tr id e n t in th e  h u sh  o f the  evening. 
“ D o lly !”

T h e re  w as no response , a n d  w hen 
M o n te ’s sh ak in g  fingers fo u n d  the  ligh t 
sw itch  an d  shoved it dow n, th e  en su in g  
b lind ing  ligh t show ed  him  th a t the room  
w as em pty .

S m ile r P it tm a n  sa t c o m fo rta b ly  back 
in  an  a rm c h a ir , look ing  dow n th ro u g h  
the  sm oke o f h is ch e ro o t in to  the  sm all, 
ug ly  eyes o f  a m an  ly ing  in  a n  iro n  bed. 
M r. P i t tm a n ’s rec u m b e n t c o m p an io n  
h ad  a face  th a t  m u s t a lw ay s have  been 
g ro te sq u e , Ixit now  sickness an d  su f fe r 
ing  had  g ro u n d  it dow n  in to  a  h ideous 
m ask . U n d e r  a th a tc h  o f  w iry  w h is
kers , the  skin  sh o w ed  yellow  an d  d raw n .

B ull P u rv is  re tu rn e d  th e  p o sta l in 
sp e c to r 's  b en ev o len t gaze w ith  one in  
w h ich  ch a g rin  and  rag e  s tru g g le d  fo r  
th e  m a s te ry .

“ I ex p ec t you  th in k  y o u ’re  sm a rt, 
h au lin g  m e back  in to  th is  o rn e ry  w orld  
w h ere  I  a in ’t  n e v e r  g o t n o th in g  bu t 
k icks and  bad  t r e a tm e n t ! ” he o b serv ed  
in a  voice th a t  trem b led  w ith  passion . 
“ B u t it a in ’t  g o in g  to  do you  no good . 
I  g o t n o th in g  to  s a y ! ”

“ D ear, d e a r ! ” m u rm u re d  the  b ig  m an  
in  th e  a rm c h a ir . “ A nd  th e  d o c to r  says 
you  can  have  a squab  fo r  d in n e r ! ” 

“ S q u a b ?  O n e  o f  th em  c a n a ry  b ird s?  
I  cou ld  e a t a  ba rb ecu ed  e le p h a n t!” 

S m iler nodded .
“ T h a v e n ’t a d oub t o f  it, a n d  you  

shall, as soon a s  doc g iv es  the  w o rd !  
B u t y o u ’re  lucky to  be h e re  a t  all. you
know . I f  I  h a d n 't  fo u n d  you------- ”

“ I d id n 't  a sk  you  to . Y ou  a in ’t g o ing  
to  ge t no  th a n k s  o u t o f m e !”

“ W ell, I ’m  n o t su rp r ise d . Y o u 're  an  
u n g ra te fu l  c u ss , P u rv is . A n d  as fo r  
y o u r  h a v in g  a n y th in g  to say , i t  w o n ’t be

n e c e ssa ry . I  ju s t  p icked  up  a  little  
f r ie n d  o f y o u rs— a n y h o w  she says she 
know s you  well. A n d  h e r  d e p o s itio n  
c lea rs  up  th e  few  little  d e ta ils  I  h a d n ’t  
w orked  ou t fo r  m yself. I t  w o n ’t  be 
n ecessa ry  fo r  you  to  ta lk , a lth o u g h  if  
you fe lt it w ould  m a k e  you  re s t  
ea s ie r-------”

B ull P u rv is  had  been s tu d y in g  h is  
c o m p a n io n ’s face w ith  m a lig n a n t in 
te n s ity . N o w  a sn e e rin g  sm ile cam e 
a b o u t h is  lips.

H e  g ru n te d .
“ A  deposition  fro m  th e  sk irt, eh ?  

W ell, th a t 's  nice. T h e n  you  w o n ’t have 
to  p e s te r  m e, try in g  to  g e t m e to  ru m 
b le !”

H e  c a u g h t the  flicker o f  an n o y an ce  in 
th e  F e d e ra l s le u th ’s sm all, keen  eyes. 
T h is  co n firm ed  h im  in h is  re so lu tio n  
to  say n o th in g .

S m ile r P it tm a n  sighed  an d  s tood  up .
“ Y o u  m a y  change  y o u r  m in d ,” he 

s ta ted .
“ I w o n 't!  I  a in ’t  the  ta lk in g  k in d ! ”
“ A n d  he  is n ’t ,” M r. P it tm a n  to ld  

h im se lf , s ilen tly , as  he o p en ed  th e  b e d 
room  d o o r a n d  w en t o u t in to  th e  hall.

A  sh o r t, d eep -ch es ted  m a n  w ith  
c lo se -c ro p p ed , b lack h a ir  rev e a lin g  a 
b u lle t head , slouched  b eside  th e  d o o r. 
H e  nodded .

“ A ll r ig h t, ch ie f, I ’ll w a tch  h im ! ” he  
a n n o u n ced , in  a n sw e r  to  a n  u n sp o k en  
o rd e r, “ D id  he ru m b le ? ”

“ N o t a w o rd . B ey o n d  w h a t I  g o t 
o u t o f  h im  w hile  he w as d e lir io u s— the  
nam e o f  th is  D u n c a n  p a r ty , a n d  th e  m oll 
— he h a s n ’t been o f  m u ch  u se  so fa r . 
K eep  an  eye on  h im . H e ’s a  bad  a c t o r !’’

S m ile r P it tm a n  co n tin u e d  a lo n g  th e  
ha ll to  a ro o m  a t th e  f ro n t . H e  ta p p e d  
on the panel a n d  e n te red .

T w o  women, sat in side . O n e  m ig h t 
h av e  been  the  m a tro n  o f  a  m o d e rn  c ity  
p riso n , o r  even  a “ lad y  c o p .” S he  w as 
m id d le  aged , su b s ta n tia lly  b u ilt, a n d  h ad  
o ne  o f  th o se  g rim ly  sy m p a th e tic  faces  
one som etim es sees a b o u t police h e a d 
q u a r te rs . S h e  sa t co m p o sed ly  in  a  c h a ir
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beside  th e  ro o m ’s one w indow , k n ittin g . 
I n  a n o th e r  ch a ir, n e rvously  e rec t, sa t 
D olly.

"W e ll, how  is o u r little  f r ie n d ? ” the 
po sta l in sp ec to r asked  am iab ly . “ H o w  
has she been behav ing , M rs. M cC an n  ?” 

“ P e r f e c t ly ! ” said  M rs. M cC an n , w ith  
h e r  g r im  sm ile. “ S h e 's  a  re g u la r  little  
la d y ! ”

"N o w . th a t 's  w h a t I call n ic e !" S m ile r 
en th u sed . “ I ’ve ju s t  been h a v in g  a long  
ta lk  w ith  y o u r  o ld  fr ien d . B ull P u r v is ,” 
h e  ad d ed , tu rn in g  to  th e  g ir l. “H e ’s 
g e ttin g  a lo n g  nicely— ask ed  a f t e r  you  
a n d  M o n te  a n d  sen t you  his re g a rd s . 
H e ’s been  te llin g  m e all a b o u t th is  little  
j o b ; ta lk ed  as  m uch  as the  d o c to r  w ould 
let h im , o f  c o u rse .”

D olly  looked  stead ily  a t  S m ile r  P i t t 
m an. H e r  face  w as co lo rless, so th a t 
h e r  b lue  eyes seem ed a lm o st da rk . 
T ra g e d y  w as in  h e r  ex p ress io n .

“ I  w o u ld n 't believe you  on a  s tack  o f 
B ib le s !” she sa id  d is tin c tly . “ L e t m e 
go . Y o u  h a v e n ’t go t an y th in g  on m e—  
I  h a v e n ’t done a n y th in g  w r o n g !” 

S m ile r  shook h is head  re p ro v in g ly . 
“ M u s tn ’t !’’ he  m u rm u re d . “ E v e ry  

tim e you  o pen  th a t p re tty  m o u th , you  
g ive  y o u rse lf  a w a y ! W h o  b u t a gun 
m oll w ould  say , ‘Y o u  h a v e n 't got a n y 
th in g  o n  m e ? ’ T h a t ’s re g u la r  c rook  
ta lk , you  k n o w !”

D olly  flushed , an d  te a rs  sp ra n g  in to  
h e r  eyes.

“ L e t m e g o ! ” she p leaded . “ I  d o n 't 
k n o w  a n y th in g  ab o u t a n y th in g . I  w an t 
to  g e t a w a y  f ro m  h e r e ! ”

" W h a t  do you  suppose M o n te  will 
th in k ? ” S m ile r  a sk ed  so ftly , h is m erc i
less eyes b o rin g  in to  the  g ir l ’s face. 
“ W e  d id n ’t  p inch  him , you  know . H e ’s 
back  a t th e  little  co ttag e , by  th is  tim e.
A n d  h e 'll  th in k -------”

A  to r tu re d  c ry  cam e f ro m  his p r is 
o n e r ’s lips. S he  b u ried  h e r  face  in  h e r 
slim  h an d s. M rs . M cC an n , in te r ru p tin g  
h e r  k n it t in g  fo r  a  m om en t, looked w ith  
w inc ing  sy m p a th y  a t  the b rig h t, bow ed 
head . S m ile r  p u rse d  h is lips and  stud ied

b o th  w om en. H e  d id n 't  re se n t th e  obv i
o u s sy m p a th y  o f  h is  em p loyee— ra th e r  
h e  v a lu ed  it  h igh ly . I f  h e  c o u ld n ’t ge t 
a  d irec t co n fe ss io n  fro m  th is  s tu b b o rn  
y o u n g  w om an , he m ig h t be ab le  to  
la c e ra te  h e r  feelings so th a t she w ould  
confide in  M rs . M cC an n .

“ B u sin ess  is b u s in e s s !” he  re m in d e d  
h im se lf ph ilo soph ica lly . “ I h a te  to  do 
th is , as the  old m an  said  to  h is  son  w hen 
he  ru in e d  h is  best ra z o r  s t ro p  on h im . 
B u t fo lk s  m u s tn 't  fool w ith  the  m ails. 
I t  s im ply  c a n ’t be d o n e !”

A n d , h av in g  re f re sh e d  h is  agile m ind  
w ith  th ese  reflec tions, he  tu rn e d  w ith  
ren ew ed  d e te rm in a tio n  up o n  the  g irl in 
th e  ch a ir .

“ M o n te  is c e r ta in ly  g o in g  to  th in k  
y o u ’ve pu lled  y o u r  f re ig h t on h im , s is 
te r ,” he  re m a rk e d . "N o w . ju s t  you 
look  a t it th is  w a y : if  you  com e th ro u g h  
w ith  a  n ice li t t le  s ta te m e n t. M o n te  will 
be oGt o f h is  tro u b le s  r ig h t  off. I ’ll p ick  
h im  up  a n d  le t you have  a  lo n g  ta lk  w ith  
h im . Y o u  k n o w  as well as  I  d o  th a t 
h e ’s su ffe rin g  th e  to r tu r e s  o f  the  
d a m n ed  a t  th is  m o m en t. H e  th in k s  
y o u 'v e  tu rn e d  him  d o w n , r ig h t  w hen  he 
w as in  troub le . B e fo re  lo n g  h e ’ll beg in  
to  te ll h im se lf  you  m u st have  h a d  som e 
o th e r  guy , o r  you w o u ld n ’t  have  done 
i t ! T h e  to r tu re s  o f  th e  d am n ed , w r i th 
in g  in je a lo u s  d e sp a ir------

" D o n ’t ! ” th e  g irl c ried . “ I  c a n 't  bear 
i t !”

“ I w as h op ing  you  c o u ld n ’t. N ow  
you ju s t  g e t busy  a n d  d ic ta te  m e a  little  
s ta te m e n t— nam es, d a tes , a n d  e v e ry 
th in g .”

D olly  leaped  u n e x p ec ted ly  fro m  h e r 
ch a ir . B e fo re  S m ile r P it tm a n  knew  
w hat w as h ap p en in g , she  h ad  flow n a t 
h im  an d  seized h im  by th e  ha ir .

“ O h , oh, oh !” she scream ed , h e r voice 
ris in g  h ig h e r a t every  re p e tit io n  o f  the  
exp lo sive  m onosyllab le . '“ O h ------- ”

B u t S m ile r  h ad  h a d  en o u g h . H e  
g e n tly  d isen g ag ed  h im se lf  an d  h an d ed  
th e  h y ste rica l y o u n g  w om an  o v e r to  
M rs . M cC an n . S o m ew h a t ru e fu lly  he
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sm o o th ed  d o w n  h is  ruffled c re s t. H e  
shook  h is head a t  h is  a s s is ta n t, g r in n e d  
sheep ish ly , a n d  w ith d re w  in to  the  ha ll.

“ R o u n d  one— P ittm a n  rece ives r ig h t  
an d  le f t  to  the ja w  an d  h a rd  ja b  in  the  
s to m a c h ! '’ he m um bled . “ A n d  th a t  
a in ’t  th e  w o rs t o f it. T h a t  y o u n g  
w om an w o n ’t  ru m b le , no t in a  th o u sa n d  
y ea rs . S h e ’ll cool dow n  p re tty  quick , 
d ab  a t h e r  eyes w ith  h e r  h a n d k e rc h ie f, 
an d  go  in to  a  s u lk ; re fu se  to  ta lk  and  
m o st likely  to  e a t. I  k n o w  h e r  k in d ! ’’

T h e  po sta l in sp e c to r’s p red ic tio n  
p ro v ed  em in en tly  c o rrec t. D olly  tu rn e d  
h e r  face to  th e  w all, m e ta p h o rica lly  
speak in g . S h e  even  ig n o red  M rs . M c
C ann . A n d  the  b ig  g o noph  w ith  the  
r a p id ly  h ea lin g  p is to l w ound  be tw een  
his rib s w as equally  o b d u ra te .

S m ile r  P it tm a n  w en t m ethod ica lly  
f ro m  o n e  to  the o th e r , h is  eyes n a r 
ro w ed , d e te rm in e d , a le r t. T h e re  w as 
so m eth in g  fe line  in th e  b ig  m a n ’s so f t 
m o v em en ts . B u t fo r  all th is  w a tch fu l 
d e te rm in a tio n , he  w as baffled. H e  had 
no  case, n o n e  th a t a sk illfu l c rim in a l 
a tto rn e y  w ould  n o t  lau g h  o u t o f  c o u r t. 
P ie  w as p la y in g  fo r  the o n ly  th in g  th a t 
w ould  c linch  th in g s  fo r  th e  g o v e rn m e n t 
-—a fu ll co n fessio n .

M en  cam e a n d  w en t, b ig  m en  and  
little  ones, f a t  m en  and  th in  fellow s. 
T h e y  entered; M r. P i t tm a n ’s offices, on 
th e  lo w e r floor o f  th e  b u ild in g  in w hich 
he w as h o ld in g  h is p r iso n e rs , a t all 
h o u rs  o f the  day  an d  n ig h t. S m ile r 
n ev e r seem ed to  sleep. P ie w as a lw ays 
“ on ta p .’’ a lw ays f re sh — and  sm iling . 
B u t th a t sm ile  w as m echanical, in  these  
la t te r  days. T h e re  w as b en ea th  it an  
u n d e rc u rre n t  o f  uneasin ess  a n d  o f in d e 
cision .

O n e  even ing  a  li t t le  o ld  m an  in  gold- 
rim m ed  g lasses cam e q u ie tly  in  to  r e 
p o r t. M r. B ickdale  w as one o f  S m ile r ’s 
o ld es t o p e ra tiv e s , b o th  in  y e a rs  a n d  in 
serv ice . N o w  he w as sm iling .

“ H e  m oved  a g a in  to -day , c h i e f !’’ he 
com m en ted . “ S u re , the  th ird  tim e in  
fo u r  d ay s! A n d  h e ’s been  tra m p in g

th e  s tre e ts . I  slipped  in  w h ile  h e  w as 
ou t, th is  a f te rn o o n , a n d  p o s te d  a  bill 
b eside  h is doo r. H e ’s g e tt in g  a  w ild 
look  in h is e y e s .”

S m ile r  w as ab o u t to  re p ly , b u t th e  
phone  bell r a n g  an d  he tu rn e d  to  p ick  
up  the  in s tru m e n t. I n  a  con fiden tia l 
to n e  he said, " H e l lo ? ”

T h e n  fo r  a  tim e h e  lis ten ed . H is  
face  w as a le r t. W ith  a  b risk , “ R ig h t ! ” 
he  h u n g  up.

“ O n  th e  ru n  a t  l a s t ! ” he  sa id . “ A n d  
th a t  m eans w e ’ve g o t h i m ! Ja m iso n  
ju s t  p h o n e d  fro m  the  s ta tio n . O u r  m an  
has b o u g h t a  tick e t f o r  a  little  dum p 
dow n  the  lin e— S om m erv ille . Ja m iso n  
a n d  O ’N eil a re  on  th e  s p o t! ”

S m ile r  slam m ed  d o w n  th e  lid  o f  his 
ro ll- to p  desk , g lanced  sw if tly  a ro u n d  
h is  office, and  headed  fo r  th e  doo r.

“ H e ’ll t a lk ! ” he sn a rled . “ I ’m  g iv in g  
h im  ju s t  ten  days, a n d  I ’ll h av e  h im  so 
tam e h e ’ll b e  begg ing  to  be a llow ed  to 
t a l k !’’

C H A P T E R  IX .
A tt ADVENTURE.

M O N T E  D U N C A N , in  S o rn m er- 
1 ville, h a d  a  s tra n g e  ex p e rien ce . 
H e  h ad  com e h e re  on  a  su d d en , fev e rish  
cap rice , w ith  th e  fee lin g  o f  th a t  g h o stly  
h a n d  s tre tc h e d  o u t e x u lta n tly  above 
him . T h e  c ity  w as u n b ea rab le , w ith  
D olly gone. H e  fo u n d  h im se lf  b eg in 
n in g  to  w o n d e r if th e re  cou ld  have  been  
an y  on e  else.

M ad n ess lay  in th a t d ire c tio n , a n d  he 
k n ew  it. P ie  ca u g h t u p  h is h a t, d rove  
h is w ea ry  body  as  f a s t  it co u ld  go  to  
th e  ra ilro a d  s ta tio n , a n d  b o u g h t a  tick e t 
a t  h a p h a z a rd . F o r  severa l h o u rs  he 
rested .

F in ish in g  h is f irs t m eal a t  the  H o te l 
S om m erv ille , he  le f t  th e  d in in g  ro o m  
a n d  e n te re d  the  lobby. A  te rr if ic  row  
b ro k e  o u t in  f ro n t  o f th e  h o te l. M o n te  
saw  th e  ro w  o f  fa t tra v e lin g  sa lesm en  
w ho h a d  been  h o ld in g  d o w n  th e  co m 
fo r ta b le  c h a irs  in  th e  w in d o w  on the  
s tre e t  d e p a r t  h u rr ie d ly  f o r  th e  f ro n t
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d o o r. F ro w n in g  b u t w earily  c u rio u s , 
he  fo llo w ed  them .

Y ells  an d  e x e c ra tio n s  an d  th e  sound  
o f  scuffling  fe e t cam e to  h im . as he 
reach ed  th e  d o o rw a y . N e x t  m o m en t he  
saw  th a t  tw o  k h ak i-c lad  to w n  officers—  
a  m a rsh a l a n d  a  d ep u ty  sh e riff— w ere  
en g a g e d  in  a  h a n d -to -h a n d  b a ttle  w ith  
a  big, ro u g h ly  d re sse d  tra m p . O n e  o f  
th e  officers h a d  p in io n e d  h im  f ro m  be
h in d . H is  co m p an io n  h ad  ju s t  w re n c h e d  
a  w ick ed -lo o k in g  re v o lv e r  f ro m  th e  
h o b o ’s fist.

T h e  officers w ere  u n cerem o n io u sly  
shoved', je rk e d , and ' k icked . T h e y  re 
d o ub led  th e ir  zeal andi th e  m a rsh a l 
sh o u ted  a t  som e m en  w ho  w e re  s ta n d 
in g  a t  a  s a fe  d is tance , s ta r in g , open- 
m o u th ed .

“ G ive— g iv e  u s— a  h a n d  h e r e ! '’ he  
p a n te d . “ I  su m m o n s y o u  in  th e  n a m e  
o f  th e  la w !”

T h e  u n w illin g  p o sse  c lo sed  in, b u t  by 
th is  t im e  th e  d e p u ty  sh e riff  h a d  suc
ceeded  in  tr ip p in g  h is  p r iso n e r . T h e  
m a rsh a l lea p e d  u p o n  h is back, f lo u rish 
in g  a  p a ir  o f  h a n d c u ffs . W ith  th e  a s 
s is ta n c e  o f  th e  c itiz e n s ’ co m m ittee , he 
soon  h a d  th e  ho b o  m an ac led .

T h e  th in g  h a d  happened! so sw if tly  
th a t  M o n te  h a d  b a d  n o  tim e  to  a d ju s t  
h is  m in d  to  it. H e  saw  th a t  th e  cap tiv e  
w as sm e a re d  w ith  c r im so n  a c ro ss  h is  
v illa in o u s-lo o k in g  face , a n d  th a t  h is  b ig  
a rm s  w e re  te n se d  a s  h e  s tra in e d  like  a 
w ild  b e a s t a g a in s t th e  d u tc h  o f the  
h an d cu ffs . T h e n  h e  w as b e in g  sh o v ed  
o ff  do,wn th e  w alk .

“ W h a t’s  i t  a ll a b o u t? ” o ne  o f  th e  
tra v e lin g  sa lesm en  asked  M o n te .

T h e  l a t te r  sho o k  h is h e a d , b u t a  fa t 
c itiz e n  w h o  h a d  d a n c e d  a b o u t a n d  m ad e  
a  b lu ff  a t  h e lp in g  su d d e n ly  sp o k e  e x 
cited ly .

“ T h a t  fe llo w  w as a  b an k  ro b b e r. T h e  
m a rs h a l’s been  w a tc h in g  h im  f o r  a  
co u p le  o f  h o u rs . Y o u  saw  th a t  rev o lv e r  
h e  h a d , a n d  th e r e ’s been  a  ru m o r  a ro u n d  
to w n  th a t  o n e  o f  th e  b a n d its  th a t  held  
u p  th e  t r a in  la s t  m o n th  w as h ead ed  th is

w ay. I  e x p e c t Z ek e  is  a f t e r  th e  re 
w a r d ! ”

M o n te  w as  a w a re  o f  a  q u eer, sick  
fee lin g  in  h is  ch est. T u rn in g  h u rr ie d ly , 
he  w en t back  in to  th e  ho te l.

So, h is  fligh t w as k n o w n — o r su s
p e c te d ?  T h a t  p o t-h e a d e d  clow n th o u g h t 
he h a d  c a u g h t on e  o f  th e  t ra in  r o b b e r s ! 
H e  w e n t th ro u g h  th e  lobby  a n d  u p  to  
h is  ro o m . S e a tin g  h im se lf  b eside  the 
w indow , h e  b e g an  to  th in k .

J u s t  ru m o r , an d  th e  chances w e re  th a t 
e v e ry  c o u n try  to w n  in  th e  S ta te  wras 
h a v in g  s im ila r  co n v u ls io n s . T h e  tra m p  
h a d  p ro b a b ly  been  d o in g  a  l i t t le  p a n 
h a n d lin g . M o n te 's  m in d  s tead ied , an d  
p re se n tly  h e  h a u le d  o u t h is  pack e t o f  
c ig a re tte s  a n d  b e g an  to  sm oke. T h e  
b i t te r  ta n g  o f  th e  to b acco  c o m fo r te d  
h im .

“ I 'm  s a f e ! ” h e  to ld  h im se lf  du lly . 
“ I f  i t ’s b u m s a n d  hob o s th e y ’r e  lo o k in g  
fo r , th ey  w o n ’t  b o th e r  m e ! ”

H e  lo o k ed  d o w n  w ith  a  p o n d e rin g  
fro w n  a t  h is  n a tty  su it a n d  slim , p o lish ed  
shoes. N o , h e  w ou ld  n e v e r  be  m is ta k e n  
f o r  a  tra m p . A n d  h a v in g  a r r iv e d  a t  
th is  conc lu sion , h e  s tu m b le d  a c ro ss  to  
h is  bed , p laced  a  th ic k , g o a ts k in  w a lle t 
u n d e r  th e  p illow , a n d  la y  d o w n  to  re s t. 
H e  c lo sed  h is eyes a n d  saw  b e fo re  h im , 
as p la in  as  life , th e  sm ilin g  face  o f  h is  
D olly . W i th  a  low , to r tu re d  c ry  he  
sp ra n g  u p  a n d  beg an  to  pace  th e  floor.

A t s ix  th a t  ev en in g , th e  y o u n g  g u n 
m an  le f t  h is  ro o m  a n d  r e tu rn e d  to  th e  
lobby. A t  th e  do u b le  d o o r  c o n n e c tin g  
w ith  th e  s ta irw a y  h e  p au se d . H e  saw  
n o  o ne  b u t th e  p lu m p  tra v e lin g  m en , 
s i t t in g  a g a in  lik e  c o n te n te d  B u d d h a s  in  
th e  b ig  wdndow fa c in g  th e  s tre e t. 
M o n te  le f t  h is  p lace  o f  o b se rv a tio n  an d  
w alked  to w a rd  th e  d in in g  room . H e  
p a sse d  th e  c o m p a rtm e n t w h ere  th e  b a g 
g a g e  o f  o u tg o in g  g u e s ts  w as s to re d . 
N e x t m o m en t, a s  he w as c o n tin u in g  h is 
jo u rn e y  ac ro ss  th e  lobby, h is s tra n g e  a d 
v e n tu re  began . A  h an d  w as  la id  on  h is  
a rm !

M o n te  w h irled , h is  face su d d en ly
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w hite  a n d  stiff. T h ro u g h  d is te n d e d  eyes 
he  s ta re d  in to  th e  red , scow ling  face  o f 
th e  to w n  m arsh a l.

“ D o n ’t m ake a m ove, y o u n g  f e l l e r !” 
th e  la t te r  com m anded . “ L o o k  beh in t 
y o u !’’

M o n te  did. T h e  d e p u ty  w hom  he h ad  
seen  th a t m o rn in g  s to o d  co v erin g  M o n te  
D u n can  w ith  a saw ed -o ff sho tgun .

“ W e  a in ’t ta k in g  no c h a n c e s !’’ the 
b u r ly  m arsh a l dec lared . “ H o ld  y o u r 
a rm s  up  o v e r y o u r  h e a d ! ”

M o n te  s tam m ered  a  q uestion .
“ W h a t you w an t me fo r?  I  h a v e n 't 

done a n y th in g !”
“ O h , m o st likely n o t, b u t you  g o t a 

g a t s tra p p e d  on  u n d e r  y o u r  c o a t ! A 
c e rta in  p a r ty  seen it th e re  a n d  to lt m e 
ab o u t it. M ebbe you  g o t a  license  to  
c a r ry  concealed  w e a p o n s? ”

M o n te  shook  his head. H e  rea lized  
th a t  p a r t  o f  th e  h a rn e ss  by w hich  h is 
p is to l w as sw u n g  u n d e r  h is  a rm  m ust 
have  show n  above  h is  c o a t c o lla r— or 
p e rh a p s  the  w eap o n  itse lf  h ad  w orked  
back  a n d  p ro c la im e d  its  p resen ce  by a 
te llta le  bulge. H is  m ind  w as f lo u n d e r
ing-

“ Y o u ’re  p in c h in g  m e f o r  c a r ry in g  a 
g a t? ” he ask ed  th ickly .

“ Y o u  sa id  i t!  W e  d o n ’t  a im  to  hav e  
n o  g u n m en  ro o s tin g  in  o u r  to w n !”

T h e  p r is o n e r ’s th o u g h ts  began  to  
c lea r. H is  a rre s t, w as a  fluke, b u t it 
m ig h t easily  lead  to  h is u n d o in g . I f  
th ey  te le g ra p h e d  up  to  th e  c ity  a n d  had  
a n  id en tifica tio n  e x p e r t sen t d o w n ------- ”

“ L o o k  h e re ,” h e  g ro w led , “ I ’ll p ay  
m y  f in e !”

T h e  m a rsh a l, w ho h ad  by  th is  tim e 
re liev ed  h im  o f h is p isto l, shook  his 
head .

“ Y o u  g o t to  be locked up  till m o rn 
ing , m is te r , a n d  th e n  y o u 'll be tak en  be
fo re  th e  sq u ire . H e  m ay fine you. and 
he m ay  g iv e  y o u  a  ja il sen tence. W e  
d o n 't  believe in  fo lk s  to tin g  g u n s  in  th is 
h e re  c i t y !”

T h e  s tra n g e  a d v e n tu re  co n tin u ed . 
M o n te  w as h u s tle d  a lo n g  th e  s tre e t and

m arch ed  up  s ix  s tep s th a t  led  to  the  
iro n -fa c e d  d o o r o f th e  ja il. H e  saw  a 
ro w  o f  b a r re d  w indow s, in  th e  b rick  
w all to  h is  r ig h t .  T h e n  he  w as q u ick ly  
inside.

A  cell d o o r c lan g ed  sh u t a n d  the  voice 
o f  his c a p to r  cam e tr iu m p h a n tly  to  h im .

“ B e tte r  s it dow n  on  y o u r co t and  tak e  
it easy , y o u n g  f e l le r ! Y o u 'll h av e  so m e
th in g  to  e a t w hen  the  sh e riff  g e ts  a ro u n d  
to  b r in g  it to  y o u .”

M o n te  sa t dow n. H e  d id n ’t believe 
the  m a rs h a l’s y a rn  th a t  h is  a r r e s t  had  
been fo r  c a rry in g  concealed  w eapons. 
T h e re  w as a  fee ling  o f u n re a lity  ab o u t 
it, a s  if  h e  w ere  in  th e  g rip  o f  a p a r 
tic u la rly  v iv id  d ream .

M o n te  h a d  fo rg o tte n  a b o u t th e  o th e r  
p riso n e r, g a th e re d  in  e a r lie r  in  th e  d ay , 
b u t som e tim e a f te r  d a rk  th e  fe llow  
b ro u g h t h im se lf  to  th e  y o u n g  g u n m a n ’s 
a tte n tio n . T h e  sh e riff  h a d  com e in  w ith  
su p p er. H e  w as a  p lu m p , jo lly -lo o k in g  
little  m an , w ho  n o w  w o re  a  k itc h e n  
a p ro n  tie d  a b o u t h is  neck. H e  re s te d  
an  iro n  t ra y  o n  o n e  f a t  k n ee  w hile  h e  
un locked  M o n te ’s cell d o o r . A f te r w a r d  
he  d e p o sited  a  su b s ta n tia l su p p e r  on  
th e  en d  o f  th e  c an v as  co t, le t  h im se lf  
o u t, a n d  a g a in  tu rn e d  th e  key .

H e  d isap p ea red  . d o w n  th e  d im ly  
lig h ted  ja i l  c o r r id o r  a n d  p re se n tly  
M on te  h e a rd  h im  u n lo ck in g  a n o th e r  
g ra tin g . A  d o o r c reak ed  open , a n d  n e x t 
m o m en t th e re  cam e a  c ry , qu ick ly  
m uffled ; a  scuffling so u n d , a n d  a f t e r  
th a t the  th u d  o f  a h e av y  b o d y  s tr ik in g  
the  cem en t floor.

S w if t , ru n n in g  s tep s w ere  a p p ro a c h 
ing— n o t the  sh e riff’s s tep s. M o n te  
realized  th a t even  b e fo re  he  saw  th e  
h u lk in g  fig u re  h u r ry in g  p a s t h is  cell.

In s ta n tly  he  w as a t  th e  ba rs . H e  
c a u g h t th em  in  h is  tre m b lin g  h a n d s  a n d  
tr ie d  to  r a t t le  them .

“ W a i t ! ” he  c ried . “ L e t m e o u t!  I f  
vou d o n ’t un lo ck  m e, I ’ll ra ise  a  row  
th a t w ill b r in g  th em  all r u n n in g ! ”

H e  knew  w h a t h a d  h ap p e n e d . T h e  
hobo in  th a t o th e r  cell h a d  th ro tt le d  th e
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sh eriff, g ra b b e d  h is  keys, a n d  w as escap 
ing.

N o w  th e  ruffian  p au sed . T h a t  th re a t  
to  ra ise  a  d is tu rb a n c e  s to p p e d  h im  in 
his track s .

“ W h a t you  in  f e r ? ” he  g ro w led .
“ F o r  to tin g  a ro d — a n d  o th e r  th in g s !”
A  m o m en t o f  h e s ita tio n , th e n  a d is

p a ra g in g  g ru n t. K ey s  ra t t le d  an d  the  
cell d o o r  w as u n fa s te n e d .

“ B e c a re fu l!  I f  you  g e t m e ju g g ed  
aga in , I ’ll do  fo r  y o u ! ’’

F ro m  th e  f irs t, M o n te  D u n c a n  fe lt 
the  q u a lity  o f  m en ace  in  th a t  o th e r  
m a n ’s p resen ce . H e  recogn ized  th e  type  
— th e  b ig  fe llo w  w as a n  o ld -tim e  y e g g ; 
one o f  the  so r t th a t  sto le  r id es  on fre ig h t 
tr a in s , b lew  up  sm a ll-to w n  b a n k s  a n d  
p o st offices, “ sh o t i t  o u t” w ith  posses 
a n d  w ith  th e  law .

“ I  g o t the  c lo w n ’s g a t ! ” th e  b ig  fe l
low  said , o v e r  h is  sh o u ld er. “ D o n 't  
th in k  I  w o n ’t c ro a k  you, b o ! W a tc h  
y o u r s t e p !”

M o n te  h u r r ie d  s ile n tly  a lo n g , a n d  a  
m o m en t la te r  th e  tw o  w ere  o u ts id e  the  
ja il, in  th e  n ig h t.

“ I ’m  g o in g  th is  w ay, a n ’ y o u ’re  go ing  
t h a t ! ” th e  y eg g  snarled , a s  th ey  s to o d  
face  to  face  in  the d a rk n e ss . “ B e a t it, 
s e e ? ”

M o n te  w as c o n fu se d  and  shaken .
“ I ’m  n o t g o in g  to  b ite  y o u  o r  g iv e  y o u  

th e  i tc h !” he  p ro te s ted , “ T h e y 'v e  got 
m e on th e  ru n .  L e t m e tra v e l  w ith  you  
a  w h ile !”

T h e  m an  s ta re d  m u rd e ro u s ly  d o w n  a t 
h im . H e  seem ed  to  reflect. T h e n  he 
je rk e d  h is  head . P e rh a p s  he h ad  d e 
c ided  th a t it w ou ld  be sa fe s t to  tak e  th is  
en cu m b ran ce  w ith  him ,

“ C om e o n , then . B u t. so help  m e, if 
you  m ake  a n v  b re a k s  I ’ll b u m p  v o u  
off!”

In  sp ite  o f  th e  th re a t  o f  d e a th , th e  
co m p an y  o f  th is  su rly , i ll-n a tu re d  o u t
law  w as c o m fo rtin g  to  M o n te  D uncan . 
I t  w as like fo rm in g  a p a r tn e rs h ip  w ith  
a  w o lf o r  a m astiff.

“ T h e y ’ll n e v e r  th in k  o f  look ing  fo r
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m e in a  h o b o  ju n g le !” th e  y o u n g e r b a n 
d it  rea lized  w ith  a  th ro b  o f  hope. “ A ll 
I  w an t n o w  is to  g e t aw ay . I  w a n t to  
fo rg e t  i t  a l l ! ”

B u t a g a in  he w as see in g  th e  d a n c in g , 
b lu e  eyes o f  h is m oll sm ilin g  a t  h im  o u t 
o f  th e  d a rk .

C H A P T E R  X .
T H E  END OF T H E  ROAD.

fUi O N T E  D U N C A N  w as f ig h tin g  h is 
w ay  th ro u g h  a  n ig h t in c red ib ly  

b lack  a n d  om inous. A w ay  to  h is  le f t  
ro a re d  th e  ocean , its  voice lo w -p itch ed  
an d  m o an in g , like a  re v e rb e ra tin g  g row l, 
a n d  th e n  r is in g  in to  a  r o a r  th a t  shook  
th e  e a rth . T h e  sea w in d  b lew  in to  h is  
face  a n d  to o k  h is b re a th  aw ay . H e  
w as sh iv e rin g  w ith  cold.

B u t th e re  w as a  h an d  u p o n  h is  a rm —  
a  sm all, w arm , c o m fo rtin g  h a n d . S low ly 
h e  rem em b ered . T h a t  w as h is  m oll. 
D olly . S he  w as the s ta n c h  k id . N e ith e r  
th e  th re a t  o f  m en n o r  th e  b ru te  fo rce  
o f N a tu re  cou ld  sh a k e  h er. S h e  be
lieved  in  h im , an d  th a t  helped, h im  b e 
lieve  in  h im se lf . L e t i t  b lo w !

A n d  it d id . H o a rse  vo ices sc ream ed  
in  h is  e a rs . T h e  w ind  h a d  h im  in its 
g r i p ; it w as sq ueez ing  him , sh ak in g  
h im -------

W ith  a  w ild  c ry . th e  y o u n g  fe llo w  sa t 
u p  a n d  o p en ed  h is eyes. H is  face  w as 
g h as tly , a n d  h e  w as f ig h tin g  fo r  b re a th . 
T h e  s to rm  w as  gone. A  lopsided  m oon 
sw u n g  h ig h  above him  an d  close a t  h an d  
b u rn e d  th e  em bers o f la s t n ig h t’s fire. 
M o n te  g ro a n e d  ag a in . T h e  to u ch  o f  
th o se  w a rm  fingers h ad  gone f ro m  h is 
a rm . T h e  lo w e rin g  fa c e  tu rn e d  o b 
se rv a n tly  u p o n  h is w as the  face  o f  the 
yegg\ R o b in so n . H e  sa t w ith  h is  knees 
fo lded  like a  T u r k  o r  a  ta ilo r , s ta r in g  
in to  th e  bem used  eyes o f the  y o u n g e r 
m an .

“ A t it a g a in , b o ! ” th e  b ig  fe llow  
g ru m b led . “ I t ’s m y o p in io n  y o u ’re  go 
in g  b u g s !”

“ I w as  d re a m in g  o f  m y  g ir l ,” M o n te  
rep lied . “ I  th o u g h t she w as h e r e ! ”
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“ N o t likely . A n d  we a in ’t g o ing  to 
be long . G e t th e  sleep kn o ck ed  o u t o f 
y o u r  h e a d .”

T h e y  w ere  cam p ed  in a  g u lly  n e a r  
th e  ra i lro a d  tra c k . R o b in so n  h a d  
m e n d ed  th e  fire  a n d  now  cro u ch ed  be
side  it, m ak in g  h is w ay  lab o rio u sly  
th ro u g h  a  handb ill he  had  to rn  fro m  one 
o f  th e  su p p o rtin g  tim b e rs  o f  th e  w a te r 
ta n k , back  in  th e  la s t little  to w n . M o n te  
g o t to  h is  fe e t a n d  a p p ro ach ed . O v e r 
the  b ig  fe llo w 's  sh o u ld e r  he re a d .

For the arrest or capture, dead or alive, of 
two bandits who on the night of October 3d 
escaped from jail in Sommerville, after kill
ing the sheriff, a reward of one thousand 
dollars will be paid. These men are danger
ous. If seen or apprehended, telegraph the 
chief of police, Sommerville.

T h e  yegg  looked  up  a t  h is  com pan ion . 
A  re lish in g  g rin  c o n to rte d  h is red , d irty  
face.

“ Y o u  know , bo, th e y  s tre tc h  them  
ropes a  y e a r  b e fo re  they  use ’e m !” he 
g lo a ted . “ T h a t ’s to  take  all th e  slack  
o u t o f  th e m — s o ’s w hen  a  m a n ’s w e ig h t 
com es d o w n  he  w o n ’t g e t no  sp r in g  o u t 
o f  the  hem p. A n d  they  tie  a  b ig  k n o t 
so ’s i t ’ll h it h is  sp ine , in  th e  n eck ."

“ D o n ’t ! ” M o n te  g ro a n e d . “ F o r  the  
love o f h e av en ------- ”

“ H e y ?  L ove  o f  w h a t?  S ay , th e re  
a in ’t no heaven . W h en  th e  ch ap la in  
g e ts  th ro u g h  m u m b lin g  h is p iece, and  
th e y  s lip  the hood  d o w n  o v e r y o u r

“ D o n ’t ! ” M o n te  cried , his voice s u d 
d en ly  b reak in g . “ I  c a n 't  s ta n d  i t!  I 
d id n ’t k n o w  y o u ’d  k illed  th a t p o o r 
d e v i l !”

“ O h , d id n ’t  y o u ?  I  suppose  i f  you 
h ad  y o u  w o u ld n ’t have com e o u t?  O h , 
no , you  w as ju s t  c razy  to  stick . I 
c o u ld n ’t h a rd ly  g e t you to  com e a lo n g  
w ith  m e ! G o on , you m ake  m e  sick. 
Y o u ’re  a  c ro o k , a in 't  y o u ? ”

M o n te  w as silen t. H is  face g lis tened  
w ith  sw eat.

“ A  c rook  a in ’t g o t no r ig h t to  believe

in  h e a v e n ,” R o b in so n  g ro w led . “ I f  he  
believes in  th a t so rt o f  tru c k , h e  o r t  to  
believe in law . M e, I  d o n ’t believe in 
n o th in g . Y o u  w as ta lk in g  a b o u t a  dam e, 
y o u r  g irl. D o n ’t you  k n o w  a  w om an  
ju s t  takes up  w ith  a  m an  fo r  w h a t she 
can  g e t o u t  o f  h im ?  P a ra s i te s , th a t ’s 
w h a t they  all a re . W h e r e ’s th is  sk irt 
n o w ?  D oub le  c ro ssed  y o u  f o r  a n o th e r  
g u y  th a t  co u ld  b u y  h e r  m o re  p e rfu m e  
and  f u r  c o a ts , I ’ll b e t ! ”

M o n te  s ta re d  d o w n . T h e  y eg g  still 
c ro u ch ed  by  the  fire, like a  g ig a n tic  b u ll
fro g . H is  eyes w e re  g re e d y  an d  he 
licked h is  lips.

“ I t ’s a  ro tte n  w orld , an d  e v e ry  one in 
it is c r o o k e d !” he d ro n e d  on . “The 
w om en a re  p a ra s ite s , a n d  ev ery  m an- 
ja c k  you  m eet w ill tu rn  you  in  if  he can  
g e t a  p rice  fo r  y o u r  ea rs . Y o u ’d  tip  
th e  cops o ff to  m e i f  y o u  d a re d . I ’d  
se rv e  you  the  sam e w ay. B u t w hen  w e 
th in k  o f  th a t  la s t j ig  th e y ’ll m ake  us 
dance, w ith  n o th in g  b u t a ir  u n d e r  o u r  
fee t, a n d  a  n o o se  ab o u t o u r  necks, s h u t
tin g  off o u r  b re a th ------- ”

“ In  the  d ev il’s n am e, sh u t u p ! ” M o n te  
sho u ted , b esid e  h im se lf  w ith  te r ro r .  
“ Y ou  ac t like you  e n jo y e d  th in k in g  
a b o u t i t ! "

“ I d o ,” R o b in so n  ag re e d . “ Y ou  g o t 
no  b u sin ess  s i t t in g  d o w n  to  a  m eal if 
y o u  d o n 't  like  th e  k in d  o f  d e s se r t  th e y ’ll 
se rv e  you . E v e ry  c ro o k  k n o w s h e 's  
head ed  fo r  th e  p en  o r  th e  gallow s. 
T h e re  n ev er w as one o f  th em  yet sm a rt 
eno u g h  to  bea t the  law — n o t because  the  
bulls a re  c lev e r, m a rk  you . T h e y  a in ’t. 
M o s t o f them  belong  to  th e  boob class. 
B u t  i t ' 9  like  a n y  o th e r  g a m b lin g  gam e 
— the  house  has a  p e rc e n ta g e  a g a in s t 
you  an d  th a t 'l l  g e t you  in  the  end . T h e  
w h ittle rs  an d  c low ns a n d  cops can  m ake 
fo r ty  m is tak es  a n d  s ta r t  a ll o v e r, a s  
good  as ever. B u t you  a n d  m e— th e  
f irs t tim e w e slip  is likely  to  be the  la st. 
So f a r  w e ’ve k e p t ah ead  o f  them . 
T h e y ’ve p o s te d  th e ir  b ills— w e ’ve to re  
d o w n  s ix , b u t th e r e ’s p le n ty  m o re , you 
can bet. W e ’re  g iv in g  th e m  a ru n  fo r
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th e ir  m oney. C om e on, n o w . we go t 
to  ca tch  the  r a t t le r  th a t com es th ro u g h  
h e re  a t  f iv e !”

D aw n  w as in the  a ir . M o n te  D u n can  
w atched  h is co m p an io n  w a rm  u p  th e  
re m n a n ts  o f  the  s tew  an d  b re w  a  p o t o f 
coffee. R o b in so n  w as c lever a t th is  so r t 
o f  th ing . A n d , as he had said , he  m ade 
th e  flight a s tre n u o u s , m ile -ea tin g  a ffa ir.

F lig h t— the  v e ry  sp ir it  o f b re a th le ss , 
h e a r t-b u rs t in g  d e p a r tu re !  T h e y  h ad  
trav e led  on  fo o t an d  u n d e r  tra in s . T h e y  
h a d  h u d d le d  in b o x  c a rs  and  c lu n g  to  
th e  to p  o f  p a sse n g e r tra in s , w h e re  the  
ho t sp a rk s  f ro m  th e  eng ine  b u rn e d  holes 
in  th e ir  c lo th in g , a n d  the  sm oke tu rn e d  
th em  black  a s  A fr ic a n s . R o b in so n  w as 
a  m a n  o f  iro n . M o n te  cam e to  look 
up o n  h im  as a  so r t o f  F ly in g  D u tc h m a n , 
sp eed in g  o v e r the e a r th  w ith  g ig a n tic  
s tr id e s , h is  coat ta ils  flying o u t beh in d  
him .

“ S tep  o n  it, b o ;  w e can  go  f a s te r ! ” 
w as h is  w a tc h w o rd . “T h e y ’ll g e t us in  
the  end, su re . O u r  hem p is g ro w e d , 
a n d  tw is te d  in to  ro p e . I t ’s h an g in g  
w ith  a h u n d re d  p o u n d s  o f  s c ra p  iro n  
fa s te n e d  to  it o v e r  a t the  b ig  house, 
r ig h t now . T h e y ’ll h a n g  u s by the necks 
till w e a r e  dead , a n d  th e n  tak e  us o v er 
an d  p la n t us tw o  fe e t deep  on a  rocky  
h illside . A ll o v e r , b u t w e ’ll m a k e  th e m  
w ork  f o r  i t !  S te p  on it— fa s te r—  
f a s te r ! ”

T h e y  cau g h t th e  early  tra in , w h ere  i t  
topped  a  s tiff  g ra d e  an d  w as slow ed 
a lm o st to  a m a n ’s w alk . T h e y  w ere  
inside  a n  ev il-sm ellin g  c a r  w hich h ad  
been  used  fo r  c o n v ey in g  g ro u n d  bone 
a t  som e recen t date . M o n te  co w ered  
in a  c o rn e r, b ro o d in g  over w h a t h is com 
p an io n  h a d  said . A ll m en sn itches, an d  
all w om en-------

“ I t ’s a  l ie ! ”  h e  m u tte re d , h a lf  a loud .
“ I s  th a t  so ?  T h in k in g  o f  w h a t I  w as 

say in g  to  you , b o ?  L is te n ;  I ’ll ber th a t 
m oll o f  y o u rs  has  h ad  m an y  a  go o d  
la u g h  a b o u t you . D itch ed  you , I ’ll 
g am b le . S u re , th e r e ’s o n ly  o n e  w a y  to  
b ea t th a t gam e— d itch  them  f i r s t !”

“ I  w o u ld n 't have  d o n e  i t  to  save  m y 
l i f e ! ” M o n te  sn a rled . “ A n d  I d o n 't  be
lieve D olly  ev er tu rn e d  m e d o w n !”

“ O h , y es  you  do!” th e  y egg  chuck led . 
“ I  can  te ll f ro m  y o u r  voice you  know  
d a rn e d  well she g o t a n o th e r  sw eetie . 
N e v e rm in d , it w o n ’t m ake  n o  d iffe ren ce  
to  you m uch  lo n g e r!"

M o n te  sh ivered . H e  c losed  h is eyes, 
b u t th e  face  o f  the g ir l he w as try in g  
to  fo rg e t  s tood  ou t b e fo re  h im  as if  a 
sp o tlig h t h ad  been tu rn e d  on it. H e  
g o t to  h is fe e t w ith  a  m u tte re d  o a th .

“ I  w a n t to  ge t o u t o f  th i s ! ” he  said  
in  a th ick , fev e rish  voice. “ Y ou  can 
stay , if  you  w an t to ."

“ W h e re  you  w an t to  g o ? ”
“ I ’m  g o in g  b ack  to  the  b ig  b u rg  as 

fa s t a s  I  can  g e t th e re !  Y o u  go w here  
y o u  w an t t o !’’

H e  slid  open th e  side  d o o r  o f  the  car. 
T h e  su n  w as u p  now . a n d  b e fo re  h im , 
seem in g  slow ly  to  revo lve  as  th e  fre ig h t 
tra in  m oved  ahead , lay  a  sm ilin g  c o u n 
try s id e . T h e  y o u n g  fe llow  leaped . H e  
s tru c k  the  s la n tin g  g rav e l ro a d b e d , 
ro lled  o v e r a  coup le  o f  tim es, an d  h e a rd  
a  d isg u sted  voice a t h is elbow .

“ Y o u 're  a  foo l— b u t I ’ll s ta y  w ith  
you . T h e  b ig  b u rg ?  A ll r ig h t, I  know  
th a t  to w n !”

M o n te  w as silen t. H is  th o u g h ts  w ere  
becom ing  c o n fu sed . F ie and  h is  com 
p an io n  w alked  back a lo n g  th e  t ra c k  till 
th ey  reach ed  a  c o u n try  s ta tio n , w ith  a 
d ese rte d  w a it in g  ro o m  a n d  a sid ing . 
H e re  th e y  h id  in  the  b ru s h  beside  a 
c reek  an d  w aited .

M o n te  d ro p p e d  in to  fitfu l sleep. H e  
w as d re a m in g  ag a in  o f  D olly . S he cam e 
to w a rd  h im  o v e r p a s tu re s  sp a n g le d  w ith  
b u tte rc u p s . S he  w as sm iling , b u t th e re  
w as a q u es tio n  in h e r  eyes.

S he cam e close, h e r  lip s p a r te d , h e r  
eyes like s ta rs .

“W h a t  hav e  you done w ith  the  w alle t, 
M o n te ? ” she asked . “ T h e  w a lle t B u ll
sto le  f 9

H e  w as unab le  to  rep ly . A  te r r ib le  
f e a r  cam e o v e r h im . an d  he saw  the



Three Lights on a Match 43

g i r l ’s face  tu r n  so rro w fu l. H e r  back 
w as to w a rd  h im  now  a n d  she w as w a lk 
in g  aw ay , o v e r  th e  f lo w er-sp rin k led  
fields. M o n te  tr ied  to  sh o u t a f t e r  her.

H e  a g a in  aw oke, trem b lin g , h is  h a ir  
s t i r r in g  on h is  fro z e n  sku ll. H e  sa t up 
an d  in s tin c tiv e ly  touched  the  g o a tsk in  
w a lle t in h is  in side  coat pocket.

R o b in so n , th e  yegg , w as w atch ing  
him  n a rro w ly , a s  if  he w ere  spe lling  
o u t a p ag e  o f  coarse  p rin t. H e  seem ed 
to  lin g e r on  th e  su n k en , d esp e ra te  eyes, 
th e  tw itch in g , d e fe a te d  m o u th . H e  
seem ed to  w eigh  an d  a p p ra ise  the  su b 
stance  le f t  in  th is w o rn  and  b roken  
c re a tu re .

“ T e n  d a y s ! ” he m u tte re d . ‘‘T h a t 
w as w h a t I gave  h im — an d  w e 've  m ade  
it in  n in e !”

A f te r  th a t  th e  big hobo s tra ig h te n e d  
h is b ro a d  sh o u ld e rs , w hich he had  c a r
ried  in  a so r t  o f  s in is te r  c ro u ch . H e  
s tr ip p e d  off a n d  th re w  fro m  h im  his 
fou l old coat. H e  s tre tc h e d  h is a rm s 
abo v e  his head , a n d  d rew  in deep  b re a th s  
o f th e  p u re  fa ll a ir . M ag ica lly  his 
scow l h a d  g iv en  p lace  to  a  g rin .

“ B ro th e r ,” he  c ro o n e d , b eam in g  dow n 
u p o n  M o n te , “ le t’s m ake  a  d ick e r ! L e t ’s 
ju s t  p re te n d  I ’m  y o u r  g o d fa th e r . I ’m 
g o in g  to  g ive  you  tw o w ish es, see? 
N o w , be c a re fu l. R em em b er a b o u t the  
o ld  w om an  th a t  en d ed  w ith  a  lo a f  of 
b re a d  h itch ed  to  th e  end  o f  h e r  n o se—  
she h a d  h e r  w ish es, bu t she th re w  them  
all a w a y ! G o slow —-w hat you  w ish ing  
fo r  m o st o f  all, a t  th is  m in u te ? ”

M o n te  s ta re d . B ro k en  a n d  fa lte rin g , 
he rep lie d  to  the  question .

“ M y g irl— D o lly !”
“ M e a n in g  th a t y o u ’d g ive  y o u r rig h t 

eye to  k n o w  she d id n ’t tu r n  you  dow n ? 
A ll r ig h t. I ’m  as1 good  as  m y w ord . 
H e re  goes— hoc o b ite r  d ic ta  p re s to  
com e a  se v e n ! N o w  the  y o u n g  lad y  is 
in  m y  h o u se  in  th e  c ity , a n d  sh e  sen t 
you  th is  n o t e ! Y o u  can  hav e  it re a d  in 
a  m o m en t. B u t le t’s hav e  th a t  second  
w ish  o v e r w ith !”

“ A b o u t— the m u rd e r  ?”

“ M e a n in g  you  w ish  to  have  i t  w iped 
o ff the  s la te , a n d  o u r  f r ie n d  th e  sh e riff  
re s to re d  to  good  s ta n d in g  in  th is  w o rld  
o f  flivvers a n d  ra d io s ?  I t ’s  d id , 
b ro th e r !  N o  m ore h a n g in g  hem p  fo r  
y o u  o r  m e ! A nd  I  hope I  n e v e r  h av e  
to  g ive  a n o th e r  guy  a  line o f  ta lk  like 
th a t a g a in — n e v e r ’ll be p len ty  so o n  fo r  
y o u rs  t r u l y ! B u t I  h ad  to  keep  up  th e  
b a rra g e , b ro th e r .

“ N o w , ab o u t th is  n o te . B e fo re  I  
h a n d  it  over to  you , I  w a n t you  to  
w rite  m e o u t a  little  s ta te m e n t on  y o u r  
ow n  hook . Y o u ’ll see w h a t M iss  D olly  
has  to ld  m e in a  m in u te , n ice  a n d  co m 
plete . A n d  B ull— go o d  o ld  B u l l ! W h y . 
th a t  m a n ’s g o t a m e m o ry  fo r  de ta il 
th a t 's  a m a z in g ! B u t I  w a n t y o u r s to ry  
o f th a t  little  ho ldup , in  y o u r  ow n  w o rd s. 
H e r e ’s m y fo u n ta in  p en , a n d  a  p ad  to  
w rite  o n ! ”

M o n te  s ilen tly  accep ted  th e  w ritin g  
eq u ip m en t h is  am az in g  co m p an io n  
h anded  h im . H e  m o is te n e d  h is c ra c k e d  
lip s  an d  c ro ak ed  a  q u es tio n .

“ W h a t  y o u  w an t m e to  s a y ? ”
“ T h e  tru th , b ro th e r !  A ll o f  it, an d  

n o th in g  b u t ! I  g u ess  y o u  know  by now' 
th a t  th e re  a in ’t  no  g o o d  s u b s ti tu te  fo r  
it. J u s t  you  spiel y o u r  s to ry  in  y o u r 
ow n w o rd s— how  th e  jo b  w as p lan n ed , 
how  you  u n d e r to o k  to  p u t it th ro u g h , 
how  it  w e n t b looie— w ith  n am es a n d  
d a te s .”

M o n te  p o n d e re d  a n d  beg an  to  w rite . 
H e  w as too  tire d  to  th in k  c lea rly , bu t 
he knew  th is  so rd id  s to ry  by  h e a r t .  H e  
w ro te  slow ly , re a d  th ro u g h  h is  acco u n t, 
and  h a n d e d  th e  p a p e r  to  h is co m p an io n .

T h e  la t te r  g lanced  o v e r  i t  w ith  swiftly- 
m o v in g  eyes. H is  face  w as a le r t  a n d  
capable. H is  sm ile w as like a  second  
sun . H e  nodded .

“ J u s t  p u t y o u r s ig n a tu re  to  the  fo o t 
o f t h a t ! ” he co m m an d ed .

M o n te  sig n ed  th e  co n fe ss io n . T h e  
b ig  m an  tw itch ed  it  o u t o f  h is  fingers , 
fo lded  it tw ice , a n d  th ru s t  i t  in to  his 
tro u se rs  p o ck e t, w hich he b u tto n e d  shu t. 
T h e n , w ith  a gen ia l g r in , he h an d ed
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M o n te  the  d a in ty  n o te  he  had  been  h o ld 
in g  in  p la in  s igh t a ll th is  tim e.

M o n te  D u n c a n  fe lt a sob in h is  th ro a t  
a s  he  u n fo ld e d  it, a n d  r e a d :

D ear  M o n t e : I am sending this by the 
man who took me away from the cottage. He 
is some sort of dick or bull, and lie's so 
crooked his shadow looks like a corkscrew. 
Be careful what you say before him. He 
claims that Bull is here in this house, but 
he probably is lying. I didn't run a way from 
you, dear. I love you now, and always will 1

D o ll y .

S rn ile r P it tm a n  no d d ed , and  sighed .
“ A  nice l i t t le  lady, and  as soon as  

you  an d  h e r  a r e  o u t  o f  th e  b ig  house, 
y o u  g e t m a rr ie d . I ’ll be y o u r b e s t m an . 
I ’ll do w h a t I  c a n  to  g e t y o u  b o th  off 
w ith  a  s h o r t  sen ten ce . Y ou  d id n 't  a c tu 
ally  g e t in to  th a t  m ail car. you  know , 
a n d  th a t ’ll help  som e. A lso , you  a in ’t 
b u ilt to  be a  c rook , a n d  n e ith e r  is little  
b r ig h t  eyes.

“ I g o t a  p re t ty  go o d  line  on  y o u  bo th , 
w hile  I  w as sh ad o w in g  you. T h a t  w as 
w hy I  g ra b b e d  D olly . I  knew  it w ould  
b u st b o th  y o u r  h e a rts , b u t th ey  h ad  to  
be busted . F o lk s  c a n ’t fool w ith  U nc le  
S a m ’s p ro p e r ty  an d  ge t aw ay  w ith  it, 
you  know . Y es , I  had  to  p la y  a p re tty  
low  b ra n d  o f  p o k e r, b u t b u s in ess  is 
b u s in e ss .”

S m iler w inced a t som e u n p le a sa n t 
m em ory , th e n  ag a in  tu rn e d  on  his jov ia l 
e x p ress io n . H e  shook  h is  h e a d  slow ly. 
“ Y o u ’re  w o n d e rin g  how  I  g o t th e  spo t 
o n  you , a f te r  you  w as so c lev e r in s in k 
in g  th a t  a u to m o b ile ?  W ell, to begin 
w ith , B u ll w a s n ’t dead — h e ’ll be  tried  
sam e tim e as  you. I  had a  b r ig h t idea 
and. g o t som e boys- I  know  on th e  n e w s
p a p e r  to  ru n  th a t li t t le  y a rn , an d  the  
o b itu a ry  notice.

“ T h e n  I  s tu ck  a ro u n d  w ith  a b ig  tin  
s ta r  p in n ed  o n to  m y  co a t till you  show ed  
up . I  h ad  a  good  d esc rip tio n  o f you  
fro m  som e o f  y o u r o ld  pals, a f t e r  B ull 
g av e  y o u r  n am e  a w a y  in  h is  d e lir iu m . 
B u t I  c o u ld n 't  be q u ite  su re  it w as you  
till you  tu rn e d  ro u n d  and  h o t- fo o te d  it

a w a y  f ro m  th e  u n d e r ta k e r ’s. T h e n  I  
k n o w ed  I had  you. Y o u  to o k  th e  ta x i 
cab  I ’d p la n te d  a t the c o rn e r  an d  sailed  
hom e. A f te r  th a t I  g o t th o se  fa k e  r e 
w a rd  bills p r in te d , an d  h ad  o ne  s tu ck  
up fo r  you  to  ru n  o n to  ev e ry  so o f te n . 
T h a t  g o t y o u r  g o a t— it a lw a y s  d o e s !”

M o n te ’s m ind  w as g ro p in g  to w a rd  
the ligh t.

“ Y o u  g o t y o u rse lf  p in ch ed — in  S om - 
m e rv il le ? ” he  w hispered .

" A b so lu te ly !  I  w a n te d  a  ch an ce  to  
ru n  a ro u n d  w ith  you , a n d  I h it on th e  
idea  o f  m a k in g  you  p ick  m e o u t, an d  
a sk  to  go  w ith  m e. T h e n  th e  y a rn  
a b o u t m u rd e r in g  the  sh e riff , a n d  som e 
m o re  b ills— m y m en  looked a f t e r  th a t  
fo r  m e. I ’ve k ep t in to u ch  w ith  th em , 
r ig h t  a lo n g , w hile you  w e re  sn o rin g . 
A n y th in g  else, b ro th e r?  T h e re ’ll be  a 
tr a in  a lo n g  in  ab o u t five m in u te s !”

M o n te  sighed. H e  sh o o k  h is  head 
res ig n ed ly  a n d  reach ed  in to  h is p ocket. 
D ra w in g  o u t the  w alle t he h a d  com e to  
look  up o n  w ith  m ing led  d re a d  an d  f a s 
c in a tio n , he  h a n d e d  it a c ro ss  to  S m ile r.

" I  d id n 't  touch  a cen t o f  i t ,” he  m a t 
te red . “ S om ehow . I  c o u ld n ’t b r in g  m y 
self to  i t ! I  fe lt th a t  th e  m oney  w as 
h o o d o o e d !”

“ S u re — sto len  m oney  a lw ay s  is. B e
sides. g e ttin g  so fond  o f M iss  D olly  
w as tu rn in g  you  s tra ig h t, w ith o u t you  
k n o w in g  it. A  little  s tre tc h  in  one o f  
U n c le  S a m ’s h o m e s’ll do  th e  re s t fo r  
you . B u t  I  k n o w e d  all a b o u t th is  ju n k .”

S m ile r  P it tm a n  slid o ff th e  ru b b e r  
b a n d  a b o u t th e  w alle t an d  sp re a d  th e  
la t te r  open. I t  w as s tu ffed  w ith  c ig a r  
coupons.

“ Y o u  see, the  g e n t th a t  lo s t th is 
m oney  h a d  a h a n k e r in g  to  con n ec t w ith  
it a g a in ! ” he  co ncluded . “ S o  I  slid  it 
o u t  o f y o u r  pocket th a t f irs t n ig h t a f te r  
we le f t  S om m erv ille , an d  sw itched  these  
little  slips o f  p a p e r  fo r  th e  go ldbacks.
I  sen t th e  m a zu m a  back  to  th e  fe llow  it 
be longed  to . I  knew  y o u 'd  n e v e r t ry  
to  sp en d  n o n e  o f  th e  to a d sk in s— I co u ld  
see it in  y o u r e y e s !”



THANKS TO THE DOCTOR
By Donald Van Riper

Author of “W here He Aimed,” etc.

0  R ill H a r la n d  it seem ed  th a t  
life  w a s  a n  e n d le ss  successio n  
o f  tro u b le s . H e  h a d  s tead ily  
su n k  lo w er and  lo w e r  b e 

n e a th  th e  w e ig h t o f  m iser} ' u n ti l ,  a t  
la s t, he  h a d  reach ed  th e  u tte rm o s t  
f r in g e  o f re sp e c ta b ili ty . L o o k in g  back, 
h e  w as a m azed  a t  th e  idea th a t  h e  e v e r  
h a d  q u it a  go o d  jo b  v o lu n ta rily . T h a t  
h a d  been  th e  'first step .

H e  h a d  q u it a  job . T h e  v e ry  th o u g h t 
w ru n g  a q u e e r  sm ile  f ro m  Bill H a r 
land . F o r  one reaso n  o r a n o th e r  he 
h ad  q u it  m a n y  jo b s . In  one place th e re  
w as no  ch a n c e  a h e a d . I n  a n o th e r  th e  
boss p layed  fa v o rite s . In  a n o th e r  th e re  
w ere  th re e  sons w ho w ould  g e t the  
p lu m s as  th e y  cam e to  m an h o o d . A l
w ay s  he h ad  been  d isp leased  w ith  co n 
d itio n s . T h e  th in g  fin a lly  cam e  to  be  
a  h ab it.

T h e n  he h a d  been  fired . T h e  m e m 
o ry  b ro u g h t a  sh a m e fa c ed  flu sh  to  B ill 
H a r la n d ’s ta n n e d  face . T h e  s tig m a  
c lu n g  to  h im . O n ly  d r i f te r s  and- b um s

w e re  fired  in  th e  to w n  o f  W ire c liff . 
T o o  la te , h e  d isco v ered , th a t  d r if t in g  
is b u t  th e  p re lu d e  to  s in k in g .

W ith  h im  h e  h ad  ta k e n  J e a n n ie  a n d  
th e  k id s . H e r  fa ith  in  h im  w a s  as 
b lind  a s  th e  c h ild re n ’s. S h e  b e liev ed  
th a t  som e d ay  h a rd  luck  would- cease  
h o u n d in g  th em . J e a n n ie  k e p t  o n  sm il
ing . S om e day  th e y  w o u ld  c a tc h  u p  
w ith  th e ir  deb ts. S om e d ay  th e  ch il
d re n  w ould  a ll be w ell a t  once. S om e 
d ay  th ey  w ould  ge t th e ir  sh a re  o f  h a p p i
ness.

B ill H a r la n d ’s luck  h ad  tu rn e d . T h e  
p a th e tic  f e a tu r e  o f  th a t  tu rn in g  w as 
th a t  he  d id  n o t d a re  to  s h a re  th e  k n o w l
ed g e  w ith  h is w ife . S h e  w o u ld  n o t  u n 
d e rs ta n d  th a t  if  h e  d id  n o t  ta k e  th e  
m o n ey  it w ou ld  be h is  f in ish  o n  the  
W ire c lif f  d ra w b rid g e . J e a n n ie  w ou ld  
n e v e r  u n d e rs ta n d  th a t  b o o tle g  m o n ey  
w as f a i r  g a m e  to  th o se  lu c k y  e n o u g h  
to  be  in  its  p a th .

I t  w as  n o t  enough  th a t  Land! h a d  
p o litica l pu ll sufficien t to  g e t him- fired .
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H e  m u s t b e  b o u g h t. T h e  m an  on  th a t  
b r id g e  h a d  to  b e  o n  L a n d ’s .pay ro ll. 
H e  m u s t  b e  p a r t  o f  L a n d 's  o rg a n iz a 
tio n . I t  w as cash  m oney , easy  m oney . 
B ill H a r la n d  h a d  com e a lre a d y  to  like 
th e  fee l o f  i t  b e n e a th  h is  fingers.

T h is  m o rn in g  he w as w a itin g  fo r  
L a n d ’s com ing . L a s t  n ig h t th e r e  h ad  
been  tw o  o f  L a n d ’s tru c k s  th a t  had  
ru m b le d  o v e r  th e  b rid g e , a n d  so L a n d  
w o u ld  h av e  a  l i t t le  p re se n t to  m a k e  th is  
m o rn in g . I t  w as easy  to  w a it h e re . 
S h o re w a rd , s tre tc h e d  th e  b rid g e  ac ro ss  
th e  sun-flecked  r iv e r . O v e r  th e re  w as 
W ire c lif f  w ith  th e  fa c to ry  s tack s sh o w 
in g  ab o v e  th e  tre e s . In  p la in  v iew  on  
th e  o th e r  b a n k  w a s  H a r la n d 's  h o u se .

H e  g lanced  th a t  w ay  an d  saw  Je a n n ie  
ru n n in g  a c ro ss  th e  su n -b a k e d  yard ' in 
p u r s u i t  o f  th e  baby . T h e  tw o  o ld e r  
c h ild re n  w ere  a t  school. H e  h ad  
w a tc h e d 1 th e m  tru d g e  b y  o n  th e i r  w ay  
to  W ire c lif f  a n  h o u r b e fo re . G ood  
boys, b o th  o f  th em . Y o u n g  B ill, b ig  
a n d  v ig o ro u s , sh o w in g  a t  tw e lv e  a 
p ro m ise  o f d u p lic a tin g  H a r la n d ’s 
p o w e rfu l b u ild . T h e  second boy, E d d ie , 
w as d iffe re n t. H e  h ad  a s lig h t a n d  
w iry  s tre n g th , a  g e n tle r  face . H e  w as 
m o re  J e a n n ie ’s ch ild . B o th  go o d  k id s , 
a n d  th e  baby , n a m e d  a f t e r  J e a n n ie , w as 
ju s t  a b o u t a ll th a t  a  baby  c o u ld  be  in  
B ill H a r la n d ’s ey es.

H e  looked  a ro u n d  s w if tly  as  h e  
h e a rd  the  sw ish  o f ' t i re s  d ra g g in g  
a g a in s t th e  flo o rin g  o f th e  b rid g e . I t  
w as L a n d . H e  sa t th e re  in  th e  ro a d 
s te r  a n d  co n te m p la te d  H a r la n d .

“ W e ll? ”
H a r la n d  w aited '. W h e n  L a n d  w ore  

th a t  th o u g h tfu l  lo o k  it behooved  m en  
like H a r la n d  to  w ait.

“ W e ll ,” re p e a te d  L a n d , “ w hy the  
d a y d re a m .”

H a r la n d  g r in n e d . “ I  w as th in k in g  
a b o u t a  li t t le  cash  tra n s a c t io n .”

L a n d  d re w  a c risp  te n -d o lla r  b ill 
f ro m  h is pocket. “ T h e re  you  a re ,” sa id  
L a n d . “ A  te n -sp o t.”

T h e  m o n ey  fa ir ly  flashed o u t o f  s ig h t

in to  B ill’s pocket. H e  w as  n o t q u ite  
h a rd e n e d  to  th is  so r t  o f  th in g . H e  
w a s  s till consc ious o f  th e  ta in t o f  easy  
m oney .

L a n d  sm iled . T h e re  w as n o th in g  
p le a s a n t in  th is  e x p re ss io n . B asica lly  
th e re  w as n o th in g  p le a sa n t a b o u t th e  
m an , a n y w ay . T h e re  w as  a  b ro o d in g  
shadow  o f th ick  b ro w s  o v e r L a n d ’s 
h a rd  eyes. T h e r e  w as  a g r im  se t to  
th e  m o u th  th a t  no  fo rc e d  sm ile  could  
re a lly  w ipe o u t. In  h is  h e a r t  B ill 
fe a re d  L a n d . I t  w as n o t on ly  th e  
d a n g e r  o f  lo sin g  h is jo b  as b r id g e  te n 
d er. H is  f e a r  w e n t d e e p e r th a n  th a t. 
I t  even w e n t d e e p e r  th a n  th e  h o ld  o f 
th a t  ta in te d  m oney . B e n e a th  th a t  p ro s 
p e ro u s  e x te r io r  w as still th e  c r e a tu re  
o f  L a n d ’s b eg in n in g s . B a lk e d  o r  
c ro sse d  th e re  w as n o th in g  th a t  L a n d  
w ou ld  n o t be capable o f  do ing .

L a n d ’s vo ice  ro u se d  h im  lik e  th e  
c ra c k  o f  a  w hip. “ T o -n ig h t,” sa id  
L a n d , “ I  w a n t to  c h an g e  th e  p ro g ra m  
a  l i t t le .” H e  sh u t o ff  th e  m o to r  an d  
c lim bed  o u t. B ill H a r la n d  fo llo w ed  
h im  a s  h e  w a lk ed  o v e r  to  th e  ra il o f  
th e  b rid g e . A s h is le a d e r  p ro p p e d  h is  
e lb o w s o n  th e  ra ilin g  a n d  s ta re d  o u t o n  
th e  r iv e r ,  B ill fo llo w ed  su it.

“ T o -n ig h t ,” sa id  L a n d . “ I  am  g o 
in g  to  g ive  you  a  c h a n c e  to  m a k e  som e 
re a l m o n ey .”

B ill s h o t a  s id ew ise  g la n c e  a t  th e  
o th e r  m an . R ea l m oney  ? H e  w o n 
d e red  w h a t L a n d ’s d e fin itio n  o f  re a l 
m oney  w as. H e  w ondered i ju s t  w h a t 
h e  w o u ld  h a v e  to  do to  e a rn  it. B ill’s 
g la n c e  r e tu rn e d  th o u g h tfu l ly  to  th e  
r iv e r  flow ing  d e e p  a n d  sw if t  b e n e a th  
them .

“ C ould  you  u se  th re e  h u n d re d  do l
la r s ? ”

B ill g a sp e d . C ould  he u se  th re e  
h u n d red ' d o lla r s ?  T h a t  w o u ld  c lean  
u p  a ll h is  b ills— all th e  m o n e y  h e  h a d  
b o rro w e d . H e  cou ld  g e t  J e a n n ie  a  
d re ss . H e  m ig h t ev en  le t y o u n g  B ill 
h a v e  a  ball g love. T h re e  h u n d re d  d o l
la rs  ! H e  a lm o st d o u b te d  h is  o w n  e a rs .
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“ T h re e  h u n d re d  d o lla rs ,’’ re p e a te d  
L a n d . “ W h a t  do  y o u  s a y ? ’’

B ill looked  a t  h im . L a n d ’s face  w as 
a  m ask . H e  cou ld  read  n o th in g  th e re . 
T h e  v e ry  s ize  o f  the sum  s tag g e red  
B ill. T h e re  w o u ld  be m o re  in v o lv ed  
th a n  a m e re  m a tte r  o f  silence. T h e  
b ills in h is p o ck e t h ad  been  easy  m oney . 
A ll th a t  he rece iv ed  th em  fo r  w as to 
k e e p  h is m o u th  sh u t co n c e rn in g  L a n d 's  
ru m -ru n n in g  tru c k s . S im p le  h u sh  
m oney  th a t  w as, b u t th is  w o u ld , he  
well knew , be som eth ing  en tire ly  d i f 
fe re n t.

“ D o n ’t s ta n d  th e re  like a  d u m m y ,” 
snappedi L a n d . “ C a n ’t y o u  ta lk . '’’

Bill nod d ed .
“ W h a t  do y o u  sa y  th e n ? ”
“ O f  c o u rse  I  can  u se  th re e  h u n d re d

d o lla rs , b u t------- ”
“ B u t— w h a t? ”
“ T h a t ’s i t ,” ch oked  B ill. “ W h a t  do  

I  h a v e  to  do to  e a rn  i t ? ”
“ E a r n  i t ? ” L a n d 's  la u g h te r  w as 

h a rd  as na ils . “ G et it, y o u  m ean . N o 
o n e  e v e r  e a rn s  th r e e  h u n d re d  do lla rs  
fo r  d o in g  a  fa v o r  f o r  a  co u p le  o f 
h o u rs .”

“ W h a t do  I  h av e  to  d o ? ”
“ N e x t d o o r to  n o th in g ,” a n sw e re d  

L a n d . “ I  ju s t  w a n t you to  see  th a t th is  
b r id g e  is o u t o f  co m m iss io n  w h en  I 
w a n t it to  be to -n ig h t. I f  y o u  ever 
g e t  e a s ie r  p ick in g s  th a n  th a t ,  le t  m e 
k n o w .”

B ill s ta re d  a t  L a n d . T h e re  m u st be 
m o re  to  it th a n  th is . W h y , it w as th e  
sam e th in g  a s  h a n d in g  h im  th re e  h u n 
d re d  d o lla rs  fo r  n o th in g !

L a n d  sp o k e  now  w ith  u n d e rs ta n d in g . 
“ O f  c o u rse , y o u ’re  w o n d e rin g  w h a t it 
is a ll a b o u t. Y o u ’re  try in g  to  g u e ss  
w h a t  else you  h a v e  to  do. A n d  so I 'l l  
te ll y o u  th a t  it is im p o r ta n t. I ’ll te ll 
y o u , too , th a t  I  w a n t th is  b r id g e  open 
a t  th e  r ig h t  tim e . I w a n t th is  b rid g e  
p o in tin g  u p  a n d  d o w n s tre a m  to -n ig h t, 
a n d  I  w a n t y o u  to  k e e p  jt  th a t  w ay , no 
m a tte r  w h a t h a p p e n s . C an  y o u  loosen  
a n y th in g  t h a t ’ll g iv e  y o u  a  g o o d  y a rn

a b o u t how  y o u  g o t th e  d ra w  o p e n  an d  
c o u ld n ’t g e t i t  c lo se d ? ”

“ T h re e  o r  fo u r  th in g s  lik e  th a t  cou ld  
h a p p e n ,” a n sw e re d  B ill. “ Y o u  ca n  
leav e  th a t  en d  to  m e. W h a t  I  w a n t to  
k n o w  is w h a t it is all a b o u t? ”

" T h e  less  you  k n o w  th e  b e tte r  off 
y o u ’ll b e ,” m u rm u re d  L a n d . “ A n d  if 
you  fa il------- ”

T h e  p a u se  w as s ig n ifican t, packed  
fu ll o f  p ro m ise d  p en a lty  f o r  fa ilu re .

“ I f ”— Bill h e s ita te d , f r ig h te n e d  a t 
h is  ow n  d a r in g — “ if i t  is a s  im p o r ta n t 
a s  all th a t, m ay b e  th r e e  h u n d re d  do l
la r s  is a c h e a p  p ric e .”

“ I sa id  th re e  h u n d re d  d o l la r s !” 
“ W h e n  do I  g e t p a id ? ”
“ T o -m o rro w , o f c o u rse .”
B ill s lo w ly  sh o o k  h is  h ead . “ I ’d 

r a th e r  g e t  p a id  now . I f  th is  th in g  is 
w o r th  th re e  h u n d re d  d o lla rs , th e n  I  
w an t m y m o n ey  now . S o m e th in g  
m ig h t h a p p e n  th a t  I  w o u ld n ’t g e t  m y  
m o n ey  to -m o rro w .” H e  d id  n o t deem  
it  w ise  to  be to o  e x p lic it o n  th is  la s t  
p o in t. O n e  th in g  was- c e r ta in . I f  
L a n d  w as  p a y in g  h im  th re e  h u n d re d  
d o lla rs , th e n  th is  m u s t be  so m e  m a s te r  
s tro k e  o f  c r im in a lity  th a t  la y  a h e a d . 
L a n d , in  such  a n  e v e n t, m ig h t e a s ily  be 
k illed  if  th e  s ta k e s  w e re  b ig  e n o u g h . 
B esid es  th is  th e re  w as o n e  o th e r  id ea  
in  B ill’s m in d . I t  w o u ld  b e  e a sy  fo r  
L a n d  to  p ro m ise  th re e  h u n d re d  an d  
th e n  co n v e n ie n tly  fo rg e t  th e  p rice  
w h e n  th e  m o rro w  cam e.

H o w e v e r , L a n d  h a u le d  f o r th  a  g re a t  
ro ll o f  b ills. “ H o w  do  y o u  w a n t th e  
m o n e y ? ” h e  d e m a n d e d . “ B ig  -bills? 
L it t le  b i l ls ? ”

“ T h e  sm a lle r th e  b e t te r ,” a n sw e re d  
Bill. H e  w a s  th in k in g  o f  J e a n n ie . T h e  
possessio n  o f  a n y th in g  la rg e r  th a n  a  
te n -d o lla r  bill w ou ld  q u ick ly  s t ir  h e r  
to susp ic ion .

M e th o d ica lly , b u t  w ith  th e  sp eed  o f  
e x p e rie n c e , L a n d  c o u n te d  o u t th e  
m oney . T h e n  as h e  le a fe d  b a c k  m o re  
slow ly  in  a  seco n d  c o u n t, h e  a d d re sse d  
h im se lf  on ce  a g a in  to  B ill H a r la n d .
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“ T h e  b ig  th in g  I ’m  b u y in g  f ro m  you 

is a  s h u t head . Y o u  can  d o  e v e ry th in g
e ls e  a s  I  say , b u t  if you  ta lk ------- ’’
L a n d  p u sh e d  back  h is lip s  in  a  m ir th 
less  g r in . B ill could ' n o t m is ta k e  th e  
d e a d ly  in fe re n c e  o f  th a t  su d d en  silence.

“ D o n ’t w o rry  a b o u t m y  ta lk in g . A n d  
if  a ll y o u  w a n t to  d o  is to  fa k e  a  b re a k 
d o w n  o f  th e  d ra w , w hy, th a t ’ll be v e ry  
e a sy .”

“ T h a t  isn ’t  q u ite  all o f  i t ,”  sa id  L a n d . 
H e  tu rn e d  once m o re  to  th e  ra il  an d  
p o in te d  to  th e  li t t le  ro w b o a t, fa s te n e d  
a t  th e  d o w n stre a m  s id e  o f  th e  c e n te r  
p ie r . “ T h a t  b o a t b e tte r  be se t a d r i f t  
a lo n g  a b o u t te n  o ’clock to -n ig h t.”

“ S a y ,” p ro te s te d  B ill, “ I  n e e d  th a t 
b o a t  w h en  th e re  is a  re a l b reak d o w n  
o n  th is  b rid g e . T h e re  is n ’t a n o th e r  
b o a t f o r  a  m ile  in  e ith e r  d ire c tio n .”

“ C u t th e  b o a t loose like  I  te ll you  
a t  te n  to -n ig h t,”  w as L a n d ’s resp o n se . 
“ I f  y o u  a r e n ’t g o in g  to  fo llo w  o rd e rs  
to  th e  d o t  y o u ’d b e tte r  h a n d  m e  back 
th a t  m o n ey .”

“ A ll r ig h t ,” s ig h e d  B ill, “ I ’ll do  a s  
y o u  s a y .”

“ A n d  n o w ,” a d d e d  L a n d , “ ju s t  g iv e  
m e  o n e  o f  th o se  s igns ou t o f  th e  b rid g e  
sh a n ty . O n e  o f  th o se  th a t  say s ‘D e 
to u r— B rid g e  n o t W o rk in g .’ I  w a n t to 
s tic k  o ne  in  m y  c a r .  I  c a n  u se  i t  to 
n ig h t .”

L a n d  d id  n o t  have, a n y th in g  fu r th e r  
to  s a y  u n til h e  h a d  s to w ed  th e  sign 
sa fe ly  o u t o f  s ig h t u n d e r  th e  b a c k  deck  
o f  th e  ro a d s te r . T h e n  h e  c lim bed  in to  
the  d r iv e r ’s se a t. F ro m  th a t  p o in t o f  
v a n ta g e  h e  spoke to  Bill.

“ A t ten  y o u  com e o u t h e re . T e ll 
y o u r  w ife  y o u  h e a r  a q u e e r  n o ise  o u t 
o n  th e  b rid g e . F i r s t  th in g  y o u  d'o is 
to  c u t th a t  b o a t loose. T h e n  as  soon  
a s  y o u  g e t  a chance , o p en  th e  d ra w . 
W ith o u t  fa il  h av e  it  o p en  a t  h a lf  p a s t 
te n . T h a t ’ll leav e  you  o u t h e re  in  th e  
m id d le  a n d  n o  o n e  will b e  ab le  to  p ro v e  
th a t  th e  b rid g e  w a sn 't  b ro k en  d o w n . 
A n d  th en , n o  m a t te r  w h a t h a p p e n s , I  
w a n t you  to  s ta y  h e re  a n d  n o t sw in g

th e  b rid g e  back  u n ti l  tw e lv e  o ’clock—  
n o  m a tte r  w h a t h ap p en s . A n d  lis ten  
to  m e, B ill, if  y o u  fa il m e I ’ll g u a r 
a n te e  y o u ’ll n o t  liv e  to  m a k e  a n o th e r  
m is ta k e .”

T h is  w as said  in a calm , m a tte r -o f -  
fa c t  vo ice  th a t  m ad e  th e  th r e a t  d o u b ly  
im p ress iv e . H a d  L a n d  p o in ted  a  g u n  
a t  h is head . B ill H a r la n d  c o u ld  n o t 
h a v e  b een  m o re  co n v inced  th a t  h e  s to o d  
in  d ead ly  d a n g e r  i f  he  fa ile d  L a n d . So 
h e  s to o d  th e re  as  th e  o th e r  d ro v e  off. 
In  h is  p o ck e t w as L a n d ’s m o n ey . In  
h is  h e a r t  w as fea r.

T h e  w h is tle  o f an  a p p ro a c h in g  b a rg e  
ro u se d  him . W h e n  th e  d ra w  w as o p en  
he w a tc h e d  th e  b a rg e  com e slow ly  p as t. 
A t  e i th e r  end o f  th e  b r id g e  he  co u ld  see 
th e  w a rn in g  g a te s  in  p lace , a n d  th e re  
he  saw  c a r s  w a itin g  im p a tie n tly  w h ile  
th e  b a rg e  pu ffed  its w e a ry  w ay  u p 
s tre a m . A ll in  a  d a y ’s w o rk  w as th a t  
so r t  o f  th in g . O p e n  th e  d ra w , close 
th e  d ra w , ho ld  up  th e  la n d  tra ffic  th a t  
th e  s lo w -g o in g  r iv e r  c o m m erce  m ig h t 
go  by. F iv e  m iles a b o v e  a n d  a  b it  m o re  
th a n  th a t  below  th e re  w e re  o th e r  
d raw s. T h e r e  th is  sam e b u s in e ss  m u s t 
b e  e n ac ted . T h e re  so m e o th e r  m en  
e a rn e d  a m o n o to n o u s  liv in g  in  a  m o- 
to n o u s  w ay.

I t  w as w ell p a s t n o o n  b e fo re  he h a d  
a  ch an ce  to  h u r ry  o v e r to  h is  h o u se  fo r  
d in n e r . H e  h a d  seen  h is  b o y s  go  an d  
com e f ro m  d in n e r . A s th e y  h a d  p assed  
h e  h ad  ca lle d  to  th e m . N o w  b e  m u s t 
face  J e a n n ie . I f  o n ly  th e re  w as som e 
w ay  th a t  he  co u ld  acco u n t f o r  the  
m oney . H e  m u s t th in k  u p  a good  s to ry  
ab o u t f in d in g  it.

W h e n  he  w alked  in  th e  h o u se  he  
fo rg o t a ll a b o u t th e  m o n ey  a t  s ig h t o f  
J e a n n ie ’s face . S h e  loo k ed  t i r e d  and  
w o rn . H e  sensed  bad  n e w s  w ith  one 
look in to  h e r  eyes.

“ B a b y ’s n o t fee lin g  v e ry  go o d , B ill.”
B ill said  n o th in g . I t  w as  a n  o ld  

s to ry . A lw ay s  th e re  w as  o n e  th in g  
w ro n g  o r  a n o th e r . H e  w a ite d  to  h e a r  
th e  re s t  w ith  h is  h e a r t  a c h in g  w ith in
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h im . A lw ay s  th e re  w as so m e th in g  
w ro n g .

“ I ju s t  c o u ld n ’t  k eep  h e r  o u t o f th e  
s u n .”

“ I k n o w ,” sa id  Bill. “ I  saw  you  
c h a s in g  h e r  e a rly  th is  m o rn in g . W h e re  
is sh e ? ”

“ B e d ,” a n sw e re d  his w ife . “ S he  
fe lt a  li t t le  fe v e r is h .”

"B es t p lace  fo r  h e r ."  ap p ro v e d  Bill. 
“ I t  su re  is to u g h , isn 't  i t?  Y o u  h a v 
in g  to  do all th e  w o rk  and, be ing  n u rse  
m ost o f  th e  tim e to  boot. M o re  h a rd  
lu ck .”

“ M o re  h a rd  lu c k ,"  echoed  J e a n n ie . 
“ B u t”— she b raced  h e rse lf  a n d  faced  
h im  w ith  a p itifu lly  c h e e rfu l sm ile—  
“ sh e 'll be  all r ig h t. Y o u  b e tte r  h u r ry  
th ro u g h  w ith  y o u r  d in n e r. T h e  fe llow  
a t  th e  u p p e r  b rid g e  ju s t  p h o n e d  th a t  
th e re  w as a s tr in g  o f b rick  ba rg es co m 
in g  d o w n ."

B ill w en t a t h is  d in n e r  fo r th w ith . 
M o re  th a n  ev e r he w ished  th a t he cou ld  
tell J e a n n ie  ab o u t the m o n ey  in  h is  
po ck e ts . T h a t  w as ju s t  th e  so r t  o f  
n ew s she  n eed ed  ju s t  now . Y e t he  w as 
a f ra id . H e  m u st fig u re  o u t a s to ry  
th a t  w ou ld  fool h e r  co m ple te ly . I f  
she  e v e r  g u e sse d  the  t ru th  th a t w o u ld  
be th e  end  o f  ev e ry th in g .

A t ab o u t f o u r  th a t  a f te rn o o n , vou n g  
B ill cam e lim p in g  ov er the  b ridge . 
“ R a n  a  na il in  m y  fo o t, d a d ."

B ill to ld  h im  w h a t to  do a n d  w a rn e d  
h im  n o t to  b o th e r  h is m o th e r . H e  sa t 
th e re  w ea rily  th e n . M o re  h a rd  luck. 
A lw ay s  th e  sam e sto ry . B ill H a r la n d  
sa t an d  .pondered  ju s t  h o w  he w ould  
acco u n t fo r  th a t  th re e  h u n d re d  d o lla rs .

M ean w h ile  M ik e  L a n d  h ad  been  
p u sh in g  ah ead  w ith  his p lans. M ike  
h a d  p la n n e d  one m a s te r  s tro k e  of 
c rim e . H e  c o n te m p la te d  a h a u l th a t  
w o u ld  b rin g  h im  th e  e a rn in g s  o f  h a lf  a 
dozen  life tim e s  in  th e  space o f a  few  
h o u rs . M ik e  w as th ro u g h  w ith  th e  
to w n  o f W irec liff . A f te r  to -n ig h t h is  
e rs tw h ile  a c q u a in ta n ce s  w o u ld  see h im  
no  m o re . T h e y  m ig h t c rav e  th e  s ig h t

o f  h im , b u t, if possib le , h e  in te n d e d  
th a t  su ch  d e s ire s  sh o u ld  be  in  v a in . 
B e g in n in g  a t  n in e  o ’c lock  to -n ig h t, tw o 
o f  th e  m o s t se a so n ed  b an k  yeggs in  th e  
c o u n try  w ou ld  be a t  w o rk  on  th e  s tro n g  
b o x es o f  th e  W ire c lif f  T r u s t  C o m p an y . 
T h e  w a tc h m a n  o f  th e  W ire c liff  T r u s t  
b e liev ed  th a t  h e  a n d  'M ike L a n d 1 w e re  
equal p a r tn e r s  in th e  schem e a n d  th e  
p ro fits . M ik e  L a n d ’s yeggs w ou ld  w o rk  
u n d is tu rb e d . A s M ik e  th o u g h t o f  th a t  
g u llib le  w a tc h m a n  he  sm iled  in  th a t  u n 
p le a sa n t w ay  o f  h is .

B esides th e  tw o  s a f e  e x p e r ts  th e re  
w e re  tw o  o th e r  m e n  in  o n  th is  job . 
T h e s e  tw o . G illin  a n d  S e a rin g , w e re  
th e  p ick  o f th e  b o o tleg g in g  m ob  th a t  
L a n d  h ad  fo rm e d . T h e y  w ere , in  fa c t, 
th e  on ly  tw o  w ho  h ad  re m a in e d  lo y a l 
in  th e  face  o f  L a n d 's  re c e n t ad v e rs ity . 
L a n d  h ad  k e p t u p  a  f r o n t  in  W ire c liff . 
T h a t  he  h a d  been h ija c k e d  o u t o f m o s t 
o f  h is  fo r tu n e , w as th e  u n b e lie v a b le  
tru th . T h a t  he  h a d  lo s t th o u sa n d s  on  
th o u sa n d s , try in g  to  gam b le  b ack  h is  
lo s t  m o n ey , w a s  ju s t  a s  unbelievab le .

T o  th e  c itizen s  o f  W ire c lif f  it w as 
a  m a t te r  o f  co m m on  k n o w led g e  th a t  
L a n d  w as u n d u ly  p ro sp e ro u s  fo r  a  
tru c k m a n . I f  once th e y  fo u n d  o u t 
th a t  h e  w as p ra c tic a lly  b ro k e  it w ou ld  
n o t tak e  lo n g  fo r  th e m  to  be  a f t e r  h im . 
So now  h e  w as p la n n in g  o n e  d e sp e ra te  
coup . H e  w as  b u y in g  h is  w a jr w ith  
B ill H a r la n d  and  w ith  th e  tw o  s a f e 
c ra c k in g  g e n tle m e n . G illin  a n d  S e a r 
in g  w e re  each  to  h a v e  a sp lit. S e a r in g  
an d  G illin  w ere  g o in g  to  le a v e  th e  c o u n 
t r y  w ith  h im . I t  h a d  a ll been  p la n n e d  
o u t. T h e i r  tr a n s p o r ta t io n  e v e n  n o w  
re p o se d  in  M ik e  L a n d ’s pocket.

W h e n  h e  le f t  B ill H a r la n d  th a t 
m o rn in g , M ik e  L a n d  so u g h t o u t 
" W h ip ” G illin  a n d  “ R e d ” S e a rin g . T o  
th ese  tw o  a lo n e  d id  M ik e  L a n d  co n 
fide h is  re a l p la n s . T h e  th re e  sp en t 
se v e ra l h o u rs  in  th e  p r iv a c y  o f  th e  
office o f  th e  L a n d  T ru c k in g  a n d  C a r
r ie r  C o rp o ra tio n . I t  w as w ell p a s t noon
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w h e n  M ik e  w e n t o v e r  th e  p lan  o f th e ir  
escape  fo r  th e  .final tim e.

“ W h ip , h e re ,” he  sa id  as  he no d d ed  
to w a rd  G illin , “ h as  all the  d o p e  on th e  
te le p h o n e  b u sin ess . So he  s ta r ts  clip 
p in g  th e  w ire s  a t  te n  th ir ty  sh a rp . Y ou  
say  i t ’ll tak e  h a lf  a n  h o u r .”

W h ip  G illin  no d d ed  a n d  p u tted  
p ro d ig io u s ly  a t h is  c ig a re tte .

“ T h e n  h e  ca n  lie re a d y  to  c lea r o u t 
a t  e leven . S o  I  d o n 't  s ta r t  th e  n o n  pus 
a t th e  b a n k  till th en . A n d  you , R ed. 
y o u ’re  to  be w a itin g  w ith  th e  boa t  at 
th e  r iv e r , a n d  on  th e  o th e r  s id e  y o u 're  
to  have  y o u r  ca r p la n te d .”

W h ip  G illin  spoke up , “ I suppose  
I ’m  to  g e t to  th e  b o a t an d  w ait, t o o : "

M ike  L a n d  n o d d ed  a n d  w en t on. 
“ A f te r  th e  ru m p u s  in to w n . I ’ll s ta r t  
o ff fo r  th e  b rid g e . T h e  yeggs w ill fo l
lo w  m e. A f te r  th a t  leave  it to  m e .”

“ T h e r e ’s on ly  o n e  th in g  th a t ’s w o r
ry in g  m e ,” s ig h ed  R e d  S e a r in g . “ S u p 
pose  th a t  B ill H a r la n d  boob  d o e sn ’t 
have  th e  d ra w  sw u n g  o p e n ?  Y o u ’ve 
g o t i t  a ll f ig u red  sa fe  en o u g h . W e  
h av e  th e  o n ly  b o a t f o r  a  coup le  o f  m iles 
in  e ith e r  d ire c tio n . T h e  p u r s u i t  h a s  to  
d e to u r  tw e n ty  m iles, no m a t te r  w h ich  
o f the  o th e r  b rid g e s  th e y  ta k e . A nd  
W h ip  w ill hav e  th e  p h o n es  dead  all
a lo n g  th is  s id e  o f  th e  r iv e r . B u t------- ’’
S e a r in g  p a u se d  as  if aga in  he  w as 
w e ig h in g  th e  h o r r id  d o u b t in  h is  m ind . 
“ J u s t  su p p o se  th a t  boob d o e sn ’t  sw in g  
th e  b rid g e  in to  m id s tre a m  an d  k eep  it 
th e r e ? ”

“ D o n ’t  w o rry  a b o u t t h a t ,” an sw ered  
L a n d . “ B u t o ne  th in g  su re  is t ru e —  
if  e v e r  a m a n  h a d  th e  f e a r  o f d ea th  
in  h im , i t ’s B ill H a r la n d . A n d  o u t
side  o f  th a t  I ’ve  a  b lam e g o o d  h u n ch  
th a t  B ill H a r la n d  w ill g o  a lo n g  w ays 
f o r  th re e  h u n d re d  d o lla rs . W h y , w hen  
I  m e n tio n e d  th a t  th re e  h u n d re d  bucks 
to  th a t  p ik e r  y o u  w ou ld  h av e  th o u g h t 
I ’d said  a  m illio n . F ro m  h a lf  p a s t te n  
till m id n ig h t h e ’ll be  s ittin g  o u t th e re  
sev en ty -fiv e  fe e t f ro m  e ith e r  sh o re , a n d  
if  all th e  police in  th e  w o rld  com e h e 'll

s ta y  th e re . H e  h a s  a  p re t ty  c le a r  id ea  
th a t  I ’ll g e t  h im  if a n y th in g  s lip s .”

“ Y o u 're  th e  d o c to r .” s ig h ed  R ed  
S e a rin g , “ a n d  o u ts id e  o f  b r in g in g  H a r 
land  in to  th is  I ’ll say  you  w ro te  a  sw ell 
p re sc rip tio n . W e ’ll g e t o ff to  a flying 
s ta r t .  W e ’ll trav e l th ro u g h  th e  open  
c o u n try  and: be on  th e  t r a in  a t  W o l- 
ver ton b e fo re  t i p  a la rm  is o u t. W ire -  
cliff l iving oft" here  on  th e  s p u r  line  an d  
th e  last t r a in  going  ou t  a t ten  w ill leave  
it. so th e y  w o n 't  even  know  w e ’ve cu t 
the  te le g ra p h  w ires , to o .”

L a n d  p u ffed  v is ib ly  w ith  p rid e . 
“ D o n 't  fo rg e t  th a t w e ’re  leav in g  the  
b a r ra c k s  o f  th e  S ta te  po lice  on  th is  side 
o f the  r iv e r . T h is  schem e, as  I  sa id  
b e fo re , is fool p ro o f .”

L a n d  th o u g h t th a t  h e  h a d 1 a  fo o l
p ro o f schem e. S o , too . d id  W h ip  
G illin . O n ly  R e d  S e a r in g  h ad  h is 
d o u b ts , a n d  the  o th e r  tw o  d isc o u n te d  
these , f o r  R e d  w as so m e th in g  o f a p e s 
s im is t a t  b es t. L a n d ’s p la n s  w ere  la id . 
H e  h ad  fig u red  e v e ry th in g  o u t. A t 
te n  th i r ty  R ed  S e a r in g  w as to  p lace  
th a t  d e to u r  sign  on th e  a p p ro a c h  ro a d  
to  th e  b rid g e . T h a t  w ou ld  tu r n  back  
a ll traffic  com ing  in to  W ire c lif f , an d  
n o n e  o f  i t  cou ld  re a c h  W ire c lif f  by the 
o th e r  ro a d s  b e fo re  q u a r te r  p a s t e leven .

L a n d  d id  no t h a v e  to  w a it till te n  
th ir ty . H e  w as sa v ag e ly  g lad  w h en  
a t n in e  be  a n d  his tw o  h ired  h e lp e rs  
slipped  in  to  a  side  alley  a n d  th en ce  
th ro u g h  a  w in d o w  o f  th e  W ire c lif f  
T ru s t .  A le x  C osg rove , n ig h t w a tc h 
m an, w as the  m an  th a t  le t th em  in to  
the  bank .

C osg rove  h a d  been  bold e n o u g h  in  
th e  p re lim in a ry  p la n n in g , b u t now , 
w ith  th e  a r r iv a l o f  a c tu a lity , h is  face  
w as p a s ty  white, a n d  h is  h an d s  fa ir ly  
q u iv e re d . T h e  tw o sa fe -c ra c k in g  g e n 
tlem en  s ta re d  a t  A le x  C o sg ro v e  w ith  a 
sn e e rin g  s o r t  o f  p ity . L a n d  d id  n o t 
w a s te  a  second  g lan ce  on th e  o ld e r  
m an .

“ Y o u  tw o lad s  g e t to  w o rk ,” he  o r 
d e re d . “ I  w a n t th is  jo in t  c leaned
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n e a te r  th a n  a  tu rk e y  th e  d a y  a f te r  
C h r is tm a s .”

T h e  yeggs k n e w  th e i r  tra d e . T h e  
W ire c lif f  T r u s t  re p re se n te d  e a sy  p ick 
ings. W ith  th e  w a tc h m a n  in  o n  th e  
jo b  e v e ry th in g  looked  ro sy . T h e  b an k  
itse lf  w as a n tiq u a te d . L u lle d  by g o o d  
luck , th e  officials h ad  fa l le n  f a r  b eh in d  
th e  m o d e rn  s ta n d a rd s  o f  b a n k  p ro te c 
tion . A g a in s t tw o  m o d e rn  g e n tlem en  
of an  old c ra f t ,  a rm ed  w ith  too ls  a n d  
m e ta l-c u ttin g  to rc h e s , th e  so-called  
v a u lts  w ere  a lm o st as fu ti le  as so m uch  
p a s te b o a rd .

L a n d  w a n te d  tim e. B e fo re  h e  le f t  
th e  b a n k  he  w as g o in g  to  to ss  a s id e  th e  
n o n -n eg o tiab le  stu ff . T h e re  w ould  be 
a  tre m e n d o u s  h a u l in  ca sh  a lone . T h e re  
w as th e  m o n ey  fo r  th re e  b ig  p a y  ro lls . 
T h e re  w as a lso  a la rg e  a m o u n t o f  ca sh  
f ro m  ta x e s . L a n d  w a n te d  it  all.

L a n d ’s jo b  w as to  tra v e l f ro m  post 
to  p o st w ith  C o sg ro v e  w h ile  th e  la t te r  
r a n g  in  o n  th e  w a tc h m a n ’s boxes. 
F ro m  tim e  to  tim e  he  m a d e  C o sg ro v e  
sh o w  h im se lf  o n  th e  m ain  floo r so th a t  
p a s se rs -b y  w ou ld  n o t  be in  th e  le a s t 
su sp ic io u s. A t such  tim e s  L a n d  w as 
m a d ly  s o r t in g  o v e r  se c u ritie s  b a c k  o f  
th e  co u n te rs .

T h e  tw o  p ro fe s s io n a ls  w e re  g o in g  a t  
th e  v au lts  like a  coup le  o f ra ts  a f t e r  
u n g u a rd e d  ch eese . L a n d  w as  g lo a tin g  
as h e  packed  th e  loo t c a re fu lly  in to  the  
su it  case he  h a d  b ro u g h t. A t th is  ra te  
to -m o rro w  w ou ld  find  th e  W ire c liff  
T r u s t  a  ru in e d  a n d  b eg g a red  in s t i tu 
tion .

A t o n e  side  L a n d  p laced  e ig h t th o u 
san d  d o lla rs  in  cash . T h a t  w as th e  
sp lit he  h a d  p ro m ise d  th e  tw o  s a fe  m en. 
H e  co u ld  lo o k  a t  it now  a n d  la u g h  a t  
its  in sign ificance . I n  c o n tra s t  w ith  th e  
w ea lth  he w as pack ing , it w as b u t a  
trifle .

E v e ry th in g  w as g o in g  w ith  c lock like 
p rec is io n . L a n d  laughed . H e  w as rich  
— rich  b ey o n d  h is  w ild est d re a m s. H e  
lo o k ed  u p  to  find C o sg ro v e  s ta r in g  
d o w n  a t  h im .

" I t ’s like  a  d re a m ,” m u tte re d  C o s
g ro v e , “ a n d  i t  is too  la te  now  to  g e t 
o u t o f  i t .”

L a n d  lo o k ed  u p  a n d  re g a rd e d  him  
w ith  a  v e iled  g lance. “ I ’ll say  i t ’s to o  
la te . I  should, th in k  y o u ’d  be  g r in n in g  
to  th in k  th a t  h a lf  o f th is  is y o u r s .”

C o sg ro v e  shook  h is h ead  s ilen tly  an d  
w e n t on  m ech an ica lly  to  r in g  h is n e x t 
w a tc h m a n ’s box . L a n d  looked  a f te r  
h im  an d  th e re  w as so m e th in g  in  th a t  
look  th a t  w o u ld  h av e  se t C o sg ro v e  to  
sc re a m in g  if  he co u ld  h av e  seen  it. 
L a n d  chuck led  d eep  w ith in  h is  th ro a t. 
T h e  d o d d e r in g  o ld  foo l 1 D id  he  su p 
pose th a t  M ik e  L a n d  w a s  g o in g  to  
ca lm ly  h a n d  h im  h a lf  o f  th is  lo o t?  A t 
e lev en  o ’clock-------

I t  w as a t  te n  th a t  B ill H a r la n d  le f t  
th e  h ouse . B e h in d  h im  h e  co u ld  h e a r  
th e  b aby  w h im p erin g . H e  lo o k ed  to  
sec  J e a n n ie  w ith  th e  baby . S h e  w as 
ro c k in g  s lo w ly  b ack  a n d  fo r th ,  th e  baby  
in  h e r  a rm s , c ro o n in g  a  b i t  in  tim e  w ith  
th e  m o v in g  c h a ir . B ill sho o k  h is  head  
as  th o u g h  so m e th in g  h a d  b lin d e d  h im .

“D o n ’t be  long , B ill ,” w h isp e red  
J e a n n ie . “ I ’m  a  li t t le  f r ig h te n e d . H e r  
eyes lo o k  sh in y  a n d  sh e  fee ls  h o t .”

B ill g ro w le d  u n in te llig ib ly  in  h is  
th ro a t .  H e  d a re d  n o t t r u s t  h im se lf  to  
speak . H e  d a re d  n o t  te ll J e a n n ie  th a t  
th e y  cou ld  a ffo rd  to  h a v e  th e  d o c to r. 
H e  tu rn e d  b ack  in d ec is iv e ly , th o u g h t 
a  m o m e n t, an d  th e n  w e n t on  to w a rd  
th e  b rid g e . D ir ty  m o n ey  o r  n o t, h e  
w o u ld  e a rn  th a t  th re e  h u n d re d  d o lla rs .

M ik e  L a n d  h a d  been  w ro n g  a b o u t 
th a t .  H e  had  e a rn e d  th a t  m o n ey  a  
th o u sa n d  tim e s  in  m u te  a g o n y  s ince  
he  had  p laced  it in  h is  pocket. P e r 
h ap s  “ e a rn e d ” w as th e  w ro n g  w ay to  p u t 
it. H e  h a d  p a id  f o r  it. E v e n  m oney  
h a d  its  p rice . P ie  w as a c tu a lly  sw e a t
in g  a s  h e  s te p p e d  u p o n  th e  b rid g e .

T h e  ac tio n  o f  c ra w lin g  d o w n  th e  c e n 
te r  p ie r  a n d  s e tt in g  th e  b o a t a d r i f t  
s te a d ie d  h im . H e  sw u n g  th e re , lo o k 
in g  a t  th e  sin g le  lig h t on th e  d a rk e r  
sh o re . H is  w ife  w as th e re . H is  flesh
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a n d  b lood  w as th e re . H e  g u lp ed  h a rd  
as  he  th o u g h t o f  th e  baby . T h e y  n eed  
n e v e r k n o w  a b o u t th is . T h e y  w ould  
th in k  like a ll th e  r e s t  th a t  som e acc id en t 
h a d  h a p p e n e d  to  th e  m e c h a n ism  o f th e  
b rid g e . H e  lo o k e d  a lo f t  now .

U p  th e r e  w as th e  pow er cab le  sw u n g  
h ig h  above th e  b r id g e  level. T h e re  
w as th e  p o w e r  h e  w ou ld  lo o se  f ro m  
th e  co n tro ls , a n d  th a t  lo n g  sp a n  o f  
s te e l-cased  ro a d  w o u ld  sw in g  p a ra lle l 
w ith  th e  s tre a m . S low ly  h e  s ta r te d  up  
to  th e  ro a d  level aga in .

H e  w ou ld  n o t m ove th e  b rid g e  a t  
once. H e  w o u ld  w a it a  b it. A s  long  
as  h e  d id  it  b e fo re  h a lf  p a s t te n  it 
would* be all r ig h t.

A t  tw en ty -fiv e  .past th e  h o u r  he  still 
s to o d  s ta r in g  a t  th e  lone ly  li t t le  h o u se . 
I n  th e  o p p o s ite  d ire c tio n  w as th e  r e 
flec ted  lig h t f ro m  th e  M a in  S tre e t 
w h ite  w a y  o f  W irec liff . H e  h ad  no  
eyes fo r  th a t.

T h e n  h is  eyes w idened . T h e  d o o r 
o f  h is  li t t le  h o u se  w as open . A cro ss  
th e  low -voiced  r iv e r  he h e a rd  je a n n ie  
c a llin g  h im . ‘'B ill, oh, B i l l ! ”

T h e re  w as  a  n o te  in  th a t  d is ta n t  call 
th a t  he  h a d  n e v e r  h e a rd  b e fo re . S he  
h a d  a lw ays been  so b rave . A n d  now  
in  th a t  a w fu l d a rk n e ss  h e  h e a rd  te r r o r  
c a llin g  to  h im .

Bill ra n . W h e n  h e  a rr iv e d  she w as 
c ro u ch ed  by th e  p h o n e  th a t th e  c o u n ty  
supp lied . H e  looked  a t  th e  b aby  on the  
couch . R e stle ss  li t t le  h a n d s , w ide eyes 
sh in in g  w ith  fe v e r . H e  h e a rd  th a t  baby 
vo ice  ca llin g , p ra t t l in g  in  d e lir iu m .

“ T h e  p h o n e , B ill,” w h isp e re d  J e a n 
n ie , “ I  ju s t  had  c e n tra l, b u t n o w  the  
w ire ’s dead . W e ’ll have  to  g e t a d oc
to r . O h , B ill, s h e ’s w orse , I te ll y o u .”

“ I ’ll g o ,” h e  g asp ed . “ I ’ll g o .” Mis 
te e th  c h a tte re d  as  th o u g h  th e  a i r  he  
b re a th e d  w ere  ice.

H e  d a sh e d  o u t o f  th e  h o u se  a g a in . 
H e  m u s t g e t a  d o c to r— th e  n e a re s t 
d o c to r. T h e re  w as a  y o u n g  fe llow , 
n am ed  R ic h a rd so n , n o t h a lf  a  m ile  
f ro m  th e  end  o f  th e  b rid g e .

M id w a y  on  the  b r id g e  h e  h a lte d . H e  
h ad  re m em b ered . L a n d  w a n te d  th a t  
b r id g e  sw u n g  w ide. A n d  h e , B ill H a r -  
la n d  w a n te d  it ju s t  w h e re  it  w as. H e  
la u g h e d  a s  he  th o u g h t how  L a n d  h a d  
th re a te n e d  h im . W h a t  w e re  th r e a ts  
now  ? T h e re  w as so m e th in g  in  th e  b a l
ance  n o w  th a t  he  c a re d  m o re  fo r  th a n  
he  d id  fo r  life  itse lf .

Y e t if  he  le f t  th e  b r id g e , L a n d  m ig h t 
c o n tr iv e  to  sw in g  i t  open . A n d  he, 
B ill H a r la n d , h a d  to  g e t th a t  d o c to r 
back  th e re  as  fa s t  a s  h e  could.

S u d d e n ly  he  fo u n d  h im se lf  in  th e  
b r id g e  sh an ty . T h e re  w ere  th e  c o n 
tro ls . S h in in g  p ieces o f  .m etal. Bill 
s ta re d  w ild ly . T h e n  in sp ira tio n . T h re e  
m in u te s  la te r  a n d  h e  w as ra c in g  o n  to 
w a rd  W irec liff . A s h e  ra n , h e  sobbed  
w ith  sh e e r  he lp less a n x ie ty . S u p p o se  
R ic h a rd so n  sh o u ld  be  o u t?  S u p p o se ?  
S u p p o se ?  T h e  w o rd  p o u n d e d  in  h is  
b ra in  a t  e v e ry  s tr id e . H e  k n ew  fe a r , 
b u t  n o t th a t  selfish  fe a r  h e  had  fe lt  
u n d e r  L a n d ’s g lo w e rin g  eyes. A t  th is  
m o m en t h e  could  hav e  faced  a  dozen  
d u ll b ru te s  like L a n d . H e  w as a f r a id  
h e  w o u ld  lose  th is  race .

A t e leven  o ’clock y o u n g  D o c to r  
R ic h a rd so n  re a c h e d  B ill H a r la n d 's  
h o u se . B ill s lum ped  d o w n  in  a c h a ir  
a n d  w a tc h e d  as  th e  d o c to r  le a n e d  o v e r 
th e  ch ild  o n  th e  couch . T h e re  w as a 
su ren ess  a b o u t th is  c r is p  y o u n g  fe llow  
th a t p u t h e a r t in  B ill.

A t  e lev en  o ’clock M ike I .a n d  c a r e 
fu lly  s ig h ted  th e  g u n  w ith  th e  s ilen cer 
a t  C osg rove . B e fo re  he cou ld  p re ss  
th e  tr ig g e r , C osg rove  tu rn e d  and  
scream ed . T h e  scream  d ied  a w a y  in  a 
h o rr ib le  ra ttle . L a n d  d id  n o t look  
tw ice  a t  th a t  w o und . C o sg ro v e  w as 
dead. T h e y  w ould  m o u rn  h im  in 
W ire c lif f  as a hero .

T h e  yeggs w ere a lre a d y  in  th e ir  c a r . 
O u t  cam e L a n d  a n d  ju m p e d  in to  h is 
ow n. A s th e  tw o veh icles ro u n d e d  th e  
c o rn e r  in to  A la in  S tre e t th e re  w as a 
sm all g ro u p  p e e r in g  cu rio u s ly  in  a t  th e  
b a n k  w indow s.
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L a n d  w as e x u lta n t. H e  was< g e ttin g  

a w a y  w ith  a  fo r tu n e . H e  w as  lead in g  
th e  tw o  y eg g s  in to  th e  h o p e le ss  t r a p  o f  
th a t  o pened  d ra w . T h e y  h a d  reach ed  
th e  o u ts k ir ts  w h en  L a n d  h e a rd  th e  fire 
s ire n  sh r ie k in g  th e  a la rm . T h a t  w ou ld  
tu rn  ev ery  one ou t. L a n d  w as g lo a t
in g  as  h e  th o u g h t o f the  w ay  he  h a d  
hand icapped , all p u rsu it.

T h e n  he  saw  th e  b rid g e . H e  saw , 
too , W h ip  G illin  an d  R e d  S e a r in g  
w ild ly  w aving ' th e i r  a rm s  fo r  h im  to  
h a lt. T h e  b r id g e  w as in  p lace !

H e  pu lled  u p  sh a rp ly . “ W h a t’s th e  
m a t te r  w ith  the  b r id g e ? "

“ C a n ’t  do a th in g ! "  g a sp e d  G illin  a s  
h e  c la m b e re d  in to  th e  c a r . “ T h e  
b r id g e  is locked  in  p lace. H a r la n d  o r  
so m e one r ip p e d  o u t all th e  co n tro ls  
and  even  d isco n n ec ted  th e  p o w er w ire s  
th a t  com e to  th e  to w e r .”

S e a r in g  w as a b o a rd  now . H e  
c ro a k e d  o u t h is  e te rn a l p e ss im ism : “ I 
to ld  you  th a t  b ig  boob  H a r la n d  w ou ld  
g u m  it. T h e  b o a t’s no t m uch  u se  to  u s  
n o w !"

“ S h u t  u p ! ” h issed  L a n d  as  h e  
s tep p ed  dow n  h a rd  on th e  g as . “ I  
c ro a k e d  one g u y  to -n ig h t.”

S e a r in g  u t te re d  a  p ro p h e c y . “ H e a r  
th a t  s ire n ?  I  g u e ss  y o u ’ll h a v e  to  
c ro a k  m o re  th a n  o n e  to  g e t c le a r  o f  
th is .”

G illin  h a d  been  lo o k in g  back. 
“ T h e re ’s a n o th e r  c a r  besides the  s a fe 
c ra c k e rs ’ r ig . A n d  it  is  c o m in g  hell 
b e n t f o r  b la z e s .”

A t d aw n  B ill H a r la n d  s to o d  w ith  
y o u n g  D o c to r  R ic h a rd so n , lo o k in g  a t  
th e  ru in e d  co n tro ls  o f  th e  b rid g e . 
“ T h e re  g o es  m y  job . I ’v e  to ld  you  th e  
w ho le  t ru th .  W h a t  do  y o u  a d v is e ? ”

“ L a n d  is d e a d ,” o b se rv e d  R ic h a rd 
son. “ Y o u  h av e  a  w ife  a n d 1 th re e  ch il
d re n ------- ”

“ T h a n k s  to  y o u .”
“ A n d ,” w e n t on R ic h a rd so n , “ I ’d  a d 

v ise  y o u  to  p ay  o ff all y o u r  deb ts. 
Q u it  y o u r  jo b  b e fo re  th e y  f ire  you . 
D o n 't  c o n fe ss  to  a n o th e r  soul. Y o u r  
w ife  k n o w s— I  k n o w — th e  t r u th .  Y o u  
can  g e t a  jo b  ta k in g  c a re  o f  m y  p lace  
and ' d r iv in g  f o r  m e  w ith o u t a  recom 
m e n d a tio n .”

B ill t r ie d  to  sp eak , b u t  R ic h a rd so n  
c u t h im  s h o r t .  “ I  b e liev e  fa te  m e a n t 
y o u  to  g e t  a  f r e s h  s ta r t .  T a k e  i t .”

TWO NEW COUNTERFEITS
rJ " 'H E  d ilig e n t c o u n te r fe i te r s  o f  th e  n a t io n ’s c u rre n c y  a re  s till b u s ily  a t  w o rk  

on  th e  a lw a y s  fa sc in a tin g  th o u g h  d a n g e ro u s  g am e  o f  t ry in g  to  b e a t th e  U n ite d  
S ta te s  t r e a s u ry  a t  its  ow n  fa v o r i te  p a s tim e . T w o  o f  th e  m o s t re c e n t sp ec im en s  
o f  th e  c o u n te r fe i t in g  a r t  a g a in s t  w h ic h  th e  p u b lic  h a s  been  w a rn e d  a re  a  five- 
d o lla r  n a tio n a l b a n k  n o te , a n d  a  tw e n ty -d o lla r  g o ld  ce rtif ica te .

T h e  f iv e -d o lla r  bill b e a rs  th e  p o r t r a i t  o f  B e n ja m in  H a r r is o n  a n d  is on  th e  
N a tio n a l B a n k  o f  C o m m erce  in  S t. L o u is , o f  th e  se rie s  o f  1902, w ith  th e  check  
le t te r  M . T h e  s ig n a tu re s  o f  W . T .  V e rn o n , re g is te r  o f  th e  tre a su ry ', a n d  L e e  
M eC lu n g , t r e a s u r e r  o f th e  U n ite d  S ta te s , a r e  fo rg e d . T h e  c o u n te r fe i t  is d e 
sc rib e d  as  sk illfu lly  ex e c u te d , w ith o u t im ita tio n  silk  th re a d s , a n d  d a n g e ro u s .

T h e  c o u n te r fe i t  tw e n ty -d o lla r  b ill h a s  a  lik e n e ss  o f  G eo rg e  W a s h in g to n . I t  
is o f  th e  se rie s  o f  1922, w ith  th e  check  le t te r  F . T h e  o rig in a l w a s  s ig n ed  by 
F r a n k  W h ite , t r e a s u r e r  o f  th e  U n ite d  S ta te s , a n d  IT. V . S p e e lm a n , re g is te r  o f  
th e  tre a su ry '. T h is  c o u n te r fe i t  is r a th e r  a  c a re le ss  p iece  o f  w o rk , b u t  i t  w ill fo o l 
th e  unw ary '. I t  h a s  th e  w o rd  “ t r e a s u r y ” sp e lled  “ t r e a s a r y ” u n d e r  S p e e lm a n ’s n am e , 
so  th a t  it sh o u ld  n o t  be d ifficu lt to  d e te c t, ev en  by  o ne  u n fa m il ia r  w ith  b o g u s  
c u rre n c y .
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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS
n  ETUUNING to the country club a t dawn, A rth u r Mason, who has thought to  warn Mrs. Barnes, 
^  p re tty  wife of the  stew ard, and Holcomb, a w ealthy m arried elubmun, th a t  Barnes probably 
knows of the affair, finds p a rtly  in the w ater of the swimming pool the body of Nancy Barnes. He 
calls the police, and they imm ediately prove th a t  she was electrocuted. By whom? Mason tells 
all he knows, throw ing suspicion strongly  tow ard B arnes and Holcomb, bu t also suspected is the 
m ysterious Black B andit, who has been habitually  holding up th e  exclusive club members.

When visited by the police. Holcomb takes the  m atte r calmly, despite the fa c t th a t  Mason had 
heard him make an appointm ent to  meet Nancy a f te r  the  dance. H is wife also is  unperturbed, a l
though a  chiffon rose from her gown was found near the pool. T heir chauffeur provides them both 
with an alibi. Barnes, on the o ther hand, is shaken, and the  fa c t th a t he had ju s t  badly burned his 
hand— as though to obliterate  linger p rin ts—streng thens the case against him. B arnes tells a story 
of having been knocked out by the  bandit, and th ereafte r finding b its of white substance in his 
fingers. A message to  some unknown person by Nancy reveals th a t  she was try in g  to placate some 
one jealous of her.

At the inquest B arnes is held for the m urder, a fte r  testim ony is heard from Mason, from a  caddy 
who insisted th a t he had seen B arnes w atching Holcomb and Nancy as they danced alone in the 
club— which is denied by both Holcomb and the  stew ard. O thers testify , including B arnes’ sister, 
K itty , who has come to do what she could to clear her brother, being convinced of his innocence.

C H A P T E R  X I I I ,

T H E  PORTRAIT.

. I P P I N G  o u t th e  side d o o r o f 
the  co u rth o u se  a f te r  th e  v e r 
d ic t, A r th u r  M aso n  m ade  h is  
w ay  to  his ro a d s te r . I t  

w o u ld  be ju s t  a s  w ell to  go  to  th e  office 
fo r  a w h ile  a n d  le t E d i th  cool off. S he  
a n d  th e  w hole  c o u n try  c lu b  w ere  dow n  
on him . B u t w h a t else co u ld  a m an

have  d o n e?  H e  w as not sm a rt e n o u g h  
to  h av e  concealed  w h a t he  k n ew  abou t 
N a n c y  a n d  G ra n t H o lco m b . H e  w ould  
h a v e  becom e invo lved  in all so r ts  o f 
d ifficulties.

A n d  w hy  shou ld  he su ffe r  fo r  H o l
co m b ?  A s  f a r  as he  cou ld  see, b o th  
G ra n t an d  h is w ife  w ere  cap ab le  o f  ta k 
in g  c a re  o f th em se lv es . H o lco m b , th e  
sk u n k  1 D e n y in g  e v e ry th in g  th e re  in  
th e  c o u r t r o o m ! A n d  B arn es , a f t e r  all
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—ivas B a rn es  g u ilty  ? T h e  ev idence 
w as c e r ta in ly  s tro n g  a g a in s t h im . B u t 
w as it  such a sim ple  case, to  be d isposed  
o f  so su m m arily  ? A n d  w h a t a b o u t T h e  
B la c k  B a n d it?  I f  B a rn e s  w as in  ja il, 
a n d  th e re  w as  a n o th e r  h o ld u p , th e y  
w ould  know , a t least, th a t the club  s te w 
a rd  had  no t been  p lay in g  the  p a r t  o f  
the  p o lish e d  h ig h w a y m a n !

M aso n  w as no sleu th , b u t som ehow  
he cou ld  not g e t rid  o f the  id ea  th a t  in 
som e w ay, th e  m y s te rio u s  B lack  B a n d it 
w ho  evaded  even th e  c lever Ben H o r 
ton , w as en tan g led  In th e  tra g e d y  o f  
N an cy  B a rn e s ’ d e a th . T w o  such o u t
ra g e s  in a  h e re to fo re  p eacefu l co m m u n 
ity  seem ed g ro te sq u e ly  im p o ssib le  u n 
less they  w ere  in som e w ay connec ted .

I t  w as h a rd  to  fan cy  one o f  the  f a s 
tid io u s  club m em b ers  fo o lin g  w ith  th a t  
e lec trica l w ir in g  an d  g e ttin g  all g ru b b y  
a n d  m ussed  up, A  m an  o f  h is class 
w o u ld  have  u sed  a g u n  o r  a  k n ife , o r  
w o u ld n ’t h e ?  O n  th e  o th e r hand , w ou ld  
a  m an  o f B a rn e s ’ c lass hav e  re so r te d  to  
th e  u n u su a l an d  tro u b le so m e  m e a n s  by 
w hich  N an cy  h a d  com e to  h e r  tra g ic  
e n d ?  S u p p o se  she h ad  fo u n d  o u t th a t 
B a rn e s  w as T h e  B lack  B a n d it, fa t te n in g  
on  th e  club m em b ers , w hose je w e ls  h e  
w as w ell ab le  to  w a tch  a n d  spo t, an d  
th re a te n e d  to  te ll H o lc o m b ?  A h , th e re  
w as a  m o tiv e ! B u t M aso n  recalled  th e  
po lished  m a n n e r  o f  the  m an  w ho h ad  
held h im  up a  w eek  since, a n d  cou ld  n o t 
co n fu se  th a t w ith  th e  s link ing , i llite ra te  
club s te w a rd .

A  h a n d  on h is  a rm  s ta r t le d  h im  a n d  
he sw u n g  ab o u t to  lo o k  in to  K itty  
B a rn e s ’ b rig h t eyes.

“ M r. M a so n ? "  she asked . “ I am , as 
you  know , I guess, A n d y 's  h a lf  s is te r , 
K itty  B a rn e s . I  th in k  th a t  v e rd ic t w as 
a  w icked  c r im e ! T h e  id e a  o f  A n d y  
th in k in g  up  a th in g  like th a t  a n d  b e in g  
sm a r t enough  to  b u rn  h is  h a n d  so th a t it 
w ou ld  be w eeks b e fo re  th e y  cou ld  g e t 
h is  p r in ts !  Y o u  d o n ’t k n o w  h o w  good- 
h e a r te d  he is. H e  still sends m y s te p 
m o th e r m oney  fo r  m y h oard . 1 w ork .

b u t he  in s is ts  on  b e in g  g e n e ro u s  an d  he 
has been  g o o d n ess  its e lf  to  m e. H e  a l
w ays h as . I  a m  h e re  to  he lp  h im .”

“ A n d  h is  w ife  m ade  h e r  ow n  c lo th es 
a n d  had  scarcely  an y  sp e n d in g  m o n ey ,” 
sa id  M ason  d ry ly .

“ I  d id n ’t  k n o w  th a t ,”  sa id  th e  g ir l. 
“ I  on ly  v is ite d  th em  d o w n  h e re  once, 
a n d  th a t w as th re e  y e a rs  ago. N an  
seem ed  h ap p y  e n o u g h  th en , th o u g h  n o 
b o d y  e v e r k n ew  why' she  m a rr ie d  A n d y . 
S h e  h a d  a  li t t le  k n o w le d g e  o f  m usic  
a n d  th e  p ia n o  an d  sh e  dan ced  w ell. 
T h e n  she re a d  a n d  s tu d ie d  a  lo t. S he  
w as so d if fe re n t!  B u t he  w as a lw ay s  
go o d  to  h e r  a n d  he m u s t h a v e  m a d e  
g ra n d  m o n ey  a t  th e  c lub .

“ W h a t  I  s to p p ed  to  a sk  y o u  w as th is. 
D o you  th in k  a r ig h t-m in d e d  p e rso n  
sh o u ld  le t th a t  v e rd ic t s ta n d ?  T h ey  
w ill try  A n d y ! A n d  th a t  H o lco m b  m a n  
a n d  w o m an  ju s t  s tro lle d  o u t a n d  g o t in 
th e ir  c a r ! I f  H o lco m b  g o t t ire d  o f  
N a n , o r  she fo u n d  o u t m ay b e  th a t he 
w as th is  B lack  B a n d it I  h e a r  su c h  a 
lo t ab o u t, w h a t w as to  p re v e n t h im  d o 
in g  th a t  s tu n t  h im se lf?

“ H e  has n o  m o re  a lib i th a n  A n d y . 
A n y  o f  th o se  sw ell m en  w o u ld  h a v e  p u t 
it o n  A n d y . H e  is the  g o a t. I  am  g o 
in g  to  s ta y  a t h is h o u se  u n til  I  g e t  som e
b o d y  to  tak e  u p  the  case w h o  i s n ’t a f ra id  
o f  th e se  c o u n try -c lu b  s n o b s ! 'O ne o f  
th o se  m e n  k illed  N a n c y  B a r n e s ! I  am  
g o in g  to  s tick  u n til I find  o u t w hich. 
W ill y o u  he lp  m e ? ”

M a so n  g lan ced  a b o u t th e  d e se r te d  
side  s tre e t in  a  g ro w in g  e m b a rra ssm e n t. 
H e  d e s ire d  n o t to  h av e  a n y th in g  else to  
do  w ith  the  case , w h a te v e r . H e  w as 
o s tra c iz e d  because  o f  the  p a r t  he h ad  
a lre a d y  p lay ed .

“ H o w  cou ld  I  h e lp  y o u ? ” h e  asked , 
a n d  ra n  h is f a t  fin g er a ro u n d  his co l
la r . “ M y  d e a r  y o u n g  w o m an , I  to ld  a b 
so lu te ly  all I  know  and  y o u  h e a rd  it. 
Y o u  w ere  in  th e re .”

“ N o t lik e  th a t ,” sa id  K it ty  a n d  
s ta m p e d  h e r  p r e t ty  fo o t. “ I  m ean —  
w h ere  do we go f ro m  h e re ? ”
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M aso n  s ta re d  a t  h e r. H e  c e r ta in ly  
d id  n o t w ish  to  f u r th e r  co m p lica te  m a t
te rs  by  g o in g  an y w h e re  w ith  A n d y  
B a rn e s ’ p re tty  little  siste r.

B e fo re  he cou ld  rep ly  a  q u ie t voice 
spoke close beside  .him.

“ T h e  y o u n g  lady  is r ig h t. A r th u r . 
T h e re  is no  su re ty  th a t B a rn es  co m m it
te d  th is  c rim e . E v e ry  m an  shou ld  have 
h is chance. I  d o n ’t b lam e M iss K itty  
fo r  fee lin g  a s  she  •does.”

S te p h e n  Y a r ro w  n o d d ed  a t  K itty  as 
he spoke, h is  s o f t  h a t c ru sh e d  b en ea th  
his a rm .

“ N o  in tro d u c tio n s  a re  n e c e s sa ry ,” he 
sm iled , m e e tin g  h e r  s ta r tle d  gaze. “ A f 
te r  th a t  o rd ea l in  y o n d e r, w e a ll know  
each  o th e r .”

“ I th o u g h t p e rh a p s  M r. M aso n  could  
su g g e s t som e o n e  I  cou ld  g e t to  take 
up  th e  c a se ,” sa id  th e  g irl. “ T h is  m an  
H o r to n  is sm a rt, b u t he is d ead  set 
a g a in s t A n d y . H e  th in k s  he is 
th ro u g h .”

“ M aybe  he is ,” sa id  M aso n  b ru ta lly . 
“ I a d m ire  y o u r  fa ith , b u t m aybe  he is. 
T h ese  po licem en  a re  k e e n e r th an  we 
a r e .”

K itty  B arn es tu rn e d  to  Y a rro w .
“ W o n ’t  y o u  help  m e, M r. Y a r r o w :” 

she flung  h im  a  b ew itch in g  g lan ce  from  
h e r  s o f t  eyes.

“ I f  you  w ill p o in t th e  w a y ,” said  the 
a r t i s t  w ith  a  sigh . “ I  am  a t  a loss ju s t  
now . I  th in k  th e re  i s ' a  re a so n a b le  
d o u b t re g a rd in g  th e  g u ilt o f  y o u r  
b ro th e r , b u t  I d o  no t n u m b e r  p la in 
clo thes m en  o r  cops a m o n g  m y frie n d s . 
B u t if  you  n eed  m e, d o n 't  h e s ita te  to 
com e to  m e .”

K it ty  B a rn e s  g la n c e d  fro m  one m an  
to  th e  o th e r , a n d  then  w ith  a  toss o f 
h e r  p re t ty  h e a d  she tu rn e d  a n d  w alked 
b risk ly  aw ay .

“T h e r e  g o es a  g ir l  w ho  will s tir  
th in g s  u p  if she c a n ,” sa id  Y a rro w  w ith  
a g rin .

“ T h e re  is n o th in g  to  s t i r  u p ,” g ro w led  
M aso n  as h e  g o t heav ily  in to  h is car. 
B arn es d id  it. H e ’ll c o n fe s s .”

“ I am  n o t so su re ,"  sa id  Y a rro w  m u s
ing ly . “ I d o n ’t co n sid e r th a t  H o lco m b  
is ex ac tly  o u ts id e  th e  th in g . A s fo r  
th a t  rose  business  th e  ch ie f d u g  up------- ”

“ U g h ! A b so lu te  r o t ,” g ru n te d  M a 
son.

“ O n  th e  c o n tra ry , I  th o u g h t it d e c id 
ed ly  c le v e r .” said Y a rro w  m ild ly . 
“ W o u ld  n e v e r  h av e  e x p e c te d  it o f 
B ro w n . B u t I fo llow ed  y o u  ou t to  ask  
if  you  w o u ld n 't  like to  com e d o w n  and  
see th e  p ic tu re  I h ad  ju s t  a b o u t c o m 
p le ted  o f  N ancy  B a rn e s?  M o st e x q u is 
ite  th in g  I e v e r  d id . I t  w ill b r in g  m e 
fam e . B u t r a th e r  u n c a n n y  to  lo o k  a t 
ju s t  now , so dashed  life lik e , a n d — e r—  
th a t .”

“ I am  n o t a t a ll su re  I w a n t to  
see it, S te p h e n .” sa id  M a so n  q u ite  
slow ly.

“ W ell, I w an t y o u  to . '’ said  Y a rro w  
im p a tien tly . “ N o t a sq u e a m ish  old 
w o m an , a re  y o u ?  I se t it in  the  best 
lig h t b e fo re  I cam e up  h e re  w ith  th e  
idea  o f  ta k in g  you  b ack  w ith  m e. I 'm  
no end  p ro u d  o f  i t .”

S tep h en  Y a r ro w ’s s tu d io  hom e w as a 
v in e -co v e red , lo w -ly in g  f ra m e  s tru c 
tu re  th a t  w as as p ic tu re sq u e  as an y  
la rg e  m a n sio n  designed  by som e fam o u s 
a r t is t .  T h e  g a rd e n s  w ere  e x q u is ite ly  
Ja p a n e se  w ith  fu n n y  little  h u m p ed  
b rid g es  sp an n in g  a  tin y  s tre a m , an d  
u rn s  w ere  set a b o u t on u n e x p e c te d  p e d 
es ta ls . S w an s s tru t te d  on the  law n  o r  
sw am  w h e re  the  s tream  w as w id es t, and  
the  im posing  figu re  o f  a  B u d d h a  
g u a rd e d  the  b ro a d  f ro n t  d o o r. L a te r  
th e  sm all p lace  w ould  b u rs t in to  g lo ry  
w ith  the  m ing led  tin ts  o f  iris , lilies an d  
m o rn in g  g lo ries .

A m an  an d  w om an  kep t h o u se  fo r  
Y a rro w , b u t he ex p la in ed  as  h e  opened  
th e  door th a t th ey  w ere  aw ay  fo r  the  
day.

“ Y ou  m ay  th in k  m e h e a r tle s s , b u t 
I ’ve been  p u tt in g  the  la s t  to u ch es to  
N a n c y ’s p ic tu re ,” he  sa id  apo logetica lly , 
“ b e fo re  m y m em o ry  o f  h e r liv ing  ch a rm  
fad es . I  th o u g h t m y se rv a n ts  w ou ld
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th ro w  a  fit i f  th e y  saw  m e  a t  it , a n d  so 
I  le t th em  g o .”

“ S te p h e n ,” sa id  M a so n  h e av ily  a s  h e  
fo llow ed  his f r ie n d  b ack  to  th e  su n n y  
g la ss -c e ilin g e d  s tu d io , “ I  to ld  the  t ru th  
a b o u t H o lcom b . H e  had a  d a te  to  m ee t 
h e r  th a t  n ig h t a t  th e  c lu b .”

“ I d o n ’t d o u b t i t ,” rep lie d  Y a rro w  
p le a sa n tly . “ B u t you  w o n ’t g e t B ro w n  
to  be ug ly  to  an y  o f o u r  co u n try -c lu b  
c ro w d . H e  h a s  a  g re a t aw e  o f  the  
sw ells. A n d  H o lco m b  has m a p p e d  o u t 
h is  co u rse . D e n ia l. K e e p in g  o u t o f i t .”

" D o  y o u  th in k  B a rn e s  capab le  o f th a t 
c a re fu l ly  th o u g h t ou t s tu n t? ”  M a so n  
p lo d d e d  on. “ I  feel th a t  I  g o t th e  p o o r 
boob in to  th is .”

“ Y o u  so r t o f  d id  do y o u r  b e s t,” 
g r in n e d  Y a rro w . “ W h y  th e  devil 
c o u ld n ’t you  h av e  s tay ed  in bed th a t 
n ig h t?  W e re n 't  you  sca red  o f  th e  
w icked  B lack  B a n d it?  B u t c h e e r  up . 
B a rn e s  is a  lo n g  w ay  fro m  th e  c h a ir . 
A n d  it is likely th a t  he re a lly  is g u ilty .”

T h e y  h a d  reach ed  th e  s tu d io , a  b r ig h t 
su n lit a p a r tm e n t in  the  c e n te r  o f  th e  
house. Y a rro w  tu rn e d  to w a rd  a n  a l
cove, d ra p e d  in gay  Ja p a n e se  c u r ta in s , 
and, a  sh a rp  ex c la m a tio n  escap ed  him . 
M aso n  saw  the co lo r leave his face, saw  
his h an d  go u p  to  h is th ro a t.

“ A r th u r ! ” he  g asp ed . “ L o o k !  I t ’s 
g o n e ! S om ebody  has s to le n  N a n c y ’s 
p a in tin g  w hile I  w as up  a t th e  in q u e s t!”

T h e re  b e fo re  them , in th e  p re tty  a l
cove, be tw een  th o se  p ic tu re sq u e  d rapes, 
s to o d  an  em p ty  e a s e l !

“ S o m eb o d y  has ro b b ed  m e, ta k en  the 
b est th in g  I  ev er d id — h e r  p ic tu r e !” said  
Y a rro w , s ta r in g  in  u n b e lie f a t the  a l
cove.

“ B u t a re  you  su re  y o u  le f t  it th e re ? ” 
s ta m m e re d  M ason .

“ S u re  ?” Y a r ro w  g a v e  a  flin ty  laugh .
“ B u t I  d o n ’t see h o w  a n y  o ne  could  

steal a  th in g  th e  size  y o u  to ld  m e  th a t  
p a in tin g  w a s !” sa id  M ason .

“ S iz e ? ” Y a r ro w  w as s tr id in g  ab o u t 
th e  room . “ T h e y  cou ld  ro ll it. A n y  
o n e  w ho  k n e w  h o w  could , I ’ll like ly

find th e  fra m e  so m ew h ere . A r th u r .  I ’ll 
n e v e r  s to p  u n til I  find  th e  t h i e f !”

S u d d e n ly  he p a u se d  a n d  s ta re d  a t  
M aso n , h is  eyes h o ld in g  a  s tra n g e  lig h t.

“ G ood  heavens, A r t ,  w h o  to o k  i t ? ” 
h e  c ried . “ E v e ry b o d y  w as a t th e  in 
q u est !”

“ T h e  B lack  B a n d i t !” g rin n e d  M aso n  
in  a  sick ly  fa sh io n . “ W e  m a y  be w ro n g  
a b o u t the  w hole th in g  a n d  th e  m an  w ho 
k illed  h e r  w as n o t a t  the  c o u r th o u se  a t  
a l l ! A re  you  th in k in g  T h e  B lack  B a n 
d it h as  departed , f ro m  his u su a l ro u tin e  
a n d  b ro k e n  in to  y o u r  h o u se  in  b ro ad  
d a y ? ”

“ I d o n ’t k n o w  w h a t to  th in k ,” sa id  
Y a rro w , e x a m in in g  a  w in d o w  catch . 
“ H e re  is w h e re  th e  devil g o t in. See 
h o w  he b ro k e  th e  c a tc h ?  A r th u r ,  K itty  
B a rn e s  w as r ig h t!  B a rn e s  n e v e r k illed  
h is  w if e ! ”

“ I t  w ill tak e  a  m a s te r  m in d  to  p ro v e  
th a t  he n ev er d id ,”  s a id  M aso n  g rim ly .

“ T h e n  a  m a s te r  m in d  w e shall h a v e ,” 
sa id  Y a rro w . “ I w ill p ay  a n y  a m o u n t 
m y se lf  ju s t  to - g e t  th a t  p a in tin g  b a c k !  
W h y , m an, i t  n e v e r o c c u rre d  to  m e th a t 
an y  on e  w ou ld  b re a k  in  h e re  a n d  s tea l 
i t ! W h o  w ou ld  e v e r  hav e  th o u g h t o f 
such  a  th in g ? ”

“ Y es. b u t w liy  w ould, th e y  s tea l i t ? ” 
a sk e d  M aso n . “ T h e r e ’s th e  ru b .”

“ E llis  Z a n e  ca llsd  here  sev e ra l tim es  
f o r  M rs . B a rn e s .” sa id  Y a r ro w  m u s
ingly . “ H e  seem ed je a lo u s  o f  m e, th e  
y o u n g  fool. T o -d a y  a t  th e  co u rth o u se  
he  seem ed  p re tty  m u ch  u p se t. I  say , 
A r t ,  h a s  it e v e r  o c c u rre d  to  y o u  th a t  
possib ly  th is B lack  B a n d it m ig h t be o ne  
o f  o u r  ow n c ro w d ? ”

“ I t  o c cu rred  to  m e th e  n ig h t h e  
stopped  m y  c a r  and  re lie v e d  m e o f  m y 

.s tic k p in  a n d  m o n ey ,” a n s w e re d  M a so n  
g rim ly . “ A lth o u g h  I  w a s  ac h in g  to  
k ill h im , I  h a d  to  a d m it th a t  he  w as a 
g e n tle m a n .”

“ T h is  is  h is  firs t a t te n tio n  to  m e, i f  
in d eed , I  h av e  to  th a n k  h im  f o r  th is  
co lo ssa l th e f t ,” sa id  Y a rro w  d ism ally . 
“ I f  T h e  B lack  B a n d it is re sp o n sib le  fo r
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th is , A r th u r , in  h im  w e w ill find the  
m u rd e re r  o f  N a n c y  B arn es . O n ly  a 
m an  in fa tu a te d  w ith  h e r  w ou ld  s tea l h e r  
p a in tin g . W h y  else w ould  he w an t it ?”

“ B u t a lm o st ev e ry b o d y  w as  in c o u r t !" 
p ro te s te d  M ason .

“ I a m  g o in g  to  re p o rt th e  th in g  a t  
o n ce ,” sa id  Y a rro w , and  p ick ed  up  the  
te lep h o n e .

C H A P T E R  X IV .
IN  T IIE  PAPER.

I / T T T Y  B A R N E S  let h e rse lf  in to  the  
e m p ty  B a rn e s  h o u se  w ith  a d ism al 

sen se  o f h e lp lessn ess . W ith  its m is
tre s s  d e a d  a n d  its  m a s te r  in  ja il, no 
w o n d e r th e  li t t le  h o m e on S o u th  S tre e t, 
n o w  s ta re d  a t by  the  n e ig h b o rs  an d  p ic
tu re d  by  re p o rte rs , w ore an  a ir  o f  d e 
c ided  d e jec tio n .

K itty  B a rn e s , w ho  w as a n  I r is h  sp rite  
o f  a  g ir l, th e  la u g h te r  a lw ay s n e a r  h e r  
eyes, th e  d im ples p e e p in g  a b o u t h e r  lips, 
fo u g h t th e  d ep re ss io n  as she tu rn e d  on 
N a n c y  B a rn e s ’ p re tty  lam p s a n d  set 
a b o u t g e ttin g  h e rse lf  som e su p p e r  fro m  
the  few  little  p ackages she h ad  p u r 
ch ased  a t  th e  s to re .

K it ty  w as n o t a f r a id  to  s ta y  in  th e  
p lace  u n til th e  a f fa ir  w as c lea red  up. 
w h ich  she h o p e d  w ould  be soon. T h e  
p o lice  had, th e ir  eye  on it an d  she w as 
n o t  o n e  to  have ne rv es . E v en  w ith  the  
ta le s  o f  a B lack  B a n d it, su rg in g  a b o u t 
th e  a g ita te d  to w n , K it ty  k n e w  no fea r. 
S h e  w as o n ly  d e v o u re d  by a v as t fu ry  
w hen  she th o u g h t o f  the u n ju s t  v e rd ic t 
a n d  th e  sw ell c o u n try -c lu b  b u n ch  filing 
o u t o f  th e  c o u rtro o m  w ith  th e ir  noses 
in the  a ir .

“ A n d  the  m u rd e re r  a m o n g  th e m ,” 
m u tte re d  K it ty  as  she  sa t d o w n  in th e  
little  k itch en  a n d  d ra n k  h e r  te a  a n d  co n 
sum ed  h e r  chop.

J u s t  w h a t she  w as to  d o — a lone g irl, 
w ith  little  fu n d s , a g a in s t th e  w ea lth  and  
social in fluence th a t w ere  she fe lt su re , 
h id in g  the  c rim in a l a t  th a t  m om en t—  
sh e  h a d  no idea . B u t she  w as n o t a  p e r 
son to  give up easily , an d  she h ad  come

to  D a h lg re n  to  help h e r  o ld e r  b ro th e r , 
A n d y , w ho h ad  a lw ays been  good  to  
h e r . J u s t  w h a t d e v iltry  N a n c y ’s b rig h t, 
defian t sp ir it had a ro u se d  in  h im , she 
co u ld  no t say. bu t she  fiercely  believed  
h im  inn o cen t and the c rim in a l on ly  too 
g lad  to  h ide  beh in d  him .

A s she sat th e re , s ta r in g  a h e a d  o f 
her, m ech an ica lly  ea ting , the  evening- 
p a p e r th a t she had b ro u g h t in w ith  h e r 
p ack ag es , cau g h t h e r  eye. S he p icked  
it up. g lan c in g  tin seeing!)' dow n its co l
um ns, sk ip p in g  w ith  a sh u d d e r, all ac
co u n ts  o f the  in q u est a n d  A n d y ’s b u rn ed  
h an d . O n  th e  n ex t p a g e  a  sm all item  
cau g h t h e r  eye. J u s t  w hy  she cou ld  n o t 
hav e  said , fo r  it w as tu ck ed  aw ay  dow n 
in one c o rn e r. S it t in g  th e re , e a tin g  
w ith  no  sense  o f  ta s te , s ta r t in g  a t every  
noise, th e  rich  co lor fa d e d  a  b it  fro m  
h e r  t i r e d  face  as K it ty  B a rn e s  re a d  th a t  
little  item .

The Charlton Harmers of The Sedges, 
West Burlington, have as their house guest the 
famous investigator. Levering West. Mr. 
West has just returned from a trip to------

B u t K itty ' saw  no m ore .
L e v e r in g  W e s t ! W a s n ’t th a t  th e  

g re a t  d e tec tiv e  she h a d  n o w  a n d  th e n  
re a d  ab o u t in  the  S u n d a y  su p p le m e n ts?  
Y es, she  w ou ld  h a rd ly  fo rg e t th e  nam e. 
W h a t  could  a m an  like th a t  m ake  o f 
th e  case th e re  in D a h lg re n ?  W h a t 
w ould  he d isco v e r?  W o u ld  he  u n m ask  
th a t B lack  B a n d it th ey  ta lk e d  so m uch 
ab o u t, an d  ex p o se  N a n c y ’s m u rd e re r?  
B u t it to o k  a fo r tu n e  to  g e t a m a n  like 
L e v e r in g  W e s t to  ta k e  u p  a  case.

A  sh a rp  r in g  at the  bell b ro u g h t K it ty  
to  h e r  p re tty  suede fee t w ith  a s ta r t . 
T h e  sou n d  in  th e  h u sh ed  h o u se  o f  m y s
te ry  w as as th o u g h  som e on e  had  
la u g h ed  o u t in  chu rch .

W h e n  she opened  the  d o o r a  young- 
m an  s tep p ed  in to  th e  hall.

“ A re  you  K itty  B a rn e s ? ” h e  a sk ed  
c h e e rfu lly , a n d  the v e ry  so u n d  o f  h is  
vo ice  sen t aw ay  the  sh iv e rin g  h o r ro r s  
th a t  lu rk ed  in  th e  c o rn e rs  o f  th e  house. 
“ A n d y  B a rn e s ’ s is te r? ”
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“ Y e s ,” sa id  th e  g ir l , a  b it  co ld ly , fo r  
th e  s tra n g e r  c e r ta in ly  h a d  a  p e r t  w ay  
w ith  h im . “ A n d  w ho a r e  y o u ? ”

" I ’m  J e r r y  Q u ille n , N a n c y 's  b ro th e r ,” 
w as  th e  rep ly . “ T h e y  to ld  m e  dow n a t  
h e a d q u a r te rs  y o u  w ere  here . I  d id n ’t 
a r r iv e  in  tim e  fo r  the  in q u e s t .”

“ O h , su re , I ’ve  h e a rd  o f  y o u ,” sa id  
K i t ty  slow ly . “ Y o u ’r e  H er b ro th e r !  
Y o u  live in  N e w  Y o rk . N an cy  has to ld  
m e  a b o u t y o u .’’

“ Y eah , I ’m  in  th e  p lu m b in g  business , 
w ho lesa le , a n d  I  k n ocked  o ff w o rk  as  
soon  a s  p o ssib le  a n d  com e here  w h en  I 
h e a rd  w h a t h ad  h a p p e n e d  to  N an . 
N e v e r  sa w  m uch  o f  h e r, b u t w h en  a n y 
th in g  like  th is  is p u lle d  off— w ell, y o u  
k n o w , a  fe llo w  h a s  to  p u t in  an  a p p e a r
a n c e  a n d  see  ju s tic e  done !”
>• “ T h a t  is w h a t  I  am  h e re  f o r ,” sa id  
K i t ty  g rim ly . “ T o  see ju s t ic e  d one . I t  
w a s n ’t d o n e  b y  b r in g in g  in  a  v e rd ic t 
a g a in s t A n d y .”

M r. Q u ille n , w ho  w as a  s lig h t, tall 
y o u n g  m an  in  th e  la te s t c u t c lo th e s  a n d  
;with a  v e ry  re c e n t shave an d  h a ir  cu t, 
s tro k e d  h is sm o o th  ch in  an d  s ta re d  a d 
m irin g ly  a t  th e  s le n d e r g irl in  th e  h a ll
w ay.

“ W ell, now , I  d o n 't  k n o w ,” h e  sa id  
slow ly, “ it seem s b y  the  acco u n ts  th a t  
y o u r  b ro th e r  h a s  g o t h im se lf  p re t ty  well 
in to  i t .”

K i t ty ’s fa c e  flam ed sca rle t. H e r  
lo v e ly  eyes snapped .

“ N o w . lo o k  h ere , if y o u ’re  a g a in s t 
h im , th e re  is n o  ro o m  fo r  y o u  in  h is  
house, a n d  y o u  ca n  be  g e t t in ’ o u t  o f  i t !” 
she  c rie d . “A n d y  is n o  m o re  g u ilty  
th a n  y o u  a re . A n d  m ay b e  you a re , fo r  
a ll I  k n o w ! I f  y o u  h a d  seen  th a t  sw ell 
c o u n try -c lu b  b u n c h !”

In s te a d  o f  g e ttin g  o u t o f  th e  house , 
M r . Q u ille n  firm ly  c lo sed  th e  f ro n t  
d o o r  a n d  e sco rted  K itty  b a c k  to  th e  
k itch en , w h e re  th e  ev en in g  p a p e r  w as 
still p ro p p e d  a g a in s t  h e r  cup .

“ N o w , y o u ’re  all n e rv e s ,” h e  soo thed , 
“ a n d  i t ’s b a d  f o r  y o u  to  b e  a lone . L e t 
u s  s it  dow n  h e re  a n d  ta lk  a b o u t it.

W e 'v e  g o t to  p ro v e  A n d y  d id n ’t do th is  
th in g . Is  th a t  i t? ”

“ Y es, th a t ’s i t ,”  sighed  K itty . “ B u t 
h o w ?  T h a t  H o lco m b  m an  is g u ilty  a n d  
h e  is r ic h  a n d  a re g u la r  socia l lig h t. I  
b e t h e ’s T h e  B la c k  B a n d it .”

“ F o r  a n  exc lu sive , a r is to c ra tic  tow n , 
I ’d  say  th is  p lace  is ru n n in g  a  b it  
a m u c k ,” sa id  Q u ille n  d ry ly .

“ I  h ad  ju s t  seen in  th e  p a p e r  w h ere  
L e v e r in g  W e s t, th e  c rim in a l in v e s tig a 
to r, w as v is itin g  som e b ig  h o u se  in  W e s t 
B u rlin g to n ,’’ sa id  K it ty , “ w hen  you  
ra n g . I  w as w o n d e rin g  how  m u ch  you  
h a d  to  p a y  a  m an  lik e  th a t  to  ta k e  up  
a  c a se .”

“ I f  y o u  c a n  cook  u p  a  q u e e r  e n o u g h  
case  h e  m ig h t do it fo r  n o th in g , o r  to  
g e t h im se lf a  slab  o f  fa m e ,” su g g e s te d  
Q u illen , re a d in g  the  a rtic le .

“ T h is  m a n  d o e sn ’t need  fa m e ,” sa id  
K it ty  s c o rn fu lly . “ H a v e n ’t y o u  ev er 
h e a rd  o f  L e v e r in g  W e s t? ”

“ S u re  I  have. B u t he  has been  
k n o w n  to  ta k e  cases fo r  sh e e r  in te re s t  
in  th em . W h e re  is th is  W e s t  B u r lin g 
to n  h ick  to w n ? ”

“ I t  is n o t a  h ick  to w n ,”  sa id  K it ty  
in d ig n a n tly , “ an d  y o u  n e e d n ’t  com e 
p u tt in g  on  a ir s  b ecau se  you  live in  N ew  
Y o rk !  W e s t B u rlin g to n  is a  sw ell 
su b u rb a n  p lace  w h ere  fo lk s  h a v e  m a n 
sions, a n d  i f  w e s ta r te d  a t  m id n ig h t 
w e’d  g e t  th e re  a b o u t th r e e  a . m .”

“ A re  we g o in g  to  s t a r t ? ” a sk e d  Q u il
len  m ild ly .

“I a m ,” sn ap p ed  K itty . “ I ’d  m ad e  
m y p la n s  b e fo re  I  h e a rd  o f  y o u . I ------- ”

S h e  p a u se d  and  a  ch an g e  p a sse d  o v e r  
h e r  flu sh ed , e a g e r  face . T h e  co lo r 
d r if te d  fro m  it a n d  she b en t fo rw a rd , 
s ta r in g .

“ W h a t ’s th e  m a t te r ? ” sn a p p e d  Q u il
len . sw in g in g  ab o u t to  th e  w in d o w  a t  
w h ich  th e  g irl w as lo o k in g  w ith  such  
d re a d fu l f ix ity .

“ T h e re — I  saw  a m an  a t th e  w in d o w  
— lis te n in g !” c ried  K it ty , co m in g  o u t o f  
h e r  tra n c e  a n d  sp r in g in g  to  h e r  fe e t. 
“ I  saw  th e  sh ad o w  o f  h im  p l a in !”
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S h e  d a r te d  to  th e  w in d o w  a n d  fo u n d  
th a t it w as ra ise d  a b it f ro m  th e  b o tto m . 
S lam m in g  it d e w n  she  lo o k ed  a b o u t fo r  
Q u ille n , b u t th a t  y o u n g  m a n  h ad  d a r te d  
o u t th e  b ack  d o o r, be ing  ev id en tly  one 
w ho p e rm itte d  no  g ra s s  to  g ro w  b en ea th  
h is  fee t. In  a m o m en t, h o w ev er, Q u illen  
re tu rn e d , look ing  s ligh tly  c re s tfa lle n  b u t 
p le a sa n tly  ex c ited .

“ N e v e r  saw  a  so u l,’’ he  a d m itte d . 
“ S u re  y o u  s p o tte d  so m eb o d y ?”

“ O h , su re  I  d id ,” w h isp e re d  K itty . 
“ A  shadow . I  saw  an  o u tlin e , th o u g h , 
p la in  as  co u ld  be. A n d  w h a t do  you 
th in k ?  I t  seem ed  like th e  m a n  d id n ’t 
have a  h a t o n — like h is h e a d  w as draped. 
I  th o u g h t o f  th e  d e sc rip tio n s  o f  T h e  
B la c k  B a n d it. T h e y  say  he  w e a rs  a 
ca p e  th a t  has a  to p  p a r t  fo r  h is  head, 
an d  a  m ask — 'flow ing b lack  c lo th e s .” 

Q u illen  w h is tled , b u t h is eyes tw in 
k led .

“ T h is  so u n d s  ex c itin g  e n o u g h ,” he 
nodded . “ I ’m  s ta y in g . A n d  I ’m  not 
c o n tra d ic tin g  you . T h a t back  y a rd  is 
a  lonesom e, d a rk  s tre tc h . H e  cou ld  
h av e  g o t a w a y  easy . Y o u  re a liz e  w h a t 
h e  h e a rd , th o u g h , if  h e  was th e r e ? ” 

K itty  n o d d ed , b u t h e r eyes w e re  like 
jew e ls .

“ H e  h e a rd  m e say  I  w as g o in g  to  
W e s t B u rlin g to n  to  try  to  in te re s t  L e v 
e r in g  W e s t,” she w h ispered .

“ H e  d id ,” sa id  Q u illen  g rim ly . “ A nd  
he will likely  hav e  o b je c tio n s  to  M r. 
W e s t e n te r in g  th e  case  o r  even  b e in g  
a sk e d  to. W e  shall have to  look  out 
f o r  tro u b le , M iss  K it ty .”

A s he spoke  a  second  sh a rp  peal at 
th e  doo rb e ll s ta r tle d  K itty .

C H A P T E R  X V .
T H E  START.

QU I L L E N , w ith  K it ty  close b e h in d  
h im , o p e n e d  th e  d o o r, a n d  c o n 

f ro n te d  a  s lig h t y o u n g  m an  in  k n ick ers , 
h is  c a p  in  h is  h a n d . A  h a n d so m e  ca r , 
a  sp o r t m odel, s to o d  a t  the  c u rb .

“ Is  M iss  K it ty  B a rn e s  h e re ? ” a sk ed

a  p le a sa n t, c u ltu re d  voice— th e  s o r t  o f  a  
vo ice  th a t  possib ly  h ad  o f te n  en o u g h  in 
q u ire d  a t  th e  d o o r o f  N a n c y  B a rn e s ’ 
h u m b le  hom e.

“ I am  K it ty  B a rn e s ,’’ s a id  th e  g irl, 
s te p p in g  fo rw a rd . “ A n d  th is  is J e r r y  
Q u illen . N a n c y ’s b ro th e r  f ro m  N ew  
Y o rk ."

T h e  ca lle r bow ed. H is  au d ac io u s 
eyes lin g e re d  up o n  K itty .

“ I am  E llis  Z ane, M iss  B a rn e s . Y o u  
p ro b a b ly  fo rg e t  th a t  I  te s tif ied  to -d ay  
a t  th e  in q u e s t,” he sa id . “ I  re m e m b e red  
you. I  ca lled  to  a sk  if  th e re  w as a n y 
th in g  I  cou ld  do fo r  you  o r  fo r  A n d y . 
I  liked  A n d y  a n d  I 'm  m ig h ty  s o r ry  
th in g s  w en t a g a in s t h im  to -d a y .”

K i t ty ’s face  flushed  d e lig h tfu lly . T h e  
firs t h id eo u s id ea  th a t  she  h ad  h a d , 
n am e ly  th a t  th is  w e ll-d re ssed  ca lle r  
m ig h t h av e  been  th e  sk u lk in g  fig u re  
w ho  h a d  so la te ly  lis te n e d  a t  h e r  ra ise d  
k itch en  w indow , to o k  fligh t. T h e se  w ere  
th e  so r t o f m en w h o  h a d  tu rn e d  p re tty  
N a n c y  fro m  h e r  m ed io cre  h u sb a n d  a n d  
h e r  co m m on  little  h o m e ! Y o u n g  E llis  
h ad  ca lled  m ere ly  to  e x p re ss  sy m p ath y .

“ O h , th a t  is k in d  o f  y o u .” she  m u r 
m u re d . “ B u t th e re  is n o th in g  you  ca n  
do . I  am  g o in g  to  stay  on  h e re  an d  
keep  h is  h o u se  open  in  case— in case , 
well, I  h a rd ly  k n o w  w h y ! E x c e p t th a t  
I  do  n o t believe  A n d y  is g u il ty .”

“ N e ith e r  do  I ,” sa id  Z an e  w ith  a 
f ro w n . “ I d o n ’t th in k  h e  h ad  a deed  
like th a t  in  h im . I know  A n d y  p re tty  
well. I ca lled  to  say , too , M iss  B a rn e s , 
th a t  you  m u st n o t feel a n ta g o n is tic  to  
th e  c o u n try -c lu b  m em b ers  b ecau se  o f  
th is. W e  a re  a w e ll-m ean in g  b u n ch  an d  
w e w ill do a n y th in g  fo r  A n d y  th a t  w e 
c a n .”

K itty 's  eyes shone . A  th o u g h t 
popped  in to  h e r  head.

“ M r. Z ane , if  y o u  all w o u ld !” she 
c r ie d  eag e rly . “ I f  y o u  co u ld  ta k e  up  a  
co llec tion  o r  w h a te v e r i t  is p eo p le  do. 
a n d  m a k e  a  p u rs e  a n d  a sk  L e v e r in g  
W e s t, th e  d e tec tiv e  w ho  is s to p p in g  now  
a t W e s t B u rlin g to n  w ith  som e fr ie n d s ,
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to  ta k e  u p  th is  case  fo r  A n d y ! T h a t  is 
how  y o u  co u ld  all h e lp  u s !  W e  a re  
a lo n e  an d  w e h av e  no  m o n ey .”

" L e v e r in g  W e s t? ” Z ane  lif te d  his 
b ro w s. “ H is  n am e is r a th e r  fam ilia r . 
A n  in v e s tig a to r , is h e ?  A  p riv a te  
m a n ? ”

“ O h , yes ¥’ K itty  shook  o ff the  hand  
Q u ille n  h a d  la id  on h e r  a rm . “ B u t I  
su p p o se  h e  w o u ld  w a n t p e rfe c t p iles 
o f  m oney  to  c lea r p o o r A n d y !”

“ W h e re  d id  y o u  say h e  w as s to p 
p in g ? ”

“ W ith  som e peop le  called  th e  C h a r l
to n  H a rm e rs . a t T h e  S ed g es, in  W e st 
B u r lin g to n ,” rep lied  K itty  eag e rly , p a y 
ing  n o  a tte n tio n  to  the se v e re  p inch  
Q u ille n  a d m in is te re d  to  h e r  p lu m p  a rm . 
S he  w ou ld  se ttle  w ith  th a t  y o u n g  m an 
la te r !

“ I am  g lad  y o u  spoke to  m e o f  h im ,” 
sa id  Z an e  g rav e ly . “ I shall tak e  it up  
w ith  A r t  M a so n  an d  Y a r ro w  a n d  a 
couple  o f  o th e rs  to -n ig h t. W e  all w an t 
to  he lp  A n d y  an d  we feel th a t  th e  
c o u n try  c lub  h a s  a re p u ta tio n  to  sa v e .”

“ M r. Z ane, d id  y o u  k n o w  m y s is te r? ” 
a sk ed  Q u illen  th e n  w ith  a q u e e r  g lance 
a t th e  y o u n g  m an .

Z a n e  m et h is eyes fa ir ly  as he rep lied .
“ Y es. W ell en o u g h  to  h av e  a n  in 

te n se  d e s ire  to  avenge  h e r  d re a d fu l 
d ea th . H e r  life  an d  h e r  d e a th  w ere  
trag ed ie s . I  am  s o rry  fo r  A n d y  an d  I  
d o n ’t b lam e h im .’ T h e y  w ere  ju s t— u n 
f itte d .”

“ T h e y  tell m e you  w ere  held  u p  by 
th is  B lack  B a n d it the  n ig h t o f  th e  
c r im e ,” w en t on Q uillen .

“ I w as. B u t w e are  all h a v in g  a 
tu rn . T h e  h ig h w ay m an  is g ro w in g  
b o ld e r  a n d  th e  police seem  unable  to  
d o  a n y th in g .”

“ W ell, w hy  c o u ld n ’t he  be im p lica ted  
in  th is  c r im e ? ”

Z an e  sh ru g g ed . H is  face looked 
d ra w n  an d  tired .

“ H o w  do we k n o w ?  W e  d o n ’t know  
w ho  th e  m a n  is, a n d  it is u n d e rm in in g  
f r ie n d sh ip s  h e re , o u r social life , l i f e  a t

th e  club, a t th e  very  d o o rs  o f  w h ich  he 
pu lls  o ff h is ro b b e rie s .”

“ M y s is te r  m igh t h av e  s tu m b led  up o n  
his id e n ti ty ,” o ffe red  Q u illen .

“ I h av e  th o u g h t o f th a t ,” sa id  Z an e  
briefly . “ W ell, M iss B a rn e s , I  a m  g lad  
y o u  spoke to  m e ab o u t th is  d e tec tiv e  
chap . I  shall b r in g  u p  th e  su b jec t w ith  
the o th e r  gen tlem en  a t  th e  c lub, a n d  
w h a t can  b e  done f o r  A n d y  w e sha ll 
d o .”

A s Z a n e  s tep p ed  in to  h is  c a r  an d  
d ro v e  n o ise lessly  aw a y , Q u ille n  g a v e  a 
sh o r t  sa rcas tic  laugh .

“ W ell, you  have d one  i t  now , and  
n o th in g  w ou ld  stop  y o u ! ” he sa id . “ T h e  
idea o f  te llin g  th e  c h a p  a b o u t g e ttin g  
W e s t ! ”

“ W h y  w o u ld n ’t I ? ” K i t ty  flu shed  a n 
g rily . “ A n d  I ’ll th a n k  y o u  to  k eep  y o u r  
h an d s  to  y o u rs e lf !  P u ll in g  a t  m e a n d  
p in ch in g  m y a rm  a ll th e  w h ile  I  w as 
t a lk in g ! I f  th e re  is to  be  a n y  m o n ey  
p u t u p  o r  a n y  rea l th in g  d o n e  to  g e t th is  
de tec tive  h e re , th a t c o u n try -c lu b  b u n ch  
is th e  c ro w d  to  do i t ! I  th o u g h t it w as 
fine o f h im  to  call h e re  to -n ig h t.”

“ Y eah , a f te r  m ay b e  sn e a k in ’ a ro u n d  
a t  y o u r  k itchen  w in d o w s !” sh ru g g e d  
Q u illen . “ A ll r ig h t. I t ’s d o n e  now . 
B u t I ’m  in th is  to  help . R em em b er, if  
y o u r  b ro th e r  is in  ja il ,  it is m y  s is te r  
w ho is d e a d !”

K i t ty ’s face  so fte n e d . S h e  saw  th a t  
y o u n g  Q u ille n ’s n e rv es  w e re  ra g g e d  an d  
she th o u g h t o f  th e  fu n e ra l on  th e  m o r
row .

“ O h, I ’m  s o r r y ! ” sh e  sa id  g en tly . “ I  
g u e ss  w e ’re  bo th  w o rk e d  up . B u t I  
d o n ’t su sp ec t th a t y o u n g  m a n  w h o  ju s t  
le f t  us. A n d  th ey  a re  th e  ones to  help  
A n d y , th e  c ro w d  h e ’s se rv e d  f o r  so 
m an y  y e a rs  up  a t  the  c lub. M r. Z an e  
is a p e r fe c t g e n tle m a n .”

J e r r y  Q u ille n  m ad e  a  so u n d  m id w ay  
b e tw een  a g ru n t  a n d  a  sn o r t. H e  ta p p e d  
a  c ig a re tte  on the  b ack  o f  h is s le n d e r 
b ro w n  h an d .

“ So, if  all a c c o u n ts  a re  t ru e , it is  th e  
B lack  B a n d it ,” he  sa id  briefly .
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K itty  o verlooked  th is. S h e  h ad  
tu rn e d  b ack  to  th e  k itch en .

“ T h e  sa in ts  fo rg iv e  m e, I  fo rg o t to  
a sk  if y o u ’d  had  an y  s u p p e r !” she sa id  
w ith  a n  a rc h  g lance  b en ea th  h e r  long 
lashes.

“ W ell, th e n . I  h a v e ,” sm iled  J e r ry . 
“ A n d  I  p ro p o se  if  we a re  g o in g  to  
W e s t B u rlin g to n  to -n ig h t w e had  b e tte r  
s ta r t .  S o m e th in g  tells m e the  sooner 
the b e t te r .”

" Y o u 're  n o t g o in g  to w ait u n til M r. 
Z an e  te lls  us w h a t the c o u n try -c lu b  
bunch  w ill d o ? ” asked  K itty  h e s ita n tly .

“ I ’m  n o t g o in g  to  w ait fo r  M r. Z ane, 
you  can  b e t ,” sa id  Q u illen  g rim ly . 
“ R ig h t n o w  I ’m  go ing  to  g e t the  car I  
h ired  to -d a y  to  be a t  m y serv ice  w hile  
I ’m  in  to w n , a n d  th e n  I ’m  com ing  back  
fo r  you , a n d  if  y o u  a re  a  sm a rt g irl 
y o u ’ll lock  up  th is  h o u se  an d  stay  in  it 
a n d  n o t a n sw e r a n v  bells u n til I  get 
back .”

“ G ood g rav y , y o u ’ve g o t m e s c a r e d ! ” 
sa id  K it ty  as sh e  fo llow ed  Q u illen  to  
th e  door.

H a lf  a n  h o u r la te r  th e  m an  a n d  th e  
g ir l qu ie tly  em erg ed  fro m  th e  d ism al 
little  B a rn es  house, locked  th e  d o o r b e 
h in d  th em , a n d  e n te re d  th e  b a tte re d  
sedan  Q u illen  h a d  le f t  a t  th e  cu rb .

C H A P T E R  X V I.
ON T H E  ROAD.

r P H E  ju n c tio n  w here  the  tra in  fo r  
W e s t  B u rlin g to n  stopped , w as som e 

e ig h t o r  te n  m iles f ro m  D a h lg re n , an d  
w as re a c h e d  by a  w in d in g , p ic tu re sq u e  
ro a d  th a t  in  th e  su m m e rtim e  w as  m u ch  
u sed  as  a  lo v e rs ’ lane an d  the  ro u te  
fo r  m o o n lig h t d riv es . A u to  cam p ers  
rev e led  in the  p re tty  spo ts a lo n g  it, and  
p icn ic  p a r tie s  a lw ay s fo u n d  ideal p laces 
to  sp read  th e ir  lunch eo n s b eside  th e  
b ro o k  th a t  ra n  close to  it a lm o st to th e  
ju n c tio n .

B u t su m m e r h a d  n o t com e as y e t, 
a n d  o n  the  sp r in g  n ig h t th a t  K it ty  
B a rn e s  a n d  J e r r y  Q u ille n  se t o u t in

th e ir  h ire d 1 c a r  to  ca tch  the  on ly  n ig h t 
t r a in  f o r  W e s t B u rlin g to n , a  lo n e lie r 
p lace  th a n  the  p re tty  ro a d  o u t o f  D ah l
g re n  w ould  have  been  h a rd  to  find.

J e r r y  Q u illen  w as fu lly  alive to  th e  
lone liness , b u t he sa id  n o th in g  to  his 
b rig h t-e y e d  com pan ion . I f  K it ty  sh iv 
ered , she kep t it fro m  him .

M r. Q u illen  w as  an  e x ce llen t d r iv e r  
an d  he o b se rv ed  no speed law s. O nce 
o r  tw ice K itty  g asp ed , b u t she said  
n o th in g . P e rh a p s  she fe lt th a t  in  speed  
lay  sa fe ty . Y e t n e ith e r  o f  th em  cou ld  
hav e  sa id  w hat they  w ere  flee ing  fro m , 
o r  w hat lay  beh ind  th e m  th a t they  
fe a re d  !

“ O n ly  one tra in  to -n ig h t,” sa id  J e r ry  
a t  last. “ I f  we m iss th a t  w e shall have  
to d riv e  back  a g a in .”

“ T h e  m o rn in g  t ra in  goes a t  s ix ,” sa id  
K it ty  calm ly , “ I  sha ll w ait a t  th e  ju n c 
tion  fo r  th a t. Y o u ’ve g o t m e sca red  
a b o u t g o in g  back  to  D a h lg re n . I  w as 
b rav e  e n o u g h  w hen you  ra n g  th e  bell. 
N o w  I  w o u ld n 't s tay  a lo n e  in  th e  
B a rn es  h o u se  o n  S o u th  S tr e e t  fo r  a n y 
th in g  !”

“ O h , n o th in g  w o u ld  h a p p e n  to  y o u ,” 
sa id  J e r r y  c h e e rfu lly . “ I t  is ju s t  m y  
id ea  th a t  th e  c rim in a l d o n ’t w a n t W e s t 
b ro u g h t in to  th e  case. T h e y  say , seem s 
to  m e  I ’v e  re a d , th a t  th is  W e s t  a lw ay s 
g e ts  his m an . T o o k  h im  a  y e a r  once 
b u t he la n d e d  him . F o u n d  h im  in P e k in  
o r  som e such  o u tla n d ish  p la c e .”

“ O h , if  h e  w o u ld  on ly  com e to  D a h l
g r e n ! ” s ig h e d  K itty , lo o k in g  fe a r fu lly  
dow n the  d a rk  ro a d  b e h in d  th em . “ I 
feel su re  he  w ould  g e t A n d y  o u t o f  ja il  
r ig h t a w a y !”

M r. Q u illen  w as silen t. H e  d id  n o t 
have  so m uch  fa ith  in  A n d y . H e  h a d  
a lw ay s  k n o w n  th a t h is  s is te r  h ad  been  
u n h a p p y  in h e r  m a rria g e , an d  he h ad  
n o t e x a c tly  ap p ro v e d  o f  it. N o w  th e re  
c e rta in ly  seem ed to  be en o u g h  p iled  up  
a g a in s t A n d y . S u d d en ly  he  s ta r te d  a n d  
in s tin c tiv e ly  p u t  on  th e  b rak es . A  m an , 
a  ta ll d a rk  figu re , w as s ta n d in g  d irec tly  
in  th e  ro a d  b e fo re  him . A  lit t le  ch o k ed
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sc ream  fro m  K itty  b ro u g h t h im  to h im 
se lf.

“ I t ’s T h e  B lack  B a n d i t ! O h , y ou 'll 
r u n  o v e r h im !"

J e r r y  e a rn e s tly  d es ired  to . B u t it is 
n o t so easy  to  d e lib e ra te ly  ru n  a  m an  
dow n. S w e a rin g  u n d e r  h is  b re a th , he  
b ro u g h t the c a r  to  a  h a lt, b e in g  a w a re  
o f  th e  g le a m  o f  a  re v o lv e r  in  the  o u t
s tre tc h e d  h a n d  o f  th e  b a n d it.

“ S te p  o u t in to  th e  ro a d , if  you  
p le a se ,” sa id  a  so f t , re f in e d  vo ice , h u sk y  
a n d  obv iously  d isg u ise d . “ L ik e  he  h ad  
a  so u r  ball in  b is ch eek ,” th o u g h t K itty .

J e r r y  a n d  K itty  ob liged . K it ty  w as 
s ta r in g  a t th e  h e a d  o f  th e  b a n d it  w h ich  
w as com ple te ly  c o v e red  w ith  p a r t  o f  th e  
lo n g  cape  h e  w o re . I t  w a s  th e  sh ad o w  
o f  th a t  she  h ad  seen a t  th e  k itch en  w in 
dow  o f th e  B a rn e s  h o u se , she cou ld  
h a v e  sw orn .

“ F ro m  w h a t I  h e a r ,” sa id  J e r r y  p le a s 
a n tly , “you  a re  a  lo n g  w ay  fro m  y o u r  
a r is to c ra tic  h u n tin g  g ro u n d .”

T h e  b a n d it la u g h e d  so ftty . H e  even 
sw u n g  th e  re v o lv e r  ab o u t h is f in g e r a n d  
K it ty  w a tc h e d  him , fa sc in a te d . A  
g ra c e fu l  w ay  he  h a d  o f  d o in g  it  a n d  ye t 
th e re  w as a  h o rr ib le  a le r tn e s s  ab o u t th a t  
p la y fu l  r e v o lv e r !

“ I h a v e  n o  d esig n s u p o n  y o u r  w alle t 
o r  y o u r  w atch , m y  d e a r  c h a p ,” sa id  the  
sm o o th , h u sk y  vo ice . “ A ll I  w a n t is 
y o u r  ca r. S o rry  to  inconven ience  you . 
B u t I  m u s t h a v e  it ju s t  now . N o t m uch  
o f  a  ca r, is i t?  C o u ld n 't  D a h lg re n  g ive  
y o u  a  b e t te r  o n e ? ”

“ I t  is go o d  e n o u g h  fo r  m e ,” sa id  
J e r ry ,  h is  face  re d  w ith  a n g e r . “ A n d  if  
y o u  th in k  y o u  a re  g o in g  to  sto p  us fro m  
g e tt in g  to  W e s t B u rlin g to n  you  have 
a n o th e r  g u ess . T h e re  is a d ay  co m 
ing . T o -n ig h t w ill be o v e r b e fo re  so 
v e ry  lo n g .”

T h e  B lack  B a n d it  bow ed. T h e  fa s 
c in a tin g  w ay  he d id  it in tr ig u e d  K itty . 
S h e  s to o d  th e re , sh iv e rin g  a little , be 
s id e  J e r r y  Q u ille n , s ta r in g  w ith  all h e r  
b r ig h t, s c a re d  eyes a t  the  fam o u s fig u re  
th a t  h ad  long  te r ro r iz e d  th e  co m m u n ity .

“ I t  is f a r  f ro m  m y in te n tio n  to  p re 
v e n t y o u  fro m  e n jo y in g  th e  co m in g  day, 
m y  d e a r  Q u ille n ,” s a id  h e  p le a sa n tly . 
“ A n d  I  h a v e  s to p p ed  y o u  in  a  fa ir ly  
co n v e n ie n t sp o t. Y o u  a re  h a lfw a y  be
tw een  D a h lg re n  a n d  th e  ju n c tio n . Y o u  
h av e  y o u r  choice o f  d ire c tio n s . N o t 
q u ite  five m iles e i th e r  w ay . N o w  a n d  
th e n  a  c a r  does com e a lo n g  h e re  a t  th is  
tim e  o f  th e  y e a r . Y o u  m ay  have  luck . 
L e t  us t r u s t  so. In  th e  m e a n tim e , au  
r e v o i r !”

S te p p in g  p a s t  the  n e rv o u s  p a ir  a t  the  
s id e  o f  th e  ro ad , T h e  B lack  B a n d it 
sp ra n g  in to  th e  d r iv e r ’s, se a t in  J e r r y ’s 
h ire d  c a r , se t h is fo o t o n  th e  s ta r te r  an d  
w ith  a  w ave  o f  h is h a n d , f la sh ed  p a s t 
J e r r y  a n d  K itty  B a rn e s  a n d  w as off 
dow n th e  c u rv e  o f  th e  ro ad .

J e r r y  a n d  K it ty  s ta re d  a f t e r  th e  red  
ta il l ig h t o f  th e  b a tte re d  sed an .

“ W ell, w h a t do  y o u  th in k  o f  y o u r  
p re c io u s  M r. Z an e  f ro m  th e  c o u n try  
c lu b  n o w ? "  g ra te d  J e r ry ,  h is  fists 
c len ch ed . “ G osh , th e  n e rv e  o f  t h a t ! ”

K it ty  g asp ed , “ you  d o n ’t th in k  th a t 
b ru te  is M r. Z a n e !” she  c r ie d . “ W h y , 
I  rec o g n iz e d  h is h ead  and, i t  w as th e  
sam e th a t  lis ten ed  a t  th e  k itc h e n  w in 
d o w ! I  know  i t ! ”

“ Y e a h , a n d  a  m in u te  la te r  Z an e  ra n g  
y o u r  d o o rb e ll!” sa id  J e r r y  ta r t ly . “ A n d  
h e  h a d  h is c a r  o u t f ro n t ,  a ll n ice  a n d  
h an d y . D e p e n d  on  it, A n d y  is inn o cen t. 
O n e  o f  th o se  sw ell g u y s  a t  th e  c lub  d id  
f o r  N a n c y , th is  v e ry  B la c k  B a n d it w e 
w ere  ta lk in g  to  ju s t  n o w ! B u t i f  he  
th in k s  th a t  a  li t t le  m a tte r  o f  a  delayed  
t r a in  c a n  keep  m e fro m  g e tt in g  W e s t 
on  th is  c a se , he h a s  a n o th e r  th in k !  
H e ’s g o t  to  sh o o t m e  n o w  to  m a k e  m e 
q u i t !”

“O h , d o n ’t !” sh u d d e re d  K itty . “ T h is  
is su ch  a  lo n eso m e spo t, y o u  f r ig h te n  
m e  to  d e a th !”

“ W h a t I  w a n t to  k n o w  is ,” sa id  J e r r y  
look ing  a b o u t an d  fe e lin g  th a t  in  the  
eyes o f  th is  g ir l w h o se  ch a m p io n  he 
d e s ire d  to  be h e  h a d  ju s t  c u t  a  so r ry  fig
u re , “ how  th a t b lack  b ru te  g o t h e re
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h im se lf .  F r o m  w h a t  I  h e a r  h e  w o rk s  
a lone  a n d  n o b o d y  know s his  iden tity . 
H e  m u s t  h ave  a  c a r  so m e w h e re  abou t 
h e re ,  th en .  H i s  sole ob jec t  w as  to  de lay  
us fo r  som e reason  o r  o th e r .”

K i t ty  g la n c e d  in to  the  b lack  woods 
behind, them .

“ I f  y o u  g o  look ing  abou t in  the re ,  I 
shall f a i n t ! ” she  sa id  sh ivering .  “ L e t 's  
walk. A  c a r  will p ick  us up  so o n e r  or 
la te r .  H e  d id n ’t succeed in ch an g in g  
o u r  m in d s ,  a n y h o w . Ju s t  ho ld in g  us up 
w o n ’t s to p  u s .”

“ N o, b u t  I ’m  w o n d e r in g  w h a t ,  in the  
m ean tim e , will h a p p e n  to  L e v e r in g  
W e s t ! ” sa id  J e r r y  th o u g h tfu l ly  as they  
w a lk ed  b r isk ly  a lo n g  the road . “ D elay  
was ev iden t ly  n e c e ssa ry .”

O n ly  one  ca r ,  how ever ,  p assed  th e m  
o n  the  dese r ted  road , a n d  th a t  one  w as 
d r iv e n  by a  f a r m e r  who was go in g  to 
D a h lg re n  a n d  w h o m  no a m o u n t  o f  p e r 
suas ion  could induce  to tu r n  ab o u t  a n d  
take  the  couple  to  the  ju n c t io n .  A n d  so. 
som e t im e  la ter ,  K i t ty  f o u n d  h e rse l f  
sh iv e r in g  w ith  a  fe a r  she w as a sh am ed  
to  let h e r  c o m p a n io n  gu ess ,  once m o re  
on th e  p o rc h  o f  h e r  b ro th e r 's  home.

“ I  d o n ’t  m uch  like to  leave you  here, 
b u t  I  d o n ' t  believe a n y  h a r m  will come 
to you, M iss  K i t t y ,” said Q u il len ,  hes i
ta t in g  a f t e r  h e  had  tu r n e d  o n  the  hall 
light.  “ T o - m o r r o w  you  h a d  b e t te r  m ake  
o th e r  a r r a n g e m e n ts . ”

K i t ty  B a rn e s  su m m o n ed  all h e r  n a t 
u ra l  c o u ra g e  a n d  th e re  w as a goodly  
a m o u n t  o f  it. S h e  flashed a  sm ile at 
the  y o u n g  m an .

“ O h , I ’m  n o t  a f r a i d !” she a s s u re d  
h im . “ W h y  w ou ld  an y b o d y  d o  a n y 
th in g  to  me, especially  th a t  polite  devil, 
T h e  B lack  B a n d i t ? ”

B u t  Q u i l le n  l ingered  while  K i t ty  w en t 
b ack  to  th e  d in in g  ro o m  an d  snapped  
on  th e  light. H e  fe l t  a s t r a n g e  re luc 
ta n c e  a b o u t  leav in g  th e  g ir l .  H e  w as 
j u s t  h e s i ta t in g  a b o u t  th e  p r o p r i e ty  o f  
a sk in g  h e r  to  p e rm it  h im  to go  o v e r  the 
h ouse  w h en  a  shrill  s c ream  f r o m  K i t ty  
w r u n g  his t a u t  ne rves .

“ M r .  Q u i l l e n !” c r ied  th e  g ir l .  
“ S o m eb o d y  has b ro k e n  in to  th e  d in in g 
ro o m  w in d o w  a n d  the  w hole  p lace  is 
tu rn e d  upside  d o w n ! ”

C H A P T E R  X V I I
T H E  DARK SHADOW.

I A T E  th a t  sam e  evening , Z ane ,  H o l-  
com b, Y a r ro w ,  A r t h u r  M a s o n  a n d  

D o c to r  M ile s  w ere  s i t t in g  in the  sm ok
in g  r o o m  o f  th e  D a h lg re n  C o u n t ry  Club. 
T h e  B a r n e s  c ase  had , o f  course ,  been 
u n d e r  d iscu ss io n ,  a n d  was, indeed , th e  
re a so n  fo r  the  m eeting . E llis  Z ane  h a d  
been te l l ing  th e m  ab o u t  K i t ty  B a rn e s  
an d  h e r  re q u e s t  r e g a rd in g  W e s t ,  th e  d e 
tective.

“ I t  is only  fa i r  th a t  w e do so m e th in g  
to  help  o u t  A n d y ,” he  sa id , a n d  severa l  
o f  th e  m en  g lan ced  a t  his  pa le  face. 
T h e y  k n e w  th a t  he h a d  fe l t  m o re  than  
a  p a s s in g  in te re s t  in the a t t ra c t iv e  w ife  
o f  th e  c lub  s tew ard .

“ I a g re e .” sa id  H o lc o m b  ab rup tly .  
“ Y o u  all kn o w  th a t  I  am  in th is  th in g  
r a th e r  deeply , th an k s  to  M a so n ,  here. 
A n d  yet I  shall be g lad  to  g e t  A n d y  
o u t  o f  th e  m u d d le .”

“ I f  we all m ade  u p  a p u r s e  I fancy  
W e s t  w ou ld  c o n s id e r  the  c a s e ,” said 
Y a r r o w  th o u g h tfu l ly .  “ A s  f o r  m e, I  
h a d  d e te rm in ed ,  a n y h o w , to  look  u p  
som e s m a r t  c h a p  to  t race  th a t  p a in t in g  
o f  m ine. I  h ave  no  in te n t io n  o f  los ing  
th a t  w ork .  I t  is the  bes t  th in g  I  ever  
d id .”

“ W e  can p robab ly  th a n k  T h e  B lack  
B an d it  fo r  th a t , "  said. M ason . “ I f  y o u r  
de tec tive  finds Out his iden t i ty ,  S tephen , 
pcfcsibly he will a lso have  th e  p a in t in g  
b a c k  f o r  y o u .”

“ T h e  th in g  th a t  puzzles  m e  is th i s ,” 
sa id  Zane. “ I f  T h e  B lack  B a n d i t  had 
n o th in g  to do w ith  N an cy ,  w hy d id  he 
steal h e r  p ic tu r e ? ”

“ O f  co u rse  he h a d  so m e th in g  to  do 
w ith  N a n c y  i f  he is th e  t h i e f !” sn ap p ed  
Y a r ro w .  “ H e  m u s t  h ave  been  insane ly  
in  love w i th  h e r  to b r e a k  in to  m y  house
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in d a y l ig h t  a n d  take  a th in g  like th a t  
p ic tu re  a w a y ! O f  course , he ro lled  it. 
I  f o u n d  th e  f r a m e  f r o m  w hich  he  had  
n e a t ly  cu t  the  pa in t ing .  B u t  even  so, he  
is d a r in g .”

” \V e k n o w  th a t . ’’ said M a so n  w ith  a 
s light sh iver . “ T h e  n igh t he  h e ld  me 
u p  h e  w as e v e ry  b it as  cool as a cu c u m 
b e r . ”

“ B ut if  he killed her. lov ing  h e r  like 
th a t  ?" ask ed  Z an e  slowly.

“ Sure ,  love a n d  jea lousy  fo r m  the 
basis fo r  h a l f  the  c r im e s !” said Y a r r o w  
sharp ly .  “ M o n e y  a n d  re v en g e  m ake  up  
the  o th e r  half .  I t  was n o t  m oney  in 
N a n c y ’s case. W e  shall h ave  to  stick 
to the love a n d  je a lo u sy  p a r t  o f  it h e re .”

" W e l l ,  a re  w e going to  lis ten  to  this 
p re t ty  little  K i t t y ’s plea fo r  th e  fa m o u s  
d e te c t iv e ? ” a sked  E ll is  Z ane ,  g lanc ing  
abou t.  “ A s  f a r  as  I  am  c o n c e rn e d ,  I  
say  s e n d  fo r  h im .”

" A n d  I say  so, too ,” said M aso n .
“ I a m  willing, o f  c o u rse ,” a g re e d  

Y a r ro w .  “ I f  he is as go o d  as th ey  
say, he shou ld  ce r ta in ly  ge t  back  my 
pa in t in g .  I  have  le f t  th e  s tu d io  and  
th e  w in d o w  e x a c t ly  a s  i t  w as, p u r 
pose ly .”

“ O h, dash  y o u r  old p a i n t i n g !” said- 
H o lco m b  im pa tien tly .  “ W h a t  I  w an t 
is som e  c lever  c h a p  to  ge t  me ou t o f  
th is  m ix -u p  I ’m  in !  B e tw een  A r t  M a 
son an d  T im m y  R yan . I com e n e a r  be
ing the  c r im in a l  h im s e l f .”

M aso n  sa id  no th ing . H is  ro u n d  eyes 
w e re  fa s te n e d  upon  H olcom b. T h a t  
tense  little  scene in the d a r k  sm ok ing  
room , a lm o s t  up o n  the  spo t w h ere  they  
sat a t  th a t  m om en t ,  w as ag a in  be ing  e n 
ac ted  in his m e m o ry .  H e  h a d  little  to  
say  to  H o lcom b .

“ I should  say .” said D o c to r  M iles  
dryly , sp e a k in g  fo r  the  first time, “ th a t  
this c a se  re q u ire s  a  de tective  w ho is 
n o t  f ro m  the  f irs t  convinced o f  A n d y  
B a r n e s ’ g u i l t .”

_  “ Y ou  m e a n  th a t  you  th in k  H o r to n  is.
3  a n d  th a t  you  d o n ’t c ons ide r  B a rn e s
F  g u i l ty ? ” a sk e d  M a so n  eagerly .

M iles  spoke  slowly. H e  had  ev i
den tly  w e ighed  his w o rd s .

“ I d o n ’t th in k  A n d y  B a rn e s  capable  
o f  a r r a n g in g  o r  th in k in g  o u t  th a t  e lec
t r ic i ty  s tu n t , ” he  said. “ I a d m i t  th a t  he 
had  o p p o r tu n i ty  and  th a t  it w ou ld  not 
tak e  a  la rg e  a m o u n t  o f  b ra in s .  B u t  it 
would  ta k e  the  so r t  o f  b r a in s  A n d y  
h a s n ' t  got. H e  ju s t  h a s n ’t th a t  m a k e 
up. T h e  case  looks bad a g a in s t  h im . I 
ag ree  th a t  W e s t  shou ld  be sen t  fo r ,  and  
I  c o n s id e r  it a bit o f  luck  th a t  he shou ld  
be v is i t ing  so n ea r  us. Fie has  a g re a t  
re p u ta t io n .”

“ T h e n  w e shall send  f o r  W e s t , ” sa id  
Z a n e  w ith  a nod. “ I ’ll tell M iss  B a rn e s  
to -m o rro w . I t  m ay  re l ieve  h e r  m in d  a 
trifle. D o you  fellows fan cy  a  te le g ra m  
o r  a  te lep h o n e  call w o u ld  b r in g  h im ?  
I t  takes  too  d a sh e d  lo n g  f o r  le t te r  w r i t 
in g .”

“ O n e  o f  us  should  g o  to  W e s t  B u r 
l in g to n ,” sa id  M ason . “ H is  in te res t ,  
I  fancy , will h a v e  to be a roused , b e fo re  
he  will c o n s id e r  the  th in g .”

“ I 'm  willing  to g o ,” sa id  E l l is  Z ane .
M a s o n  spoke  w i th  h eav y  em phasis ,
“ W h y  n o t  send F lo lco m b ?  H e  w an ts  

to  v in d ica te  h im self .  N o  b e t te r  w a y  
th a n  b y  g o in g  in  p e rso n  to e n g ag e  a 
m a n  w hom  we all th in k  will e x p o se  the  
g u i l ty  p a r ty .”

A s  M a s o n ’s w o rd s  fell up o n  the  tense  
a tm o sp h e re  every  m a n  th e re  k n ew  th a t  
he  defin ite ly  suspec ted  G ra n t  H olcom b. 
A n d  d id  no t all o f  t h e m ?  H o lc o m b ’s 
posit ion  a n d  m oney  in  th e  sm all  e x 
clusive to w n  h a d  been , th ey  knew , the  
only  th in g  th a t  had  sav ed  h im  f ro m  
sh a r in g  A n d y  B a rn e s '  fate .

“ W h y ,  o f  course , 1 can g o ! ” sa id  
H o lc o m b  stiffly. “ I ’m  no t a f r a i d  to  get 
th is  chap , if th a t  is w h a t  y o u  m e a n .”

“ All r ig h t .” sa id  D o c to r  M iles . “ L e t  
F lo lcom b go. A f t e r  all, he is in  a  t igh t  
position . I t  m ay  he lp  h im  if  he  gets  
West.”

Y a r r o w  rose , g lanc ing  a t  h is  watch.
“ I m u s t  be going. H a v e  som e w o rk  

to  d o  y e t  to -n igh t.  W h a te v e r  y o u  fe l
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lows decide u p o n  will be ag reeab le  to  
me. P e r h a p s  som e o f  th e  o th e r  m e m 
b e rs  will w a n t  to  be in on it. L e t  m e 
k n o w .”

A& Y a r r o w  s t ro d e  f ro m  the room , 
M a s o n  looked  a f t e r  him.

“ A  d a rn e d  q u e e r  th in g  th a t ,  ab o u t  
N a n c y ’s p a in t in g  being  s to le n ,” he  
m used . “ I t  kno ck ed  S te p h e n  in  a  heap. 
I  w as w i th  h im  w h en  he  d iscovered  i t .”

“ M y  d e a r  chap , th a t  is th e  sm alles t  
o f  o u r  m y s te r ie s ,”  sa id  D o c to r  M iles  
w ith  a  s h o r t  laugh . “T h e  t ro u b le  b e 
g a n  w i th  th e  firs t  ho ldup  b y  T h e  Black 
B a n d i t .”

F o r  a  m o m e n t  th e  m en sm oked  in  si
lence, th e  sp e c te r  o f  susp ic ion  s ta lk ing  
a m o n g  th e m  in  th e  lu x u r io u s  sm o k in g  
room  o f  th e  D a h lg r e n  C lub. W h o  was 
T h e  B lack  B a n d i t  an d  who, h a d  killed 
N a n c y  B a r n e s ?  W a s  the  c r im ina l  in 
th e i r  m idst  ? T h a t  w as th e  q ues t ion  th a t  
occup ied  every  m in d ,  a n d  D o c to r  M iles  
was abou t to  open his l ips an d  speak  
a b o u t  so m e th in g  th a t  h a d  t ro u b le d  h im  
f o r  som e time, w h e n  the  tall f ig u re  o f  
S te p h e n  Y a r r o w  again  s t ro d e  th ro u g h  
th e  room . H e  c a r r ie d  a  long, da rk ,  
t r a i l in g  th in g  in  h is  han d .

“ L o o k  h e r e ! ” he  sa id  a  bit  d r a m a t i 
cally  a s  he  he ld  it u p  be fo re  th e ir  eyes. 
“ I  found) th i s  ou ts ide ,  f lung  d o w n  in a  
c o r n e r  b e s id e  th e  steps. I s a w  a  d a rk  
s h a d o w  th e re  w h ile  I s to p p e d  to  ligh t 
m y p ipe  a n d  u p o n  inves t iga t ion  I  d is 
covered— th i s !  J u s t  w h ere  the b a n d i t  
h a d  th ro w n  it upon  e n te r in g  th e  c lub 
h o u se  ! O r  t h a t  is h o w  it looks to  m e ! 
T h i s  seems, gen t lem en , to  le n d  s t re n g th  
to  o u r  th eo ry  th a t  T h e  B lack  B a n d i t  is 
a  m e m b e r  o f  o u r  exc lus ive  c l u b !”

T h e  m e n  lo u n g in g  in the  c o m fo r ta b le  
cha irs ,  sm o k in g  th e i r  ex p en s iv e  c igars , 
s t a r e d  a t  th e  th in g  Y a r r o w  he ld  up  be 
fo re  them . T h e  long, d a rk  cape  tha t ,  
as e v e ry  m a n  k n e w  w ho had  been a 
v ic t im  o f  h is  ho ldups ,  T h e  B la c k  B a n 
d i t  h a d  w o r n !  O r  if  it w as n o t  th a t  
s e l f s a m e  cape , it w as one  exac tly  "like 
it  ? A s tran g e ,  vo lum inous ,  oddly-

s h a p e d  th in g  th a t  s a v o re d  o f  d ie  an c ien t  
days  o f  the  k in g ’s h ig h w a y  a n d  the  
s to p p in g  o f  H i s  M a j e s t y ’s coach !

A r t h u r  M a so n  looked f r o m  th e  s in 
is te r  g a r m e n t  in Y a r r o w ’s hands ,  to  the  
o th e r  m e n  in th e  circle. W h o  h a d  flung 
off th a t  th in g  as he  e n te re d  th e  c lu b 
h o u se ?  I t  co u ld  no t h a v e  been  Y a r r o w  
h im se lf ,  o r  else w hy  w o u ld  he  com e 
a m o n g  th e m  show ing  i t?  N o ,  decidedly, 
i t  co u ld  n o t  be  Y a r r o w .  N o  sense  to  
th a t .  B u t  n o  one  e lse  loo k ed  in  th e  
leas t  gu il ty .  T h e y  all looked  e x a c t ly  
as  he  k n ew  be h im s e l f  w as  look ing . 
H o w  co u ld  he  su spec t  his  f r ie n d s  a n d  
fe l lo w  m e m b e rs ?  H o w  cou ld  h e  e v e n  
su sp e c t  G r a n t  H o lc o m b  o f  th e se  m o n 
s t ro u s  th in g s ?

“ W e ’ve all  h a d  a  r u n  in w i th  T h e  
B lack  B a n d i t  save yo u .  Y a r r o w ,” sa id  
Z a n e  then , slowly. “ And. I ,  f o r  one, 
shou ld  s w e a r  th a t  this  cape  is  th e  th in g  
th e  th ie f  w o r e .”

“ I,  to o ,” n o d d e d  H olcom b.
“ A n d  I , ” sa id  M a so n .  “ I t  looks  ju s t  

l ike  i t .”
“ I  should; say  th a t  was the  c a p e ,” said 

D o c to r  M i le s  slowly, “ b u t  o f  course, 
n o  one  co u ld  sw e a r  to  th a t .  B e t te r  let 
m e  ta k e  it  to  the  police, Y a r r o w .” 

“ K e e p  it f o r  W e s t , ” sa id  Y a r r o w  
w ith  a lau g h  and  flung  it to  th e  doc 
to r .  “ H e  should  be ab le  to  desc r ib e  
th e  b a n d i t  fu lly  a f t e r  h e  e x a m in e s  this. 
W h a t  w o rr ie s  m e is n o t  t h e  fac t  th a t  
th is  looks like T h e  B lack  B a n d i t ’s cloak, 
b u t  th a t  I  fo u n d  it w h e re  I  d id !  I  a d 
v ise  y o u  all to  m a k e  s u re  w h o  is in  the 
c lubhouse  at p re s e n t .”

“ T h a t ’s ea sy ,” sa id  Z ane , r is ing . 
“ T h e  sw im m in g  pool is still c losed off. 
W e  can t ro t  a r o u n d  and, j o t  th e  nam es  
o f  the  chaps w ho  a re  a t  p re se n t  ro a m in g  
abou t.  T h e re  are  a  couple  o f  th em  over  
the re .  I f  I  w ere  you, Y a r r o w ,  I  shou ld  
g ive  th a t  c loak  to the  d o c to r  h e re  a n d  
keep m u m  ab o u t  i t .”

" A n d  keep  m um , to o ,” sa id  Y a r r o w  
significantly , " a b o u t  th is  idea  o f  g e t 
t in g  L e v e r in g  W e s t  on the case .”
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C H A P T E R  X V I I I .

KITTV GETS THERE FIRST.

V ' O E 1 have told me e v e ry th in g ? "  Lev- 
1 e r ing  W e s t  g lanced  ac ross  the  h a n d 

som e l ib ra ry  o f  th e  C h a r i to n  H a r m e r s ,  
a n d  sm iled  slightly  a t  K i t ty  B a rn e s '  e x 
c i ted  face.

I t  w a s  Q uil len  how ever, w ho rep lied .
“ W e  have. Y ou have h e a rd  th e  

whole  s to ry ."
A s  he spoke, the  y o u n g  m a n  s tud ied  

with  inc reas ing  in te re s t  the  f a m o u s  d e 
tective  w ho  lounged  in the  h u g e  so f t  
c h a i r  opposite . L eve r ing  W e s t  w as in 
the  p r im e  o f  life, a tall, w ell-groom ed, 
s p a re  ty p e  with  a keen, r a th e r  hom ely  
face  t h a t  w as  l igh ted  c h a rm in g ly  now  
a n d  th en  by an  u n e x p e c te d  smile. 
S o m e h o w  he gave  the  im p re ss io n  o f  be
ing  as depen d ab le  a s  chilled  steel a n d  as 
cool. H is  p recep t ion ,  too, had  a s t i le t to 
like quali ty .

“ L a s t  n ig h t ’s  p e r fo rm a n c e  seem ed 
c r a z y  to m e ,” w en t  on Q uil len .  “ H o ld 
in g  us up d id n ' t  s top  us  f r o m  com ing  
to  you . A n d  w h a t  the B a rn e s  house  
w as  b ro k e n  in to  fo r  is beyond  us. W e  
c o u ld n ’t find a th in g  m issing, a n d  the  
u p s ta i r s  w a s n ’t touched ."

“ D e p e n d  u p o n  it, it w as m o s t  im p o r 
ta n t  to b re a k  in to  the  h o u se ,” s a id  W e s t .  
“ L a te r ,  w e  shall  no dou b t  le a rn  why. 
A s  f o r  the  d e lay — p e rh a p s  th e re  was a 
fo r lo rn  hope  in th i s .”

A s  he spoke he took  f r o m  his pocket 
a te le g ra m  a n d  h an d e d  it f irst  to  Kitty'. 
T h e  g ir l  read , “ S ta y  aw ay  f ro m  D a h l ; 
g re n .  E v e ry b o d y  sooner o r  la te r  meets 
h is  W a te r lo o .  Be w a rn e d  in t im e .”

T h e  m essag e  w as uns igned , b u t  it had  
been d a r in g ly  sen t  f ro m  D a h l g r e n !

“ I  h a v e  h a d  e n o u g h  o f  th o se  th ings  
in m y  d a y  to  p a p e r  a  small d e n ,” smiled 
W e s t  a s  the  g i r l ’s ho rr i f ied  eyes sough t 
his.

“ B ut, d o n ’t you— w o n ’t it------- ”
S h e  w as f e a r f u l  o f  his answ er .  A s  

y e t  th e  in v e s t ig a to r  h a d  no t to ld  them  
he w ou ld  take  th e  case.

“ T h is  sh o w s a la c k  o f  fear ,  a t  any  
r a te ,"  sa id  the  de tective , n o t  re p ly in g  
to h e r  unfin ished  q ues t ion .  “ T h e r e  w as 
no p re te n se  o f  s e n d in g  it f r o m  a n y 
w here  else. I  have, o f  cou rse ,  u n c o n 
sciously fo rm e d  a th e o ry  a lready , a n d  it 
a p p ea ls  to me. T h e  real te s t  o f  a th e 
o ry  com es w hen  it c an  a b so rb  every' 
c lew .”

“ D o you  th in k  th is  B lack  B a n d i t  is 
m ix e d  u p  in m y s is te r ’s d e a th ? ” asked  
Q uillen .

“ T h e  fac t  th a t  he to o k  y o u r  c a r  last 
n igh t  is a rep ly  to th a t ,” sa id  W e s t .  By 
th a t  ac tion  he  identified  h im se lf  with 
th e  c r im e. I  d o n ’t say he c o m m itted  it, 
b u t  it looks to  m e as th o u g h — I beg  p a r 
don , Miss- K i t ty — the g u i l ty  p a r ty  is a 
keener  type  th a n  A n d y  B a rn e s ."

“ W e  c a n ’t offer y o u  a p u r s e ,” s ighed  
th e  girl.  “ I t  w a s  sh e e r  d esp e ra t io n  th a t  
b ro u g h t  u s  here . W e  d id n ’t  k n o w  w h a t  
to  d o .”

“ B u t  th e  p u r s e  is to  be o ffe red  by 
th e  D a h lg r e n  C o u n t ry  C lub , is it n o t? "  
a sk e d  W e s t  w ith  a smile.

“ O h , good  g ravy , w e w o n ’t h e a r  f ro m  
t h a t  in te rv ie w  w ith  E l l is  Z a n e !” said 
Q u il len  d isgusted ly . “ T h a t ’s w h a t  
s ta r te d  all o u r  troub les  last n igh t ,  M iss  
B a rn e s  te l l ing  h im  w h a t  w e w e re  p la n 
n in g  to d o .”

“ P a r d o n  me, but I  th in k  y o u  will find 
th a t  I shall be o ffered  a  p u r s e  b y . t h e  
m em b ers  o f  th e  c o u n t ry  club to  come 
to  D a h lg re n  a n d  solve th e  m y s te ry ,  o r  
t r y  to ,” said W e s t  still smiling . “ T h a t  
is exac tly  w h a t  they  will do. I t  is the 
obvious th ing .  T h e  r e p u ta t io n  o f  the 
a r is to c ra t ic  and  exclusive  country ' c lub 
is a t  stake. I n  a s h o r t  t im e, un less  I  
a m  m is ta k e n ,  one  o f  y o u r  fa sh io n a b le  
c o m m u n i ty  w ill com e to  m e  w i th  the  o f 
fe r .  I t  w o u ld  not g r e a t ly  su rp r is e  m e  if  
i t  p ro v e d  to  be the  g e n t le m a n  w h o  sent 
m e  this te le g ra m  last n i g h t !”

“ I th in k  th e y ’ll s ta y  o u t  o f  i t ,” g r u m 
b led  Q uil len .  “ W h y  shou ld  th e y  soil 
th e i r  b lue-b looded  f in g e rs? ”

“ S p e a k in g  of  fingers, I  a m  in te re s ted
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iu  th o se  o f  y o u r  b ro th e r ,” sa id  th e  de
tective, t u r n in g  to  K it ty .

T h e  g i r l  f lushed. ‘‘O h ,  A n d y  b u r n in g  
his h a n d  like th a t  influenced the  j u r y  
a g a in s t  h im ,” she cried .

“ I d o n 't  m ean  th a t , "  said W e s t ,  look
in g  across  the  ro o m  w ith  a m u s in g  
f ro w n .  “ I f  w h a t  I  th in k  is r igh t ,  th e  
c r im ina l  a t  th e  v e ry  beg inn ing  m a d e  a  
g ra v e  m is take .  A  little k n o w led g e  is a  
d an g e ro u s  th ing. B u t  o f  cou rse ,  I  m ay  
be a w a y  off the  t rack .  I ’ve  on ly  heard  
y o u r  s to ry  so fa r .  Still, I  h a v e  a  f a i r  
idea  o f  w h a t  it w as  the  th ie f  b ro k e  in to  
th e  B arnes  house  to  get possess ion  o f . ” 

“ O h ,  bu t  the  im p o r ta n t  th in g  is now, 
will y o u  com e an d  help us  ?” c r ie d  K i t ty  
ne rvously .  “ I t  is n e rv y  o f  us  w h en  we
have  n o th in g  to  o ffe r-------”

W e s t  l i f ted  h is  hand .
“T h e  m o n ey  does no t  in te re s t  m e ,” 

he  sa id  a  bit  ta r t ly .  “ B u t  th e  m an  w ho  
will p re s e n t ly  a p p e a r  to  a s k  m e  to  ac
c e p t  a  p u r s e  to  com e to D a h lg re n ,  d oes .” 

A s  th o u g h  in an sw er ,  th e  b u t le r  a p 
p e a re d  in th e  d o o r  a n d  an n o u n ced ,  “ M r .  
H o lc o m b !”

W i t h  y o u n g  Q uil len  a n d  K i t ty  
B a rn e s  s ta r in g  a t  h im  in  in d ig n a n t  
am a z e m en t ,  G r a n t  H o lcom b , im m a c u 
la te ly  g ro o m e d  as usua l,  s a u n te re d  
across  th e  f loor  w ith  inso len t in d e p e n 
dence.

C H A P T E R  X I X .
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U O L C O M B  m ere ly  glanced a t  K i t ty  
B a rn es  a n d  Q uil len .  H is  b o w  a n d  

sm ile w ere  f o r  W e s t .
“ M y  n a m e  is H o lc o m b ,” h e  sa id  

p leasan tly ,  “ G r a n t  H o lcom b , a n d  I  a m  
h e re  on  beha lf  o f  the m e m b e rs  o f  th e  
D a h lg re n  C o u n t ry  Club, M r .  W e s t .  
W e  a re  in t ro u b le  a n d  I  h a v e  been  ask ed  
to  induce  you  to  h e lp  us out. I  fa n c y  
M is s  B a rn es  here , h as  fo re s ta l led  m e .” 

“ W h a t  so r t  o f  trouble , M r .  H o l 
c o m b ? ” a sked  L e v e r in g  W e s t .

“ O h , com e now , M r .  W e s t .  Y o u  o f  
course , k n o w  th e  en t i re  s to ry , a n d  a lso

m y  o w n  u n f o r tu n a t e  p a r t  in  it, a f t e r  an  
in te rv ie w  w ith  M iss  K i t t y  B a r n e s ,” 
sm iled  H o lcom b . “ W h y  g o  o v e r  th e  
w ho le  w re tc h e d  b us iness  a g a i n ! I ’m  
g lad  to  be spared  the  t ro u b le .”

“ I  d a re s a y ,” said W e s t  d ry ly ,  “ bu t I  
a m  a  b it  q u e e r  abou t such  m a t te r s .  I  
l ike to  g e t  e v e ry  v iew poin t .  S uppose  
y o u  sp e a k  as th o u g h  Miss B arn es  a n d  
M r .  Q u i l le n — w ho  is, by the  w ay, the 
la te  M rs .  B a rn e s ’ b r o th e r — w e re  no t 
h e r e .”

I f  the  fac t  th a t  th e  d e a d  g i r l ’s b ro th e r  
w as so  close to  h im  d is tu rb e d  H o lcom b , 
it was n o t  a p p a r e n t  even  to  the  r a p ie r 
like g lance  o f  the  de tec tive .

“ W ell ,  o f  course ,  if  y o u  in s is t ,” 
sh ru g g e d  th e  c lubm an . “ I a m  n o t  a n x 
ious to  g ive  you  the  s to ry  since I  m a y  
as  well tell y o u  th a t  som e peop le  r e 
g a r d  m e  as a  suspect, e v e n  i f  th e y  a r e  
h o ld in g  p o o r  A n d y  f o r  th e  c r im e .”

“ T h e n  w h y  have  y o u  been c h o sen  to 
in te re s t  m e ? ” ask ed  W e s t .

“ In  a  w a y  I  chose m y s e l f ,” sm iled  
H o lcom b . “ I th o u g h t  it m ig h t  r e a c t  in 
m y  f a v o r  i f  I  cam e to  en g a g e  th e  s e r v 
ices o f  a  fa m o u s  p r iv a te  in v e s t ig a to r .”

F o r  a m o m e n t  W e s t ' s  eyes m e t  the  
c lu b m a n ’s, a n d  th e  de tec t ive  dec ided  
th a t  th is  m a n  w as  c lever . F o r  th e  th in g  
th a t  he h a d  ju s t  b o ld ly  s ta te d  th a t  he 
h a d  done, was e x a c t ly  w h a t  th e  c r im ina l  
w o u ld  h a v e  done.

“ I believe th a t  y o u  a lso  have  a  b a n d i t  
in  D a h lg re n  w h o  is c a u s in g  a  b it o f  
e x c i te m e n t ,”  sa id  W e s t  then .

H o lc o m b  fell in to  a  m o r e  se r ious  
mood.

“ M r .  W e s t ,  y o u ’ve s im p ly  go t to  
com e a n d  get us o u t  o f  th is  m u d d l e !” 
h e  sa id . “ W e — to tell the t r u t h — som e 
o f  us a r e  a f r a id  th a t  this  b a n d i t  w ho 
h a s  been h o ld in g  u p  club m e m b e rs  on 
th e  r o a d  th a t  leads to  th e  club, is a 
m e m b e r  h im se lf .”

“ I n d e e d ?  W h y  do y o u  th in k  t h a t ? ”
“ I  d o n ’t  k n o w  e x a c t ly ,” H o lc o m b  

la u g h e d  ru e fu l ly .  “ T h e  susp ic ion  ju s t  
g o t  a b o u t .  A n d  th e n  las t  n ig h t ,  a f t e r
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A n d y  was held, som e o f  u s  m et a t  the  
club to  ta lk  ov e r  w h a t  sh o u ld  be done  
to  g e t  h im  o u t  o f  the  th ing .  S tep h en  
Y a r ro w ,  w hen  he w en t hom e, fo u n d  a 
c lo ak  in  a d a r k  c o rn e r  o f  the  c lub  step? 
th a t  looks a lot like the  o ld - fa sh io n e d  
a f f a i r  th e  b a n d i t  w e a rs  ov e r  his head 
a n d  shou lders .  T h e r e  it was, ju s t  
w h e re  the  fe llow  m ig h t  h ave  d ro p p e d  it 
o ff  a s  he e n te re d  the  c lub .”

‘‘W h o  has  the  c loak  n o w ? ”
“ D o c to r  M iles . H e  is the  co roner ,  as 

well as  a m ig h ty  tine fellow, a n d  an  
excellent p h y s ic ia n .”

“ I see. S te p h e n  Y a r ro w ,  y o u  say, 
f o u n d  the  c lo a k ?  H e  is th e  a r t i s t  
c h a p  ?”

“ Y es.  A  v e ry  keen and  ta le n te d  
m a n .”

“ I see. N o w  do you w ish  m e to  
com e to D a h lg re n  to  expose  the  m u r 
d e r e r  o f  M rs .  B a rn e s ,  o r  the  id e n t i ty  o f  
th is  m y s te r io u s  B lack  B a n d i t ? ” a sked  
the detective.

“ M r .  W e s t , ” said H o lco m b  quietly , 
“ som e o f  us th in k  T h e  B lack  B a n d i t  is 
the  m u rd e re r .  N a n c y  m igh t h ave  s tu m 
bled up o n  his  iden ti ty , you  known m a k 
in g  it n e c e s sa ry  to  shu t  h e r  m outh .  
T h i s  fe l low  is  g e t t in g  a hau l off the  club 
m em bers .  H e  ac ts  like a  m an w ho 
know s US' a l l .”

L e v e r in g  W e s t ’s eyes spark led .  H e  
r e g a r d e d  his  caller , w ith  in c re a s in g  ad 
m ira t io n .  I f  H o lc o m b  wrere  g u i l t \ r, w h a t  
a n  ac to r  he  w'as, and  w ha t  n e rv e  he h a d  ! 
I n  a q u ie t  voice he re q u e s te d  the  e n 
t i re  s to ry ,  a n d  w i th  a sigh o f  a n n o y a n c e  
H o lc o m b  b egan  it, no t  g lan c in g  a t  the 
ex c i ted  K i t ty  o r  h e r  in te re s ted  c o m p a n 
ion.

In ta n g ib ly ,  th o u g h ,  no one could have 
said h o w  it w as done, the re  in  th a t  
han d so m e  room , the  line th a t  had . been 
drawm betw een  trag ic  Nancy ' B a rn e s  
a n d  th e  a r is to c ra t ic  c lu b  m em b ers  w ith  
w hom  she had  longed  to m ingle , seem ed 
to  have  been  drawm b e tw een  th e  well- 
g ro o m e d  H o lco m b  a n d  th e  p re t ty  K i t ty  
a n d  Q uillen . W e s t  fe l t  it a n d  he  go t

c loser  somehow', to  the  story ' o f  the  m u r 
d e re d  w ife  o f  the  club s tew ard .

G ra n t  H o lcom b  told f r a n k ly  o f  h is  
ow n  in te re s t  in th e  d ead  g ir l ,  o f  th e  
days  he  had  ta k e n  h e r  o u t  in his  ca r .  
I n  fact, he s im p ly  w en t over  th e  evi
dence  th a t  h a d  been b ro u g h t  o u t  a t  the  
inquest ,  b u t  he sh ru g g e d  as he  re p e a te d  
T i m  R y a n ’s tes t im ony.

“ I d o n ’t kn o w  why on  e a r th  the  boy 
sa id  t h a t , ” he  said s imply.

“ Y o u  never, then , m et M rs .  B a rn e s  
a t  th e  club a f t e r  he r  h u sb a n d  h a d  closed 
it fo r  th e  n ig h t? ” a sk e d  W e s t .

“ I  nev e r  d id. I  have no  r e a s o n  to  
th in k  th a t  N a n c y  w ould  have  co n sen ted  
to  such a th in g ,” sa id  H o lcom b .

“ I see. A n d  you  deny  be ing  in  the 
sm o k in g  ro o m  with, M rs .  B a rn e s  w hen  
those  l ights  w e n t  ou t  an d  M a s o n  h e a r d  
y o u  a r r a n g e  to  m ee t  h e r  l a t e r ? ”

“ I should  say  I  d o ! ” said H o lc o m b  
in d ig n an t ly .  “ I  d o n ’t k n o w  w h a te v e r  
g o t  in to  A r t  M a so n  th a t  he  sh o u ld  tell 
such  a  th ing  as  t h a t . ”

T o  K i l t y ’s a m azem en t ,  W e s t  asked 
n o th in g  else. H e  sa t  fo r  a few m o 
m e n ts  while H o lc o m b  offered  h im  the  
b ig  su m  the  m em b ers  o f  th e  d u b  had  
decided would  te m p t  th e  in v es t ig a to r ,  
a n d  then  w ith o u t  s a y in g  w h e th e r  h e  r e 
g a rd e d  it as b ig  o r  little, o r  p r o b in g  in to  
the case  a n y  fu r th e r ,  he glaHced u p  
quickly- at H o lco m b  an d  said s im p ly ;  
“ I  shall a r r iv e  in  D a h lg r e n  to -n ig h t  a t  
e ight th ir ty .  M r .  H o lc o m b .”

C H A P T E R  X X .
WARNING NUMBER TW'O.

I T  w as G r a n t  H o lco m b  w ho d ro v e  his 
c a r  do w n  to th e  s ta t io n  to  m ee t  L e v 

e r ing  W e s t .
“ A r t  M a s o n  says you  have  s im ply  

got to  p u t  up  a t  his place , M r .  W e s t , ” 
sa id  H o lc o m b  ru e f u l ly  as  he  e sco r ted  
th e  de tec tive  to the  h a n d so m e  m achine. 
“ W e  all w an te d  y®u, b u t  A r t  d iscovered  
the  body  an d  all th a t  a n d  w e  th o u g h t  
p e rh a p s  he w ou ld  be  o f  m o re  h e lp  to
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you. O f  course ,  h e  is d o w n  on me, f o r  
som e reaso n .  Y o u  u n d e r s ta n d  th a t .  
H is  s to ry  is e n o u g h  to ru in  m e .”

“ I t  d o e sn ’t seem  to h ave  d o n e  so ,” 
sa id  W e s t  smiling.

H o lc o m b  sh ru g g e d ,  sea ting  h im se lf  at 
th e  wheel.

“ W h o  can  tell ? T h e  a f fa ir  is y o u n g  
yet. O n ly  th e  fac t  th a t  A n d y  B arn es  
b u r n e d  h is  h a n d  an d  th a t  T im  R y a n  
sw o re  he sa w  h im  look ing  in to  the  c lub
h o u se  w in d o w  a t  N a n c y  a n d  m y se lf  one 
n igh t,  sw ayed  th e  j u r y  a g a in s t  h im .” 

A s  he spoke  H o lc o m b  tu r n e d  h is  c a r  
a b o u t  and. f o r  a  m o m e n t  the  ro u n d ,  
w h ite  spo ts  o f  th e  head ligh ts  lay  flatly  
a g a in s t  th e  wall o f  th e  n e w  b a n k  ac ross  
th e  s t re e t .  W e s t  u t te re d  a n  in v o lu n ta ry  
e x c lam a tio n  a n d  b en t  fo rw a rd .  I n  bo th  
circles o f  l igh t  t h e r e  shone  p la in ly  the  
b lack  ou tl ines  o f  a  p i s to l ! T h e  effect 
o f  th e  tw o  sh a d o w y  g uns  o n  th e  walls 
o f  th e  b a n k  w as indesc r ibab ly  u n c a n n y .

“ G o o d  h e a v e n s !” c r ied  H o lcom b . 
“ W h a t  is t h a t ? ”

“ I  f a n c y ,” sa id  L e v e r in g  W e s t  d ry ly , 
“ th a t  i t  is  th e  second  w a rn in g  I  h ave  
h a d  to- let th is  case  alone. E x a m in e  
y o u r  head l igh ts ,  M r .  H o lcom b . Som e 
one h as  t a m p e re d  w i th  th e m .”

H o lc o m b  w a s  o u t  in th e  s t re e t  u n 
fa s te n in g  th e  lens o f  th e  tw o  p o w e rfu l  
lights. O n  the  inside  o f  each  th e re  
h a d  been  p a s te d  a p e r f e c t  p is to l  cu t 
f ro m  b lack  c a r d b o a r d !

“ I  say, M r .  W e s t ,  I h a d  n o th in g  to  
do w i th  th is ,” p ro te s te d  H o lc o m b  e a r 
nestly . “ A n d  th is  c a r  w as all r ig h t  
w hen  I  d ro v e  u p  h e re  fo r  you . W h o  
w o u ld  have  th o u g h t  o f  a  th in g  like th i s ?  
I  n e v e r  g o t  such a  qu ee r  shock  in m y  
l i f e ! ”

W e s t  w as  e x a m in in g  th e  c a r d b o a r d  
p is to ls .  H e  t h r u s t  th e m  in his po ck e t  
a n d  r e e n te re d  the  car.

“ H a d  y o u  been w a i t in g  fo r  m e  lo n g ? ” 
h e  a s k e d  w h e n  H o lc o m b  finally  jo in e d  
him.

“ W ell ,  th e  c a r  h a s  been s ta n d in g  h e re  
ab o u t  tw e n ty  m in u te s .”  re p l ie d  H o l 
com b. “ I w as ov e r  a t  police h e a d q u a r 
te r s  f o r  a  while. T h e y  a r e  h o t  a b o u t  
y o u r  c o m in g  in to  to w n .  I  th o u g h t  I  
w o u ld  s i t  a  bit  p re t t ie r ,  p e rh a p s ,  i f  I  
to ld  th e m  I  had  g o n e  to  ge t  y o u  m y s e l f .”

“ T h e r e  w as, then, p le n ty  o f  t im e  fo r  
o u r  ingen ious  f r ie n d  to fix y o u r  l ig h ts ,”  
m u s e d  W e s t .  “ Y o u r  c a r  s to o d  a t  th e  
e n d  o f  th e  p l a t f o r m  w h e re  it w a s  n o t  
so b r ig h t ly  i l lum ina ted .  H e  h a d  am p le  
o p p o r tu n i ty .”

“ W h o e v e r  d id  th is  tr ick , k n e w  th a t  I  
w o u ld  t u r n  t h e  c a r  ab o u t  in s ta n t ly  a n d  
th a t  th e  h ead l ig h ts  w o u ld  fa ll  o n  th e  
b a n k ,” sa id  H o lc o m b . “ I t  w a s  a  r e g u 
l a r  m o v ie  s c reen  fo r  h im . H e  f igured  
on y o u r  s ee in g  th is  w a r n in g  th e  m o m e n t  . 
j rou  a r r iv e d .”

“ R ig h t , ” n o d d e d  W e s t .  “A n d  a  bit 
fa n ta s t ic  o u r  f r ie n d  m u s t  be. Still, his 
w o rk  m u s t  be taken  se r io u s ly  enough. 
Y o u  m u s t  a d m it  th a t  A n d y  B a rn e s  
n e v e r  se n t  m e th a t  te le g ra m  o r  p a s te d  
th e s e  v e r y  rea l is t ic  g u n s  in s id e  y o u r  
le n s .”

“ I t  is a c o n f e s s io n ! ” sa id  H o lc o m b  
hotly . “ D e p e n d  upon  it, w h e th e r  A n d y  
b u rn e d  his  h a n d  o r  not, th e  b a n d i t  c o m 
m i t te d  t h a t  c r im e .”

W e s t  w as r e g a r d in g  his co m p an io n  
quizzically . H i s  a d m ira t io n  f o r  h im  
w as  m o u n t in g .

“ I  a g re e  w ith  y o u .” he said. “ I  th in k  
he did m y se lf  •”

To be continued in next week’s issue of DETECTIVE STORY MAGAZINE.



BEHIND THE GRAY MARE
By Leslie Gordon Barnard
Author of “Tissue of the Devil,” etc.

H E X  D em iie r .  w ith  so f t  
d u c k in g s  a n d  h iss ings ,  h a d  
h itched  the m are  to th e  g e n e r 
ous ca r t lo a d  o f  vegetab les , 

a n d  w as  re a d y  to set off to  m a rk e t ,  th e  
d a w n  h a d  not ye t  broken . A g a in s t  the  
s ta r l i t  sky he  could  see the  fam ilia r ,  
g n a r le d  fo rm s  o f  his  seven apple trees. 
T h e y  g a v e  on ly  p u c k e r -m o u th  f ru i t ,  but 
it was a  m arve l  w h a t  Y a lm a ,  his w ife , 
cou ld  do, g r a n te d  a  little s u g a r  an d  a 
hot fire, i n  th e ir  b ra n c h e s  D e m i te r ’s 
five ch i ld ren  could  play, a n d  am o n g  
th e m  w as his- house  set. O th e r s  m igh t  
call it a  shack, as they  m igh t  call this 
p lace  o f  his on  th e  edge o f  the  city, 
p e rc h e d  h igh  above  a m a z e  of  ra i lw ay  
lines, w as te  land . A n  ac re  o r  tw o  on 
a  c ru m b l in g  b ro w  o f  a s teep  descent, 
i r re g u la r ,  rocky— b u t to  D e m ite r  a  
f a r m !  F r o m  th e  house ,  s lu m b e r in g  in  
th e  dusk , c a m e  a  s p a rk  o f  f ire  th a t  was 
a  l a n te r n  in  the  h a n d s  of  V a lm a .

“ A ll read y ,  p a p a ? "
“ Y e s ! ”

T h e y  kissed, w ith  a  s to lid  e n th u s ia sm .  
T h e  m are  th re w  up  h e r  h e a d  a t  th is  
s ignal to  go. T h e  w heels  g r i t te d  a g a in s t  
rocks .  Y a lm a  ra n  bes ide  w ith  h e r  h a n d  
a s  i f  to  s ta y  th e  w agon .

“ Y o u  will see th e  m a n ,  papa ,  ab o u t  
th e  r e n t  ? R e m e m b e r ,  it is th e  last 
d a y !’’

“ I go  by  his  o ff ice ! A f t e r  m a rk e t .  I 
g o  th e re  firs t  o f f !”

D e m i te r  clucked to th e  m are , now  
p a u s in g  to  b ro w se  ag a in .  D o w n  the  
crooked , r u t t e d  w ay  the  w a g o n  c re a k e d ,  
then  tu r n e d  in to  the  m a in  road . F o r  a 
m o m e n t  the  m a n ’s sp ir i t  ha l ted ,  th o u g h  
the  wheels revo lved  on  th e i r  axles ' a n d  
h is  bodyr m oved  to w a r d  th e  city. S o m e 
w here  w ith in  s igh t  o f  the  C a rp a th ia n s ,  
he  a n d  V a lm a  h a d  b o th  been b o rn .  O f  
m ix e d  s to c k  then, th e y  h a d  com e a s  
c h i ld re n  to  a  n e w  la n d  a n d  a s t ra n g e  
tongue . I n  th is  new  la n d  th e y  h a d  
g ro w n  up , in  th is  lan d  m a r r i e d — h e  and  
V a lm a .

H is  sp ir it ,  as th e  w a g o n  bo re  h is  body
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on , w a s  n o t  a lone  w ith  Y a lm a .  T h is  bit 
o f  r a g g e d  land , on  the c ru m b l in g  edge 
o f  th in g s— m u c h  happ iness  la y  in  it. 
B e lo w  m igh t  lie ra i lw ay  yards ' edg in g  a  
sw am p , bu t,  beyond , lay a  reach  o f  
r iv e r  w here  th e  d is tan t  houses  ended , 
an d ,  bey o n d  th a t  still, m o u n ta in s  w h ere  
beaut}' s t i r red  w ith  every  m ood o f  w ind 
an d  cloud.

A n d ,  f ro m  the  la n d  itse lf ,  c a m e  good 
th ings ,  born  o f  m ois t  ea r th ,  an d  an im a l  
fe r t i l izer ,  a n d  sun ligh t  o f  h e a v e n ! T h e  
best, they sold— p ro u d  c a r t lo a d s  a s  at 
p re se n t  m o v e d  in a  d a rk -g re e n  m ound  
b e h in d  hint th ro u g h  the  fa d in g  n igh t.  
T h e  sc raps  and ' leav ings  cam e by the 
skill o f  V a lm a  to n o u r ish  a n d  su s ta in  
life. A  good  l i fe  it w as  to  susta in . 
P e a c e ! T r a n q u i l l i t y ! I n d e p e n d e n c e ! 
T h a n  these  w ha t  could one a sk  m o re ?

F o r  a  road  lead ing  directly , a n d  by 
no  g re a t  d is tance, in to  a city o f  com plex  
traffic a n d  te e m in g  life, this  w ay  by 
w h ich  D e m ite r  t rave led  w as  s ingu la r ly  
lonely. L o n g  since, the  city had  g ro w n  
ou t pa ra l le l  w ith  it. but a ra i lw a y  line 
an d  som e fields still in c u l t iv a t io n  shut 
it o f f  to  the  n o r th ,  as th e  s teep  decliv ity  
d id  on th e  sou th . It was a  s t r ip  o f  
c o u n try  re m a in in g  beyond its t im e ;  a 
place  o f  sc a t te re d  f a rm  houses ,  m ostly  
d is in teg ra t ing ,  m a n y  deserted . O c c a 
sionally , in. h is  early  m o r n in g  drives. 
D e m ite r  would  be dazzled  by the  g la re  
o f  g r e a t  eyes of  l ight as m o to rs ,  like 
h u g e  ow ls , w en t  w ing ing  th r o u g h  the 
d a rk n e ss .  S om etim es  he had  his doub ts  
as to  the  leg itim acy  of these  n ig h t  flit- 
t ings, b u t  he was never  m oles ted .

H e  w ou ld  jo g  along, o f te n  m o re  
a s leep  th a n  a w a k e ; though  he nev e r  
ceased  to love th e  fam ilia r  road ,  so iso
la ted ,  so qu ie t ,  lined in m a n y  places 
w ith  g re a t ,  b ra n c h in g  elms u n d e r  which 
his  w a g o n  m o v ed  w ith  hom ely  s low 
ness.

B u t  la s t  n ig h t  V a lm a  h a d  w a rn e d  
h i m :

“ D em ite r ,  see now  to the  motley, e h ?  
I t  will be d a r k  a n d  the w ay  is lo n e ly !”

H e  h a d  laughed a t  her. T h e  m oney , 
so c a re fu l ly  collected , was to  pay the 
r e n t  on  th i s  land . O ld  S m ith so n ,  w ho  
lo o k e d  like the  p ic tu re  o f  S t .  N ic h o 
las, h a d  sa id  they  shou ld  have  the  place 
as  lo n g  as th ey  pa id  th e  r e n t  o n  the  day 
it w as due. A  queer ,  ju s t ,  b u t  g r a s p 
in g  m an , o ld  S m i t h s o n ! D e m ite r  w as  
sh re w d  e n ough  to  know  th a t  the old 
fe l low  repen ted  now  o f  h is  b a rg a in ,  yet 
be ing  j u s t  he w ou ld  ab ide  by th e  letter. 
B u t  once  fail h im  w ith  the  r e n t -------

U s u a l ly  he h a d  m a n a g e d  to  pay  a  day  
o r  tw o  ah ead . T h is  time, th r o u g h  p r e s 
su re ,  he had  le f t  it un t i l  the  last. W ell,  
w h a t  co u ld  happen  n o w ?  H e  fe l t  in 
the  in n e r  pocke t  o f  h is  fa d e d  c o a t  fo r  
th e  w o rn  p u rse  c o n ta in in g  th e  bills. 
All s a f e ! H e  clucked to  the  m a re ,  a n d  
th e  w heels  revo lved  m o re  quickly , the 
w agon  m oved  fo rw a rd ,  th re a te n in g  to  
jo g g le  n o t  o n ly  D e m ite r  f r o m  th e  seat, 
b u t  the  cabbages  f r o m  th e i r  g re e n  p y r a 
m id  beh ind .

B e fo re  h im . the lights  o f  th e  c ity  
g leam ed  b r ig h te r .  H e  would  be  g lad  to 
reach  th e m  to-day . A  fa in t  b re a th  o f  
chill a i r  ou t  o f  the  east p re sa g e d  the 
d a w n .  H e  sh ivered . V a lm a  h a d  
s l igh tly  s t i r r e d  his fear .  S h e  h a d  r e a d  
in th e  p a p e r  o f  a  h o ld u p  a f fa ir  west 
o f  t h e i r  f a r m  only  las t  week, an d  w as 
n e rv o u s .  D e m ite r  h a d  laughed .

“ W h o  w o u ld  touch  a p o o r  m an , my 
V a lm a ?  C r im e  concerns  th e  v e ry  p oo r  
a n d  the  r ich ,  n o t  u s  w ho  a r e  n e i th e r  
one n o r  o t h e r ! "

S o  he  to ld  her, sh ru g g in g  his sh o u l
ders  a n d  sp eak in g  in th e i r  o w n  tongue .

T o  th e i r  peace  an d  t ra n q u i l l i ty  c r im e  
cam e no  n e a re r  th an  the  n ew sp ap e r .

T h o u g h t  o f  this su s ta in e d  D em ite r  
now . W h o  w ould  th in k  th a t  a poor  
f a rm e r ,  m a r k e t  b o u n d ,  had  m uch  m oney  
ab o u t  h im ?  H e  a d ju s te d  h im se lf ,  f r o m  
a  ce r ta in  tenseness  th a t  h a d  he ld  h i m ; 
w ith  a  b e t te r  acco m m o d a t io n  o f  his  
bo d y  to  the  jo g g in g  pace o f  th e  vehicle. 
I t  was in th a t  m o m e n t  th a t  h e  h e a r d  a 
no ise  beh ind  him , in th e  d is tance ,  a n d
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saw  tw o  eyes  o f  light. L ike  a  g re a t  
owl, th is  c a r ,  b u t  w h i r r in g  its w ay  a t  
a n  incred ib le  a n d  a la rm in g  p ace!  H e  
d re w  to the  s ide  o f  the  ro ad  cau t ious ly ,  
to g iv e  i t  such p assag e  as even  a 
d ru n k e n  d r iv e r  m ig h t  need .

N o w  the  m a re  th a t  D e m ite r  d rove  
was a  beast o f  qu ie t  if m ix e d  ances try ,  
a n d  p e rso n a l ly  o f  a seda te  t u r n  of  m ind , 
bu t  she  h a d  a  s t r e a k  o f  th a t  t im id i ty  
tha t ,  in less en l igh tened  days, used  to 
be c ons ide red  a n a tu ra l  w e a k n e ss  of her 
s e x !  N e v e r  v e r y  p a r t ia l  to  the  m e c h a n 
ical m o n s tro s i t ie s  th a t  h a d  d r iv en  so 
m an y  of  h e r  k ind  f ro m  the  ro ad s ,  she 
w o u ld  o rd in a r i ly  have  le t  this  w h i r r in g  
c re a tu re  pass  w ith  a single re se n tfu l  
b l ink  o f  h e r  eyes ;  bu t  w hen  it sud d en ly  
g r o u n d  to  a  h a l t  beside he r ,  sw u n g  its 
g rea t ,  g lo w in g  eyes p a r t ly  upon  her, 
an d  seem ed, indeed, ab o u t  to leap a t  her,  
h e r  n e rv e  fa i led  her.

S k i t t ish ly  b a lanc ing  her  c lum sy g r a y  
fo rm  on h e r  h in d  legs, she dashed  s ide
w ays  and  f o rw a rd  in a  m a n n e r  th a t  sen t  
the  g reen  p y ra m id  o f  cabbages  t ra i l in g  
beh ind  the  w ag o n  along  the  road. 
D e m ite r ,  a lm os t  je rk e d  f ro m  his seat, 
w ou ld  have shou ted ,  but th a t  his tongue  
sudden ly  c lung  to  the  r o o f  o f  his 
m o u th .

T h is  was no  o rd in a ry  accident,  he 
fea red .  T h i s  was a  th ing  of  in tent. 
Q u ie t in g  the  m are ,  he tu r n e d  a n d  r e 
g a rd e d  the  c a r  w here  it stood ha lf  
across  the road , a n d  th e  tw o  m en w ho  
h a d  ju m p e d  ou t a n d  were r u n n in g  to 
w a rd  h im , s h o u t in g  som eth ing . B u t  for  
a  th r i f ty  hes i ta t ion  over  th e  tra i l  of 
cabbages  beh in d  him . which fo r  an  in 
s ta n t  deflected his a t te n t io n  f r o m  la rg e r  
issues, D e m ite r  w ould  have lashed  the 
m a r e  in to  a  gallop , and  fled fo r  h is  life. 
S econd  th o u g h ts  show ed  the  folly  even 
o f  this. W h a t  chance  had  he ag a in s t  a 
h ig h -p o w ered  ca r?

A n d  then  his  b ril l iant idea  cam e to 
him.

T h a t  p u rse  o f  m oney  in his pocket!  
Q u ic k  as the  th o u g h t  cam e he pu lled  it

f ro m  its h id in g  place, an d  f lung  it  across  
th e  fence in to  the d a rk n e s s  o f  th e  w ay- 
side bushes  by w hich  they  had  s t o p p e d !

H is  h e a r t  w as  f lu t te r ing  w i th  an  
ecs tasy  o f  fe a r ,  bu t  h e  fe l t  m o re  secure. 
F o r  his o w n  sa fe ty  he h a d  li t t le  re g a rd ,  
b u t  the  m oney  m e a n t  independence,  
t ran q u il l i ty ,  g ro w th  o f  soil, a  house  on  
the  edge o f  the  w orld ,  a n d  seven apple 
t rees  ag a in s t  the  sky.

O n e  of  th e  m en  n o w  a p p ro a c h in g  
tu rn ed  a flash light u p o n  him .

“ H u llo  1” sa id  th is  ind iv idua l .  “L o o k s  
like w e 'd  u n lo a d e d  you  p re t ty  well. 
Sorry, but ou r  d r iv e r  d id n ’t  see you  u n 
til we w ere  a lm ost  up, a n d  tu rn e d  sh a rp ,  
and  lost his nerve. L u c k y  i t ’s no  worse . 
L o o k  here , you  hold  y o u r  h o r s e ’s head, 
a n d  w e ’ll pile up y o u r  cabbages  a g a in  
f o r  you. L e a s t  we can  d o ! ’’

D e m i t e r ’s j a w  d ro p p e d .  B lere  was 
am iab il i ty ,  n o t  a s s a u l t ! I n s ta n t ly  his 
face  w as w re a th e d  w ith  smiles.

“ N o . no— m v horse , she s tan d .  I  go 
h e lp ! ”

“ N o , let u s ,"  said the  m an .  “ I t ’s ou r  
f a u l t .”

Such  c o n d u c t  to w a rd  a p o o r  f a r m e r  
w ith  a  fo re ign  tw is t  to  his  to n g u e  was 
n e w  to  D e m ite r .  F r o m  b ro ad ,  in g e n u 
ous smiles, be  began  to  la u g h  o u tr ig h t .

“ M e — I t ’ink  you  bad  m en . T ’ruvv 
m o n ey  a w a y !” he confessed ,  his w hite  
t e e th  agleam .

“ N a w ? ”
“ S ure .  T ’row  it over  f e n c e ! ”
T h e  m a n  lau g h e d . .

• “ W ell ,  see here, you  go  ahead  an d  
look f o r  it now , w hile  we load u p  y o u r  
c a r t ! ”

O n e  th ing  to look, a n o th e r  to  f i n d ! 
D e m ite r ,  a n x io u s ly  u p o n  his knees in 
the  w et g rass ,  im peded  b y  the bushes, 
b e g a n  to  sh a k e  w i th  a n e w  fea r .  O h, 
the  good  sa in ts  help h im , h e  m u s t  find 
it!

A  pencil o f  l igh t p icked  o u t  his w h ite  
face.

“ A n y  luck?"
“ N o t find, m i s t e r !’’
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“ H e re ,  let m e h e lp ! ”
B u t  the  flash light revea led  no th ing . 
“ M u c h  in  i t ? ”
D e m ite r  confided  the  e x te n t  o f  his 

loss. K n e e l in g  th e re  in the c ircle  o f  
light,  his l im bs soaked, his m ise ry  
show ed  in h is  face.

“ T o u g h  lu c k ,” said the o th e r  sy m p a 
thetically . “ L o o k  here, I ’ll tell y o u  
w h a t  w e ’ll do. Y o u  fo rg e t  the  m a rk e t  
to -day . J u s t  c a r t  y o u r  vegetab les  in to  
tow n , a n d  ta k e  th e m — the  w ho le  load 
j u s t  as it is— to  this  a d d r e s s .”

T h e y  h a d  m oved  o u t  n o w  to  th e  road. 
D e m ite r  leaned d esp o n d e n t ly  beside h is  
ca r t .  A  fa in t  l igh t  f ro m  the  eas t  began  
to  g ro w , pa ll id ly  i l lu m in a t in g  th e  scene 
— the  ro a d w a y ,  w i th  the  c a r  a n d  w agon, 
the cabbages  piled  nea t ly  in th e i r  g reen  
p y ra m id  ag a in .

T h e  spokesm an  scribbled an  a d d re ss  
on a  p iece o f  s c r a p  paper.

“ K n o w  w h ere  th a t  i s ? ”
D e m i te r  dec iphe red  it, a n d  nodded . 
“ W ell ,  y o u  take  y o u r  vege tab les  

the re .  T h e r e ’s a lane  and  a y a rd  r ig h t  
beside t h a t  house ,  you  d r ive  in, a n d  
w e ’ll m ee t  y o u  th e r e .”

D e m ite r  shook  his head.
“ I f  I  d o n ’t ge t m a rk e t  ea r ly  no  

g o o d !” he said.
“ M a rk e t ,  n o th in g !  H ow  m u c h  is 

y o u r  s tu ff  w o r th — the w hole  lo a d ? ” 
D e m ite r  ca lcu la ted  and  told them. 
“ All r igh t .  W e ’ll give y o u  th a t ,  and  

as m uch  m o re  as y o u  lost. O n  the  w ay  
back  i t ’ll be  day l igh t  and  m ay b e  y o u ’ll 
find y o u r  p u rse ,  t o o ! ”

“ Y o u — give— m e ? ” began D em ite r  
slowly, unbelievingly . H e  s ta m m e re d  
o u t  th e  te rm s .

“ T h a t ’s i t ! ”
“ M y  g o l ly !” sa id  D em iter .  
“ R em em ber ,  y o u  go  direct there , e h ? ” 
“ S u r e ! S u r e !”
H e  c lim bed  to  th e  seat, an d  c lucked  

to  th e  m a r e  again . H e  w as in a daze. 
T h e  w a g o n  m oved  off  u n d e r  th e  elms. 
A t  th e  t u r n  o f  the  road ,  D e m i te r  looked  
back. T h e  c a r  w as  not following. H e

l is tened  f re q u e n t ly ,  b u t  no  so u n d  came. 
T h e  ro a d  was lonely, d e se r te d  in the 
d aw n .  A  lit t le  p r ic k  o f  susp ic ion  b egan  
to  g o a d  him . W h a t  if  he  h a d  been 
t r ic k e d  a f t e r  a l l?  D a y l ig h t  w as  quickly  
com ing , an d  those  m e n  m ig h t  find his 
p u r s e ! W a s  th a t  th e i r  gam e, a n d  all 
th e  r e s t  a m eans  of foo ling  h im , g e t t in g  
r i d  o f  h im  eas ily?  W h y  sh o u ld  any  
o n e  buy  his  s tock  o f  v ege tab les  a t  such  
a  fab u lo u s  advance  on  m a rk e t  p rices  ?

S h o u ld  h e  go ba c k ?  N o, th a t  w ou ld  
be  g r e a te r  folly. T h e y  w ere  th re e  to 
one ,  a n d  m ig h t  even  be aw ay  by now , 
w i th  h is  pu rse .  N o , he  m us t  c l ing  to 
th is  m yth ica l  hope, an d  go to  th e  a d 
d re ss  g iven . I f  i t  w ere  a  tr ick , he  would  
lose  as well the  e a r ly  m a rk e t .  P le a se  
th e  g o o d  H e a v e n  to  help  D e m ite r  n o w ! 
H e  th o u g h t  o f  V a lm a ,  up  w ith  the  sun.

V a lm a  said  the  sun n e v e r  ro se  so well 
a s  o v e r  th e i r  little piece  o f  g r o u n d  on 
th e  c ru m b l in g  edge  o f  th ings .  I t  cam e 
u p  o u t  o f  the  m is ty  m o u n ta in  dis tance, 
a n d  g ilded  th e  seven apple t ree s  th a t  
s tood  o u t  blackly a g a in s t  its gold . E v e n  
h e re  it w as b e a u t i fu l  e n o u g h  to  w atch . 
B u t  w h e n  it l i f ted  f a r  e n o u g h  to  find 
th e  face  o f  D em ite r ,  e a s tw a rd  b o u n d  
th ro u g h  the c ity  s tree ts ,  it d isco v e red  in 
his eves m o re  m ise ry  th an  hope.

T h e  c o u n t ry  ro ad  by w hich  D e m i te r  
h a d  com e d iverged  a t  a po in t  w hich  p e r 
m it ted  o f  e n t ra n c e  to the  city  by  m o re  
th a n  one w ay . B y  p a s s in g  s t ra ig h t  
a h e a d .  D e m ite r  w o u ld 1 e n jo y  well- 
d re sse d  ro w s  of houses r a th e r  t h a n  the 
shabb iness  th a t  w ou ld  m e e t  h im  by a 
r ig h t -h a n d  tu rn ,  W h e n  he p a sse d  the  
ju n c t io n  p o in t  w h e re  c h e a p e r  flats an d  
ten e m e n ts  ra n  r ig h t  o u t  a g a in s t  th is  r e 
m a in in g  s t r ip  o f  cou n try ,  th re e  po lice
m en  on m o to r  cycles w ere  ho ld in g  c o n 
fe rence.  H e  scarcely  no ticed  them , and  
w ou ld  h ave  quite  fo rg o t te n  them , had  
he n o t  h e a rd ,  in  the g ra d u a l ly  engulf ing  
traffic o f  th e  city, the  c h u g -c h u g  o f  a 
cycle b e h in d  him , a n d  f o u n d  h im se lf  
h a l te d  a n d  a d d re s s e d  by  the  u n i fo rm e d  
r ide r .
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“ Von d rove  in a lo n g  the  U p p e r  R oad , 

the re  ?”
D ein ite r ,  uneasy  be fo re  the  law. a d 

m itted  as much.
“ See a n y th in g  o f  a m o to r  car .  fold 

model,  to u r in g — th re e  m en in i t? "
T h e  m ise ry  in D e m ite r 's  eyes became 

a f lash ing  suspicion.
“ (jilt yes, m is te r !  T h e y  f r ig h ten  my 

horse , spill m y cabbages ! T h e y -------’’
“ W h ic h  w ay  d id  th ey  g o ? "
“ D o n ’t know , m ister .  N o t  pass this 

way a f t e r  me. B u t  see. m is te r ,  I think 
they  bad  men. I ------- ’’

“ B ad  m e n !  Y o u  guess  righ t.  W e  
ju s t  go t  w o rd  they  b roke  in to  a  house 
o u t  the  L ak esh o re .  F r ig h te n e d  aw ay, 
bu t  they  go t a lot o f  stuff , an d  w ere  
h eaded  to w a rd  the c ity  w ith  i t ! What's 
y o u r  n a m e — an d  a d d r e s s ? ”

D e m ite r  gave  it. H is  m outh  was 
dry ,  his  eyes la rg e  w ith  despair .

“ M is te r ,  I ------- "
But the  m an  had  gone. D e m i te r  

w atched  h im  chug  quickly  b ack  with 
his new s. I f  they h a d  tu rn e d  the  a u to 
m obile  an d  fled w est  aga in ,  the  officer 
w ould  have to go  sm artly  to  catch  them . 
P e rh a p s  if  they  w ere  c a u g h t ,  his p u rse  
o f  m oney  w o u ld  he fo u n d !  M eanw hile ,  
w h a t  o f  o ld  M r.  S m ith son  a n d  the  r e n t?  
D e m ite r  sp re a d  his hands  despair ing ly ,  
an d  clucked to the  m are . N o  use  now 
go in g  to  th a t  a d d re s s  the  m a n  g ave  him. 
H e  took  the  sc rap  o f  pap e r  and , c r u n c h 
ing  it v io lently  in his hand , tossed  it 
aw ay. O n ly  one th in g  re m a in e d  for 
h im  to do a t  the  m o m e n t— tak e  his cab
bages to  m a rk e t .  T h e re  he  m ig h t  sell 
an d  b o r ro w  e n o u g h — a f a r  chance, but 
w o r th  t ry in g — to p a y  the ren t .

T h e  m a rk e t  w as  a l re a d y  in full 
swing. H e  w as late  and  a u s u r p e r  had 
his u su a l  place . H e  so u g h t  an o th e r ,  
too  du m b  w ith  d e sp a ir  to m in d  th a t  he 
w as a m o n g  s t ra n g e rs .  T h e r e  he be 
g a n  to  set o u t  his cabbages. F o r  once 
his h e a r t  was n o t  in it. H e  u n loaded  
m echanically . U n d e r n e a th  w ere  boxes 
o f  o th e r  vegetables, in which, o rd in a r i ly ,

he took a  la rge  pride . T h e  p y ra m id  o f  
g re e n  b eg an  to  g ro w  less, a n d  sudden ly ,  
f ro m  his p re c a r io u s  s ta n d  on  th e  w heel 
o f  his w agon, D e m ite r  a lm o s t  fell.

T h e  s t ro n g  sun ligh t  w as reflected  
hack to h im  f ro m  so m e th in g  w hich  felt 
h a rd  a n d  s t ra n g e  in  his han d .  H e  
w orked  it ou t  f ro m  am o n g  the cabbages. 
I t  was a small ju g  of a  b ea u ty  such  as 
D e m ite r  had  never  in t im ate ly  k n o w n ! 
Such  tilings he had seen in  je w e le r s '  
w indow s. Pie g a sp e d  w hen  he th o u g h t  
w hat it m u s t  be w o r th .  H e  tu r n e d  it 
up to  see the bo ttom , k n o w in g  enough  
o f  such th ings  to  confirm  his belief w ith  
the  im p r in t  “ s te r l in g ."  A s  he  d id  so 
so m e th in g  fell to  th e  g ro u n d .  H e  
picked it up. I t  w a s  a  sm all,  square  
b o x  th a t  had  been  s tuffed  inside . H e  
opened  it, dazedly , a n d  all th e  beads he 
had  ever  bough t,  in  m o m e n ts  o f  o p u 
lence, f o r  V a l in a ’* neck, becam e s u d 
denly  the  p i t i fu l  th ings  th ey  w ere .

D em ite r .  ho ld ing  the prec ious  th in g  
up. a n d  still too da z e d  to  re a so n  the 
m a t te r  th ro u g h ,  becam e conscious of  
eyes upon  him . T h e  o ld  w o m an  w ith  
the  s t ra w  b o n n e t  p re s id in g  o v e r  vege
table  boxes  n e x t  to  him, w h ispe red  
so m e th in g  to  a  ne ighbor .  A  m an  
stro lled  ov e r  to  a s k :

“ W h a t  you  got th e re ?  G a in ’ in for 
j ewe 1 ry ? M y  gosh  !’’

“ N o ! "  said D e m ite r ,  quickly , f e a r  
upon  him. H e  tried  to s a y : “ I t  is my 
w i f e ’s ! ” b u t  the lie s tu ck  o n  his u n a c 
cu s to m ed  lips.

“ Som e th in g s ,” he said, “ I a m  a s k  by 
a  m an  to b r in g  in to  to w n  fo r  h im ! ”

T h a t  was t r u e !  H o w  t ru e  cam e  only 
now  to D e m i te r ’s da z e d  m ind . S o  th a t  
was th e i r  g am e ,  to sm u g g le  th e i r  stolen 
goods  in to  tow n  u n d e r  his  c a b b a g e s ! 
I f  th ey  w ere  c a u g h t  now , th e y  w ou ld  
a t  least be  cau g h t  w i th o u t  the  s to len  
g o o d s !  S low ly  the  full s ignificance 
d a w n e d  u p o n  him.

M eanw hile ,  he c a re fu l ly  r e s to r e d  the  
loot. As he  d id  so, h e  becam e a w a re ,  
w ith  a  s ink ing  hear t ,  th a t  his  w a g o n
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was a  re p o s i to ry  fo r  m uch  m ore  than  
this. H e  sh o o k  do w n  a  li ttle  av a lanche  
o f  r e m a in in g  cabbages  an d  d re w  over 
all a  t a rp a u l in .  H e  w as sh re w d  enough  
to  realize  t h a t  he  m u s t  be  o ffhand  
ab o u t  it. I f  h e  h itched  the  m a re  now, 
a n d  d rove  off, th e re  w o u ld  be su sp i
cion, a n d  a  hue  an d  cry. H e  se t  abou t 
p u t t in g  his cabbages  on display .

“ N o t  u n p a c k in ’ the r e s t ? ’’ a sk ed  the  
curious m an , sh i f t in g  a  qu id  of  tobacco.

“ K e e p  b e t te r  so— fro m  the  s u n !” r e 
plied  D e m ite r  t im orously .

H e  w as  g lad  w hen  the  fellow m oved  
off. H e  d id n ’t l ike his face, o r  his in 
qu is i t ive  to n g u e .  H e  t r ie d  to c o n c e n 
t r a te  on  cabbages , a n d  the  sa le  o f  them . 
H is  head  was in  a  whirl .  O h .  w h a t  h a d  
he d o n e  to  ge t  m ix e d  up  in  th is ?

H e  co u ld  no t even d r ive  a  b a rga in .
“ W h y  n o t  give them  a w a y ? ’’ sn iffed  

th e  old w om an , w hose  cabbages  w ere  
n e g lec ted  fo r  his. M o re  o f te n  she w h is 
pe red  to  h e r  n e x t  ne ighbor, an d  th e ir  
heads bobbed, a n d  their  eyes seem ed 
to  be  w a tc h in g  f o r  som eth ing . T h e n  
D e m ite r  h e a rd  th e m  g asp  w ith  s a t i s f a c 
t io n  ; th e ir  eyes- g lis tened  w ith  scanda l
ous p leasure .

A  b lue-coated  officer w a s  p u s h in g  his 
w ay  th ro u g h  the  th ro n g .  H e  h a l te d  b e 
fo re  D e m ite r 's  cabbages, a n d  D e m i te r ’s 
h e a r t  s topped  bea ting .

“ G o t som e m o re  stu ff  in the  w agon  
t h e r e ? ’’

“ Y-yes, m i s t e r ! ” H o w  d ry  his th ro a t  
w a s !

“ L e t m e  see i t !”
D e m ite r  h es i ta ted ,  evaded.
“ C om e on, now . W h a t  l i ttle  g am e 

a r e  y o u  up  t o ? ” T h e  pudge- h a n d  o f  
the  la w  was pu l l in g  as ide  th e  ta rpau l in .

“ M is te r ,  I  tell y o u  all— I  tell you  
i t ------- ”

“ B e t te r  save y o u r  b r e a th  f o r  th e  
c o u r t ,”  sa id  the  big m an ,  n o t  unk ind ly ,  
bu t  w ith  decis ion. “ Q u ite  a  h a u l  y o u  
goit the re ,  e h ?  M a y b e  y o u ’d  b e t te r  
h i tch  u p  y o u r  n a g  and  com e a lo n g  w ith  
m e !”

T h e  ignom iny  o f  the  d r iv e  shu t 
D e m ite r  in  upon  h im self .  E v e n  h a d  the  
po licem an  been in a m o o d  to  lis ten , the 
t ru c k  fa rm e r ,  thus  e sc o r te d  th r o u g h  the  
s tree ts ,  a n d  s ta red  a f t e r  by  in te re s te d  
eyes above g r in n in g  m o u th s ,  w ou ld  have  
fo u n d  e x p la n a t io n s  impossible. L ike  
an  u n su sp e c t in g  fly he was c a u g h t  in a 
web. hope less ly  en tang led .  T im e  a n d  
th e  w o r ld  m oved  on. B ack  h o m e  V a lm a  
w o u ld  be w a sh in g  the  c h i ld re n ’s c lo thes  
u n d e r  th e  seven  app le  trees , s in g in g  
a f t e r  a fa sh io n  of h e r  ow n. a n d  th in k 
ing o f  h im  a t  m a rk e t ,  o f  h im  go in g  
p re se n t ly  to  p a y  th e  re n t  to  o ld  S m ith -  
son.

“ H o w  long, m is te r ,  it take ?" H e  
m a n a g e d  th a t  much. “ I lose ray  m a r 
ket. I  lose------- ”

“ Y o u ’ll p ro b ab ly  com e b e fo re  the  r e 
c o r d e r  to -day , and  be re m a n d e d  ?”

“ N o t  u n d e r s t a n d !”
“ W h y ,  they 'l l  shu t  you  up  un t i l  y o u r  

case is ca lled  in  a  day  o r  tw o, u n le ss  
you  c a n  f u rn is h  b a i l !”

S h u t  h im  u p ! O v e rn ig h t ,  a w a y  
f ro m  V a lm a ,  an d  the  f a r m ! W h o  
w ou ld  send  h e r  w o r d ?  T e a r s  g a th e re d  
qu ick ly  in  his eyes. A n d  t h e r e  w as old 
S m i th so n  unpa id .  B e fo re  th em  loom ed 
up  the  g r a y  bu i ld in g  he k n ew  to be the  
c ou rthouse .  I t  w as no t f a r  f r o m  the  
m arke t .  A  h u n te d  look  c a m e  in to  his 
eyes, his h e a r t  bea t  with a te r r ib le  d e 
sire  to leap  f r o m  th e  seat a n d  ru n ,  to  be 
f re e  un ti l  he could  see V a lm a  an d  
S m ith so n .  B u t  his fee t  w ere  leaden, 
a n d  he k n e w  th a t  he  w o u ld  on ly  m ake  
th in g s  w orse .

W a i t in g  h is  time, deep  in the  bow els  
o f  th e  g r a y  place, he sa t  w ith  m ise ry -  
filled eyes s ta r in g  a t  the g r im  p a g e a n t  
ab o u t  h im . A  clock s t r ik in g  the  ho u rs  
in tensif ied  his  angu ish .  T h e  day  was 
m o v in g  on w ith o u t  him. T h e y  b ro u g h t  
h im  so m eth in g  to eat, bu t  he scarce ly  
ta s te d  it. N o w  the  shadow s b e g a n  to 
jo in  th e  c lock  in  w a rn in g  him .

H e  s ta r te d  up. H is  n a m e ! A  little  
th r i l l  o f  hope  r a n  th ro u g h  him . H e  w as
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u s h e r e d  in to  a c ro w d ed ,  s tu ffy  room , 
an d  th e  m a c h in e ry  o f  the  la w  m o v ed  
h im  o n w a rd .  H i s  nam e, the  charge  
a g a in s t  h im , a g r e a s y  Bible to k iss-------

H e a v e n  help  D c m ite r  n o w ! H e lp  
h im  f o r  V a lm a ’s sake, a n d  th e  ch i ld ren ,  
a n d  the  seven  app le  t r e e s !

So, in his  h e a r t ,  he p ra y e d .
" W h a t  h ave  you  to  say for  y o u r s e l f ? "
T h e  b ig  m an  at the desk  ask ed  that.  

D e m ite r  tr ied  to  speak , bu t  h is  w o rd s  
go t  all  m ix ed  up  w i th  his e a g e rn e ss  and  
fea r .

" A  q u e e r  s to ry !  H 'm !  W h e r e  w as 
th is  p lace you  w ere  to  take  the  th in g s ? "

“ M is te r .  I fo rg e t .  I t  w as on piece  of 
p a p e r ! "

" W h e r e  is th a t  p a p e r? "
“ I t ' r o w  h im  a w a y !"
T h e  big  m a n  a t  the desk  g ru n te d  

aga in .
“ R e m a n d e d  un t i l  F r id a y ,"  h e  said. 

“ Bail f ixed  a t  five h u n d re d  d o l l a r s ! 
N e x t ! ”

D e m ite r  was b ru sh e d  aw ay. Slowly 
it w as  b o rn e  in upon  him , as he r e 
tu rn e d  to  his  in c a rc e ra t io n ,  th a t  un til  
F r id a y  he w ould  be here ,  a  p r isone r ,  
un less  he p a id  five h u n d r e d  do lla rs .  A s  
well m ig h t  they  a sk  f o r  five t h o u s a n d ! 
W h a t  ab o u t  h is  m are  ? W h o  w ould  
feed a n d  ca re  fo r  h e r?  W h a t  abou t 
Y a lm a ?  W h o  w ould  tell h e r ?  W h a t  
ab o u t  S m ith so n  a n d  the ren t  ?

In  a su d d e n  loos ing  of  his tongue  he 
p o u re d  a flood o f  difficult E n g l ish  upon  
his g u a rd s .  O h .  if they  would  only 
g ive  h im  a n  h o u r  o r  tw o!  T h e y  could 
go w ith  him . Fie m us t  f ind  his purse . 
I t  might still he the re .  T h a t  flashed 
ac ro ss  h im  like a su d d en  reve la t ion .  
W i t h  so m a n y  b ig g e r  th in g s  a t  stake, 
w h y  shou ld  those  m en b o th e r  witli a 
p o o r  m a n 's  p u rse ,  lost in a field? Yes. 
he  felt su re  now  it w as there . H e  
could  see the  ve ry  p lace— the fam il ia r  
tree ,  a n d  bushes, the  b roken  fence ,  the 
field. I f  he  cou ld  ge t  th e re  w hile  d a y 
ligh t las ted , and  find it, a n d  send  Y a lm a  
w ith  the  m o n ey  to  S m ith so n ,  they  m ight

ta k e  h im  th en  an d  do  w ith  h im  as they 
would .

T h e y  on ly  sh ru g g e d  th e i r  sh ou lde rs .  
O th e r  p r iso n e rs  looked  a t  h im  w ith  c o n 
te m p t  f o r  h is  b ro k en  p le a d in g s .  I f  
he  could  on ly  make th e se  m e n  lis ten  
to  h im , m a k e  them -------

W h a t  was th e  use ? T h e se  m en  abou t 
h im  had  faces th a t  said p l a i n l y : “ D o
not t roub le  us. W e  h a v e  h e a rd  such 
p le a d in g s  b e f o r e ! ’' H e  d id  n o t  b lam e 
them . T h e y  could n o t  u n d e r s ta n d  th a t  
he  w as  of the  in n o cen t  o n e s !  N o , if 
th e re  w as an y  help  fo r  D e m i te r  it m u s t  
com e f ro m  h im self ,  o r  f r o m  H e a v e n .

I f  only he could g e t  ou t  lo n g  enough  
to  find th a t  p u r s e !

A  su d d e n  beam  o f  la te  su n l ig h t  s lan t
in g  into th a t  g ra y  p lace w as n o t  less 
w o n d e r fu l  th a n  the i l lu m in a t io n  th a t  as 
sud d en ly  cam e to D e m i t e r ’s m in d .  T h a t  
m an  on  th e  m o to r  cycle th is  m o rn in g  
w ho  had  s to p p e d  h im . T o  h im  D e m ite r  
had  g iven  h is  n a m e  and  a d d r e s s  like an 
h o n e s t  m an , to  h im  he had  told w o rd  
o f  the  ro b b e rs .  N o t  c learly ,  b u t  w i th  a 
q u e e r  c e r ta in ty ,  D e m ite r  k n e w  th a t  this 
w as  the  m a n  he m u s t  find. A n d ,  on  top  
o f  the th o u g h t ,  cam e h is  r a d ia n t  idea !

T h e y  m u s t  l is ten  to  h im  n o w !
“ W h a t ’s t h a t ?  S o m e th in g  ab o u t  a 

robbery . W a n t  to co n fess ,  do  you  ?"
H e  c o u ld n 't  even  sh a k e  his head. N o  

m a t t e r  w h a t  they th o u g h t ,  if on ly  they  
w ould  ta k e  h im  to  so m e  one  w ith  
a u th o r i ty .  H e  could h a v e  sh r ieked  
a loud  a t  th e i r  hes ita t ion .

“ B e t te r  take h im  to  th e  ch ief ,  J im !  
H e 's  m ix e d  u p  in th a t  L a k e s h o re  r o b 
bery , a n d  it m a y  be i m p o r t a n t ! ”

H e a v e n  h a d  he lped  D e m i t e r ! H e lp e d  
h im  w ith  th is  r a d ia n t  idea, w ith  the  
i ro n -g ra y  ch ie f  of de tec tives , w h o  sa t  
b e h in d  the  g re a t  desk , a n d  b o re d  righ t  
t h r o u g h  D e m ite r  w i th  Ids eyes, H e lp e d  
h im  n o w  to  t e m p o ra ry  f reed o m .

T o  be s i t t in g  h e re  b e h in d  th e  w a g 
g in g  e a rs  o f  th e  g ra y  m a re ,  c luck ing  
en c o u ra g e m en t  to  the  h o m in g  an im al,  
w as a lm os t  to  believe th e  th in g  had
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n e v e r  h ap p e n e d .  B u t  then ,  like the  
leaden  c louds th a t  b e g a n  to  g a th e r  in 
th e  west,  his b u rd e n  descended  upon  
h im  again .  H is  schem e h a d  g iven  h im  
o n ly  te m p o ra ry  f reedom . H e  could  see 
n o w  th e  tall officer s tan d in g  b e fo re  th e  
ch ie f ,  s ta t in g :  “ Y es. s i r !  T h a t ’s the  
m a n  I  s to p p e d  th is  m orn ing .  T h is  is the 
a d d re s s  he  g a v e  me. I  checked  it back, 
a n d  i t ’s O . K . !’’

T h a t  had  g iven h im  f re e d o m  e n o u g h  
to  look  fo r  his p u rse  w hile  day l igh t  
las ted . B u t  w h a t  was beyond  th a t ?  
W h a t  i f  the  r e s t  o f  his schem e fa i led ?  
W h a t  i f  even the  p u rse  w a s n ’t th e re ?  
R e m e m b ra n c e  o f  the p r i s o n  ca r— a 
black, b a r r e d  th in g  s ta n d in g  on the  
d r iv ew ay  by th e  co u r th o u se  to  take  a w a y  
conv ic ted  m en  to  th e  jail-— cam e  to  him. 
H e  sh ivered . T h a t  possib ili ty  he m us t  
ye t  face. A n d  w h a t  o f  V a lm a — V a lm a .  
a n d  the  ch ild ren ,  a n d  the  seven apple 
t r e e s ?

H e  w as  on  the  road  now . M ellow  
l ig h t  o n  a n c ie n t  elms ! S t r a g g l in g  r o a d 
side fences ! H e  tu rn e d ,  and  o v e r  w h a t  
r e m a in e d  of  his load  o f  u n so ld  v e g e 
tables, a d ju s te d  th e  ta rp a u l in  m o re  
c a re fu l ly .  B u t  the  ve ry  ac tion  seem ed 
p a r t  o f  a  n ig h tm a re  th a t  the  fam il ia r  
tu r n in g s  o f  the ro a d  d iss ipa ted .  So 
o f te n  he  h a d  d r iv e n  th u s ,  p leasan t ly  
w ea ry ,  h o m e w a rd  f ro m  m ark e t .  All 
th is  o th e r  w as  like a s trange ,  im possib le  
d ream . H e  b egan  to lu ll  h im se lf  into 
a  sem blance o f  be lie f  in th is— an d  th en  
he saw  the  tree ,  the  b roken  fence, the  
bushes, the  field w here  he  had tossed 
h is  pu rse .

A  quick  t r e m b l in g  seized h im . A s  he 
s topped  th e  m a re ,  and  ju m p e d  dow n, 
som e b i rd s  flew, f r ig h te n e d ,  f r o m  the 
th ick  w ayside  bushes. D em ite r ,  hastily  
e n te r in g  by the  b re a k  in the  fence, 
th re w  h im se lf  on the g ro u n d  in an x io u s  
seek ing .

T h e r e  w as  n o  s ign o f  the  p u rse  to 
b e  found .

H e  w idened  th e  circle  o f  his search . 
T h e  m ellow  su n l ig h t  to u ch ed  h im  p r e s 

ently  in th e  a t t i tu d e  o f  p ra y e r ,  i ts  level 
rays  th ro u g h  a  slit  in  the  lead en  c louds, 
fully up o n  him.

H is  sea rch  con tinued , d esp a ir in g ly  at 
last .  H e  h a d  w o rk e d  close into the 
bushes now . T h e n ,  sudden ly ,  h is  j a w  
g a p e d  in qu ick  su rp r is e  a n d  te r ro r .  T h e  
th ick  bushes  opened  to  reveal a  m a n — a 
tall, c adave rous ,  u n m is ta k a b le  fellow. 
B e fo re  his  eyes th is  m an  w as  bo ld ing  
o u t  the  p u r s e !

“ Y o u ’re  look ing  fo r  th i s ,” sa id  the 
m an  coolly. “ I  th o u g h t  y o u ’d be back  
f o r  i t !”

D e m ite r  b linked, a n d  th e  b l ink  h id  a 
su d d en  sh rew d n ess ,  a r e m e m b ra n c e  of 
in s truc t ions .

“ W h e r e 's  o u r  s tu f f ? ’’ sa id  the m an. 
“ W e  m ig h t  as well be p la in  a b o u t  it 
now  ! W e  c o u ld n 't  ge t  in to  m eet y o u .” 

D e m ite r  trem b led ,  b u t  he  g ra b b e d  his 
c o u ra g e  w ith  bo th  hands .

“ W h y  y o u  p u t  th a t  s tu ff  in m y  w agon , 
e h ?  I  tell you-—y o u  steal, people  m ake  
a la rm , send  w o rd  ahead . Y o u  a f r a id  
police s ea rch  m o to r  car ,  e h ? ”

“ T h a t  d o n ’t m a t te r  n o w ! W h a t  y o u  
b e t t e r  say— and  sp e a k  qu ick  ab o u t  it—  
is w h a t  y o u  d id  with  i t !”

D e m i t e r ’s eyes g lin ted .
“ H a v e  y o u  it  ou t  there , u n d e r  the  ta r 

p a u l in  !”
“ N o ! ”
“ W h a t ?  T h e n  w h e re ------- ”
“ L o o k  here ,  m is te r ,  suppose  I  tell ju s t  

y o u ?  O th e r  tw o  m en  a f t e r w a r d s  say 
a l s o :  ‘W h a t  you do w ith  o u r  s tu f f?
I  tell all to g e th e r ,  n o t  one, see?  A n d  
y o u  give me back p u r s e  then , too, e h ? ” 

T h e  m an  s ta re d  at D em ite r ,  c o n s id e r 
ing.

“ All r ig h t ."  he sa id  sharp ly .  “Y o u  
drive  y o u r  w agon  in at the  g a te  t h e r e !” 

D e m ite r  obeyed. H is  h e a r t  w as  b e a t 
ing  t rem endous ly ,  bu t  he c lucked  
b rav e ly  to  th e  m are .  T h e  w ag o n  lu rched  
in  w e e d -g ro w n  r u t s ; D em ite r ,  tu rn in g ,  
a d ju s te d  the  ta r p a u l in  aga in ,  a n d  d ro v e  
on. T h e  c ad av e ro u s  m a n  w alked  a t  the  
h o r s e ’s head , T h e  e d g e  o f  th e  e a r th
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cliff being nea r ,  the ro a d  w as  no t long. 
D e m ite r  no ticed  s l igh t  traces  o f  t i re s  in 
a m u d d y  pa tch .  H i th e r to  th e  sh o r t  
g ra s s  a n d  w eeds  h a d  n o t  b e t r a y e d  it. 
A t  a  qu ick  tu rn ,  h idden  well by trees, 
w as  a n  a b a n d o n e d  shed.

“ Got h im ,’' sa id  the m a n  a t  the  m a re 's  
head. “ J u s t  ab o u t  w hen  I w as  ready  to 
call it o f f ! ’’

T h e  o th e r  tw o  m en a p p ea red .  D e m i
te r  could see the  ca r  in the  d im  recesses 
o f  the shed. F r o m  the  ro a d  no one 
w ould  even  suspec t th a t  the  p lace e x 
is ted.

“ W ell ,  w h e re 's  o u r  s tu f f ? ”
“ Y ou  give m y  p u r s e ,” sa id  D em ite r  

eagerly , .“ I t e l l !”
T h e  m en  looked  at each  o ther , 

nodded , h a n d e d  over  the pu rse .  D e m i
te r  c a u g h t  it to  h im  with  a cry. C a u 
tiously , he c o u n te d  it. T h e  m oney  w as 
in tac t .  H is  face  was r a d ia n t .

“ G e t  a  m ove  o n ,” he w as advised. 
“ H a v e  you  g o t  the stu ff  in th e  c a r t  
th e re  ?’’

“ Fie says not. I  th in k  h e ’s a l i a r ! "
D e m ite r  s tu ffed  his p u rse  safe ly  

aw ay , a n d  a t  the  sam e m o m e n t  his 
h a n d  sough t a n o th e r  pocket.  I n  it was

a  h a rd ,  u n fa m i l ia r  ob jec t ,  a t  touch  o f  
w hich  D e m ite r  t rem b led  still m o re ,  bu t  
he  fo rced  h im se lf  to  g ra sp  it. T h e  feel 
o f  it, h o w ev er ,  was in a  sense  c o m f o r t 
ing. H e  even  m a n a g e d  a  t re m u lo u s  
g r in .

“ Y ou  look  an d  s e e !” he  suggested .
O n e  of  the  m en c a u g h t  th e  ta rp a u l in  

a n d  w renched  it off. C abbages ,  on  top 
of  b o x e s !  A n d ,  o n  top  o f  a box , too, 
s u r r o u n d e d  w ith  an  u p h o ls te ry  o f  v ege
tables , a  tall y o u n g  officer w ith  a  r e 
volver.

“ H a n d s  up, g e n t le m e n ! ” he  o rd e re d  
cu r t ly .  “ Q u ic k  n o w !  W h e w ,  b u t  th a t  
w as  s t u f f y ! J u s t  shoo t th a t  fe l low  n e a r  
you, D e m ite r ,  i f  he  m oves an  in c h ! ”

T h e  u n fa m i l ia r  w ea p o n  in D e m i t e r ’s 
h a n d  w av e red  a little. B u t  h is  g r a s p  on  
it t ig h te n e d  g r im ly .  U n t i l  th e  han d cu ffs  
w ere  on he m u s t  be ve ry  b ra v e .  B u t  
let th e  officer be q u ic k !  T h e r e  w as  a 
p u r s e  in D e m i t e r ’s p o c k e t  t h a t  o ld  
S m ith so n  m u s t  have, a d r ive  to  to w n  
in p ro sp e c t  b e fo re  the m a re  w o u ld  h e a d  
h o m e w a r d  in the  d a rk n e s s  to  w h e re  
V altna ,  la n te rn  in h a n d ,  w ou ld  g re e t  
him , a n d  seven apple t re e s  w o u ld  s ta n d  
o u t  ag a in s t  a  s ta r l i t  sky.

A CONVICT’S HOBBY
A  C U R I O U S  echo of a sen sa t io n a l  m u r d e r  case  t h a t  s ta r t le d  N e w  Y o r k  som e  
** y e a r s  ago  h a s  recen t ly  been  b r o u g h t  to  pub lic  a t te n t io n  in  th e  d a i ly  p re ss .  
T h e  case  w a s  th a t  o f  th e  c ity  e d i to r  o f  one  o f  the  lead ing  n e w s p a p e r s  w h o  w a s  
sen ten ced  to  life  im p r is o n m e n t  f o r  th e  m u r d e r  o f  h is  w ife .

T h e  l i f e r - e d i to r  is r e p o r te d  to  s p e n d  a  g r e a t  dea l  o f  h is  sp a re  t im e  in  ta m in g  
five u n r u ly  p a r ro ts .  T h e se  b i rd s  m a k e  th e i r  h o m e  in th e  p r iso n  h o th o u se ,  w h e r e  
the  p r i s o n e r  te n d s  flow ers  a n d  vege tab les .  H e  is sa id  to  h a v e  b e e n  v e r y  su ccess 
fu l  in  m a k in g  gen tle ,  w e l l -m a n n e re d  po llies  o u t  o f  a  q u in te t  o f  e r s tw h i le  u n c o u th ,  
p r o f a n e  p a r ro ts .  O n e  o f  th e  b i r d s  w a s  a  p a r t ic u la r ly  b a d  a c to r  a n d  h a d  b e e n  
sen t  to  W a r d e n  L a w e s  b y  its  o w n e r  b e c a u se  all e f fo r ts  to  c u l t iv a te  i ts  speech  o r  
o th e rw ise  ta m e  it  w e re  m e t  w i th  p r o f a n i ty  a n d  ab u s iv e  lan g u ag e .  U n d e r  th e  
u p l i f t in g  in fluence  o f  th e  c o n v ic t-ed i to r ,  th is  p a r r o t  n o w  say s  “ N ic e  C h a r le y ,” 
a n d  h a s  a b a n d o n e d  i ts  l ik ing  f o r  v io len t  lan g u ag e .
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KEEFER REAPPEARS.

T I L L  w h is t l ing  soft ly  J im m y  
Clyde had  reached  th e  edge of 
the  c rescen t-shaped  g ro v e  of 
l indens, and  was s k i r t in g  th e  

first  o f  th e  t rees ,  when he  h e a rd  an  
a n g ry  hail f ro m  P a lm e r . ,  S la c k e n in g  his 
pace, he  w a ited  f o r  the  c h ie f  to  com e 
up. T h e  official w as  red  in th e  face  and  
so m e w h a t  o u t  o f  breath .

“ L o o k  here , M r .  C lyde ."  said he, “ P d  
ju s t  like to  h ave  you  e x p la in  w ha t  you 
m e a n t  by  th a t  last  c rack  o f  y o u rs  abou t 
the  f e a th e r  pillows and  the  m a t t r e s s ! 
W h o e v e r  said they  w ere  t ry in g  to pack 
’em in a  t ra v e l in g  h a g ? "

C lyde  sh ru g g ed .  A  little m ocking  
smile lu rked  in his eyes as he  tu rn ed .

“ W h y ,  it seem ed to  he y o u r  idea th a t  
th e  u p se t  cond it ion  of the  ro o m  was 
d u e  to  t h e i r  to s s in g  th in g s  care lessly  
a b o u t  in the  c o n fu s io n  o f  pack ing , t h a t ’s 
all, a n d  as  the  bed was s t r ip p e d — th e

m a t t re s s  ro lled  back and  bo th  covers  off 
th e  p illow s— the n a tu ra l  in fe re n c e  
w ould  be th a t  th ey  in tended  to  take  the  
th ings  a lo n g  w ith  them  w h e n  th ey  le f t ,  
w o u ld n 't  i t?  I s n ’t  th a t  ab o u t  the  only  
reasonab le  d ed u c t io n  f r o m  y o u r  h y p o 
thesis. c h ie f? "

“ W ell,  then ,  M r. Clyde, w h a t ’s the  
ded u c t io n  f ro m  your h y p o th e s is ? '’ 
P a lm e r 's  eyes swept h im  f ro m  h e a d  to  
foo t  trucu len t ly .  “ Y o u  can en jo y  y o u r 
se lf  qu ite  a  bit  l a u g h in g  at m v  th e o ry —  
w h a t 's  y o u rs ,  if  you p lease?  I suppose  
you  have  one. haven 't  you  ?’’

“ Y e s .” said Clyde. “ A s it hap p en s ,  I  
have, M r .  P a lm e r ,  a l th o u g h  it 's  <plly a 
hypothesis ,  o f  c ou rse ."

“ W ell ,  w h a t  is i t? "
“ T h a t  the  room  was searched , an d  

sea rched  ve ry  tho ro u g h ly ,  to o ! "
“ B y F lo ra ,  you m ean  ?"
“ F lo r a .” said Clyde gently , “ w as 

dead. S he  w as  ve ry  neat,  you  know .;  
a n d  a lw ays  v e ry  c a re fu l  o f  h e r  p re t ty  
c lo thes an d  belongings. S he  would]
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n e v e r  h a v e  f lung  th e m  a r o u n d  h e lte r-  
skelter,  a n d  d u m p e d  th e m  d o w n  a n y  old 
w ay , as w e  f o u n d  th em  th is  m o r n in g .” 

“ B u t  K e e f e r  m igh t  h a v e  done  it. I n  
h is  m a n ia c a l  rage , w o u ld n ' t  he have  
r ip p e d  e v e ry th in g  up  a n d  p itched  th ings  
all o v e r  th e  p la c e ? ”

“ P oss ib ly .  B u t  th e  ap p e a ra n ce  o f  
th e  ro o m  sugges ts  a  search , to  me. I ’m  
on ly  o f fe r in g  m y  opinion, you  kn o w . 
M r .  P a lm e r ,  f o r  w h ic h  you  a sk ed .” 

“ T h e n  you  th in k  K e e f e r  killed h e r  
f irst a n d  sea rched  the  ro o m  a f t e r w a r d ?  
S o r t  of a  second  a c t  to th e  sam e  play 
th a t  he  s taged  u p s ta i r s  in old M r .  P e y 
t o n ’s room , eh?  I s  th a t  y o u r  can d id  
o p in io n ? ”

Clyde s tood  still, h is  back  to  th e  
house ,  look ing  o u t  t o w a r d  th e  west.

“ W h y , ” he  said, “ I  th in k  th e  search  
o f  F l o r a ’s ro o m  w as a  so r t  o f  second 
ac t  in  th e  sam e  play th a t  w as  s taged  
in M r .  P e y to n ’s room  u p s ta i r s ,  y e s .” 

“ B e ing  K e e f e r ’s w a y  o f  m a k in g  his 
a t ta c k  on  F lo r a  a lso  a p p e a r  to  be  th e  
w o rk  o f  a  b u r g la r ?  A  bun g lin g  a t te m p t  
to  conceal his iden tity , the  sam e as he 
d id  in  M r .  P e y to n ’s c a s e ? ” p e rs i s te d  
P a lm e r .

C lyde  co n s id e red  a  m o m e n t .  T h e  
ch ie f  o f  police, a lm os t  d a n c in g  w ith  im 
patience , noticed i r r i ta b ly  th a t  he k ep t  
g lan c in g  w ith  a s o r t  o f  e a g e r  expec tancy  
to w a rd  the  th ick  sc reen  o f  s h ru b b e ry  
th a t  h id  the  hemlock' ledge f ro m  the  
house.

“ W e l l ,” th e  de tective  sa id  a t  last ,  “ I 
sh o u ld n ’t call it such  a  bung ling  a t tem p t ,  
really , c h i e f ; n o t  f o r  a  novice in c r im e. 
A  g r e a t  m a n y  s m a r te r  m en . m en  e x 
perienced  a n d  a d e p t  in cover ing  th e ir  
t ra c k s ,  h a v e  le f t  beh ind  th e m  som e 
s im ple  c lew  th a t  could be r e a d  as p la in ly  
a s  i f  th e y ’d d ro p p e d  a v is i t ing  ca rd .  
T h e y  k n o w  the  g am e, th e y ’ve  p layed  it 
successfully  fo r  y ears ,  an d  th e y ’re  su re  
th e y  h a v e n 't  overlooked  a  single th in g  
th a t  cou ld  t ie  th e m  u p  to  a n y  p a r t ic u la r  
c r im e. T h e y  s take  th e i r  l iberty  a n d  
p e rh a p s  th e i r  lives on  th e i r  th o ro u g h 

ness. Y e t  th e y  do ove r lo o k  som e th ing , 
a n d  th e n ------- ” H e  sp read  h is  h an d s .

“ A n d  h e re  th is  fe llow  w e ’r e  a f te r ,  an  
a m a te u r  abso lu te ly , lays his p lan s  f o r  a  
g e t -a w a y  so c leverly  th a t  h e  d o e sn ’t 
leave so m u c h  as  a  finger p r in t  fo r  us  to  
use  in  r u n n in g  him d o w n  a n d  id e n t i f y 
in g  h im . N o ,  I  sh o u ld n ’t call it b u n 
g l in g  a t  all— ex c e p t  in  so f a r  a s  h e  n e g 
lected to  sc ra tch  th a t  h o o k  o n  th e  b a l 
cony  sc reen , an d  p e rh a p s  b re a k  a  b ra n c h  
o r  tw o  on  th e  rose  tre llis  u n d e rn e a th ,  
to  ind ica te  th a t  he 'd  e n te red  b y  w a y  o f  
th e  w indow .

“ I ’d say  th a t  i f  h e  h a d  l ived  in  a 
small to w n  all his  life , a n d  h a d n ’t  com e 
in con tac t  w ith  e x p e r ie n c ed  c r im ina ls ,  
h e ’d  m a d e  an  exce llen t  beg inn ing , a n d  
show ed  real a p t i tu d e  fo r  t h a t  p a r t ic u la r  
class o f  w o rk .”

“ W h a t  d 'y o u  m ean , h e  n e v e r  le f t  so 
m u ch  as a finger p r in t ? ” d e m a n d e d  th e  
ch ie f ,  o p e n in g  his  eyes. “ D id n ’t  y o u  
tell me a while  ago  th a t  y o u ’d  e x a m in e  
th o se  m a rk s  o n  th e  ou ts id e  o f  th a t  g i r l ’s  
v / indow  y o u rse l f ,  and  h a d n ’t a n y  d o u b t  
w h o ’d  m ad e  ’em , eh ? I s  th a t  w h a t  y o u  
call n o t  le a v in g  ‘so  m u c h  as a  f inger  
p r in t  f o r  us  to  use  in  r u n n in g  h im  d o w n  
a n d  id e n t i fv in g  h im ,’ M r .  C lyde?  I s  
i t ? ”

“ W ell ,  h e  d id n 't  leave a n y  on  h is  f irs t  
job ,  in M r .  P e y to n ’s r o o m .” C lyde  
p o in te d  out. “ O r , ” w ith  poss ib ly  e x a g 
g e r a te d  po liteness , “ p e rh a p s  y o u  w ere  
f o r tu n a te  e n o u g h  to  d isc o v e r  som e in 
y o u r  e x a m in a t io n  ?”

P a lm e r  looked b lank , scowled, and  
h es ita ted ,  b u t  only f o r  a  m inu te .

“ T h e r e ’s a lot o f  n o n sen se  ta lk ed  o f  
th e  im p o r ta n c e  of th is  so-called  ‘f inger
p r in t  ev id e n c e ,’ ” sa id  he  pom pously .  
“ I ’ve  looked  into it, a n d  I  d o n ’t  co n 
s id e r  t h a t  it a m o u n ts  to  m uch . T h e y  
call i t  an  exac t  s c ie n c e ; b u t  h a l f  the  
t im e, a  c lear  p r in t  c a n ’t be  h a d ,  a n d  th e  
o t h e r  h a l f ,  i t ’s a  case f o r  e x p e r t s  a t  t h e  
t r ia l ,  a n d  th e  e x p e r t s  n e v e r  ag ree .  
T h e y  a lw a y s  find som e lit t le  ho le  to 
c raw l o u t  o f .  Y o u  c a n ’t d o  th a t  so r t
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o f  th in g  w i th  ‘e x a c t  science,’ M r .  C lyde. 
I f  K e e f e r  l e f t  finger p r in ts  in  th e  old 
m a n ’s room , I  d id n ’t  see ’em . A n y w a y ,  
I  d i d n ’t  believe th e y ’d he of  an y  m o r ta l  
use  to  us , a n d  I  d i d n ’t  look  f o r  a n y .”

‘‘N o ?  W e l l ,  I  d id ,”  sa id  Clyde 
qu ie tly . “ A n d  th e re  w e re n ’t any. I  
looked  p a r t icu la r ly  o n  the  ou ts ide  o f  the  
g lass  in the  b a th ro o m — th e  g lass  w h ere  
th e  old m a n  kep t h is  false te e th  a t  n ight, 
an d  the re  w a s n ’t one  to  be found , e x 
cept P e y to n ’s ow n . O u r  m an  h a d  le f t  
n o n e ;  a n d  he l e f t  n o n e  on th e  ins ide  o f  
F l o r a ’s room , e i the r ,  if you  re m e m b e r  
ou r  d iscuss ion  th is  m o rn in g .  D oes  th a t  
m e a n  a n y th in g  to  you , M r .  P a l m e r ? ”

“ B u t  p le n ty  o n  the  o u t s i d e ! P le n ty  
to  h a n g  h im , o r  I ’m  m u ch  m is ta k e n !  
D o e sn ’t  seem  to  m e  to  m a t t e r  if  y o u  
looked  on ev e ry  p iece o f  g la ssw a re  in  
th e  house. W h a t ’s th a t  go t  to  do  w ith  
it, a n y w a y ?  T h e  th in g  th a t  m a t te r s  is 
th a t  K e e f e r  did leave the  m a rk s  o f  h is  
h a n d s  all  o v e r  the  f ram e  of  the  w in 
d o w  to  F l o r a ’s room . B i t  o f  c a re le ss 
ness  to  s tand  th e re  an d  sm e a r  g re a se  
a ro u n d  t h a t  w a y !

“ I ’ll g r a n t  you , he  w as p r e t ty  sm art ,  
b u t  n o t  qu ite  s m a r t  enough. H is  m a d 
m a n ’s c u n n in g  m a d e  h im  m ig h ty  cu te  
w h en  it c a m e  t o  th a t  bus iness  w ith  th e  
w a tc h  a n d  a l l ; b u t  he  s tu b b e d  h is  toe, 
so to  speak, w hen  he d id n ’t  s top  r ig h t  
the re .  H is  success w en t to  his  head, I 
s ’pose . H e  th o u g h t  h e ’d ’ g o t te n  a w a y  
w ith  one  m u r d e r ,  a n d  he co u ld  g e t  a w a y  
w i th  an o th e r ,  if  h e  pulled  th e  sam e 
s tu n t .  B u t  h e  w a s n ’t qu i te  sm a r t  
e n o u g h !’’

“ I  believe y o u ’re righ t ,  c h ie f ,” ag reed  
C lyde. “ I f  h e ’d  s topped  r ig h t  there , 
w ith  th e  m u r d e r  o f  M r .  P e y to n — but 
he  w as  obliged to  p u t  o n  a  little e x t r a  
e m bro ide ry .  A n d  th o se  few  fan cy  
touches  will conv ic t  h im .”

“ Y o u ’r e  m e a n in g  the  finger p r in t s ? ”
“ N o .  I ’m  ta lk in g  about th e  fak e  ev i

dence  o n  th e  sc reen , and  th e  w a tch  and  
w a lle t  stuff , ch ie f ,  and  o th e r  th ings .  
T h e  f inger  p r in t s , ”  h e  a d d e d  gently ,

“ m igh t  h a v e  been m ad e  som e t im e  d u r 
in g  th e  late  a f te rn o o n ,  w h en  F lo r a  w as  
d o w n to w n , qu i te  as well as la s t  n ig h t  o r  
ea r ly  th is  m o rn in g ,  w h en  she w a s  a t  
hom e, m ig h t  they  n o t?

“ W e ’ve the  evidence o f  the  c h a u f fe u r  
an d  Susie  to  p rove  th a t  th e y  w ere  no t 
th e re  w hile  F lo ra  w as  d re s s in g  to  go  
d o w n to w n  fo r  the  a f te rn o o n ,  b u t  t h e r e ’s 
n o th in g  to  show  th a t  b e f o r e  K e e f e r  
d ro v e  off in  h is  car ,  j u s t  ab o u t  dusk , 
h e  d id n ' t  s tand  a t  h e r  w in d o w  an d  ta lk  
to  h e r ,  is th e r e ?  A h ! ”

A  pleased note  had  com e in to  his  
voice. H is  glance h a d  s tra y e d  once 
m o re  to  the  f r in g e  o f  sh ru b b e ry  abou t 
th e  hem lock  ledge beyond  the  edge  o f  
th e  g ro v e  w h ere  they  w ere  s tand ing , 
a n d  th is  t im e , w as r e w a rd e d .  “ A h !  
T h e r e  she i s ! ”

“ T h e r e  zvJio i s ? ” P a lm e r  ju m p e d  
back, m o u th  an d  eyes wide, as  i f  he e x 
pected  to  see F lo ra  o r  h e r  d isem bodied  
sp ir i t  e m e rg e  f ro m  th e  enc irc l ing  g re e n 
ery.

B u t  th e  w om an  w ho p a r te d  th e  th ick  
b u sh e s  an d  cam e  to w a rd  th e m ,  slim 
a n d  t r im  an d  g race fu l  in the  p la ines t  of 
p la in -w h ite  sp o r t  silks, he r  exqu is i te ly  
c a re d  fo r  d a r k  ha ir  g leam in g  in the  su n 
l ig h t  w ith  the  bu rn ish ed ,  blue-black 
sheen o f  a g ra e k le ’s w ing, w as I re n e  
K ing .

P a lm e r  s ta re d  a t  h e r  in u n d isgu ised  
a d m ira t io n  as  she app ro ach ed ,  an d  m a d e  
a n  a w k w a rd ly  stiff bow  over  th e  s lender  
h a n d  she co rd ia l ly  e x te n d e d  w h e n  C lyde  
m a d e  the  in troduc t ion .

“ I ’m  so g lad  to  m eet you, C h ie f  
P a l m e r , ” she said. “ M r .  K in g  an d  I 
h ave  been so d is t ressed  o v e r  all th is , b u t  
h e  a s s u re s  m e th a t  th e re  is n o th in g  we 
c a n  do, because  th e  inves tiga tion  cou ld  
n o t  be in b e t te r  h a n d s .”

S h e  d id  n o t  say  w h e th e r  sh e  r e f e r r e d  
to  th e  p r iv a te  o r  to th e  official in v e s t ig a 
t i o n ;  b u t  P a lm e r ,  b lu sh in g  like a n  e m 
b a r ra s se d  schoolboy, im m e d ia te ly  took  
th e  co m p l im e n t  to  h im se lf ,  de l igh ted ly  
f lu s te red  to  th in k  t h a t  D a l to n  K in g  o f
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W e ld o v e r ,  p re s id e n t  o f  one  of  th e  m ost  
in f luen tia l  b a n k s  in  the  c oun ty ,  was 
a w a re  o f  an d  a p p re c ia ted  th e  efficiency 
o f  the  ch ie f  o f  police o f  A b b o t t s ’ H o l 
low !

“ W ell ,  now , m a 'a m ,  t h a t ’s— er—  
m ig h ty  h a n d so m e  o f  M r .  K i n g ! ” he  
s ta m m e re d .  “ I ’d no no t ion  a  m a n  like 
h im  w as  in te re s te d  in  th e  w ay we ru n  
th in g s  o v e r  here . I 'd  be  ob liged  i f  
y o u ’d  give  h im  m y  com plim en ts ,  m a ’am , 
a n d  tell h im  I ’ll ce r ta in ly  t r y  to  m e r i t  
his  good  op in ion  o f  m e .”

“ In d e e d ,  I ’ll be ve ry  glad  to , M r .  
P a lm e r ,  a n d  I ’m  su re  h e ’ll be m u c h  in 
te re s te d  to  receive  y o u r  m e ssa g e !” 
T h e r e  was a  w him sica l  sp a rk le  in  th e  
g r e a t  d a rk  eyes she tu r n e d  on  Clyde. 
“ M r .  C lyde ,” she said. “ R o g e r  h as  been  
a sk in g  f o r  you . H e ’s o u t  on  the  ledge 
by  the  rav ine, you  know . D o c to r  K e n 
yon  th o u g h t  it w ou ld  do h im  good  to  
be ou td o o rs ,  p ro v id in g  he d id n ’t  e x e r t  
h im se lf ,  a n d  he d id  so w a n t  to  g e t  o u t  
o f  bed .”

“ H e ’s b e t te r  th is  m o r n in g ? ” Clyde 
asked . “ I  looked in, ab o u t  e igh t o ’clock, 
bu t  he  seem ed  to  be s leep ing  so sound ly  
th a t  I  d id n ’t th in k  I  should  go  in to  the 
room . Y o u  rea lly  th ink  h e ’s feeling  
m o r e  f i t? ”

“ O h , m u c h  m o r e ! B u t  w hen  I  th in k  
o f  w h a t  m igh t have  h a p p en ed  to  h im  if  
you  h a d n ' t  com e a long  ju s t  w h en  you  
did las t  n igh t  1” 'S h e  sh ivered . “ H e ’s 
o u t  th e re  ly ing  in a s te a m e r  cha ir ,  but 
h e ’s res t le ss  an d  keeps fidgeting. H e  
w an ts  to  see you. an d  I  v o lun tee red  to  
act as m essenger .  C an  y o u  sp a re  a  few  
m in u te s  to  ta lk  to  h im ? ”

“ C er ta in ly !  D o c to r  K e n y o n  ju s t  to ld  
m e  you  w ere  o u t  on  the  ledge w i th  h im , 
an d  I  w as on m y  w ay  to  you , w h e n  I  
s topped  to  speak  to  the  ch ief .  I ’ll go  
r ig h t  a w ay .  Y o u ’re  n o t  leav ing  yet, 
a re  you  ?”  she asked , tu rn in g  to  P a lm e r .

“ N o. I ’m  w a i t in g  fo r  th e  c o u n ty  
p ro s e c u to r  o r  som e one  f r o m  his office to  
show  up. O u g h t  to  be h e re  p r e t ty  soon 
now. H e 'l l  w a n t  to  see you , too , M r .

C lyde, so I'll ju s t  ask  you  no t to go too  
f a r  a w a y .”

“ O h .  I s h a n ' t  leave th e  place, chief.  
A n d  if  D o c to r  K e n y o n  c a n  find it co n 
venien t to  re m a in — could  y o u  sugges t  to  
h im  th a t  he  stay here  f o r  th e  p resen t,  
ch ie f  ?”

“ W h y — er-------”
“ S u g g es t  officially, I  m ean .  H e ’s the  

c o r o n e r ’s physic ian , I  u n d e rs ta n d ,  an d  
M r .  W h e e le r  will w a n t  to  ta lk  to  h im  
a n y w a y ,  so t h e r e ’d be n o th in g  s t ra n g e  
o r  o u t  o f  th e  u su a l  in  such a n  o rd e r  
be ing  issued  b y  you, w ou ld  th e r e ? ”

“ O f  co u rse  n o t !  I ’m  in  c h a rg e  here , 
and  I  can  g ive  h im  a n y  o r d e r  I  c h o o s e ! ” 
T h e  i r r i ta b le  q u a l i ty  w as  aga in  a p p a re n t  
in  P a lm e r ’s voice a t  the  b e g in n in g  o f  
his  speech, b u t  d isa p p e a re d  a s  he  looked  
a t  I r e n e  K in g .  “ O f  c o u rse  no t ,  M r .  
C ly d e !” he  r e p e a te d  w i th  g r e a t  h e a r t i 
ness. “ H e ’ll be  on  hand , d o n ’t y o u  
w o rry .  N a tu ra l ly ,  I  h a d  in tended  to  
have  h im  rem ain .  I ’ll see to  it th a t  h e ’s 
r ig h t  h e re  w h e re  y o u  can  reach  h im  if 
you  w a n t  h im , M r .  C ly d e !”

H e  w o n d e re d  w h e th e r  he  h a d  suc
ceeded  in  co n v ey in g  to  M rs .  K in g  the  
im p ress io n  th a t  he  k n e w  h is  b u s in ess  
p e r fe c t ly  well, a n d  n eed ed  no one  to  
po in t  o u t  t o  h im  th e  p r o p e r  an d  r e g u la r  
th ing  to  d o ;  while  a t  th e  sam e t im e  
be ing  possessed  of  sufficient good- 
h u m o re d  to le rance  to  av o id  h u r t in g  the  
feelings o f  this  officious y o u n g  fellow, 
C lyde— a m u c h  o v e r ra te d  ind iv idua l ,  if 
h e ’d ev e r  m e t  o n e !

B u t.  b e fo re  he  could be su re  w h e th e r  
o r  no t  he h a d  succeeded in reg is te r in g  
th is  delica te  po in t w ith  th e  lady , a c ry  
f ro m  th e  f r o n t  o f  th e  h o u se  c re a te d  a 
d iversion  th a t  ban ished  h e r  and  h e r  in 
f luential c onnec t ions  com ple te ly  f ro m  
his m in d ,  fo r  th e  t im e  being, a t  least, 
T h e  d o c to r  had  a p p e a re d  o n  th e  v e r a n 
d a  above  the  s tone  te r ra c e ,  a n d  was 
calling  out to  h im , m a k in g  w ide, exc ited  
ges tu res .

P a lm e r  h a d  le f t  t h e  ca r ,  a shabby  
sedan , p a rk e d  in the  d r iv ew ay ,  oppos ite
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the  f r o n t  c o rn e r  o f  th e  house. P e r 
haps  a  h u n d r e d  fee t  b e y o n d  it,  j u s t  
ro u n d in g  th e  cu rv e ,  u n sh a v e n ,  d is 
heveled, h is  sh ag g y  b a re  head  sw ay ing  
s lowly f r o m  side to  side w i th  the  s h a m 
b ling  m o v e m e n t  o f  h is  g re a t ,  c u m b e r 
som e body, cam e  M o r to n  K e e f e r !

F o r  a m om en t ,  P a lm e r  s tood  as  if 
petrif ied . T hen ,  w i th  a  sh o u t  o f  t r i 
um p h ,  he r a n  fo rw a rd ,  f lou rish ing  his 
revo lver  as he  went. I t  was an  in c re d 
ible b it  o f  luck th a t  th e  e lusive  q u a r r y  
shou ld  w alk  r ig h t  in to  the  v e ry  a rm s  of 
the  law , an d  C harle s  P a lm e r  w as  n o t  
one  to  let one  iota  o f  d ra m a t ic  in te re s t  
be l o s t !

“ S to p !  S t o p ! ” T h e  official bellow 
could have  been h e a rd  a g re a t  w ay off, 
an d  K e e f e r  h a d  a l re a d y  s topped  w hen  
P a l m e r ’s h a n d  fell on h is  shou lder .  
“ M o r to n  K e e fe r ,  y o u ’re  m y  prisoner .  
I  a r r e s t  you , in the  n am e o f  th e  law ! 
A n d  I m u s t  say  th a t  it is m y — — ”

W i t h  a  snarl ,  K e e f e r  tu r n e d  on him.
“ S h u t  y e r  n o i s e ! D ’ye h ave  te r  tell 

t h ’ c o u n ty ?  S ’pose I  d u n n o  w h a t  you  
w a n t  m e  f e r  ?”

“ I t  is m y  d u ly  to  w arn  y o u  th a t  w h a t 
ever  you say  m a y  be used  a g a in s t  y o u ! 
F o r  y o u r  o w n  sake, I advise  you  to  say 
n o th in g .’’ T h e  ch ie f  f lung  open  the 
d o o r  o f  the  sedan. “ Get in  h e re !  
B r a d y ! " — to  a  d e p u ty  w h o  h a d  com e 
h u r r y in g  u p — “y o u  take  the  wheel. O n e  
susp ic ious m ove o u t  o f  you; K e e fe r ,  and  
I ’ll dr i l l  y o u ! B e t te r  p u t  th o se  b race 
lets  o n  h im , B ra d y — lie’s c ra z y  a s  a 
l o o n !”

T h e  sullen, b u rp in g  eyes o f  th e  g a r 
d e n e r  g la re d  angrily  as th e  handcu ffs  
w e re  snapped  in to  place abou t Ms 
w ris ts .

“ C razy , a m  I ? W ell ,  w ho d rove  m e 
to  i t?  W h o  lied a n ’ chea ted ,  a n ’ go t  
m e  s o ’s I  d id n ’t  ca re  w h a t  hap p en ed  to 
h e r  n e r  m e n e i th e r ? ”

“ Good th in g  y o u  d o n ' t  care  w h a t  h a p 
pens  to  y o u ! ” the  ch ief  to ld  h im  w ith  
sa t is fac t ion .  “ Y o u ’ll p a y  th e  penalty , 
d o n ’t you  m ak e  any  m is ta k e  ab o u t  tha t .

I ’ve  g o t  you  dead  to  r igh ts ,  K e e fe r ,  I  
k n o w  you  d id  it------- ”

“ I d id  it. y e s ! A n ’ " — th e  h a r s h
voice ro se  s t r id e n t ly — " I ’d do  it aga in ,  
to o !  R o t .  he r ,  she p ro m ise d  m e to  ru n  
s t ra ig h t ,  th e -------”

I n  the  m id s t  o f  a b u r s t  o f  a p p a l l in g  
oa th s  a n d  v i tu p e ra t io n ,  he w as bund led  
u n c e re m o n io u s ly  in to  the  car ,  the  ch ie f  
sc ra m b l in g  a f t e r  h im . T h e  d e p u ty  h a d  
a lready  ta k e n  h is  place beh ind  th e  wheel 
an d  s ta r te d  th e  engine.

" S te p  on it, B r a d y ! ” cam e  th e  o rd e r ,  
and  th e  vehicle s ta r te d  off d o w n  the 
drive .

“ P o o r  fe l lo w !"  I re n e  K in g  said 
softly . “ I  suppose  i t ’s w eak  a n d  sen t i 
m en ta l  o f  m e, b u t  I c a n ’t he lp  p i ty in g  
him , M r .  Clyde. H e  loved th a t  girl,  
an d  w ith  all his  s t re n g th  a n d  b ru te  c o u r 
age, he w as  no th in g  b u t  p u t ty  in h e r  
h a n d s .”

Clyde nodded.
“ Yes, he  loved her .  A n d  she d e v i led  

h im  until he w en t  d e a n  out o f  his m ind . 
I suppose  it d o e sn ’t  help  m a t te r s  m u c h  
to  say th a t  she b r o u g h t  h e r  d o o m  on 
h e r  own head , bu t  i t ’s th e  t r u th ,  ju s t  
the  same. S h e -------”

“ H a r k ! ” I re n e  held up h e r  hand , h e r  
lovely face  pa l ing  a  little. “W h a t ’s 
th a t  ?”

O n  th e  w ings  o f  the  w a r m  su m m e r  
w ind, a  sound  f ro m  the rec e d in g  c a r  
was bo rn e  back to  th e ir  e a rs— a long , 
w ailing  screech, like th a t  o f  som e t o r 
tu re d  an im al in m o r ta l  agony .

C H A P T E R  X X V .
W HAT FLORA K N E W .

D O G E R  F R E D E R I C K  h a d  ha lf  
'  r isen  f r o m  the  s team er  c h a i r  in 

w hich  he h a d  been reclining. T h e  l ight 
c o v e r le t  th a t  h a d  been  sp re a d  o v e r  h is  
knees  h a d  slipped to  the  g ro u n d ,  a n d  his 
blue eyes w ere  b r ig h t  w ith  a la rm  w h e n  
C lyde  a n d  M rs .  K in g  p a r te d  th e  th ic k  
sc reen  o f  th e  sh ru b b e ry  an d  c ro s se d  th e  
ledge  to w a rd  him.
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“ W h a t  is i t ? ’’ he cried. “ I h e a r d —  

it so u n d ed  like som e one s c ream in g  o u t  
in  a w fu l  pain. D o n ’t tell m e th e r e ’s 
been a n o th e r ------- ”

“ I t ’s all r igh t .  M r .  F r e d e r ic k . ’’ Clyde 
in te r ru p te d  reassu r ing ly ,  while M rs .  
K in g  h u r r ie d  to  h is  side an d  gen tly  
pushed  h im  back a m o n g  the  pillows. 
O n ly  th a t  u n f o r tu n a te ,  h a g -r id d e n  
K e e fe r .  H e ’s j u s t  co n fe sse d ,  and  
P a lm e r ’s ta k in g  h im  dow n  to  th e  jail. 
I  suppose  h e ’s ju s t  rav ing , his  m ind  
gone  com plete ly , poor devil .’’

“ l i e  c o n f e s s e d ? ”
“ Yes. W i th  detectives  and  depu ties  

sc o u r in g  the  c o u n try  fo r  h im . an d  k e e p 
in g  a lookou t fo r  his  car. he tu r n e d  
up  h e re  in f ro n t  o f  the h o u se  n o t  tw o  
m in u te s  ago. an d  P a lm e r  p ro m p t ly  pu t  
h im  u n d e r  a r re s t .  H a d  the  g o o d s  on 
h im , even  b e fo re  he a d m it ted  h is  g u i l t .”

M rs .  K in g  sank  dow n  in a  w icker  
cha ir ,  deep an d  cushion filled, th a t  stood 
on th e  opposite  side o f  th e  table  d ra w n  
up  n ea r  the  rus t ic  railing.

“ H e — he so u n d ed  like a  wild b e a s t .” 
she said, and  sh u d d e re d  a little. “ I t  
m ad e  m y  h a i r  fa ir ly  s tan d  on end w hen  
I  h e a rd  h im ! ”

“ A  m a d m a n  is a  wild beast,  rea lly .” 
C lyde  said quie tly , “ an d  n o  one b u t  a  
m a d m a n ,  or, a t  least, a m a n  te m p o ra r i ly  
unba lanced  by  f e a r  or u n g o v e rn ab le  
fu ry ,  could  have c o m m itted  th e se  co ld
b looded c r im es .” H e  stooped to  pick up 
th e  chic li ttle  cloche hat which lay  on 
the  g ra ss  beside I r e n e  K in g ’s cha ir ,  a n d  
han d ed  it to  h e r  w ith  a  co u r t ly  li t t le  
bow.

S h e  smiled h e r  acknow ledgem en t .
“ T h a n k  heaven  th a t ,  m a d  o r  sane, 

he'll be p u t  w here  he can do no m o re  
h a r m ! ” she said fe rven tly . “ D id  you  
su sp ec t  h im  a t  first. M r.  C ly d e ?  R o g e r  
told m e the  substance  of y o u r  ta lk  w ith  
h im  yes te rday , bu t  I ’m  n o t  c lever  
eno u g h  to  m ake  a n y th in g  o u t  of it.  I  
th o u g h t ,  while he w as  ta lk ing , th a t  
F lo ra  m u s t  be involved in th e  m u r d e r  
so m eh o w — p e rh a p s  th a t  she  h e rse l f  was

even gu i l ty  o f  M r .  P e y to n ’s m u rd e r .  
B u t  th en ,  w hen  he g o t  to  th e  las t  p a r t ,  
an d  I lea rned  th a t  she, too, h a d  been  
killed, I  realized, th a t  th e r e  m u s t  be a  
lot m o re  to  it. Still, som ehow , I  d id n ’t  
suspec t  K e e f e r  a t  all. D id  you, M r .  
C lyde  ?”

" N o ,  I  c a n ’t say th a t  I  d id ,”  th e  d e 
tective an sw ered .  “ I  k n o w  th a t  th e re  
w ere  tw o  o r  th ree  th in g s  th a t  m ig h t  
have d irec ted  m y  a t te n t io n  to  h im  in the  
firs t  p a r t  o f  the  inves tiga tion ,  b u t  w hen  
M r .  F re d e r ic k  w as a t ta c k e d  las t  n igh t,  
I  w a s  pos i t ive  th a t  K e e fe r ,  a n d  n o  one 
bu t K e e fe r ,  could have been responsib le  
f o r  it. A n d  th a t  set m e th in k in g  a lo n g  
a s ligh tly  d if fe ren t  angle , you  see .”

“ B u t  w h a t  m ad e  y o u  th in k  h e ’d  a t 
tacked  R o g e r ?  W h y  shou ld  he  m ak e  
a n  u t te r ly  u n p ro v o k e d  a s s a u l t ? ”

C lyde  sm iled , g lanc ing  ro u n d  h im  fo r  
a  cha ir .  N o n e  w as  n e a r  h im , so he  
pe rched  h im se lf  on the  to p  o f  th e  ru s t ic  
railing , tu c k in g  h is  h a n d s  in the  pocke ts  
o f  his  coat, a n d  h ook ing  h is  heels  over  
one  of  th e  lo w e r  ra i ls  to  p re se rv e  his 
balance.

“ W ell .  I ’m  a f r a id  I ’ll h ave  to  go back 
a b it  f a r th e r  than  last n ig h t ,”  h e  said. 
“ I 'v e  been ov e r  an d  ov e r  it, a n d  I  d o n ’t 
w a n t  to  bore  you, b u t  if  y o u ’d rea lly  
like to  h e a r ------- ”

“ Indeed , we s h o u ld ! ” she c r ie d  
w arm ly . “ I t ' s  a lw ays  seem ed m a rv e l 
ous  to  m e fo r  a n y  one  to  be able  to  
s ta r t  w ith  n e x t  to  n o th in g  in  the  w ay  
o f  in fo rm a t io n ,  and  build  u p  a  w ho le  
case  on  th a t  f o u n d a t i o n !”

“ W i th  C ly d e ,” F re d e r ic k  p u t  in, his  
voice c ro a k in g  hoarse ly ,  “ it seem s to  
h a v e  been m o st ly  o b se rv a t io n — notic ing  
th ings  th a t  n o b o d y  else saw , an d  d r a w 
ing  deduc tions  f ro m  th e m .” H e  r e 
la x e d  in  his cha ir  w ith  a  s igh  of c o n 
te n tm e n t ,  a r r a n g in g  his d a rk -b lu e  silk 
d re s s in g -g o w n  c a re fu l ly  ab o u t  h im , an d  
d ra w in g  the  light cover le t  well u p  over  
h is  knees. “ G o ahead  a n d  tell us, C lyde, 
will y o u ?  I  c a n ’t ta lk  ve ry  well ye t.  b u t  
y o u ’ll find m e  a  good  l is te n e r .”
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“ W e ll ,” C lyde re m a rk e d ,  “ if  y o u ’ve 
rep ea ted  to  M rs .  K in g  w h a t  I  to ld  you 
— a n d  w h a t  t r a n s p i r e d  u p  in  H o ra c e  
P e y to n ’s ro o m — y este rd ay ,  t h e r e ’s no  
use  in m y  g o ing  over  the  sam e old 
g ro u n d .  D id  y o u  tell h e r  e v e r y th in g ? ”

F re d e r ic k  nodded , and M rs .  K in g  said 
q u ic k ly :

“ I t  w as p e r fe c t ly  safe  w ith  me, M r. 
Clyde, all o f  it. I  hope  you  d o n 't  th ink  
R o g e r  w as disloyal to M iss  C ra w fo rd  
because he  d id  tell me. W h i le  she and  
I a r e  n o t  w ha t  y o u ’d call close f r ien d s ,  
I r a th e r  p r ide  m yself  on  m y ab ili tv  to  
ju d g e  people, a n d  f ro m  o u r  first m e e t
ing, I  set M is s  C r a w f o r d  dow n as a 
sp lendid  girl. R o g e r  k n ew  how  I felt 
ab o u t  h e r ,  a n d  I  k n ew  h o w  he felt 
ab o u t  her. H e  th o u g h t  pe rh ap s  that,  
be ing  a w o m a n  m yself ,  I m igh t  be b e t 
t e r  able th a n  he— even th a n  you , with  
all y o u r  e x p e r ien ce— to u n d e r s ta n d  the 
p ecu l ia r  p sycho logy  th a t  led h e r  to-------”

“ T o  com ply  w i th  H o r a c e  P e y t o n ’s d e 
m a n d s  th a t  she  e n te r  his ro o m s  th a t  
n ig h t? ” finished Clyde, a s  M rs .  King- 
hes ita ted .  “ H e  w as righ t,  M rs .  K ing . 
A t  a n y  ra te , y o u r  w o m a n ’s wit and 
subtle , u n d e r s ta n d in g  sy m p a th y  would  
g ive  you  a  c lea re r  ins igh t  in to  the  tnind 
o f  a n o th e r  w o m a n  th a n  any  m a n  could 
hope  to  achieve, W i th  the  s to ry  befo re  
you, h o w  d id  y o u  finally d ec ide?"

“ I decided she  w en t because she 
w an ted  to  avo id  a scandal,  if possible. 
S he  w a s n ’t e x a c t ly  a f r a id  o f  the  old 
m a n ,  h u t  she  d id  f e a r  t h a t  if he w ere  
capab le  o f  s e n d in g  h e r  the  so r t  of le t
te r s  th a t  R o g e r  te l ls  me he w ro te  he r ,  
he ’d be capab le  o f  w o rse — if a n y th in g  
could  be w orse .

“ S h e  w as  in  a q u a n d a ry .  S he  saw  
no w a y  ou t,  excep t  to  p lead  w ith  h im , 
t ry  to  b r in g  h im  to  a  rea liza tion  o f  
w h a t  a  d re a d fu l  th in g  h e  w as  doing. 
S h e  w e n t  in to  h is  ro o m  f o r  th a t  p u rp o se  
a n d  f o r  o n  o th e r  in  th e  w orld ,  M r .  
Clyde. T h a t ’s  w h a t  I d e c id e d !"

“ R i g h t ! ” exc la im ed  the  detective . “ I  
w as conv inced  o f  i t  m yself ,  even b e fo re

I  ta lked  to  h e r  y e s te rd a y  a f t e rn o o n ,  a n d  
she to ld  m e the  w ho le  s to ry  f ro m  b e 
g in n in g  to  end. B u t ,” w i th  k een  in te r 
ested  eyes, he w a tch ed  to  see w h a t  
w ou ld  he the effect o f  h is  w o rd s  o n  h is  
h ea re rs ,  “ b u t  I w a s n ’t p re p a re d  to have  
h e r  ad m it  that,  a f t e r  a scene with  P e y 
ton, she h a d — killed h i m ! ”

“ W h a t ! "  exc la im ed  F re d e r ic k  and  
M rs .  K in g  in cho rus .  “ S he  adm it ted  
th a t  she killed h im ?  P>ut------- ”

“ O f  course . I  k new  sh e  h a d n ’t , "  th e  
de tec t ive  said com posedly . “ A n d  the 
p a r t  o f  the  s to ry  you  h a v e n ’t  h ea rd ,  
M rs .  K in g ,  really begins there . R o g e r  
d id n ’t tell you  fo r  the  v e ry  good reason  
th a t  he d id n ’t kn o w  it. I ’ve h a d  no o p 
p o r tu n i ty  of  talking- to h im  since niy in 
te rv iew  w ith  M iss  C r a w f o r d  y es te rday  
a f te rn o o n .

“ T h e r e  w as m o re  th a n  one reason  
w h y  I k n ew  she d id n ’t kill P e y to n ,  even 
th o u g h  she implicitly  believed  th a t  she 
had. C o m in g  to  the  conclus ion  t h a t  she 
could  accom plish  n o th in g  by reaso n in g  
or  p le a d in g  w ith  h im , she s ta r te d  to  
leave him. H e  a t te m p te d  to  de ta in  her , 
a n d  she  th ru s t  h im  f ro m  h e r  so th a t  he 
s tagge red  in to  the b e d ro o m  an d  e i th e r  
s tum bled  ag a in s t  so m e th in g  o r  fell to 
the floor. S h e  d id n ’t w ait  to  see w h a t  
had ac tua lly  happened , h u t  fled to  he r  
o w n  room  and  locked h e rse lf  in.

“ F o r  a long  t im e , she did n o t  sleep, 
expec ting  th a t  an y  m in u te  w ou ld  find 
h im  ou ts ide  he r  door. T h a t  fa c t  is 
r a th e r  im p o r ta n t ,  because  it v ir tua l ly  
p roved  w ha t  I  told R o g e r  y e s te rd a y —  
tha t  M r .  P e y to n ’s late  caller  w as  no  
s t ra n g e r  to  h im . H a d  th e re  been  an y  
a l te rca t ion  in the  hall, a n y  ob jec tion , 
say, to the caller e n te r in g  P e y to n ’s 
room , o r  had  th e re  been a n y  vio len t 
scene in the  bedroom . M iss  C ra w fo rd ,  
w ith  every  n e rv e  s t ra in ed  in f r ig h te n e d  
an tic ipa tion ,  would  su re ly  have  h e a rd  it. 
S he  w as w ake fu l  an d  re s t le ss  until 
n e a r ly  day ligh t ,  an d  we h ave  es tab l ished  
th a t  the  m u r d e r  took  place b e tw een  a  
q u a r te r  a f t e r  a n d  h a l f  p a s t  one.
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" N e x t  m o rn in g ,  when F lo ra ,  a f t e r  
d u s t in g  an d  s t ra ig h ten in g  up M r .  P e y 
t o n ’s s i t t ing  room , w as unab le  to 
a ro u se  him, she re p o r te d  to  M iss  C r a w 
ford, whose firs t  th o u g h t  w as  th a t  he 
w as fe ig n in g  illness to t r ick  h e r  in to  
com ing  up  to  speak to him. She  in 
s isted, th e re fo re ,  th a t  F lo ra  accom pany  
her . B u t  w hen  they fo u n d  him dead, 
she in s ta n t ly  concluded th a t  th e  scene 
o f  the n igh t  b e fo re  had  p ro v e n  too  m uch  
f o r  his w eak  h e a r t ,  an d  th a t  he had  
co llapsed  a n d  d ied  w here  he  had  fallen 
as she ran  f r o m  his room s.

“ D o c to r  K e n y o n ’s d iagnosis  o f  
s t ran g u la t io n ,  th re w  her  in to  a  panic. 
All h e r  energ ies  w ere  c o n c e n tra te d  in 
an  effort  to  keep a n y  h in t  o f  h e r  p a r t  in 
the  t ra g e d y  f ro m  leaking out. She  did 
no t  t r y  to  reconcile  the absence  o f  the 
m a n 's  valuab les  and  the  f resh  sc ra tches  
on  the  w in d o w  f ram e ,  w ith  h e r  belief in  
h e r  ow n  guilt .  1 dou b t  if th e i r  real s ig 
nificance reg is te red  on h e r  b ra in  a t  all. 
S he  w as like a w om an  d is traugh t .

“ S he  w as t re m e n d o u s ly  re lieved w hen  
the  c o ro n e r  decided  ag a in s t  the  neces
sity  fo r  an  inquest ,  and  correspondingly- 
d is tu rb ed  again  w hen  I in fo rm e d  her  
th a t  I  should  like to  u n d e r ta k e  a  p r iv a te  
inves t iga t ion  o f  m y own.

“ In  th a t  in v es t ig a t io n — a lread y  be
gun, to  be h o n es t— I h a d  d e te rm in e d  tw o  
th ings ,  n a m e l y : f irst, th a t  F lo ra  w as  in 
som e w ay  connec ted  w ith  the  c r im e , 
and , second, th a t  it had  p robab ly  been 
com m itted  by a m an. O f  th is  second 
a ssu m p tio n ,  how ever. I was, I m igh t  
say, p re p a re d  to  use a w ord  even  
s t r o n g e r  th a n  ‘p ro b a b ly .’

“ I believed F lo ra  innocent of th e  
ac tua l  deed  itself fo r  th e  sam e reason  
which led m e to  believe tha t ,  a l though  
M iss  C r a w f o r d  had been in P e y to n ’s 
ro o m s  the  n igh t th a t  he w as  killed, she  
had  le f t  th e m  while he still lived. A n d  
th a t  reason  w as  th a t  his false tee th  had  
been  rem oved  f ro m  his m o u th  an d  p u t  
in to  a  g lass o f  w a te r  on the  she lf  in th e  
ba th room .

“ H e  w as  c a r ry in g  on a m ore  o r  less 
ques tionab le  a ffa ir  w i th  F l o r a ; he  w as 
w rit ing  le t te rs  to  M iss  C r a w f o r d  an d  
p u rsu in g  h e r  w ith  his a t ten t io n s .  C o n 
sequently , to  n e i th e r  o f  th e m  w-ould he  
w illingly have  revealed  h im se lf  as the  
u t te r ly  un lovely  spectacle such  as  a m an  
m in u s  his  false tee th  p re s e n ts . ’’

“ W o n d e r fu l ! '*  b re a th e d  I r e n e  K in g .  
“ Im ag ine ,  rea son ing  a th in g  ou t like 
t h a t ! I t  seems so s imple w h e n  one 
h e a r s  it, and  y e t  o n e  w o u ld  n e v e r -------”

“ I t  is s im ple ,"  C lyde  said .m odes tly .  
“ I t ’s j u s t  a question  o f  o bse rva t ion ,  as  
R o g e r  says, p lus  d e d u c t io n ; an d  t h a t ’s 
a m a t te r  o f  t ra in in g ,  o f  course .

“ W ell ,  th a t  le t  bo th  F lo r a  a n d  M is s  
C r a w f o r d  ou t as th e  ac tu a l  p e rp e t r a to r s  
o f  th e  c r im e. B o th ,  h o w ev er ,  h a d  been  
in  h is  room s. ■ M iss  C r a w f o r d  b y  the 
ev idence  o f  h e r  h a n d k e rc h ie f ,  a n d  a lso  
by  h e r  o w n  c on fess ion ,  w as th e re  on  th e  
n ig h t  o f  the  m u rd e r .  F lo ra ,  b y  th e  ev i
dence  of h e r  heel p r in t  in th e  qu ilt ,  was 
th e r e  e i ther  th a t  sam e n igh t  or the  fo l
lo w in g  m orn ing .

“ W e  knew , of  course ,  th a t  she  w as  
th e r e  in  the  m orn in g .  H e r  em pha tic  
asse r t ion  th a t  she h a d n ’t  been  ‘w ith in  
t e n  fo o t ’ o f  the body , a l th o u g h  I  k n e w  
sh e  had , w ou ld  n a tu ra l ly  te n d  to  su g 
g e s t  th a t  she had  been  th e re  th e  n ig h t  
b e fo re .  T h e re  was no  valid re a so n  why, 
d u r in g  the  tim e th a t  e lapsed  b e tw een  
th e  d isc o v e ry  o f  the  dead  m a n  a n d  the  
a r r iv a l  of the  police, she  shou ld  n o t  
h a v e  s tepped  up  close to  look a t  h im . 
H e r  insis tence  th a t  she h a d n ' t  w as  in  i t 
se lf  suspicious.

“ Y et , I w as inclined to  a ss ign  a n o th e r  
re a so n  for  h e r  de libera te  lie. I  th o u g h t  
t h a t  P e y to n  would  h a rd ly  have  ins is ted  
on  m a k in g  an  ap p o in tm e n t  w i th  h e r  on  
th e  sam e  n ig h t  th a t  he had  in ten d ed  to  
waylay7 M iss  C r a w f o r d — a n d  th a t  he  did 
in te n d  to  waylay? her ,  seem ed  to  be 
c lea r  f r o m  his w h isp e r  a t  th e  la w n  co n 
c e r t— th a t  h e 'd  see h e r  la te r .

“ N o r  w ou ld  F lo r a  h a v e  t a k e n  th e  in 
itia tive . S he  h a d  n o  need  to  m a k e  a d 
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vances to  P e y to n .  S h e  had  h e r  h a n d s  
full th in k in g  up  w ay s  to get m o n ey  an d  
p re sen ts  f r o m  h im  w ith o u t  g iv in g  value 
received. H e r  g am e  w as  to  k e e p  ju s t  
ou t  o f  h is  re a c h  a n d  to keep  h im  k een  
a n d  in te re s ted ,  w hile  ta k in g  no r isk s  
h e rse l f  and , a t  the sam e t im e, ta k in g  
ca re  not to  a ro u se  K e e fe r 's  suspic ions. 
T h e  chances  w ere  a  th o u s a n d  to  one 
a g a in s t  h e r  h a v in g  gone  up to P e y to n ’s 
ro o m s th a t  n ight.

“ I dec ided  th a t  she had  been ig n o ra n t  
o f  the  fact o f  the  m u r d e r  until  th e  ac tual 
d iscovery  o f  the  body, bu t  th a t  she  had  
app roached  i t  an d  stood v e ry  close  to it 
while  M iss  C r a w f o r d  w as  te lephon ing  
for  D o c to r  K enyon .  A t  no o th e r  t im e  
w as she a lone  in the  room .

“ T h e  p rob lem  then  w as to  asce r ta in  
w h y  she was so d e te rm in e d  th a t  no one 
should  find o u t  s h e ’d been w here  she 
dec lared  she had  not. W h a t  d id  it  m a t 
te r?  T h e  only  reason  I cou ld  assign  
w as th a t  she m u s t  have tak en  so m e th in g  
f ro m  the  body. I f  th e re ’s a fire of su s 
picious orig in ,  an d  a  m an  sw ea rs  he 
h a s n ’t been n e a r  the  build ing, a l though  
it can  be es tab lished  he  has. th e  in fe ren ce  
is th a t  he is p e rh a p s  the  incend ia ry .

“ B u t  w ha t,  if  any th in g ,  had  F lo ra  
t a k e n ?  I f  the  w a tch  and  wallet, th e  
fac t  th a t  she h a d  been n o w h e re  n e a r  
h im  w o u ld n ’t h ave  signified, fo r  she  
could have  secured  bo th  .these a r t ic les  
w ith o u t  a p p ro a c h in g  the  body  a t  all. 
T h e y  w e re  o n  the cand le  table on  the  
o th e r  side o f  the  bed.

“A n d  P e y to n  had  on  h is  p a jam as ,  
w ith  a d re ss in g -g o w n  sl ipped  on  over  
them . H e  su re ly  w a s n ’t c a r ry in g  an y  
m o n e y  in  his  pocket,  n o r  w as  he w e a r 
ing  jew els . A ll  the  rest o f  his je w e lry  
w as accoun ted  for.

“ I t  w as  the  little go lden  ball, h idden 
be tw een  the  b ra id s  o f  the  rug ,  an d  e n 
t i re ly  o ver looked  by the  co roner  and  
C hief  P a lm e r  in th e i r  e x a m in a t io n  o f  
the  room , th a t  g a v e  m e  the  clew I w as 
seeking. I  a sked  m yse lf  if  i t  w ere  p os
sible th a t  the  artic le  f ro m  w hich  the  ball

h a d  been b roken  could  have been  
c lu tched  in P e y to n ’s hand . I f  so, an d  
F lo r a  had  cau g h t  s igh t  o f  it, she  m ig h t  
have  been c u r ious  to  kn o w  w h a t  it was. 
I n  o r d e r  to  find out,  she w ould  have  
had to  s te p  sufficiently close to  the  body 
to  leave the  im p r in t  o f  h e r  heel in the  
sa t in  qu i l t  on the  f l o o r !’’

A g a in  Clyde sm iled  an d  shook  h is  
h ead  in whim sical fash ion  a t  M rs .  
K in g ’s m u r m u r  of a d m ira t io n ,  an d  
tu r n e d  to  R o g e r  F re d e r ic k .

“ Y o u  re m e m b e r , ’’ he sa id , “ we t r ie d  
to  figure o u t  w hat the  go lden  ball cou ld  
have been  b roken  off o f ?  W e  th o u g h t  
o f  a  lava llie rc  o r  an  e a r r in g  a n d  I a sked  
y o u  if  M iss  C r a w f o r d  possessed  any  
a r t ic le  o f  je w e l r y  f r o m  w hich  it m ig h t  
conceivably  have  been  sn ap p ed  ?

“ W ell ,  it was m y in ten t ion  to  m ak e  a 
th o ro u g h  e x a m in a t io n  o f  h e r  jew e ls ,  
and  o f  such as F lo ra  possessed, as well. 
B u t  w hen  I cam e to look m o re  c losely  
a t  th e  go lden  ball, I reached  the  c o n 
clusion th a t  it was pa r t  o f  a c u ff  link. 
I  show ed  it to D o c to r  K en y o n ,  a n d  he 
a g re e d  w ith  me. In  fact,  I believe it 
w as he  who said he th o u g h t  so, b e fo re  I 
had  g iven  h im  m y  opin ion .

“ So, u n le ss  I  was g u e s s in g  v e ry  bad ly  
indeed, it was a piece o f  a cu ff  l ink  th a t  
F lo ra  h a d  taken , e i the r  f r o m  the  dead  
m a n ’s h a n d  or  f ro m  th e  floor w h ere  the  
body  lay. S h e  p icked it up  while  M is s  
C r a w fo rd  w as  o u t  o f  th e  ro o m  te le 
p h o n in g  fo r  D o c to r  K e n y o n ; and , a l 
th o u g h  a t  th a t  tim e th e re  h a d  been no  
a n n o u n c e m e n t  th a t  m u r d e r  h a d  been  
done , w hen  the  doc to r  a r r iv e d  an d  d e 
c lared  th a t  M r .  P e y to n  had  been  choked , 
F lo r a  still kep t  silence a b o u t  h e r  f ind—  
an d  k ep t  the  f i n d !

“ T h e n  I began to  a sk  m y s e l f  q u e s 
t ions  ab o u t  her, and  ab o u t  h e r  m otives 
in concea ling  a  piece o f  evidence  th a t  
m ig h t  h ave  a  ve ry  im p o r ta n t  b e a r in g  
on  th e  so lu tion  of th e  c rim e.

“ I  could m ake  no d irec t  ch a rg e  
ag a in s t  he r .  S u ch  a s te p  w ou ld  d e fe a t  
i ts  ow n  end  inev itab ly . S h e  would
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m ere ly  d e n y  every th ing , and  d es troy  th e  
evidence. Y o u  m a y  he su re  she h id  it 
ca re fu lly  at the  first o p p o r tu n i ty !  T h e  
on ly  th in g  I could  do was to give h e r  
p len ty  of  rope  and  let he r  tang le  he rse lf  
up  in  it. which w ould  also involve the  
ta n g l in g  u p  o f  H o ra c e  P e y to n ’s m u r 
d e re r .

CHAPTFK XX VI.
k e e k e r 's c r i m e .

I X  w o rk in g  on any  case ."  C lyde co n 
t inued , "un less  1 know  the  iden tity  

o f  th e  c r im ina l  f ro m  the s ta r t ,  o r  un til  
I have  estab lished  it abso lu te ly , he  is 
k n o w n  to  me as X , if he happens  to  be 
a m an , and  as Airs. X. if  a w o m a n .”

" A s s u m in g  th a t  th e  fem ale  o f  the  
m a le fa c to r  species is a lw ays  m a r r i e d ? ” 
quer ied  M rs .  K in g  with a m u sem en t .

T h ro n e d  like a queen  in the  deep a r m 
chair .  th e  bri l l ian t  colors o f  its heaped  
c tu it ions  b u t  se rved  to em phasize  the  
s lender  w h iteness  of her.  H e r  head  
re s te d  ag a in s t  a b a c k g ro u n d  o f  jade-  
g reen  satin th a t  b ro u g h t  o u t  the  rich, 
d a rk  sheen  o f  h e r  ha ir  and  the  c re a m y  
pa l lo r  o f  h e r  com plex ion , sh ow ing  th e  
lines o f  he r  small head in g ra c e fu l  sil
houette . H e r  fingers, long  and  slim, 
w ith  p e r fe c t  a lm on d -sh ap ed  nails, 
tw is te d  a flam e-colored tassel, as  she  
sm iled  u p  a t  the  detective. “ Y o u  have 
no  bache lo r  m aids in vour  ro s te r  o f  evil
doers , M r,  C ly d e ? "

" W e  have su rp r is ing ly  few . in c o m 
par ison  !” w as the  reply, m ad e  w ith  u n 
expec ted  se r iousness .  T h e n ,  w ith  a  
g rin ,  " W h ic h  presupposes ,  if  you  like, 
t h a t  the  w om en  a re  ail r igh t  until  they  
ge t m a r r ie d ,  and  then  th e y 're  led from  
the  pa ths  o f  rec ti tude  by the  m e n !

“W ell ,  to  get back to o u r  m y s te r io u s  
M r.  X. T h e re  w ere  ce r ta in  c h a r a c te r 
istics th a t  he m u s t  possess in o r d e r  to  
fit the  role o f  H o ra c e  P e y to n ’s m u r 
d e re r ,  an d  he w as  also su b jec t  to  ce r ta in  
v e ry  specific l im ita t ions .  A n y  person  
w ho  d id n ’t  check  up  w ith  all  o f  these  
could be definitely d iscarded  as a  su s 

pect, a n d  the  field n a r r o w e d  d o w n  by  
the  p rocess  o f  e lim ination . W i th o u t  go 
ing  into m in u te  de ta i ls ,  th e  te s t  elimi
n a ted  all the  male gues ts  in  the house, 
the  g ro o m , the  ch au ffeu r ,  a n d  n e a r ly  
ev e ry  one in the n e ighbo rhood . By 
‘n e ig h b o rh o o d ’ I m ean  the  village and  
its e n v i ro n s .”

" B u t  I w ish  you w ould  go  in to  de 
t a i l s ! ” ob jected  Airs. K in g .  " I  w an t  
to kn o w  w hat Air. X ’s l im ita t ions  an d  
c h a rac te r is t ic s  w ere—-the specifications 
he  had  to  live u p  to, if  you  p le a s e !”

" T h a t , ” c roaked  F re d e r ic k ,  " is  ju s t  
m o rb id  curios i ty ,  I ren e .  A n d  w hat d i f 
fe rence  does  it m a k e ? ”

“ W ell, how  can I tell h o w  Air. C lyde 
w en t to  w o rk  to fa s te n  the  c r im es  on  
K e e fe r ,  if  he d o e sn ’t e x p la in  h o w  he 
checked the  m a n  up  w i th  his  Air. X ? ” 
she insis ted . "P lease ,  M r .  Clyde, d o n ’t  
pay any  a t te n t io n  to  R o g e r !  Tell  m e .”

“ I d id n ’t  go to w o rk  to  fa s te n  th e  
c r im e  on K e e f e r , ” r e tu r n e d  Clyde slowly. 
" I  w en t  to w o rk  to  find o u t  th e  iden ti ty  
o f  Air. X , t h a t  was all. A n d  if  y o u  
w a n t  to  h ea r  th e  deta ils .  I ’m  willing  to  
g ive  th e m — a t  the  r isk  of  being te d io u s !

" F i r s t : H e  m u s t  h ave  ready  access
to the  house, so th a t  if  he  w ere  m et 
d o w n s ta i r s  o r  in th e  halls b y  any  o f  the  
gues ts  o r  by  Aliss C r a w f o r d  h e rse l f ,  his 
p re sence  th e re  could be read i ly  ac
c oun ted  for .

"S ec o n d  : H e  m u s t  he well k n o w n  to  
M r.  P e y to n — sufficiently well and  f a 
vorab ly  k n o w n  for the  old gen t lem an  to  
be w illing  to  adm it  h im  in the  m idd le  o f  
the  n igh t .

“ T h i r d :  H e  m u s t  be possessed  e i the r  
o f  a su p e r io r  g ra d e  o f  in telligence, o r  
else an un u su a l  a m o u n t  o f  c ra f ty  
s h re w d n e ss— w itness  the  faked  evi
dence  o f  b u rg la ry  in  th e  m u rd e re d  
m a n 's  room , th e  e n t i re  absence  o f  in 
c r im in a t in g  finger p r in ts ,  an d  the  d is
posal o f  th e  w a tch  a n d  wallet.

“ F o u r t h :  H e  m ust,  som eh o w , en te r
into F l o r a ’s schem e o f  th ings ,  else w h y  
should  she ru n  the r isk  o f  concea ling
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evidence aga in s t  h im , thus, in effect, be 
com in g  his  accom plice  ?

“ F i f t h :  H e  m u s t  possess  a s t ro n g
physique , a n d  t re m e n d o u s ly  p o w e r fu l  
h a n d s— especially the  hands.

“ S i x t h :  H e  m u s t  be the  o w n e r  of.
o r  he m u s t  have possessed  and  been 
w ea r in g  at the  t im e  o f  his  in te rv iew  
w ith  M r.  P ey ton , a pa ir  o f  cuff links, 
w h ich  w ere  m a d e  o f  tw e n ty - tw o -k a ra t  
gold.

“ S e v e n th :  H e  m ust have a m otive .
I ’ve p u t  th a t  a t  th e  end o f  the list, but 
i t 's  by  no m eans  the least, o f  course . I 
added  an  eigh th , which w as  not an a b 
solute re q u ire m e n t  in the specification. 
M rs .  K in g ,  bu t  a so r t  of sub -head ing  to 
the  m o t iv e : P ro b a b ly  n o t  p r e m e d i ta t 
ing m u rd e r ,  an d  certa in ly  no t  a p ro fe s 
sional b u rg la r  o r  crim inal.

“ I d o n ’t m ind  a d m it t in g  th a t  fo r  a 
while I w as abso lu te ly  no n p lu sed .  I t  
looked to  me to  be n e x t  d o o r  to  im 
possible to  find an y  one who would  
check up  w ith  th a t  l is t .’’

“ I can  see how  it w ould  be," nodded  
I re n e  K ing . S he  had  pu lled  a square  
h lue-and-go ld  cu sh io n  o n to  h e r  lap, 
and , re s t in g  h e r  elbows on it, cupped 
h e r  chin in th e  pa lm s  o f  h e r  h a n d s  as 
she leaned f o rw a rd  in terested ly . “ P>ut 
the ‘t re m e n d o u s ly  p o w e r fu l  h a n d s ’ and  
F lo ra 's  odd  beh av io r  m u s t  have  g iven  
you a hint, even lie fo re  the- a t ta c k  on 
R o g e r  last n ig h t .”

Clyde nodded.
“ Q u i te  r ig h t ,” he said. “A n d  F lo ra 's  

odd  b eh av io r  con t inued  to  the  e x te n t  o f  
h e r  l is ten ing  ou ts ide  th e  door, w hile  I 
was ta lk ing  to  M is s  C ra w fo rd .  I  heard  
a sound  in  th e  hall ,  bu t  w hen  I got 
there , no  one w as in s ight. Y e t  F lo ra —  
I realized it h a d  been she, on accoun t of 
the  reek  o f  lilac p e r fu m e  all o v e r  th e  
p lace— F lo r a  h a d  n o t  had t im e  to go 
d o w n s ta irs ,  e i th e r  by  th e  f r o n t  o r  the 
back  w av. She  m u s t  have  ducked  in to  
one o f  the  ro o m s  an d  h idden  th e re .” 

“ D id  vou m ake  in q u ir ie s? ”
“ No. '  I -------”

" T h a t  m u s t  have been  w hile  I  w as  
dow n in the l iv ing  room , be ing  p u m p e d  
by old M rs .  M ilton ,  w a s n ’t i t ? ” asked  
F re d e r ic k .  “ D o  y o u  suppose  F lo ra  
cou ld  have slipped into m y  r o o m ?  T h e  
d o o r  was un locked .”

“ V ery  likely. A t  any  ra te , she 
slipped ou t again, le f t  the  house, and  
w en t to the  village. S he  s topped  a t  the  
bank, d r e w  ou t all h e r  sav ings ,  an d  then  
m ade  a ro u n d  o f  the  shops. H e r  p u r 
chases inc luded  a t ra v e l in g  bag, a  q u a n 
t i ty  o f  silk s tock ings and  lingerie , a 
couple  of  pa irs  o f  s m a r t  p u m p s — all 
qu ite  expensive  f o r  a g irl w ho  was 
w o rk in g  a s  a  do m es t ic  s e r v a n t .”

“ W h y ,  she w as  buy ing  a t r o u s s e a u !” 
exc la im ed  M rs .  K ing . “ T h a t ’s w h a t  it 
w a s— a t r o u s s e a u ! S he  w as g o in g  to 
ru n  a w a y  and  be m a r r i e d ! ”

“ E x a c t ly  h o w  I  f igu red  it out,  M rs .  
K i n g ! ” said Clyde. “ F r o m  the  village, 
she came back  here  to  th e  inn, m a n a g e d  
to  get to h e r  room  w ithou t  any  one see
ing h e r  an d  re p o r t in g  h e r  r e tu r n  to 
m e, ch an g ed  h e r  d ress , a n d  engaged  in 
some co n v e rsa t io n  w i th  K e e fe r .  H e  
w en t to  h e r  w indow  and  spoke to  he r ,  
and  then, a l ittle  la te r ,  while  he w as 
c ra n k in g  h is  c a r  ou ts ide  the  g a ra g e ,  she 
ran  out and  held  a w h ispered  c o n fe re n ce  
w ith  him. I t  was u n d e rs to o d  th a t  th ey  
w ere  to  go  to the  m ovies  to g e th e r ,  an d  
th a t  he w as  to  m eet her. R u t  w hen  T 
s ta r te d  for D o c to r  K e n y o n ’s house , 
K e e f e r  w as  do w n  by the rh o d o d e n d ro n s  
in th e  d r iv ew ay ,  ta lk in g  to  l i t t le  Billy 
N o o n a n ,  an d  he h a d  M r .  P e y t o n ’s 
p la t in u m  w atch  in h is  h a n d ! ”

“ W h a t ? ” c r ied  F re d e r ic k .  “ K e e f e r  
had the w atch , you sa y ? ”

“ Yes. T h e  o th e r  N o o n a n  boy, S am , 
had  fo u n d  the  wallet, while th e  tw o  o f  
th e m  w ere  sea rch ing  fo r  h e l lg ram ite s  in 
C oom bes’ C reek . K e e f e r  h a d  to ld  th e m  
to  go  and  collect bait  f o r  a  f ish ing  t r ip  
he  and  I w ere  to  have  t a k e n  th is  m o r n 
ing-”

I re n e  K in g  d re w  a long  b rea th .
“ W e l l !” she said. “ T h a t  m u s t  h a v e



The Golden Ball 91

g iven  y o u  so m e th in g  to  th in k  abou t,  
Mr.* C l y d e !”

“ I t  d id ."  said the  detective . “ E s 
pecially  K e e f e r ’s p resence  a t  th a t  t im e  
in  the  p rec ise  sp o t  w here  la te r  M r .  
F re d e r ic k  w as a t tack ed  an d  nearly- 
s t rang led  ! H e  was, I take  it. w a tch ing  
fo r  F lo ra ,  bu t  it w as  then  too  late to 
go to  the  m ovies , so so m e th in g  m u s t  
h a v e  hap p en ed  to  de ta in  he r .  W h e n  I 
ta lked  to h e r  in  h e r  room  last n igh t ,  it 
w as ev id en t  th a t  she had  been packing. 
H e r  su it  case  w as pushed  u n d e r  the  bed, 
a n d  she  h a d  been so r t in g  o v e r  h e r  
c lo thes and  be longings. S he  den ied  h a v 
ing seen  K e e fe r ,  a n d  p re te n d e d  a n g e r  a t  
h im , because, she  c la im ed, he h a d n ’t  
sh o w n  up  to  take  h e r  to the  p ic tu re s  
as he p ro m ise d .”

“ A n d  w h a t . ” F r e d e r ic k  w a n te d  to  
know , “ d id  you  m ak e  o f  t h a t ? ”

“ T h a t  she  w as  late  in m ee t ing  K e e fe r  
a t  the  a p p o in te d  p lace ;  th a t  he  s ta r te d  
b a c k  to w a rd  the  house  to  find ou t w h a t  
w as  keep ing  h e r ;  th a t  he  suspec ted  h e r  
o f  h a v in g  a  re n d e z v o u s  in th e  ga rden , 
a n d  w hen  y o u  cam e d o w n  the  drive, 
p ro m p t ly  dec ided  th a t  y o u  w ere  com ing  
to  m ee t  h e r  an d  pounced  o n  you  like a  
w ild  b eas t!

“ T h e n ,  recogn iz ing  you. o r  f r i g h t 
ened a w a y  by m y  a p p ro a c h  w ith  the 
ligh t,  he  fled t h r o u g h  the  s h ru b b e ry  
p robab ly  in th e  d irec t ion  F lo ra  had  a l 
read y  taken . W e  have no m eans  now  
o f  k n o w in g  ju s t  w hat passed  be tw een  
them , b u t  it is p robable  t h a t  she m a n 
a g e d  to  convince him, o f  the  u t te r  a b 
su rd i ty  o f  bis suspic ions.

“ A t  the  sam e time, k n o w in g  th a t  I 
h a d  seen h im  in th a t  spot ea r l ie r  in the  
even ing , it m u s t  h a v e  been c lea r  to 
h im  th a t  he  w ou ld  h a v e  t ro u b le  in  e x 
p la in in g  ; and , if it could be show n  th a t  
he  h a d  a t tack ed  you. he w ou ld  th e n  be 
called up o n  to  p rove  th a t  he  h a d n ’t 
k illed M r .  P e y to n .  Susp ic ion  o f  th a t  
c r im e  w as  a lm o s t  ce r ta in  to  a t ta c h  to  
h im .

“ H is  on ly  sa fe  course ,  then ,  w as to

g e t  aw ay  befo re  the  police a r r iv e d  and  
sea rch ed  the  g ro u n d s ,  and  re m a in  in 
h id ing  until  th is  m o rn in g ,  w hen  F lo r a  
could jo in  him . M eanw hile ,  she w o u ld  
d en y  all know ledge  o f  h av ing  seen him. 
S h e  w ould  p ack  her  bag, and , a t  th e  
first o p p o r tu n i ty ,  slip o u t  o f  the  inn  
here , m ake  su re  she w as  n o t  fo llow ed, 
jo in  h im  a t  the  p lace ag reed  on  be tw een  
them , an d  thence  go to  som e place  w h e re  
they w ere  not k n o w n  to  be m arr ied .

“ T h a t ,  I believe, is w h a t  F lo r a  B a rn e s  
a n d  M o r to n  K e e f e r  p lan n ed  a f t e r  K e e 
f e r 's  a t ta c k  on  M r.  F re d e r ic k  last n ight.  
T h e y  d id  no t c a r ry  o u t  th e ir  p lan  fo r  
m o re  th a n  one reason , the  p r inc ipa l  one 
be ing  th a t  F lo r a  w as  dead . S h e  c o u ld n ’t 
go  to  h e r  ren d ezv o u s  w ith  K e e fe r ,  even 
if she h a d  w an te d  to, o r  h a d  in tended  
to  in  th e  first place.

“ W h e n  she  failed to  a p p e a r  to -day , 
K e e f e r  becam e uneasy . H e  k n e w  she 
h a d  t r ie d  to d o u b le -c ro ss  h im  b e f o r e ; he 
w a s n ’t  su re  th a t  he cou ld  t r u s t  he r .  Fie 
dec ided  to  com e back h e re  a n d  find ou t 
fo r  h im se lf  w h y  she h a d n ’t m e t  him, as  
she  h a d  p ro m ised  to  d o .”

“ B u t ”— a little  p uzz led  f r o w n  c reased  
I r e n e  K i n g ’s w hite  fo re h e a d — “ b u t  M r.  
C lyde, h o w  do  y o u  m a k e  th a t  o u t?  I  
d o n ’t u n d e r s ta n d  w h y  y o u  say  he de
c ided  to  com e back  h e re  a n d  find o u t  
fo r  h im se lf  the  reason  she h a d n ’t  jo in e d  
h im  th is  m o rn in g ,  w hen  he killed her- 
last n i g h t ! ”

“ H e  d id n ’t  kill h e r  las t  n igh t ,  M rs .  
K ing . Fie h a d  no m o re  t o  do w ith  kill
ing  h e r  th a n  I  h a d — less, in  fact,  fo r  
I  s h o u ld n ’t have been  so su re  o f  m y 
g ro u n d .  I  k n ew  she d id n ’t  w a n t  o r  
m ean  to  m a r r y  K ee fe r ,  and  th a t  h e r  
p rom ise  to  m eet h im  w as  m e re ly  a ru se  
to  g e t  h im  ou t o f  th e  w a y  so t h a t  she 
could  sa fe ly  c a r ry  ou t  h e r  p la n s  w ith  r e 
g a rd  to th e  m a n  she d id  w a n t  a n d  m e a n t  
to  m a r r y  i f  she could . B u t  th e  place  
w as c a re fu l ly  g u a rd e d  o u ts ide ,  a n d  I  
k n e w  she co u ld n 't  leave it w i th o u t  being 
a r r e s te d .  I  w as  ce r ta in ,  too, th a t  n o 
bo d y  cou ld  get in. K e e f e r ------
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“ B u t  he c o n f e s s e d ! ’’ M rs .  K in g  
cried. “ I  h e a rd  h i m !"

“ H e  co n fe sse d  to a t ta c k in g  M r .  
F re d e r ic k ,  yes. T h a t  w as  w hy  he 
th o u g h t  he w as being  a r re s te d .  W h e n  
F lo ra  fa iled  to show  up a t  th e  ap p o in ted  
t im e  to -day , lie ca m e  back here , a s  I ’ve 
said, to  find her , to  see why she  h a d n ' t  
come. A n d  when P a lm e r  ru sh e d  at 
h im , f lourish ing  a  revo lver ,  a n d  s h o u t 
ing th a t  he had  h im  d ead  to  r igh ts ,  
K e e fe r  supposed , o f  course , th a t  M r. 
F re d e r ic k  h a d  recogn ized  h im  a n d  
sw orn  o u t  a w a r r a n t  fo r  his  a r re s t .

“ T h e  c ry  th a t  d is t re s se d  y o u  so, M rs .  
K in g ,  when the  ca r  was be ing  d r iv en  off 
dow n  the  road , w as K e e f e r ’s c ry  o f  h o r 
ro r  a t  lea rn in g  o f  his sw e e th e a r t 's  
death . H e  d id n ' t  know  the  firs t  th ing  
ab o u t  it until  P a lm e r  o r  B r a d y  told him . 
H e  never  d re a m e d  th a t  she 'd  been m u r 
de red  o r  th a t  a n y  h a r m  had  com e to 
her. A n d  o u t  o f  a  c lear  sky, com es 
th e  w o rd  to  h im  th a t  n o t  only h a s  she 
been b ru ta l ly  choked  to dea th ,  b u t  tha t  
he h im self  had  been a r re s te d  and  h as  
con fessed  to the  c r im e  ! Is  it any w o n d e r  
th a t  he sc ream ed  like a to r tu re d  b e a s t ' "

C H A P T E R  X X ,V II ,
T H E  MURDERER DISCOVERED.

I R E N E  K I N G ’S slim fingers  had  
ceased to  p lay  w i th  the  ta sse ls  o r n a 

m e n t in g  the  g o rg eo u s  c u sh io n s  piled 
ab o u t  her .  S he  sa t  s ta r in g  at C lyde 
in  ho rr i f ied  fasc ina tion .

“ B u t  h o w — w h o — w ho did kill he r ,  
t h e n ? ’’ she  a sk e d  a t  last. “ I f  K e e f e r  
i s n ’t M r .  X , w ho is? A n d  w hy  should  
M r .  P e y to n  an d  F lo r a — o h !" She 
m a d e  a little bew ildered  g es tu re .  “ I t 's  
all so s t ra n g e  an d  c o n f u s in g ! ’’

“ So I  fo u n d  i t . ’’ said Clyde g rave ly .  
“ A n d  very  te rr ib le .  I like th is  p ro fe s 
sion o f  m ine. I f  I  d idn 't ,  I  sh o u ld n ’t  
s t ick  to  it. T h e r e ’s a  th r i l l  in  m a tc h in g  
w its  w ith  c lever  c r im inals  a n d  w in n in g  
o u t— a th r i l l  in th e  g am e even  if  one  
d o e s n ’t win. B u t  w hen  it com es to  a
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case  like th is ,  involv ing  people w ho  a re  
respec ted  a n d  looked up  to in th e i r  c o m 
m u n i ty ,  a d m ire d  a n d  loved— I con fess  
then  I ’d r a th e r  do c ro s s -w o rd  puzzles 
o r  m ake  u p  p a l in d ro m es  f o r  th e  S u n 
day  supp lem en ts ,  and  leave the  de tec tive  
business  to som ebody  else.’’

“ B u t -------’’
“ O h ,  I ’ll te ll you  a b o u t  i t ,"  he  said. 

“ M y  p a r t  in it goes to show  th a t  none  
o f  us  is a s  clever a s  he  th in k s  he  is, I 
believe. N one  of  us is, o f  course ,  F lo ra  
w as  too  sure , a n d  I w as  too  s u re ,  a n d  X  
w as  too  sure . T h e  re su l t ------- ”

H e  gave  h is  little c h a ra c te r is t ic  ha lf  
sh rug .

“ I reco n s tru c ted  th e  c r im e , a s  
u su a l ,” lie w en t on, a f t e r  a b r ie f  pause , 
“ w ithou t ,  o f  course , k n o w in g  th e  id en 
t i ty  o f  X . I had  v a r io u s  suspic ions, one 
by one, they seem ed to  b r in g  m e up 
ag a in s t  a b lank wall. I ta lked  th ings  
over  as  well as  l cou ld  w ith  R o g e r  y e s 
t e r d a y ;  b u t  las t  n ight,  w hen  a dd i t iona l  
d iscoveries  an d  deve lopm en ts  cam e, he 
cou ldn 't  l is ten  to m e ,  a n d  I  ta lked  to  
som e one else. B u t  I c o u ld n ' t  lay  all 
m y  c a rd s  o n  the  table. I 'm  go ing  to  tell 
y o u  now , a n d  see if  you  a g ree  w ith  th e  
conclusion  I ’ve reached ."

“ C o  on, go on ,"  begged M rs .  K in g .
“ T o  begin with, then , X  en te red  M r. 

P e y to n 's  ro o m  som e t im e  a f t e r  M is?  
C r a w f o r d  h a d  le f t  it, p robab ly  in the 
n e ig h b o rh o o d  o f  one  o 'clock. H e  
w o u ld n ’t  h ave  a p p e a re d  m uch  earlier , 
because o f  the  p robab il i ty  o f  m ee t ing  
people in the  halls. E v e n  so. he took  a 
chance  th a t  he m igh t m e e t  som e one, 
but, a l th o u g h  he did no t  c o u r t  recogn i
tion, he had  no  need to fe a r  it then. Pie 
w as  not p re m e d i ta t in g  m u r d e r .  Pie had  
com e to  see M r. P e y to n  on  a pe rsona l  
m a t te r  th a t  ad m it ted  o f  no  delay . I t  
w as  so im p era t iv e  th a t  he cou ld  n o t  w ait  
even  un ti l  th e  n e x t  d a y  to  be se ttled .

“ P e y to n ,  a l t e r  his scene w ith  M iss  
C r a w f o r d ,  h a d  re t i re d .  W h e n  X  
kno ck ed  a t  h is  b e d ro o m  d o o r ,  he  g o t  u p  
a n d  a d m i t te d  h im , p u t t in g  o n  the  d r e s s 
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ing -gow n ov e r  his  p a ja m a s ,  b u t  no t  
b o th e r in g  to  rep lace  his fa lse  teeth.

“ I can  on ly  g u e ss  at w h a t  to o k  place 
a t  the  in te rv iew , but m y suppos it ion  is 
th a t  X  m ad e  c e r ta in  d e m a n d s  w hich  
w e re  p ro m p t ly  re fu sed  by  M r.  P ey to n .  
H ig h  w ords ,  and  a q u a rre l  ensued. M r. 
P e y to n ,  becom ing  a ng ry ,  s ta r te d  f o r  
the  bell to  su m m o n  a s e rv a n t  to  e jec t  
X  fron t th e  room . In a n  effort  to  p r e 
vent h im  f ro m  s u m m o n in g  assis tance, 
X  s p ra n g  a t  h im  and  seized h im  by  the  
th ro a t .

“ X  d id  n o t  m e a n  to  do m u rd e r .  H is  
in te n t  w as  m ere ly  to p re v e n t  th e  o ld  
m a n  f ro m  calling  or  r in g in g  fo r  h e lp ;  
but his  su d d en  g r ip  was viciously 
s trong . I t  c ru sh e d  the old m a n ’s feeble 
t h r o a t ;  a n d  w hen  it  was re laxed , X  d is
covered  th a t  in s tead  of m ere ly  chok ing  
P e y to n  in to  silence, so th a t  he  could not 
c ry  out,  he had  killed h im . T h e  body 
s lum ped  in  a heap  on to  th e  floor a t  
his feet.

“ S ta n d in g  th e re  over  h is  victim , X  
now  rea lized  the  position  in w h ich  he 
h a d  p laced  h im se lf .  H e  h a d  no d es ire  
to  p a y  the  penalty  fo r  m u rd e r ,  even 
f o r  m a n s la u g h te r ,  and  he could  h a rd ly  
p lead se lf -de fense ,  fo r  P e y to n  w as  an  
aged  m an  an d  un a rm ed .  N o  one, so f a r  
as he k n ew , had  seen h im  en ter .  H is  
on ly  hope  w as  to  effect his  escape u n 
observed . and  in such  a m a n n e r  th a t  no  
one  should  be able to  d iscover  h is  iden
tity,

“ H e  th e r e f o r e  m a rk e d  the  w indow  
an d  the  screen, to o k  the w a tch  and  w al
le t  f ro m  th e  cand le  table, tu r n e d  o u t  th e  
l igh ts ,  an d  qu ie tly  le f t  the  room  a n d  the  
house .

“ K n o w in g  th a t  the  w atch  w as un iq u e  
a n d  could easily be identified, he  da red  
n o t  keep it, n o r  t ry  to realize on  i t ;  bu t  
th e re  was no  use  in de libera te ly  th ro w 
in g  a w a y  a cons iderab le  sum  o f  m oney  
th a t  could  n o t  be identified. A s  he  
d ro v e  a long  the  road , a w a y  f ro m  the  
scene o f  h is  c r im e , he hu r led  the  w a tch  
a n d  th e  em p ty  wallet ov e r  the  p a ra p e t

o f  th e  cu lv e r t ,  dow n  in to  th e  bed o f  
C o o m b es’ C reek , w here  th e  b u sh e s  a r e  
th ick  a n d  the  b ram b les  m any . H e  
th o u g h t  they  w ould  be s a fe  the re ,  as  no  
one w ould  be likely to  look  f o r  th e m  in  
such a place,

“ In  his exc item en t,  he  d id  n o t  no tice  
th a t  he had  b roken  one  o f  his cu ff  l inks, 
a n d  th a t  th e  p ieces h a d  fa l len  f r o m  th e  
sleeve o f  his  sh ir t .  W h e n  he  d id  d is 
c o v e r  h is  loss, he  h a d  n o  idea w h e re  to  
look fo r  it. H e  h a d  to  t r u s t  t o  luck  
th a t ,  if  i t  tu rn e d  u p  a t  all, it w o u ld  no t 
be in  th e  ro o m  o f  th e  m a n  he  h a d  
killed, t i e  could  exp la in  its  p resence  
a n y w h e re  else if  he  w ere  called  u p o n  to  
do  so, w h ich  w ould  be  e x t r e m e ly  u n 
likely.

“ B u t  th e  n e x t  day , he  f o u n d  th a t  he  
h a d  reckoned  w i th o u t  F lo r a  B a rn e s —  
F lo r a ,  th e  sh rew d ,  th e  am b itious ,  the  
g ra sp in g ,  w illing  to  sell h e r  silence a t  a  
price.

“ S h e  m a n a g e d  t o  m ak e  a  b r ie f  o p 
p o r tu n i ty  to  speak  to  h im . S h e  h a d ,  she 
to ld  h im  hu rr ied ly ,  one  h a l f  o f  h is  cuff 
link. S he  to ld  h im  w h e n  an d  w h e re  she 
had  fo u n d  it. S he  h a d  to ld  n o  o n e  else, 
b u t  she  w as suspec ted  o f  be in g  in  so m e  
w ay  im plica ted  in th e  m u rd e r ,  a n d  she 
w ou ld  be c losely  ques tioned . I f  X  d id  
n o t  w a n t  suspic ion to  be tu r n e d  h is  w ay , 
he  w ou ld  be t te r  lose n o  t im e  in  see ing  
h e r  alone, so m e w h e re  in  secret.

“ H e  m a d e  a n  a p p o in tm e n t  to  m e e t  h e r  
in th e  g ro u n d s  a f t e r  da rk .  H e  k n e w  
th a t  one  h a l f  o f  his cu ff  l ink , th e  go lden  
ball, was m uch  th e  sam e as th e  ball off 
any  o th e r  cu ff  link. I t  w as  in  m y  p o s 
session , fo u n d  in  th e  b ra id s  o f  th e  r u g  
bes ide  th e  d e a d  b o d y  o f  H o r a c e  P e y 
ton. B u t  it w ou ld  b e  useless  t o  m e o r  
to  an y  o n e  else, un less  F lo r a  ta lked . 
H e  did  n o t  in tend  t h a t  sh e  should  talk .

“ S he  w as  supposed  to  m ee t  M o r to n  
K e e f e r  and  go  to th e  m ov ies  w ith  h im . 
T h e i r  p lace %f m e e t in g  h a d  been a r 
ranged ,  as  u su a l ,  d o w n  th e  r o a d  a  little  
wav. M a n y  t im es  she h a d  k e p t  h im  
w ait ing .  S h e  n a tu ra l ly  c o u n te d  on  be-
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in g  ab le  t o  do  i t  once aga in  w i th  im 
p u n i ty ,  while she h a d  h e r  in te rv ie w  w ith  
X  in  th e  g a rd e n .

“ B u t  K e e f e r  u p se t  h e r  p lan s  by sp y 
in g  o n  h e r  a n d  a t ta c k in g  M r .  F re d e r ic k  
as  he cam e d o w n  the  d r iv e  on  his w a y  
to  the  village to  m eet me. S h e  th e n  
m ad e  a  second ap p o in tm e n t  w ith  X . H e  
was to  com e to  h e r  room  la te r ,  she  h a v 
ing  safe ly  d isposed  of  K e e le r ,  the  d is 
tu rb in g  e lem ent, by send ing  h im  off  to  
w ait  un ti l  she  should  jo in  h im  th is  
m o rn in g .

“ A n d  th a t ,” said Clyde, “ is w h ere  I  
m a d e  m y  m is take .  I  w as c e r ta in  th a t  
she  a n d  X  co u ld  n o t  possibly h ave  a n  
in te rv iew  th a t  n igh t.  I k new  th a t  X  
h a d  m u rd e re d  M r .  P e y to n ,  b u t  I  
c o u ld n 't  p ro v e  it, an d  F lo r a  w o u ld n ’t 
he lp  me. S he  w as  in te n t  on p lay in g  h e r  
ow n gam e. S h e  did no t  ca re  tw o  s traw s  
for  M o r to n  K e e fe r .  S h e  was in f a tu 
ated  w ith  X , a n d  she believed she could 
com pel h im  to  com e to h e r  te rm s  w h en  
he. realized  th a t  she  h a d  h im  a t  h e r  
mercy.

“ W h ile  I  was serenely  confiden t th a t  
he could not go  to  her, she  k new  th a t  
he could , a n d  she was ex p e c t in g  him. 
T h a t  is w hy  she could  affo rd  to  lau g h  
a t  m e w hen  I to ld  h e r  to th ink  over  h e r  
various  s ta tem en ts  a n d  see if she  d id n ’t 
w a n t  to  rev ise  som e o f  them  this  m o r n 
ing. I  l e f t  her,  su re  th a t  she could no t 
leave  the  house  an d  th a t  no one could 
e n te r  it w ith o u t  be ing  p r o m p t ly  p laced 
u n d e r  a r r e s t . ”

“ Y e t  som e one  d id ? ” I re n e  a sked  in 
a  s t ra in ed  voice.

“ Y es ,  som e one did. I t  was abou t 
tw e n ty  m in u te s  p a s t  one  o ’clock w h en  I 
h e a rd  fo o ts tep s  in the  hall. S om e one 
w en t in to  M r .  F r e d e r ic k ’s room , s tayed  
a  m o m en t ,  a n d  ca m e  o u t  again . I  was 
w a i t in g  w hen  he  d id  com e ou t ,  a n d  w e n t  
d o w n s ta i r s  w ith  h im  a n d  sa w  h im  oft  
th e  g ro u n d s .

“ A t  t h a t  t im e  F lo r a  w as alive. I  th en  
in te rv iew ed  th e  g r o o m  in  h is  r o o m  ov e r  

- th e  garage ,  le f t  h im  at f if teen  m in u te s

p a s t  tw o  o ’clock, a n d  m a d e  a  b r i e f  c i r 
c u i t  o f  the  house  b e fo re  I  w e n t  back  u p  
to  n iy  o w n  room .

“ I t  w as  d u r in g  the  t im e  I  w as o u t  o f  
th e  h o u se  th a t  X  kep t his r e n d e z v o u s  
w i th  F lo ra  in h e r  room . H e  w en t  th e re ,  
k n o w in g  t h a t  she held  his life  in  h e r  
h an d s ,  th a t  ev e ry th in g  d e p e n d e d  o n  h e r  
silence— and  he w as n o t  willing  to  pay  
the  price  o f  that silence. H e  w en t to  
h e r  d e te rm in e d  to  get his  cu ff  l ink  aw ay  
f r o m  her ,  if  lie had to  kill h e r  to  do it. 
P ie  w en t  prepared to kill he r ,  if  neces : 
s a ry .”

“ P r e p a r e d  ?”
“ Pie left  no f inger  p r in ts  in M r .  P e y 

t o n ’s room , M r s .  K in g ,  because  h e  h a d  
ju s t  g o t te n  o u t  o f  an  au to m o b i le  a n d  
w as still w e a r in g  his  d r iv in g  gloves. H e  
le f t  no finger p r in ts  in  F l o r a ’s room , 
because  he had  c a re fu l ly  p u t  g loves on 
h is  hands  b e fo re  she  opened  th e  d oo r  to 
h i m !

“ P e r h a p s  he  p leaded  w ith  h e r  a t  first 
to  g ive  the  c u ff  l ink  back to  h im , p o in t
in g  ou t th a t  th e i r  m a r r ia g e  w as  im p o s 
sible a n d  co u ld  end  on ly  in  d isa s te r ,  
B u t  he  da red  no t w as te  m u c h  t im e , fo r  
he k new  th a t  very scon  I w o u ld  r e e n te r  
th e  h o u se  a n d  w o u ld  p ro b a b ly  d iscover  
him .

“ I n  his  h a s te  to  h ave  done  w i th  the  
in te rv iew , he p ro b ab ly  g ave  h im se lf  
aw ay . F lo ra  suspec ted  h is  good  fa ith . 
S h e  de live red  her  u l t im a tu m . E i th e r  
he w ould  a r r a n g e  to m a r r y  h e r  a t  once, 
or, w hen  I  r e tu rn e d  to  q u es t io n  her  
a g a in  in th e  m o rn in g ,  she w ou ld  tell m e 
th e  t ru th ,  and  he w ou ld  be a r re s te d ,  
c h a rg e d  w i th  the m u r d e r  o f  I i o r a c e  
P ey to n .  T h e  ha lf  o f  th e  c u f f  l ink in 
h e r  possess ion  w ould  inev i tab ly  conv ic t  
h im  if  she  g ave  it  to  me, a n d  to ld  w h a t  
she knew.

“ S h e  m e a n t  w h a t  she  sa id , a n d  I  
k n e w  it. T h e r e  was on ly  o n e  w a y  o u t  
f o r  h im , the i | ,  a n d  he to o k  th a t  w ay. 
H e  killed  h e r ,  n o t  acc iden ta lly ,  a s  he 
h a d  kil led  M r .  P ey to n ,  b u t  w an ton ly ,  
co ld-b loodedly , to  sh u t  h e r  m o u th  once
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an d  fo r  all. H e  locked h is  g loved  fin
gers  a b o u t  h e r  th ro a t ,  a n d  choked  h e r  
un t i l  she  w as dead .

“ H e  m u s t  h a v e  been su re  in h is  ow n  
m in d  th a t  she  h a d  h idden  the  c u ff  l ink  
som ew here  ab o u t  her .  H e  sea rch ed  h e r  
b o d y  a n d  fa i led  to  find it. T h e n  pan ic  
seized h im , a n d  the  wild d is o rd e r  o f  the  
room  show s the  f ran tic ,  t e r r o r - s t r ic k e n  
sea rch  h e  m a d e  to  find th a t  b it o f  ev i
dence  w hich , i f  it cam e  in to  m y  h a n d s ,  
he  k n ew  w ou ld  m e a n  the  end  o f  e v e ry 
th in g  fo r  h im . H e  a b a n d o n e d  th e  
s e a rc h  o n ly  a f t e r  i t  becam e pla in  th a t  
to  co n t in u e  it w ou ld  be to  in v i te  d i s 
covery .

“ T h e n ,  i t  m a y  be, h e  took  h e a r t  again . 
S ince  he  w as  unab le  to  find th e  link, p e r 
haps  no  one  could . P e rh a p s  F lo r a  h a d  
been  bluffing h im , a f t e r  a l l !  O r ,  i f  it 
w e re  ac tua lly  d iscove red  subsequen tly ,  
it w ould  be by  p u r e  accident,  f o r  w ho 
bu t h e  k n e w  th a t  it had  been in  F lo r a ’s 
possession , a n d  so could  g u e ss  w h e re  to  
look  fo r  i t ?

“ I  c o n fe s s  I  d id n ’t, a l th o u g h  f r o m  
th e  m o m e n t  I  identified th e  go lden  ball 
a s  p a r t  o f  a  tw e n ty - tw o -k a ra t  go ld  cu ff  
link, I  k n e w  th a t  if I  cou ld  find the  
o th e r  p a r t  I  shou ld  be able  to  p u t  m y  
h an d  on the  m u r d e r e r  o f  H o ra c e  P e y 
ton. B u t,  th e  chances  w ere  a m illion  
to  o n e  a g a in s t  such a th ing .

“ P e rh a p s ,  I  say, X  to o k  h e a r t  aga in ,  
w hen  he  fa iled  to  find a n y  t ra c e  o f  it 
o n  F l o r a  o r  h id d en  in h e r  room . She  
w ould  nev e r  tell any  o n e ! She. no m a t 
te r  h o w  v ind ic tive  o r  re v e n g e fu l  she 
m a y  have  felt,  w ou ld  give  n o  evidence 
ag a in s t  h im  now . H e  h a d  silenced h e r  
to n g u e  fo rever .  H e  had  n o th in g  f u r 
th e r  to  f e a r  f r o m  her .

“ A n d  y e t ”— C ly d e ’s voice w as  slow , 
cu r ious ly  im p ress iv e— “ and  ye t,  i t  was 
F lo ra ,  th e  g ir l  he  h a d  m u r d e r e d  to  save 
h is  o w n  g u i l ty  skin, w ho d id  g ive  ev i
dence  a g a in s t  h im — an d  g a v e  it to  m e !”

“ F lo r a ?  B u t  she w as d ead  w hen  y o u  
f o u n d  he r ,  you  sa id ?  H o w  co u ld  
sh e -------”

“ F lo ra ,  who was dead  w hen  I  fo u n d  
her . F lo ra ,  w ho  h a d  been  d ead  fo r  
so m e th in g  like five hou rs .  I  c o u ld n ’t 
believe it a t  first. I  w as a lm o s t  s tu n n e d  
w ith  a m a z e m en t .  A n d  th en ,  l ike  a  flash, 
th e  w hole  th in g  w as  c lea r  to  m e . I  
k new  j u s t  w h a t  had  h ap p e n e d .  I  cou ld  
re c o n s t ru c t  the  whole  th in ?  f ro m  the  
beg inn ing , as I  have  j u s t  to ld  i t  to  you .

“ X  h a d  been c lever— diabolically  so 
— b u t  n o t  qu i te  c lever  enou g h .  H e  h a d  
s i lenced  h e r  tongue , b u t  he  h a d n ’t  sh u t  
h e r  m outh . A n d  it w as in  h e r  m o u th  
th a t  I  found  th e  o th e r  h a l f  of the  b ro k e n  
l ink— a go ld  oval, e n g ra v e d  w ith  five 
h o r iz o n ta l  lines an d  th e  le t te r— ‘K !’ ”

T h e  b lue-and -go ld  c u sh io n  s lipped 
f r o m  I re n e  K in g ’s re la x in g  f inge rs  to  
th e  g ro u n d .  M echan ica lly ,  she  s tooped  
to  r e t r ie v e  it, b re a k in g  th e  tense , 
d ra m a t ic  silence w ith  th e  b rea th less  
q u e s t io n :

“ B u t  the m u r d e r e r ?  H e ’s been a r 
r e s t e d ? ”

“ N o , he  h a s n ' t  been  a r re s te d ,  b u t  h e ’s 
be in g  very  ca re fu l ly  w a tched . E x c e p t  
f o r  h a l f  a n  h o u r  th is  m o rn in g ,  w h en ,  
a g a in s t  m y  o rd e rs ,  he  w as  a l low ed  to  
be w ith o u t  a g u a rd ,  h e ’s been  u n d e r  
su rve il lance  every  m in u te  s ince  F l o r a ’s 
d e a d  body w as  fo u n d  in  h e r  room . 
D o c to r  K e n y o n  is------- ”

“ O h, I  k n e w  it, I k n e w  i t ! ” I re n e  
cried. “ W h e n  I  h e a rd  y o u  te l l  C h ie f  
P a lm e r  th a t  he m u s tn ' t  be  a l low ed  to  
leave the  place. I k new  y o u  suspec ted  
D o c to r  K e n y o n !”

“ B u t  I d id n ’t su spec t  h im ,” C lyde  
con trad ic ted  quie tly . “ N o t  even  th o u g h  
I  k n ew  he w as the  o n ly  pe rso n  w h o  
e n te re d  L a u re l  I n n  la s t  n igh t .  T h e  K  
on  th a t  cu ff  l ink d o e s n ’t s tan d  fo r  K e n 
yon , M rs .  K in g .”

W i th  a d e f t  tw is t  o f  h is  f ingers , 
J im m y  Clyde flipped th e  tw o  pieces o f  
gold on to  the  table b e f o r e  h im , w h e re  
they  fell w ith  a  m u s ica l  chink.

" I  cou ld  h a z a rd  a  g u e ss  a s  to  w h a t  it 
does s tand  fo r— b u t w hy  specu la te  w h e n  
R o g e r  k n o w s ?  S u p p o s e ”— C ly d e ’s
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d a rk  eyes su d d en ly  blazed d o w n  o n  th e  
p a le -faced  m an  in  th e  re c lin in g  c h a ir—  
“ suppose y o u  te ll u s w h a t th a t  ‘K ’ on  
y o u r cuff link  signifies, R o g e r? "

“ G lad to ! "  re sp o n d e d  F re d e ric k . H is  
voice w as p e rfe c tly  c lea r an d  d is tin c t, 
w ith  scarce ly  a th re a d  o f  the  c ro a k in g  
h o a rsen ess . “ I t  s ta n d s  f o r  ‘K ism e t,’ 
M r. C lyde— w hich, be ing  tra n s la te d , 
m eans ‘F a te .’ M in e  w as m usic , r e p re 
sen ted  by th e  five h o riz o n ta l lin es  o f th e  
staff, en g rav ed  u n d e r  the  le tte r . Y o u rs  
is p o in tin g  lat you , fro m  u n d e r th is 
sa tin  th in g  on  m y knees. D o n 't  scream , 
Iren e , a n d  d o n 't  m ove. K eep  p e rfe c tly  
still w here  you  a re , M r. C lyde. I ’ve 
go t you c o v e re d !”

C H A P T E R  XIXY II I .
OX T H E  BRI NK OE DEATH.

P L \  D E  did n o t s tir . T h e re  w as m u r
d er in  th e  b lue eyes th a t flam ed 

back in to  h is  fro m  th e  h a g g a rd  face 
above  th e  h ig h , sw a th in g  g a u z e  b a n d 
age— m u rd e r, an d  hate , a n d  a  fe a r  th a t  
tran scen d ed  fe a r  a n d  so becam e th e  
sn e e rin g  c o u ra g e  o f  s ta rk  d esp e ra tio n . 
A n d , w here  the  lig h t silken  c o v e rle t w as 
d ra w n  up a b o u t the m u s ic ia n ’s knees, a 
sh a rp , n a r ro w  rid g e  w as s ign ifican tly  
defined.

T h e re  w as a  rev o lv er in  the  d e tec tiv e 's  
h ip  pocket, a p e rfe c tly  good , serv iceab le  
rev o lv er, b u t lie d a red  not m ake a  m ove 
to w a rd  it. I n  the fra c tio n  o f  a  second  
th a t it w ould  take  h im  to w hip  his 
h an d  back and  d ra w  the  w eapon , F r e d 
erick  w ou ld  pu ll th e  tr ig g e r .

C lyde s a t  q u ite  still on  the  to p  o f  th e  
ru s tic  ra ilin g  th a t  cu rv ed  a b o u t the  
o u te rm o st rim  o f th e  ledge o v e rh a n g in g  
th e  rav in e , lean in g  a  little  fo rw a rd , h is  
heels hooked  o v e r o n e  o f  the  low er ra ils  
to  p rese rv e  h is  balance.

" S o  y o u  w ere  sh am m in g  h u r t ,  w ere  
y o u ? "  he sa id  coolly. “Y o u  d id  it  v e ry  
well, b u t I  th o u g h t once o r  tw ice th a t  
c ro ak  o f y o u rs  d id n 't  r in g  a lto g e th e r  
tru e !  W h ile  I w as try in g  to  g e t th e

d o c to r  f o r  you  last n ig h t, y o u  a n d  F lo ra  
fixed  i t  up  to  m ee t la te r . S h e  to ld  you  
sh e ’d g o tte n  r id  o f K e e fe r  a n d  th e  co ast 
w o u ld  be c lea r. A n d  th e n  I  o b lig ing ly  
d id  c le a r  i t  fo r  you  w hen  I  w en t o u t 
w ith  K en y o n  to r e c o n n o ite r ! S e rv e s  
m e r ig h t, I suppose. I  o u g h t to  hav e  
g u essed  th a t  y o u 'd  m an ag e  to  p u t  so m e
th in g  o v e r on  m e !”

“ Y o u 're  a  p re tty  good  g u e sse r , a r e n ’t 
y o u ? "  F re d e r ic k  o b se rv ed  w ith  an  u g ly  
sneer. “ A lto g e th e r  too  good  to  su it m e. 
B u t you  m issed  one g u ess , C lyde— th a t 
I h a d  a g u n  on  me th is  m o rn in g , so th e  
re s t w o n 't m a tte r ."

W ith o u t ta k in g  h is  gaze f ro m  the  d e 
tec tiv e ’s, he  d re w  aside  the  silk  co v erle t, 
rev e a lin g  h is r ig h t h a n d  w h ich  re s te d  
a g a in s t h is th ig h  ju s t  ab o v e  h is  knee. 
H is  fingers— th e  long, sinew y, sp a tu la te  
fingers  o f  th e  t ra in e d  p ia n is t— w ere  
c lam ped  a b o u t th e  b u tt  o f a  revo lver. 
T h e  w icked -look ing  b lu e-s tee l b a rre l, 
equ ipped  w ith  a  M a x im  silencer, 
po in ted  s tra ig h t  a t  J im m y  C ly d e ’s 
b reas t.

“ T h e  re s t w o n ’t m a t te r ,” he  rep ea ted , 
“ because y o u ’re  one of th o se  sm a rt 
y o u n g  g lo ry  h o g s ! Y o u  h a v e n ’t  le t a n y 
body  e lse  in  on w h a t y o u  k n o w , so th a t 
y o u  cou ld  g ra b  all th e  c re d it fo r  so lv in g  
th e  m y s te ry  o f  L a u re l I n n !  W ell, 
y o u 're  w elcom e to  it. I t 's  a ll y o u rs . 
A n d  you  can  tak e  it w ith  y o u ! In  e x 
ac tly  th ir ty  seconds, M r. C lyde— a n d  
w h a t a p ity  w e c a n ’t clock  th em  o ff on 
the  w a tch  o f  m y  la te  lam en ted  uncle—  
y o u ’re g o in g  b a ck w ard s  o v e r th a t  r a i l 
ing. G et m e ? "

"O h , I g o t you  th e  firs t t im e !” sa id  
C lyde. H e  h a d  been in  a  good  m any  
tig h t p laces in  h is  life , b u t he cou ld  n o t 
rem em b er one w here  he h ad  fe lt so u t 
te r ly  he lp less  and  im p o ten t. A  few  
h u n d re d  y a rd s  aw ay  w as th e  inn . T h e re  
w ere  a t lea s t th re e  dep u ties  th e re . I f  
th e  re p re se n ta tiv e  f ro m  th e  co u n ty  
p ro s e c u to r ’s office h ad  n o t a lre a d y  a r 
riv ed , he m u s t com e a lm o s t a n y  m in 
u te , an d  P a lm e r  w’o u ld  soon  be back.
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P e te r s  a n d  th e  ch a u ffe u r w ere  som e
w h e re  a b o u t. A  sh o u t w o u ld  b r in g  
th em , an d  m a n y  o th e r  people. A n d  
th e re  w as I re n e  K in g , n o t a  dozen  fe e t 
f ro m  h i m ! W h a t  w as th e  m a tte r  w ith  
h e r, a n y w a y ?  H a d  she fa in ted , o r  w as 
she so  p a ra ly z e d  w ith  fe a r  th a t  she 
c o u ld n ’t sc ream  fo r  h e lp ?  H e  d a re d  
n o t tu rn  to  look  a t  her. S o m e  in s tin c t 
to ld  h im  th a t  th e  in s ta n t h e  w ith d re w  
h is  gaze f ro m  th o se  flam ing , v ic ious 
blue eyes w o u ld  be h is la s t on  e a rth .

“ B u t y o u ’re  n o t g o in g  to  a t te m p t to  
b u m p  m e o ff w ith  th a t  b lu n d e rb u ss , a re  
y o u ? ” he q u eried . “ N o  ‘sad  acc id en t to  
•Mr. C ly d e ’ s tu ff  w ould  ge t by, you  
know . Y o u ’d have a  sw eet tim e  e x 
p la in in g  how  I sh o t m y se lf  th ro u g h  th e  
h e a r t  w ith  m y ow n g u n ! ”

“ Y o u ’re  n o t g o in g  to be  sh o t th ro u g h  
th e  h ea rt, C lyde, d o n ’t w o rry . A n d  th e  
‘sad  acc id e n t’ w ill be y o u r lo sin g  y o u r 
b a lance  and  fa llin g  o v e r b ac k w a rd  o n to  
th o se  rocks dow n  in  th e  rav in e . T h e  
c o ro n e r w o n ’t look fo r  a  b u lle t ho le  in  
a  sm ashed  sk u ll.”

“ N o t even  if  M rs . K in g  su g g ests  to  
h im  th a t th e re  m ay  be one th e r e ? ” 

“ I re n e ?  O h , she  w o n ’t  sp lit on  a  pal. 
Y o u  d o n ’t h a v e  to  w o rry  ab o u t th a t, 
e i th e r !”

“ R o g e r !” F o r  th e  firs t tim e  th e  
w om an  spoke, h e r  voice low  a n d  v ib ra t
in g  to  a  s tra n g e  no te . “ R o g er, a re  you  
m a d ?  W h a t  a re  you  d o in g ? ”

H e  w aved  h e r  s ilen t w ith  h is  le f t  
h an d , n o t  tu rn in g  fro m  C lyde.

“ I t  w as a p re tty  good a lib i,” h e  said , 
“ b u t I  w as a f r a id  it  w o u ld n ’t  h o ld  w a te r  
if an y  o ne  g o t to  f ig u rin g  u p  ju s t  h o w  
lo n g  it w ould  ta k e  th a t  c a r  o f m ine  to  
m ake  W e ld o v e r ! S h e ’ll do  e ig h ty -o d d , 
if  y o u  p u sh  h e r, an d  T o n y  c o u ld n ’t  
sw e a r th a t  I  w as in  th e  h o u se  all th e  
tim e  be tw een  tw elve  a n d  h a lf  p a s t  tw o , 
in  sp ite  o f  th e  fire .”

“ Y o u  se t th a t  y o u rse lf , o f  c o u rse ?

D m J u m p e d  in to  y o u r p a ja m a s  a n d  th e n  
L 'ra ised  th e  a la rm , e h ? ” C lyde  w as sp a r- 
w r in g  f o r  tim e , ev e ry  m uscle  ten se , keen ,

n a r ro w e d  eyes w a tc h in g  h aw k lik e  f o r  
th e  s lig h te s t w av e rin g  o r  u n s te a d in e ss  
o f  th a t  b lu e -stee l m o u th  o f  dea th .

“ S h o r t  c irc u ite d  m y  lam p— p e rfe c tly  
easy . I ’d  hav e  been  s itt in g  p re tty , to o , 
if  it h a d n ’t  been  fo r  b re a k in g  th a t  
c u rse d  cu ff link , a n d  th e n  th a t g i r l ! 
L ik e  a  fool, she  w o u ld n ’t  g ive  it  u p !”

“ T e ll m e ,”  C lyde sa id , “ w h a t w as th e  
idea , an y w ay  ? I  believe I  g u essed  
e v e ry th in g  b u t th a t. W h y  d id  you  go 
a f te r  th e  o ld  m a n ?  I t  w a sn ’t because  
h e  w as an n o y in g  N ell a n d  w r it in g  h er 
th o se  ro tte n  le tte rs . J u s t  w h y  d id  y o u  
com e back  to  see h im  th a t  n ig h t?  I ’d 
lik e  to  k n o w . S a tis fy  m y  c u r io s ity , 
w o n ’t y o u ?  So long  a s  I  w o n ’t r e p e a t 
i t ------- ”

“ W h y  n o t?  A s y o u  sa y ,” F re d e r ic k  
la u g h e d  h a rsh ly , “ y o u  w o n ’t re p e a t i t !  
N o , it w a sn ’t b ecause  h e  w as an n o y in g  
N ell w ith  th e  le tte rs , b u t th e  le tte rs  gav e  
m e th e  idea. I  th o u g h t th e y ’d be w o rth  
a  lo t o f  m o n ey  to  h im . T h o se  I  h ad  
w o u ld  p u t h im  in  ja i l  in  a m in u te !

“ I h a p p e n e d  to  be p re tty  sh o r t o f  
ca sh , a n d  I  tr ie d  to  s e p a ra te  h im  f ro m  
a  fe w  th o u sa n d . T o ld  h im  N e ll C ra w 
fo rd  w as g o in g  to  hav e  h im  p in ch ed  u n 
less h e  p a id  u p  an d  g o t ou t. H e  d id n ’t  
believe  m e, an d  h e  w o u ld n ’t com e ac ro ss . 
H e  said  sh e ’d ju s t  been  in  fo r  a  little  
v is it w ith  h im , a n d  s ta r te d  to  r in g  th e  
bell to  send  fo r  h e r  a n d  p ro v e  it. B u t 
I  th o u g h t h e ’d b e tte r  n o t. I  w as w ill
in g  to  ta k e  h is w o rd  fo r  i t . ”

“ A h ! ” sa id  C lyde so ftly . “ S o  th a t ’s 
h o w  you  k n e w  sh e ’d been  th e re !  H e  
to ld  y o u !  I  w o n d e red  how  you  fo u n d  
it  o u t, b ecause  I  c o u ld n ’t  fig u re  when, 
N e ll g o t th e  ch ance  to  te ll y o u !  Y o u  
n e a r ly  foo led  m e, R o g e r. Y o u  p la y e d  
y o u r  p a r t  v e ry  c leverly . O f  c o u rse , I  
saw  y o u  p lan t th e  h a n d k e rc h ie f , b u t I  
d id n ’t  c a tc h  on  r ig h t  a w a y  to  th e  fa c t  
th a t  y o u  k n e w  I  w as w a tc h in g  y o u  in  
th e  m ir r o r  a f te rw a rd  a n d  m e a n t th a t  I  
sh o u ld  see you  find  i t ! ”

“ O h , y o u  guessed  th a t ,  to o , d id  y o u ?  
C lyde, y o u ’re  to o  c le v e r  b y  h a l f ! I f  I



98 Detective Story Magazine

h a d n 't  o u tg u essed  you a b o u t th is  g u n , 
w h ere  shou ld  I be now  ? W ell, the  
th i r ty  seconds m u s t be up— an d  w h e re ’ll 
you be in  tw o  m ore , e h ? "  A g a in  he 
laughed , th a t  ugly , m ock ing , m irth le ss  
laugh , th a t cracked  sudden ly  as  th e  
b ru ise d  m uscles o f  h is  th ro a t  co n tra c te d  
in  an  in v o lu n ta ry  spasm , b r in g in g  him  
u p  to  a s ittin g  position .

A nd , all a t  once, th e re  was a flash o f  
blue and  gold , a du ll, muffled sound , an d  
an  o a th  fro m  F re d e ric k , as the sa tin  
cush ion , h u rle d  fro m  Trent K in g 's  hand , 
s tru c k  h im  fu ll in the  face. T h e  bu lle t 
fro m  h is  re v o lv e r  sn ipped  th ro u g h  th e  
fo liage  o f  a y o u n g  hem lock, tw e n ty  fee t 
to  o n e  side, and  fla ttened  itse lf h a rm 
lessly  a g a in s t the  m o ss-g ro w n  rocks on 
the  f a r th e r  w all o f  the  rav ine .

A lm o st sim u ltan eo u sly , the  d e te c 
tiv e ’s o w n  rev o lv e r s p o k e ; an d  R o g e r 
F re d e ric k , m u sic ian , b lackm aile r, m u r
d e re r ,  fe ll b ack  life le ss  a n d  lay  am o n g  
th e  g ay ly  co lo red  p illow s o f  the  s te a m e r 
ch a ir .

C H A P T E R  X X IX , 
a f t e r m a t h .

M R S .  M I L T O N , b rave in h e r  fam o u s 
sq u a re -c u t em era ld s , w ou ld  h av e  

liked v e ry  m u ch  to  hear th e  co n v e rsa 
tion  th a t  w as g o in g  on  betw een  th e  tw o 
m en  s itt in g  to g e th e r  a t th e  o th e r  end  o f  
th e  long  inn liv in g  r o o m ; b u t a lth o u g h  
she h ad  tr ie d  h e r  best, she cou ld  n o t 
ca tch  a w ord . S he  w atched  th em , n e v e r
theless, a s  she  s titched  a w a y  a t h e r  in 
ev itab le e m b ro id e ry , and  w o n d e re d  in 
d ig n a n tly  how , a f te r  all the  te rr ib le  and  
evil d o in g s in  th e  house, D o c to r  K e n 
yon  cou ld  lo o k  so c h ee rfu l.

K e n y o n  w as n o t a w a re  th a t  th e  o ld  
lady h ad  no ticed  h is m o o d , b u t h e  w ou ld  
n o t h a v e  c a red , in  any  even t. H a p p i
ness ra d ia te d  fro m  him , a n d  h is  face  
w as like an  open  book f o r  a ll, w ho  saw  
to  read . I t  h a d  n o t re q u ire d  an y  g re a t  
a s tu te n e ss  on  C ly d e’s p a r t  fo r  h im  to  
g u ess  w h a t h a d  happened , an d  h e  h ad

s tre tc h e d  o u t h is h a n d  w ith  h is w h im 
sical, boy ish  g rin  an d  a  h e a r ty :

"C o n g ra tu la tio n s , d o c to r ! I  knew  it 
w as com ing , so o n e r o r la te r , a n d  I ’m  
c e r ta in ly  m ig h ty  g lad  fo r  b o th  of 
y o u !”

Y et, even w ith  the  te n d e r  th r il l  o f 
Nell C ra w fo rd ’s voice still r in g in g  in 
h is e a rs , K enyon  could  h a rd ly  rea lize  
h is good  fo rtu n e .

“ A n d  I th o u g h t all the  tim e it w as 
F re d e r ic k  she cared  f o r ! "  sa id  he. “ I ’m  
ju s t  a n  o rd in a ry  chap , an  im p ecu n io u s 
c o u n try  p ra c titio n e r  ! A n d —-Nell says
I m u s t have  been s tu p id ly  b l in d !’’

“ Y ou  w e re !"  C lyde to ld  h im  breezily . 
“ I knew  b e tte r  m y se lf, a f t e r  I ’d seen  
th e m  to g e th e r  tw ice. S h e  liked  h im , 
th a t  w as all, a n d  w hile  h e  w as p re te n d 
ing to  be in  love w ith  h e r. he w as c razy  
a b o u t I re n e  K in g ."

“ C ra z y - is r ig h t."  n o d d ed  th e  d oc
to r, “ O d d  th a t  h e  shou ld  tu rn  o u t to  
be y o u r frien d  P a lm e r ’s  c u n n in g  m a d 
m an , isn ’t  i t ?  M a d  as  a M a rc h  h a re , 
h e  w a s ; y e t, C lyde, I  k n e w  th a t  fe l
low  well. I ’ve seen h im  a n d  been  w ith  
h im  fre q u e n tly , o ff a n d  on , fo r  o v e r a 
y e a r , and  I  n ev e r saw  th e  s lig h te s t sign 
o f  a b n o rm a lity !  I f  an y b o d y  h ad  asked  
m e  I ’d hav e  sw o rn  to  it— sta k e d  ev ery  
n ick e l I ’ve g o t— th a t he w as as sane as 
y o u  o r  I !’’

“ M rs . K in g  says h e ’s been  ac ting  
s tra n g e ly  fo r som e tim e ,"  C lyde m used . 
“ S he  d id n 't  like to  speak  o f  it to  any  
one, because she th o u g h t it m u s t be h e r  
im ag in a tio n . H e r  h u sb a n d  h a d n ’t 
no ticed  a n y th in g  w ro n g .”

“ B u t, good h e a v e n !” c r ie d  K en y o n , 
“ if  h e  h a d n ’t  been  c lean  o ff h is  h e a d  
h e ’d n e v e r have ex p la in ed  b e fo re  a w it
n ess  ju s t  w hy  he k illed  P e y to n  and  
F lo ra , an d  how  he in te n d e d  k illin g  y o u  
so  a s  to  m ake  y o u r d e a th  look  like an  
a c c id e n t!”

“ H e  said  I  n e e d n ’t  w o rry  a b o u t h e r ; 
sh e  w o u ld n ’t  te ll,” sa id  C lyde . “ O f  
co u rse , h is  m en tal tw is t  m ig h t hav e  
m ade  h im  believe th a t b ecau se  h e  w as in
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love  w ith  'her, a n d  so  w ou ld  s ta n d  by  
h im . T h a t ’s w hen  she a sk ed  h im  i f  h e  
w e re  m a d — w hen  he  sa id , ‘I re n e  w o n ’t  
sp lit on  a  p a l.’ ”

“A n d  th e n  sh e  le t fly w ith  th e  cu sh io n , 
an d  saved  y o u r l i f e ! ”

“ I  s h o u ld n ’t w o n d e r if  she  d id ,” 
C lyde conceded . “ S h e ’d  h a rd ly  h a v e  
d o n e  th a t  if  she  h a d  been  a  p a l o f  h is ,
w ou ld  sh e?  N o , h a rd ly . U n le ss ------- ”

“ W h a t th e  d ick en s do y o u  m ean —  
‘u n le ss? ’ ” d em a n d e d  K enyon .

C lyde  tu rn e d  a n  in n o cen t face. 
“ W h y , n o th in g , o f  c o u rse !  I  w as 

ju s t  sp ecu la tin g  th a t  if th e y  h ad  been  in  
th is  b lack m ailin g  schem e to g e th e r , m o re  
o r  less, she  m ig h t h av e  d ec id ed  to  le t 
h im  o u t becau se  h e  im p lica ted  h e r  in  
w h a t h e  to ld  m e, an d  b ecause  th a t  w as 
a b u m  schem e o f  his to  p u t  m e  o u t o f  
th e  w ay. T h e  c o ro n e r m ig h t hav e  
fo u n d  the  b u lle t in  m y  skull, I  m ig h tn ’t  
hav e  sm ash ed  u p  en o u g h  on  th o se  rocks 
to  concea l th e  ev idence o f  th e  sh o t— a l
th o u g h , I  g ra n t  you , i t  w ou ld  hav e  been  
a  n a s ty  tu m b le !”

“ B u t------- ”
“ D o n ’t  y o u  see w hat I  m ean  ? H e ’d  

bung led , all th e  w ay  th ro u g h . H e  w as 
a  w eak  reed . S h e  cou ld  sacrifice h im , 
a n d  th e re  w o u ld n ’t be a  jo t  o f ev idence  
a g a in s t h e r , b ecause  he w as m a d !

“ B u t, th u n d e r !” he  ad d ed , w ith  a 
la u g h , “ h e re  I ’m  th e o riz in g  o n  w h a t 
m ig h t h av e  been th e  case if  F re d e r ic k  
h a d  re a lly  been  sane, a n d  M rs . K in g  
w e re  a  c lev e r, u n sc ru p u lo u s  c r o o k ! 
W h e re a s , h e  w as c e r ta in ly  a  hom icidal 
m an iac , an d  sh e ’s a  c h a rm in g  w om an, 
w ith  w ealth , b eau ty , position , a h o s t o f 
p o w e rfu l f r i e n d s ! L e t’s ta lk  o f  som e
th in g  sensib le , shall w e?  D id  you  leav e  
M iss  C ra w fo rd  all r ig h t? ”

“ Y es. T e r r ib ly  u p se t, o f  c o u rse , and  
shocked , b u t— how  shall I  p u t  it ?— w ell, 
re liev ed , in  sp ite  o f  ev ery th in g , th a t  th e  
n ig h tm a re ’s o v e r.”

B o th  m en  ro se  to  th e ir  fe e t as I re n e

K in g  a p p e a re d  in  th e  d o o rw ay . S h e  
cam e to w a rd  th e m , f re sh , cool a n d  u n 
ru ffled , sm ilin g  th a t  slow , g ra v e  sm ile  
o f  h e rs  th a t  le n t a n  a d d e d  b e a u ty  to  h e r  
love ly  face.

“ I ’m  ju s t  s ta r t in g  back  hom e, M r. 
C lyde ,” she  sa id , “ and  I  w a n te d  to  say  
g o o d -b y  to  y o u  b e fo re  I  le f t .”

T h e re  w as an  odd , th r il l in g  m a g n e t
ism  in  th e  to u c h  o f  th e  slim , b a re  h a n d  
she held  o u t  to  h im . T h e  fingers  
seem ed  to  c u rl them se lves a b o u t h is  con 
fid ingly , a lm o st ca re ss in g ly , a s  if  lo a th  
to  d ra w  a w a y  again . Y e t C lyde w as 
p e r fe c tly  w ell a w a re  th a t  th e y  h a d  d one  
n o th in g  o f  th e  k in d , n o r  w as th e re  m o re  
th a n  g ra c io u s  c o rd ia lity  in  th e  low  m usic  
o f h e r  voice.

“O h , n o t g o o d -by , I  h o p e , M rs . 
K in g ! ” H e r  eyes, he  dec ided , w ere  n o t 
d a rk  b lue , o r  black, as  he  h a d  th o u g h t. 
T h e y  w ere  th a t  r a r e s t  o f  r a r e  c o lo rs : 
p u re , deep  v io le t. “ W o n ’t  y o u  p lease  
m ak e  it a u  r e v o ir ? ”

“ I  m ake  i t  au  r e v o ir ? ” she cha llenged  
h im  gay ly . “ S u re ly , th e  e x p re ss io n  o f  
th e  w ish , a t  least, sh o u ld  com e fro m  
y o u ! S till, p e rh a p s , w ho  k n o w s? ”

“ W h o  k n o w s, in d e e d !” echoed  C ly d e  
v e ry  so ftly .

O ld  M rs . M ilto n ’s sn iff  w as q u ite  
au d ib le  as she  ben t to  p ick  u p  h e r  sc is
so rs . T h e re  he w as a g a in , s ta r in g  a f te r  
th e  w o m an  lik e  a b em u sed  id io t ! A s  if  
s tra n g e rs  h ad  to  com e to  L a u re l In n , as 
if  E le a n o r  C ra w fo rd  h ad  n o  frie n d s ' 
w h o ’d s tan d  by  h e r  a n d  see h e r  th r o u g h ! 
T h e  o ld  la d y  p a tte d  th e  sq u a re -c u t e m 
era ld s  o n  h e r  b re a s t a n d  sn iffed  aga in .

I t  w as t r u e  th a t  C lyde  h a d  s ta re d  
a f t e r  th a t  s len d e r, g ra c e fu l fig u re  in  
w hite . H e  h e a rd  th e  sn iffs , sm iled , a n d  
tu rn e d  back  to  h is  c h a ir  a n d  K e n y o n .

“ S h e  c e r ta in ly  is ea sy  to  lo o k  a t ,” h e  
sa id . A n d  th e n , w ith  a  little  s ig h : “ Y et, 
I  w o n d e r------- ”

B u t w h a t it w as th a t  h e  w o n d ered , h e  
d id  n o t  say .

T H E  END.
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H E Y  a in 't  got a  th in g  on  you , 
P h i l ,” A b ie  K le m p n e r  a d 
v ised  h is  c lien t e a rn e s tly . 
“ N o t a  th in g . R e m em b er, 

i t ’s th e y  th a t ’s go t to  p ro v e  you  k illed  
o ld  M arley . Y o u  d o n 't  h av e  to  p rove  
n o th in g — a n y th in g . H av e  a  c ig a r .”

P h il ip  D u v a l reached  o u t a  long , 
■well-kept h a n d  th a t  tre m b le d  d esp ite  
h is  u su a l iro n  co n tro l.

“ P e rh a p s  y o u ’d w o rry  if y o u  w ere  
to  be  tr ie d  fo r f irs t-d e g re e  m u rd e r ,” he 
su g g ested  in  a  voice th a t shook  a little . 
“ I t  is n ’t e x a c tly  a v e ry  p le a sa n t sen sa 
t io n .”

“ S u re  it a in 't ,” a g re e d  K lem p n er. 
“ B u t I w o u ld n ’t w o rry  if  I h ad  a good 
la w y e r to  d e fe n d 1 m e, like y o u  g o t. I f  
I do  say  it m y se lf .” he  a d d e d  in a 
m o d e s t a f te r th o u g h t.

S ile n tly  D u v a l ag reed . H e  knew  th a t 
K le m p n e r, th is  sleek , o ily  little  m an  
w ho  in  p r iv a te  l if e  w as so d isa g re e a b le  
a s  to  b e  o ffen siv e , co u ld  in  th e  c o u r t
ro o m  shed h is m a n n e rism s  like  a  p a ir  
o f  g loves a n d  w as acco u n ted  one o f  
th e  tw o  o r  th re e  o u ts ta n d in g  c rim in a l

la w y e rs  in  th e  S ta te . H is  c lev e r c ro ss- 
e x a m in a tio n  h ad  cau sed  m a n y  a n  e a r 
n e s t w ou ld -be  t ru th  te lle r  to  b re a k  
d o w n , c o n tra d ic t  h im se lf  a n d  finally  
leave th e  s ta n d  w ith  th e  fee lin g  he  w as 
lu ck y  to  be  m e re ly  a w itn e ss  and  no t 
th e  d e fe n d a n t.

A n d  K le m p n e r  in  an  a d d re s s  to  th e  
ju r y  becam e so im p a ss io n e d  th a t he 
could  b r in g  te a rs  to  th e  eyes o f  th e  
m o st h a rd -b o ile d  ju ry .  “ G et K le m p 
n e r  an d  g e t o ff l ig h t ,” w a s  th e  w ord  
passed  a ro u n d  th e  u n d e rw o rld  w hen 
o n e  o f  the  c ro w d  e n c o u n te re d  tro u b le  
w ith  th e  law.

N o t th a t  P h ilip  D u v a l w as a m e m 
ber o f  the  u n d e rw o rld . H e  w as an  
a c to r , a  good  a c to r , w h o se  o p en in g s  in 
v a ria b ly  b ro u g h t th e  f i r s t- s tr in g  c ritic s , 
a n d  w h o se  sc rap  books w ere  ja m m e d  
wfith en co n iu m s. T o  th in k  o f  h im se lf  
as a  c r im in a l w as a b h o rre n t, a lm o s t im 
possib le . M a n y  n ig h ts  s ince  h is  a r r e s t  
h e  h a d  aw ak e n e d  su d d e n ly  w ith  th e  
c o n v ic tio n  th a t  it w a s  all a  h o rr ib le  
d re a m , th a t  o ld  M a rle y  w as s till  a liv e , 
a c tin g  h is b its  as  b u t le r  o r  v a le t, w h ile
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D u v a l t r o d  th e  s ta g e  th e  u n d isp u te d  
m a s te r  o f  th e  p lay .

T h e n  re a liz a tio n  w ould1 com e, th e  
m e m o ry  o f  th a t  d re a d fu l  e v e n in g  w hen  
o ld  M a rle y  h a d  a n n o u n c e d  to  th e  a s 
sem bled ' c o m p a n y  h is  en g a g e m e n t to  
I r m a  T ru d e n , th e  slim , g o ld e n -h a ire d  
le ad in g  w o m an , to  w h o m  D u v a l, in  h is  
v a n ity , h a d  ta c itly  su p p o sed  h im se lf  
e n g a g e d  a n d  w h o m  h e  in te n d e d  to  
m a r ry  “ som e d a y .”

T ru e , M a rle y  h ad  n o t been  so  v e ry  
o ld , b u t  m em b ers  o f  th e  c o m p a n y  h a d  
becom e so a c c u sto m ed  to  see in g  h is 
a th le tic , g ra y -c ro w n e d  fig u re  m o v in g  
u n o b tru s iv e ly  a c ro s s  th e  s ta g e  th a t  th ey  
in v a r ia b ly  p re fix e d  h is  n a m e  w ith  th e  
a d je c tiv e . “ O ld  M a rle y ,”  th e y  h a d  
c h r is te n e d  h im , a n d  o ld  M a rle y  h e  had  
a lw ay s  b een  in  th e ir  th o u g h ts .

N ew s o f  th e  e n g a g e m e n t s tu n n e d  
th e m  all. T h a t  I r m a  T ru d e n , ju s t  r is 
in g  to  fa m e  an d  fo r tu n e , sh o u ld  th ro w  
h e rs e lf  a w a y  o n  a  m a n  w h o  w as c e r
ta in ly  p a s t h is  p r im e  a n d  w ho  ev en  in  
h is  p r im e  h a d  n e v e r  been  b e t te r  th a n  a  
f a i r  a c to r  w as unbe liev ab le . B u t  I rm a , 
s ta n d in g  w ith  h e r  h a n d  o n  M a r le y ’s 
a rm , h a d  co n firm ed  th e  n ew s w ith  a  
sm iling  nod , w h ich  seem ed  to  in d ica te  
th a t  she  c o n s id e re d  h e rse lf  to  be a  f o r 
tu n a te  g irl.

“ W e ll ,” m o st o f  th e  p la y e rs  h a d  sa id  
to  th e m se lv e s : “ I  su p p o se  t h a t ’s lo v e ,” 
a n d  h a d  h a s te n e d  fo r w a r d  w ith  th e ir  
c o n g ra tu la tio n s . ' D uval, w h en  th e  w ave  
o f  s tu p o r  h ad 1 p assed  f ro m  h is  m in d , 
h a d  jo in e d  th e m  an d  so p e r fe c tly  
t ra in e d  w as h is  voice th a t  n o n e  h a d  
n o ticed  a  s t ra n g e  n o te  in  it. B u t la te r  
th a t  n ig h t, th a t  u n fo rg e ta b le  n ig h t-------

“ N o , s i r ,” K le m p n e r  w as say ing , 
“ th e y  a in ’t  g o t  a  th in g  o n  you . H o w  
th e y  w as c ra z y  en o u g h  to  p in ch  you , 
ju s t  b ecau se  so m eb o d y  fo u n d  som e 
le t te r s  y o u ’d  w ro te  h e r  a  co u p le  y e a rs  
b ack  a n d  fig u red  y o u  m ig h t o f  d o n e  it 
f ro m  je a lo u sy  b ea ts  m e. A n ’ w h y  th e  
d is tr ic t  a t to r n e y  d id n ’t  g e t  th e  ca se  
th ro w n  o u t  w h e n  h e  saw  th e  g ra n d

ju r y  w as g o n n a  in d ic t y o u  o n  n o  ev i
d en ce  a t  a ll, g e ts  b y  m e, to o . C o u rse , 
y o u  a n d  I  k n o w  w h y  th e  g r a n d  ju r y  
in d ic ted . T h e re  w as a  co u p le  p re tty  
la d y  k ille rs  g o t  a w a y  s c o t- f re e  a n d  th e y  
h a d  to  in d ic t som ebody . T h a t ’s y o u r  
b a d  lu c k .”

K le m p n e r  pitched: h is  c ig a r  b u t t  o u t  
o f  th e  w in d o w  an d  c o n tin u e d .

“ Y o u  g o t a  p r e t ty  g o o d  a lib i. W e ’ll 
go  ov er i t  a g a in . A f te r  th e  sh o w  y o u  
w e n t u p  to  y o u r  ro o m  in  th e  h o te l a n d  
p la y e d  b r id g e  w ith  som e o f  th e  o th e rs . 
E v e ry b o d y , o f  co u rse , w as ta lk in ’ 
a b o u t th e  e n g a g e m e n t a n d  y o u  d id n ’t  
seem  sp ec ia lly  c u t u p  a b o u t i t . T h e n  
y o u  sa id  y o u  h a d  a  h e a d a c h e  a n d  w e n t 
to  b ed , b u t  to ld  th e m  to  k eep  o n  p la y in ’ 
as  lo n g  as th e y  fe lt  lik e  it.

“ S o  th e y  p layed  a few  m o re  h a n d s  
a n ’ you  w as s leep in ’ l ik e  a  b a b y  w h e n  
th e y  p u t  o u t  th e  l ig h ts  a n ’ le f t. A n ’ 
th e  n e x t n o o n  M a rle y  w as fo u n d  
s ta b b e d  in  bed  by h is  o w n  p a p e r  k n ife . 
W h y , m is te r , y o u ’re  ju s t  a s  go o d  a s  
f re e  now . S ay , d id  o ld  M a r le y  h a v e  
a n y  r e la t iv e s ? ”

“ I  d o n ’t  k n o w ,” sa id  D u v a l id ly . 
“ W a i t  a  m in u te — yes, h e  did. T h e  
tim e  h is  w ife  d ied  y e a rs  a g o  h e  in tro 
d u c e d  som e w o m an  as h is  s is te r . I  
th in k  he  h a d  a  so n , too , a  th i r d - r a te  
v a u d e v ille  a c to r . H e  a n d  th e  o ld  m a n  
h a d  a b ad  fig h t once a n d  n e v e r  saw  
each  o th e r  a f te r  th a t .  W h y  d o  y o u  
a s k ? ”

“ I  w as ju s t  th in k in g  i t ’s fu n n y  th e re  
a in ’t  been  a n y  re la tiv e s  sh o w  u p ,” r e 
p lied  K le m p n e r. “ G e n e ra lly  w h e n  a  
g u y  g e ts  k ille d  th e  c o u r tro o m ’s su re  to  
be  a ll c lu t te r e d  u p  w ith  w e e p in g  
fe m a le s .”

“ M a y b e  th e  s is te r  d ie d ,” s a id  D u v a l. 
“ S h e  w as  o ld e r  th a n  h e , I  believe. A n d  
th e  son  w as a  p re t ty  w ild  o ne , I ’v e  
h e a rd , a n d  h e  a n d  th e  o ld  m a n  n e v e r  
g o t  a lo n g  w ell to g e th e r . I  g u e s s  i t  
w o u ld n ’t  b re a k  th e  b o y ’s  h e a r t  to  h e a r  
a b o u t h is  f a th e r ’s d e a th . M a r le y  le f t  
sc a rce ly  a n y th in g , so th e r e ’di h a v e  b een
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no  spec ia l in cen tiv e  fo r  h im  to  have 
com e a ro u n d .”

K le m p n e r  m ed ita ted . ‘‘Y o u ’re  like ly  
r ig h t ,” h e  sa id , “ b u t still i t ’s k in d a  
fu n n y . I  n e v e r  saw  a n y th in g  q u ite  
lik e  it. W ell, d o n ’t w o rry . T h is  case 
is in  th e  b a g .”

T h e  d a y  o f  th e  tr ia l  d a w n e d  b r ig h t 
a n d  c le a r  w ith  such  a n  in v ig o ra tin g  
ta n g  in the  a u tu m n  a ir  th a t  even D uval 
fe lt  ch eered . S u re ly , w e a th e r  like  th is  
cou ld  bode ill to  n o b o d y . A s he  en 
te red  th e  c o u rtro o m  w ith  h is  law y er 
an d  th e  g u a rd s  he s tep p ed  ja u n tily , a 
confiden t sm ile on  h is  face.

E v en  th e  ju d g e  seemed, k in d ly  d is 
posed . O n  one o r  tw o  o ccasions w h ile  
th e  ju r o r s  w ere  be ing  se lec ted  he 
c rack ed  in n o cu o u s  jokes w hich  w ere  
re c e iv ed  w ith  p o lite  t i t te rs  by th e  a t 
te n d a n ts  a n d  sp e c ta to rs .

A n d  th e  ju r o r s ,  too, d id  n o t a p p e a r 
o f  th e  v e n g e fu l ty p e . S om e o f  th e m , 
D u v a l su p p o sed , h ad  seen h im  on th e  
s tage  and  all h e  cou ld  read  in th e ir  
fa ces  w as a  sy m p a th y  th a t  such  an  
e m in e n t p e rso n  as  h im se lf cou ld  be  in 
tro u b le . V e ry  p ro b ab ly , he  re flec ted , 
K le m p n e r w as r ig h t, th e re  w as n o th 
in g  to  fe a r , an d  th e  case w as in the  
bag.

.The little  law y er w as in h is  e lem en t, 
r a d ia t in g  ch ee r a n d  frie n d lin e ss . H e 
w a s  in  d ire c t c o n tra s t  to  th e  r a th e r  
d o u r  a n d  g lum  B jo rk m a n . th e  p ro se 
c u to r , w ho  seem ed  to  he a n ta g o n iz in g  
th e  ta le sm en  by his p ro b in g  qu estio n s, 
an d  c re a te d  th e  a tm o sp h e re  in  th e  
c o u rtro o m  th a t  h e  v e ry  m uch  suspec ted  
e v e ry b o d y  p re se n t o f h av in g  crim in a l 
ten d en c ie s  a n d  w ou ld  a t te n d  to  th e ir  
cases as soon  as  he cam e a ro u n d ' to  
them .

“ T h a t  case  is w o n ,” c h o rtle d  K lem p 
n e r  w h en  he h ad  th e  o p p o r tu n ity  to  
speak  a lo n e  to  h is  c lien t d u r in g  th e  
n o o n  recess. “ W h a t  I  te ll you— it ’s in 
the b a g !  T h is  B jo rk m a n  c o u ld n ’t g e t 
a  co n v ic tio n  if  he  pack ed  the b o x  w ith  
p e rso n a l f r ie n d s . H e ’s o n ly  g o t a d ra g

in  po litic s— n e v e r  w as a law y er. G e ts  
ev ery b o d y  c ra b b in ’ a t  h im  r ig h t  a w a y .”

T h e  a f te rn o o n  se ssio n  seem ed  to  b e a r  
o u t h is  p re d ic tio n . B jo rk m a n  grew ' 
m o re  a n d  m o re  sa rc a s tic  a s  th e  h o u rs  
p ro g re sse d  a n d  m ore th a n  o n e  ta le s 
m a n  le f t  th e  box  w ith  a  scow l o n  h is 
face . C e r ta in ly , w h a te v e r  th e  d is tr ic t  
a tto rn e v  knew  o f law. he h ad  m u ch  to  
le a rn  a b o u t tac t.

D u v a l allow’cd h is eyes to  w a n d e r  
a b o u t the  c o u rtro o m , av o id in g , w hen  
h e  cou ld , th e  face o f  T rm a T ru d e n , w h o  
s ta re d  fixed ly  at h im . h u t n o t in  a n  u n 
f r ie n d ly  w ay . S he , he  believed , th o u g h t 
h im  in n o cen t. P o ss ib ly  w h e n  th is  u n 
b e lievab le  h o r ro r  b a d  passed  o v e r  a n d  
h e r  g r ie f  h a d  a b a te d  so m e w h a t, th e re  
m ig h t still be  a  ch a n c e -------

H is  eyes lin g e re d  on  one face  in  th e  
au d ie n c e  a n d  a s lig h t f ro w n  a p p e a re d  
on  h is  b row s. W h e re  h a d  he  seen  th is  
fe llo w  b e fo re ?  O f  w hom  d id  h e  r e 
m in d  him  ?

I t  w as a  c o m p a ra tiv e ly  y o u n g  m an , 
a b o u t th ir ty , D u v a l su p p o sed , w ho  w as 
s i t t in g  h a lf  a dozen ro w s aw ay , n e a r  
th e  ju r y  box . H e  w as lo o k in g  a t  D u v a l 
p e c u lia rly , b u t  th is  w as n o t  to  be w o n 
d e red  a t, since a lm o st ev ery  eye in  th e  
c o u rtro o m  was ben t in  h is  d irec tio n . 
D u v a l f ig u ra tiv e ly  sh o o k  h im se lf  a n d  
looked  aw ay . N erv es. H e  m u st s tead y  
h im self.

“ D id  you  no tice  th a t  c h a p ? ” he  ask ed  
K le m p n e r  la te r. “ B ro w n  h a ir , c lean  
sh a v en , d a rk  m il. m ed ium  you n g , 
slim  ?”

“ Y o u 'd  m a k e  a g re a t d e te c tiv e ,” 
g r in n e d  th e  law y er, "g iv in g  o u t d e 
sc rip tio n s  like th a t . I su p p o se  th a t  a p 
p lies to  h a lf  th e  m en in  th e  w orld . N o . 
I  d id n 't  n o tice  h im . W h a t  a b o u t h im ? ”

“ O h , n o th in g . I  ju s t  th o u g h t he 
looked f a m il ia r .”

T h e  n e x t  m o rn in g  w hen  c o u rt 
o p e n ed , D u v a l lo o k ed  a g a in  f o r  th e  
y o u n g  m a n  a n d  found ' h im  w ith o u t diffi
cu lty . H e  h a d  m oved a ro w  n e a re r  a n d  
w as still s ta r in g  a t  th e  d e fe n d a n t  w ith
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t h a t  o d d  fix ity . S o m ehow  th e r e  seem ed  
a  s lig h t c h a n g e  a b o u t h is  face , th e  lin es  
w e re  a  b i t  d e e p e r, th e  fa c e  o lder. 
D u v a l, a n  e x p e r t  h im se lf  in  fa c ia l e x 
p re ss io n s , w as puzzled . T h e  a l te r a 
tio n  w as so in ta n g ib le  as to  be a lm o s t 
neg lig ib le . S u d d e n ly  th e  e x p la n a tio n  
cam e a n d  he a lm o st la u g h e d  a lo u d .

“ Y o u n g  c u t-u p ,”  he  m u sed . “ B een  
p la y in g  p o k e r  a ll n ig h t  a n d  d id n ’t  g e t 
a n y  s leep .”

B jo rk m a n  h a d  b e g u n  p u tt in g  o n  h is 
w itn esses , b u t th e y  w ere  u n im p o r ta n t  
o n es and  K le m p n e r  scarce ly  to o k  th e  
tro u b le  to  c ro ss -e x a m in e . H e  lay  lo ll
in g  back  in  h is  sea t, eyes h a lf  c losed  
a n d  w ith  a n  a m u se d  g r in  o n  h is face . 
W h e n  th e  m ed ica l e x a m in e r  te s tif ie d  
w ith  m u ch  w ea lth  o f  d e ta il th a t  h e  h a d  
fo u n d  M a rle y  stab b ed  to  d e a th  w ith  
“ w h a t seem ed  to  be a  p ap e r c u t te r ,” 
a n d  th e  p ro se c u to r  h a d  b ro u g h t o u t e x 
a c tly  w h a t v ita l  o rg a n s  w e re  p ierced , 
th e  w itn e ss  w as a t  la s t tu rn e d  o v e r  to  
co u n se l f o r  th e  d e fen se .

“ I ag ree  w ith  th e  le a rn e d  w itn e ss  to  
th e  la s t le t te r ,” s ta te d  K le m p n e r  so l
em nly . “ W e  concede  th a t  M r . M a rle y  
is in d isp u te d ly  d e a d .”

D u v a l sm iled , a  few  o f th e  ju r y  
sn ick e red  o u tr ig h t  a n d  even  Ju d g e  
W a ls h  sm iled  u n til he su d d en ly  re c o l
lec ted  h is ow n  d ig n ity  a n d  ra p p e d  a n 
g r i ly  fo r  o rd e r .

I t  w as p la in  th a t  K lem p n er w as m a k 
ing  a  h it  a n d  th a t  B jo rk m a n , by  h is  
te d io u s  in s is ten ce  u p o n  m in o r  d e ta ils , 
w as m a k in g  h im se lf  u n p o p u la r . I f  
th e re  h a d  b een  a n y  se n tim e n t a g a in s t 
D u v a l a t th e  s ta r t  i t  w as g one  now .

T h e  h o te l p ro p r ie to r  w as called . Y es, 
M r. M a rle y  w as  sleep ing  in  R o o m  410. 
Y e s , i t  w as th e  ro o m  to  w h ich  h e  h a d  
been  ass ig n ed . Y es , he  h a d  occup ied  
it  d u r in g  the  ru n  o f th e  show .

D u v a l, th e  h o te l k e e p e r  c o n tin u e d , 
occup ied  R o o m  468 . C o u ld  D u v a l, 
B jo rk m a n  d em an d ed , h a v e  t r a v e r s e d  
th e  c o rr id o rs  f ro m  468  to  4 1 0  a n d  b ack  
w ith o u t b e in g  o b se rv e d ?  T h e  w itn ess ,

a f t e r  m u c h  h e s ita tio n , s a id  i t  w o u ld  
h a v e  b e e n  possib le  a t  a n  e a r ly  h o u r  in  
th e  m o rn in g  w hen  th e  o n ly  a t te n d a n t  
w as th e  floo r c le rk  w h o se  d esk  h e  w ou ld  
n o t  hav e  been ob liged  to  pass.

“ I see ,” re m a rk e d  K le m p n e r  in  a n  
a u d ib le  aside , “ th a t  th is  g e n tle m a n  .is 
q u a lify in g  as an  e x p e r t in  sn e a k in g  
a ro u n d  h o te l c o rr id o rs  ea rly  in  th e  
m o rn in g ."  B e fo re  he  cou ld  b e  r e p r i
m anded* he  d ism issed  th e  w itn ess  w ith  
a  co rd ia l sm ile  th a t  d id  m u ch  to  a llay  
th e  la t te r 's  an g er.

J u n e  V e rn e , one o f  th e  m in o r  m em 
b e rs  o f  th e  ca s t, w as o b v iously  re lu c 
ta n t  to  te s t i fy  an d , th o u g h  she  w as  
B jo rk m a n ’s ow n  w itn e ss , sh e  g re w  
o p en ly  h o s tile  to  th e  p ro se c u to r  u n d e r  
h is  d o m in e e r in g  tac tics . S he, i t  a p 
p e a re d , h a d  b e e n  th e  one w ho  h a d  fo u n d  
a rd e n t  le tte rs  w r it te n  b y  D u v a l to  M iss  
T r u d e n  in  u n g u a rd e d  m o m e n ts  se v e ra l 
y e a rs  b e fo re .

“ A n d  so y o u  sto le  th e m  a n d  k e p t 
th e m ? ” coached  B jo rk m a n .

“ I  d id n 't  s tea l th e m ,” th e  g ir l a n 
sw ered  fu rio u s ly , “ a n d  if y o u ’re  g o in g  
to  ta lk  lik e  th a t ,  M r. B jo rk m a n , I  w o n ’t  
sa y  a n o th e r  w o rd . I  w a s  p la y in g  a  
sm all p a r t  th e n  a n d  a t th e  sam e tim e  
a c tin g  a s  a  so r t o f  m a id  to  M iss  
T ru d e n . N o t  th a t  I  am  a  m a id , b u t  
I  h a d  to  h a v e  th e  m oney  b e cau se  m y  
m o th e r  o u t  in  O h io ------- ”

“ N e v e r  m in d  y o u r  r e la t iv e s ,” in te r 
ru p te d  B jo rk m a n  ru d e ly , w h ile  K le m p 
n e r  gave  th e  g ir l a  g lan ce  o f  sy m p a th y .

“ W e ll ,”  w e n t on  J u n e  V e rn e , “ p a r t  
o f  m y  w o rk  w as to  u n p a c k  h e r  t ru n k s  
a n d  in  o n e  o f  th e m  I fo u n d  th e se  le t
te rs  t ie d  a ro u n d  w ith  a  s tr in g . S o  I—  
w ell, I  th o u g h t  M iss  T ru d e n  m ig h t 
h a v e  o v e rlo o k e d  th e m  a n d  th e y  m ig h t 
b e  so m e th in g  she w o u ld  w a n t to  h a v e  
ca lled  to  h e r  a tte n tio n , so  I — I ------ ”

“ Y o u  re a d  th e m  a n d  p u t th e m  in  
y o u r  b e lo n g in g s ,” su g g e s te d  B jo rk m a n .

“ W ell, w h a t if  I  d id ? ” sn a p p e d  th e  
g ir l  d e fian tly . “ E v e ry b o d y  in  th e  c a s t 
w as  c razy  a b o u t M r. D u v a l, b u t  h e
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n e v e r  g av e  u s h a rd ly  a g lan ce , a n d  I  
w a s  so su rp r is e d  to  find  o u t th a t  he  
w a s  in  love  w ith  M iss T ru d e n  th a t  I  
d id n ’t k n o w  e x a c tly  w h a t I  w as do ing . 
Y es, I  p u t th e m  a w a y  a n d  th e n  fo rg o t 
a ll ab o u t th em  u n til the  d e tec tiv es  cam e  
a ro u n d  an d  ask ed 1 us if w e k n ew  o f 
an y b o d y  w ho  w o u ld  be in te re s te d  in 
p u t t in g  M r. M a rle y  o u t o f  th e  w ay , so  
th en , b e fo re  I rea lized  w h a t I  w as d o 
in g , I gav e  th e m  th e  le t te r s .”

“ T h e se  le t te rs  a r e  he reb y  p la c e d  in  
ev id en ce ,’’ sn a p p e d  B jo rk m a n . H e  
s ta re d  a n g r i ly  a t  K le m p n e r, as if  e x 
p ec tin g  a n  o b jec tio n , b u t  K le m p n e r  
w as sm ilin g  b la n d ly  at th e  ce iling .

“O h , p u t  th e m  in  e v id e n c e ,” a sse n te d  
th e  l i t t le  la w y e r  fo r  th e  d e fe n se . “ M y 
c lie n t becom es ac q u a in te d  w ith  a  very  
b e a u tifu l  w o m an  a n d  h as  a  little  h e a r t  
a f fa ir  w ith  h e r, so  sev era l y e a rs  la te r  
h e  k ills  th e  m a n  she  is  en g a g e d  to . 
V e ry  log ical indeed . W h a t  a  p ity  i t  
n e v e r  o c c u rre d  to  m e to  m u rd e r  som e 
o f  m y  o ld  flam es w ho  m a rr ie d  o th e r  
m en . D e a r , d e a r , I  m u s t re m e d y  m y  
c a re le ssn e ss  a t  o n c e .”

“ E x h ib its  A  a n d  B ,” s n o r te d  B jo rk 
m an . H e  g la re d  a t  K le m p n e r  a n d  th e n  
p ro c e e d e d  to  re a d  th e  le tte rs , ra is in g  
h is  voice to  a  bu ll-like  ro a r  to  e m p h a 
size  a n y  p a ssa g e s  h e  c o n s id e re d  in 
c r im in a tin g .

T h e y  seem ed  h a rm le ss  e n o u g h , fo r  
even  in  h is  e a rly  in fa tu a tio n  D u v a l h a d  
been  c a re fu l  a s  to  w h a t w o rd s  he  h ad  
p u t on  p ap er. A c to rs  a n d  ac tre sse s  
w ere  n o to r io u s ly  p ro m in e n t in  dom es
tic -re la tio n s  c o u r ts  a n d  b re a c h -o f-  
p ro m ise  su its , a n d  it w as  a lw a y s  w ell 
to  b e  c a u tio u s . B u t w h en  h e  c a m e  to  
o ne  p a ra g ra p h , B jo rk m a n  p o u n d e d 1 o u t 
h is  w o rd s  as  if  h e  w ere  c la n g in g  a  
h a m m e r o n  a n  an v il.

“ ‘A n d  if  a n y  o n e  com es b e tw e e n  us, 
d e a r ,’ ” h e  sh o u ted , b a n g in g  h is  fis t 
dow n  on  th e  tab le , “ ‘I  sh a ll be  te m p te d  
to  re s o r t  to  phy sica l v io lence  1’ ”

“ M a rv e lo u s !” m u rm u re d  K le m p n e r  
ad m irin g ly . “ M u rd e r  w ill o u t, love

will find  a  w ay , an d  m y  e ru d ite  o p p o 
n e n t h as  th e  w isd o m  o f a  S o lom on . 
O h , m a r v e lo u s ! I  re a lly  th in k  w e  h ad  
b e tte r  p le a d  g u ilty  b e fo re  h e  f in d s  m y 
c lien t g u ilty  o f  th e  C h icag o  fire  an d  
the  W all S tre e t b o m b in g .”

“ Y o u r  h o n o r .” be llow ed  B jo rk m a n . 
“ will you  o rd e r  th is  m a n  to ------- ”

“ I 'l l  o rd e r  a  recess ,” sm iled  Ju d g e  
W a lsh . “ T h o u g h  I m u s t re a lly  cau 
tio n  you , M r. K le m p n e r. a g a in s t so 
m any  a s id e s .”

M r. K le m p n e r succeeded  in  lo o k in g  
v e ry  apo logetic .

T h e  little  law y er w as in  h ig h  sp ir its  
w hen  c o u r t  re co n v en ed , b u t D u v a l h a d  
th e  u n e a sy  sense  th a t  so m e th in g  w as 
w rong . T ru e , th e  case  a g a in s t  h im  w as 
p itifu lly  w e a k  a n d  seem ed  c e r ta in  to  
co llapse  a t  an y  m o m en t. W itn e sse s  
fo r  the  p ro se c u tio n  h a d  fa i le d  to  p ro v e  
a  th in g  a g a in s t h im  save  th a t  h e  m ig h t 
h av e  fe l t  a c e r ta in  re s e n tm e n t a g a in s t 
a n y  one w ho  m ig h t m a r r y  I r m a  T r u 
d en .

Y e t he c o u ld  n o t r id  h is  m ind  o f  th a t 
v ag u e  d isq u ie tu d e . O f  B jo rk m a n  he 
fe l t  n o  fe a r . T h e  m a n  w a s  a  b lu n d e r
in g  b u lly  a n d  n o th in g  m o re . T h e  
S ta te ’s w itn esses  w ere  fa l te r in g , th e  
ju d g e  w as fa ir , th e  ju r y  seem ed  a m i
ab le  enough . B u t so m e th in g -------

T h e  y o u n g  m a n  w ho  h a d  s ta re d  a t 
h im  c o n tin u e d  to  b o th e r  h im  fo r  n o  r e a 
son  h e  cou ld  n am e . D u v a l sa t u p r ig h t  
in  h is  c h a ir  a n d 1 so u g h t fo r  h im  in  th e  
c o u rtro o m . A t firs t h is  h e a r t  g av e  a  
b o u n d  o f  re l ie f ,  fo r  h e  th o u g h t th e  m a n  
h ad  g one , b u t  in a n o th e r  m o m e n t he 
c a u g h t s ig h t o f  him .

T h e  m a n  h a d  edged  still c lo se r  u n til 
n o w  h e  sa t b u t  th re e  ro w s  re m o v ed  
f ro m  th e  tab le  a t w h ich  K le m p n e r  a n d  
D u v a l w e re  sea ted , a n d  w as  o n ly  a  few  
c h a irs  a w a y  fro m  I rm a  T ru d e n , w ho  
c o n tin u e d  to  s i t  im p ass iv e  a n d  d ry  eyed.

A n d  th a t  fa c e  h a d  c e r ta in ly  ag ed —  
ag ed  s ince  m o rn in g !  T h e  lin es  a b o u t 
th e  n o se  a n d  m o u th  w e re  h e a v ie r , th e  
h ig h  b r id g e  o f  th e  nose  w as m o re
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sh a rp ly  defined , even  th e  h a ir  show ed  
a  l i t t le  g ra y  a t  th e  tem p les . I t  w as 
still th e  face  o f  th e  y o u th  o f  th e  day  
b e fo re , b u t a t th e  sam e tim e  it w as
th e  face o f— o f-------

D uval sh u d d e re d  an d  s lum ped  
sh a rp ly  in  h is  c h a ir , w hile  K lein]m er 
looked a t  h im  in su rp r is e  an d  re a c h e d  
o v e r to  p a t h is a rm .

“ E v e ry th in g  com ing  a long  fine ,” he 
w h isp ered . “ D o n 't  w orry . W’e g o t 
’em  sew ed up. J u r v  w o n ’t be o u t ten  
m in u te s .”

D uval su d d en ly  tu rn e d  h a g g a rd  eyes 
on h is a tto rn e y .

“ T h a t  m a n !"  he m u tte re d  th ick ly .
“ B ack  th e re . He-— he-------"

“ W h a t  m a n ? ” K le m p n e r skew ed  
a ro u n d  in  h is c h a ir  an d  s ta re d . “ N o 
body  th e re  th a t  1 ev er saw . U su a l tr ia l 
crow d . M a n , buck  u p ! ”

D uval h im se lf  w ould  have been  h a rd  
p u t to  se t d o w n  in w ords th e  exac t 
cause  o f h is b re ak d o w n . T h e re  w as a 
c e rta in  h a u n tin g  re sem b lan ce  to  a face 
h e  re m e m b e red  all to o  w ell, y e t he h ad  
im m ense  fa ith  in  h is  ow n  sa n ity  a n d  
knew' th a t  he  w as no t g o in g  m ad . I t  
w as ju s t  as K le m p n e r  said , he  to ld  h im 
self, a case  o f  n e rv e s . W o r ry  o v e r th is  
tr ia l h a d  b ro k en  h im  an d  m ade  h im  see 
th in g s  w h ere  n o th in g  e x is ted .

H a v in g  a rg u e d  h im se lf  in to  a  d eg ree  
o f a s su ra n c e , he  lis ten ed  w h ile  K lem p 
n e r  recalled  th e  V e rn e  g ir l  to th e  s ta n d  
a n d  c ro ss -e x a m in e d  h er w ith  a  p le a sa n t 
fr ie n d lin e ss . H a d  she n o ticed  a n y  ev i
dences o f a ffec tio n  e x is tin g  la te ly  b e 
tw een  M iss  T ru d e n  an d  M r. D u v a l?  
T h e  g ir l, w on  o v e r a t  once by  h is  m a n 
n e r, re a d ily  a d m itte d  th a t  she  h ad  n o t.

H a d  M r. D u v a l, K le m p n e r  p u rsu e d  
sm oo th ly , ev er e x h ib ite d  tra c e s  o f je a l
o u sy ?  B jo rk m a n  w as o n  h is  fe e t w ith  
a n  o b jec tio n , but th e  ju d g e  a llow ed  
th e  q u e s tio n , a n d  a g a in  th e  g ir l rep lied  
in  th e  n e g a tiv e . A n d  w h a t, th e  law y er 
in q u ire d , h a d  b e e n  M r. D u v a l’s a t t i 
tu d e  on  th e  e v e n in g  th e  e n g a g e m e n t 
w as a n n o u n c e d ?  J u n e  V e rn e  h e s ita te d .

“ W h y ,” sh e  sa id , “ a s  f a r  a s  I  n o 
ticed , he a c te d  a b o u t th e  sam e as the  
r e s t  o f us. W e  w ere  all so su rp r is e d  
to  h e a r  M iss  T ru d e n  w as g o in g  to  
m a r ry  old.— w as g o ing  to  m a r ry  M r. 
M a rle y  th a t w e d id n ’t k n o w  w h a t to  
do. B u t I th in k  he  cam e u p  w ith  the  
re s t  o f u s an d  c o n g ra tu la te d  th e m .”

“ T h a t 's  all, th e n ,” sm iled  K le m p n e r.
" J u s t  a m in u te !” bellow ed B jo r k 

m an . “ D id n ’t D u v a l h a n g  back  a f te r  
th e  o th e rs  had o ffe red  th e ir  c o n g ra tu 
la tio n s?  W a s n 't  h e  th e  la s t to  do  i t? "

“ O h . h e a v e n s !"  s ig h ed  K le m p n e r 
aud ib ly .

“ I d o n ’t know '," J u n e  V ern e  defied 
th e  p ro se c u to r . “ I w a sn 't  th e re  as a 
s te n o g ra p h e r , M r. B jo rk m a n , to  tak e  
d o w n  th e  m in u te s  o f  th e  p ro ceed in g . I 
w as ju s t  an  a c tre s s  a n d  th e y  w ere  all 
m y  f r ie n d s— in c lu d in g  M r. D u v a l.”

B jo rk m a n ’s d is g ru n tle m e n t w as ob 
v ious. “ T h a t 's  a l l !” he sn ap p ed , an d  
th en . " M is s  T ru d e n , ta k e  th e  s ta n d —  
p le a s e .” T h e  “ p le a se ” w a s  a d d e d  as 
an  a f te r th o u g h t .

P a le  b u t em o tion less , I rm a  T ru d e n  
step p ed  fo rw a rd  a n d  D u v a l c a u g h t h is 
b re a th  a s  he  re a lized  a n e w  h e r  p o ig n 
a n t  b e a u ty . N e v e r  b e fo re  h a d  she 
seem ed  so d es irab le , n o t even  on th a t  
n ig h t w hen  the  new s th a t  sh e  w as to  
m a r ry  a n o th e r  m a n  h ad  sen t su rg in g  
fo rw a rd  th a t lo n g -su p p re sse d  c ra v in g  
fo r  h e r.

H e re  w as love liness, h e  a rg u e d , th a t 
m ig h t ju s t i f y  a n y th in g , even  so m e th in g  
so rep e lle n t as m u rd e r. S u re ly  a lover 
m ig h t be p a rd o n ed  w h o  in  th e  h e a t o f  
p a ss io n  m ig h t s te a l d o w n  a c o rr id o r  
in  th e  dead  o f n ig h t, m ig h t t ry  a door 
h a n d le  a n d  find it unlocked., m ig h t-------

I r m a ’s a n sw e rs  to  th e  v o lley  o f  q u es
tio n s  sh o t a t  h e r  by  B jo rk m a n  con 
v inced  D u v a l th a t  sh e  w as n o t h o s tile  
to  h im , th a t  she  h a d  no  su sp ic io n  th a t 
he  w as g u ilty  o f  th e  crim e. I n  a  voice 
low  b u t c le a r  sh e  g av e  h e r  n a m e  an d  
th e  sa lie n t p o in ts  o f  h e r  c a re e r . T h e n , 
wiith no  b re a k  in  h e r  to n e , sh e  m ade
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h e r  rep lies  to  th e  q u e r ie s  m o re  p e r t i
n e n t to  th e  case,

“ T h is  m a n  D u v a l,’’ th u n d e re d  B jo rk -  
m a n , “ w as h e  in  love w ith  y o u ? ”

“ Y o u  h a v e  re a d  th e  le t te r s ,” a n 
sw ered  I rm a  sim ply ,

“ I ’m  n o t a sk in g  a b o u t th e  le t te r s —  
now . I ’m  a sk in g  if he w as in  love  w ith  
y o u .”

“ I sup p o se  he th o u g h t he  w as, a t  o ne  
t im e .”

“ A n d  w ere  you  in love w ith  h im ? ”
“ Possibly" I  th o u g h t I  w as, a t one 

tim e. L a te r  I  le a rn e d  I  w a s n ’t .”
T ed io u sly , p e rs is te n tly , s te p  b y  step , 

a lm o s t w ord  by" w o rd , B jo rk m a n  
d ra g g e d  f ro m  I r m a  th e  s to ry  o f th a t  
b r ie f  ro m an ce , th u n d e r in g  fo r th  q u es
tio n s  w h ich  she a n sw e re d  d isp a ss io n 
a te ly . N o , M r. D u v a l h a d  n e v e r f o r 
m a lly  p ro p o sed  m a rr ia g e  to  h e r . H e  
h a d  so u g h t h e r  o u t a f te r  p e rfo rm a n c e s , 
th e y  h a d  su p p ed  to g e th e r , he  h a d  been  
a tte n tiv e  an d  k in d , an d  on  occasions 
w h en  th e y  h a d  b een  se p a ra te d  in  d iffe r
e n t co m p an ie s  he  h a d  w ritte n  le tte rs  to  
h e r , p e rh a p s  te n  o r  a dozen  in  all. T h e n  
recen tly  th e  a ffa ir , if  an a f f a ir  i t  co u ld  
be  desc ribed , h ad  im p ercep tib ly  cooled . 
M r. D u v a l 's  c o u rte sy  and c o rd ia lity  h ad  
re m a in e d  u n a b a te d , b u t th ey  m e t se l
dom  p ro fe ss io n a lly .

B jo rk m a n  w as becom ing  m ore  a n d  
m o re  i r r i ta te d  an d  used little  p a in s  a t  
co n cea lin g  it. H is  ow n p rin c ip a l w it
n ess— th e  o ne  w ho  m ig h t hav e  fa s te n e d  
d efin ite  su sp ic io n  of g u ilt on th e  p r is 
o n e r— w as fa ilin g  h im  a n d  in  h is  d is 
a p p o in tm e n t he tu rn e d  to  n a g g in g  ta c 
tics, w h ile  A b ie  K lem p n er, n e v e r  in te r 
ru p tin g , b eam ed  w h o le -h e a rte d  sym 
p a th y .

A ll th is  w as  extrem ely" d is ta s te fu l  to  
th e  fa s tid io u s  D u v a l, w h o se  p r iv a te  l ife  
h e  h a d  m a n ag ed  to  k eep  a c losed bo o k  
f ro m  th e  pub lic  a n d  a lm o st even  fro m  
h im se lf . S o  a lo o f had/ h e  b een  th a t  
d ra m a tic  re p o r te r s  sen t to  in te rv ie w  
h im  an d  r e tu rn e d  to  an n o u n c e  d is g u s t
ed ly  to  th e ir  e d ito rs  th a t ,  “ Thlis m a n

D u v a l d o n ’t  k n o w  w h a t p u b lic ity  is ,” 
a n d  th en , to  p ro v e  th e ir  jo u rn a lis t ic  
a b ility  in  th e  face  o f  a n  u n w illin g  sub
je c t, th e y  h a d  d e lu g ed  h im  w ith  col
u m n  a f te r  co lu m n  o f la u d a to ry  type.

R e so lu te ly  te a r in g  h is  a t te n tio n  f ro m  
th e  d ra g g in g  e x a m in a tio n , D u v a l 
tu rn e d  h is  fa c e  to w a rd  th e  w in d o w  an d  
so u g h t to  ab so rb  h is m in d  in  th e  s ig h ts  
a n d  so u n d s o f o u td o o rs— sig h ts  a n d  
so u n d s w h ich , h e  p ro m ise d  h im se lf , h e  
w o u ld  h e  e n jo y in g  as  a f re e  m an  w ith 
in  a d ay  o r  tw o.

T w o  E n g lish  sp a rro w s  w e re  in d u lg 
in g  in  a n  a c rim o n io u s  d e b a te  o v e r  a  
s c ra p  o f  b re a d  th a t  h a d  been  le f t  on  
th e  w in d o w  sill. A t f re q u e n t in te rv a ls  
th e  sh rill c la tte r  an d  r o a r  o f  th e  e le
v a te d  b ro k e  in  up o n  th e  q u ie t o f  th e  
c o u rtro o m , tru c k s  ru m b le d , s tre e t  ca rs  
c langed , so m etim es h e  cou ld  even  d is
tin g u is h  voices f ro m  th e  p a v e m e n ts  b e 
low .

“ G et o u tta  th a  w ay , you  b ig  s tif f !  
W a n ta  g e t k i l t? ”

“ S ay , w ho  you  th in k  you  ta lk in ’ to ? ”
“ M o v e  a lo n g  th e re ,” a u th o r ita tiv e ly , 

“ o r  I ’ll ru n  y a  b o th  in .”
T h e  c ity  w as  g o in g  a b o u t its  o w n  

b u sin ess , a n d  th e  fa m ilia r  so u n d s  r e 
a ssu re d  th e  d e fe n d a n t im m en se ly . W ith  
s ix  m illio n  p eo p le  ta k fn g  lif e  in  th e  
l ig h t o f a  h u m d ru m  e x is ten ce , su re ly  
P h il ip  D u v a l h a d  no re a so n  to  fe a r  
th a t  f a te  w as p la n n in g  to  send  h im  
c ra s h in g  in to  e te rn ity . T h e re  w ere  
m a n y  y e a rs  ah ead  o f  h im , y e a rs  o f  d e f 
e re n tia l in te rv ie w e rs , o f  h e a d lin e s , o f 
e lec tric  lig h ts  th a t sp e lled  o u t b is n am e 
to  th e  c ity ’s m illio n s, b e s t  still, y ea rs  
o f  l i f e  a n d  p e rh a p s  y e a rs  w ith  I rm a .

W h a t  a  foo l he  h a d 1 been  w ith  h is  
v a u n tin g  am b itio n  to  th in k  fo r  a  m o 
m e n t th a t  h e  co u ld  se t h e r  a s id e  to  g ive  
a ll h is  e f fo r ts  to w a rd  ca rv in g  a  n ich e  
fo r  h im se lf  a m o n g  th e  g r e a t ! A n d  
w h a t  a foo l to  th in k  th a t  sh e  w o u ld  
w a it w ith o u t a  g lan ce  a t  a n o th e r  m a n  
u n ti l  h e  sh o u ld  fee l re a d y  to  com e to  
h e r  in  h is  lo rd ly  m a je s ty  a n d  an n o u n c e
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th a t a t  la s t th e  m o m en t h a d  a r r iv e d . 
A n d  w hy, in h is fa tu o u s  im bec ility , h a d  
i t  n e v e r o c cu rred  to  h in t to  a sk  h e r  
h an d  and  h av e  h e r  bind h e rse lf  to  h im  
w ith  h e r  w o rd  ?

A g a in  th e  lo n g -accu sto m ed  tu rm o il 
a n d  traffic  o f  th e  s tre e ts  b ro u g h t h im  
confidence. A  d ay , tw o days a t th e  
m o st, w o u ld  see th e  en d  o f  th is  n ig h t
m are . T h e n  h e  w ould  go to h e r, tak e  
h e r  h a n d s  in h is, and , ch o o sin g  h is  
w o rd s  as few  b u t D uval k n ew  how  to  
choose th e m , w ou ld  re in s ta te  h im se lf  
w ith  h e r  a n d  re g a in  h e r  love. H e  
tu rn e d  aw ay  f ro m  tire w in d o w  a n d  
ag a in  fa c e d  th e  co u rtro o m .

I rm a , a p p a re n tly  w ith o u t c ro s s -e x 
am in a tio n . h a d  le f t  the  s tan d  a n d  w as 
back  in h e r  accu sto m ed  c h a ir . K lem p - 
n e r  a n d  B jo rk m a n  w ere  s ta n d in g  side  
by  side  before- th e  ju d g e , a rg u in g  in  
ipw  to n es som e tech n ica l po in t. M o st 
o f  th o se  in th e  room , th e  te n s io n  r e 
lieved  fo r  th e  m o m en t, w ere  w h isp e r
in g  su b d u ed ly  to  one a n o th e r. S evera l 
o f , th e  r e p o r te r s  h ad  sneaked  u n o b 
tru s iv e ly  u p  the  a is le  to th e  c o rr id o r  fo r  
a few  puffs at c ig a re tte s .

O n e  re p o r te r , h is  n o tes  fin ish ed , sa t 
id ly  v iew ing  th e  h andsom e, co n fid en t 
fa c e  o f  th e  d e fe n d a n t,  and  th en  s ta r te d  
f o rw a rd  in  h is  seat w ith  a gasp- o f  
a s to n ish m e n t. F o r  over th a t  face h a d  
sw ept a ch an g e  s ta r tl in g  in its su d d en 
ness.

I n  o ne  in s ta n t  it ch an g ed  fro m  th e  
face  o f the  suave, a s su re d  m an  o f  th e  
w o rld  to  th a t o f one h a u n te d  b y  a  
n am eless  h o rro r . T h e  eyes p ro tru d e d , 
s ta r in g  u n b e liev in g ly  out in to  th e  a u d i
ence. T h e  skin  becam e liv id , and  th e re  
w as a sh a rp , h is s in g  in ta k e  o f  b re a th  
f ro m  th e  s a g g in g  m o u th . O n ly  in . a  
m a d h o u se  cou ld  o ne  en c o u n te r  su ch  a 
fa c e  a s  P h ilip  D uval b e tra y e d  a t  th a t  
m o m en t.

H is  h a n d s  g rip p e d  th e  a rm  o f h is  
c h a ir  u n til  th e  knu ck les  s to o d  o u t d ead  
w h ite  a n d  h is body  lu rc h e d  fo rw a rd ' 
f ro m  th e  se a t. T h e n  so m e th in g  seem ed

to  sn a p  in  h is m in d  a n d  he sank  b ack  
in e r t , o n ly  w ith  s till b u lg in g  eyes a n d  
th e  ra p id ly  r is in g  a n d  fa llin g  b re a s t  
sh o w in g  th a t  he w as still conscious.

In  s tu p e fa c tio n  th e  r e p o r te r  fo l
lowed- th e  g la re  o f  th o se  w ild  eyes. H e  
saw  only  I rm a  T ru d e n , s i t t in g  as  she  
h ad  sa t on the  w itn e ss  s ta n d , pale an d  
im m obile . N o th in g  in h e r  a p p e a ra n c e  
h ad  ch a n g e d  Mince th e  firs t m o m e n t she  
h a d  e n te re d  th e  c o u rtro o m , t i e r  h a n d s  
w ere  fo ld ed  in  h e r  lap , h e r  eyes on 
th e  floor, h e r face  e x p re s s in g  n o  e m o 
tio n  w h a te v e r. S h e  w as  m ere ly  the  
s ta tu e  o f  an  e x cep tio n a lly  b e a u tifu l  g ir l 
in d u lg in g  in  a b r ie f  m en ta l r e s t  f ro m  
s tra in .

“ W ell. I ’ll be  d a r n e d ! -’ th o u g h t th e  
r e p o r te r  to  h im se lf. “ I c e r ta in ly  w ill! 
W h a t  g o t in to  th a t fe llow  all o f  a su d 
d e n ?  H e  n e v e r  loo k ed  th a t  w ay  w h en  
sh e  w as u n d e r  e x a m in a tio n . I  d o n ’t 
g e t it a t  a l l .”

B u t th e  re p o r te r  h ad  fa ile d  by  a  m a t 
te r  o f  inches to  fo llo w  th e  d ire c tio n  o f 
th o se  te r ro r - s tr ic k e n  ey es, a n d  if  h e  
h a d  fo llo w ed  th em  h e  w o u ld  h a v e  b een  
ev en  m o re  puzzled .

F o r  it w as n o t a t I rm a  T ru d e n  th a t  
P h i l ip  D u v a l looked. W h a t  h e  saw  
w as  a  m a n  in  th e  a d jo in in g  se a t, a 
hand-som e, u n a s su m in g  m a n  o f  m idd le  
ag e , w ith  h ig h -b rid g e d  n o se , h e a v y  eye
b ro w s  u n d e r  w h ich  p e e re d  k in d ly  eyes, 
a n d  firm  m o u th  an d  ch in . T ire  h a ir  
w as iro n  g ra y , b u t th e  cheeks h a d  a  
h e a lth y  co lo r, bely ing  ad v a n c in g  age. 
S co res  o f p e rso n s  in  th e  ro o m  h a d  
g lan ced  a t h im  a n d  h ad  seen  m e re ly  
a  w e ll-b re d , w e ll-k ep t in d iv id u a l, o rd i
n a r i ly  in te re s te d  in  a  r a th e r  se n sa tio n a l 
m u rd e r  case.

B u t  P h il ip  D u v a l s a w  so m e th in g  
else. H e  saw  a  long , re d -c a rp e te d  h o 
te l c o r r id o r  an d  a  d o o r  th a t  sw u n g  
open  a t a  to u ch . H e  sa w  a s tr e a k  o f  
m o o n lig h t th a t  fell u p o n  a  bed  in  w h ich  
la y  a  s leep in g  m an . H e  sa w  th e  m o o n 
lig h t  g le a m  u<p on th e  blade of a p a p e r  
k n i f e  ly in g  o n  the table. He saw  a
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seco n d  m a n  tip to e  in to  th e  ro o m , a  
h a n d  re a c h  f o r  th e  k n ife . H e  saw -------

T h a t  d a y  o f  th e  tr ia l  ended  in  a n  
a n tic l im a x  o f  lega litie s . K le m p n e r  
m ad e  w h a t n e w sp a p e rs , in  o rd e r  to  save 
space, r e f e r  to  as  “ the  c u s to m a ry  m o 
tio n s ,” th a t  th e  ch a rg e  be d ism issed  o n  
th e  g ro u n d s  th a t  th e  S ta te  h a d  fa iled  
in  m a k in g  o u t a  case, a n d  so on. 
B jo rk m a n  g rim ly  opposed .

Ju d g e  W a lsh , a f te r  g o in g  th ro u g h  
th e  sem b lance  o f h e av y  th in k in g , sided  
w ith  B jo rk m a n . T h e  case w ou ld  c o n 
tin u e  a n d  th e  d e fe n se  p u t  fo r th  its  
ev idence. S e c re tly  he a g re e d  w h o lly  
w ith  K le m p n e r, an d , b e in g  a  f a i r  m an , 
h a d  h e  th o u g h t th e re  w as th e  s lig h te s t 
p o ss ib ility  o f th e  ju ry  b r in g in g  in  a  
v e rd ic t o f  g u ilty , w ou ld  h av e  d ism issed  
th e  c h a rg e .

B u t th e  ju d g e , a lth o u g h  im p a rtia l , 
w as  a lso  h u m a n . H is  v a c a tio n  w as 
d u e  in  a  fe w  d ay s  an d , if  h e  called  
an  end  to  th is  case , h e  m ig h t b e  a s 
sig n ed  to  a n o th e r  w h ich  w ould  d ra g  
a lo n g  a n d  in te r fe re  w ith  h is  h o lid ay . 
W in d in g  th is  a f fa ir  up  w o u ld  ju s t  e x 
h a u s t  th e  re q u is ite  tim e  u n til he  sh o u ld  
d e p a r t  fo r  th e  m o u n ta in s . B esid es, he  
r a th e r  enjoyedi s ittin g  on th e  b en ch  an d  
lo o k in g  p a te rn a lly  a t  I rm a .

K le m p n e r, th o u g h  a b it s u rp r is e d  a t 
th e  decision , w as n o t d isa p p o in te d . 
C o n tin u a tio n  w o u ld  b rin g  f u r th e r  g lo ry  
to  h im , a n d  he w as c e r ta in  o f  th e  ju ry . 
A  coup le  o f  c h a ra c te r  w itn e sse s , th e n  
th o se  a c to rs  w h o  h a d  p la y e d  b rid g e , 
th e n  D uval h im se lf , fo r  the a u d ie n c e  
w ou ld  feel c h e a te d  if  n o t g iv en  a ch an ce  
to  h e a r  th e  n o te d  a c to r  h im se lf . A  
p e r fu n c to ry  q u e s tio n  o r  so to  each , a 
f if te e n -m in u te  d e lay  w h ile  th e  ju ry  
sm oked  a c ig a r an d  a r r iv e d  a t  a  v e rd ic t, 
th e n  c o n g ra tu la tio n s  and  th e  financia lly  
su b s ta n tia l g ra t i tu d e  o f h is  client.

So su re  w as he  o f  the  ou tco m e th a t  
h e  d id  n o t  even  b o th e r  ab o u t a  la s t  
p re p a ra to ry  c o n fe re n c e  w ith  h is  c lien t. 
J u s t  a  s lap  o n  th e  back, a  re a ssu r in g ,

“ S o  long , m y  boy. P u t  y o u  o n  th e  
s ta n d  to -m o rro w . J u s t  te ll y o u r  s to ry ,” 
a n d  K le m p n e r  w as off.

B u t h a d  he  looked  d eep ly  in to  th e  
fa c e  o f P h ilip  D u v a l th e re  w o u ld  m o s t 
c e r ta in ly  h av e  been  a la s t  c o n fe re n ce .

T h e  m an  in  th e  p r is o n e r ’s c h a ir  
w a tc h e d  u n sc e in g ly  th e  p re lim in a ry  
ev en ts  o f the  fo llo w in g  d ay . F e llo w  
a c to rs  m o u n te d  to  th e  s ta n d , to ld  o f  h is  
im peccab le  re p u ta tio n , th e  c a r d  p la y 
e rs  re c a lle d  the  in c id en ts  o f  th e  g a m e  
a n d  h o w  th e y  h a d  finally  e x tin g u ish e d  
th e  lig h ts , leav ing  D u v a l so u n d  asleep . 
B jo rk m a n  s to rm e d  in  v a in . K le m p n e r  
looked  on b enevo len tly . J u d g e  W a lsh  
m ad e  p la n s  fo r  th e  m o u n ta in s . T h e  
ju r y  th o u g h t o f h o m e-co o k ed  d in n e rs  
a n d  th e  th e a te r .

A s a final g e s tu re . K le m p n e r  a ro se  
a n d  called  h is  c lien t to  th e  s ta n d . A l
m o st b a n te r in g lv  h e  e x tra c te d  D u v a l’s 
n am e , age, p ro fe ss io n  a n d  th e  o th e r  de 
ta i ls  w ith  w hich  ev e ry b o d y  w as th o r 
o u g h ly  c o n v e rsa n t, a n d  th e n  ask ed  h im  
in  h is  o w n  w o rd s  to  desc rib e  th e  e v e n ts  
o f  th e  ev en in g  on w h ich  M r. M a rle y  
w as sla in .

“ J u s t  te ll th e  s to ry  as it com es to  you , 
M r. D u v a l,” h e  said. “ J u s t  as th e  th in g  
h ap p en ed . I  shall n o t in te r r u p t .”

D u v a l, w ith  th e  face  a n d  vo ice  o f  a  
m a n  in  a  h y p n o tic  t ra n c e , m a d e  h is  
r e p ly :

“ I w as n o t  a s le e p  w h en  th e  g e n tle 
m en  w ho had  p layed  ca rd s  in  m y  ro o m  
le f t ,” h e  salid in  a  voice th a t  n o n e  o f  
h is  f r ie n d s  cou ld  reco g n ize . “ O n  th e  
c o n tra ry , I  w as w id e  aw ake . I  ro se , 
pu lled  d o w n  th e  shades, l i t  th e  lig h t a n d  
d re ssed . I  even  p u t o n  m y  h a t  and  
o v e rc o a t so  th a t  if I  w e re  seen  I sh o u ld  
n o t be su spec ted . I  o p en ed  th e  d o o r  
and.-------”

“ O n e  m in u te , one m in u te , y o u r  
h o n o r !” sc re a m e d  K le m p n e r . “ I  ob
je c t!  T h is  m a n  is sick— o u t  o f  h is  
m end1-------”

“ L e t  h im  go  o n ,”  o rd e re d  J u d g e
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W a lsh . H e  w as look ing  fa sc in a te d ly  
a t  D u v a l.

"1 m a d e  su re  no one w as in th e  c o r
r id o r . I  tiptoedi d o w n  th e  ha ll to  M a r-  
le y ’s ro o m . I k new  it w o u ld  n o t  be 
locked  as  h e  w a s  a lw a y s  a f r a id  o f  
tires. I  o p en ed  liis d o o r  a n d  w en t in  
ju s t ------- ”

K le m p n e r  w as o n  h is fe e t y e lling  in 
co m p reh en sib le  w o rd s ;  ju d g e , ju r y  and  
sp e c ta to rs  w e re  te n se  w ith  exc item en t. 
O n ly  tw o  p e rso n s  re m a in e d  calm —  
Irm a  T ru d e n  a n d  a m id d le -ag ed  m an  
w ho  sa t b eside  h e r.

“ T h e re  w as a p ap e r k n ife  ly ing  on 
th e  ta b le ,’’ w en t on  th e  m o n o to n o u s  
voice. “ M a rle y  w as a s le e p ,.ly in g  h a lf  
on  h is  face . I to o k  th e  p a p e r k n ife , 
lean ed  o v e r  h is  bed  and  stabbed  him . 
J c losed’ th e  d o o r. I  w en t back  to  m y 
room . I  w a sh e d  m y h an d s , u n d ressed  
a n d  clim bed in to  bed. T h a t  is a ll .”

T h e n  th e  h ith e r to  to n e le ss  voice 
b ro k e  f o r th  in to  a  sh rie k  o f a g o n y  an d  
P h il ip  D u v a l p lunged  fo rw a rd , h is  fin 
g e r  p o in tin g  to  a ben ign  m a n  o f  m id 
d le  age in  th e  aud ience .

“ B u t fo r  H e a v e n 's  sak e , ta k e  h im  
a w a y !  T a k e  h im  a w a y ! T h a t  is M a r -  
ley— th e  m an  I k ille d ! ’’

A  s tu d e n t o f  psychology  m ig h t hav e  
been  in te re s te d  in  looking  a n  h o u r la te r  
in to  th re e  w ide ly  se p a ra te d  ro o m s in  
th e  c ity .

In  a  p r iso n  cell sat P h ilip  D u v a l, 
a c to r -m u rd e re r , h is  head  p lunged  in  
liis h a n d s , try in g  to  th in k . B u t deep 
in  h im se lf  he  knew  th a t  n ev e r a g a in  
w o u ld  h e  th in k  as o th e r m en th in k , fo r  
he  w as in sane . In sa n e  !

I n  th e  office o f A b ra h a m  K le m p n e r, 
a t to rn e y  a t  law , M r. K le m p n e r  w as 
scarce ly  c lo se r  to  sa n ity  th a n  w as h is 
c lien t. " M a d !  M a d ! ’’ he rag ed , h is

voice b ro k e n  w ith  sobs. “ B u t 1 can  
g e t h im  o u t— h e ’s c r a z y ! N o , I ’m  
d am n ed  if  I  w ill! L e t  h im  ro t !  T h e  
w o rk  o f  a  l ife tim e  lo s t!  A b ie  K le m p 
n e r  a  jo k e ! ” H e  th re w  hlim self on  a 
couch  a n d  h is  sh o u ld e rs  h e av ed .

I n  I r m a  T r u d e n ’s a p a r tm e n t  w ere  
tw o  p e rso n s . O n e , I rm a , s to o d  b e fo re  
th e  w indow , g a z in g  o u t. T h e  o th e r , a 
m a n , s a t  b e fo re  a  m ir ro r ,  h is  b a c k  to 
w a rd  h e r, busily  to w e lin g  h is face  an d  
neck.

“ W ell, it c e r ta in ly  w o rk e d ,”  h e  o b 
served .

“ Y es , it w o rk e d ,” ag reed  I rm a . H e r  
vo ice  w as dull.

“ I 'l l  say  it  w o rk e d ,"  re p e a te d 1 the  
m an . H e  tu rn e d  in  h is  c h a ir  to w a rd  
h er, e x h ib itin g  a  s ta r t l in g  co u n te n a n c e . 
T h e  le f t  s id e  w as th a t  o f a  y o u n g  fe l
low  o f  th ir ty , th e  r ig h t  th a t  o f  o n e  o f 
m id d le  age.

" Y o u  k n o w ,’’ sa id  th e  m a n , re su m in g  
o p e ra tio n s  w ith  th e  tow el, " th a t  idea  
o f  y o u rs  w as one o f  th e  b ig g e s t ev er 
p u t ac ro ss , I rm a . I ’d p la y e d  p re tty  
ro u g h  w ith  th e  o ld1 d ad . b u t  I ’m  c e r
ta in ly  g la d  I  cou ld  d o  so m e th in g  in  
a v e n g in g  h im . M ay b e , w h e re v e r  h e  as 
now , h e ’ll fo rg iv e  m e a t  la s t  f o r  g o in g  
in  fo r  th e  im p e rso n a tio n  s tu ff  in  v a u d e 
v ille  in s te a d  o f  ta k in g  u p  th e  le g itim a te .
1 k n o w  I ’d  a lw ays h a v e  b een  a  ro tte n  
a c to r .

“ A n d  it w as a sw ell idea  o f  c h a n g 
ing  m y  a p p e a ra n c e  li t t le  byr little  each  
day  in s te a d 1 o f g o in g  in  th e re  d isg u ise d  
as dad  r ig h t  aw 'ay. B ro k e  u p  h is 
m o ra le , I suppose.

“ Y es, I rm a , g re a se  p a in t, pow 'der 
a n d  a little  p u tty  a r e  w o n d e rfu l  in v e n 
tio n s. I  su p p o se ,” h e  la u g h ed  in  a  l i t 
t le  e m b a rra s sm e n t, “ y o u  m ig h t even  
say  th a t  u n d e r  c e r ta in  c irc u m sta n c es  
th e y ’re  th e  in s tru m e n ts  o f  H e a v e n !”

f
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I* " * w o u l d  'be a  h ap p y  c irc u m 
stan ce  fo r  h u m a n  c u r io s ity  if 
w e m ig h t p u t o u r  finger on  
th e  firs t c rim in a l w om an. 

B u t h is to ry , l i te ra tu re  a n d  legend  a re  
a lik e  s ilen t. B eyond  all d o u b t th is  
e lu s iv e  a n d  fa sc in a tin g  lady  m u s t have 
been th e  m is tre ss  o f an  o u tlaw  cave in 
th e  g ra y  o f  th e  paleo lith ic , a  fu g itiv e  
f ro m  th e  w ra th  o f  som e c lan  w hose  
taboos she liked  to  v io la te . A n d  su re ly  
h e r  d a u g h te rs  hav e  su ffe red  u n d e r  th e  
h a rd  ju s tic e s  o f  every  lan d  an d  ru le , 
f ro m  S u m e r a n d  E g y p t to  th e  new est 
B a ltic  rep u b lic  a n d  th e  d a rk e s t A fr ic a n  
ju n g le . B u t h e r  n a m e  an d  th o se  o f all 
w h o  tro d  h e r  w ays fo r m an y  cen tu rie s  
a re  lo s t an d  irre tr ie v a b le , so th a t  we 
m u s t b eg in  o u r  acq u a in tan ce  w ith  th e  
d escen d an ts  a t  a  la te  d a y  in  th e  life  o f 
crim e.

I t  is n o t  as th o u g h  c rim in a ls  o f  a n 
tiq u ity  w e re  fo rg o tte n  a lto g e th e r , fo r  
ev e ry  classical a m a te u r  m u s t re m e m b e r

H e ro s tra tu s , w ho b u rn e d  the  tem p le  o f  
D ia n a  a t  E p h e su s  to  g a in  fam e  a n d  
ach ieved  th e  end in  sp ite  o f the  G re e k s ’ 
vow  to  fo rg e t him  u tte r ly . N o r  a re  
re lig io n  a n d  l i te ra tu re  s ilen t on  the  su b 
je c t o f ra sca lity , fo r  w e have  M e rc u ry  
ac tin g  as th e  god o f  th iev es, L ok i, in  
the  N o rse  sagas, h im se lf  a  sad  sco u n 
d re l an d  accesso ry  a t  deicide, no t to  fo r 
g e t P lu to , the  ab d u c to r, o r  B a ra b b a s  o f  
th e  N ew  T e s ta m e n t. A g a in  we h av e  
w om en  m u rd e re rs  by  the  dozen , a n d  
lad ies o f  loose lives by th e  sco res. B u t 
these  do n o t belong  to  th e  type. T h e y  
a re  w om en  w ho a re  in c id en ta lly  c r im 
inal. T h e  g ro u p  o f in te re s tin g  fem ales 
I  have  se t o u t to  t r e a t  h e re  a re , r a th e r , 
c rim in a ls  w ho  in c id en ta lly  a re  wTom en.

T h e  G reek  and  L a tin  com edies, 
P e t ro n iu s ’ “ S a tir ic o n ” a n d  th e  m ed iev a l 
co m p ila tio n , th e  ‘‘G e s ta  R o m a n o ru m ,” 
fa ir ly  sw arm  w ith  m en  c rim in a ls , b u t  
n o w h e re  m e n tio n  a n y  fe m in in e  co llab o r
a to rs  e x cep t such  as  a p p e a r  in  th e  c a r 
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m in e  o f  th e  cock a trice . Y e t i t  w o u ld  be 
a b su rd  to  conc lude  th a t  th e  picara, th e  
dame d’Industrie, th e  w om an c ro o k , w as 
n o n e x is te n t in  an tiq u ity . M en  have  a l
w ays co m m itted  c rim es a n d  w om en 
have  a lw ay s helped  and em u la ted  th em . 
B u t c r im in a lity  had n o t ve t ach ieved  
d ig n ity  in  th e  d ay s  o f  th e  c lassic  
peop les, an d  so li te ra tu re  tre a te d  th e  
su b je c t ligh tly , neg lecting  the lad ies all 
to g e th e r.

N o r w as th e  sex  m uch b e tte r  off 
w h en  ro g u e ry  ro se  to  a r tic u la te n e s s  
w ith  th e  G e rm a n  “ L ib e r  V a g a to ru m ”—  
1516— an d  the  S p an ish  “ L a za rillo  d e  
T o n n e s ”— 1554. H e re  a g a in  w ere  r a s 
cals  o f  th e  b o ldest and  m o s t im p u d e n t 
s tr ip e , b u t no d am se ls  to  m atch  them .

Y et all o f  f if ty  y e a rs  b e fo re  e a rlie s t 
o f  th e se  w o rk s, a p o e t in F ra n c e , w ho 
w as h im se lf  n o t innocen t o f th ie v in g  o r  
o f  ro ttin g  in  p riso n , h ad  m ade  th e  firs t 
a u th e n tic  reco rd  of th e  picara. W e  
m u s t n o t  o v e rlo o k  th e  s lig h tly  e a r lie r  
ballads o f  R ob in  H o o d , w h o  m u s t be  
re g a rd e d  as  a  sem ih is to rica l p e rso n . I n  
th e se  o ld  songs o f  the p eop le , a p p e a rs  
o u r  f irs t la d y  ro g u e . M aid  M a ria n . B u t 
th e  c loud  o f  d o u b t envelops h e r . O n  
th e  o th e r  h an d , th e re  ca n  be no  q u es
tio n  o f  th e  su b w o rld  h e ro in es o f  M a s
te r  F ra n c o is  V illon .

O n e  o f  th e  m o st n o to rio u s  o f  th ese  
" m o lls '’ o f  V illo n ’s w as P e r re t te  M a n 
g e r. S he is m en tio n ed  in s tan zas  139 
a n d  172 o f  th e  “ G re a te r  T e s ta m e n t o f  
V illo n .” in th e  l in e s :

As Jehanne and P e m t t e  can attest.

A n d  a g a in :
If but he knew the ilia to throw
Of Perrette’s den I'd make him host.

F ro n t th e  ev idence in V illon  a n d  th e  
ch ro n ic le  o f  J o h n  o f  T ro y e s , re g is te r  
o f  th e  c ity  hall o f P a r is , a n  official 
h is to r ia n  o f  th e  tim es , it is c e r ta in  th a t  
sh e  w as th e  k e e p e r  o f  a  th ie v e s ’ h a n g 
o u t  an d  a  fen ce  to  boot. J o h n  re la te s  
th a t  th e re  w as a  p le n tifu l h a rv e s t  o f  
w h e a t in  1460, so th a t a  q u a r te r  sold

fo r tw e n ty - fo u r  P a r is ia n  sols— less th a n  
a  cen t a p o u n d — b u t th a t  w ine  w as e x 
tre m e ly  scarce. T h e  y e a r  w as a lso  n o te 
w o rth y  th ro u g h  th e  fa c t th a t  “ sev era l 
p o o r in d ig e n t w re tch es th a t  w ere  g u ilty  
o f  th iev in g , sacrilege , h o u se b re a k in g  
an d  o th e r  en o rm o u s c rim e s  w ere  m ade  
an  ex am p le  o f .” S om e w ere  w h ip p ed  
a t  th e  end o f  the  c a r t 's  ta il  a n d  o th e rs  
h an g ed . P e r re t te  su ffe red  a  w o rse  fa te .

S he  w as tr ie d  b e fo re  R o b e r t D es- 
to u tev illc . the  m ay o r o f  P a r is ,  fo r  sev 
e ra l ro b b e rie s , fo r  h a rb o r in g  a n d  c o n 
cea ling  n o to rio u s  th iev es  a n d  h o u se 
b re a k e rs , an d  fo r  h a v in g  so ld  a n d  d is
posed  o f  th e  goo d s th e y  sto le . B e in g  
fo u n d  g u ilty , she w as  sen tenced  to  be 
b u rn e d  alive. A n  ap p ea l w as ta k e n  to  
th e  C o u rt o f  P a r l ia m e n t a n d , P e r re t te  
b e in g  n o t w ith o u t in fluence a n d  fr ie n d s , 
sh e  g o t a  s tay  o f  e x e cu tio n , b u t  h e r  
sen tence  w as  soon  co n firm ed  a n d  she 
w as w ith o u t fu r th e r  d e lay  p u t to  h e r  
d re a d fu l d e a th  by H e n ry  C o u sin , th e  
fam o u s h a n g m a n  o f  P a r is .

I t  is a lm o st a  h u n d re d  a n d  f if ty  y e a rs  
la te r  w e com e upon  th e  ty p e  in  E n g 
la n d  in  th e  p e rso n  o f  M a ry  F r i th ,  
k n o w n  as  “ M oll C u tp u rs e .” S h e  d re sse d  
as a  m an  a n d  “ w as th e  firs t w om an  to  
sm o k e ,” so se ttin g  th e  fa sh io n  fo r  m o d 
e rn  g en tlew o m en . S h e  to ld  fo r tu n e s , 
w as a  fence, a n d  w as c e leb ra ted  in  p lay s 
a n d  ba llads. S he  h a d  h a rd ly  passed  to  
h e r  re w a rd  w h e n  B r i ta n n ic a  H o lla n d  
succeeded  h e r  a s  a  q u e e n  o f  ro a d  ag e n ts  
a n d  rebels. D o ro th ie  P h illip s , E lizab e th  
C aldw ell, a n d  M a rc y  C lay fo llow  in 
ra p id  o rd e r . M a ry  M a u n d e r , in  th e  
m id d le  o f  th e  se v e n te e n th  c e n tu ry , 
p a sse d  h e rse lf  o ff  a s  a  G e rm a n  p rin cess , 
c h e a ted  tra d e sm e n , g u lled  m en  o f  p ro m 
inence  an d  w o u n d  u p  in  N ew g a te . H e r  
fa th e r  w as a  C a n te rb u ry  fidd ler. A  
c o n te m p o ra ry  o f  th is  fo rg e r  a n d  im 
p o s to r  in  sk ir ts  w as M iss  E le a n o r  C h a d 
wick, a  forerunner of the n o ta b le  C assie  
of o u r  o w n  d ay , o f  whom more a g a in . 
M a d a m  E le a n o r  of the tribe g a in e d  
n o to rie ty  an d  a  te rm  by fleecing g e n tle 
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m e n  a n d  a c tin g  as a  lu re  fo r  m ale  
sw in d le rs .

B u t th e  E n g lish  w om an  ro g u e  h a rd ly  
e m e rg e s  a s  a  la rg e  f ig u re  u n ti l  th e  
d a w n  o f  th e  e ig h te e n th  c e n tu ry  w hen  
D e fo e , in  “ M oll F la n d e r s ” a n d  “ R o x 
a n a ” d eveloped  th e  ty p e  in  fiction , 
w h e n  R ic h a rd so n , F ie ld in g  a n d  S m o l
le t t  c a rr ie d  on  th e  w o rk , a n d  w h en  th e  
lives o f  rea l w o m en  ra sc a ls  b e g an  to  
a p p e a r  in  n u m e ro u s  h is to r ie s , p a m p h 
le ts , c o n fe ss io n s  a n d  the  like.

H e re  w e com e upon  B a rb a ra  S pencer, 
th e  f irs t w o m an  c o u n te r fe i te r  o f  w hom  
th e re  a re  c lea r d e ta ils . T h e  lady  w as 
in d ic ted  a t  th e  O ld  B ailey  in  1721 w ith  
A lice  H a ll a n d  E liz a b e th  B ray . T h e  
c h a rg e  w as h ig h  tre a so n  in  the  second  
d e g re e  in  th e  fa ls ify in g  o f  th e  k in g ’s 
c u rre n c y . T h e  H a ll an d  B ra y  w o m en  
w ere  re lea sed  as  h a v in g  been  “ on ly  th e  
a g e n ts ” of B a rb a ra  S p en cer, b u t  th e  
ch ie f had  to  face th e  ju ry .

I t  w as d iscovered  th a t  she  h ad  been  
b o rn  a b o u t th ir ty -f iv e  y e a rs  e a r lie r  in  
S t. G iles, o u ts id e  C rip p leg a te . S h e  h ad  
been  a  w ild  a n d  d iso b ed ien t d a u g h te r , 
h a d  ru n  aw ay  fro m  hom e a n d  h ad  c o n 
ceived  a  passion  fo r  a tte n d in g  th e  h a n g 
ings a t  T y b u rn , n o t fa r  f ro m  h e r hom e. 
A t  o n e  o f  th e se  fetes macabre, p ray  
no te , she  m et a  g a n g  o f  co in ers , fo r  
c r im in a ls  a lw ays a tte n d e d  th e  h an g in g s , 
a n d  p ick p o ck e ts  d id  a  th r iv in g  t ra d e  on  
such  c ro w d e d  a n d  ex c itin g  occasions. 
T h e  co in ers  to o k  th e 'y o u th f u l  B a rb a ra  
to  a  h o u se  in  S t. G iles P o u n d , w h e re  
she w as tra in e d  in  th e  a r t  o f  p u ttin g  
d o w n  fa lse  c u rre n c y . S he  p rac ticed  
th is  a r t  fo r  a  n u m b e r  o f y ea rs  u n d e r  th e  
g u id an ce  o f  h e r  m a ste rs , un til she  w as 
cau g h t, fined a n d  im prisoned .

H e r  te rm  in  quod , a s  is a lw ay s  th e  
case , m ad e  h er w orse . S h e  em e rg e d  a  
h a rd e n e d  w re tch  an d  s ta r te d  in  to  do  
h e r  ow n  c o u n te rfe itin g , u sin g  v a rio u s  
y o u n g e r  w om en  to  d ispose  o f  h e r  b ad  
co ins. A m o n g  these  w ere  E liz a b e th  
B ra y  a n d  A lice  H a ll, a lre a d y  m en tio n ed . 
A p p a re n tly , th e y  w e re  c a u g h t a n d

tu rn e d  k in g ’s ev idence, w h ich  ex p la in s  
th e ir  easy  d ism issa l. B u t th e  f la g ra n t 
B a rb a ra  w as  fo u n d  g u ilty , se n ten ced  to  
b e  s tra n g le d  an d  b u rn e d  a t  th e  s take. 
T h is  shock ing  sen ten ce  w as c a rr ie d  o u t 
on  J u ly  5, 1721, u n d e r  th e  e lm s a t  T y 
b u rn , w h ere  the  v ic tim  h ad  w a tc h e d  
m en  b e in g  h an g ed  in  h e r  g ir lh o o d .

T h e  days o f G eo rge  I I I  b r in g  to  lig h t 
a  w o m an  sw in d le r  o f  a  p e rs is te n t  a n d  
hence m o d ern  ty p e  in th e  p e rso n  o f  
M rs . E liz a b e th  H a r r io t t  G reev e . T h e  
good M e ssrs . K n ap p  a n d  B a ld w in  w h o  
h av e  p re se rv e d  the  fa c ts  ab o u t th is  live ly  
picara in  th e ir  es tim ab le  N e w g a te  C a l
en d a r, seem  to  have been  u n ab le  to  d is 
co v er th e  o rig in  of th e  g irl, b u t she  w as 
doub tless  o f  som e ed u c a tio n  a n d  p e r 
haps even o f  decen t fam ily .

H e r  gam e w as o ne  a g a in s t w h ich  th e  
b ig  A m e ric a n  n ew sp ap e rs  h av e  been  
fig h tin g  w ith  m o re  o r less success fo r  
y e a rs . S he  a d v e rtised  fo r  p a r tn e rs  w ith  
m o n ey  to  in v es t and  p re te n d e d  to  be 
able to  p u t p e rso n s  w ith  a little  c a p ita l 
in to  to u ch  w ith  o p p o rtu n itie s . T h e n  as 
now , ev iden tly , poo r fe llow s w ho h ad  
sc rap ed  to g e th e r  som e m ise rab le  little  
h o a rd  by  d in t o f  p r iv a tio n s  a n d  den ials , 
d re a m e d  o f  be ing  ab le  to  buy  in te re s ts  
in  p ro fita b le  b u sin esses  o r  f a t  c le rk sh ip s  
in  re tu rn  fo r  th e ir  poo r cap ita l— a n d  
th e re  w ere  p len ty  o f  sw in d le rs  to  fo s 
te r  the  fa tu o u s  n o tio n  an d  re lieve  th em  
o f  th e ir  little .

T h e  b lithe  M rs, G reeve  a d d ed  a  n o te  
o f  sp len d o r to  th is  e v e r - f re s h  dece it by 
p re te n d in g  h igh  connections. O n e  o f  
h e r  dupes w as to ld  th a t  she  w as firs t 
co u sin  to  L o rd  N o rth , the  sam e g e n tle 
m a n  w ho d id n 't  m an ag e  th e  A m e ric a n  
R e v o lu tio n  so w ell. A n o th e r  g u d g e o n  
h a d  th e  so lem n assu ra n c e  th a t sh e  w as 
a  second  cousin  to  th e  D u k e  o f G ra f to n . 
L a d y  F itz ro y  and  L o rd  G u ild fo rd  w ere  
o th e r  noble connec tions w hose  p a t r o n 
ag e  sh e  b oasted .

F o r  sev era l y ea rs  M rs . G reeve  c a r 
r ie d  o n  a  lu c ra tiv e  b u sin ess  in  th is  k in d  
o f  c h e a tin g  an d  lived  on  th e  fa t  o f  th e
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lan d , w ith  p le n ty  o f  m oney  a n d  fine ra i
m en t. S u ck e rs , th e n  as now , sh ra n k  
fro m  revealing- th e ir  ab asem en t a n d  c o n 
fe ss in g  w h a t foo ls th e \r h ad  been. B u t 
e v e ry th in g  has an  end. a n d  som e th in g s  
have sad  ones.

O n  N o v e m b e r 3. 1773. M rs . G reeve 
w as  b ro u g h t to  th e  b a r o f th e  public  
office in  B ow  S tre e t  and  c h a rg e d  w ith  
sev e ra l h ig h  crim es. A t h e r  tr ia l v a r i
ous v ic tim s ap p ea red . W illiam  K idw ell, 
a  coach  c a rv e r , sa id  she h ad  done h im  
o u t o f th ir ty - s ix  pounds o r  a b o u t one 
h u n d re d  an d  seven ty -five  d o lla rs . T h e  
c o ach -carv in g  business  h ad  been  in  th e  
d o ld ru m s , he  testified , an d  he h a d  ac
co rd in g ly  a d v e rtise d  fo r  a  c le rk sh ip , o f 
fe r in g  to  p a y  o v e r h is sm all sav ings. 
T h e  accused  lady  h ad  an sw e re d , in tro 
ducing  h e rse lf  as “ th e  H o n o ra b le  E liz a 
b e th  H a r r io t t  G reev e .” K id w e ll h ad  
be lieved  h e r  w h en  she sa id  she w ou ld  
g e t h im  a c le rk sh ip  in th e  .V ictualing  
Office a n d  h an d ed  o v er h is  sav ings. 
T h e y  seem  a b su rd ly  sm all to  th e  m o d 
e rn  eye, b u t th ir ty - s ix  p o u n d s  w ou ld  
buy  a  good  dea l in  th a t day. T h a t  w as 
th e  la s t seen  o f the  h o n o rab le  lad y  by 
th e  coach  c a rv e r  till he c o n fro n te d  h e r  
a t  B ow  S tre e t.

V a rio u s  o th e r  ladies an d  g en tlem en  
a p p e a re d  and  to ld  o f little  tra n sa c tio n s  
in  w hich  M rs . G reeve, p o s in g  as a  lady  
o f  h ig h  d eg ree , h ad  s trip p ed  th em  of 
sum s v a ry in g  fro m  fifty  to  th re e  h u n 
d re d  p o u n d s. F in a lly , M rs . G re e v e ’s 
a s s is ta n t, a  fe llow  w ho w o re  the  fitting  
nam e o f F ra n c is  C rook , tu rn e d  a g a in s t 
h e r  a n d  she w as qu ick ly  fo u n d  g u ilty  
and  sen tenced  to  V irg in ia . I t  w as th en  
d isco v ered  th a t she h ad  been sen t to  th e  
co lony  o n ly  tw o  y ea rs  b e fo re , so th e  
te rm  o f h e r ex ile  w as len g th en ed .

T h e re  is no  fu r th e r  m e n tio n  o f h e r  
in  th e  c o u rts  an d  h er h is to ria n s  com 
m en t th a t  she, no  d o u b t, rem a in ed  p e r
m a n e n tly  in  A m erica . P a s t  all d o u b t, 

0 she m a rrie d , b ecam e re sp e c ta b le  a n d  
*  he lped  to  fo u n d  o ne  o f  th o se  f irs t  fam i- 
F lies o f  w h ich  w e h e a r  so m uch .

T h e  end  o f  th e  e ig h te e n th  c e n tu ry  
b rin g s  us to  th e  c e le b ra ted  case  o f  a  
p re tty  an d  c h a rm in g  D o ro th y  C ole, a  
m oll o f  th e  t ru e  type , th e  sw e e th e a r t 
a n d  co lla b o ra to r  o f  a n o to r io u s  sw in 
d ler. D o ro th y  w as th e  d a u g h te r  o f  a 
g e n e ra lly  k n o w n  w o m an  w ho w as la n d 
la d y  o f  th e  M a g p ie  In n  on  H o u n s lo w  
H e a th . T h e re  she chanced  to  m eet E d 
w ard  W illiam  R o b e rts , a g if te d  y o u n g  
la w y e r w ho w as cu rsed  w ith  good looks, 
a  g lib  to n g u e  and  ex ce llen t a d d re ss . 
R o b e r ts  u tte re d  th e  u su a l “com e live 
w ith  m e an d  be m y love ,” an d  D o ro th y  
fo llow ed . T h e y  e s ta b lish e d  them se lves 
in  h an d so m e  lodg ings o r  in  fine ho u ses 
a n d  p ro ceeded  to  tr im  tra d e sm e n  r ig h t 
a n d  left, f ittin g  th e ir  ho u ses w ith  th e  
m o s t ex p en siv e  goods on  c re d it , on ly  to  
sell o ff th e  fu rn ish in g s  a s  q u ick ly  as 
possib le  a n d  decam p to  a n o th e r  p a r t  o f  
L o n d o n  o r  th e  p rov inces.

D o ro th y , m ean tim e , h a d  w ritte n  a  
novel w hich , fro m  th e  sty le , seem s to  
h av e  been  libera lly  ed ite d  by R o b e rts . 
S h e  w as soon p o p u la r  w ith  th e  k in d  o f 
h ig h -b o rn  l i te ra ry  a m a te u rs  w h o  like  to  
p a tro n iz e  th e  y o u n g  a u th o rs  o f  f la tte r 
in g  an d  ino ffensive  fiction . L a d y  H a g -  
g e rs to n  a n d  L a d y  L o u isa  M a n n e rs  
called  on h e r  and  su p p lied  h e r  w ith  
m o n ey  and  re c o m m en d a tio n s . A  sec
ond  novel w as p ro je c te d , to  be  called  
“ T h e  M y ste rio u s  M o th e r .” T h e  nob le  
lad ies le n t th e ir  nam es to  th e  v e n tu re  as 
su b sc rib e rs , a n d  p re t ty  D o ro th y  w en t 
ab o u t f ro m  one g re a t h o u se  to  a n o th e r , 
co llec ting  su b sc rip tio n s  a n d  p a tro n a g e  
in  cash . W ith  the  n am es o f  so  m an y  
m agn ificos on th e  d ed ica tio n  pag e  of 
h e r  dum m y, she w as ab le  to  p ro c u re  
a n  a s to n ish in g  n u m b e r o f c a sh  advance  
su b sc rip tio n s  to  a book th a t  h a d  n o t 
been  a n d  n ev e r w as to  be w ritte n .

S u ch  little  tr ic k s  a n d  g am es c o n 
tin u e d  fo r  m an y  y ea rs , u n til  1810, w hen  
tw o  ch ea ted  tra d e sm e n  w en t to  c o u rt 
a n d  h a d  D o ro th y  C ole, R o b e r ts  an d  a 
lie u te n a n t nam ed  B ro w n  in d ic ted . 
D o ro th y  d ied  w hile th e  p ro ceed in g s
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w ere p en d in g , b u t the  tw o m en  w ere  
sen tenced  to  a  y e a r ’s im p riso n m e n t an d  
th e  p illo ry . T h e  la t te r  sen ten ce  w as 
c a rr ie d  o u t a t  C h a rin g  C ross , n o w  in 
th e  h e a r t o f  L o n d o n , in  Ju ly , 1810. T h e  
m ob  pelted  the  u n fo r tu n a te  m en  w ith  
ro tte n  eggs “a n d  all m a n n e r o f filth  th a t 
cou ld  he sudden ly  collected  un til th ey  
bore  little  resem b lance  to  h u m a n  be
ings an d  w ere  taken  out h a lf  su ffo 
c a te d .”

All these  w ere  ce leb ra ted  bad  w om en 
in th e ir  d ay , elsew ise  the  reco rd s  wrould  
n o t be so fu ll o f  them  o r th e ir  m em ory  
still g reen  a t  th is  d istance. Y e t they' 
a re  in every  sense m in o r lu m in aries  in  
c o n tra s t w ith  a  little  Nforth o f  I re la n d  
g irl w ho  passed  f ro m  th is  life  in th e  
sp r in g  of 1740. H e r  nam e w as M a ry  
Y o u n g  an d  she  ivas bo rn  no t f a r  fro m  
B e lfa s t a b o u t 1710. the da te  b e in g  u n 
c e rta in . H e r  fam ily  nam e she  d id  n o t 
ce leb ra te  an d  it is only by chance  th a t 
it su rv ives, b u t th e  title  by  w hich  she 
w as know n  to  th e  subw orld  o f h e r  day 
becam e one o f the  m ost fam o u s o f all 
c rim in a l a p p e lla tio n s— “Jenny ' D ic e r ."

I t  is p e rh a p s  not n ecessary  to  e x 
p la in  to  re a d e rs  th a t a “ d iv e r"  is a 
p ickpocket and  th a t th is w as th e  can t 
te rm  fo r  the  lo ng -fingered  g e n try  o f  
bo th  sexes fo r  c e n tu rie s  b e fo re  ou r 
m ore  m o d ern  w ord , “d ip ,"  cam e in to  
c ircu la tion . T h e  te rm  w as in  use  long  
b e fo re  th e  b ir th  o f M a r y  Y o u n g  and  
long  a f te r  h e r  d ea th . In d e e d , in  h e r  
d ay  an y  m ale p u rse  lif te r  m ig h t be 
called  Ja c k  D iv e r and  any  fem ale  Je n n y  
o f  th e  sam e b rood . B u t M a ry  Y o u n g  
m a d e  th e  te rm  endu re . S he w as the  
m o st re m a rk a b le  of all th e  d iv e rs , an d  
m u ch  th a t  is still in  the  p rac tice  of d ip s  
d e riv es  from  her.

T h e  p a re n ts  o f  M a ry  Y o u n g , w ho 
w ere  p o o r an d  u n k n o w n , d ied  w hile  she 
w as a n  in fa n t, so she had no  reco llec
tio n  o f  th em . S h e  w as a ch a rity  child  
u n til a t  th e  age  o f  ten  she w as ta k e n  
in to  th e  fam ily  o f  an  aged  lady . In  the  
house o f h e r  m is tre ss , w here  she ra n k ed

as a  s u p e r io r  se rv an t, she w as ta u g h t 
read in g , w ritin g , m a n n e rs  a n d  n eed le 
w ork . T h u s  she w as e x tra o rd in a r i ly  
accom plished  f o r  h e r  c lass  a n d  tim e 
a n d  p leasan t to  look  upon , besides. 
T h e se  c ircu m stan ces  led to  th e  g ir l ’s 
f irs t a d v e n tu re .

T h e  se rv a n t o f  a  g e n tle m a n  o n  an  a d 
jo in in g  e s ta te  m ade  love to  M a ry  Y o u n g  
b e fo re  she w as s ix te e n  y ea rs  old an d  
p e rsu a d e d  h e r  to  elope w ith  h im  to  E n g 
land. S h e  h ad  long  y e a rn e d  to  go to  
L o ndon  to  m ake  h e r  fo r tu n e  an d  needed  
little  p e rsu a d in g . S om e even say th a t  
i t  w as she w ho  p ro p o sed  th e  fligh t to  
E n g la n d  a f te r  h e r  m is tre s s  h ad  f o r 
b id d en  m a rr ia g e  w ith  the  w ooer. B e  
th a t as  it m ay , th e  v a r le t sto le  e igh ty  
g u in eas an d  a gold w atch , to o k  M a ry  
ab o a rd  a  boat, a n d  p ro ceed ed  to  L iv e r 
pool. T h e re  th e  g ir l w'as ta k e n  ill and  
th e  f a r th e r  jo u rn e y  h ad  to  be delayed , a 
c ircu m stan ce  w hich led to  th e  a r r e s t  o f  
th e  y o u n g  m an. H e  ad m itte d  h is g u ilt, 
e x o n e ra te d  M a ry  Y o u n g  a n d  w e n t back 
to  face th e  c o u rt. H e  w as fo u n d  g u ilty  
an d  co ndem ned  to d e a th , w hich  sen tence  
w as la te r  so fte n e d  to  tra n sp o rta tio n .

M e a n tim e . M ary  Y o u n g  h ad  a rr iv e d  
in  L o n d o n , a ided  o n  h e r  w ay  w ith  p a r t  
o f  th e  sto len  m oney . S he  lodged  in  
th e  house o f  a  c o u n try w o m a n  n am ed  
A nne  M u rp h y  in L o n g  A cre , an d  tr ie d  
to  m ake  a  liv ing  by h e r  need le , a t w h ich  
she  fa iled . T h e  M u rp h y  w om an  p ro 
posed  to  in tro d u ce  th e  g ir l to  a n  easie r 
an d  su re r  m e th o d  of e a rn in g  m o n ey  an d , 
hav in g  f irs t vow ed M a n - to  fidelity , she 
to o k  h e r  to  a “c lu b ” in  S t. G iles, th e  
fa v o rite  h a u n t o f  rasca ls  in th o se  days, 
and  in tro d u c e d  h e r  to  d iv e rs  o f  h igh  
a n d  low  degree . M a ry  w as ta k e n  in  
h an d , ta u g h t th e  a r t  o f  r if lin g  pockets 
an d  p u rse s , and  tu rn e d  loose u p o n  th e  
tow n  o f  L o n d o n . S he  h a d  becom e 
Je n n y  D iv er.

O n e  o f h e r  f irs t e x p lo its  w as typ ical. 
S he  m in g led  w ith  a c ro w d  b e fo re  a  
ch u rch  w h ere  a  p o p u la r  m in is te r  w as to  
p reach , an d  see ing  a b r illia n tly  d ressed
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y o u n g  g e n tle m a n  a lig h tin g , she edged  
n e a r an d  beheld  a d iam o n d  r in g  on h is 
finger. Im m e d ia te ly  she p re te n d e d  to  
be in d is tre ss  and  the g a llan t helped  her 
to  ho ld  h e r fo o ting . S he c lung  to  h im  
an d  a d ro itly  slipped  the  r in g  f ro m  h is 
finger w ith o u t ro u s in g  h is susp ic ion . H e  
fo rced  his w ay  to  the en tra n c e , fo u n d  
th a t  th e re  w as no room  f o r  him  an d  
s ta r te d  to  leave w hen  he d iscovered  h is  
loss. l i e  suspec ted  the w om an  he h ad  
he lped , b u t she w as th e n  a lre a d y  ou t 
o f  re ach  and  th e  r in g  on its w ay  to  a 
fence  in th e  h an d s  o f a c o n fe d e ra te .

S he seem s to  have h ad  a love fo r  
tr im m in g  the  re lig io u s, fo r  w e n e x t find 
h e r  w ith  a p a ir  o f  a rtif ic ia l a rm s  an d  
h a n d s , w h ich  show ed  fro m  u n d e r  h e r  
v o lu m in o u s  cape, leav ing  h e r  n a tu ra l 
m em b ers  free  to  o p era te . W ith  one o f 
h e r  g a n g  a c tin g  as  fo o tm a n  a n d  th e  
o th e r  p reced in g  h e r  to  p ro c u re  a  seat 
am o n g  th e  g e n try  in  th e  co n g reg a tio n , 
she p ro c e e d e d  to  a  w ea lth y  ch u rch  in  a 
sedan  ch a ir, fo u n d  a p lace b e tw een  tw o  
rich  old w om en an d  fo lded  h e r  a rtific ia l 
h an d s , w h ich  w ere  g loved, d e v o u tly  in 
h e r  lap . S o  placed, she qu ick ly  re lieved  
each o f  th e  e ld e rly  g en tlew o m en  o f a  
go ld  w a tch  an d  passed  h e r  loo t to  a 
th ird  c o n fe d e ra te , w ho sa t in  th e  n e x t 
pew . O n e  o f  th e  robbed  lad ies  su s
pec ted  the  w om an w ho had  sat beside 
h e r , b u t the  o th e r  sa id  she cou ld  sw ear 
th e  su sp ec t's  hands h ad  n e v e r been o u t 
o f  h e r  lap. Je n n y , o f  cou rse , w as n o t 
p re se n t w hen  th is  colloquy to o k  place.

In s te a d , she h ad  gone to  th e  h a n g 
o u t, c h a n g e d  h e r  d re ss  an d  re p a ire d  
to  a n o th e r  fash io n ab le  ch u rch , w h ere  
she s tr ip p ed  a la rg e , apop lec tic  an d  d o z 
in g  g e n tle m a n  o f h is w a tch  w hile the  
p re a c h e r w as la m b a s tin g  the  dev il w ith  
choice violence.

A  few  such  ex p lo its  m ade  th is  you n g  
an d  a ttra c tiv e  w o m an  th e  ac tive  head  
o f  h e r  g an g . H e r  fac ility  fo r  in v e n t
in g  v a ria n ts  o f h e r  trick , h e r  in n o c e n t
lo o k in g  face , h e r  ab ility  to  a c t th e  lady, 
a n d  h e r  e d u ca tio n a l a d v a n ta g e s  a ll m ad e

h e r  a  n a tu ra l  q u een  o v e r  the  u n d e rw o rld  
ab o u t h e r.

O n e  o f  th e  n e x t ex p lo its  o f th e  
w om an  m a rk  h e r  as  th e  o r ig in a to r  of a  
d o d g e  th a t  is still som etim es u sed  by 
p ickpocke ts  a n d  w as m ade  fam o u s fif
teen  o r  tw e n ty  y ea rs  ago  by th e  n o to r i
ous F a in tin g  B e rth a , w ho  h a u n te d  the  
ra ilro a d  tra in s  o f  th is c o u n try  an d  
s trip p ed  sy m p a th e tic  m en w ho  leaned  
over h e r  a f te r  she h ad  fa llen  in a  s im u 
la ted  fa in t. I t  m ay  be th e  dodge w as 
k n o w n  b e fo re  Je n n y  D iv e r ’s day . I f  so 
I  can  find no reco rd  o f  it.

O n  a  d ay  w hen th e  k in g  w as g o ing  to  
th e  H o u se  o f  L o rd s , J e n n y  re p a ire d  to  
th e  reg io n  o f S t. J a m e s  P a r k  w ith  h e r  
“ fo o tm a n ” a n d  m in g led  w ith  th e  c ro w d  
be tw een  th e  P a rk  a n d  S p r in g  G ard en s . 
W h e n  she fo u n d  h e rse lf  a m o n g  a g ro u p  
o f  expensive ly  d ressed  m en  and  w om en  
she slipped  dow n, p re te n d in g  to  fa in t. 
M a n y  im m ed ia te ly  ru sh e d  to w a rd  h e r  
a n d  tr ie d  to  a s s is t  h e r  to  h e r  feet. S he , 
h o w ev er, reco v ered  suffic ien tly  to  say  
th a t she  w as in  g re a t p a in  a n d  w ished  
to  re m a in  ly ing  fo r  a few  m in u te s . 
O th e rs  c ro w d e d  abou t h e r  o u t o f  sy m 
p a th y , o ffe rin g  a id  an d  adv ice . M e a n 
tim e, w hile th e  c ru sh  of c u rio u s  gu lls  
increased , she h ad  th e  sa tis fa c tio n  of 
w a tch in g  h e r  fo o tm an  a n d  a n o th e r  ac
com plice go th ro u g h  th e  c ro w d  w ith  e x 
cellen t re su lts . T w o  d iam o n d  g ird le  
buckles, a  gold w atch , a go ld  sn u ffb o x  
a n d  tw o  p u rse s  w ere  ta k e n . T h e re  w as 
th e  eq u iv a len t o f tw o  h u n d re d  d o lla rs  
in  cash  an d  m uch  m ore  in  jew e lry .

A  little  la te r , J e n n y  D iv e r w o rk e d  th e  
fa in tin g  tr ic k  in  an  a lte re d  fo rm . G oing  
w ith  h e r  fo o tm an  to  B u r r  S tre e t, W a p -  
p in g , she  ag a in  p re te n d e d  to  fa in t in  
th e  s tre e t b e fo re  a  fine house. H e r  
fo o tm a n  accom plice ra n  to  th e  d o o r an d  
asked  w h e th e r  h is m is tre s s , w ho w as 
in  g re a t  d is tre ss , m ig h t n o t be b ro u g h t 
in to  th e  h o u se  an d  p e rm itte d  to  re s t  fo r  
a  tim e  u n til sh e  co u ld  re c o v e r. S u c h  
re q u e s ts  w ere  n o t r e fu s e d  b y  decen t 
p eop le  in  th o se  d ay s, a n d  J e n n y  D iv e r
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w as c a rr ie d  in to  the d raw in g -ro o m . 
W h ile  th e  m is tre s s  o f th e  h o u se  a n d  
h e r  m aid  ra n  fo r  m ed icam en ts, J e n n y  
opened  a  d ra w e r  a n d  sto le  s ix ty  g u in eas . 
W h ile  th e  g e n e ro u s  w om an  w as ho ld ing  

* the sm elling  sa lts  to  h e r  n o s tr ils , J e n n y  
p re ten d ed  to  w rith e  in  an g u ish  an d  
picked h e r  b e n e fa c to r’s p o ck e t o f a 
sm all sum . A n d  th e  fo o tm an , h a v in g  
been o rd e re d  to  the  k itchen , sto le  th e  
s ilv e r o f  th e  e s ta b lish m e n t— th a t  is, “ as  
m uch  as  h e  could  sec re te  a n d  b e a r  
a w a y .”

N ow  Je n n y  rev ived  fro m  h e r afflic
tion , th a n k e d  th e  go o d  w om an , th e  w ife  
o f a  rich  m e rc h a n t, in  th e  m o st co u rtly  
w ay, begged th e  lady  to  call u p o n  h er at 
a fic titious a d d re ss  and  bow ed h e r  w ay  
ou t, being  d riv en  o ff in  a hackney  coach , 
w h ich  th e  fo o tm an  had been se n t to  
sum m on.

It w as now  co n sid e red  adv isab le  to  
q u it L o n d o n  fo r a tim e an d  “ w o rk ” the  
c o u n ty  fa irs  in  the  p rov inces. A t one 
o f  these  she lu red  to h e r  ro o m s th e  
se rv a n t o f a c o u n try  m erch an t w ho h ad  
been  sen t to  an  inn w ith  a la rg e  am o u n t 
o f cash , u n d e r th e  p re ten se  th a t  his 
m a s te r  w ished  h im  to  a w a it h is  com ing  
there . T h e  p o o r yokel w as fla tte red , 
got to  d rin k , an d  w as soon re n d e red  
d ru n k . W h e n  he a w o k e  he w as w ith 
o u t h is em p lo y e rs ' cash , an d  Je n n y  
D iver w as e lsew here .

W h e n  she re tu rn e d  to L ondon , Je n n y  
D iv er dec ided  to  change  h e r  base o f op 
e ra tio n s  a n d  devote  her a tte n tio n  to  the 
fa sh io n ab le  c ro w d s  in an d  a b o u t the  
th e a te rs . A cco rd in g ly , she h ire d  lo d g 
ings n e a r  C o v en t G a rd en , d re ssed  h e r 
se lf  w ith  g re a t m agn ificence an d  a t 
ten d ed  m an y  im p o rta n t p e rfo rm a n c e s  a t 
w hich th e  r ic h  a n d  the  care less  w ere 
c e rta in  to  be p resen t. S he  d id  a  th r iv 
in g  b u sin ess  th ro u g h o u t a  season.

A b o u t th is  tim e she fo rc e d  u p o n  the 
m em b ers  o f  h e r  g a n g  a  po licy  w h ich  
m a rk s  h e r  as an  in te llig en t le a d e r o f  
rascals, f a r  above the  m en ta lity  o f  the 
usual p ickpocket. S he decreed  th a t one

te n th  o f  all the  m oney a n d  the  p ro ceed s 
o f  o th e r  loo t p ro c u re d  by h e r  o r  th e  
o th e r  m em b ers  o f  th e  g an g  sh o u ld  be se t 
a s id e  in  a p e rm a n e n t fu n d , w h ich  w as 
n o t to  be to u ch ed  save in  cases o f  g re a t 
m is fo r tu n e . I t  w as to  be em ployed  fo r  
th e  benefit o f  m em b ers  of th e  g a n g  w ho 
becam e ill o r  o ld  and  u n ab le  to  “ w o rk ,” 
fo r  the  re lie f  o f  m em b ers  in  d ire  need, 
a n d  to  em p loy  law y ers  a n d  o th e rw ise  
a ss is t th e  b ro th e rs  a n d  s is te rs  w ho  
m ig h t r u n  a fo u l o f  th e  law . In  o th e r 
w o rd s, som e tw o  h u n d re d  y e a rs  ago , she 
a n tic ip a te d  o u r  m o d ern  u p p e r-c la ss  
c ro o k s  by  p ro v id in g  “ fall m o n ey ,” fo r  
la w y e rs , f ix e rs  and  a ll th e  b rood .

B u t a n o th e r  and  o v e rb o ld  jo b  o f  p ick 
ing  p o ck e ts  b ro u g h t th e  g ra n d  queen  
o f  the  d iv e rs  to  g rie f . S h e  w as locked  
up  in  N e w g a te  a n d  he ld  th e re  fo u r  
m o n th s  p en d in g  tr ia l . W h ile  in c a rc e r
a te d  she used  h e r  m o n ey  to  b u y  sto len  
goods fro m  others-— such  w ere  the  L o n 
don  p riso n s  o f  th e  tim e — a n d  d id  a 
th r iv in g  business  at d isposing . E v e n tu 
a lly  she w as conv ic ted  an d  sen ten ced  
to  tra n sp o rta tio n . W h e n  she w as p u t 
a b o a rd  th e  conv ic t sh ip  she c a r r ie d  w ith  
h e r  m oney, tru n k s  and  genera l m e rc h a n 
dise. "m o re  th a n  e n o u g h  to  load  a  la rg e  
w ag o n ."  S he  had th e  re sp e c t o f  all on 
b oard  an d , to  q u o te  the  N ew g a te  C a l
en d e r once m ore, “ O n  h e r  a rr iv a l in 
V irg in ia  she  d isposed  o f  h e r  goo d s and  
fo r  som e tim e  lived in  g re a t  sp len d o r 
a n d  e leg an ce .”

B u t life  in  a colony o f p io n eers  w as 
too  slow  an d  ted ious fo r a  g irl o f 
J e n n y ’s vo la tile  te m p e ra m e n t, a n d  she 
w as soon  y e a rn in g  fo r  th o se  fa ta l lig h ts  
o ’ L o n d o n  th a t  h ad  d ra w n  h e r  fro m  
h e r  I r i s h  sod  to  a  th ie f ’s d es tin y  and  
such  fu lg u ro u s  fa m e  a s  is h e rs  to  th is  
day . A cco rd in g ly , she m ade  eyes a t a 
p ro sp e ro u s  y o u n g  m an  w ho  w as ab o u t 
to  r e tu r n  to  E n g la n d , a n d  soon en sn a red  
h im , w ith  th e  re su lt th a t  he to o k  p a ss 
age fo r  h e r  and  so  conveyed  h e r  to  
G rav esen d . W h ile  th e  sh ip  lay  th e re , 
Je n n y  w ent th ro u g h  the  p u rse  and
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p o ck e ts  o f  h e r  lover a n d  b e n e fa c to r, 
to o k  w hat she  cou ld  u se  a n d  m ad e  a n  
e x cu se  o f  fee ling  ill an d  w ish in g  to  go  
ash o re . N a tu ra lly , th a t w as th e  la s t 
m e e tin g  o f  th e  fo n d  p a ir .

J e n n y  rem a in ed  in th e  p ro v in ces  fo r  
a  tim e, b u t b e fo re  th e  end  o f  a  y e a r  she  
w as back in  L o n d o n  an d  a t h e r  o ld  p ra c 
tices. S h e  h ad  p re fe re n c e  fo r  th e  
th e a te r , th e  R o y a l E x ch an g e , L o n d o n  
B rid g e  and  o th e r  popu lous reg io n s . A t  
la s t  she  w as a g a in  ca u g h t p ick in g  a  
m a n ’s p o ck e t a t  th e  B rid g e  a n d  called  
f o r  tr ia l . H e r  p rev io u s  co n v ic tio n  w as 
n o t c ite d  a g a in s t h e r  because o f  a n  o v e r
s ig h t o r  p o o r re c o rd  keep ing , a n d  she 
w as, acco rd in g ly , aga in  sen ten ced  to  be 
tra n s p o r te d . T h is  tim e  she w as in  
A m e ric a  even  m o re  b rie fly  th a n  befo re , 
r e tu rn in g  to  L o n d o n  a t  th e  e n d  o f  a 
y ear.

B u t so m e th in g  h ad  h a p p e n e d  to  
J e n n y ’s skill o r  to  th e  L o n d o n  peop le  
m ean tim e . S he  fo u n d  th e  g o in g  v e ry  
h a rd  an d  finally  w as c a u g h t in  a  bo ld , 
even d e sp e ra te , a tte m p t. A  m a le  c o n 
fe d e ra te  to o k  th e  h an d  o f  a  w om an  p e 
d e s tr ia n  to  a ss is t h e r  over som e p lanks 
on th e  s tre e t b e tw een  S h e rb o rn e  L a n e  
a n d  W a lb ro o k . H e  sq u eezed  th e  p o o r 
la d y ’s f in g rs  so h a rd  th a t  sh e  c r ie d  
o u t  in  pa in . J e n n y  D iv e r  se ized  th e  
m o m en t to  p ick  th e  w o m an ’s p o ck e t o f  
th e  a b su rd  su m  o f  th ir te e n  sh illings an d  
a  penny . B e fo re  she could  g e t aw ay  th e  
v ic tim  h a d  ca u g h t h e r  by th e  d re s s  a n d  
she w as m a s te re d  b y  a  crow d . T h e  n e x t 
d ay  J e n n y  w as ex a m in e d  b y  th e  lo rd  
m a y o r a n d  sen t back  to  N e w g a te  fo r  
tr ia l.

T h is  s tra n g e  crim in a l w o m an  w as 
tr ie d  a t  th e  O ld  B a iley  o n  th e  ch a rg e

o f  “p riv a te ly  s te a lin g ,”  fo u n d  g u ilty , 
c o n fro n te d  as a n  o ld  o ffe n d e r a n d  se n 
te n ced  to  d ea th . S h e  to o k  th e  w o rd  
o f  d oom  se re n e ly  a n d  soon  b eg an  to  
e x h ib it th e  signs o f  p ie ty  a n d  re g re t. 
S h e  w as v is ite d  by ch a p la in s  d a ily  a n d  
sp e n t a  g re a t  deal o f  tim e  a t h e r  d e 
votions.

T h e  d ay  b e fo re  th a t  se t fo r  h e r  e x e 
c u tio n , she  sen t fo r  a  w o m an  in  w hose  
c h a rg e  sh e  h ad  le f t  h e r  th re e -y e a r-o ld  
d a u g h te r . T o  th is  w o m an  a n d  th e  c h a p 
la in  she co n fided  th e  “ nam e o f  o ne  w h o  
w o u ld  p a y  f o r  th e  in fa n t’s s u p p o r t .” 
B e g g in g  th e  n u rs e  to  in s tru c t  th e  li t t le  
g ir l a n d  k eep  h e r  a f a r  f ro m  evil in flu 
ences, J e n n y  D iv e r co n fe sse d  h e r  g u il t  
a n d  th e  d e ta ils  o f h e r  life .

T h e  n e x t  m o rn in g  she  w as ta k e n  to  
T y b u rn  in  a  m o u rn in g  coach , a tte n d e d  
b y  a  c le rg y m an . B e fo re  th e  g ib b e t sh e  
sp e n t a  lo n g  tim e  in  p ra y e r , to ld  th e  
a ssem b led  c ro w d  o f  h e r  l if e  a n d  re p e n t
ance, e x h o rte d  all to  liv e  h o n estly , a n d  
called  fo r  th e  ro p e  a n d  cap. A  m in u te  
la te r  th e  d ro p  h ad  fa llen  a n d  J e n n y  
D iv e r w as o n  h e r  w ay  to  a n o th e r  s ta te . 
I t  w as th e  e ig h te e n th  o f  M a rc h , 1740. 
S h e  w as b u rie d  in  S t. P a n c ra s  C h u rc h 
y a rd  w h e re  h e r  h e a d s to n e  still s ta n d s .

P e rh a p s  th e  on ly  m o ra l to  b e  d ra w n  
fro m  th e  ca se  of th is  c e le b ra te d  a n d  
e x tra o rd in a ry  w o m an  ro g u e  h a s  to  d o  
w ith  th e  fu til i ty  o f sev e re  p u n ish m e n ts . 
T h o se  w ho  c ry  o u t fo r  s te rn  law s and. 
c ru e l tre a tm e n t as p re v e n tiv e s  o f  c r im e  
a re  asked  to  n o te  th a t  th e  c e r ta in ty  o f  
sw in g in g  a t  th e  end of a  ro p e  one fine 
d a y  d id  n o t d e te r  m en— n o r  even  th o s e  
o f th e  less bold  a n d  v io len t se x — fro m  
p e rs is tin g  in  such  p o o rly  p a id  c rim es  a s  
p u rse  d iv in g  a n d  riflin g  p ockets.



MORE THAN HE COULD CHEW
By John Baer

Author of “The Yeggs Meet the ‘Mike,’ ” etc.

ml l E Y  accused C h arley  X ey  of 
e v e ry th in g  u n d e r  th e  sun , bu t 
th ey  never said he w as incon 
s is ten t. H e  cou ld  be m ean , 

c ru e l, tr ick y , fiend ish , b u t th ro u g h  all 
o f  th e  ep isodes o f  h is hectic  if b rie f 
ca re e r  th e re  ra n  one q u a lity  w hich was 
c h a ra c te ris tic  o f  h im . P e rh a p s  the  best 
sing le  w ord  w ith  w hich  to  describe  it is 
noise. H is  frie n d s , a n d  enem ies, d is 
cu ss in g  h is ach iev em en ts ' f re q u en tly  
said , “ Y eh, th a t  so u n d s ju s t  like h im ,"  
th u s  p u tt in g  it m o re  a ccu ra te ly  th a n  
th e y  th o u g h t, fo r  th e re  w as indeed  
p len ty  o f  sound  to  th e  th in g s  he  did.

H e  a te  no isily , d ra n k  (noisily and  
ro a re d  w hen  h e  s p o k e ; he  d ressed  
lo u d ly ; a n d  h e  sn o red , m a k in g  a  rack e t 
even in  h is sleep. N o r w ere  h is c r im 
inal ex p lo its  d e fic ien t in th is  respect. 
H e  w as in  h is  e lem en t in  f re e -fo r-a ll 
b raw ls  fe a tu re d  by  scream s an d  shou ts 
a n d  c rack in g  h e a d s  and  c ra sh in g  c h a irs . 
G un  figh ts a m u se d  h im : th e  sud d en  
h a rk in g  o f  a u to m a tic s , th e  c la tte r  o f 
b ro k en  w indow s, th e  fr ig h te n e d  cries

o f p asse rs-b y  w ere m usic to  h is ea rs . 
B low ing  open  sa fe s  w as a  hobby  w ith  
him  ; he sco rned  th e  u se  o f  p illow s o r 
b lan k e ts  o r  o th e r  sou n d  d ead en e rs , and  
d id  b is  w o rk  in  h is  ow n  m ag n ificen t 
w ay. T w ice  lie w re c k e d  n o t o n ly  the  
safe  he  w as c rack in g , b u t a lso  th e  room  
in w hich  it stood, an d  on one o th e r  o c 
casion  he  rocked  th e  w hole block.

B u t loud  a s  his a c tio n s  w ere , h e  d id  
not p e rm it th em  to  sp eak  fo r  th e m 
selves. C h a rley  told the  w orld . H e  d id  
th in g s a n d  b ragged  a b o u t th em . S o m e 
tim es he  bragged ' f irs t an d  a b o u t m a t
te rs  w h ich  seem ed im possib le— a n d  th e n  
he w en t ah ead  and  d id  th a t  w h ich  
c o u ld n ’t  lie done. H e b ra g g e d  b e fo re , 
d u r in g  and  a f te r . I n  th e  end-, he
b ragged  h is head  off. W e  d o n ’t m ean  
th a t  a s  a  co lloqu ialism . W e  m ean  it l i t
erally .

T h e  c lim ax  w as g ra n d io se . C h a rle y  
b anged  o u t  o f  life  ev en  a s  he  had  
hanged  th ro u g h  it. W h e n  C h arley  
cashed  in th e y  had to  call n o t on ly  the  
cops h u t also  the fire  d e p a r tm e n t.
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B ig  w o rd s, th e s e ;  it w ou ld  a p p e a r as 

th o u g h  w e w ere  becom ing  a  b it no isy  
on  o u r  o w n  accoun t. W ell, th en , a f te r  
you  k n o w  the  w hole sto ry , com e back  
to  th is  beg in n in g  a n d  check  us up . W e  
d o n 't  th in k  y o u 'll find an  e x a g g e ra tio n . 
C h a rley  is th e  k ind  o f fe llow  w ho  m ak es  
good  o r b u sts , o r w ho  m akes good an d  
busts .

H e  w as m o re  com m only  k n o w n  as 
“ B osco C h a rle y ."  T h ey  had  called  h im  
“ B la b b e rm o u th "  un til o ne  d ay  he b ro k e  
a b o ttle  over th e  head  o f a n  o ld  fr ie n d  
w ho  ad d ressed  h im  by th is  n ick n am e 
d u rin g  a  casua l c o n v e rsa tio n . H e  a p 
p ro v ed  o f  B osco, o f  cou rse , fo r  he co n 
s id e red  h im se lf a  w o rth y  su ccesso r to  
th e  fam o u s ch ap  w ho a te  ’em  alive. 
L ik e  m ost m en  w ho ru n  w ild , C harley  
g o t aw ay  w ith  it fo r  a w hile. H e  finally  
d id  a k illing  so ra w  as to  m ake  h is  o th e r  
hom icides a p p e a r  tam e in co m p ariso n . 
H e  g o t a w a y  w ith  th a t, too , o r  so it 
seem ed.

W illy  R e ig e r  w as the  v ic tim , a lad  
o f  good  fam ily  w ho had  becom e m ix e d  
u p  w ith  a  bad c ro w d . In  m a n y  resp ec ts  
W illy  w as a likable fe llow , h u t he p o s
sessed  an  u n co n tro llab le  te m p e r, an d  
th is  led to  h is  undo ing .

T h e  tro u b le  began  in B en n y  P e p la w ’s 
ro o m , w hile C h a rle y  w as b u s tin g  a  c ra p  
gam e. W illy  w as a lm ost b ro k e  w hen  
he d iscovered  th a t  the  B osco boy h ad  
r u n g  in  a p a ir  o f loaded  dice.

T h e re  w as a h o t a rg u m e n t w hich  
ended  w hen  C h arley  s tru c k  W illy  w ith 
o u t w a rn in g  a n d  knocked  h im  clown. 
N o w  B osco h a d  it on th e  o th e r in  
w eigh t, re ach  a n d  he igh t, b u t W illy  
R e ig e r  w as n o t lack ing  in g u m p tio n , 
and  so w hen  he g o t up, he w aded  in to  
th e  m a n -e a te r. H e  gave  as good a s  h e  
go t, too , because  he  w as sp eed ie r an d  
c lev ere r. T o  g a in  th e  a d v a n ta g e , th e  
B osco  re so r te d  to  th e  sim ple ex p e d ie n t 
of fo u lin g . H e  b ro u g h t h is k n e e  up  
sh a rp ly  w hile  in  a  c linch , a n d  so sen t 
th e  R e ig e r  lad  re e lin g  back , d o u b led  u p  
in  pa in .

O n e  o f  th e  o th e r  p la y e rs  chose th is  
p a r t ic u la r  m o m en t to  o p e n  th e  d o o r an d  
look o u t to  see i f  th e  fight h a d  a t tra c te d  
th e  a tte n tio n  o f  the  o th e r  o ccu p an ts  o f 
th e  house. C h a rle y 's  n e x t  blow  sen t 
R e ig e r  th ro u g h  the open  doo r in to  th e  
hall, w here  he to p p led  to  th e  floor.

T h a t shou ld  have se ttle d  it. T h e  
figh t w as o v e r ;  W illy  R e ig e r  lay  still 
an d  did n o t even m oan . B u t it w as 
th e  B osco 's  n a tu re  to  p u t  a  th e a tr ic a l 
fin ish  to  h is w ork .

“A n d  n o w ,"  he g ro w led , " I ’m  g o in ’ 
to  p itch  th is  id io t o u ta  h e re .”

D e sp ite  th e  p ro te s ts  o f  th e  o th e rs , he 
p icked  u p  th e  unconsc ious R e ig e r  a n d  
h u r le d  h in t dow n  th e  s ta irs . T h e  v e r 
d ic t o f th e  ex a m in in g  p hysic ian  w as 
th a t  W illia m  R e ig e r  h ad  d ied  as  th e  re 
su lt o f  h av in g  his heck  b roken .

A u g ie  W e n tz  bea t it. g iv in g  th e  police 
n o  ch an ce  to  q u es tio n  h im . T h e  o th e r  
th re e  w itn esses  w ere  B osco  C h arley  
N ey , B e n n y  P ep law  a n d  G eorge B rock . 
P e p la w  to ld  the  s to ry  a n d  N ey  an d  
B ro ck  sw o re  to  it.

“ C h arley  N ey , B ro c k  a n d  W illy  
R e ig e r  cam e to  m y  ro o m  to  h a v e  a  c h a t 
w ith  m e ,” sa id  B en n y  P ep law . “ A f te r  
a  w hile , W illy  R e ig e r a n d  B ro c k  go t 
u p  to  go a n d  w hen th ey  w ere  in th e  hall, 
I  w en t to  th e  d o o r to  call so m eth in g  
a f te r  W illy . I  saw  th a t  W illy  R e ig e r  
w as ju s t  a t  th e  head  o f  th e  s ta irs , and  
I  sa id . ‘H ey , W illy , y o u 're  g o in g  to  th e  
dance in  O k a n e 's  h a ll to -m o rro w  n ig h t, 
a r e n 't  y o u ? ' A n d  W illy  tu rn e d  a n d  
said , su re  he w as go ing . A n d  th e n , 
b e fo re  he tu rn e d  a ro u n d  ag a in , he  to o k  
a  fo rw a rd  step  and  the  f irs t  th in g  you  
know  he w as ro llin g  dow n  th e  s ta irs , 
w ith  B rock  ru n n in g  a f te r  h im . C h a rley  
N ey  w as in  m y  ro o m  w hen  th is  h a p 
p ened , b u t he h e a rd  th e  no ise  a n d  cam e 
o u t a n d  th e  tw o o f  us ra n  d o w n  a n d  
th e n  B ro ck  said , ‘S o m eb o d y  b e tte r  g e t 
a  d o c to r ,’ so I  te lephoned , f o r  a n  a m b u 
lance, b u t w h en  th e  d o c to r  com e he sa id  
Willy had b ro k e  his neck and was d e a d .”

The examining physician, after the
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au to p sy , s ta ted  in  h is  re p o r t th a t th e re  
w ere  b ru ise s  on, W illiam  R e ig e r’s face  
a n d  body , b u t  th a t  they  cou ld  be e x 
p la in e d  by  th e  fa ll d o w n  th e  s ta irw ay .

T h u s  th e  case  h u n g  tw o  w eeks la te r  
w h en  N o rm a n  D ik e  b ecam e in v o lv ed  in  
it. D ik e  ex p la in ed  his in te re s t in  th e  
tra g e d y  to  th e  d is tr ic t  a t to rn e y  w hom  
he v is ited  in  o rd e r  to  e x c h a n g e  in fo r 
m al op in ions.

“ T h e  f a u lt ,” a d m itte d  D ike, “ is  as 
m u ch  m ine  as  a n y  o n e  e lse ’s. I  am  
W illy  R e ig e r’s h a lf  b ro th e r . W h e n  I  
w as ten  y e a rs  o ld , m y w idow ed, m o th e r 
m a rr ie d  aga in , b u t I  kep t th e  n am e of 
D ike  in  acco rd an ce  w ith  a w ish  e x 
p re ssed  in  m y  f a th e r ’s w ill.

“ I  w as a lw ay s fo n d  o f  W i l ly ; h e  w as 
a  g o o d  k id , a  p le a sa n t lad , a n d  in  m any  
re sp e c ts  a  likab le  y o u n g  m an . H e  w as 
h o t-h e a d e d  a n d  a t  tim e s  s tu b b o rn —  
u n d e rs ta n d  m e r ig h t— I ’m  n o t try in g  to  
p a in t h im  an  angel. W hat: I  am  re 
g re ttin g  is th a t  I  w as n o t m o re  p a tie n t 
w ith  h im . Y o u  see, a f te r  W illy ’s fa th e r  
d ied , it w as u p  to  m e to  r u n  the  fam ily . 
I  to o k  c a re  o f  th e  financial en d  o f  i t  
p re t ty  well— I am  th e  vice p re s id e n t o f  
a  co m p an y  m a n u fa c tu r in g  k itchen  u te n 
sils a n d  h av e  a  h ea lth y  incom e. B u t I 
fre q u e n tly  le t W illy ’s te m p e r rile  me. 
M o th e r  w a sn ’t  s tro n g  en o u g h  to  ho ld  
h im  an d  I  w as to o  q u ick -tem p ered  m y 
se lf to  re a so n  w ith  him . I  have  been  
a w a y  on  a  s ix -m o n th  t r ip  to . th e  M id d le  
W e s t, in te re s tin g  jo b b e rs  in  o u r line. 
D u r in g  th a t  tim e  W illy  w en t com ple te ly  
b ad , a n d  it seem s h e  d id n ’t  la s t lo n g  a t  
i t . B u t in  sp ite  o f  e v e ry th in g , h e  d e 
se rv e s  a  sq u a re  deal. I f  he  w as m u r 
d e re d ------- ”

T h e  d is tr ic t  a t to rn e y  h e ld  u p  a  h a n d . 
“ T h e  ev idence o f  ey ew itn esses  is to  the  
fa c t------- ”

“ Y es , yes, I  k n o w  th a t ,” in te r ru p te d  
D ike . “ I ’m  r e f e r r in g  to  th e  w h ispers. 
I ’ve  had* p r iv a te  detec tives on th is  
th in g .”

“ A n d  they  hav e  h e a rd  n e ig h b o rh o o d  
w h isp ers  a n d  g ossip  to  th e  effec t th a t

B o sco  C h a rle y  N ey  k illed  W illia m  
R e ig e r  by  h u rlin g  h im  d o w n  th e  s ta irs . 
A u g ie  W e n tz  w as on  th e  scene, too—  
h e  h a d  a  g ru d g e  a g a in s t B o sco  C h arley  
an d  h e  s ta r te d  th e  w h isp e rs  b e fo re  do
in g  h is  d isa p p e a rin g  s tu n t .”

“ W e ll? ” asked  D ike.
“ W e ll,” an sw e re d  th e  d is tr ic t  a t to r 

ney , “ sup p o se  we find  W e n tz . W 'h a t 
o f  i t ?  O n  th e  w itn ess  s ta n d  h e  w ill be 
o u t- ta lk e d  th re e  to  one. T h e  po lice  
h av e  t r ie d  th e ir  best to  t r ip  u p  B rock , 
P ep  law  a n d  C h arley  N e y  a n d  to  sw ea t 
th e  t r u th  o u t  o f  them , b u t  th e y  s tick  to  
th e ir  y a rn . A n d  th e  m ed ical te s tim o n y , 
w h ile  it does n o t a lto g e th e r  p ro v e  th e ir  
s to ry , does n o t c o n tra d ic t it, e ith e r. 
F ra n k ly , M r. D ike, d o  y o u  believe w e 
have  a  go o d  case a g a in s t th is  B osco 
C h a rle y .”

“ I  believe th e  case  as i t  s ta n d s  is 
h o p e le ss ,” rep lie d  D ike  p ro m p tly . “ A n d  
I h a v e  a lso  been  so ad v ised  b y  m y  ow n  
d e tec tives . N o w  le t m e  ask  y o u  a  f ra n k  
q u e s tio n . D o y o u  believe th e  w h is
p e rs  ?”

T h e  d is tr ic t  a t to rn e y  spoke w ith o u t 
h e s ita tio n : “ I  c a n ’t say  th a t  N ey  k illed  
y o u r  b ro th e r  o r  th a t th e  w h isp e rs  a re  
su p p o rted  by  sound  ev idence , b u t I  will 
say  em p h a tica lly  th a t  th is  s to ry  th e y  
te ll a b o u t B osco  C h arley  is com ple te ly  
in  k e ep in g  w ith  h is  c h a ra c te r .”

“‘T h a n k  y o u ,” said  N o rm a n  D ike. 
O n e  m o n th  la te r, M r. M a ss in g e r, d i

re c to r  o f  th e  n e ig h b o rh o o d  social c e n tre  
to ld  D ik e  th e  sam e th in g , a lm o s t u sing  
th e  d is tr ic t  a t to rn e y ’s e x a c t  w o rd s. 
“ A n d  if  I  w ere  y o u .” a d d e d  M a ss in g e r, 
“ I  w ou ld  d ro p  a t  once th e  id ea  o f g o in g  
a f te r  C h a rley  p r iv a te ly .”

“ B u t it w ou ld  b e  e n tire ly  s a fe ,” p ro 
te s te d  D ike. “ H e  h a s  n e v e r  seen m e 
and, d o e sn ’t  k n o w  m e f ro m  A d a m .” 

“ M u rd e r ,”  sa id  M a ss in g e r, " is  m u r 
d e r .”

“ B u t I  d id n 't  say  I ’d m u rd e r  h im . I  
sa id  I ’d m ak e  him, p a y .”

“ S a m e  th ing . B esides, y o u 'd  be o u t 
o f  y o u r  c la ss .”
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“ T h e  te rm  th ey  use in th is  n e ig h b o r
h o o d ,” c u t in  D ike, “ is to  ‘g e t’ a  fellow . 
I am  n o  im becile. I  k n o w  I c a n ’t g e t 
th is  B osco by  b ea tin g  him  up. I t  is m y  
in ten tio n  to  u se  m y head , no t m y fists or 
a  g u n . I  h av e  n o t a s  y e t m e t C h arley  
p e rso n a lly , h u t I  h a v e  h a d  so m a n y  re 
p o rts  o n  h im  th a t  I feel th a t  I  u n d e r
s ta n d  h is  c h a ra c te r  p e rfec tly . I ’m  go
ing  to  d riv e  a t  h is  g re a te s t w eakness. 
I k n o w  h is  ty p e ;  I ’m  su re  I  can ge t him . 
I t  can  be done by  th e  sim ple p rocess o f 
c o a x in g  th e  b ra g g in g  fool in to  g e ttin g  
h im se lf .”

I t  w as n o t difficult fo r N o rm a n  D ik e  
to  m e e t T o sco  C h arley  a n d  g e t on  
sp e a k in g  te rm s  w ith  him . D ike w en t 
in to  S ico n d o ’s pool room  an d  d u r in g  a  
lull in the  g e n e ra l co n v e rsa tio n , o ffered  
in  a  loud  voice to  tak e  on  anyb o d y  in 
th e  p lace fo r  a  te n -d o lla r  s id e  bet.

C h a rley  s tepped  to w ard  h im  and  
ro a re d , “ G rab  a cue and  kiss y o u r m oney  
good-by. L e t a fe ller w h a t can shoot 
pool show  you h o w .”

B osco C h arley  w on  the bet bu t D ik e ’s 
gam e w as good enough to  w in h is o p 
p o n e n t's  respect. T h ey  played on su b 
sequen t even ings and D ike fo u n d  th a t 
in  o rd e r  to  Becom e c h a tty  w ith  th e  
B osco  it w as necessa ry  m erely  to  b rag . 
T h is  in v a ria b ly  s ta r te d  B osco b rag g in g  
too , a n d  since D ike w as a good lis ten er, 
th e  tw o  g o t a long  fam ously .

T o  g u a rd  a g a in s t even th e  possib ility  
o f susp ic ion , D ik e  had  tak en  a room  in 
the  ne ig h b o rh o o d  and  let it be know n 
th a t he lived by  h is w its. W h ile  n ev er 
becom ing  defin ite  on  th is su b jec t, he 
to ssed  o ff th e  im pression  th a t h is  
specia lty  w as p ick ing  pockets. H e  m et 
m an y  o f  th e  n e ig h b o rh o o d  c h a ra c te rs , 
b u t o f  c o u rse  he co n cen tra ted  on C h a r
ley  N ey .

H e  k e p t c a re fu l no te  o f all fac ts  
w h ich  seem ed  p e rtin e n t o r  h e lp fu l to  
h im  in  h is m ission . H is  in te re s t e x 
te n d e d  even  to  C h a rley 's  cu stom s, h ab its  
an d  p ersonal c h a ra c te ris tic s  a n d  pecu l
ia ritie s . Tn re g a rd  to  th e  la tte r , it

am u sed  h im  to lea rn  th a t th e  B osco had  
a n  equal fo n d n e ss  fo r  h a rd  d r in k  an d  
h a rd  c a n d y . B osco C h a rle y  cou ld  a p 
p a ren tly  d rin k ' and  su rv iv e  a n y th in g  it 
w as possib le to  b rew  o r  d istill. A n d  he 
a te  h a rd  can d y  lite ra lly  by  the  p o u n d —  
ta ffy , penny  ja w -b re a k e rs , rock  candy  
— a n y th in g  at all so lo n g  a s  i t  w as h a rd . 
I t  w as an even bet a m o n g  th e  boys th a t  
w hen  you  m et the  B osco  h e  w ou ld  be 
no isily  c ru n ch in g  so m e th in g  h a rd  and  
sw ee t be tw een  h is tee th .

B u t a f te r  all, none o f  th e  B o sco ’s 
c h a ra c te ris tic s  was m o re  o u ts ta n d in g  
th a n  h is b rag g ad o c io . A n d  h e  w a s  h a p 
p ie s t w hen lie could  co u p le  h is  w’o rd s  
w ith  ac tion . W h en  he w as challenged  
to  m ake  good h is reck lessness  b eg g ared  
d esc rip tio n .

D ike a lm o s t succum bed  to  a  h e a r t a t 
ta c k  on one o f  the  occasions on w hich 
th e  B osco p u t  his in sa n ity  on  ex h ib itio n . 
T h e  inc iden t o c cu rred  in S ico n d o ’s pool 
room , w hich w as on th e  second  s to ry  o f 
a ram shack le  bu ild in g  o n  a  w a te r - f ro n t  
s tree t. T h is  p a rlo r  w as n o  m odern  em 
p o riu m  : th e re  w ere no  fancy  tr im m in g s  
o r  fu rn itu re . B esides the  tab les, th e  
ro o m  held on ly  tw o  w ooden  benches, a 
few  s tra ig h t-b ack ed  c h a irs  a n d  a  p o t
bellied stove to  fu rn ish  heat.

I t  w as J a n u a r y ; w hen  D ik e  cam e in  
a t ab o u t ten o ’clock, the  lid o f  th e  stove  
w as red . Bosco C h arley  d id  n o t show  
u p  un til sh o rtly  a f te r  m id n ig h t, an d  he  
w as ra v in g  m ad  w hen he  ap p ea red .

“ W e n t o u t  to  c rack  a b o x ,” g ro w led  
C h arlev , “h u t T h ad  a  bu m  s te e r  a n d  
w hen  1 ge t th e re  w h a t do I  find  b u t 
ev ery  room  in the  p lace lit u p  an d  a  
p a r ty  g o in ’ on . I know  w h en  th a t guy  
th ro w s  a p a r ty  he h a s  d icks th e re  to  
p ro te c t h is guests. C ra c k in ’ a c rib  w hile  
dicks is w a tch in ’ is one o f  th e  few  
th in g s  I  a in ’t  tr ied  yet. D a n g  sham e, 
because  I 'm  loaded  w ith  N . G. and 
a c h in ’ to  lis ten  to  som e n o ise .”

“ Y o u  g o t th e  n itro g ly c e r in  on  y o u ? ” 
a sk ed  D ike.

“ Y eh, su re ."  Bosco to o k  a g lass
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b o ttle  filled w ith  a  co lorless liq u id  o u t 
o f h is pocket a n d  set it on  a  pool tab le.

“ He)-, y o u ,” c ried  S icondo  in s tan tly . 
“ W a tc h  o u t w ith  th a t  stu ff . I  d o n ’t 
w an t th is  place b low n  u p ."

“ H o w  do you  g e t th a t  w a y !"  ro a red  
B osco. “ T e ll in ’ m e to w atch  o u t!  Say, 
you  g o t a nerve . Y o u  th in k  I 'm  a am a-
c h o o r?  I h a n d le d  m ore o f  th is -------’’

“ 1 know . I  k n o w ,"  broke in S icondo , 
“ b u t acc iden ts  will h appen  to  th e  best 
e x p e rts . I f  a lig h ted  m a tc h — — ” 

“ T h e  b o ttle ’s co rked , a in ’t i t ? ” de 
m an d ed  B osco. “ B esides, t h a t ’s how  
m uch  you  k n o w  a b o u t it— a lig h ted  
m atch  w o n ’t  h u r t  it n o n e .”

T h e re  w ere  now  ju s t  ten  m en  in  the  
p lace. A ll o f  th e m -h a d  lis ten ed  a le rtly  
to  th e  co n v e rsa tio n . L ittle  E d d y  Coyle, 
a sh o p lif te r , spoke u p  n e rv o u s ly :

“ I f  a lit  m a tc h  to u c h e d .th a t s tu f f  w e ’d  
all be  b low n  to  h e a v e n .”

“ O f  c o u rse ,” a d d ed  S icondo .
“ W a n n a  b e t? ” ask ed  Bosco.
“ Y ou  g e t o u t o f  h e re  q u ic k !” c r ie d  

S icondo . “ A re  y o u  c razy  ? H e y , lis ten ,
f o r  th e  lova M ik e ! B osco , d o n ’t------- ”

B osco  C h arlie  w as calm ly  p o u rin g  
som e o f th e  co n te n ts  o f  th e  b o ttle  in to  
an  em p ty  a sh  tray .

“ Y o u r  la s t ch an ce ,” sa id  B osco. “ P u t  
u p  y o u r m o n ey  o r  sh u t up . T w e n ty -  
five d o lla rs  I  can  s tick  a lit m a tch  in  it. 
W h o ’s b e lt in ’ r”

A n d  th e re u p o n  th e  .B o sco  casua lly  
s tru c k  a m atch . S evera l o f the  o n 
lo o k ers , in c lu d in g  D ike, edged  to w a rd  
th e  door.

S icondo  p leaded  : “ P lease— please—
m an  alive, d o n ’t ------- ”

“ P ik e r s ! ” sn e e re d  C harley . “ X obody  
ta k e s  m y  be t, e h ?  A ll r ig h t .”

A n d  th e n  B osco C h arley  N ey  th ru s t  
th e  flam ing  end o f  th e  m a tch  in to  th e  
liq u id  in  th e  a sh  tra y . S icondo  scream ed  
an d  th re w  h im se lf  upon  th e  floor. 
E d d y  C oyle to p p le d  over in  a fa in t.

T h e  flam e w en t o u t ;  th a t w as all.
T h e  B osco  lau g h ed  loud ly  a n d  long . 

“Babies, cowards,- nitwits! L e t  a fel

lo w  w ho  k n o w s h is  b u s in e ss  sh o w  y o u  
so m e th in g . H e re — lo o k a  th is .”

H e  s tru c k  a n o th e r  m atch . H e  held  
th e  flam e c a re fu lly  n e a r  th e  to p  o f  the 
liquid . T h is  tim e he g o t a re su lt— a 
q u ie t, sm oky flame. O f  the  ten  m en  
w ho h ad  been p re se n t, th e re  w ere  now  
on ly  six  le f t, and  all o f  th ese  w ere  a t  
the  o th e r  end o f  th e  room .

“ A n d  n o w ."  g rin n e d  B osco , “ I ’m  
g o in g  to  p o u r the re s t o f th is  s tu ff  fro m  
th e  a sh  t r a y  in to  the s to v e !"

A t th a t  th e  room  c leared  as if  by 
m agic , S ico n d o  p u llin g  C oyle o u t by  th e  
legs. F ro m  th e  fa r  end of th e  hall, 
D ike  a n d  o ne  o th e r  ta r r ie d  a  m o m e n t to  
see  B osco  l i f t  th e  stove  lid.

T h e  s ix  w ere  in  the  hall on  th e  lo w e r 
floor w hen  C h arley  a p p e a re d  a t  th e  head  
o f  th e  s ta ir s  a n d  ca lled  d o w n : “ C ’m e 
o n  u p , s c a r e c r o w s ! I t ’s a ll o v e r. 
C ’m e  on , th e  a sh  t r a y ’s em p ty — s e e ? ”

N e v e rth e le ss  severa l m in u te s  passed  
b e fo re  th e  o th e rs  filed u p  th e  s ta irs , a ll 
o f  th e m  b u t C oyle. H e  filed o u t, and  
hom e an d  to  bed.

“ Is  an y b o d y  go t a n y th in g  to  sa y ? ” 
a sk e d  C harley .

T h e re  w as a  long  pause . T h e n  S i
condo  v e n tu r e d :

“ Y o u  w ere  ju s t  k id d in g  us, B osco. 
F o o le d  us th a t tim e all r ig h t, all r ig h t. 
T h e  s tu ff  a in ’t n itro g ly c e r in  a t  all. 
S o m e  little  jo k e r  y o u  a re , a in ’t y o u ? ”

C h a rle y ’s eyes n a rro w e d . “ So I ’m  
bluffing am  I ?" H e  to ssed  a roll o f  
b ills on  a tab le. “ W h o  w an ts  to  m ake  
som e easy  m o n e y ?  H e re  it is. J u s t  
g ra b  it a n d  ru n . W h e n  y o u  ge t dow n 
on th e  s tre e t, ru n  like b lazes, because  
I ’ll th ro w  the  b o ttle  w ith  th e  re s t o f th e  
s tu ff  a f te r  you, so th a t  it w ill h it you  
o r  th e  sidew alk  n e a r  you . N ow  w ho
e v e r  th in k s  th is  s tu ff  a in ’t  n i tro g ly c e r
in , ju s t  g ra b  th e  m o n ey  a n d  ru n . G o 
a h e a d  som ebody— anyb o d y . I f  you  g e t 
a w a y  a liv e  w ith  th e  m o n ey  i t ’s y o u rn .”

T h is  tim e  th e  silence w as p ro fo u n d .
“ Y ou  guys g im m e a  p a in ,” g ro w led  

B osco. H e  s tro d e  to  a  w indow , o p en ed
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it a n d  looked  up  a n d  dow n  the d ese rted  
s tre e t. “ W ell, I w as go ing  to  m ake  a n  
ex p lo sio n  to -n ig h t anyhow , so h e re  
g o es .” A n d  w ith  th is  he  h u rle d  th e  
g lass b o ttle  o u t o f  th e  w indow . B e fo re  
th e  te rr if ic  c ra sh  w hich fo llow ed had 
d ied , C h a rle y  y e l le d :

“ J u s t  a  little  louder an d  it w o u k la  
so u n d ed  like a  w a r!  C heese  it now , 
le t’s beat it, e v e ry b o d y !”

T h e  police investiga tion  a rr iv e d  n o 
w here . T h e  n e a re s t officer had  been 
five b locks a w a y  a t  the  tim e  o f th e  e x 
p losion . E v e ry  one w ith in  a few  b locks’ 
rad iu s  had  h e a rd  the n o is e ; n o  one h a d  
seen  how. it happened . B osco had 
th ro w n  the  b o ttle  slan tw ise  so th a t  it 
d id  n o t ex p lo d e  in f ro n t o f  th e  pool 
ro o m  w indow . T h e  police h a d  no re a 
son to  believe, o r suspect, th a t  th e  
tro u b le  had been caused  by som e one in  
S ico u d o 's  p lace.

A ra th e r  la rge  hole had  been to rn  in 
the . p av em en t an d  a few  w indow s had  
been b roken . A d ep a rtm en t e x p e rt 
gave it as  his op in ion  th a t the exp lo sive  
w as  e i th e r  n itro g ly c e r in  o r  d y n am ite . 
B u t no lxx ly  could  th in k  o f a sensib le 
re a so n  w hy the  ch a rg e  should  have been 
set o ff at all. T h e re  w as, o f cou rse , no  
sensib le reaso n . A nd  so the ve ry  in a n 
ity  o f the  act balked the  e ffo rts  to  solve 
the  m yste ry .

T w o  w eeks elapsed before* D ike 
b roached  B osco on th e  sub ject o f  e x 
plosives.

“ L isten . C harley . I ’ve been re a d in g  
u p  on N . G. and  I th in k  1 can  h and le  
it. T h e re ’s no  m oney  in m y line, and 
I ’d like to  t r y  c rack in g  sa fe s . B ut 
w h ere  do I get th e  stuff ? W h e re  do 
y o u  ge t it ?”

“ F rom  a  ju ic e le g g e r."  Bosco told him .
“ A w h ic h ? ”
“ A ju ic e le g g e r— a guy  wins m akes th e  

s tu ff  an d  bootlegs it am o n g  crib  
w o rk ers . See ?”

“ Dc^ you  have to  go to  h im  fo r i t? ”
“ N o— I w o u ld n ’t have the  s tu ff  o n  me 

w hile I 'm  on th e  stree t excep t w hen  I

g o  to  a n d  fro m  w o rk . T h is  g u y  de
liv e rs  i t  to  m e. W e  do i t  lik e  th i s :  I 
g ive  h im  m y o rd e r  a n d  p ay  h im . T h e n  
I  te ll h im  a t w h a t tim e  d u r in g  th e  fo l
low ing  d ay  I 'l l  be o u t. W h ile  I ’m  o u t, 
he com es to  m y  ro o m  an d  p u ts  a  bo ttle  
fu ll o f  th e  s tu ff— like you saw in  th e  
pool room — on m y  tab le . S e e ?  I  a in ’t 
th e re  w h en  i t 's  d e liv e red , so  th e  cops 
c a n ’t catch m e a c cep tin g  i t .”

“ G ood idea. B u t h o w  does h e  g e t 
in y o u r  room  ?”

“ W alk s  in. I a lw ay s leav e  th e  d o o r 
o pen  in the day tim e . Y o u  been in  m y 
place— a k in d  o f  b o a rd in g  h o u se  w ith  
over tw en ty  room s. P e o p le  co m in g  an d  
go ing  all th e  tim e ; n o  w ay  o f  k eep in g  
tra c k  o f  th em . I f  th e  po lice  fo u n d  th e  
s tu ff  on m e  I could ju s t  sa y  it w as a 
p la n t, and  the  la n d lo rd  w ou ld  back  m e 
u p  by sa y in g  th a t a  lo t o f  fe llo w s  h a d  
passed  in  and  o u t an d  a n y  on e  o f  them  
could  have  pu t th e  b o ttle  in  m y  ro o m  to  
fram e  m e. A nd  th en  I  w ou ld  say  I 
d id n 't  k n o w  w h at w as in  th e  b o ttle  and 
T had  n ev er seen no  N . G. b e fo re .”

“ G ot y o u rse lf  co v e red  n ice ly ,” com 
m en ted  Dike. “ B u t a in 't  it d an g e ro u s  
fo r  y o u r ju ice leg g er to  s ta n d  the  s tu ff  
o n  v o u r tab ic  in s tead  o f h id in g  i t  
som e-------"

“ L is ten , fella, if  y o u  ev e r m o n k ey  
w ith  X . G. th e re ’s one th in g  y o u  always 
w an t to  rem em b er. A lw ay s k eep  th e  
s tu ff  in plain sigh t. I f  y o u  s tick  it 
a w av  in som e d ra w e r  w h ere  y o u  can’t 
see it. von m ig h t fo rg e t a b o u t i t  and 
k nock  a g a in s t it. o r th e  th in g  i t ’s  in , 
acc iden tally . B u t if  you  g o t i t  where 
you  can  look it in the  eye, y o u ’ll always 
have it on y o u r m ind  and th e re  won’t 
be no  a cc id en ts .”

“ T h a t 's  rig h t, to o ,” a d m itte d  D ike. 
“ W ell, w hen  I m ak e  u p  m y  m ind  
defin ite ly , I 'll  le t y o u  g e t som e o f  it fo r 
m e ."

“ G lad to  h e lp  you  o u t ,” o ffe red  B osco.
A bou t a  w eek  la te r, o n  a b itte r-co ld  

even ing , th ey  m et again. F ro m  B o sco ’s 
so m ew h a t u n s te a d y  g a it, i t  w as a p p a re n t
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th a t  he  h a d  been  d rin k in g , a n d  as  u su a l 
h e  w as a g a in  c ru n c h in g  so m e th in g  h a rd  
b e tw een  h is tee th .

“ S a y ,”  sa id  B osco, “ C ’m e o n  u p  m y  
p lace. T h a t  fe lla  I  to ld  you  a b o u t w as 
u p  m y  place th is  a f te rn o o n  w hile  I  w as 
o u t. L e t’s see if  he  le f t  th e  s tu ff  th e re .” 

“ S u re , I ’ll t ro t  up  w ith  y o u ,” accep ted  
D ik e . “ W h a t  a re  y o u  e a tin g  a g a in —  
can d y  ?”

“ R ock  can d y — w an t a h u n k ? ”
“ U g h !” g ro a n e d  D ike.
“  ’S g o o d  s tu f f ,” B osco a ssu re d  h im . 

“ W h ite  ro c k  can d y . H u n k  o ’ c a n d y  
a n d  sh o t o ’ h o o ch — ju s h  like  ro c k  ’n ’ 
ry e . ’S g o o d  fo r  a  cold , ’sg o o d  f o r  
m easle s  o r  a n y th in g  y o u  g o t.”

“ T h a n k  you— n o t fo r  m e .”
A s  soon  a s  th e y  e n te re d  B o sco ’s 

ro o m , D ik e  saw  th e  g lass b o ttle  on  th e  
c e n tre  o f  th e  ta b le  s ta n d in g  a g a in s t th e  
le f t  w all. B u t to  h is  s u rp r is e  he  
n o tic e d  th a t  th e  b o ttle  h a d  b u rs t .

B osco  p a id  no  a tte n tio n  to  jt. H e  
b usied  h im se lf  ta k in g  o ff  h is  o v erco a t 
a n d  h an g in g  it in  a  closet. H e  m ere ly  
w av ed  to w a rd  th e  tab le  a n d  m u m b le d : 

“ T h e re  you  a re . P ro m p t de livery , 
a in ’t  i t ? ”

“Y es, siree, y o u r  ju ice leg g e r is th e re  
w ith  th e  goods. S ay  lis ten — w h a t’s th e  
m a tte r  w ith  th is  jo in t?  D o n ’t th e y  f u r 
n ish  h e a t?  T h is  is one o f  th e  co ld est 
n ig h ts  th is  w in te r, an d  i t ’s a lm o s t a s  
cold in  h e re  as o u ts id e .”

“ B een— been  h a v in ’ a l iT  tro u b le .” 
B osco  se ttled  h im se lf  h eav ily  in  a  c h a ir  
n e a r  th e  tab le . H e  did no t, h o w ev er, 
face th e  ta b le ; h is  r ig h t side w as to 
w ard  it. “ T h e  fool bo iler w en t o n  th e  
b link  fo u r  d ay s ago. D u m b  p lu m b er 
w asted  a  lo tta  tim e  t r v in ’ to  fix  it a n d  
th e n  sa id  i t  c o u ld n ’t be done. T h e  la n d 
lo rd ’ll h av e  to  g e t a  new  bo iler. W o n ’t  
have  n o  h e a t fo r  an o th e r  d ay  o r  tw o . 
A in ’t  a f r a id  o f  a  little  cold, a re  y o u ? ” 

W ith  th is , B osco  to o k  a  p a p e r  b a g  o u t 
o f  h is  p ocket an d  p u t it o n  th e  tab le . 
H e  fum b led  in  th e  b ag  fo r  sev era l m o
m e n ts , a n d  th en , becom ing  im p a tie n t, he

r ip p e d  it  o pen  a n d  d u m p ed  o u t  its  co n 
te n ts .

“ Is  th a t  th e  rock  c a n d y ? ” asked  D ike . 
“ Y eh , le t’s e a t it up— e a t it a ll u p .” 

T h e n  su d d en ly , “ S ay , w h e re ’s th a t
b o ttle ?  T h e re  w as a b o ttle  on------- ”

“ G ot it in  m y h a n d ,” cu t in  D ike. 
“ I ’ll p u t i t  o v e r  h e re  on th e  m an te lp iece . 
Y o u ’re  k in d  o f u n s te a d y — m ig h t k n o ck  
a g a in s t------- ”

“ A w , th a t 's  all r ig h t. I 'm  c a re fu l 
fe llo w  th a t  w ay . C ’m e on , le t’s e a t  u p  
th is  s tu f f  a n d  k ill th is  p in t b o ttle  
o f ------- ”

“W e  c o u ld n 't  e a t all o f  th a t  can d y  
in  a  w eek ,” laughed: D ike .

“ R a ts . C ould  e a t  it a ll m e ’s e lf .” 
“ A ll th a t  c a n d y ? ”
“AH o f  it— ’b o u t a  p o u n d  a n d  a  h a lf  

le f t .”
“ B o lo g n y !”
“ W h a t’s b o lo g n y ? ”
“ O n e  fe l lo w  c o u ld n ’t  e a t all th a t  s tu ff  

— w h a t  I  m e a n  is, n o t  a t  o n e  c lip . 
C o u rse , i f  h e  to o k  a  co u p le  o f  d ay s 
he-------•”

“ E a t  it in  tw e n ty  m in u te s ,”  o ffe re d  
Bosco.

“ B o lo g n y !” re p e a te d  D ike.
B o sco ’s eyes n a rro w e d . “A r e  y o u  

ca llin g  m e a l ia r ? ”
“ N o t a  lia r. J u s t  a b lu ffe r .”
“ T h e n  call m e !” B osco  p u t severa l 

b ills on  th e  tab le . “ T h e r e ’s fifty  d o lla rs  
says I  c a n  ea t th is  can d y  in  tw e n ty  m in 
u te s .”

“ I ’ll ta k e  you  on  th a t ,”  sa id  D ike 
p ro m p tly . “ I ’ll give you  a n  ev en  b re a k  
fo r  y o u r m oney . M ak e  it an  h o u r. I f  
y o u  sw allow ed th is  h a rd  s tu ff  w hole, it 
w o u ld  m ak e  you  sick  fo r  a  m o n th . 
Y o u ’ll hav e  to  b ite  it up  in to  little  b its  
f irs t a n d  th a t  takes tim e . O n e  h o u r . 
A n d  I  w o n ’t s it h e re  an d  w a tch  you , 
e ith e r . I ’m  g o ing  u p  to  S ico n d o ’s p lace  
w h e re  i t ’s w arm . I  k n o w  y o u ’re  h o n e s t 
a n d  w o n ’t th ro w  th e  c a n d y  o u t  o f  th e  
w in d o w  o r  a n y th in g  like  th a t .”

“ S a y , w h o  y o u  ta lk in g  to— w h a t-------”
“ I  sa id  y o u  w ere  h o n e s t. I ’ll ta k e
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y o u r "vvorcl fo r  it. I 'l l  be back  in  a n  
h o u r. I f  y o u  h a v e n ’t ea ten  th e  can d y  
— all o f  it— you  lo se .”

“ K iss  y o u r  m oney  g o o d -b y !” ro a re d  
C harley . “ B osco  eats  'em  a liv e  and  
he g o in ’ to  do  h is s tu ff .” G o in g  dow n  
th e  s ta irs . D ike  h e a rd  B osco la u g h in g : 
“ 'M a g in e !  C a llin g  m e a b lu ffe r!  H a !  
T h a s s  a  good  one. I ’ll show  h im ! ”

N o rm a n  D ik e  did n o t g o  to  S ico n d o ’s 
pool room . H e  w en t to  h is  o w n  hom e. 
I n  h is  lib ra ry  he took  a book  fro m  a  
sh e lf  an d  b e g an  r e a d in g :

Nitroglycerin freezes at 34.04 degrees 
Fahrenheit. Like water, it expands in freez
ing, and may thus burst the vessel containing 
it. When it freezes it changes into whitish 
crystals, and when it is solid it is much more 
liable to explosion by simple percussion than 
when it is liquid. Nitroglycerin is a heavy, 
colorless oil, which, like the glycerin from 
which it is derived, tastes sweet.

D ike la id  a sid e  the  book. H is  
th o u g h ts  w an d ered  back to  C h a rle y ’s 
room . S o m e  o f  the  w h itish  c ry s ta ls  
w h ich  h ad  b u rs t  fro m  bottle , still la y  on 
th e  tab le  w hen  B osco d u m p ed  th e  ro ck  
can d y  fro m  th e  hag. D ike had rem o v ed  
th e  b ro k e n  b o ttle— h u t he h ad  le f t  som e 
o f th e  fro z e n  n itro g ly c e r in — a n d

pieces o f  th e  ro ck  can d y  h ad  ro lled  
n e a r  it. T h e  ro ck  can d y  a lso  resem b led  
a  w h itish  c ry s ta l. C h a r le y  w as ju s t  
en o u g h  “ u n d e r” not to  te ll th em  a p a r t. 
A n d  th e  n itro g ly c e r in  w o u ld  ta s te  
sw ee t w hen  C h arley  p u t it in to  h is  
m o u th . I t  w ould  be a ll ro ck  can d y  to  
B osco  C h arley  u n til he  u sed  h is  te e th  
on  a  fro z e n  n itro -g ly c e rin e  c ry s ta l.

O f  co u rse . C h a rlie  w ou ld  t r y  to  eat 
e v e ry th in g  on  th e  tab le .

T h e  police fo u n d  n e ith e r  ro c k  can d y  
n o r  n itro g ly c e r in . D ik e  h a d  se t th e  
b o ttle  w ith  th e  re m a in d e r o f  th e  s tu ff  so 
close to  th e  edge o f th e  m an te lp iece  th a t  
th e  j a r  o f  C h a rle y ’s fa llin g  body  a n d  the  
to p p lin g  c h a ir  h a d  s e n t it c ra sh in g  to  
th e  floor, w h e re  it a lso  ex p lo d ed . T h e  
s tra n g e  a ffa ir  rem ain ed  a  m y s te ry  to  
e v e ry  one, in c lu d in g  M r. M a ss in g e r, th e  
d ire c to r  o f  th e  c o m m u n ity  cen te r.

O n  h e a r in g  o f  tire t ra g e d y , M a s 
s in g e r  re f le c te d : “ D ik e  sa id  th a t  th e
w ay  to  g e t a  fe llow  lik e  C h a r le y  N ey  
w as  to  c o a x  h im  in to  g e tt in g  h im se lf . 
B u t o f  c o u rse  D ike  h a d  n o th in g  to  do  
w ith  th is , fo r  it is m a n ife s t ly  im possib le  
th a t  even  a  fo o l a n d  a  b ra g g a r t  cou ld  
be  co ax ed  to  ta k e  h im se lf  o ff in  th is  
a b su rd  m a n n e r .”

A DANCING BURGLAR
A C U R I O U S  v a r ia t io n  o f  th e  J e k y ll-H y d e  p e rso n a lity  w a s  re c e n tly  re v e a le d  

in  P a r is ,  in  th e  case o f  a p o p u la r  a c ro b a tic  d a n c e r  a p p e a r in g  fo r  a  n u m b e r  
o f  y e a rs  p a s t in th e  m u sic  h a lls  o f  th e  F re n c h  m e tro p o lis . A f te r  le a d in g  a  
d o u b le  life  f o r  all th e se  y e a rs , it h a s  fin a lly  b een  d isc o v e re d  th a t  th is  m a n  w a s  th e  
le a d e r  o f  a  b an d  o f  b u rg la rs  in  th e  h o u rs  w h e n  h is  th e a tr ic a l  d u tie s  d id  n o t  re q u ire  
h is  a tte n tio n .

H e  w a s  fo u n d  to  h a v e  u n d e r  h is  c o m m a n d  a  n u m b e r  o f  sp ies  o r  se c re t 
a g e n ts  w h o  w o u ld  k eep  h im  p o s te d  a s  to  th e  m o v e m e n ts  o f  th e  po lice , w h ile  
o th e r  e m issa rie s  w o u ld  s e a rc h  o u t h o m es w h e re  v a lu a b le s  w e re  to  be  h a d  fo r  
th e  ta k in g  w ith o u t to o  m u c h  r isk . T h e  d a n c in g  b u r g la r ’s p a r t  in  th e  g a m e  con 
s is ted  o f  u s in g  h is  a c ro b a tic  ab ility  in  c lim b in g  d ra in  p ip es , sca lin g  w a lls , p o rc h e s , 
an d  o th e r  d ifficu lt p laces , to  g a in  e n try  to  th e  h o m es th a t  w ere  to  be  ro b b ed .

O n  e ffec tin g  a n  e n tra n c e , h e  w o u ld  a d m it  h is  c o n fe d e ra te s  a n d  th e y  w o u ld  
ra n sa c k  th e  p lace . In  th re e  m o n th s , th e  d a n c in g  b u r g la r  is  sa id  to  h a v e  com 
m itte d  th i r ty  c r im e s  o f  h o u se b re a k in g , a n d  h is  loo t is b e liev ed  to  ru n  in to  m illio n s . 
H is  g a n g  o w n ed  a  fu rn a c e  f o r  m e ltin g  d o w n  th e  go ld  a n d  s ilv e r  th a t  th e y  sto le , 
th u s  re n d e r in g  it  im possib le  o f  id en tif ica tio n .
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A L L , le a n  a n d  d a rk , w ith  
c u r io u s ly  g lit te r in g , u n e a sy  
b lu e  eyes— eyes th a t  n o w  a n d  
a g a in  o p en ed  w id e  a n d  s ta re d  

a t  y o u  w ith  a n  u n c a n n y  su g g e s tio n  o f 
m is ts  o f  v a g u e  in sa n ity  su d d e n ly  b e 
c lo u d in g  th e  k e e n  m in d  b e h in d  th e m —  
“ C a lo r th a n , th e  P re a c h e r ,” as  h is  
b ro th e r  o n e  d a y  d e ris iv e ly  d u b b ed  h im , 
cam e to  th e  o p en  d o o r  o f  h is  k in s m a n ’s 
ro o m  a n d  p a u se d . H e  h a d  a p p ro a c h e d  
s ilen tly , a s  a lw ay s , a n d  n o w  he  s to o d  
p e e r in g  th ro u g h  th e  slit, su rv e y in g  th e  
fro w zy , ch eap  li t t le  room , w ith  its  n o n 
d e sc r ip t c h a irs  a n d  a n c ie n t fu rn i tu re ,  
its  u n m a d e , tu m b le d  bed , its  co llec tion  
o f c o u g h  s iru p s , sa lves a n d  o th e r  
p a te n t  m ed ic in es, o ld  ra z o r  b la d e s  a n d  
c ru m p le d  tobacco  c o u p o n s  o n  th e  b u 
re a u  top .

B u t  i t  w a s  n o t  th e  ro o m  th a t  in te r 
e s ted  h im . H e  h a d  seen  th a t  d is o r 
d e re d  r e t r e a t  o f te n  en o u g h , fo r , like  
h is  o w n , i t  le d  off th e  s it t in g  ro o m  th a t  
c o m p le ted  th e i r  “ s u ite ,” a s  th e  o p tim is 
tic  la n d la d y  ca lled  it— th e  b o a rd in g 

h o u se  sh e lte r  w h e re  th e i r  lack  o f  fu n d s  
h a d  k e p t th e  p a ir  n o w  f o r  som e y e a rs . 
C a lo r th a n ’s b ro th e r  s to o d  by th e  tab le , 
a  y o u n g e r, s lig h te r  e d itio n  o f  h im se lf , 
th o u g h  w ith  h a ir  n e a r e r  c h e s tn u t th a n  
coa l b lack , an d , n o rm a lly , a  k in d , 
r a th e r  a p p e a lin g  g ra y  eye. B e g g a rs  
w e re  fo re v e r  s to p p in g  D o rfm a n , th e  
b r o th e r ;  c h ild re n  sm iled  a t  h im , an d  
do g s w e re  a lw a y s  com in g  to  h is  heels 
a n d  s ittin g  dow n . H e  looked  in te lli
g e n t en o u g h , even  abo v e  th e  a v e ra g e , 
b u t h e  h a d , f o r  som e s tra n g e  re a so n , 
th e  a i r  o f  one w ho  is lo st, a n d  h a te s  to  
a d m it it. T h e  w o rld  a n d  its  w ay s h a d  
e v e r been  a  m y s te ry  to  h im . T h a t  
m u ch  w as p la in  on  s ig h t.

N o w , a s  C a lo r th a n  p e rc e iv e d  a t  
once , “ th e  b o y ”— he a lw ay s  ca lled  
D o r fm a n  th a t ,  th o u g h  th e  la t te r  w as  
on ly  tw o  y e a rs  h is  ju n io r — w as u n d e r 
g o in g  a n o th e r  o f  h is  m o re -o r- le s s  f r e 
q u e n t spe lls  o f  ra g e . D o r fm a n  w as, 
h e  saw , sav ag e ly  sh o v in g  c a r tr id g e s  
in to  a  b r ig h t  n ew  re v o lv e r , ta k in g  th e m  
f ro m  a  b o x  o n  th e  ta b le . C a lo r th a n ’s
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b lack -la sh ed  lid s  n a r ro w e d , th e  lo n g  
w h ite  f in g e rs  g r ip p e d  the  d o o r  s a sh  u n 
til th e  n a ils  tu rn e d  red . T h e  d a rk  
b ro w s  k n itte d , a n d  th e  e a v e s d ro p p e r’s 
b re a th in g  b ecam e like a ra p id ly  w o rk 
in g  bellow s. D o rfm a n  w as  m u tte r in g  
th re a ts ,  so ftly , b itte r ly , to  h im se lf . 
F o r  a n  in s ta n t, C a lo r th a n  trem b led . 
W h a t on  e a r th  d id  the  em o tio n a l boy 
in te n d  to  d o ?

C a lo r th a n  h ad  a d isq u ie tin g , r a th e r  
g u ilty  id e a  th e  re v o lv e r  b u lle ts  m ig h t 
even  be in te n d e d  f o r  h im , s ince , in  a  
w ay , th e re  w o u ld  be so u n d , if  w icked , 
m o tiv e  f o r  th i s ;  ju s t  a s , c u r io u s ly  
e n o u g h , h e  h im se lf  h ad  o f te n  th o u g h t 
th e re  w as  go o d  re a so n  w hy , co u ld  it 
be d o n e  w ith o u t d isco v e ry , h e  sh o u ld  
m a k e  a w a y  w ith  D o r f m a n ! T h e re  
w as, in  e i th e r  case , th e ir  f a th e r ’s w ill, 
th e  c a u se  o f  all th e ir  tro u b le , w h ich  
l e f t  th e m , sh a re  a n d  s h a re  a like , h is  
e s ta te  o f  a b o u t th re e  h u n d re d  th o u 
san d  d o lla rs , th e  m oney  to  be  p a id  o n  
C a lo r th a n ’s th ir ty - f i r s t  b ir th d a y , w h ich  
w as s till a  y e a r  aw ay . U n le s s , o f  
co u rse , o n e  d ied  in  th e  m e a n tim e , in  
w h ich  ca se  it w as p ro v id e d  th a t  th e  
su rv iv o r  sh o u ld  rece ive  e v e ry th in g .

A t la s t, C a lo r th a n  got: h im se lf  to 
g e th e r , g u lp ed  a n d  ru sh in g  su d d e n ly  
in to  th e  ro o m , g rip p e d  th e  g u n  a n d  
fo rc e d  h is  b r o th e r 's  h a n d s  d o w n  u p o n  
th e  tab le .

“ D o rfie ,” he  c ried  b re a th le ss ly , 
“.w hat a re  y o u  d o in g ?  W h y  a re  y o u  
lo a d in g  th a t  th in g ?  H a v e  yon  g o n e  
m a d  ?”

I t  w as  a  p e c u lia r  c o m m en t u p o n  th e  
n e rv o u s  co n d itio n  o f  th e  tw o  b ro th e rs  
th a t  C a lo r th a n  sh o u ld  ta k e  such  a  
tra g ic  v iew  o f th e  m a tte r . A f te r  all, 
D o r fm a n  m ig h t hav e  been lo a d in g  th e  
w e a p o n  f o r  som e q u ite  h a rm le ss , r a 
tio n a l re a so n , su ch  a s  h a v in g  i t  re a d y  
a g a in s t  th ie v e s ; b u t th e  s tra n g e  C a lo r
th a n  saw  on ly  m u rd e r  o r  su ic id e , o r  
p e rh a p s  b o th , b eh in d  th e  ac t. Y e t th e  
w a y  D o rfm a n  tu r n e d  o n  h is  b ro th e r  
w a s , p e rh a p s , still m o re  p e c u lia r .

D o r fm a n 's  u su a lly  m ild  b lu e  eyes 
lo o k ed  w ild , too , a n d  a s  h e  b u r s t  in to  
e x p la n a tio n , th e y  filled  w ith  h o t  te a rs .

“ I  c a n ’t  s ta n d  i t  a n y  lo n g e r , a n d  I  
w o n 't ,” h e  b lu rte d . " L e t  g o  th e  g u n , 
d ’y e  h e a r !  I ’ve w r i t te n  o ld  M illm an  
le t te r  a f t e r  le tte r , b e g g in g , p le a d in g  fo r  
m oney . O h , I ’ve ev en  th re a te n e d  h is 
life . T h is  m o rn in g  I  h a d  a  le t te r  fro m  
h im — a m e a ly -m o u th e d , p re a c h y  th in g  
— sa y in g  h e ’d  see m e  a t  h is  h o m e  a t  
e ig h t o ’clock to -n ig h t. I ’ll see  h im  all 
r ig h t. I ’m  g o in g  u p  to  h a v e  it o u t  w ith  
h im , once  a n d  f o r  a ll .”

“ D o rfie , y o u ’re  c razy . P la in  c r a z y ! ”
“ G ive m e  th e  g u n — g iv e  it  to  m e !” 

c r ie d  D o r fm a n , a n d  th e y  s tru g g le d , 
th e n  s to p p e d  fo r  b re a th . " T h e r e ’s no  
go o d  re a so n  w h y  h e  c a n ’t  lo a n  u s  
m o n e y  a g a in s t  th e  d a y  o u r  p ro p e r ty  is 
to  be m a d e  o v e r  to  u s ,” sobbed  D o r f 
m an . “ I  co u ld  kill h im , k e e p in g  u s  
h e re  in  p o v e r ty  w h ile  o u r  y o u th  slip s  
aw ay , t i l l  w e ’re  to o  o ld  to  e n jo y  m oney , 
an y w a y . L e t  go  th a t  g u n , le t g o !”

T h e  b o y  m a d e  a la s t  sa v a g e  e ffo r t  
to  g e t c o n tro l o f  h is  re v o lv e r , b u t  th e  
e ld e r  b r o th e r  w as  a lso  th e  s tro n g e r . 
T h e y  lu n g ed  a n d  sw u n g  e ach  o th e r  
a b o u t, b re a th in g  like e m b a ttle d  an im a ls . 
T h e  ta b le  to p p led  o v e r, th e  la m p  a n d  
th e  b o x  o f  c a r tr id g e s  c ra s h e d  to  th e  
floo r. C a lo r th a n , fina lly , le a p e d  c le a r  
w ith  th e  g u n  in  h a n d . R o u g h ly , th e n , 
h e  th re w  D o rfm a n  in to  a  c h a ir , a n d  
s to o d  o v e r h im .

“ F o o l !” sa id  C a lo r th a n . “ T h e  w ill 
e x p re s s ly  fo rb a d e  M illm a n , th e  e x e c u 
to r ,  f ro m  g iv in g  u s  m o n ey  b e fo re  th e  
tim e  f o r  p a y m e n t. Y o u  y o u rs e lf  r e 
m e m b e r th e  w ay  it  g o es. ‘I d e s ire  th a t  
m y  b o y s m a k e  th e ir  o w n  e a r ly  w ay , 
le a rn  th e  w o rld , b e fo re  co m in g  in to  
th e i r  m o n ey , f o r  I  k n o w  th e y  a re  em o 
tio n a l a n d  v io le n t te m p e re d , lik e  th e i r  
m o th e r , a n d  w ill n o t  le a rn  h o w  to  u se  
m o n ey  w ell a t  a n  e a r ly  age . T h e r e f o r e  
I -------- ”

" A n d  y o u  k n o w  M illm a n , th e  r ig h t
eous. B e sid e s , w e ’v e  o n ly  a  y e a r  to
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w a it. T e n  to  o ne , if  y o u  go  u p  th e re , 
y o u ’ll lo se  y o u r  te m p e r  a n d  sh o o t M ill- 
m an , a n d  h an g . T h e n  w h a t? ”

D o rfm a n  sa t th e re , a  p itia b le  figu re , 
ru b b in g  h is  h a n d s  be tw een  h is  k nees.

“ A h , b u t I  w a n t th e  m o n e y ,” he  sa id  
o b s tin a te ly , im p a tien tly . “ I w a n t it 
now . H e r e  I  am , h e ir  to  a fo r tu n e , 
a n d  fo r  ju s t  a  liv in g  hav e  to  sell c ig 
a re tte s  o v e r a  co u n te r  d ay  a f t e r  d ay . 
P a s t  th e  s ta n d  go  y o u n g  b lo o d s, a n d  
gay , p re t ty  g ir ls  in to  th e  h o te l. T h e y  
com e o u t to  r id e  in  ta x is , an d  k iss  o ne  
a n o th e r . T h e y  dance, a n d  d ine , a n d  
live— liv e ! O h , so m etim es, I  th in k  
f a th e r  m u s t hav e  been  k in  to  th e  d ev il 
to  keep  u s  w a itin g  so. I f  i t  w a s n ’t  f o r  
th e  m oney , I  m ig h t be ab le  to  g e t 
so m e w h e re  w o rk in g , be am b itio u s  a n d  
su c c e ss fu l, b u t I  keep  d re a m in g  ab o u t 
th e  tim e  w h e n  I ’ll be rich . W h y  w o rry  
a b o u t to -d a y  ? O h , i t ’s a ll r ig h t  to  say  
I  sh o u ld n ’t, b u t I  c a n 't  he lp  it. I  ju s t  
c a n ’t. T h e  w ho le  th in g ’s b een  h e ll .”

C a lo r th a n  sp re a d  h is h a n d s , in  one 
o f w h ich  w as  th e  lo ad ed  re v o lv e r. T h e  
boy lo o k ed  d o w n  a t  th e  floor. C a lo r 
th a n  w a tc h e d  h im  n a rro w ly , even  w ick 
edly.

“ B u t w h a t c a n  you  d o ? ” h e  a sk e d  
w ith  su sp ic io u s  g en tle n e ss , h is  lip s 
th in n e d , h is  eyes cold, an d  c a lcu la tin g .

D o r fm a n  sp ra n g  to  h is  fee t.
“ D o ? ” he  sh o u ted . “ O h , I 'l l  show  

you  w h a t I ’ll do . I 'l l -g o  up  th e re  to 
n ig h t an d  see th a t  o ld  b east, a n d  if  h e  
d o e sn ’t com e th ro u g h , I ’ll m ak e  a  s ieve 
o f  h im .”

H e  flu n g  h im se lf  back  a n d  f o r th  
a c ro ss  th e  room .

“ O h , d o n 't  p re a c h , C al, d o n ’t , ” h e  
ru sh e d  on . “ I ’ve h a d  e n o u g h . A n 
o th e r  y e a r  o f  th is , a n d  I ’ll go  m ad . 
M ay b e  I ’m  m a d  now . I  d o n ;t  k n o w , 
b u t th in g s  h a v e  g o t to  be  ch an g ed . 
C a l”— a n d  h e re  h is  voice fe ll a lm o s t to  
a  w h isp e r— “ le t’s go  u p  to g e th e r . 
L e t’s g e t w h a t b e longs to  us. O ld  M ill-  
m a n  h a s  th a t  co llec tion  o f  g e m s ! ”

C a lo r th a n ’s s t ra n g e  eyes w id e n e d ,

g li t te r in g , y e t  v a g u e ly  m is ty  a n d  w ild  
lo o k in g , a n d  fa s te n e d  u p o n  th e  
y o u n g e r ’s flu sh ed  face  u n d e r  its  
to u s le d , d a rk  th a tc h  o f  h a ir .  S w if tly , 
he p u sh e d  h is  b ro th e r  aw ay , tu r n in g  to  
th e  w in d o w , an d  h is  face  g re w  p a le  as  
d e a th . Y e t it w as c le a r  h e  w as  th in k 
in g  o f  so m e th in g  d if fe re n t f ro m  D o rf -  
m a n ’s su d d e n  p ro p o sa l— som e te r r i f y 
ing  p la n  o f  h is  ow n .

“ N o , n o ,” h e  s ta m m e re d , a s  h e  a l
w ays d id  w h en  g re a tly  ex c ite d . “ I — I —  
I  c o u ld -c o u ld -c o u ld n ’t. I — I — I h av e - 
h a v e n ’t  th e  co u ra g e . B oy , w h a t a re -  
a re  you  s a y -sa y in g ? ”

C a lo r th a n  lean ed  on  th e  tab le , a n d  
lo o k in g  a t h is  b ro th e r  w ith  h is  s tra n g e  
eyes, c a re fu lly  la id  d o w n  th e  g u n . H e  
tre m b le d  like a  le a f in  th e  b reeze , a n d  
a s  h e  p ro te s te d  f u r th e r  h is  v o ice  g re w  
h o a rs e  a n d  s tr id e n t ,  h is  w o rd s  even  
m o re  b ro k e n . S o m eh o w , e v e r  s ince  
bo y h o o d , h e  h a d  b een  so afflicted. E x 
c item en t, a n y  c ris is  seem ed  to  ro b  h im  
o f  c o n tro l o f  speech. B u t little  by  lit
tle  h e  ca lm ed  h im se lf . H is  g a z e  fe ll 
to  th e  floo r.

“ W h a te v e r  y o u  d o ,” h e  sa id  lo u d ly , 
“ d o n ’t  e v e r  sh o o t M illm an . G o a n d  
ta lk  w ith  h im , if  y o u  m u st, b u t g u a rd  
a g a in s t v io lence  and  m u rd e r , w h a te v e r  
e lse  y o u  do. D 'y e  ’n e a r ? ”

T h e  y o u n g e r  m a n  w as p a c in g  th e  
floo r, f lin g in g  h im se lf  a b o u t like a  m an  
u n d e r  a  n e t, tw is tin g  h is  h a n d s , b itin g  
h is  lips.

“ O h , d o n ’t you  s ta r t  a  s e rm o n ,” he 
sp u tte re d . “ I w a s n 't  b o rn  y e s te rd a y . 
“ I ’m  n o t g o in g  to h an g , m in d  th a t .”

C a lo r th a n  r ig h te d  th e  tab le , p icked  
u p  th e  lam p , an d  g a th e re d  th e  c a r 
tr id g e s , w h ich  h ad  s c a tte re d  on th e  
floo r. S u r re p tit io u s ly , w h en  D o r f -  
m a n ’s b ack  w as tu rn e d , h e  s lip p e d  s ix  
o f  th e  c a r tr id g e s  in to  h is  p ocket. H e  
to o k  a  la s t  lo o k  a t  D o rfm a n , w h o  h a d  
s to p p e d  to  p e e r  o u t  th e  g r im y  sin g le  
w in d o w , a n d  w as s ta n d in g  th e re  in  a  
b ro w n  s tu d y . I t  w as  a look  su d d e n ly  
fu ll o f  co n te m p t a n d  c u n n in g , a n d D



Broken Words 129
t ip p e d  w ith  sp e c u la tio n . P la in ly , i t
sa id , “ N o , m y  y o u n g  b uck , y o u ’ll 
n e v e r  h a n g ;  t r u s t  m e fo r  t h a t ! ” A n d  
so C a lo r th a n  w en t ou t, fo r  som e m y s te 
r io u s  re a so n  h e  h im se lf  co u ld  n o t  h a v e  
fa th o m e d , on  tip to e .

In s id e  h is  ow n  room , w h ich  w a s  even  
m o re  d iso rd e re d  th a n  D o r f  m a n ’s,
C a lo r th a n  sa t q u ite  still a n d  p a le , h is  
b lu e  eyes v a g u e  w ith  d re a m s  o r
schem es. A b se n t-m in d e d ly , h e  ru b b e d  
w ith  th e  to e  o f  h is  slim  b lack  sh o e  o n e  
o f  th e  s ix  o r  seven  sp o ts  w h e re  c a re 
le ss ly  th ro w n  c ig a re tte  s tu b s  h a d
b u rn e d  th e  n a p  f ro m  th e  flo w ered , o ld  
B ru s s e ls  c a rp e t. A t la s t, h e  a ro se , 
so u n d le ss ly  l if t in g  h is  long , a n g u la r  
bo d y  f ro m  h is  c h a ir , c ro sse d  th e  ro o m  
a n d  lo ck ed  th e  d o o r, b e in g  c a re fu l  to  
tu r n  th e  key  so s low ly  th a t  th e  lock 
m a d e  n o  no ise . F ro m  h is  s h ir ts  in  th e  
b u re a u  d ra w e r , th e n , h e  d re w  a  r e 
v o lv e r  o f  th e  sam e  c a lib e r  a s  th a t  
D o r fm a n  h a d  h a d , a n d  g o in g  back  to  
h is  c h a ir , h e  s a t  d o w n  a g a in . W ith  a  
g r im  sm ile  h e  s tu ck  in to  th e  w eapon , 
on e  by o ne , th e  c a r tr id g e s  h e  h a d  ta k e n  
f ro m  h is  b r o th e r ’s room , a n d  d ro p p e d  
th e  g u n  in  h is  co a t pocket.

P re se n tly , he  la id  h is  h e a d  back  on  
th e  c h a ir  a n d  c lo sed  h is  eyes. O n ly  
w h en  h e  h e a rd  h is  b r o th e r ’s d o o r  slam  
s h a rp ly  a n d  c a u g h t th e  so u n d  o f  h is  
q u ick  s te p  a s  h e  w e n t d o w n  th e  h a ll to 
w a rd  th e  f ro n t  d o o r, d id  h e  s it u p  
a g a in , te n se , h is  f in g ers  d ru m m in g  a p 
p re h e n s iv e ly  on  th e  tab le . T h e  so u n d s  
d y in g  o u t, h e  lay  back  to  w a it , k e e p in g  
h im se lf  v e ry  still, a ll th e  m o re  so be 
cau se  in  sp ite  o f  h im se lf  h is  p u lse  
w o u ld  c re e p  u p  in to  h ig h  speed , a n d  
h is  sk in  p ric k le  u n d e r  th e  g o a d  o f  th e  
th in g s  h e  w a s  p lan n in g .

F o r  C a lo r th a n  w as  re a lly  m o re  u n 
h a p p y  th a n  h is  b ro th e r . H e  w as , as  
th e y  say , up  to  h is  neck  in  tro u b le , a n d  
h e  k n ew  n o t w h ich  w ay  to  tu r n .  T h e  

H s ta r t l in g  t r u th  w as  th a t  a ll h is  sh a re  
*  o f  h is  f a th e r ’s e s ta te  h a d  b e e n  sp e n t—  
F sp e n t or g am b led  aw ay . Where Dorf

m a n  h a d  w a tc h e d  th e  c u r r e n t  o f  r o 
m a n tic , c o s tly  liv in g  f ro m  b e h in d  th e  
c ig a r  s ta n d , C a lo r th a n , by  f a r  th e  
su b tle r  a n d  c le v e re r  o f  th e  tw o , h a d  
fo u n d  m e a n s  to  sw im  in  th e  c u r re n t  
h im se lf .

O ld e r , m o re  im p ress iv e , a n d  w h en  
he  ch o se  q u ite  su av e  a n d  co n v inc ing , 
h e  h a d  fo u n d  little  tro u b le  in  g e ttin g  
lo a n s  f ro m  b an k s  on  n o te s  a g a in s t h is  
in h e r ita n c e . T h is  h a d  all been  q u ite  
re g u la r . T h e  b a n k s  h a d  in v e s tig a te d , 
fo u n d  th e  m o n ey  w as a c tu a lly  in  t ru s t ,  
a n d  h a d  g iv en  C a lo r th a n , a lto g e th e r , 
som e fifty  th o u s a n d  d o lla rs  in  th e  la s t 
five y e a rs . A n d  C a lo r th a n  h a d  g a m 
b le d  it a w a y ;  a n d  th e n  g a m b le rs , l i t t le  
s id e -s tre e t m o n ey  le n d e rs  h a d  ta k e n  
m o re  o f  h is  n o te s , a n d  h e  h a d  lik ew ise  
s tre tc h e d  h is  c re d it  to  th e  lim it, a n d  
w h e n  p ro te s ts  an d  d e m a n d s  f o r  p a y 
m e n ts  cam e, h a d  e n d ed  by  g iv in g  n o te s  
h e re , too . A n d  n o w , u n le ss  h e  chose  
to  th in k  h e  cou ld  d e n y  th e  g a m b le rs ’ 
d e m a n d s  on  h is  I  O  U s , h is  p rin c ip a l 
w as p ra c tic a lly  gone.

S it t in g  th e re  n o w , th in k in g  a  l i t t le  
c o n te m p tu o u s ly  in  th e  f r in g e  o f  h is  
m in d  a b o u t h is  s im p le r  b ro th e r , w h o m  
h e  fu lly  ex p e c te d  to  v is it th e  M illm a n  
h o m e  in th e  fa sh io n a b le  su b u rb  o f  
C h a r le s to n  th a t  n ig h t, C a lo r th a n  co u ld  
n o t  b u t a d m ire  th e  skill w ith  w h ic h  h e  
h a d  k e p t all h is  sq u a n d e r in g s  f ro m  
D o rfm a n . That h a d  b een  a lm o s t a s  
c lev er a s  th e  in fin ite , p e tty  schem es 
w h e re b y  h e  h a d  c o n tin u a lly  g o tte n  
m oney . H o w  h e  h a d  g o n e  o n  liv in g , 
a p p a re n tly , o n ly  in  th e  b o a rd in g -h o u se  
su ite , a n d  p re te n d in g  to  be p en n ile ss , 
t o o ! H o w  h e  h a d  a t  th e  sam e tim e  
m a in ta in e d  a  co z ie r r e t r e a t  u p to w n !

T im e  a f t e r  tim e  h e  h a d  p re a c h e d  p a 
tie n c e  to  th e  y o u n g e r  son , w h en  th e  
la t te r  c a m e  h o m e  f ro m  w o rk . T h e n  
h e  h a d  g o n e , h a v in g  h is  o w n  fling , 
w h ile  th e  b o y  so ld  c ig a rs  a n d  a te  h is  
h e a r t  o u t!  A n d  D o rfm a n  still th o u g h t 
th a t  C a lo r th a n  m o p ed  a b o u t th e  b o a rd 
in g  h o u se  a ll d ay , a n d  e k e d  o u t  h is  e x 
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is ten ce  by  b e in g  n ig h t c a sh ie r  in  a  
r e s t a u r a n t ! C a lo rth a n  chuck led .

N ow , all th is  m ig h t seem  to o  c lev e r, 
u n n e c e ssa rily  c lev e r, on  firs t th o u g h t, 
b u t o n ly  to  o ne  who, d id  n o t  k n o w  
C a lo r th a n . F o r ,  even fro m  th e  first, 
C a lo r th a n  h a d  c o u n ted  on hazing D o r f -  
m a n ’s m o n ey  w hen  h is ow n  w as gone . 
S c h em in g , se c re tiv e , selfish, h y p o c r iti
ca l, like  h is  m o th e r  had  been , th is  id e a  
h a d  com e to  h is  m ind  q u ite  sim p ly  a n d  
n a tu ra lly . C u rio u sly , b e tw een  th e  re 
la tio n s  o f  C a lo r th a n  an d  D o rfm a n , a n d  
o f th e i r  la te  f a th e r  a n d  m o th e r , th e re  
h a d  been  a n  o d d  p a ra lle l.

T h e  f a th e r  h a d  been  a  h a rd -d r iv in g , 
q u ic k -te m p e red , m a s te r fu l  m a n — d ire c t 
in  h is  w ay , a n d  like  D o r fm a n  in  o n e  
re sp e c t, th a t  he u su a lly  d id  w h a t h e  
sa id  h e ’d  do. T h e  m o th e r  h a d  been  
s e lf -c e n te re d , a n d  in sa n e ly  je a lo u s  a n d  
selfish . S h e  h a d  ta k e n  all sh e  co u ld  
g e t f ro m  h e r  fo r tu n e -m a k in g  m a te , by  
schem es a n d  s tra ta g e m s , by  p re te n d in g  
a  love, so m etim es, th a t  i t  w as  im p o s
sib le  f o r  o n e  so co ld  a s  sh e  e v e r  to  
fee l— a n d  h a d  ta k e n  it a ll a s  h e r  r ig h t  
a n d  d u e !  T h e  tw o  h a d  led  a  c a t-a n d -  
d o g  life . P e rh a p s  th is  w as  w h y  th e  
tw o  boys w ere  w h a t  th e y  w ere , e s 
p ec ia lly  C a lo r th a n — m e n ta lly  a n d  em o
tio n a lly  u n s tab le , possib ly  even  a  little  
in sane .

T h e  ro o m  h a d  g o tten  q u ite  d a rk  
w hen  C a lo r th a n , w ho  h a d  been s itt in g  
still as  a  s ta tu e , s t ir re d  h im se lf . In to  
h is  lo n g  f ra m e , it seem ed , h a d  c re p t  a  
ca tlik e  im pu lse , fo r  in  th e  d u sk  h e  a ro s e  
ea s ily  a n d  so u n d lessly , a n d  tip to e d  
a c ro s s  th e  ro o m  to  th e  big, o ld - fa s h 
io n e d  c lo th e sp re ss , o u t o f  w h ich  h e  
to o k  h is  g re a tc b a t  a n d  p u t i t  on . H e  
d re w  h is  m uffler f ro m  th e  h o o k  a n d  
th o u g h tfu lly  w o u n d  it a b o u t h is  long , 
th in  neck , a n d  th e n , w ith  a n  a b s tra c te d  
a i r ,  w e n t o v e r  to  th e  b u re a u . T h e re  h e  
e x tra c te d  a  b lack -silk  h a n d k e rc h ie f  
f ro m  a  d ra w e r  a n d  h a s tily  th r u s t  i t  in to  
h is  pocket. I n  th e  sam e  p o ck e t h e  
th r u s t  th e  re v o lv e r  he h a d  lo ad ed  th a t

a f te rn o o n . H e  p u t o n  h is  h a t, tu r n e d  
u p  h is  c o lla r  a n d  th u s  b e la te d ly  fo l
low ed  th e  im p e tu o u s  D o r fm a n  d o w n  
th e  h a ll to  th e  s tree t.

C a lo r th a n  m ade  h is  w ay  to  a  g a ra g e  
som e b locks aw ay , w h ich  h e  o f te n  
p a tro n iz e d , a  g a ra g e  w h e re  th e y  re n te d  
a u to m o b ile s  w ith  o r  w ith o u t c h a u f 
fe u rs . C a lo r th a n  h a d  n o  d ifficu lty  g e t
tin g  a  c a r  a n d  as  he  d ro v e  aw ay , to 
w a rd  th e  M illm an  h o m e  in  th e  su b u rb  
o f  C h a r le s to n , he m u tte re d  h a te fu lly  
to  h im s e l f :

“ F o o l,” h e  g ru m b le d , th in k in g  o f  h is  
b ro th e r . “ H e  c e rta in ly  to o k  th e  t ro l
ley , b ecau se  h e  w o u ld n ’t  h a v e  m oney  
e n o u g h , o r  sense , f o r  th a t  m a tte r , to  
r e n t  a  c a r . I t ’ll ta k e  h im  th re e  h o u rs  
to  m y  one, th e  w ay  th a t  o ld  tro lle y  line 
ru n s . W h a t  w o u ld  he  do  w ith  m o n ey , 
a n y w a y ?  E v e ry b o d y  w o u ld  ta k e  it 
a w a y  f ro m  h i m ! H e 'd  be  lo st w ith  i t .”

F a r  o u t  a lo n g  th e  d e se r te d  ro a d , h e  
o p en ed  th e  c u to u t o f  h is  c a r  a s  th e  a u 
to m o b ile  ra c e d  a lo n g , so th a t  th e  m a 
c h in e  m a d e  a  n o ise  like  th e  ra t t le  o f  
rifle  fire . In  the  m id s t o f  th is  h e  fired  
th e  re v o lv e r  tw ice , a  c ru e l sm ile tw is t
in g  h is  e lo n g a te d , w h ite  face . H e  h a d  
a n  idea he  m ig h t n e e d  th e  b la n k  c a r 
tr id g e s  to  p u t in  D o r f m a n ’s g u n , to  ac 
c o u n t fo r  bu lle ts  h e  m ig h t, b e fo re  th e  
n ig h t w as  o v e r, h av e  to  fire  f ro m  h is 
ow n. A f te r  a ll, he th o u g h t, it w o u ld  
b e  s im p le  an d  easy , th is  p la n  o f  h is, 
a n d  it w a s  th e  o n ly  w ay . H is  f a th e r  
a n d  B ry a n t M illm an  h a d  been  th e  
c lo sest f r ie n d s , a n d  o f te n  in  e a r lie r  
d a y s , C a lo r th a n  h a d  p lay ed  in  th e  old 
M illm an  h o m e w ith  th e  M illm a n  ch il
d re n . Y es, h e  knew  th e  p lace  like a  
book . H e  k n ew  ju s t  h o w  h e  w o u ld  g e t 
in— a n d  o u t!  H e  k n e w  ju s t  w h e re  h e  
w o u ld  be s ta n d in g , a b o u t e ig h t o ’clock, 
th e r e  b e h in d  th e  c u r ta in  in  f ro n t  o f  
a  c e r ta in  d e e p  F re n c h  w in d o w .

L i t t le  th r i l ls  o f  r is in g  e x c ite m e n t, o f  
fe a r ,  p e rh a p s , b eg an  to  r u n  a lo n g  h is  
n e rv es . E v e n  in  h is  b ig  d r iv in g  g loves, 
u n d e r  w h ich  h e  h ad  d o n n e d  k id  g loves,
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f o r  p u rp o se s  o f  th e  n ig h t, h is  h a n d s  
g re w  cold  a n d  tre m u lo u s . H e  fo u g h t 
a g a in s t  th e  n e rv o u sn e ss .

“A f te r  a l l ,” h e  m u tte re d  savagely , 
D o r fm a n  is a  he lp less , u n c e r ta in  foo l, 
a n d  I  m u s t h av e  m oney . I t  is p l a in : 
I  m u s t choose  b e tw een  m y  b ro th e r  and  
m y se lf , f o r  if  h e  lives I  c a n ’t  h a v e  h is  
m o n ey , a n d  if  I d o n 't  g e t th e  m o n ey —  
w hy , I  c a n ’t live. W h a t  else is th e re  
to  d o ?  O n ce  he  is o u t o f  th e  w ay  I 
can  go on , I  c a n  keep  m y  ro o m s u p 
to w n , a n d  s a tis fy  m y fr ie n d s . T h e  
m o n ey  w ill be m in e  a  y e a r  h en ce , I  can  
say . W h y  d id n ’t I th in k  o f  th is  w ay  
o u t b e fo re ?  I cou ld  h a v e  eg g ed  h im  
in to  it. S till, th is  is best, n o  one w ill 
e v e r  know . T h e y ’ll th in k — m u rd e r , 
m u rd e r  a n d  su ic id e ,”

S u d d e n ly , a s  h e  w h isp e re d , h e  fo u n d  
h im se lf  s tu t te r in g  w ith  ex c ite m e n t, and  
la p se d  in to  c h a g rin e d , a n g ry  silence. 
W a s  h e  n e v e r  to  be f re e  o f  th is  w eak 
n e ss  ? B u t h is  th o u g h ts  ra n  on  a n d  on , 
like th e  c a r , th ro u g h  d a rk n e ss .

L o n g , v e lv e t c u r ta in s  h u n g  b e fo re  
th e  d eep  recesses  in  w hich  w ere  th e  ta l l  
F re n c h  w in d o w s o f  th e  o ld  M illm an  
d ra w in g -ro o m . O n  cold n ig h ts  w hen  
th e  w in d  w as up , in v a r ia b ly  th e  s e rv 
a n ts  pu lled  th e  c u r ta in s  a c ro ss  th e  
c lo se tlike  w in d o w  a p e r tu re s  to  keep  o u t 
th e  f ro s ty  b reeze . T o -n ig h t th e  w in d  
h o w led  a n d  w h is tle d  a b o u t th e  a n c ie n t 
hom e, n o w  a n d  a g a in  th e  h e a v y  b lue  
c u r ta in s  m oved .

N e a r  th e  p a r t ic u la r  c u r ta in  th a t  h u n g  
b e fo re  th e  firs t w in d o w  to  th e  r ig h t  o f  
th e  w id e  firep lace , in  th e  spacious, 
sh a d o w y  o ld  ro o m , sh o r tly  a f t e r  e ig h t 
o ’clock th a t  ev en in g , s to o d  th e  a g ita te d  
y o u n g  D o rfm a n . H a d  h e  re a c h e d  h is  
le f t  h a n d  s id ew ise  h e  co u ld  h a v e  
to u c h e d  th is  c u r ta in , w h ic h  n o w  a n d  
a g a in  s t i r re d  u n eas ily , a s  if  by  th e  
w in d . I n  a  w hee l c h a ir  b e fo re  th e  
c h e e rfu lly  b laz in g  firep lace, s a t M ill- 
m an , a  m a n  w h o  h a d  g ro w n  o ld  sp len 
d id ly , a n d  w h o se  y e a rs  in  th e  m o n ey

m a rk e t  h a d  been  fu ll o f  h o n o r  a s  w ell 
a s  p ro fit.

T h e  o ld  m a n  lo o k ed  n o w  ju s t  w h a t 
h e  h a d  been  a ll h is  life , k in d ly , to le ra n t ,  
b u t u n sw e rv in g  in a n y  d u ty  th a t  m ig h t 
fa ll  to  h is  lo t, tru e  to  f r ie n d  a n d  foe. 
H e  h a d  a la rg e , d o m ed  ba ld  h e a d , a n d  
th e  h ig h  in te llig e n t fo re h e a d  w a s  
c re a se d  by  re g u la r , fine little  lin es  o f  
th o u g h t. H is  so m ew h a t rh e u m y  eyes 
n o w  b e n t b ro o d in g ly , sy m p a th e tic a lly  
on  th e  u n h a p p y  boy  b e fo re  h im . H is  
w rin k le d , v e in ed  h a n d s  w e re  still on  th e  
p la id  b la n k e t th a t  c o v e re d  h is  w ith e re d , 
tre m b lin g  knees. H is  o ld  h e a d  m o v ed  
e v e r so s lig h tly  to  a n d  f ro , a s  if  h e  
co u ld  n o t  sto p  it, d e sp ite  th e  s te a d in e ss  
o f  h is  fine  o ld  eyes.

“ A ll th is  p o th e r  a b o u t m o n e y ,” h e  
q u a v e re d  finally , w ith  th e  a i r  n a tu ra l  
to  a  m an  w ho  k n o w s h e  is soon  g o in g  
w h e re  m o n ey  can  n e v e r  go. “ M y  boy, 
m o n ey  is n o th in g . Y o u  h av e  d e lu d ed  
y o u rse lf  in to  a  fe v e r  o f  d e s ire . L o v e  
a n d  w o rk , th o se  a re  th e  re a l th in g s . 
T h e y  a re  h ap p in e ss . T h e y  c o s t n o th 
in g .”

“ O n ce  f o r  a ll ,” D o r fm a n  b ro k e  in , 
h is  voice sh a rp  a n d  v ib ra n t  w ith  ill- 
su p p re sse d  ra g e , “ once  f o r  a ll, w ill y o u  
g ive  m e p a r t  of m y  r ig h tfu l  in h e r i t 
a n c e ?  O h , ju s t  five th o u s a n d  d o lla rs  
u n til  th e  d a y  I get th e  re s t. F o r  th e  
la s t  t im e , w ill you , o r  n o ? ”

“ M y  d e a r  boy, I  c a n ’t. T h e  te rm s  
o f  th e  w ill------- ”

“ Y o u  c a n  lo an  it  to  m e, a n d , by  
h e a v e n , y o u  w ill, o r ------- ”

“ N o , th a t  w o u ld  d e fe a t  y o u r  f a th e r ’s 
p u rp o se ,” in te r ru p te d  th e  m a n  in  h is  
tu rn . “ D o n ’t you  see, by  th e  v e ry  ac t 
o f  co m in g  h e re  a n d  th re a te n in g  m e, o f  
com ing  h e re  to  th is  h o u se  w h e re  y o u  
p la y e d  a s  a  boy , o f com ing  to  m e, y o u r  
f a th e r ’s b e s t f r ie n d , in  th is  u g ly  m a n 
n e r , y o u  p ro v e  y o u  c a n n o t ta k e  c a re  o f  
m o n ey , o r  even  h a n d le  y o u r s e lf ?  Y o u  
a re  a s  y o u r  p o o r  f a th e r  fe a re d , lik e  
y o u r  m o th e r . Y o u  m u s t c o n tro l y o u r 
s e lf .”
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" N e v e r  m ind  m y m o th e r. I t 's  th e  
m o n ey  w e ’re  ta lk in g  a b o u t!”

"Y e s , yes, b u t h e a r  m e o u t,"  p leaded  
th e  o ld  m an . “ Y o u r  le tte rs  d is tu rb e d  
m e. T h e y  sh o w ed  a d a n g e ro u s  s ta te  
o f  m ind . T h a t ’s w hy  I le t y o u  com e 
h e re  to -n ig h t. I  w a n te d  to  ta lk  to  you, 
to  show  y o u  th e  t ru th .  W h y , ju s t  
th in k , I  h ad  to  sen d  th e  g ir ls  a w a v—  
th e  g ir ls  y o u  p layed  w ith  as  a l ittle  boy 
— lest th e re  be som e such  s to rm y  scene 
a s  th is . D o n ’t y o u  see, you  m u st m a s 
te r  y o u rse lf  f irs t?  T h a t  w as w h a t y o u r  
f a th e r  w a n te d . Y o u  loved y o u r  fa th e r , 
d id n ’t  y o u ?  T ell m e .”

Y o u n g  D o rfm a n , h is ja w  th ru s t  out 
in  th e  d e te rm in e d , ru th le ss  m a n n e r  th a t 
w as  o n e  o f  h is  in h e r ita n c e s  f ro m  th a t 
sam e  f a th e r — a f a th e r  w ho becam e 
stee l a n d  fire  in  face  o f an y  o p p o sitio n  
— a d v a n c e d  a  s te p  w ith o u t a w ord . 
S low dy h e  d re w  th e  re v o lv e r  in to  s ig h t. 
H is  face  w as  a  re d  g a rg o y le  o f  rage . 
O ld  M illm an  u tte re d  a  th in  cry , but 
D o r fm a n  cu t it sh o rt.

"S c re a m  a n d  I  s h o o t,” he p ro m ised . 
“ N o w , y o u  lis ten  to  r e a s o n ! Y o u  all 
p re a c h  a n d  p re a c h  a t  m e, an d  I 'v e  h ad  
en o u g h . I  d o n ’t  c a re  w h a t y o u  o r  any  
on e  else says, th a t  m oney  is m in e  and  
I  w a n t it. E i th e r  y o u  sign  m e a check 
f o r  five th o u sa n d  d o lla rs  w ith  th a t  pen 
a n d  in k  a t y o u r  elbow , an d  see th a t 1 
g e t it cash ed , o r  w e bo th  d ie. M a y  lag 
I ’m  c razy , m a y b e  no. B u t y o u 'll do 
j u s t  a s  I  say , o r— will you  sign th a t 
c h e c k ? ”

" M y  boy, m y bov. 1 w o n 't— so help 
m e !”

T h e  boy g av e  ven t to a h o a rse , a n i
m al c ry . H is  a rm s  sho t o u t like kn ives, 
a n d  th e  re v o lv e r  sw’ep t in to  p lace. T h e  
g u n  b a rk e d  once, tw ice , a n d  o ld  M ill- 
m a n  leap ed , th e n  s lum ped  d o w n  in h is 
c h a ir , g a sp in g , lo o k in g  in fin ite ly  old 
a n d  tire d . A  little  re d  sp o t w id en ed  on 
h is  w h ite  s h i r t  f ro n t . D o rfm a n  s ta re d  
a s  th o u g h  h y p n o tiz e d , fo r  all th e  w o rld  
like  a  p e rso n  su d d en ly  a w a k e n e d  a n d  
lo o k in g  ro u n d  a b o u t w ith o u t q u ite

c o m p re h e n d in g  w h e re  he  w as, o r  w h a t 
h e  h a d  been  do ing .

T h e  w eap o n  slipped  fro m  h is  n e rv e 
less fingers , a n d  he  sw a y e d  th e re , h is  
eyes h e ld  to  h is  v ic tim  in  h o r ro r .
"G o o d  H e a v e n , M r. M illm a n -------” h e
m u tte re d , b u t th e  sen te n c e  w as  n e v e r  
fin ished .

F ro m  b e h in d  th e  c u r ta in  a t  h is  le f t  
h a n d  slid  C a lo r th a n , like  som e g h o s tly  
sh ad o w . H e  th r u s t  h is  o w n  re v o lv e r  
a lm o st d ire c tly  a g a in s t th e  b o y ’s le f t  
ea r . a n d  b e fo re  th e  y o u th  co u ld  w re n c h  
h is  a t te n tio n  fro m  th e  d y in g  M illm an . 
C a lo r th a n  fired .

I t  w as  all done in  an  in s ta n t. D o r f 
m a n  s lum ped  to  th e  floo r, a n d  C a lo r 
th a n . p a le  a n d  g h o stly , m o v in g  sw if tly , 
h is  w a ry  eye ro v in g  th e  d o o rs , ro lled  
h im  ov er. H e  k ick ed  th e  b o y ’s ow n  
re v o lv e r  a g a in s t h is  r ig h t  h a n d . T h e n , 
h e  s te p p e d  back  to the  c u r ta in , h e a r in g  
a lre a d y  th e  n o ise  o f  th e  s e rv a n ts  r u n 
n in g  in  th e  u p s ta ir s  ro o m s o f  th e  o ld  
h o m estead . H is  lo n g  w h ite  h a n d  w as  
ju s t  p a r t in g  th e  c u r ta in s , w h en  he 
h e a rd  a  voice. H e  s ta r te d , s ta re d , a n d  
q u iv e r in g  ten se ly , h is  eyes g lit te r in g  
above  th e  b lack -silk  h a n d k e rc h ie f  th a t  
co v e red  th e  lo w er p a r t  o f  h is  face , 
tu rn e d  sw iftlv , re a d y  a g a in  to  fire  if  
n e c essa ry . B u t th e re  w as n o  o n e  in 
s ig h t sav e  h is d e a d  b ro th e r  a n d  th e  
d y in g  M illm an .

" M u rd e r e r ,” re p e a te d  th e  voice. 
" Y o u ’ll p ay  fo r  th is . Y o u , to o , w ill 
die. O n ly  y o u  a re  y o u n g .”

C a lo r th a n  seem ed  f o r  th e  m o m e n t 
too u p se t to  c a r ry  ou t h is  in te n d e d  im 
m ed ia te  f ligh t. T h e n , he  saw  old M ill- 
m an  s tir , a n d  k new  th e  a n c ie n t w as  
still a live. H e  w as  re liev ed . H e  h a d  
no f e a r  th o se  d y in g  ey es w o u ld  re c o g 
n ize  h im  th ro u g h  h is b lack -s ilk  m ask . 
H e  h a d , c u r io u s ly  a n d  q u ite  n a tu ra lly  
in  o ne  so s tra n g e  a n d  u n a c c o u n ta b le  by 
n a tu re , even  a n  im p u lse  to w a rd  h u m o r.

“ N e v -n e v -n e v e r  y o u  m u -m u -m in d ,” 
h e  sa id , s tu t te r in g  in  sp ite  o f  h im se lf . 
“ Y u -y o u ’ll be y o -y o u -y o u n g  a g a in ,
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w h e n — w h en  y o -y o u  g e t to  h e a -  
h e a v e n .”

T h e re  w as a  s te p  on  th e  s ta irs . 
C a lo r th a n  s te p p e d  b e tw e e n  th e  h e av y  
c u r ta in s , a n d  th e y  c losed  b e h in d  h im . 
H e  s lipped  o u t th e  F re n c h  w indow , 
w h ich , e a r lie r , he  h a d  h a d  n o  tro u b le  
in  s ilen tly  p r iz in g  open , a n d  d ro p p e d  
to  th e  g ro u n d . U n d e r  c o v e r o f  d a rk 
n ess , a n d  th e  b ru sh , h e  soon  re a c h e d  
h is  c a r  a n d  w a s  gone.

“ M u r d e r  a n d  su ic id e ,” h e  k e p t te ll
in g  h im se lf  all th e  w ay  h o m e, “ m u rd e r  
a n d  su ic id e— th a t ’s w h a t th e y ’ll say . 
G o o d  o ld  D o rfie  fired  tw ice , a n d  on e  
sh o t w e n t w ild . T h e y ’ll th in k  that sh o t 
w as  th e  o n e  h e  p u t  in  h is  o w n  sku ll, 
w h e n  th e y  find  tw o  e x p lo d e d  c a r tr id g e s  
in  h is  g u n . E a sy , m u rd e r  a n d  su i
c id e  !”

C a lo r th a n  s a t  s ip p in g  a  d r in k  in  a  
sp eak easy , a d is re p u ta b le  h o le  o f  a 
p lace  u n d e r  th e  sh ad o w  o f a  g re a t  
b rid g e . S o m eh o w , he  k n e w  h e  o u g h t 
to  go  to  h is  o ld  b o a rd in g  h o u se  to  be  
th e re  w h e n  n e w s  o f  th e  k illin g s  cam e, 
b u t  he  co u ld  n o t q u ite  b r in g  h im se lf  to  
go  th e re . T h is  o ld  h a u n t o f  h is , on  
o ccasion , w as  ju s t  a ro u n d  th e  c o rn e r . 
I t  w a s  a s  n e a r  as  he  h a d  been  ab le  to  
com e to  h is  sla in  b r o th e r ’s ro o m . W a s  
h e  s o r ry , w as h e  h a u n te d  by  re m o rse ?  
H e  to ld  h im se lf  no , a g a in  a n d  a g a in , 
no . T ru e , h e -m ig h t h av e  le t th e  S ta te  
h a n g  D o rfie , b u t th e  S ta te  w o u ld n ’t  
h a v e  d o n e  th e  jo b  un til a f t e r  a  tr ia l ,  
in  w h ic h  m u ch  o f  D o rfie ’s p ro p e r ty  to  
com e m ig h t h av e  b een  in v o lv ed  by law 
y e rs . N o , th e  th in g  h a d  to  be  d o n e !

“ I  a r r e s t  y o u  f o r  m u rd e r , y o u n g  
m an . S ta n d  up. A n d  d o n ’t  m a k e  a n y

fa ls e  m oves. Y o u ’re  c o v e red , d ’y e  
h e a r ?  L iv e ly  n o w ! ”

C a lo r th a n ’s ja w  fell. W h a t  th e -------
T h e re  m u s t be som e m is ta k e . W h y , 
th e y  co u ld  k n o w ! G o o d  h e a v e n s ! A  
te r r ib le  f e a r  g r ip p e d  h im . H e  m u s t be  
ca lm  n o w , m u s t a s s e r t  h is  su rp r is e  a n d  
innocence , m u s tn ’t le t e x c ite m e n t m a s 
t e r  h im . B u t h is  p u lse  le ap ed  a s  h e  
lo o k ed  a t  th e  b ig  d e te c tiv e — h e k n e w  
th e  m a n  w as  a  d e te c tiv e — w ho  s to o d  
lo o k in g  d o w n  a t  h im , re v o lv e r  in  h a n d . 
H is  p u lse  leap ed , a n d  h is  h e a d  
th ro b b e d  a n d  p o u n d e d  w ith  p re s s u re  o f 
h is  fe a rs . A b o v e  all, h e  m u s tn ’t  s tu t 
te r ,  b u t h e  m u s t ta lk , h e  th o u g h t, a t  
once.

“ I — I — I  y o u -y o u  m u -m u s t b e  m u - 
m u -m is ta k e n ,” he  h e a rd  h im se lf  sa y in g , 
h is  h o r r o r  s te a d ily  in c re a s in g . “ I  h a v -  
h a v e n ’t m u -m u -m u rd e re d  a n y -a n y -  
b o d y .”

“ S o  y o u  do  b re a k  y o u r  w o rd s  u p , 
h e y ? ” sa id  th e  d e tc tiv e . “ W e ll, y o u ’re  
m y  m an , all r ig h t .”

H e  th r u s t  a b it o f  w h ite  p a p e r  in  
f ro n t  o f  C a lo r th a n , a n d  th e  m u r d e r e r  
re a d , w ith  s ta r in g  e y e s : “ A  ta ll , th in
m a n  w ho  s tu t te r e d .”

“ O ld  M illm a n  w ro te  th a t  n o te  ju s t  
b e fo re  he  d ied , w h e n  h e  co u ld  no  
lo n g e r  ta lk  o r  see, I  g u e s s ,” sa id  th e  
d e tec tiv e . “ A n d  h is  son , w h o  ru s h e d  
u p  f ro m  B o s to n , th o u g h t o f  y o u . S a id  
h e  u se d  to  p la y  w ith  you , a n d ' th a t  
w h e n e v e r  y o u  g o t f r ig h te n e d  o r  h e t  u p  
y o u  s tu tte re d . F u n n y , w a s n ’t  it, h o w  
y o u  ta lk e d  b ro k e n  like th a t  w h e n  I  
sa n g  o u t a b o u t y o u r  b e in g  a r re s te d , 
n o w , w a sn ’t  i t ? ”

B u t C a lo r th a n  w as  in  n o  m o o d  to  
be  a m u sed .
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If you arc an employer and desire to place your employees in the positions in 
your office or factory for which they are best fitted; or if you arc just about to 
step out into the world to earn your own living; or if crimes involving handwriting 
have been committed ir, your community; or if you want to know the characters of 
your friends as revealed in their chirography—send specimens of the bandwriting of 
the persons concerned to Shirley' Spencer, in care of this magazine, and inclose a 
stamped, addressed envelope. Shirley Spencer will analyze the samples submitted to 
her and will give you her expert opinion of them, free of charge.

Also, coupon—sec below—must accompany each specimen of handwriting which 
you wish read. If possible, write with black ink.

All communications will be held in strict confidence. When permission is granted, 
cases will be discussal in the department, with or without the illustrations. Of course, 
under no circumstances will the identity of the persons concerned be revealed.

Every care will be taken to return specimens of handwriting, but it is to be under
stood that Miss Spencer cannot be responsible for them.

Harvey Ik :  Yes. 1 do th in k  that
y o u  can  w rite . Y ou  hav e  the  a r tis tic  
te m p e ra m e n t an d  fine lite ra ry  taste . 
H o w ev er, you  need  to  c o n cen tra te  m ore  
an d  to  im p ro v e  y o u r  techn ique . You 
seem  a little  vo ting  and inex p erien ced  
b u t you  have all the  qua lite s  tha t m ake 
a fine com bination  fo r a  w rite r .

T h o se  la rg e  “ e 's ” th a t so rt o f  look  
dow n  on th e  o th e r  le tte rs  in d ica te  a c e r
ta in  k in d  o f  p ride . In  y o u r  case they 
tell m e th a t  you have a q u ie t d ig n ity  
and  confidence w hich  is no t a lw ays a p 
p a re n t in y o u r  m a n n e r, b u t people  find 
o u t a b o u t it if  th e y  t ry  to  tread  on y o u r 
t o e s !

Y ou  have n o t an  a g g re ss iv e  m a n n e r  
and  so people a re  so m etim es foo led  in to  
th in k in g  y o u  will not d e fe n d  y o u rse lf , 
hut y o u r p rid e  a s se r ts  i ts e lf  a t  u n e x 
pected  m om en ts  and  they  find  th a t  they  
w ere  m istaken .

T h e re  a r e  c u ltu re  a n d  re fin e m e n t e x 
p ressed  in y o u r  sc rip t. O n e  can  see 
th a t  you  have fine ta s te  an d  th a t  you  
resp o n d  especially to co lo r an d  to  m usic.

T h e  u p w a rd  slant to  th e  “ T "  b ar te lls  
m e th a t  you  have idea ls a n d  a re  a s p ir 
ing  to  h ig h e r th in g s , th o u g h  the  p re s 
su re  o f  y o u r  pen is th a t  o f a  m a te r ia l
istic p erson . By all m ean s  co n tin u e  
w ith  y o u r w ritin g  an d  d o n ’t becom e d is 
co u rag ed  if  a t first you  fail to  sell y o u r  
s to ries . R o m e w as n o t bu ilt in  a day . 
rem em ber.

I). K ., W isc o n s in : Y ou  have  selected 
a good su b jec t w hen you  tu rn e d  to  p sy -
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cho lo g y  a n d  p sych o an a ly sis , fo r  in  these  
y o u  w ill find  a n  e x ce llen t field  in  w hich  
to  d evelop  y o u r  ty p e  o f m ind , w h ich  is 
an a ly tica l, ded u c tiv e , an d  logical. Y o u  
hav e  tu rn e d  n a tu ra lly  to  th e  th in g  th a t  
in te re s ts  you  m o st an d  you  o u g h t to  
m ak e  v e ry  go o d  p ro g re ss . Y o u r  a b il
ity  lies in  th is d irec tio n .

1 w a n t to  w a rn  you , h o w ev er, n o t to  
becom e m ere ly  a  th e o r is t a n d  so becom e 
n a rro w  in  y o u r v iew s. D o n o t h o ld  any- 
se t ru les , and  do n o t be in fluenced  to o  
m uch  by th is  o r  th a t  w r ite r , w ho  may
be q u ite  d ogm atic  and  b lin d  in  som e re 
spects. I  w ould  adv ise  you  to  cu ltiv a te  
th e  h ig h e r  in tu itio n  o f  th e  rea l psych ic , 
and  fu n c tio n  o n  th e  sp ir itu a l a s  well as 
th e  in te llec tu a l p lane.

t/V» XT &V—

Y o u r  w ritin g  show s th a t  you  a re  v e ry  
e a rn e s t a n d  s in cere , and  th a t  you have  
g o o d  p o w e rs  o f co n c e n tra tio n . T h e  
la s t is n e e d e d  in  sc ien tific  w o rk .

H a v e  y o u  th o u g h t o f  th e  l i te ra ry  field 
as one you  m ig h t t ry ?  Y o u  o u g h t to  
w rite  fe a tu re  a r tic le s  o r  do jo u rn a lis tic  
re p o rtin g . Y o u  hav e  ta le n t  fo r  th is  
ty p e  o f  w ork .

I t  is ev id en t th a t  you  e x p re ss  y o u r 
se lf m o re  read ily  in  w r it in g  th a n  in 
speak in g . T h e re  is som e re se rv e  show n  
— a ra th e r  co ld  a n d  in d iffe re n t a tti tu d e , 
som e m ig h t find  it. I am  su re  th a t you  
a re  in te re s te d  in  people, b u t  a s  s tu d ies  
r a th e r  th a n  be ing  d ra w n  to  th e m  em o 
tio n a lly . Y o u  a re  n o t h igh ly  em o tional 
o r  a rd e n t. Y ou  g ive  a  confidence 
slow ly  a n d  do n o t fo rm  m an y  in tim acies.

Y o u  n a tu ra lly  p re fe r  s im p lic ity  a n d  a  
f re e  n a tu ra l  l i f e  to  a n y  u n n e c e ssa ry  d is 
p lay  o r  o s te n ta tio n . Y o u  h av e  no  g re a t  
socia l a m b itio n s  and  a re  n o t seem ing ly  
in te re s te d  in  m e re  m a te ria l success  o r  
“ b ig  b u s in e ss .”

T h o u g h  y o u  ca n  be  ta c tfu l , you  d o  
n o t g lo ss  o v e r  th e  t r u th  a n d  a re  c ritic a l 
a n d  e x a c tin g  a t  tim es. Y o u r  ana ly tica l 
m in d  is a lw ay s g u id in g  you , a n d  i f  you  
d evelop  th is  q u a lity  in te llig e n tly  y o u  
o u g h t to  becom e v e ry  keen  a n d  qu ick  
to  g ra sp  th e  in tricac ie s  o f  th e  science 
y o u  h a v e  ta k e n  up.

J .  S ., I l l in o is :  A  v e ry  p le a sa n t p e r 
so n a lity  is ex p re sse d  in  y o u r  sc rip t. I 
am  su re  th a t  y o u  a re  well liked  by y o u r 
a sso c ia tes . B esides y o u r  ag reeab le  d is 
p o s itio n  you  have  ex ecu tiv e  ab ility , an d  
hav e  a c q u ire d  a  c e r ta in  efficiency th a t 
w ill m a k e  y o u  v a lu ab le  in  co m m erc ia l 
lines.

I  see th a t you  a re  v e ry  a m b itio u s  a n d  
th a t  y o u  have se t y o u r  s ta n d a rd  u n 
u su a lly  h igh . Y ou  h av e  a  go o d  d ea l of 
p r id e — n o t so m u c h  p e rso n a l p r id e , 
th o u g h  y o u  h av e  p le n ty  o f  th a t— b u t 
p rid e  in  ach ievem en t. T h e re  is d ig n ity , 
too , e x p re sse d , an d  a  d es ire  to  m ak e  a 
fa v o ra b le  im p ressio n .

T h e  rh y th m  and  th e  loops in  y o u r 
sc rip t sh o w  th a t  you  have  an  in te re s t in  
p h y sica l c u ltu re , b e a u ty  c u ltu re , an d  
th a t  y o u  p ro b ab ly  d an ce  v e ry  w ell, o r  
o u g h t to  be in te re s te d  in  p h y sica l a c tiv 
ity  a lo n g  a r t is t ic  lines.

T h o u g h  y o u  have  ev id en tly  h a d  som e 
co m m erc ia l t r a in in g  a n d  hav e  ad a p te d  
y o u rse lf  v e ry  w ell to  th e  g e n e ra l ro u 
tin e  a n d  sy stem  o f  it, y o u  h av e  n o t 
w holly  su b m erg ed  y o u r p e rso n a lity  as  
so  m an y  do.

J ean, K e n tu c k y : Y o u r  w r itin g  is
v e ry  f a r  f ro m  b e in g  o f  th a t  s ta n d a rd 
ized  ty p e . T h a t  s tra ig h t  u p -a n d -d o w n  
w ritin g  sh o w s th a t y o u  a r e  n o t  v e ry
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d e m o n s tra tiv e  in  y o u r  a ffec tio n s, an d  
th a t  you  hav e  se lf-c o n tro l a n d  co m m on  
sense. T h e  p re s su re  o f  y o u r pen show s 
th a t you  a re  cap ab le  o f  deep  feeling , 
b u t th a t  y o u  a re  so m ew h a t cold  an d  in 
c lined  to  be se lf-cen te red .

S om e o f  y o u r  fo rm a tio n s  show  o r ig 
in a lity  o f  a  co n s tru c tiv e  n a tu re . E sp e c i
a lly  h av e  y o u  r a th e r  a n  o d d  sense  o f  
h u m o r, b u t a  s tro n g  one n ev erth e le ss . 
Y o u  have  a  lo t o f  p e rso n a l p r id e  and  
d o  n o t like  to  b e  critic ized .

• QtnuJji
T h e re  is  a  c o n tra d ic tio n  in  th e  m a t

te r  o f  y o u r  w ill p o w er. F o r  th e  m o st 
p a r t  y o u r  w ill is s tro n g , b u t  th e re  a re  
tim es  w hen  y o u  h e s ita te  a n d  d ra w  back  
w ith in  y o u rse lf  in to  a  so rt o f  re se rv e  o r  
shell, an d  so do  n o t seize th e  o p p o rtu n i
tie s  a t  h a n d . Y o u  o u g h t to  be ab le  to  
overcom e th is  ten d en cy  w ith  a  little  
th o u g h t.

W . O ., N ew  Y o rk  C ity :  T h e  lo n g  
“ t ” b a rs  do  show  th a t  y o u  h av e  a

s tro n g  w ill, b u t y o u r  “ t ” b a rs  a r e n 't  
a lw a y s  lo n g — sh o w in g  th a t  y o u  a re  a p t 
to  be e n th u s ia s tic  a n d  d ash  in to  a  th in g  
w ith  a go o d  dea l o f  sp ir it, b u t th a t  y o u  
h a v e n ’t  th e  en d u ra n c e  to  ho ld  o u t  u n d e r  
try in g  cond itions.

Y o u  a re  im pu lsive  a n d  a p t to  le t  y o u r  
feelings ru n  aw ay  w ith  you  a t  tim es. 
T r y  to  k eep  a  b e tte r  balance. Y o u  d ash  
in  w ith  a w a r  w hoop, a n d  s lin k  o u t 
w ith  a s ig h !

Y o u  h av e  such an  ac tiv e  m in d  th a t  
you  becom e re s tle ss  if  tied  d o w n  to  de 
ta ils  to o  m uch , th o u g h  on  th e  w ho le  I 
m u s t c o n g ra tu la te  y o u  on  y o u r  a d a p 
ta tio n  to  a  com m erc ia l w o rld  w ith  y o u r  
te m p e ra m e n t.

Handwriting Coupon
This coupon must accompany each
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read.

of handwriting which you wish
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TELEPATHY PREVENTS A BURGLARY
C O M E  p e o p le  call it te lep a th y , o th e rs  “ s ix th  sen se ,” an d  o th e rs  a  h u n ch , b u t 
^  w h a te v e r  it is, i t  p ro d u ces  a  fee lin g  o f  im m ense  s a tis fa c tio n  if  i t  w o rk s  o u t 
a ll r ig h t, a n d  ju s t  m akes its o w n e r look  fo o lish  if it d o e sn ’t. T h e  fo llo w in g  
in c id en t is a  case  in  p o in t :

A  fe w  w eeks ago , M r. Jo se p h  S ilv e rm a n , p ro p r ie to r  o f  a  d ry -g o o d s  em p o riu m  
on  C o lum bus A v en u e , N e w  Y o rk , aw oke a t  an  e a rly  m o rn in g  h o u r  w ith  th e  
u n c o m fo rta b le  fee ling , h u n ch , te lep a th ic  m essag e— o r call it w h a t y o u  w ill— th a t 
h e  h ad  n o t sw itch ed  on th e  b u rg la r  a la rm  w hen  c lo s in g  h is  s to re  th e  p re v io u s  
e v en in g . I n  sp ite  o f  th e  u n tim e ly  h o u r , h e  d re sse d  a n d  v is ite d  h is  p lace  o f  b u s in e ss .

W h e n  h e  o p en ed  th e  d o o r o f the  s to re , he h e a rd  sounds a t  th e  re a r . H e  
sum m o n ed  a  po licem an  an d  w e n t a ro u n d  to  in v e s tig a te . T h e re  h e  fo u n d  a  m an  
a p p a re n tly  e n g a g e d  in  rem o v in g  h is  r e a r  w all b r ic k  by b ric k  w ith  a  c ro w  b a r. 
T h e  tre sp a s se r  h a d  a lre a d y  ach iev ed  a  h o le  o f  som e m a g n itu d e , an d  i f  le f t  
u n d is tu rb e d , w o u ld  p ro b ab ly  h a v e  c le a n e d  o u t e v e ry th in g  o f v a lu e  in  th e  p lace . 
H e  w as  g iv e n  a  ch an ce  to  te ll i t  to  th e  ju d g e . H is  re c o rd  sh o w ed  th a t  h e  h a d  
b e e n  re le a se d  f ro m  S in g  S in g  th re e  m o n th s  p r io r  to  h is  la te s t  a r re s t .



Prosper
Buranelli

A L A D Y  fro m  D etro it, M rs. I I . A . 
S ch w arts , co n trib u te s  a  set o f 
tr ick v  line p rob lem s. T a k e  fo u r 

d o ts , d ra w  a line so th a t each dot is in 
c losed  in  a  loop. T h e  line m u s t be co n 
tin u o u s  and  no p a r t  m ust be re traced .

T h a t w as very  sim ple, but increase  
th e  n u m b e r o f  do ts. T ak e  six teen  do ts 
a r ra n g e d  in a  square .

t  » « •

•  •  » *

D o th e  siim r w ith them . T h e n  take 
th is  design .

•  •

•  •  *

•  *  •

* •
And this:

•  •

•  •  *

•  # ,  •  •

•  *  «
T a k e  the b ig  one a t  to p  o f  the  page. 
L in e  p ro b lem s a re  v e ry  a t tra c tiv e . I 

th in k . D o n ’t y o u ?  A n y th in g  th a t  in 
volves u s in g  a pencil seems to hav e  a 
fa sc ination .*
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O u r  c ry p to g ra m s  th is  w eek  a re  a  
trifle  m ore  difficult than  u su a l, th a t  is in 
acco rd an ce  w ith  the g e n e ra l d e m a n d  o f 
o u r  c ry p to g ra p h e rs , w ho have been ca ll
ing  fo r  h a rd e r  ones.

D o c to r  K . D a m a n  o f W o o d sto ck , 
N e b ra sk a , sends a  co m m u n ica tio n  f o r  a  
c o n tr ib u to r  w hose c ip h e r has a lre a d y  
ap p eared .

A O  S O T P I U R E  D W R M P O  M P O -  

A W I Z : E W H O  Q W U P  K J D  F W -  

W U . “ S O W A ’’ F W Z  Z K T D Z P U  

X H Z  W Z G P O D  G T M P  U W I P  T Z  

J R D W . D P J D W I D  Q W A Y R T A P I -  

Z D  S O W A  E W H O F  Z O H R E .

M r. C. R . C ra in e , w ho signs h im se lf  
“ B E G I N N E R ,"  sends one in as a b it o f  
rev en g e . I t  is so tough  th a t  I  on ly  in 
c lude  it fo r  th e  b enefit o f o u r  h a rd e s t 
bo iled  c ry p to g ra p h e rs .

R G N K A K O V  U H P W K D A G V H  

W H H B K O V A S  W Y Z C A E  I H R Z B H  

G I H R H E G P S ; E H A H L K O Y  G L P -  

Z R K Z C W  R Z A A Z R G L K Z O .

L a s t  w eek ’s answ ers ':

A N A G R A M :

T H E  B O A R D IN G  H O U S E .

C R Y P T O G R A M S :

P L E A S E  S E N D  U S  S O M E  
C H E C K E R  P R O B L E M S  A L O N G  
W I T H  Y O U R  C I P H E R S .  T H E Y  
W I L L  B E  I N T E R E S T I N G .

T h e  fa m ilia r  L L  and  T H  in W I L L , 
W I T H  a n d  T H E Y  w e re  sign ifican t. 
T h e n  o b se rv e  th e  fa ll o f the  E s . W h e n 
e v e r  y o u  see a  le tte r  so com m only  oc
c u r r in g  a t  th e  end o r  n e a r  th e  en d  o f  
w o rd s  o r n e a r  the  b eg in n in g , E  is the  
b est guess.

W H Y  D O N ’T  C O N T R I B U T O R S  
C O N C O C T  M O R E  B A F F L I N G  
B R A I N  B R E A K E R S ?

W ith  O  as the  second  le tte r  so o fte n , 
it c a n  be sp o tted  as a  vow el. T w o  
w o rd s  beg in  w ith  a co m m on  p re f ix  o f  
th re e  le tte rs . I f  y o u  tr ie d  to  w o rk  th e  
f o u r th  w o rd  w ith  v a rio u s  th re e - le t te r  
p re fix es , w ith  a vow el in  th e  m id d le , as  
th is  one h as , you  w ou ld  soon hav e  
fo u n d  th a t C O N  w as th e  on ly  p o ss i
b ility .



THE HELPING HANDS DEPARTMENT
Conducted by Nancy Carter

T o r m e n t e d , w hose w ife  le f t
hom e w hen  h is  m o th e r  cam e to  
live w ith  th em , is p ro ffe re d  som e 

m o re  adv ice , the  g is t o f  w hich  is “ s tick  
to  y o u r m o th e r .”

“ D o n 't  you  th in k  T o rm e n te d  ow es 
m o re  to  h is  m o th e r  th a n  to  h is  w ife ? ” 
a sk s  o n e  re a d e r. “ I  d o n ’t  th in k  it is 
v e ry  n ice to  adv ise  h im  to  p u t  h is  
m o th e r  in a  b o a rd in g  house. I  am  m a r 
ried , a n d  if m y w ife  ac ted  as h is  d id  I 
w o u ld  n o t c o n s id e r  h e r w o rth y  o f  the  
nam e. T o rm e n te d , rem em b er th a t you 
can  a lw a y s  g e t a w ife, b u t y o u  c a n ’t 
a lw ays g e t a  m o th e r .”

D oes one really  ow e m o re  to  his 
m o th e r  th a n  to  his w ife, and  can one a l
w ay s g e t a  w ife ?  T h ese  a re  q u estio n s 
to  reflect upon . H o w  do o u r  H e lp ing  
H a n d s  feel upon  the  su b je c t?

S im ila r  a d v ice  is  g iven  by an o ih e r  
m a le  re a d e r w ho says. “ S ta y  w ith  y o u r 
m o th e r an d  le t th e  w ife  go. I f  you  w ere 
o u t o f  w ork  w ho w ould he lp  y o u ?  
Y o u r  w ife  w ou ld  have you  a r re s te d  fo r  
n o n su p p o rt, w hile  m o th e r  w ou ld  do the  
best she  could  f o r  you u n til you go t 
w o rk , a n d  th e  b es t she cou ld  do w ould  
be a lo t.”

I c a n ’t  le t th is  s ta te m e n t pass u n 
ch a llenged . T h e  av erag e  w ife , I be
lieve, w ill loyally  s ta n d  by and  do h er 
b est fo r  h e r  h u sb a n d , in o r  o u t o f  w ork , 
ju s t  as  h is  m o th e r  w ould . 1 th in k  it is 
th e  ex cep tio n a l w ife  w ho w ould  h av e  a

•husband w ho is fct e m p tin g  to  do his 
p a r t  a n d  fulfill ljig o b lig a tio n s  a rre s te d  
fo r  n o n su p p o rt.

A n d  h ere  is a n o th e r  le t te r  re su ltin g  
fro m  T o rn re u te d ’s ca ll fo r  help.

D ear M r s . ! ixr  : I have read Tormented's 
!u i u t . It w o u ld  make me very happy if some 
one w o u ld  loan me his little mother. Long 
a g o  m in e  slipped away. Just now death has 
ro b b e d  m e  of an aunt, and we are so lonely 
without h e r .  I have a business in a small 
town; in th e  home are pets, radio, everything 
c o n d u c iv e  to  pleasantness. Will give, refer
ences  it  y o u  f ind  one who would consider m y  
offer. Miss N. A. S.

M iss X . A . S . can  b e  reach ed  th ro u g h
the  H e lp in g  H a n d s .

D ear M s s . C a r t e r : Through a friend I 
b e c a m e  in t e r e s t e d  in a man serving a term 
in on e  o f  our prisons. I tried to write help
ful l c t i e r s  to  him and sent him books to 
r ead .  We have corresponded for some time 
is .w. a n d  from the wish to aid him I have 
beco m e  genuinely interested in him and his 
f u tu r e .  He landed in the penitentiary more 
through being weak than really malicious, 
and his offense w a s  not a very serious one.

Mrs. Carter, this young man’s term is al
most completed, and he has asked me to marry 
him w h e n  he conies out. I have given the 
m a t t e r  a g r e a t  deal of thought. When I 
began to  write him, the possibility of our ever 
meeting personally never occurred to me. I 
d o n ' t  k n o w  whether I would be fair either 
to h im  o r  myself or my family if I did marry 
h im .  Perhaps I ought not even to agree 
to see him. We have many things in com
m o n  and are quite congenial mentally. I
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feel pretty sure that if we did meet we would 
be mutually drawn to each other.

My family—naturally, I suppose—are hor
rified at the thought of my receiving this man 
in our home, much less marrying him. 
Frankly, I don't know just what to do.

P e r p l e x e d .

T h e re  a re  th o se  w ho th in k  one w ho  
h as  se rv ed  a  p r iso n  te rm  has no  r ig h t  
to  m a rry . P e rso n a lly , I  believe th e re  
a re  som e w ho have  no r ig h t  to  do so, 
b u t  o th e rs  w ho have. T h e  n a tu re  o f  
th e  c rim e  o r  o ffense  fo r  w hich  o ne  w as 
in c a rc e ra te d , th e  n a tu re  o f th e  m an  h im 
se lf , a n d  h is a t t i tu d e  upon  le av in g  p r i 
son, m u st be co n sid ered . Y o u  say  th e  
m an  o f w hom  you  speak, P e rp le x e d , is 
m o re  w eak  th a n  m alic ious. W ea k n e ss , 
th e  in ab ility  to  re s is t u n d e rm in in g  in 
fluences, can  he a b o u t as difficult to  d ea l 
w ith  as m alic iousness. I f  you a re  re a lly  
so m uch  in te re s te d  in  th is  m an  th a t  you  
feel y o u  ca n n o t g ive  h im  up, if  y o u  feel 
you  can  be o f g re a t  help  to  h im  in m a k 
in g  a new  s ta r t , w hy  not co n tin u e  ju s t  
on  a fr ie n d ly  basis w ith  h im  un til y o u  
see how  th in g s  a re  go ing. N o t un til he 
p ro v es th a t  he  can  go s tra ig h t  shou ld  
you  c o n sid e r m a rry in g  him .

D ea r  M r s . C a r t e r : H o w  can I  get in
touch with a young who is determined to re
main hidden? My daughter became acquainted 
and fell in love with this man at a school 
dance in the North. They were in love with 
each other for years, but my daughter feared 
to marry him because he was a born wan
derer. In a foolish moment he married an
other girl, the result of which was that both 
repented and agreed to separate before they 
had been married a month. My daughter for
gave him, he came to see her again, and she 
was to wait until he 'became divorced. Well, 
he wrote a letter or two, then again disap
peared and no word.

It breaks my heart to see all the chances 
which she turns away because she can’t for
get him. I have tried to get in touch with 
him, but all my letters are returned. If he 
would only write her that he doesn’t care 
longer it would perhaps make her forget him. 
If  we could only find out why he acts so 
and induce him either definitely to tell her 
good-by or return to her! He has nothing 

If you seek counsel, or have counsel

in a financial way, b u t  t h e  two are s o  well 
suited having n e v e r  q u a r r e l e d  or had an un
kind word. Perhaps h e  w i l l  s e e  th is  and 
write us, f o r  we a ll  l o v e  h im .  N o r fo l k .

I t ’s a  q u es tio n  as to  w h e th e r  th is  
y o u n g  m a n ’s silence does n o t  ind ica te  
th a t  h e  has ceased  to  fee l as he  d id  to 
w a rd  y o u r  d a u g h te r . T h e  s t r a ig h tf o r 
w a rd  th in g  w ould  have  been, o f  co u rse , 
f o r  h im  to  w rite  an d  s ta te  f ra n k ly  th a t 
he h a d  h a d  a  change o f  h e a r t. H o w 
ever, h is  silence is v e ry  sign ifican t, a n d  
it  seem s to  m e, especia lly  s in ce  she  has 
su ffe red  a  p rev io u s  d isa p p o in tm e n t a t  
h is  h a n d s , th e  w isest th in g  w ou ld  be  fo r  
y o u r  d a u g h te r  to  t ry  to  fo rg e t h im .

W h o  fee ls co m p eten t to  ad v ise  A  
W o rr ie d  M a n  as to  th e  w isd o m  o f w ife  
b e a tin g  ?

D e a r  H e l p i n g  H a n d s  : I am a young 
married man and my wife is just eighteen. 
Ever since our honeymoon she has had nag
ging sprees, keeping it up until she boils 
over and then gets ill. During these spells 
nothing I do or don’t do suits her. She just 
keeps at me about one thing and another un
til I ’m desperate. About a month ago she 
drove me from room to room with tirade and 
abuse. She was the worse this time I have 
ever seen her, and finally I got my hat and 
tried to leave the house to let her cool off.

This seemed to make her plumb crazy and 
she flew at me and said she’d kill herself if 
I went out. I tried to tell her I couldn’t 
stand any more nagging for an hour or two, 
anyway, and was going to take the air. She 
came at me and scratched me down one side 
of my face with her finger nails, making my 
cheek bleed. I lost my patience completely, 
grabbed her and spanked her.

I had no intention of doing such a thing, 
and afterward didn’t know whether I had 
done right or not. She cried for some time, 
but later brightened up, and this time she 
didn’t have her usual sick spell following 
her tirades, but told me she was sorry. 
Everything was fine until a few days ago, 
when she began to show signs of slipping 
back into her old ways again. I don’t know 
what to do. I always thought it was wrong 
for a man to hit a woman. But don’t you 
think maybe some of them need a good 
spanking, like a kid, sometimes?

A  W orried M a n .
to give, write to the Helping Hands.



HERE is a man, Hml W ebber of 
Denver, C olo rado , w ho  has a  
real co m p la in t. Bud w rites  us 

as fo llo w s:

“Dear S ir : I 'm  not m uch  on c o r
respondence , b u t I been a - te llin ' m y o le  
w om an th a t I ju s t  g o t to  w rite  y o u  'b o u t 
a m a tte r  th a t  has  b o th e red  m e fo r  q u ite  
som e tim e. Y ou  see, it 's  th is  w a y : I  
hav e  been  a  re a d e r  o f y o u r  Detective 
Story Magazine fo r  n ig h  on  to  s ix  
y ea rs , a n d  I  fig u re  I  have inv ested  abou t 
fo r ty -s ix  d o lla rs . T h a t  m ay be a  little  
to o  m uch  o r  to o  little  a s  I ’m  n o t a s  
go o d  a t f ig g ers  as  I  am  w ith  a  p ick  a n ’ 
shovel. W e ll, as I w as a -te llin ’ m y o le  
w om an , I ’m  g e t t in ’ tire d  o f no t b e in ’ 
w o r th  a  cuss every  T u esd ay , ’co u n t o f  
s e t t in ’ up  all n ig h t ev ery  M onday  
a - re a d in ' y o u r  m agazine.

“ N o w  w h a t I  w an t is fo r  you  to  m ak e  
th is  h e re  Detective Story Magazine 
so it w ill g it to  th is  d ru g  s to re  on S a tu r 
days in s tead  o f  M o n d ay s, so I  can  b u y  
it  an d  read  it on  S u n d a y  w h ile  I ’m n o t 
a -w o rk in g  w ith  th e  p ick  an d  shovel. 
W ill y o u  do th is  fo r  m e?  1 k n o w  it 
w o n ’t inconven ience  you  n one . M o re ’n 
likely the  m ag az in e  g e ts  h e re  on S u n 
d ay , an d  th is  d ru g  s to re  m an  d o n 't  
open  un til M o n d ay . So you  w o n ’t have 
to  go  to  y o u r  p o s t office, b u t one d ay  
sooner, to  help  m e b e  in go o d  sh ap e  on  
T u esd ay .

“ I have a  good de tective  s to ry  in  m y 
m in d , a n d  som e d ay  w hen  I  am  la id  off 
f o r  a  w eek  I  a m  g o in ’ to  w rite  it o u t 
a n d  send  it to  you . I f  you  d o n ’t w a n t 
to  p ay  m e fo r  it, I  w ill w rite  it ju s t  th e  
sam e. I  know  a  lo t o ' fe lle rs  w ill ag re e  
w ith  m e th a t  you  o u g h t to  m ake  th e  
m a g a z in e  com e o u t one d a y  so o n e r, so  
w e w o n ’t  hav e  to  h e lp  the  ole w om an

all day  S u n d a y  b u t k in  read  'b o u t them  
tig h t p laces v o u r fr ie n d s  g e t in to .”

W e  rep ea t, we th in k  th a t  B u d  has a 
real c o m p la in t, an d  no  so o n e r d id  w e 
g e t h is le tte r  th a n  w e w e n t r ig h t s tra ig h t 
to  th e  c irc u la tio n  d e p a r tm e n t a n d  w e 
said , “ see, h e re  is a  le t te r  f ro m  B u d  
W e b b e r, a real c ra c k in g  good  cu s to m e r 
o f  o u rs , w ho  lives in D en v er, C o lo rad o . 
H e ’s a m an  w ho  has g o n e  a n d  b low n in 
fo r ty -s ix  d o lla rs  on  Detective Story 
Magazine a n d  who— m ay  H e a v e n  g ive  
h im  s tre n g th  a n d  h e a lth — w ill spend  
m an y  tim es  fo r ty -s ix  d o lla rs  o n  i t .”

W h a t p a r tic u la r ly  to u ch es u s in B u d ’s 
le t te r  is t h i s : “ I  k n o w  a  lo t o f  fe llow s 
will ag ree  w ith  m e th a t  y o u  o u g h t to  
m ak e  it com e out a day  so o n e r so  we 
w o n ’t have  to  help  th e  ole w o m an  all 
d a y  S u n d a y , bu t can  re a d  ab o u t the  
tig h t p laces y o u r  frien d s  g e t in to .”

T o  th in k  o f a h a rd -w o rk in g  m an  like  
B ud , s lav ing  all w eek  in  an  office, shop, 
o r  tre n c h , o r  w h e re v e r it is th a t  B ud  
does h is stu ff, a n d  then , ju s t  b ecau se  
th a t  b lam e s to re  does n o t keep  open on  
S u n d ay , he h as  to  h e lp  th e  “ ole w o m a n ” 
all d ay  S u n d a y  an d  c a n ’t lie  o ff w ith  h is 
p ipe  filled w ith  a  fine g ra d e  o f  sa w d u s t 
a n d  m o lasses, and  e n jo y  h is fa v o r i te  
m agazine. W e  a ssu re  B ud , a n d  w e a s 
su re  a  lot o f  o th e r  fe llow s w ho  a re  in 
B u d 's  sad p ligh t, th a t  if  th e re  is an y  
b en d  in  the  c ircu la tio n  d e p a r tm e n t, w e  
will m ake th e m  b en d  to  th e  ta s k  o f  
m a k in g  it possib le  fo r  B u d  a n d  th e  
o th e r  fellow s to  g e t Detective Story 
Magazine on S a tu rd a y .

O f  co u rse  w e d o n ’t  w a n t to  g e t  in 
b a d  w ith  B u d ’s “ o le w o m a n ” o r  w ith  
all the  “ ole w o m en ” a s  belongs to  a  lo t 
o f  o th e r  fe llow s. W e  a re  fo r  wom en, 
f irs t, la s t, and  a lw ays. J u s t  th e  sam e,
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a  m a n  is e n title d  to  h is  p h y sica l re s t  
a n d  m e n ta l d iv e rs io n , if  fo r  n o  o th e r  
re a so n  th a n  th a t it p re p a re s  h im  to  e a rn  
m o re  m o n ey  d u r in g  th e  co m in g  w eek .

R o y  H in d s , g e t busy. H e re  is L . 
L ev y  w hose on ly  co m p la in t is th a t  he  
d o e sn 't see m ore o f S im on T ra p p , an d  
p lease  n o te  th a t L . L evy  has a lre a d y  
sp e n t m o re  th a n  fo r ty -s ix  do lla rs , b e 
c a u se  h e  has been re a d in g  us an d  y o u  
fo r  m o re  th a n  s ix  y e a rs . L . L e v y  g ives 
no  a d d re ss . T h is  is w h a t he says :

“Dear E ditor: I  am v ery  m uch  in 
te re s te d  in  y o u r H e a d q u a r te rs  C h a t, 
a n d  th in k  ev ery  re a d e r  o f  y o u r  m a g a 
z ine  shou ld  he a lso . I t  g ives y o u  an  
id ea  w h a t o th e r  re a d e rs  th in k , an d  
show s th a t  ev e ry  re a d e r  h a s  h is  fa v o r
ite  a u th o rs  a n d  his ow n  id eas o f  good  
a n d  p o o r s to ries .

“I have been reading Detective 
Story Magazine for seven or eight 
years, probably longer, and have read 
a good many1 mystery magazines of 
other publishers, but I have cut them 
all out except yours, as I  personally be
lieve that you have no competition.

“ I re a d  every  s to ry  in y o u r  m agazine  
e v e ry  w eek, a n d  like  th em  all v e ry  
m uch . O f  co u rse , som e a re  m ore  th r i l l
in g  th a n  o th e rs , b u t  it is th is  v a r ie ty  
th a t  m akes m e en jo y  the  m agaz ine  so 
m u ch  m ore . T h e  on ly  c ritic ism  I hav e  
to  m ake  is th a t  I  see ho m o re  o f S im o n  
T r a p p  s to rie s . H e re ’s to  lo n g  life  and  
a  la rg e r  c irc u la tio n  fo r  Detective 
Story Magazine.”
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N o th in g  b u t k in d  w o rd s  fro m  M iss  

I r m a  M ay o  o f  F re sn o , C a lifo rn ia , to  
a u th o rs  spoken  o f. T h is  le t te r  w ill 
su re ly  m ake  th e ir  h e a r ts  p a lp ita te .

“Dear Editor: I  hav e  been  re a d in g  
Detective Story Magazine fo r  a 
n u m b e r  o f y e a rs  a n d  th in k  it th e  on ly  
in te re s tin g  m ag az in e  on the  m a rk e t. A ll 
th e  a u th o rs  a re  good , b u t I especia lly  
lik e  th e  s to r ie s  o f  M cC u lley , A d e le  
L u e h rm a n n , H e rm a n  L a n d o n  a n d  
C h r is to p h e r  B oo th .

“ I ’m  all b u rn t  up. J u s t  re a d  W illia m  
K now les, le t te r  in H e a d q u a r te rs  C hat. 
H e  su re  h a tes  h im se lf . T h in k s  he  will 
be  a  fam o u s w r ite r  som e d ay . In  m y 
e s tim a tio n  a k n o ck e r o f th a t  type  n e v e r 
g e ts  v e ry  fa r . I w a n t to  say  to  D a w 
son , P o a te  and ' T r ie m :  “ K eep  u p  th e  
good  w o rk .”

“ S om e o n e  is a lw ays fu ss in g  a b o u t 
A p p le ’s M r. C h an g  s to ries . T h e y  a re  
all in te re s tin g . I  ca n n o t u n d e rs ta n d  
w hy  som e people no tice  e v e ry  little  d e 
ta il  in  a  s to ry .

“ I w o u ld  lo v e  to h av e  a H e rm a n  L a n 
don  se ria l soon , an d  I  th in k  a  T h u b w a y  
T h a m  s to ry  in  ev e ry  issu e  w o u ld  be 
g re a t.

“ M u ch  success to  th e  m a g a z in e  a n d  
all th e  a u th o r s .”

W ell, w e ’re  g lad  to  h e a r  th a t  o u r  e f 
fo r ts , a n d  th e  e ffo rts  o f  so m a n y  o f  
o u r  a u th o rs , m ee t w ith  th e  a p p ro v a l o f  
M iss  M ay o . Y e  o ld  ed ito r , lik e  th e  
re s t  o f  y o u , is g la d  o f  a  li t t le  e n c o u r
a g e m e n t n o w  a n d  th e n . M a n y  th a n k s , 
M iss  M ay o .

AGED PRISON GUARD DIES
p O R  th e  p a s t  tw e n ty  y e a rs , J o h n  H a m m  se rv e d  as  a  p r iso n  g u a rd  a t  S a n  

Q u e n tin  p e n ite n tia ry , in  C a lifo rn ia , a lth o u g h  o f  a n  ag e  w h e n  m o s t m e n  
re t ire  f ro m  a c tiv e  em p lo y m en t. H a m m  d ie d  a  few  w eek s  ago  a t  th e  ag e  o f  
e ig h ty , k e e p in g  a t  w o rk  r ig h t  u p  to  th e  tim e  o f  h is  la s t  illness.

S e v e ra l y e a rs  ago , th e  ag ed  p r iso n  g u a rd  w a s  s ta b b e d  in  th e  n e c k  b y  a  con
v ic t d u r in g  a  p r is o n  b re a k . T h e  w o u n d  a t  f irs t w a s  th o u g h t to  b e  fa ta l ,  b u t  
a lth o u g h  h e  s u rv iv e d  it, i t  h a d  a  p e rm a n e n t e ffec t on  h is  h e a lth . H a m m  w a s  a 
n a tiv e  o f  E n g la n d , a n d  is s u rv iv e d  b y  a  so n  a n d  a  d a u g h te r .



MISSING This department conducted In duplicate In D E T E C T I V E  S T O R Y  M A G A Z I N E
.and W E S T E R N  S T O R Y  M A G A Z I N E ,  thus giving readers double service. Is offered 

free of charge to our readers. Its purpose is to aid them In getting in touch with 
persons of whom they have lost track.

While it wilt be better to use your name in the notice, we will print your request 
"blind”  If you prefer. In sending "blind”  notices, you must, of course, give us your right name and address, so that we
can forward promptly any letters that may come for you. We reserve the right to reject any notice that seems to us
unsuitable. Because "copy”  for a magazine must go to the printer long in advance of pubiication, don’t expect to see your
notice till a considerable time after you send it.

If It can be avoided, please do not send us a "General Delivery”  post-office address, for experience has proved that 
those persons who are not specific as to address often have mail that we send them returned to us marked “ not found.”  

It would be well, also, to notify us of any change in your address.
Now, readers, help those whose friends or relatives are missing, as you would like to be helped if you were In a similar

position.
W A R N I N G . — Do not forward money to any one who sends you a letter or telegram, asking for money "to get home.”  

cetera, until you are absolutely certain that the author of such telegram or letter is the person you are seeking.
•t

H A R T .  P A U L  E.—L  ast beard from in  New Orleans, In 
1925. Plcnao Rend inform ation to Frank H arty, Box $73, 
C arrier M ills. Illinois.

Me C LO S K E Y , W I L L I A M . — -Was stationed at Washington 
Barracks during the Spanish-American War. Please write 
to your friend, W illiam L. Dennison, 2727 Sullivant Ave
nue, Columbus, Ohio.

H I L L ,  C A T H E R I N E ,  or K A T H E R I NE.—She was living 
at 51 Dudley Avenue, Ocean P ark , California, In Juno, 1913. 
Pleaeo write to  A. Silberberg, Norfolk Navy Yard, P orts
mouth, V irginia.

J O N A T H A N  H O T E L . —Jack Morrison and B ill Johnson, 
kindly write or wire ” 78'' Bob Jones, Box 153, W ilkes- 
Barre, Pennsylvania.

N O R M A N , B A R N E Y . —Twenty-five years old, ta ll, slen
der, and fa ir  complexion. Came from Norway six years 
ago, and talks with a sligh t accent. Was last heard from 
in  Oregon. Please forgive me for thiit letter. I  d idn 't 
mean all 1 said. W rite to Dorothy, Box 433, Caldwell, Idaho.

L L O Y D ,  G. H.— Last seen in  Tampa, F lorida, in  Do 
fieto Park Tourist Camp, two or three years ago. Dost a 
log in France. Traveled u good deal by automobile. His 
friend would like to hear from him. John A rthur Niles, 
B. 5, Box 438, Coconut Grove, Florida.

McLEOD , A L L E N . —Last heard of In Los Angeles, Cali
fornia, in  1924. H is brother would like to hear from him. 
Private John H . McLeod, TJ. S. Army, P hilippine Islands.

B E C K Y ,  J A M E S . —About seventy years old. Lived in 
Eau Claire, Wisconsin, a t one time. Spent a great deal of 
Ms time lotrating and surveying timber lands. Please notify 
W alter Wyman, Intervale, Maine.

JO E "0306.” —I f  you care to hear from me and have not 
forgotten, write to  me. 1 am wearing the cross and have 
not forgotten. E, B. E ., euro of th is magazine.

A R S E N A U L T ,  R A Y M O N D . — Is nicknamed "T urn ."  M e
dium height, twenty-seven years old. May he In Cleveland, 
Ohio, or in  New York City. W rite to Bobert Landry, 4 
Pond Street, Newton, Massachusetts.

B R O W N E ,  G E R T R U D E  S P R A G U E . - Last heard Of in 
Kansas City, Missouri. W rite to Dorothy Kfbroy a t S I5 
Buchanan Street, St. Louis, Missouri.

D A Y ,  J A M E S  M .—Forty-four years of age, p i x  feet ta ll, 
light complexion, and heavy build. Lust heard of at P aral, 
Guatemala. Central America. Send nil Information to 
Augustus M. Day, 1 Jackson Avenue, New York City,

L O W E L L .  G L E N N . — My letter came back. A ll is for
given. Please come home at once. E. P . E ., Box $37, 
G rants Pass, Oregon.

S T O N E ,  C L Y D E . — Left homo March 12, 1928. Twenty 
years old. five feet nine inches tall, one hundred and sixty 
pounds in  weight, ligbt-hrown hair and blue eyes. Please 
write to Mrs. L. S. Htono, Box 115, Jena, Louisiana.

M U N D .—Would like to get in  touch with Thomas. W il
lie, Edward, Henry, Annie, and Mary Muml. Mary Is sup
posed to have m arried a man by the name of Henderson, 
and later to have left him. Their mother m arried twice, 
first to John Mund, then to Axel Clausen. H er maiden
name wan Neubeck. They were in  Canada, intending to
come to United States. W rite to Jacob L. Welsch, Box 
2. Tolley, North Dakota.

C H U R C H ,  F R E D . —W as last seen, September 29, 192$, 
In W ater bury, Vermont. H is home address was $2 North 
Main Street, W aterbury, Vermont. W rite to  W . T .  K . .  
care of this magazine.

D R E IO R , LE O  C.—Please write to me as soon aa you 
see this. Mrs. H attie  Lefler, Hurrold, South Dakota.

ROUNDS, G L E N N . — Last heard from in Birmingham, 
Alabama. Twenty-four years old, dark hair, and light eyes. 
H is wife Is heartbroken and wants him to come back, 
Mrs. Myrtle Bounds, 427 Upton Avenue, Battlo Creek, 
Michigan.

N O T I C E .—W rite to  me as soon as you see this. Andrew 
Lamb, 357 Boscberry S treet, 8 t. James, Winnipeg, M ani
toba. Canada.

C H U R C H ,  R A Y .—Last heard from In Pueblo, Colorado, 
lou  still have a  loving mother and sister waiting to hear 
from you. Please write to us or come home. Delma's 
address is 9IP North Collins Street, Okmulgee, Oklahoma. 
Frankio Church P ierce, 501 Ethel S treet, P icher, Oklahoma.

A L 8 M A N ,  ESTELLE.—Twenty-two years ©Id, blond hair, 
brown eyes, one hundred and sixty-live pounds in weight, 
five feet ten  inches tail. W rite  to P . C. Aleman, Brook - 
ville, Indiana.

F I S H E R ,  D A V I D . —Fifty  years old, six feet ta ll, blue 
eyes. Left Pennsylvania about twenty-five yoars ago to go 
to  Texas. W rite  to Mrs. W. H. MeCleary, 151 Broad 
S treet, HolUdaysburg, Pennsylvania.

A T T E N T I O N , —Would like to hear from Fred McDaniel. 
Hershall Woo ton, Robert Griffin, ©r any of the old gang 
who were in  Ambulance Company No. 4, A . E. F ., in 
S iberia from November 11, 1919, to March, 1928. W rite 
to Napoleon An Ids, Ruston, Louisiana.

T E M P L E  and M O T H E R .— How ean I  send Temple a new
outfit for his birthday? Also presents to any one who has 
been kind to him? Send Temple1* Insurance policy and 
I ' l l  try to fix It up. O. H. Todnem, 2623 Macro Street, 
Los Angeles, California.

DEM  E L I  A .— -Please come home. Everything Is forgiven
now. Dad wishes to see you. You were last heard from 
and seen in Philadelphia. Pennsylvania, with the Ameri
can Legion convention in October. Thelma V. (Streett, earo 
of this magazine.

T I P T O N . — Some tim e ago I  saw an Inquiry regarding the 
Tipton family. I f  the writer will state the purpose of this 
Inquiry 1 shall be glad to furnish him with some in te r
esting information. Wandeyene Deutli, W estport, Connecti
cut.

H A R R A ,  L E O N  F R A N K . — Bine eyes, blond hair, nearly 
six feet ta ll, very quiet disposition. D isappeared from 
W ilmington, Delaware, July 11. 1926, Please write to 
M rs. Leon F . H arra, 109 East S treet, Del mar, Delaware.

H A R R U P ,  or McM AHN. A N N A . — Last heard from at 
15509 Lake Shore Boulevard, Cleveland, Ohio. Her mother 
is  alone and ill and would like to get in  touoh w ith her. 
M rs. Alice G. James. 1461% W est Thirty-seventh Place, 
Los Angeles, California.

CLARENCE.—Please write to rao a t  once at home. M.
M . 8.

K A N E ,  T H O M A S  E D W A R D . — Was on the U. 8. 8 . "E d - 
sa ll”  In Turkey. Later a chauffeur in  New York City and 
in  P ort Jefferson, Long Island. W rite to F . 8 . H ill.

L Y 0 N 8 ,  or C O LE ,  G E R T R U D E . — Was a w aitress a t 213 
Sixth Avenue, and lived on East S ixty-sixth Street. W rite 
to F . 8 . H ill.

MOORE,  W. T . —Please w rite to  me a t ©nee. Homer 
Jones, Yukon. Oklahoma.

A T T E N T I O N . — Would like to hear from R. E. Lee. 
Charlie W atkins, A1 Ingram, Joe Davis, Luke McDonald, 
Johnnie Gregory. I  worked with them on the G. H. and 
8. A. division of the Southern Pacific In 1916, doing bridge 
work. Bob Saylor, 123 8 t. John Avenue, South Jackson
ville, Florida.

S T A C K ,  MR. nr MRS.— Last, heard of in Wilmington, 
Delaware. W rite to J. O. Wheeler, 5T K iln  Street, Lufkin, 
Texas.

J.  L,  P.— Worried over y©«* silence. Have not heard 
from you since you sont the card from Denver, saying you 
were ill . Pcnsea.

P A R K E R T O N ,  H E N R Y . — Last heard from at 925 State 
Street, P erth  Amboy, New Jersey. Hi* mother is 10. Mrs. 
Margaret Parkerton, 107 Brown Avenue, Stamford, Con
necticut.

K E R L E Y ,  W A L T E R . — A native of Mt. Sterling, Illinois. 
Was in the TJ. 8. navy in 1920. Left TJ. 8. 8. "H a n 
cock”  at San FranciBco. California, in 1921. Twenty-nine 
years old, six feet tall, and weighs about one hundred 
And ninety pounds. W rite to his brother, Warren Kerley, 
1120 Center Street, Chicago, Jlliaoi*.
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M A R T I N ,  E D W I N  J.—Short, with blue eyes. Last heard 

of in  Seattle, Washington. Served some, time in  the army. 
W rite to Miss E thel Tanway, 837 Chicago S treet, Seattle, 
Washington.

K E H O U G H ,  or K E H O E ,  C H A R L E S  H.—Thirty-seven years 
old, live feet ten  inches ta li, dark h a ir and eyes. Coal 
miner, and belonged to the United Mine Workers of Amer
ica. Worked as a coal miner in  Kansas, Oklahoma, Mis
souri. Last heard of in  1911. W rite to Catherine Ray
mond, Dawson Creek, B ritish  Columbia, Canada.

C O R M A C K ,  Mrs. E L S IE .— I f  you insert your address in  
th is  column, I will get in touch with you. Am leaving 
a t 11:30 for Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. Lee.

B I L L I E . —Please write to me and send me your address. 
Anne K ., care of th is magazine.

CROSS, D A N I E L . —Born January 27, 179-1, in  F ishers- 
field. New London County, New Hampshire. Was an or
phan boy raised by two red-haired maiden aunts. Later 
became a Methodist m inister. M arried Mercy F ish  some 
tim e !n 1S16. F ather of twelve children. W rite to Dorothy 
Crosse, 513 North Pago Street, Stoughton, Wisconsin.

F IS H , M E R C Y .—Born A pril 19, 1795, in  Swago, Dutch
ess County, New York. M arried D aniel Cross some time 
in  181(5. W rite to Dorothy Crosse, 513 North Page Street, 
Stoughton, Wisconsin.

W A S H  B UR , O R IN .—Born in  Pennsylvania or New York 
about 1821. M arried Kasina Snyder October 14, 3843. 
W rite t o  Dorothy Crosse, 513 North Page Street, Stough
ton, Wisconsin.

S N Y D E R ,  W I L L I A M . —Born in  Windon. Green County. 
New York, March 24, 1800. M arried Fanny Moore of 
Sardina, New York. January 5, 1824. W rite to Dorothy 
Crosse, 513 North Page Street, Stoughton, Wisconsin.

E L L I N G W O O D ,  F R A N C IS  L.— Last heard of In Mont
real, Canada. Please write to your son, J ., care of this 
magazine.

S T E V E N S ,  F R A N K . —Last heard of in  Santa Ynez, Cali
fornia, in  A pril, 1023, Five feet five inches ta ll, blue 
eyes, red hair, and weighs one hundred and ten pounds. 
W rite to C. E. Stevens, G91 Hoffman S treet, Hammond, 
Indiana.

P A U L . —W on't you forgive me? Am heartbroken. I  love 
you and want you. Mai sic.

D E E S ,  R U T H  or M Y R T L E  and M A R Y .—Any ono know
ing  the ir present address kindly write to C. C. Stock- 
ham, Ash Grove, M issouri.

F A T H E R . —K ate Buhl was my mother. Have found her. 
Are you in  San Jose? P lease write to your son. O. R .

S C H U E L E R ,  H E N R Y . —Oldest son of George Sehueler. 
Lived east of San Antonio. I lis  sister would like to get in 
touch with him. Mrs. Ada B. Burnett, Dunlay, Texas.

B O H A C ,  C H A R L E S , —Last heard of in  W ashington, D. C., 
two years ago. Served with the marines in  H aiti, also 
as mall guard. W rite to  F . M. Bohac, 2541 Keelor Ave
nue, Chicago, Illinois.

EDDIE.—Why don’t  you let me know where you are? 
Please come home or w rite at once. Have im portant news. 
Your baby boy needs you. Am still a t home, but don’t bo 
afraid to come to me, for all will be forgiven. Adda V. 
A., It. D. 2, Box 96.

Y E  RIA N, A L L E N  BEN JA M  IN .—Was a printer in  Chil- 
licothe, Ohio, in  1917. Later served in  the army as 
mounted M. P . in an Eastern* camp. Thirty  years of age, 
five feet five inches ta ll, dark-red hair, brown eyes, and 
weighs one hundred and th irty-six  pounds. W rite  to Mrs. 
W. H. Dunlap, 858 Park Avenue, Springfield, Ohio.

H U T T O N ,  C H A R L E S .—-Forty-eight years old, five feet 
seven inches tall. Last seen in  Kentucky. Good news for 
you. W rite to J .,  caro of th is magazine.

6 L A N D 0 N ,  H U G H  L.—Twenty-nine years old, auburn 
hair, dark eyes. Very ta ll. Last seen in  Kentucky in
1915. W rite to J .,  caro of th is magazine.

McGILL, HARRY I. V.—Twenty-five years old, and was 
bom  in  Bay City, Michigan. H is mother's name was Yin- 
nie. Was last heard of in  Florida by his uncle. Ro
land Joslin, about sixteen years ago. W rite to L. B. 
Joslin, R. F . D. 1, Box 279, San Bernardino, California.

HAARA, LEON FRANK.— Blue eyes, blond hair, nearly 
six feet ta ll, very quiet disposition. Disappeared from 
W ilmington, Delaware, July 11, 1929. Please write to Mrs. 
Leon F . H aara, 109 East S treet, Delmar, Delaware.

B A N D Y ,  CARROL L E S L I E . — Last heard of at Roslyn 
Hotel, Los Angeles, California, in  1925. Please write to 
George Veach, 201 St. Louis Road, Wood River, Illinois.

MORGAN, F E L I X .— Left home when he was seventeen 
years old, and has been gone for twenty years. Blue 
eyes, light hair, fair complexion. Information will be 
appreciated by his mother, Mrs. Elma Morgan, B. 1# H azle- 
hurst, M ississippi,

C R E W E S , J A M E S . —Blond, forty-nine years old. W rite 
to J ., care of th is  magazine.

G E R O W , P A R K E R . —Originally of Presque Isle, Maine. 
Have not heard from you for a long time. Saw Bill 
Yulo and worked with him. He said he saw you about 
four years ago in Boston. Are you living in  Cambridge, 
Massachusetts, and are you m arried? I often think of 
the good times we had together on your father’s farm. 
Henry McKenzie, Deputy Collector of Customs, R . F :  D. 1, 
Bridgewater, Maine.

G A L L O W A Y ,  R A Y M O N D .—Left South Carolina in  June, 
1925, for Des Moines, Iowa. Joined the navy. Five feet 
eight inches ta ll, (due eyes, light hair and complexion. 
W rite to  B ill, care of this magazine.

J A C K S O N ,  O V E T  or UVET.—Left .Tohnsonville. Ohio, in 
1878, with his parents. Lyam and Esther Jackson, for W hite 
Bluffs, Tennessee. Last heard from about th irty-eight 
years ago. H is cousin would like to hear from him. Mrs. 
Addle H untes W illiams, Box AA, Oceanside, California.

M A Y E R ,  H A R R Y  L .— W rite again at once, as I  have 
Im portant news for you. E. M. M,

D o C H A N T,  J O H N .—In  Canton, Ohio, in  1921. Ago, 
twenty-seven years. Information will bo appreciated by 
Leo DeChant, General Delivery. F la t Rock, Michigan.

S M I T H ,  GEORGE I RVI N G.—Would like to hear from 
you. Have a warning for you. S.

T R A W ,  J .  D.—Please write to your old pal, R. J . 
Meaeham, Box F , Bourger. Texas.

P E N D E R G R A F T ,  P E A R L  and B U D D I E . — Last heard 
of in Oklahoma. Your cousins have good news for you. 
M iss Ruth Pendergraft, 403 East Lincoln .Street, Black- 
well, Oklahoma.

P E N D E R G R A F T ,  JA S P E R ,  P R E S T O N ,  and V A U N . —
Your cousins would like to hear from you. Ruth Pender
graft, 403 East Lincoln Street, Blackwell, Oklahoma,

D A V IS ,  C. A. and MA D ELI N E .— They have three chil
dren, Leila, Lawrence, and Bernice. Last heard of in 
Oregon City, Oregon. Pleas© write to Mrs. M yrtle W il
liams, Box 505, Perryton, Texas.

S M I T H ,  C L A I R E . —Last heard of in  Monesson, Penn
sylvania. W rite to Ralph Smock, 130 Penn Avenue, Mead- 
ville, Pennsylvania.

P E A T E R S O N ,  N E L L Y . —Please write to your old friend, 
Ralph Smock, 130 Penn Avenue, Meadville, Pennsylvania.

T H O M P S O N ,  T H O M A S  G.— Five feet five inches tall, 
brown hair and eyes, scar in  forehead. Last heard from 
In 1919. H is mother, whose former name was Lindsey, 
would like to hear from him. Mrs. M. C. Bandurant, 506 
W est Wade Street, Elrena, Oklahoma.

B R A D Y ,  W I L L I A M  E .—Five feet seven inches ta ll, one 
hundred and thirty-five pounds, fifty-three years old. May 
have m arried again. My brother. James, and I  were sep
arated from him soon after my mother’s death. W rite to 
H arry Elmer Brady, Box 45, Galvin, Washington.

H O L L A N D ,  F. U.—Was employed by the A. & P . Co. 
a t  2616 East Thirty-first Street, Kansas City, Missouri, 
from June 1, 1925, to February 7, 1926. Later he was 
supposed to  have gone to Kansas. W rite to "Sunshine 
California,”  care of this magazine.

S T O R M O N T ,  R A Y .— Left Seattle, W ashington, for Japan 
about a year ago. Father is  anxious to hear from you, 
A. B. Stormont. 232 Lincoln Avenue, Youngstown, Ohio.

L I T T R E L L .  W I L L I A M . — Was in  P ittsburg , Kansas,
twelve or fourteen years ago. Was mother’s only brother. 
Over fifty years of age. M rs. M yrtle Smith Jackson, Sav
age, Minnesota.

D E V E R E A U X ,  F R A N C E S .—Please come back to your 
brother and sister-in-law . Everything w ill bo forgiven. 
W rite to us and lot us know how things are. Mrs. 
Devereaux, 1734 Willow Avenue, Weehawken, New Jersey.

H I C K E Y ,  M A R T I N  and M A RG A R E T .— Left Barracura,
Ireland, for tho U. S. A. about forty years ago. Their 
father's name was Robert and mother's Annie. Informa
tion is sought by the ir brother, P atrick  Hickey, 25 Corpo
ration Road, Newport, Monmouthshire, England.

ROSS, M A E  C.—Born in Iowa, in  1906. Have not seen 
mother since infancy. W rite to Mae Ross, care of this 
magazine.

ROSS, D A V I D . — Formerly of Kentucky, but last beard 
of at Honey Grove, Texas, about sixteen years ago. W rite 
to A lbert Cox. Box 177, Universal, Pennsylvania.

Pennsylvania.



"Let it R a in /”
It’s always fair weather when you’re nestled next to a luscious 

bar of Baby R ath.
The very first taste of its temptingly rich chocolate wins your 

approval. The very last morsel of its wonderful opera cream 
center and delicious caramel, sprinkled with roasted-then-toasted 
peanuts, caps the climax of delightful satisfaction.

There are also other CURTISS candies— a blend and flavor to 
suit every taste. Each, like Baby Ruth* is a high quality con
fection, daintily wrapped in an individual package and offered you 
in this most convenient of all candy forms.

CURTISS CANDY COMPANY. Chicago
O tto  Y. S c h n e r i n g , p r e s i d e n t  

Candy ZMakers to the A m erica n  JtfatiorL.
NEW YORK ' BOSTON ' SAN FRANCISCO '  LOS ANGELES
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Why Camel leads the world
GOODNESS has made Camels the 
leader of the world that they are 
today. Goodness means the quality 
of the tobaccos from which they 
are made, the skill with which the 
tobaccos ate blended to bring out 
the frarrance, to produce the mild
ness, to give that subde quality and 
taste that smokers find only in 
Camel.

Goodness means such a standard 
of uniformity that the billionth or 
the trillionth Camel is sure to he 
just as good as the first. It means 
the honesty, the truthfulness, the 
sincerity of purpose to make and 
keep Camel the leader— the ciga
rette most preferred by the greatest 
number.

Hav. a Camel!

R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, WINSTON-SALEM, N. C.
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