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NOWE
The Book That Has 
Shown Thousands 
The Way To Amaz
ing Salary Increases
TA K E  this situation. man who had 

worked all his life in a routine job at low 
pay suddenly surprises his friends by mov

ing into a better neighborhood, taking a big 
house, buying a car and blossoming out as a 
well-to-do and influential citizen in his new com
munity. How did he do it? What is the secret 
that he used? Simple enough. He knew that the 
biggest money in business is in 
Selling, and though he felt that 
he couldn’t sell a thing he learned
the secrets that make b la ste r 
Salesmen, and then began to 
make big money.

H only one man had fouiuLJn- 
spiration enough :.i this remark
able book to make a brilliant suc
cess in the Selling field—in a job 
paying him many times his former 
salary—then you might call it luck.
But thousands have done it.

Your One Chance to Make the 
Biggest Money ol Your Lite

N ot one of th e  m en w hose nam es 
a p p e a r  a t  th e  r ig h t  h ad  ever sold ft 
th in g  before— n o t a  d im e’s w o rth . I f  
you had  to ld  one o f th em  th a fS h e  
could se ll h e  w ou ld  h ave  laughed  a t  
you.

T h ey  w ere  fra n k ly  sk ep tica l. Y et every  one of 
th e se  m en, th ro u g h  read in g  th i s  book, d iscovered  
th e  fa lla cy  o f th is  v ic ious  old idea  t h a t  S ales
m en a re  “b o rn .” T hey  le a rn ed  t h a t  M a s te r  S ales
men a re  m a d e ! A nd in  th is  book th e y  found  a  
co m p ara tiv e ly  ea sy  w ay  to  go from  low  pay  to ^  
b e t te r  e a rn in g s .

Simple as A. B. C.
S ounds rem arkab le , doesn’t  i t ?  Y et th e re  is  n o th 

in g  rem ark ab le  a b o u t it . T h e re  a re  c e r ta in  w ays to  
ap p ro ac h  d iffe ren t ty p es  of p ro s p e c ts  to  g e t th e ir  u n 
d iv ided  a t te n t io n — c e rta in  w ays to  s tim u la te  keen in 
t e r e s t - c e r t a i n  w ays to  overcom e ob jec tions, b a t te r  
dow n p re jud ices , o u tw it co m p etitio n  an d  m ake th e  
p ro sp ec t ac t. I f  you w ill le a rn  th e se  p rin c ip le s, th e re  
is av ra itin g  you a  b r il l ia n t success an d  m ore m oney 
th a n  you eve r th o u g h t o f ea rn in g . T h is  book “M odern 
S a le sm an sh ip .” te lls  ex a c tly  how  th e  N a tio n a l S ales
m en’s. T ra in in g  A ssocia tion  w ill m ake you a  M as te r 
S alesm an.

A%soon a s  you a re  qualified  an d  read y , th e  E m ploy
m en t-S e rv ice  o f  th e  N a tio n a l S alesm en’s T ra in in g  A s
socia tion  w ill help  you to  se lec t a n d  secu re  a  se lling  
position  a  s' c i ty  o r  tra v e lin g  sa le sm an .

Read
C harles B e rry , o f  W in tc r se t,  

Io w a , s tep p ed  fro m  $18 a 
w eek as a c lerk  to  a  p osition  
m a kin g  h im  $1 ,000 th e  ve ry  
f i r s t  m o n th . J . P. O verstreet,- 
o f D en ison , T exa s , read th is  
hook, le f t  a  job  on th e  C ap ito l 
P olice F orce, a nd  in  s ix  w eeks  
earned  $1,800. F. W yn n , 
P ortla n d , O regon, an  ex-service  
m an , earned  $554.37- in  one 
w eek. Geo. W . K ea rn s , o f 
O klahom a  C ity , fo u n d  in  th is  
book a w a y  to  ju m p  his  
earn ings  fro m  $60 a m o n th  
to  $524.00 in  tw o  w ee ks , and  
C. W . C am pbell learned  fro m  
i t  how  he could q u it a  c lerk ing  
job  on th e  ra ilroad  to  earn  
$1,632 in  th i r t y  days.

Now Free to Every Man Who 
Will Act at Once

W e a re  n o t m ak in g  an y  e x t ra v a 
g a n t  c la im s ab o u t w h a t we w ill do 
fo r  you. W e d on ’t  h av e  to . T h e  
reco rds  o f th e  re a l successes fo r 
w h ich  we a re  responsib le  a re  so 
o v erw helm ing  a  te s t im o n ia l of th e  
f a c t  t h a t  an y  m an  of av e rag e  in te l l i 
gence ca n  become a  M a s te r  S alesm an  
t h a t  we a re  w ill in g  to  leave th e  d e 
c ision  e n t ire ly  up to  you. A ll o f 
th i s  .proof an d  m any im p o r ta n t fe a 
tu re s  ab o u t S a le sm ansh ip  a re  con 
ta in e d  in  “M odern  S a le sm an sh ip .” 
I t  is y o u rs— F R E E . Send th e  cou
pon fo r i t  to d ay . I t  w ill show  y ou  
how  you can  quick ly  becom e a  M as
te r  S ale sm an— a big  m oney m aker. 
I t  w ill te ll you a b o u t th e  N a tio n a l 
S alesm en’s T ra in in g  A sso c ia tio n  sy s

tem  o f S a le sm an sh ip  T ra in in g  t h a t  h a s  m e an t p ro s
p e r ity  to  so m any  th o u sa n d s  o f m en— ab o u t th e  N a
tio n a l D em o n s tra tio n  M ethod th a t  g ives you a c tu a l ex 
p erience  w hile  s tu d y in g — an d  a l l  a b o u t th e  fine oppo r
tu n i t ie s  th a t  a w a it  you in  th e  se llin g  field. F a ilu re  
to  a c t m ay m ean  t h a t  you  lose th e  one b ig  chance 
o f y o u r life  to  leave fo rev e r  beh ind  you th e  low  pay  
o f  a  ro u tin e  job .

National Salesmen’s Training Association
D ept. 4 -S , C hicago, I llin o is

N A T I O N A L  S A L E S M E N ’S T R A I N I N G  AS SO C IA TI O N ,
Dept. 4-S ,  Chicago, III.
I simply want to see the facts. Send me FREE your book, 
"Modern Salesmanship," and Proof that I  can become a Master 
Salesman.

Name.. . .  

Address.

City...................................... ............ ............ S tate..
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C H A P T ER  t.
A PROPOSAL.

OU have beauty,”  said Mr. 
Maurice Tarn carefully; “you 
have youth. You will in all 
probability survive me by 

many years. I am not the kind of man 
who would object to your marrying 
again. That would be sheer selfishness, 
and I am not selfish. When I die you 
will have great property; while I live 
you shall enjoy my wealth to its full'. 
Possibly you have never looked upon 
me in the light of a husband, but it is 
not unusual for a guardian to marry 
his ward, and the disparity in our ages 
is not an insuperable obstacle.”

He spo^ like one who was reciting 
a carefuT^ehearsed speech, and Elsa 
Marlow«^pened, stunned.

If  the old-fa'shioned sideboard had 
of its own volition stood on end, if 
Elgin Crescent had been suddenly trans
ported to the suburbs of Bagdad, she 
could not have been more astounded. 
But Elgin Crescent was in Bayswater, 
and the gloomy dining room of Maurice 
Tarn’s maisonette remained undis
turbed ; and here was Maurice Tarn 
himself, sitting on the other side of the 
breakfast table, an unshaven, shabby 
man of fifty-six, whose trembling hand, 
that went automatically to hig shaggy 
gray mustache, was an eloquent re
minder of his last night’s carouse—there
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were three empty bottles on the table 
of his study when she looked in that 
morning—and he was proposing marr 
riage.

She could only gaze at him open-eyed, 
scarcely believing the evidence of her 
senses.

“ I suppose you think I am mad,”  he 
went on slowly. “ I ’ve given a lot of 
thought to it, Elsa. You are heart- 
free, as I know. There is no reason in 
the world, except—except the difference 
in our ages, why this should not be.”

“ But—.but, Mr. Tarn,” she stam
mered, “ I had no idea. Of course it is 
impossible!”

Was he still drunk, she wondered, 
without a tremor of apprehension. For 
fifteen years of association with Maurice 
Tarn had not tended to increase her 
awe for* him; if she had not been so 
staggered by this proposal, which had 
come like a' bolt from the blue, she might 
have been amused. ^

“ I don’t want to marry you—I don’t 
want to marry anybody.- It is very— 
W y  kind of you, and of course I feel” 
—she could hardly bring her lips to say 
the word—“ honored. But it is too
ridiculous!”  she burst forth.

His tired eyes were watching her, and 
he did not even flinch at the word.

“ I ’m going away—to—somewhere. 
I ’ve got to go away for. my health. 
Since Major Amery has^jm e into the 
firm, it is impossible td ^ J^ in u e .”

“ Does Ralph know this—that you’re 
going away?” she asked, curiosity over
coming her amazement.

“ N o !”  He almost shouted the word. 
“ He doesn’t—he mustn’t know! You 
understand, Elsa? Under no circum
stances must Ralph know. What I have 
said to you is confidential. Think it 
over.”

With a gesture he dismissed the sub
ject, to her great relief. For fully ten 
minutes she sat staring out of the win
dow. Mr, Maurice Tarn’s dining room 
looked out upon the garden of Elgin

4

Crescent, a garden common to all the 
houses that backed upon it. It was not 
a garden in the strictest sense of the 
word, being no more than a stretch of 
worn grass, intersected by brown 
paths; and its chief value was best ap
preciated by the parents of very young 
children. On sunny days the shade of 
the big tree in the center of the garden 
was a favorite resting place for nurse
maids and their tiny, charges. At this 
hour the garden was deserted. The pale 
yellow sunlight, slanting through the 
big window, lit a diagonal patch on the 
table, and gave to the spring flowers, 
that, by a movement of her chair, merci
fully hid Mr. Maurice Tarn from her 
view, the glory which belonged to them.

She stole a glance at him past the 
flowery screen. He was wearing yester
day’s collar—he invariably made a col
lar last three days; and his rusty black 
cravat was fastened behind with a tar
nished buckle. The lapels of his an
cient frock coat shone with much wear; 
his cuffs showed ragged threads. Specu-' 
latively she examined him in the light 
of a possible bridegroom and shud
dered.

Elsa had preserved toward her 
guardian and his habits an attitude of 
philosophical patience. She had grown 
tired of urging the purchase of clothes. 
He had a fairly good income, and once 
she had surprised the information that 
he had a substantial balance at'his bank. 
But by nature and habits he'was miserly. 
She owed him something, but not much: 
an education at the cheapest boarding 
school he could find; a dress allowance 
reluctantly given; an annual holiday at 
Clacton; a fortnight in a crowded busi
ness school; and a postgraduate course 
in shorthand and typewriting, which 
was to fit her for the position of a 
private secretary to old Amery. fn ad
dition to these things Maurice Tarn gave 
her what he was pleased to call “ a 
home.”

She had often wondered what freak
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of generosity had induced him to adopt 
tSie orphan child of a distant cousin, but 
the nearest she had ever reached to ex
plaining that fit of altruism was when he 
told her one evening that he hated com
plete loneliness and preferred & child in 
the house to a dog.

He' was apparently absorbed in the 
deviled chicken he was cutting into 
mitroscopic pieces, for presently he 
asked:

“ Is there anything in the paper?”
He himself never read the news

papers, and it had been part of her duty 
for years to supply him with the prin
cipal items of the morning’s news.

“ Nothing,”  she said. “ You Tcnow 
about the parliamentary crisis ?”

He growled something under his 
breath and asked:

“ Nothing else?”
“ Nothing, except the drug scandal,” 

she said.
He looked up suddenly. “Drug 

scandal? What do you mean?”
She picked up the newspaper from 

the floor where she had dropped it.
“ It is about two gangs that are im

porting drugs into this country. I didn’t 
think you’d be interested in that,”  she 
said, searching for the paragraph.

She’happened at that moment to look 
across at him, and she nearly dropped 
the paper in her surprise. Mr. Maurice 
Tarn’s complexion was one of con
sistent sallowness, but now his face was 
a deathly white: His. jaw had dropped, 
and his eyes were staring.

“Two gangs?” he croaked. “ What do 
yeu mean? Read it, read it!” he com
manded huskily.

“ I thought----- ” she began.
“ Never mind what you thought—read 

it 1” snarled Tarn.
Masking her astonishment, she found 

the item. It was a half column on the 
top of the principal page.

Yesterday morning Detective Inspector 
Bickerson, accompanied by half a dozen po
lice officers, made a raid upon a small ware

house in Whitechapel aqd, after arresting the 
caretaker,' conducted a Search of the premises. 
It is understood that a considerable quantity 
of opium and a package containing sixteen 
pounds of cocaine were seized and removed. 
It is believed that the warehouse w&s a dis
tributing center used by one of the two 
gangs which are engaged in putting illicit 
drugs upon the market, both here and in 
America. The police believe that one of 
these nefarious associations is conducted by 
a Japanese merchant named Soyoka, who, 
however, is the mere figurehead in the busi
ness, the operations being carried out by a 
number of unknown men, said to occupy 
good social positions, and two of whom are 
believed to be officials in the Indian civil 
service. The composition of the second gang, 
which, during the past two years has amassed 
a considerable fortune, is not so well known. 
Behind these two organizations are hundreds 
of agents, and a small army of desperadoes 
are employed to cover the gangs’ workings. 
The recent arrest of a Greek in Cleveland, 
Ohio, and his confession to the Federal au
thorities, has enabled Scotland Yard to get 
a line on the British branch of the “busi
ness.” From the statement of the Greek, 
Poropoulos, it is beli^psd that the heads of 
the second gang include an English doctor 
and a leading merchant of the City of Lon
don. *

“A h !”
It was not a groan; it was not a sigh; 

but it combined the quality o f both. 
Elsa looked up and saw her guardian’s 
head sinking over the table, and she 
sprang to her feet.

“ What is the matter?’’ she asked.
He waved h^: aside. “ Get me some 

brandy—In thJHupboard of my study,” 
he mumbled, and she hurried into the 
stuffy little room, returning with a tum
bler half,filled, the contents of which 
he swallowed at h gulp. Slowly the 
color came back to his face, and he 
forced a smile.

“ You’re responsible,”  he grunted, 
with heavy pleasantry. “ A  fellow of my 
age doesn’t propose at this time of the 
morning without feeling the effects— 
eh? A  little too old for love-making, 
I guess. Think it over, Elsa. I ’ve been 
a good friend of yours.”

“ Do you want me to read any more?”
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He stopped her with a gesture. 
“ Stuff! A  newspaper invention! These 
fellows are always out for sensation; 
they live on it.”  He rose to his feet 
;with an effort.

“ I shall see you at the office,”  he said. 
“ Think it over, E lsa!”

The door of his study slammed be
hind him, and he was still in his locked 
room when the girl boarded an east- 
bound bus that carried her almost to the 

‘ door of the Amery corporation.

C H A P T E R  II.
T H E  HOUSE OF A M ERY.

T T I E  house of Amery & Amery stands 
*  where it stood in the days when its 

.founder marshaled his apprentices and 
clerks to fight the great fire of London; 
so that, when the holocaust had 
smoldered to ashes, the cramped old 
house alone raised^ts head amidst the 
blackened ruins of vVood Street. Im
provements had come with the years, an 
exigent city council had demanded cer
tain structural alterations, but in appear
ance the Amery building remained what 
it was in the days when tfhe Mayflower 
set forth from Plymouth Harbor and 
narrowly missed fouling the Pleasant 
Endeavour, the first of the Amery 
Brothers’ fleet of East Indiamen.

The centuries had seen many fluctu
ations in the fortunesoj|jae house. One 
evening at White’s, in^me days of the 
Regency, an Amery had diced the fleet 
out of existence; later another Amery 
had won back its equivalent in the tea 
trade; but the narrow-fronted house, 
with its uneven floors, its poky little 
cupboards and presses, its low ceilings 
and tortuous stairways, defied the 
passage of time.

Above the thick green glass window- 
panes that admitted light and distorted 
vision, the faded inscription “ Amery & 
Amery, Shippers & Importers” ap
peared in the identical lettering that an 
Amery had chosen on the day George,

the HI., went to his rest. The little 
room, where Elsa Marlowe attended to 
the private correspondence of the newest 
proprietor, had been furnished in his 
youth by a chief clerk who, as an old 
man, had seen the first policeman on 
the streets of London.

Elsa, sitting before her worn writing 
table one morning in late spring, when 
the sunlight poured into the room, 
seemed as much out of plate in the grim 
setting as the little bunch of lilies of 
the valley she had arranged in a cheap 
glass vase beside the typewriter.

There was a sculptor in Paris who 
speculated in dainty statuettes of slim 
Parisiennes, and she might have posed 
for M. Milliere, a straight-backed, long- 
limbed girl, with the tilted chin, the 
straight-nose, the large, inquiring eyes, 
and the confusion of spun-gold hair he 
loved.

She had that complexion which made 
wise and skeptical women look twice at 
her; yet her pink and white owed noth
ing to artifice, and the rich red of her 
mouth was as everlasting as the deep 
gray-blue of her eyes.

Her forehead was puckered, as she 
listened to her voluble companion. She 
was never quite comfortable when Miss 
Dame came to her favorite topic of dis
cussion, though the gaunt woman ex
pressed much that she thought.

Elsa Marlowe was not prepared to 
accept Miss Dame’s judgment on any 
other subject than stenography. Her 
views on human affairs were inclined 
to be colored by the peculiar brand of 
romance she had absorbed overnight. 
But when she described the house of 
Amery & Amery as “ creepy” and spoke 
o f . Paul Roy Amery as a “ sinister 
figure,” Elsa found herself ranged on 
the side of Romance.

“ You can laugh about the pitchers,” 
said Miss Dame earnestly,- “but you get 
ideas of life out of ’em—types, char
acters—if ybu understand me? It’s ex
perience to a young girl like me. The
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villains I ’ve seen! My word! .  But I ’ve 
never seen anybody like the major. 
Sinister! You’ve only to look at him, 
Miss Marlowe. And why your dear, 
good uncle, the finest gentleman that 
ever breathed, should let you stay in 
this place, is more’n I  can understand. 
See what I mean?”

Miss Dame glared fearfully through 
her big rimless spectacles, her large 
mouth grotesquely open, her little but
ton of a nose redder than ever. She 
was tall, round-shouldered, awkwardly 
made. Her hands and feet were large; 
her bobbed hair, refusing to behave as 
bobbed hair should, spread like a fan 
from her head.

“ I wouldn’t call him ‘sinister,’ ”  said 
Elsa thoughtfully; "he is certainly un
pleasant. I don’t think he is used to 
dealing with white people.”  t

“ That’s what I say,”  broke in Miss 
Dame. “ Negroes, and black people an’ 
Injuns! I ’ll bet he lashes ’em to death. 
Anyway, he’s sinister,”  said Miss Dame 
firmly, “ and so is this building, hun
dreds of years old. There ain’t a floor 
that’s level, or a door that fits; and look 
at the poky little windows and the 'beams 
over the ceiling! And there’s no proper 
washing place, and in the heart of the 
city, too! Where did he come from, 
anyway ? Old Mr. Amery never said he 
had a nephew, and your dear uncle was 
that surprised when the will was read 
that he could have dropped. He told 
me so himself.”

For the moment her “ dear uncle”  was 
as unpleasant a subject as the sinister 
Mr. Amery. It was accepted by the 
employees of Amery’s that Mr. Tarn 
and she were uncle and niece, and she 
never attempted to correct that erro
neous impression.

“ We shall get used to him,”  she said 
with a half sigh. “ New people are al
ways awkward at first, and probably-he 
isn’t used to business. He had an of
ficial position in India. I know 
that----- ”

She stopped. Here she was going 
beyond the bounds of propriety. ."She 
could not tell of the mysterious letters 
which Paul Amery dictated, letters in 
which whole lines were made up of un
intelligible code words.

“ Mr. Tarn knows something about 
him,” Miss Dame nodded vigorously. 
“ They were together hours yesterday— 
I heard ’em! Gee, the noise they made!”

Elsa turned startled eyes to the other. 
“ Quarreling?” she said incredulously.

“ Quarreling!”  repeated Miss Dame 
triumphantly. “ You never heard any
thing like it! It was when you were 
out at lunch. , When I  say ‘hours,’ I 
mean twenty minutes. I never saw 
your dear uncle so upset in my life.”

Elsa was not impressed. Mr. Mau
rice Tarn was easily upset in these 
days. Was she responsible for that, 
she thought whimsically. But a quarrel ? 
Why should ^.mery quarrel with his 
general manager? They hardly knew 
one another, for Paul Amery had not 
occupied the presidential chair a month 
as yet, was new to the business, and 
scarcely acquainted with its routine.

“ Are you sure?” she asked.
Before Miss Dame could answer, a 

bell shrilled, and Elsa hastily gathered 
her notebook and pencil and passed into 
the lair of the president.

It was a pleasant' room, carpeted in 
a dull btee that showed the polished 
black patHing to advantage. Over an 
old fireplace, a solemn-faced clock ticked 
sedately. The leaden windows were 
curtained with dark-blue velvet; the 
only touch of gay color in the room was 
the scarlet leather of the fender and 
seats.

The man at the big writing table was 
glowering at a letter on his blotting pad 
and, seemingly oblivious to her presence, 
was reading it over to himself, his thin 
lips moving silently, as he assimilated 
every line, every word. A  minute passed, 
and then Paul Amery looked up with 
that expression on his saturnine face
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which never failed to rouse in her breast 
something that was akin to fury. Not 
that he was consciously offensive; her 
resentment would have been excusable 
if he were.

There was just the faintest hint of a 
sneer, a downward droop of the corners 
of his mouth that coincided with the 
lift of his upper lip and a something— 
a cold, appraising something—in his 
blue eyes that was altogether and yet 
indefinably insulting.

She had surprised that expression be
fore. Invariably it followed upon the 
interruption of a reverie. And Paul 
Amery’s daydreams were not pleasant. 
Only for a second did that twisted smile 
disfigure his thin, dark face. In an
other second it set like a mask of fate, 
except that the black brows had met 
in a frown that hardened and almost 
dehumanized him.

“Y es?”
His voice had the quality of granite. 

Instantly he had passed through the 
stage of transition between dreams and 
reality, and his eyes were searching hers 
suspiciously. There were people who 
would think he was good looking, she 
thought, and she was sufficient of a 
woman to concede this advantage to him. 
The hot sun of India had tanned his 
face to a permanent brown; it had 
given him, too, ■ something of the char
acter of the jungle beasts he had stalked. 
She never saw him' come ftiselessly, al
most furtively, through the outer office 
without thinking of a cat.

“ Yes?”
He never raised his voice; he did not 

display his impatience, but his “ Yes?” 
was like the flick of a whip in her face.

“ You rang for me, and you wished to 
see the bills of lading—Chi Fung and 
Lee, Mr. Amery,” she stammered and 
despised herself for her deference.

Without a word he reached out his 
hand and took the papers she had 
brought to him. Silently he examined 
them and then put them aside.

“ Why are you afraid of me?”
The question stunned her; it was so 

unexpected, so utterly unanswerable that 
she could only stand and stare at him 
until, before the masterful blaze of his 
eyes, she lowered her own.

“ I ’m not afraid of you, Mr. Amery,” 
she said and tried hard to keep her voice 
level. “ What a queer thing to say ! I ’m 
—I ’m not afraid of anybody.”  This de
fiantly.

He did not speak. His very silence 
gave her the lie as plainly as if he had 
spoken.

‘ ‘Besides,”  she went on with the ghost 
of a smile, “ isn’t it the proper attitude 
of a secretary toward her employer? 
A  wholesome respect----- •”

She finished lamely, feeling a fool. 
He was looking through the window 
into the dusty sunlight of Wood Street. 
Apparently his attention was absorbed 
in the laden trucks that lined the nar
row road; in the red-faced policeman 
who was engineering a passage for a 
steam trolley; in the drab face of the 
office block opposite—in anything but 
one pink and white girl, with a mop of 
fine, browny hair that defied regulation.

“ You are five feet three inches,”  he 
said, going off at a tangent. “ Sixty- 
three inches! The little finger of your 
left hand is crooked. You must have 
broken it when you were a child. You 
live constantly in association with some
body who is deaf; your voice is just a 
little too strong. Of course, Mr. Mau
rice Tarn!" I have noticed that he is 
deaf.”

Elsa drew a long breath.
“ Shall I leave the bills of lading, 

please?” she asked. i
His eyes were no longer on her face. 

They had dropped moodily to the 
blotter.

“ No, I wanted you. Take this letter 
to Fing Li T ’sin, 796 Bubbling Well 
Road, Shanghai. ‘Tang ckiang chin ping
ch’ang------’  I beg your pardon, you do
not understand Chinese, of course?”
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He was not joking. She saw him 
flush with annoyance at his mistake—at 
the possibility that she. might think he 
was being funny at her expense..

“ He reads and speaks English better 
than you or I, 'for the matter of that,” 
he added hurriedly. “ Take this, ‘I am 
looking for a trustworthy man to cover 
the Nangpoo province. Feng Ho has 
arrived. You may send letters to him 
here. When you see the Long Sword 
of Sun Yat tell him------’ ”

Here he paused and passed a slip of 
paper across to her. Carefully penciled 
in capital letters were the words: “ Bar- 
row Tendency Makeshift Warlike 
Candle Stencil Pendant Maple Crest 
Hamlet Desire.”

He was looking at her, as she read, a 
thin hand caressing the little black mus
tache that covered his upper lip, and, as 
she raised her head, she met his glance 
and went hot.

“ Nice job, this?” he asked absently. 
"Not too much work? Wages good?”

It was the first time he had displayed 
the slightest interest in her. Hitherto 
she had had the feeling that he had re
garded her as part of the movable fix
tures of the establishment.

“ Yes, it is a good job,”0she said awk
wardly and added— fatuously, as she 
told herself—“ I hope my work is satis
factory ?”

He did not answer, and she added 
boorishness to his sins.

“ You knew my great-uncle, Bertram 
Amery, of course?”

He was not looking at her; his eyes 
were still on the street below.

“ Slightly,”  she said. “ I was here dur
ing the last few months of his life. He 
only came in for a few minutes each 
day.”

He nodded slowly.
"The ancient ran the business, of 

course ?”
“ The ancient?” She frowned and 

then realized that his flippant reference 
was to Mr. Maurice Tarn. “ Mr. Tarn

<*■■ * 
has always helped to run the business,” 
she said, a Tittle stiffly, though Heaven 
knew she was in no-mood'to feel o f
fended because he .spoke-'slightingly of 
her very distant relative.

“ Mr. Tarn always helped to jrun the 
business,” he repeated absently and then 
jerked his h'ead round to face her. 
“ Tharfk you, that will do,”  he said.

She was at the door, when his voice 
arrested her.

“ How much does the Stanford Cor
poration pay you?” he asked.

She turned round, staring at him 
in wonder.

“ The Stanford Corporation, Mr. 
Amery ?”

His keen eyes searched her face.
“ I ’m sorry,”  he said simply. “ I see 

you do not know that enterprising busi
ness.”

He nodded to the door, and she was 
back at her desk before she realized 
the indignity of > her dismissal.

C H A P T E R  III.
T H E M EN ACE OF SOYOKA.

\VHTAT did he mean? Stanford Cor
poration ! Did he suggest that she 

was secretly working for some other 
house? I f  she had been on better terms 
with her unde she might have solved the 
puzzle; but for the moment their re
lationship was more than a little strained.

She was taping the letter when she 
heard the door of her room open and 
close, and, looking up, she saw the tall, 
hollow1eyed man whom she had particu
larly wished to avoid that day.

He stood for a while, fingering his 
bristling gray mustache, his small, faded 
eyes fixed moodily upon her, and then 
he came slowly across the room and 
towered above her. He was an un
usually tall man, and, for the general 
manager of a prosperous business, 
shabbily attired. His cuffs were ragged 
at the ends, his black cravat rusty with 
age.
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“ Where’s Amery ?” he asked, lowering 
his voice. .

“ In his room, Mr. Tarn.”
“ Humph!” He fingered his bristly 

chin. “ Did he say anything?”
“ About what?”
“About anything?” Ije asked im

patiently.
She shook her head. It was in her 

mind to tell him about Major Amery’s 
inquiry, but she could not bring her
self to the point of taking him into her 
confidence.

“ Have you thought over the matter I 
spoke about this morning ?”

He stole a quick glance at her and 
read her answer before she spoke.

“ No, it—it doesn’t bear thinking 
about.”

He blinked at her, and his face twisted 
to an expression of pain.

“ Too old, I suppose? I ’ll make any 
arrangement you like, only I want' com
pany. I hate being alone. I want some
body I can talk to—a wife— somebody 
I know and can trust. I ’ve got to get 
things off my mind. They can’t make 
a wife tell—you understand? Any ar
rangement,” he emphasized the words, 
and she grasped his meaning. But he 
was not looking at her, as he spoke. 
That “ any arrangement” promise was 
a lie. He wanted more than a trust
worthy listener.

She drew a long, impatient sigh.
“ We needn’t go back to that, need 

we?” she asked. “ I wish you wouldn’t, 
Mr. Tarn. It worries me terribly, and 
I know it is going to make life in
supportable.”

He was still fingering his chin nerv
ously, his eyes straying to the door of 
Paul Amery’s room.

“ Is anything wrong?”
He shook his head irritably. “ Wrong? 

What should there be wrong?” He 
glanced apprehensively toward the door. 
“ I ’m going in to see him.”

There was a note of defiance in his 
voice which surprised her. She had not

seen this side of Maurice Tarn’s char
acter. She knew him best as -a most 
self-possessed business man without 
imagination. At his A worst he was a 
slovenly domestic tyrant, with a pas
sion for secret drinking. Yet here he 
was, bracing himself, as for a great 
ordeal, the hand that touched his mus
tache trembling, his eyes fearful.

“ I ’ve got to go away.” His voice was 
lowered. “ I don’t know where, but— 
but—somewhere.”

He heard the turn of the handle and 
looked round affrighted. Paul Amery 
stood in the doorway,, that hateful smile 
of his upon his thin lips.

“ I—I wanted to see you, Major 
Amery.”

Without a word Paul Amery opened 
the door a little further, and his gen
eral manager went in. Amery closed 
the door behind him and walked slowly 
to his desk. He did not sit down, but 
stood, his hands in his pockets, his head 
slightly bent forward, his cold eyes 
scrutinizing the man.

•“ Well?”
, Twice the lips of the older man 
moved, and presently, in a half-unreal 
voice, he spoke.

“ I feel I owe you an apology for that 
—that scene which occurred yesterday, 
Major Amery. I fear I lost my temper; 
but you can quite understand that one 
who has held a trusted position in the 
house of Amery, who was respected, I 
venture to say, by your uncle----- ”

“ Sit down.”
Mechanically the man obeyed.
“ Mr. Tarn, I ’m new to this business. 

I ought to have come over eight months 
ago, when my uncle died, and the prop
erty passed into my possession. There 
were certain things that I did not real
ize, but which I.realize now. I looked 
upon Amery & Amery as a corporation 
that could get along very well without 
me. I never looked upon Amerys as 
an enemy I should have to fight.”

Maurice Tarn stared at him. “ Fight?
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I don't understand you. An enemy, 
Major Amery ?*' he said tremulously.

“ Who is the Stanford Corporation?”
The question rang out like a pistol 

shot, and Mr. Tarn winced, but did not 
answer.

“There is a business being carried on 
in a block o f offices in Threadneedle 
Street,”  said Amery slowly; “ not a very 
flourishing business, for the Stanford 
Corporation occupy one large room and 
employ no clerks. All the work is done 
by a mysterious individual who comts 
after most of the other offices are closed, 
and he leaves just before midnight. He 
types his own letters, of which he keeps 
no copies; he has interviews with strange 
and disreputable people; and, although 
the name of the Stanford Corporation 
does not appear in the" books of Amery 
& Amery, I am satisfied that our very 
reputable . business”—his lip. curled 
again—•"built up by the labor of years 
and founded on the honesty and integ
rity of my dead relatives, is a screen be
hind which a certain traffic is in prog
ress.”

“ Major Amery!”  For a second Mau
rice Tarn’s pose of virtuous indigna
tion held, and then, before the glittering 
eyes of the other, he wilted. “ I f  you 
feel that,”  he mumbled rapidly, “ the best 
thing I can do is to get out. I ’ve served 
this firm faithfully for thirty-five years, 
and I don’t think you’re treating me 
well. What traffic? I know the Stan
ford Corporation— I ’ve just remembered 
them. They’re a perfectly straightfor
ward firm.”

The lifted lips, the hard, smiling eyes 
silenced him.

“ You’ll bluff to the last, eh? Well, 
so be i t ! Tarn, you’re doing something 
of which I do not approve, and that is 
a mild way of putting it. And I ’m going 
to stop you— I ’m going to stop you, if 
it means killing you! Do you get that? 
You know what I am—you guess a 
whole lot more than you know! You’re 
in my way. Tarn I didn’t expect to

find this obstacle here.” He pointed to 
the floor, and Tarn knew that he was 
speaking about the house of Amery. 
“ I ’m going to put the matter plainly to 
you,” he went on. “ Fortunes are to be 
made, and are being made, by two gangs 
that are running a dope industry. May
be you saw something about it in the 
morning paper. Two gangs! There 
isn’t room for two—is that clear to 
you ?”

Tarn’s face had gone ashen; he was 
incapable of speech. The man by the 
writing table was not looking at him; 
his eyes were fixed on the street below. 
He seemed to find in the life and hurry 
of Wood- Street something of over
powering interest.

“ Not room for two—hardly room for 
one,” he repeated. “ The second gang 
had better shut up business and get out, 
while the going’s good. There are many 
dangers. Soyoka’s crowd aren’t going 
to take competition lying down. I am 
telling you this as a friend.”

Tarn licked his dry lips, but did not 
answer.

“ The girl isn't in it?”
“ No.” The older man blundered into 

this partial admission. “ You’re—So- 
yoka!” he breathed. “ Great Czesar, I
didn’t dream1-----  I knew, they were
working from India and the East, but I 
never guessed.” His voice sank to an 
indistinguishable rumble of sound.

Amery did not ansvyer him; with a 
sideways jerk of his head he dismissed 
the man. Elsa saw him stagger through 
his office like one in a dream, and she 
wondered what was the reason for his 
white face and trembling hands.

Left alone, Amery walked slowly to 
his desk and sat down, his chin on his 
hands. Facing him on the wall hung a 
picture in an old-fashioned gilt frame—1 
a portrait of an elderly man in a long, 
flowing wig; he wore a coat of homely 
brown, lace ruffles swelled under his 
ample chin, and in his’ hand was a half- 
utirolled map of the world. The first
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of the Amerys! The last of the race 
looked up into the hard, gray eyes of his 
ancestor, and he nodded.

“ Illustrious forbear” — with mock 
gravity—“ the crooked house of Amery 
salutes you!”

C H A P T ER  IV.
DOCTOR RA LPH  H A LLA M .

IT  was the custom of Amery’s, and 
it had been the custom from im

memorial times, to allow the staff an 
hour and twenty-five minutes for 
luncheon. Nobody knew why this extra 
twenty-five minutes had been granted. 
It was a tradition O'f the house, and it 
was a very welcome one to Elsa Mar
lowe that day, for she had decided to 
take counsel of the only man in the 
world who could help solve her prob
lems.

On the stroke of one o’clock she was 
out of the office and was hurrying to
ward Cheapside. Taxis there were in 
plenty, and within fifteen minutes she 
was alighting at the door of a small 
house in Half Moon Street. Scarcely 
had she paid the driver than the door 
was opened, and a good-looking man of 
thirty was halfway across the sidewalk 
to meet her.

“ This is a miracle! Has the noble 
house of Amery gone bust?”

She preceded him into the house, and 
not until she was in the sedate little din
ing room did she answer.

“ Everything has. gone bust, Ralph. 
No, my dear, I couldn’t eat. Go on with 
your lunch; and I will talk.”

“ I have had my lunch. Bring some
thing for Miss Marlowe,”  ordered 
Doctor Ralph Hallam, and, when his 
man had gone, he asked anxiously-. 
“ What is wrong?”

She had known Ralph Hallam in the 
days when she was a lank schoolgirl. 
A  friend of her “ uncle’s” and a frequent 
visitor to their .house in Bayswater, they 
had grown up together. He was, by his

own confession, so inefficient a doctor 
that he had never practiced since the 
day he left hospital. A  keen business 
man, he had employed the small fortune 
which his mother had left to him to such 
advantage that he could afford to dis
pense with the problematical income 
which might have come to him from 
his profession.

A  fair-haired, clear-eyed man of 
something over thirty, his boyish, clean
shaven face and irrepressible good 
humor gave him the impression of one 
who had not left his teens very far be
hind.

“ You’re not ill, are you?”  he asked, 
and when she shook her head smilingly, 
he sighed his relief. “ Thank Heaven!
I should be obliged to call in a real 
doctor if  you were.”

All the time he was speaking, he was 
disposing of her fur, her gloves, her 
hand bag, in his helpless way.

“ You know that Mr. Tarn isn’t really 
my uncle?”

“ Eh?” He stared at her. “ Oh, yes 
—your cousin or something, isn’t he? 
Queer old devil— doesn’t he bore you ?” 

“ Ralph, he wants to marry me!” she 
said tragically.

He had taken a wineglass from the 
sideboard and was putting it on the table 
when she spoke. The glass dropped 
from his fingers and splintered to a 
thousand pieces. Looking at him, she 
saw his face go suddenly white.
' “ I ’m a clumsy fool.” His voice was 
very steady. “ Say that again. He
wants to marry you—that—that:----- ‘

She nodded. “ Exactly—that! Isn’t 
it hideously unbelievable? Oh, Ralph, 
I ’m worried. Something queer has come 
over him in this past week. He has
quarreled with Mr. Amery------”

“ Steady, steady, old girl. Sit down. 
Now tell me all about it. Quarreled 
with Amery—that’s the Indian fellow?” 

She told him as coherently as she 
could of the scene that had occurred 
that morning. Ralph Hallam whistled.
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“The old villain!” he said softly. 
“Rut what is the idea ? Why this sudden 
desire for matrimony ? He never struck 

• me as a marrying man. And to be 
mistress of the menage at Elgin Crescent 
is not the most pleasant of prospects.”  

“ He is going abroad,”  she said. “ That 
is why he wants to marry in such a 
hurry. Oh, I ought not have told you 
that!”

Too late she remembered her guard
ian’s injunction. But if Ralph Hallam 
was surprised by the news, he did not 
betray himself.

“ You’ll not marry him, of course. 
That kind of December doesn’t belong 
to your kind of May, Elsa.”

It seemed to her that he was going 
to say something, but checked himself. 
For a second she had a spasm of fear 
that the day would bring her a second 
proposal, for a meaning light had 
kindled in his exjfressive eyes. She 
liked Ralph Hallam—'but not that way. 
He was so good, so kind, such a good 
pal, and it would spoil everything if 
the unspoken message was delivered. 
To her intense relief he spoke of 
Amery.

“ What kind of a man is the Indian?” 
he asked. “ Wasn’t he in the civil ser
vice ?”

“ I know very little about him,”  she 
said. “ None of us does. He was in 
India for years. They say he isn’t even 
English—he belongs to the American 
branch of the Amerys—and it was old 
Mr. Amery who found him his position 
in India. He is so strange.”

Ralph Hallam smiled. “ Mad, prob
ably. Most of these Indian fellows go 
daft. It is the sun.”

She shook her head. “ No, he isn’t 
mad. His manners are awful]' he is 
abrupt to the point of rudeness. And 
yet, Ralph, there is something queerly 
fascinating about him. I find myself 
wondering what his life must have been 
—what his recreations are. He seems 
to move in an atmosphere of mystery.

I can’t tell you" what, happens at the 
.office—that wouldn’t be fair—but his 
correspondence is so unusual. And he’s 
magnetic. When he looks at me^some- 
times I have the feeling that I ’m—out 
of control. That sounds alarming, 
doesn’t it?”

“ It certainly does,” smiled her puzzled 
companion. “ Does he hypnotize you?”

“ Ye-es,”  she hesitated. “ Perhaps that 
is it. He reminds me of some beautiful 
sleek animal, though he isn’t at all 
beautiful! Sometimes his eyes are so 
cruel that I shudder, and sometimes 
they are so sad that I could weep; and 
generally he is so hateful that I loathe 
him.” She laughed softly at ligr own 
inconsistency. “ Jessie Dame calls him 
‘the sinister man,’ and perhaps she is 
right. Sometimes I feel, when I am in 
his presence, that he has the burden of 
some terrible crime on his mind. He 
is so suspicious, so horribly unbelieving. 
When he asks you a question he gives 
you the impression that he is prepared 
for you to tell a lie. You feel that he is 
watching you all the time. Everything 
about him is that way. He wears shoes 
with thick rubber soles, and when he 
moves it is . with a sort of stealthiness 
that makes you jump. Mr. Tarn hates 
him.”

“ A  singularly unpleasant person,”  said* 
Ralph with a chuckle, “but impressive. 
Don’t lose your young heart to him. 
As to Tarn, I think it would be a good 
idea if you went away 'for a while. You 
have never met my sister-in-law ?”

“ I didn’t know that you had one,”  she 
said, and he smiled.

“ You will like her,”  he said simply*. 
“ I ’ll get her to invite you over for a few 
days.”

The servant came in with a tray at 
that moment, -and, until they were alone, 
neither spoke. She had finished her 
lunch and had risen to go, when the 
sound of a taxi stopping at the door 
brought his eyes to the street.

“ Wait.”
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She followed his glance, but from the 
angle at which she stood she could not 
see the figure that was paying the cab
man. .

“ Who is it?’’ she asked.
“ The admirable Tarn,” he said. “ I 

don’t think he’d better see you here. 
Go into the library • you know your 
way. When I show him into the din
ing room, you can make your escape. 
I ’ll take care that he doesn’t see you.”

There came the sound of the door
bell, and she hurried into the little study 
and presently heard Maurice Tarn’s 
deep voice in the passage. She waited 
a second, then, tiptoeing along the 
passage, opened the door and let her
self out.

Tarn, his nerves on edge, heard the 
thud of the closing door and looked 
round suspiciously.

“ What was that ?”
“ My man going out,”  saud Ralph 

coolly. “ What is your trouble?”
For a while the other man did not 

answer; then, with a groan, he dropped 
into an easy-chair and covered his face 
with his hands.

“As bad as that, eh?” Ralph Hallam 
asked.

“ He knows,”  said the muffled voice 
of Tarn.

“ Which ‘he’ is this—the Indian 
gentleman? And what does he know?”

“ Everything. Hallam, he is So- 
yoka!”

Hallam looked at him, open-mouthed.
“ You’re mad— Soyoka ?”
“ He’s either Soyoka, or he’s some

where high up in the gang. Why 
"shouldn’t he be? The profit of Amery’s 
isn’t eight thousand a year. We know 
what profit there is in Soyoka’s ; they’re 
making millions, while we’re making 
thousands. He’s been living in India, 
not guessing that old Amery would leave 
him this business. We’ve always known 
that Indian officials were hand in glove 
with Soyoka’s. gang. Otherwise, how 
would he have known where to look in

the books for the consignments we’ve 
had ? The first thing he did was to put 
his finger on a case of fancy goods we 
had from Stein of Leipsic and ask for 
particulars. He told me to get, and I ’m 
getting. Hallam, it’s death to fight So
yoka! They’ll stop at nothing. I can’t 
stand any more, Hallam. I am too old 
for this kind of business.”

“ Not too old to marry, they tell me.”
Tarn looked up quickly. “ What do 

you mean?”
“ Just what I  say. -I understand that 

you contemplate making a get-away 
with a lady, who shall be nameless.”

Maurice Tarn shrugged his shoulders. 
“ I don’t know what I ’m going to do. 
I ’m scared.”

“ Scared you may be.” There was 
nothing pleasant in Ralph Hallam’s 
voice; his face had hardened, and the 
lower lip pouted ominously. “And if 
you feel like getting away, why, you 
can go. You’ve enough money, to get 
your nerves in order. South America, 
of course? I thought’ so. Go and be 
blessed! You’ve lost your nerve, and, 
so far as I am concerned, you’re value
less. You’re worse than that—you’re 
a danger.- We’ll have a quick division, 
and then you can go—to the devil if 
you like.”

Slowly he crossed to the broken man 
and stood looking down at him.

“ But you go alone. I want a 
partner.”

“ Elsa ?” gasped the other.
“ Elsa,”  said Ralph Hallam. “ I can 

talk her into my way of thinking. That 
will be easy. I want her, Maurice. 
She is altogether adorable. I don’t 
blame you for wanting her. She is 
divine! But I want her, too. There is 
a whole'world of happiness in that slim 
lady. Maurice!”

“ But—but----- ”  Tarn was looking at
him, horror-stricken. Some solitary cfell 
in his brain, where decency had once 
dwelt, was operating powerfully, “ but 
you can’t, Ralph! You’re married—I
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know that you’re married. You can’t 
marry E lsa!"

“ I said nothing about marriage," said 
Ralph Hallam testily.

C H A P T E R  V.
TH E MAH IN  T H E  ROOM.

IN  the drive back to the office Elsa was 
1  in a quieter frame of mind and could 
think clearly. She had not told Hallam 
everything. He knew nothing, she 
thought, o f her nightly ordeal, when, his 
study table littered with the bottles he 
had emptied, .Maurice Tarn had talked 
and talked until her head reeled. She 
used to think his oblique references ■ to 
matrimony, its advantages and compen
sations, were efforts of sheer loquacity. 
She understood now. Muddled and 
bemused, he was trying to prepare her 
for his monstrous proposal. Something 
was wrong—badly wrong. He did not 
drink so heavily dn the old days. She 
checked a sigh, as the cab turned into 
Wood Street, and she tapped at the win
dow to stop the machine before it 
reached the door of Amery’s.

It was half past two when she hurried 
up the narrow stairs, hoping that her 
unpleasant employer had not rung for 
her. As she opened the door of her 
room, she saw a man sitting on a chair 
by the window. Though it was a warm 
day, he wore an overcoat, over the collar 
of which his black hair flowed. His 
back was toward her, for he seemed 
absorbed in his contemplation of the 
street below, and not until he heard the 
click of the closing door did he turn 
round suddenly and stand up. For a 
moment -Elsa stared at him, open- 
mouthed. N-It was a Chinaman!

Pie was dressed in the height of 
fashion. His smartly cut pvercoat was 
wasp-waisled; his striped gray trousers 
were rigidly creased; and over his 
enameled boots he wore a pair oj white 
spats. The fashionable cravat, the neat 
gloves, all these things were European.

But the,face! The fathomless black 
eyes, set behind lashless lids; the yellow 
face like wrinkled parchment; the blood
less lips; the protruding jaw—;she had 
never seen anything quite so hideous; 
and, as though he read her thoughts, 
he said, in perfect English:

“ Handsome is as handsome does. 
Feng Ho, bachelor of science—my 
card!” And, with a little bow, he handed 
her an oblong of pasteboard; which she 
took mechanically.

At that moment she became aware of 
a strange and lovely sound. It was 
the glorious note of a bird in song. 
Perched on a shelf was a cage of ex
quisite workmanship. Gold wire and 
colored glass combined to make the 
palace of the little songster a tiling of 
rare beauty. Standing on the perch was 
a lemon-yellow canary, his thick throat 
throbbing in the song of his kind.

“ How wonderful!”  she breathed. 
“ Where did it come from?”

Feng Ho grinned. “ I brought him 
here. ‘P i’ always accompanies me. In 
the street many people looked round, 
thinking it remarkable that a Chinese 
gentleman, a bachelor of science, should 
carry a common birdcage in his hand. 
But Pi needs the air. It is not good for 
a little bird to live all the time in rooms. 
Pi, unworthy and ugly little crow, sing 
your stupid song for the beautiful 
lady.”

The bird had been momentarily silent, 
but now he burst again into a flood of 
melody that filled the drab room with 
golden sound.

“ He is wonderful!” said Elsa again 
and looked from the bird to his owner.

The inscrutable eyes of the Chinaman 
were watching her.

“ I am afraid I gave you rather . a 
shock,” be said, in his queer, mincing 
way. “ You are probably not used to 
meeting Chinamen, Miss Marlowe.”

She gasped. PTow did this creature 
know her name?

“You—you want to see Major
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Amery?” she said, recovering her 
equilibrium.

“ I have seen him. He asked me to 
wait a little while and to introduce my
self when you came. I am afraid I shall 
be a frequent visitor.”

She forced herself to smile. “ You 
need not be afraid of that, Mr.------”

Should she call him Mr. Feng or Mr. 
Ho? Again he must have read her 
thoughts.

“ Feng Ho is a compound name,” he 
said, “and it is unnecessary to employ 
any prefix.”  He was looking com
placently at his brand-new gloves, as he 
spoke, and then: “ Major Amery has
just come in.”

She looked up at him quickly, “ I 
didn’t hear him,” she said.

He nodded rapidly. “ Yes, he is now 
walking across the room; he has stopped 
by the fireplace.”  He held his head 
erect in an attitude of listening. “ Now 
he is at his desk, and he has picked up 
a paper. Did you not hear the rustle 
of it?”

She looked at him suspiciously. Was 
this wretched man, who had so easily- 
assumed terms of equality, amusing 
himself at her expense?

“ I hear everything,” he said. “ Now 
he is sitting in his chair. It creaked.”

She walked to the door of the major’s 
room and opened it. He was sitting at 
his desk; his hand was outstretched to 
touch the bell that summoned her when 
she looked in.

“ Come in,”  he said brusquely. 
“ You’ve met Feng Ho?”

He saw her flushed cheeks, and his 
lip lifted in that hateful smile of his.

“ He has 'been giving you a demon
stration of his hearing? That is his 
one vanity.”

He looked round at the Chinaman. 
Feng Ho displayed the immense cavity 
of his mouth in a grin that stretched 
from ear to ear.

“ Close the door, please,”  he said, and 
then, as she was about to obey, shutting

the Chinaman out, a string of unintel
ligible words came from his lips, and 
she saw Feng Ho hide his hands in his 
sleeves and bow.

“ You may see a great deal of Feng 
Ho. On the other hand, you may not. 
Take this letter.”

For the next quarter of an hour her 
fingers were flying over the pages of 
her notebook, for, when Amery dictated, 
he spoke at a speed that tried her ability 
to the limit. His words came like the 
staccato rattle of a machine gun, and the 
sentence ended as abruptly. She looked 
up, expecting to be dismissed, and found 
him looking at hef.

“ Feng Ho is Chinese,”  he said un
necessarily, then added, with a look of 
annoyance, when he saw her smile: “ So 
many people mistake the Chinese for a 
neighboring nation.” He paused and 
then went on slowly: “ Soyoka, on the
other hand, is a Jap, and Soyoka is a 
very good paymaster.”

The name seemed familiar to her, but 
for the moment she could not remember 
where she had seen or heard it.

“ A  very excellent paymaster,” he 
went on. “ I think you might do better 
if you served him instead of this ama
teur crowd. Soyoka pays well.”

His eyes did not leave her face, and 
he saw that she was still puzzled.

“ Do • you want me - to leave you— 
Amery’s?” she asked. “ Who is So
yoka? I seem to have heard the name 
somewhere.”

“ Soyoka is a Japanese gentleman,” 
he said, a hint of primness in his tone, 
“ and a very powerful Japanese gentle
man and a very rich Japanese gentle
man. There are no”—he paused—“ flies 
on. Soyoka. And his friends are al
ways willing to enlist the services of 
people who are likely to be of help. 
Soyoka would not object to engaging 
one who had been working for his com
petitors ; in fact, he would welcome the 
opportunity. And, as I say, he is a very 
excellent paymaster.”
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She shook her head.
“ You bewilder me, Major Amery. X 

really don’t know who Soyoka is, and I 
don’t think I  should care to work for 
Eastern people.”

He made no reply. Then:
“ You can trust Feng Ho,” he' said 

unexpectedly. “ He has all the virtues 
and none of the vices of the East. Most 
Chinamen are amiable souls, with a pas
sion for song birds. I f  Feng Ho ever 
walks into this office, however, you may 
like Feng Ho. He improves upon ac
quaintance. A  river pirate killed his 
father,”  he went on in his inconsequent 
way. “ Feng Ho followed him into the 
mountains of Ningpo and brought back 
seven pirates’ heads in a Gladstone bag. 
A  queer fellow.”

She was speechless with horror and 
amazement. “ That—that little man?” 
she said incredulously. “ How dread
fu l!”

“ It’s rather dreadful to have your 
father’s throat cut,” said the strange 
man coldly. And then, again going off 
at a tangent: “ Feng Ho is death to
Soyoka’s rivals—remember that.”

“ Who is Soyoka?” she asked, a little 
exasperated. “ You’ve made three ref
erences to him. Major Amery, and I 
may be dull, but I really can’t see their 
application.”

He did not reply; that was his mo t̂ 
maddening and most offensive trick.

“ What do you do with yourself on 
Sundays?” he asked abruptly.

For answer she rose and gathered up 
her notes.

“ You will want these letters before 
the afternoon post, Major Amery,” she 
said.

“ You haven’t answered me.”
“ I don’t think that is a matter which 

really concerns you, does it?” she said 
with a touch of hauteur which she felt 
was absurd.

His fingers were beating a rapid tattoo 
upon his blotting pad.

“ The private lives of my employees

are a matter of considerable interest to 
me,”  he said. “ But, perhaps, it isn’t 
the practice in this country to be too 
closely concerned. Only, it struck me 
that your cottage was rather isolated and 
very near the river; and there should be 
bars on the window of your room. It is 
rather too close to the ground, and any 
active man could jump up to the portico 
and be in your room before you could 
say knife.”

Elsa sat down suddenly. How did 
this man know of Maurice Tarn’s little 
week-end cottage .on the upper reaches 
of the Thames? And yet he not only 
knew, but had examined the place so 
carefully that he had located the room 
in which she slept on her week-end 
visits; had even made calculations about 
the height of the window. It was un
believable.

“ I really don’t understand you, Major 
Amery. There is something behind all 
these questions, and, frankly, I am not 
very easy in my mind about—about 
things.”

She hated herself for this failing of 
hers; there was always a lame end to 
her sentences when she was speaking to 
this man. And then, to her amazement, 
he laughed. She had never seen him 
laugh before, and she* gazed, fascinated. 
Flis whole aspect was changed, and for 
a second he was human; but, as sud
denly as he had begun, he stopped, and 
his face was frozen again to a graven 
inexpressiveness.

“ You must ask Feng Ho for one of 
his canaries; he has several. But, un
less you promise to take the little bird 
for a walk every evening, as the Brit
isher takes his dog, he will not give 
you one. Thank you, that will do for 
the present.”

Elsa came out of the office, her face 
flushed, her mind disordered, hesitating 
between anger and amusement. Feng 
Ho had gone. She wished he had left 
the canary behind; she needed some 
antidote to the sinister man.
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C H A P T E R  V I.
MRS. TR EN E H A LLA M ’S CONSIDERATION.'

p E W  people who visited Mrs. Trene 
Hallam’s expensively furnished flat 

in Herbert Mansions, associated her 
name with that of the prosperous young 
doctor of Half Moon Street; and those 
who, by coincidence, were acquainted 
with both, never for one moment sup
posed that this pretty, golden-haired 
woman, with her pale blue eyes and 
tight, hard mouth, was in any way re
lated to that popular .and pleasant man.

For a consideration Mrs. Hallam lived 
apart from her husband and claimed no 
relationship. She bred Pekingese dogs, 
was a member of two bridge clubs, and 
apparently was a lady of independent 
means. It was not likely that people 
would think of Doctor Hallam in her 
connection, for she was a daughter of 
the people, whose lack of education and 
refinement, was sometimes only too pain
fully apparent.

She had married Hallam with the ab
ject of getting away from the tiny villa 
where he had lodged with her mother 
during the days when he was a student 
at St. Thomas’. The marriage had not 
been a happy one. Louise Hallam, to 
other failings, added a somewhat erratic 
conception of common honesty. She 
was a born pilferer, pid not even her. 
changed circumstances eradicated the 
habit. Twice Ralph Hallam had to pay 
heavily to avoid a scandal. Once this 
kleptomaniac had narrowly escaped ar
rest. Thereafter they had lived apart, 
and, for the “ consideration” she now 
enjoyed, she was quite willing to remain 
in her present state for the rest of her 
life.

He was tHe rarest of visitors at Her
bert Mansions, and the surprise she dis
played when he was shown into the 
drawing-room, where she was’ taking 
her rest, with a cup of coffee by her 
Side and a cigarette between her lips, 
was not wholly assumed.

“ Welcome, stranger!” she said genial
ly. “ This i9 a sight for sore eyes. 
What’s up?”

His expression was one of pain, “ I 
wish you’d get out of that gutter Habit,” 
he said wearily.

She was eying him keenly and unre- 
sentfully. The taunt of her humble 
origin had not aroused her anger in 
years.

“ What do you want ?”  she asked 
bluntly. “ A divorce?”

He took out a cigarette and lit it be
fore he answered.

“ No, thank goodness, IVe recovered 
from that folly! When I think o f the 
fools I should have married if I ’d 
divorced you when I wanted, I am grate
ful to you. You’re my safety, Lou. 
Never divorce me!”

“ You needn’t fret,”  she said com
placently, “ I shan’t. I f  I wanted to 
marry again it would be different, but 
I don’t. One marriage is enough for 
little me! Ralph, what are you doing 
nowadays ?”

“ What do you mean—what am I do
ing?” he demanded.

“ You’re making money. I ’m not 
complaining about that; but you’re mak
ing big money, and I ’m wondering how? 
You’ve increased my allowance, bless 
you! And when I asked you to buy 
me that little place in the country, you 
bought it without a kick. You’re not 
doing that out of mamma’s money. 
What is the dope?”

He started and looked at her sus
piciously. “ I’d like to know what you 
mean by that?” he asked.

She struggled to a sitting position, 
laughing.

“You’re getting touchy, Ralph! What 
I meant was, how are you getting it? 
I can’t imagine you committing a 
burglary, though I ’ve always known 
there was nothing crooked you wouldn’t 
do. It must be a safe swindle, because 
you don’t look a day older than when I 
married you. Worry ages.”
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“ Never you tnind how I get my 
money,” he said shortly. “ I want you 
to do something to earn yours. I ’ve 
made life pretty agreeable to you, 
haven’t I, Lou?”

She shrugged her shoulders, and the 
tight mouth became a straight red line.

“ I mistrust you when you start in to 
tell me all the things you’ve done for 
me,”  she said truthfully. “ At the same 
time, I ’ll admit that you’ve never stinted 
me of money. What is the hook to this 
bit of bait ?”

“ You’re a suspicious woman!”  , he 
said. “ All I want from you is informa
tion. A  few years ago you wanted to 
see the world, and I sent you to India.”

She nodded, watching him, “ Well?”
“ You had a chance of meeting the 

very best people in India, and apparently 
you did. You came back with more 
jewelry than you took out—a diamond 
sunburst was one thing.”  She did not 
meet his eyes. "A  rajah gave it to you— 
you were there a year. Did you ever 
meet a Major Paul Amery?”

She knit her brows.
“ Amery? Why, yes, I think I met 

him. One of those reserved people who 
never speak, and you get an idea they’re 
thinking a whole lot, until you know 
them better, and then you discover that 
they’re worrying about their overdraft. 
Paul Amery ? Why, of course! He was 
rather nice to me, now I come to think 
of it. Attached to the political service, 
isn’t he?”

“ That I don’t know,”  said Ralph; 
“ but if he was rather nice to you, and 
you’re friendly with him, I ’d like ybu to 
improve his acquaintance.”

“ Is he in London?”
He nodded.
“ What do you want? Are you 

stringing him ?”
“ I ’m not stringing him,” said the 

other with elaborate patience, “ if by
stringing you mean------” He paused for
a smile.

“ Kidding,”  suggested his wife, light

ing one cigarette from the glowing end 
of another. “ I ’m out of practice with 
that work, though I ’ll do anything to 
oblige a loving husband. Which re
minds me, Paul, that my car has reached 
the museum stage. That Boyson woman 
has got a cute little car, one of the new 
kind.----- *

“ We’ll talk about that later,”  said her 
husband, with a touch of irritability. 
“ The point is, will you go along and see 
this fellow? I have an idea he’s en
gaged in a—er—an unpleasant business. 
At any rate, I want you to get acquainted 
with him. That’s one thing.”

“ And the other?” Mrs. Hallam’s 
eyes narrowed. “ In my experience of 
you, Ralphie, it’s the other thing that’s 
most important. You always make a 
fuss about the least important job and 
pass the other over carelessly. What 
is it?”

Ralph rose with a laugh.
“ It is nothing, really. Only Tarn’s 

niece is having a little trouble with him. 
Tarn is the man I ’ve told you about. 
The old fool wants to marry her, and I 
think it'would be rather doing the girl 
a service to get her away for a day or 
two. I want you to impte her to come 
and stay with you, and you can be my 
sister-in-law for the occasion.” 

“ Pretty?”
He nodded.
“ I ’ll bet she is. And she thinks you 

are the wonderful boy—handsome 
Alec! And when she comes here, what 
happens ? Do I go out when you visit ? 
Or am I called away into the country ?” 

There was an ugly look on his face. 
“ You get a little too fresh sometimes, 
Lou. I don’t keep you to amuse me. 
There are four good theaters in town 
that I can go to when I want to laugh.”o 

She waved him down. “ Don’t lose 
your temper! Tempers worry little 
sister! Write down her name and ad
dress. Have you spoken about me?”

He nodded.
“ Yours to command,” she said lazily.
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“ Now, what’s the* consideration, 
Ralph?”

“ You can have your new car,”  he 
growled. • "But. I ’m serious , about 
Amery; it is necessary that you should 
see him. You can’t miss the place; it’s 
in Wood Street, the Amery building. 
And you’ll 'see the girl, she’# working 
in the office—her name is Elsa Marlowe. 
You can’t very well mistake her, either, 
for she’s a peach! And be careful with 
Amery; he’s sharp!”

She smiled contemptuously.
“ I ’ve got a new gown from Poiret’s 

that would take the edge off a razor,” 
she said. “ When do you want me to 
go?”

“ To-day. You can speak to the girl; 
tell her you’re my sister-in-law.”

“ And a widow. My departed hus
band will have to have been dead for a 
year or so, for that gown of mine is 
"slightly on the joyous side.”

She made no further reference to the 
girl, her future, or her fate. That was 
not the kind of “ consideration” that ever 
troubled Mrs. Trene Hallam.

C H A P T E R  V II.
A N  IN D IA fr ACQ UAIN TANCE.

'"T H E R E  was a tap at the door, and, 
1  without moving her eyes from the 

notebook from which she was typing, 
Elsa said:

“ Come in.”
The faintest whiff of an exotic scent 

made her look round in surprise. The 
lady who stood in the doorway was a 
stranger to her. Elsa thought she was 
pretty in her thin and dainty way. The 
dress, she saw with an apprising 
woman’s eye, was lovely.

“ Is this Major Amery’s office?”
* The voice was not so pleasing; there 
was just the faintest hint of common
ness. But she had no time to form an 
impression before, with a sweet smile, 

. the woman came toward her, her gloved 
hand extended.

i
“ Isn’t this Elsa Marlowe?” 'she asked.
“ That is my name,” said Elsa, won

dering who this unknown might be.
“ I am Louise Hallam— Mrs. Trene 

Hallam. Ralph told me about you.”
A  light dawned upon Elsa.
“Oh, yes, of course—you’re Ralph’s 

sister-in-law ?”
“ Yes, I married his dear brother— 

such a sweet man,”  murmured Mrs. 
Hallam. “ But much too good for this 
world!” She sighed and touched her 

,  eyes daintily with a little handkerchief, 
providentially at hand. “ The good die 
young,”  she said. “ He was thirty. A  
few years younger than Ralph, but, oh, 
such a sweet man! What a dear little 
office!”  She beamed round approv
ingly to survey the uninspiring scene. 
“ And how do you get on with Major 
Amery? I always thought he was such 
a perfectly lovely man when. I met him 
in India. My dear husband took me 
there for a holiday.”

She sighed again, but this time per
haps with a little more sincerity, for 
India held memories which were at once 
dear and dour.

“ You know Major Amery?”  said the 
girl eagerly. “ What sort of a man is 
he—to meet, I mean?” she grew hot, 
as she realized that her eagerness might 
be misunderstood.

“ A sweet creature,”  said Mrs. Hal
lam, and the description was so incon
gruous that Elsa could have laughed.

“ I ’ve called to see him, ‘and I was 
killing two birds with one stone,”  Mrs. 
Hallam went on, and, with a roguish 
little'Smile and uplifted finger, she said: 
“ I know a little girl who is coming to 
stay .with me for a whole week !”

Elsa flushed and, for some reason 
which she could not fathom, hesitated.

“ I don’t know whether it will be pos
sible, Mrs. Hallam,”  she began.

“ It must be possible. I ’m going to 
give you a really nice time. It was very 
stupid of Ralph not to tell me that he 
had such a charming friend. I would
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have asked you over before. W ell do 
some theaters and concerts together, 
though concerts certainly bore me stiff 
—I mean, they bore me,” she corrected 
herself hastily. “ I will not take no for 
an answer. When 'can you come ?”

Elsa thought rapidly.
“ To-morrow?” Mrs. Hallam sug

gested.
She could not understand her own 

reluctance to accept an invitation which 
sounded so enticing.

“ To-morrow I shall expect you.”
Mrs. Hallam took a card from her 

case and laid it on the table.
“ You shall have the dearest little 

room of your own. I ’m all alone, and 
you won’t be bothered with servants; it 
is a service flat. I f  you want anything, 
you just ring for it. I think you’ll be 
very happy.”

“ I ’m not so sure that my uncle can 
spare me,” said Elsa, more loath to go 
than ever, now that she had practically 
accepted.

“ Your unde must spare you. And 
now I must see dear Major Amery. 
Would you tell him I am here?”

Elsa tapped at the door, and her em
ployer’s sharp voice answered her.

“ Mrs. Trene Hallam to see you, 
Major Amery,” said Elsa.

He stared up from his writing.
“ Mrs. Trene Hallam to see me? Now 

isn’t that nice of her ? Shoot her in !”
Elsa opened the door for the woman 

and closed it behind her, as Major 
Amery rose slowly to greet the visitor 
who sailed across the room.

“ You don’t remember me, Major 
Amery?” she said, with a hint o f co
quetry in her pale blue eyes; a smile at 
once pleased and reproachful.

“ Indeed, I remember you very well, 
Mrs. Hallam. Won’t you sit down?”

“ It was in Poona, I think,”  said Mrs. 
Hallam when she had settled herself. 
"Do you remember that delightful ball 
the governor gave—those glorious roses 
everywhere ? Don’t you remember what

a terribly hot night it was, and how they 
had great blocks of ice on the stair
ways ?”

“Are you sending back Lady Mortel’s 
diamond brooch?”

At the sound of that metallic voice the 
smile left the woman’s face, and she 
sat up.

“ I— I don’t know what you mean,”  
she faltered. “ I— I really don’t under
stand you.”

“ While you were the guest of Lady 
Mortel, a diamond sunburst was missed. 
A  servant was arrested and tried for 
the theft; he went to prison for three 
years. The other night I saw you at 
the theater— I saw the brooch, too.”

She went red and white.
“ I really do not understand you, cap

tain------”
“ Major,”  he said laconically. “ I have 

been promoted since. Hallam sent you 
here, of course?”

“ Hallam? My husband is dead.”
“ That’s news to me,”  he broke in. 

“ He was alive when he left your flat at 
Herbert Mansions this afternoon. Street 
accident ?”

“ I think you're very horrid,”  she 
whimpered. She was no longer the ur
bane woman of the world. Under his 
merciless glance she seemed to cringe 
and shrink. It was as though the mean
ness of her had worn through the 
veneer which modiste and milliner had 
overlaid upon the hard,and ugly sub
stance of her soul.

“ I thought you were a friend of mine. 
I would never have called on you if I ’d 
known you could be so horrid.”

“ I ’m not being horrid; I ’m being 
truthful, though I admit that truth is 
pretty beastly,”  he said. “ Why did you 
come here?”

“ To call on you,” she said. “ Just to 
renew—to meet you again. I didn’t ex
pect—— ”

Again he checked her.
“ Tell Hallam from me to find a new 

occupation. Tell him I am after his
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blood, and I mean it! I want that ama
teur dope-running corporation put of 
my way.”

“ Dope running?” she gasped.
He nodded. “ You didn’t know? I 

wondered if he had told you. My last 
word to him is—git! You’ll remember 
that?”

He had not resumed his seat, and 
now, leaning across the table, he jerked 
out his hand.

“ Good-by, Mrs. Trene Hallam. Trene 
is your maiden name, if I remember 
rightly? Your mother lived in Tenison 
Street, Lambeth. Don’t forget the mes
sage I have given you for your husband 
—git!”

It needed all her artistry to compose 
her face into a smile, as she passed into 
the outer office, pulling the door behind 
her.

“ Such a dear, sweet man, but a little 
changed,”  she murmured and took the 
girl’s hand in hers for a second. “ You 
will remember, my dear?”

“ I will try to come, but if I can’t------”
“ You must come," said Louise Hal

lam, and there was a sharp quality in 
her voice. “ I will not take no.”

She seemed in a hurry to leave, did 
not linger for another second; and all 
the way home she was wondering 
whether Major Amery and his secretary 
were on sufficiently good terms for him 
to take her into his confidence.

She had hardly left the room before 
Amery turned quickly and opened a door 
that led to a tiny room, which served as 
a clothespress and wash place. Its 
solitary occupant, who was sitting on an 
ol^ trunk, rose, as the door opened, and 
came out into the office. The major 
held Mrs. Hallam’s card between his 
two fingers.

“ Go to this address some time to
night. Search the flat thoroughly. I 
want every document that you can find.”

He spoke in the sibilant dialect of 
Canton, and Feng Ho was sufficiently 
Europeanized to nod.

“ You must use no force, unless it is 
absolutely necessary. You may find 
nothing. On the other hand, you may 
get some valuable information. If 
necessary, you may be able to use the 
name of Soyoka to advantage. G o!”

C H A P T E R  V III.
T H E  EXPLO IT OF FEN G  HO.

E*LG IN  C R E SC E N T  was singularly 
unattractive to Elsa that night. 

She came by bus from the City to 
Trafalgar Square and walked the re
mainder of the way through the three 
parks. The crocuses were blooming; 
the ti’fees were shooting out emerald- 
green buds; the early bushes were in 
full leaf; here and there she saw the 
beginning of rhododendron flowers, 
hard little sticky masses of an in
describable color that would presently 
set the park aflame. But, wherever her 
eyes roamed, her mind was completely 
absorbed, even to the exclusion of Mau
rice Tarn and his amazing proposal, in 
the strange man who had suddenly come 
into her workaday life. She did not 
even resent the companionship of the 
voluble Miss Dame, who had insisted 
upon coming home with her. Miss 
Dame lived at Notting Hill Gate, and her 
company could hardly be refused.

The speech might have been all on one 
side but for the fact that Jessie Dame 
chose, for her discourse, the subject 
of Elsa’s thoughts.

“ What I hate about him',”  said Miss 
Dame, with typical energy, “ is his 
slinkiness. Have you ever noticed, Miss 
Marlowe, how he sli/ftks around, wear
ing sneakers, too?”

“ Sneakers? Oh, you mean his rub
ber shoes?”

“ Sneakers is the word for them, and a 
very good word,”  said Miss Dame.

And yet, thought Elsa, the sinister 
man did not “ slink.”  He was furtive, 
but not meanly furtive. You could not 
imagine a mean leopard or a mean lion
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stalking his prey. The thought startled 
her. Was that the reason for his queer 
secretiveness ? Was he stalking some
body ? She dismissed the possibility 
with a smile.

“ I ’m getting romantic,”  she said.
“ You are romantic,”  said Miss Dame 

decisively. “ I ’ve always said that 
you’re wasted in an office; you ought to 
be in the pictures. You’re svelte—that’s 
the word—svelte. You’d be perfectly 
marvelous on the screen. I thought of 
going in for it myself, but only as a 
comic,’-’ she said with a sigh. “ I ’m not 
svelte enough.”

Out of the corner of her eye Elsa 
caught a glimpse of- the ungainly figure 
.and agreed.

Mr. Tarn had not returned when she 
got to the maisonnette. They kept no 
servants; two daily helps came in, in the 
morning and in the evening, and from 
one of these she learned that he had tele
phoned to say that he would not 'be 
home until late, and that she was not to 
wait dinner for him. For this she was 
grateful, for she was not inclined to re
sume the conversation of the morning.

No. 409 Elgin Crescent consisted of 
two maisonnettes, a lower, comprising 
the ground floor and basement, and an 
upper, which her guardian occupied, 
comprising the remainder of the house. 
The study and dining room were on the 
first floor; she had the back room on the 
second floor, above the dining room, for 
a bed-sitting. room; and to this safe 
harbor she retreated, just as soon as she 
had finished her dinner.

It was a pleasant little apartment, with 
a writing table, a dozen well-filled book
shelves, a cozy chair that she could draw 
up before the gas fire, and a tiny wire-' 
less set, which had filled so many long 
and dreary winter evenings with amuse- 
.ment.

She tried to read, but between her 
eyes and the printed page came the face 
of the sinister man, and the lifted lips 
sneered up at her so vividly and so in

sistently that presently she closed the 
book with a crash. She wondered what 
this man did in, the evenings. He 
had a club, perhaps. She remembered 
that Ralph had told her he had seen him 
there. Perhaps he went to theaters. 
What sort of plays would arouse him 
from his ingrained cynicism? Had he 
any relations or friends ? In a way she 
felt a little sorry for him, just as the 
sight of a prison would arouse sorrow 
for its undeserving occupants.

She fitted the headpieces and heard 
part of “ Aida” relayed from the p P  era 
House, and she found herself specu
lating as to whether he would be in the 
audience. At this evidence of imbecility 
she viciously tugged off the headpieces 
and prepared for bed. She was un
dressing when she heard the blundering 
steps of Mr. Tarn on the stairs and the 
bang of his study door as he closed it. 
A t any rate he could not bother her 
that night. She said her prayers, turned 
out the light, and jumped into bed, and 
in a few minutes she fell into the sweet, 
sound sleep which is youth’s greatest, 
but least appreciated, blessing.

She was not a heavy sleeper, but, if 
she had been, the sound would have 
awakened her. The room was in com
plete darkness. ' She could hear the tick
ing of the clock on the mantel, and, for 
the rest, silence reigned in the house.

What was it? She sat up, trying to 
recall the noise th$t had awakened her. 
It came again, but this time it could 
not have been so loud—a faint, snap
ping sound, which came from the win
dow.

Slipping out of bed, she pulled aside 
the curtains. The ^fgding moon still 
bathed the world in its eerie radiance 
and reflected evilly from a glittering 
something that lay on the window sill.

She threw up the window' and, with 
a cry of astonishment, took the thing in 
her hand. It was a dagger, and the 
handle was inscribed in Chinese char
acters ! i
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C H A P T E R  IX .
“ m a y f a ir  10016.”

A K N IF E ! Who left it there? She 
had' to remove the wedge which kept 

the upper sash of her window in place, 
before she could lift the lower and look 
out. For a second she saw nothing, and 
then she understood.

A  builder’s long ladder had been 
reared against the wall, and the ex
planation of the midnight visit was now 
clear. The top of the ladder reached 
within two feet of her window, and, as 
she l#oked, she saw a dark figure slide 
down to the ground, pause for a mo
ment, and look up before it vanished in 
the shadow of the big tree. In that 
space of time she saw the face distinctly 
—it was Feng Ho!

What should she do?
“ I ought to scream, I suppose,”  she 

said to herself, but never felt less like 
screaming, although she had had a bad 
scare.

She turned on the light and looked at 
the clock. It was half past three. Mr. 
Tarn would be in bed, and he was the 
last person she wanted to arouse. Pull
ing on her dressing gown and slippers, 
she went out of the room and down, the 
dark stairs to the dining room, the win
dows of which were shuttered and 
barred. Here she made herself tea with 
an electric kettle and sat down to con
sider what she should do next.

Feng Ho! She frowned at the 
thought. “ You will see a great deal of 
Feng Ho,”  Amery had said, and her lips 
twisted in a smile. At any rate, she 
did not wish to see a great deal of Feng 
Ho in circumstances similar to those in 
which he had maCte his appearance that 
morning.

And then came to her a wild and fan
tastic idea. It was the sight of the tele
phone on the sideboard that gave' it to 
her. Major Amery occupied his uncle’s 
house in Brook Street.

She put the thought from her, only

to turn to it again. Presently she went 
in search of the telephone directory and 
found it in her uncle’s study. The place 
reeked with the smell of brandy, and for 
a moment she fe lt ' physically sick and 
hurried out with the thick volume under 
her arm.

Yes, there it was— “ Amery, Major P., 
97b Brook Street. Mayfair 10016.”  
He would be in bed and asleep. The 
prospect of rousing him filled her with 
malicious joy, and she lifted the hook 
and waited. It was a long time before 
the operator answered, but within a few 
seconds of his answering her signal, she 
heard a click and a sharp voice de
manded :

“ Who is that?”
Elsa’s lips twitched. “ Is that Major 

Amery?” she asked sweetly.
“ Yes. What do you want. Miss Mar

lowe?”
He had recognized her voice! The 

discovery took her breath away, and for 
a moment she was unable to proceed.

“ I—we’ve just had a visit from a 
friend of yours,”  she said, a little wildly. 
“ At least, he didn’t come in!”

“ A  friend of mine? You mean Feng 
Ho?”

His coolness was staggering.
“ O f course I mean Feng Ho. He 

was trying to get in through the win
dow of my room,”  she said, her anger 
rising.

“ Your room?” came the quick re
sponse, “ You mean your bedroom ?”

“ That is the only room I have,”  she 
said, and there was a silence at the other 
end of the phone.

After a while he spoke. “ You must 
have been mistaken. It could not have 

. been Feng Ho,” said his voice. “ He is 
with me now. One Chinaman looks 
very much like another to the uninitiated 
eye. I ’m sorry you have been fright
ened.”

The last words came in a different 
tone. He had explained her error hur
riedly, which was not like him. She
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knew it was useless to argue the matter 
on the telephone.

“ I ’m sorry I got you out of bed,” she 
said.

“Are you scared?”
Was she mistaken in imagining an 

undercurrent of anxiety and concern in 
his voice?

“ No, I was startled.”
Another silence.
“ Does Mr. Tarn know?”
“ No, he is asleep; I haven’t wakened 

him, unless I ’m waking him now. I ’m 
sorry I bothered you. Good night.” 

“ Wait,” he said sharply. “ You are 
sure you’re not frightened?”

“ Of course I ’m not frightened, Major 
Amery. You’re for ever thinking that 
I ’m frightened,” she said, with a smile, 
remembering the conversation of the 
morning.

Was it a quiet laugh she heard ? Ap
parently not, for there was no laughter 
in his voice when he said, with his cus
tomary brusqueness:

“ Good night. Go back to bed.”
How like him to finish that strange 

conversation with a peremptory order, 
she thought, as she hung up the tele
phone. At that moment Maurice Tarn, 
with an old dressing gown huddled 
about him, came blinking into the light.

“ What’s wrong?” he asked harshly. 
“ What are you doing here, telephoning 
at this hour of the morning? Whom 
were you talking to?”

“ I was talking to Major Amery.” 
“ Amery!” he squeaked. “ Major 

Amery? What were you telling him?” 
He was terrified, and in his agitation 

gripped her wrist with such force that 
she cried out.

“ I ’m sorry,” he muttered. “ What is 
it all about, Elsa?”

“ I was merely telling Major Amery 
that I caught a friend of his to-night 
trying to get in through my window.” 

For a moment he could not grasp her 
meaning.

“ Who was it?”

“ I don’t know—a Chinaman.”
“ A  Chinaman!” he screamed. “A  

friend of Amery’s, trying to get in !”
In as few words as possible she told 

him all she had seen, and he listened, 
his teeth chattering.

“ Oh, my Lord!” he said, his hand on 
his brow. “ A  Chinaman! Had a knife, 
had he? You’re sure about the knife?” 

“ He may have only been using it to 
open the window,” said the girl, 
astounded at the extraordinary effect 
which the news had upon her relative. 
She had never seen a man in such an 
abject condition of fear. By the time 
she had finished,' his pallid face was 
streaming with perspiration.

“ You phoned Amery?” huskily, 
“ What did he say?”

“ That it wasn’t Feng Ho.”
“ He’s a liar! It was the Chinaman, 

who came into the office to-day. I just 
saw him— Feng H o ! Elsa, that’s my 
finish! They’ll be watching for me now 
—every port.”

“ What is the matter, Mr. Tarn?”  she 
asked, frightened in spite of herself by 
the terror of the man. “ Have you done 
something------”

“ Don’t talk, don’t talk.”  He waved 
her to silence. “ I don’t want to discuss 
it, I tell you. I was expecting this.”  
He dived his hand into the pocket of his 
tattered dressing gowrn and drew out a 
long-barreled revolver. “ But they’ll not 
get me, E lsa !”

The hand that held the pistol shook 
so violently that she was in some fear 
that it would explode by accident, and 
she was relieved when he put it back in 
his pocket.

“ Paul Amery, curse him! I could tell 
you something about Amery—not now, 
not now! I ’m going into my study.”

He rushed out, and she heard the key 
turn in the lock, and then, through the 
thin partition which separated the din
ing room from the study, there came the 
clink of glass against-glass. Mr. Tarn 
was fortifying himself against the
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terrors which the remaining hours of 
darkness might hold.

C H A P T ER  X.
MR. TARN M A K E S A W ILL.

JUt R. TA R N  was not at breakfast the 
*■ next morning; she would have been 

surprised if he had been. His door was 
still locked, and only after repeated 
hammerings did his sleepy voice growl 
an intimation that he would be out in 
a few minutes. Elsa hurried her break
fast and was successful in leaving the 
house before Tarn made an appearance.

She was anxious, to get to the office 
and curious as to what explanation 
Amery would offer. She might have 
guessed that he would offer none. When, 
at half past nine, his bell summoned her,, 

' she went to meet a man who certainly 
bore no appearance of having spent the 
night out of bed. He met her with his 
characteristic lack of greeting and 
plunged straightway into his letters, 
firing across the table magazine after 
magazine of words, to be caught and 
recorded. It was not until she was leav
ing that he made any reference to their 
conversation of the early morning.

- “ Didn’t you call me up in the night? 
I have a dim recollection of the circum
stances.”

“ I had almost forgotten,”  she said 
coolly, and his face twitched.

“ Possibly. you were dreaming,” he 
said. “ But it is a dream which will 
never come true— again. When Feng 
Ho comes, ask him to tell you the story 
of his finger.”

“ His finger?” she repeated, surprised 
in spite of herself.

“ His little finger. You broke yours 
at school, playing hockey. Ask him 
how he lost his.”

“ I didn’t know he’d lost a finger.” 
“ Ask him,” - he said, and his head 

jerked to the door.
She wished he would find another 

way of telling her that she could go.

26

It was nearly lunch, time when Feng 
Ho came, as dapper as ever, his coat 
spotless, his trousers even more rigidly 
creased, his white spats exchanged for 
articles of bright yellow leather; his 
umbrella and his hat were in one hand, 
and in the other the gilded cage, with 
a dignified canary balancing itself on the 
central perch.

He greeted the girl with a grin.
“ My unworthy little bird has been sick 

all night. I have been sitting by his 
side, feeding him with sugar— from 
midnight till six o’cloek this morning. 
And now he is better and will sing for 
us. Pi”—he addressed the yellow song
ster— “ open your hideous little beak and 
emit unmusical noises for this honorable 
lady.”

“ Feng, you are not telling the truth,” 
said Elsa severely. “ You weren’t sit
ting up all night with your bird.”

The little man looked at her, blandly 
innocent. Then he turned his melan
choly eyes to the bird.

“Little Pi, if I am lying, do not sing; 
but if I am speaking the truth, then let 
your ugly little throat produce con
temptible melody.”

And, as though he understood, the 
loyal little bird burst .into a torrent of 
sunny song. . Mr. Feng Flo smiled de
lightedly.

, “ It is a peculiar and noteworthy fact,”  
he said, with his best European man
ner, “ that has been observed by every 
seeker after truth, from Confucius to 
Darwin, that the animal world-—by 
which I refer to the world of vertebrate 
mammals—are the living embodiment of 
truth and the chief exponents of 
veracity. I will now, with your gracious 
permission, sit down and watch your 
vivacious fingers manipulate the key
board of your honorable typewriter—*- 
to employ the idiom of our neighbors, 
but not friends, the Nipponese.”

Fie sat patiently, practically without 
a movement, except to turn his eyes 
from time to time to the bird, and there
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seemed some strange understanding be-* 
tween these two, for no sooner did Feng 
Ho’s slit of a mouth open in a smile 
than the bird seemed to rock with musi
cal laughter.

Miss Dame came in, while Elsa was 
typing, dropped her jaw at the first view 
of the Chinaman, but graciously admit
ted that the.canary was the best song 
bird she had ever heard.

“ It must be a gentleman bird,” she 
said. “ Gentleman birds always sing bet
ter than lady birds. And why shouldn’t 
they? They’ve got less responsibility, 
if you understand me.”

She glanced coldly at the Chinaman, 
as he nodded his agreement.

“ I f  you’ve got to lay eggs, you can’t 
find time for keeping up your singing. 
Excuse me, do you know Sessuewaka?” 
This to Feng Ho, who expressed his 
grief that he had never heard of the 
gentleman.

“ He’s the model of you,”  sakj. Miss 
Dame, glaring at him. “ Slightly better 
looking, if you’ll excuse my rudeness, 
but that’s ' probably the -paint and 
powder he puts on his face. You’ve 
never seen him in ‘The Bride of Fuji 
Yama’—that’s a mountain?”

The explanation was necessary be
cause Miss Dame pronounced it “ fu jjy 
yammer.”

“ You’ve missed a treat,”  she said re
gretfully when he shook his head. “ He 
was sjmply marvelous, especially when 
he committed—what’s the word?—haki 
raki?”

Elsa refused to assist her and paused 
in her work with such point that Miss 
Dame was conscious of 'the interruption 
she had produced, and retired.

“ A  very pretty" young lady,”  said 
Feng Ho, and Elsa, who thought he was 
being sarcastic, was prepared to snub 
him, but his next words demonstrated 
his sincerity. “ The Eastern view differs 
considerably from the Western view. I 
can tel! you that, speaking with author
ity, as a bachelor of science.”

She wondered what special authority 
this particular bachelorhood conferred 
when it came to a question of judging 
looks, but wisely she did not pursue the 
topic.

When she got to the office she had 
found a  note from Miss Trene Hallam. 
It would have been a letter from any
body else, for it occupied two sheets of 
notepaper; but Mrs. Hallam’s caligraphy 
was not her strong point. The lettering 
was enormous, and fen words a page 
was a generous average.

You will come to-night at seven. I will 
have, dinner ready for you, ®nd I will drive 
you every morning to your office.

There was a postscript.

Please don’t tell Major Amery that you are 
staying with me. He may think I have 
some reason.

The postscript annoyed her, though 
why she did not know. Perhaps it was 
the assumption that she would tell Major 
Amery anything about her private af
fairs.

She only saw her uncle for a few 
minutes. Coming in from luncheon, she 
had to pass his door, which was open, 
and she saw him sitting at his table and 
would have gone on if he had not called 
her back.

“ Shut the door,”  he growled. “ I ’ve 
been to see my lawyer on a certain mat
ter, and I ’ve made my will.”

This was rather surprising news. 
She had never thought of her uncle as 
a man of means, or having property to 
dispose of, and she could only utter a 
commonplace about the wisdom of tak
ing such a precaution.

“ He’s a shrewd fellow is Nigitts,”  he 
said, “ very shrewd. And remarkably 
well up in the matter o f”—he cleared his 
throat—“criminal law. The most one 
can get in this country for a certain 
offense is two years, and Nigitts says 
one would probably get away with less, 
if a statement was made voluntarily.”

She wondered what on earth he was
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talking about. Had he been drinking? 
His face was flushed, his eyes heavy 
with want of sleep, but from her own 
experience she thought he was sober.

“ I ’ve had to give the matter a whole 
lot of thought—there are. other people 
besides me involved in this business,” 
he said; “but I thought you’d like to 
know that I ’d improved the shining 
hour”—his attempt to be jovial was 
pathetic—“ and I ’ve left you a little bit 
of money, although I don’t suppose you 
will touch it for years. Would you like 
to be rich, Elsa?”

He looked at her from between his 
narrowed lids.

“ I suppose everybody would like to 
be rich,” 'smiled the girl.
' “ You’d like to be good and happy, eh ? 
Like the girl in the storybook?”  he 
sneered. And then: “ What has Amery 
been doing all the morning ?”

“ Working,” she said.
“ Nothing unusual ?”
She shook her head.
“ I ’d like to take a look at some of 

his letters, Elsa. Anyway, I ’m in the 
business, and Major Amery has no 
secrets from me. Where do you keep 
the copy file?”

“ Major Amery keeps his own copies 
in the safe,”  she said.

He played with a blotter.
“ I don’t see why you shouldn’t slip 

in a second carbon?”  he suggested.
There was no profit in discussing the 

matter with him.
“ I can’t do that—you know very 

well I can’t. It would be dishonest and 
mean, and I ’d rather leave Amery’s 
than do it.”

“ You like him, eh?”
“ I loathe him,”  she said frankly, and 

his face brightened.
“ That’s the kind of talk I like to 

hear, little girl. He’s a swine, that fel
low*! There’s nothing anybody could 
do to a man like him that could be called 
mean.”

“ I am the ‘anybody’ concerned, and

• there are some things I will not do,” she 
said and walked out.

C H A P T E R  X I.
T H E  SYN DICATE.

‘T H E R E  were times when Ralph Hal- 
x  lem’s mind went back to the days 

of romance, and conspirators, cloaked 
and masked, met in underground cellars 
to plan their dark deeds. Certainly 
there .was the advantage of safety in 
that picturesque method, and Ralph 
played safe all the time. Such meetings 
gave to the leaders an anonymity which 
must have been very comforting.

This thought  ̂occurred to him, as he 
went slowly up the stairs that led to 
No. 3, the largest of the private din
ing rooms that the Cafe Fornos had to 
offer to its clients. For luncheon these 
rooms are very seldom taken, but once 
a month Doctor Hailam gave a little 
party, where business men could meet, 
discuss politics, theaters, the (contempo
rary events of sport, and, when the 
coffee and liquors were served, and cigar 
cases came to light, and when, more
over, the waiters had withdrawn, the 
peculiar business which brought them 
together.

As Ralph stood in the doorway, smil
ing and nodding to the waiting guests, 
he decided that he had never seen an 
assembly that looked less like a meeting 
of conspirators. They were stoutish 
business men, lovers of ‘good living, 
middle-aged, slightly or completely bald; 
men in the sober, habiliments of their 
class. Jarvie of Birmingham greeted 
him warmly an*d looked past him, seem
ingly expecting a companion.

“ The old man couldn’t get away,”  said 
Hailam easily. “ He’s not particularly 
well.”

He shook hands with the half dozen 
guests and took his seat. No. 3 had an 
outer and an inner door, and when at 
last the waiter had placed his cigar 
boxes and liquor bottles on the buffet
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and had withdrawn, Hallarn walked to 
the doors, turned the key on both, and 
came back to his chair.

Instantly the company relaxed, and 
the atmosphere changed. It was as 
though, for the past hour, everybody had 
been playing a part, and all that had 
been said and done was an act from a 
dull comedy.

Without preamble Hallarn spoke.
“ There are three new consignments, 

the largest in London, the second largest 
at Hull------”

“ Bonded or through the customs?” 
somebody asked.

“ Out of bond, of course,”  replied Hal- 
lam. “ Jarvie, you will arrange the dis
tribution. It is consigned to Stanford’s 
Birmingham address. The second came 
into Avonmouth yesterday and goes 
forward to Philadelphia.”

“ What about this Greek they caught 
at Cleveland?” asked Jarvie, and it was 
clear that this question was on the lips 
of the whole comany, for -there fol
lowed a babble of questions.

“You need not worry about him, and 
the story of the American police tracing 
a doctor and a City merchant is all bunk. 
Some imaginative American reporter in
vented that. No, that isn’t our trouble. 
Bickerson----- ”

“ Hasn’t anybody tried to straighten 
Bickerson?” asked a voice. “ A  couple 
of thousand would put him quiet.”

Ralph shook his head.
“ I know Bickerson; he’s not that kind. 

And if you straightened him, he’d slack 
down, and the higher-up people would 
put another man into the case, and he’d 
have to be straightened,”  said Hallarn. 
“ The only man you need worry about is 
Tarn, who is getting cold feet. And 
Soyoka,” he added.

There was a glum silence at this. 
Soyoka was the specter that walked at 
every man’s elbow, the terror of the 
unknown. They were business men, 
each with his little bolt hole, his alibi, 
his ready explanation if the police by

accident hit upon his story, and behind 
each was a reputation for commercial 
integrity that could ,no!t bd gain'said. 
Moral considerations dfd not concern 
them. That they were marketing a vile 
poison that wrecked men and women 
and drove them to insanity, hardly 
counted. They were marketing a com
modity which paid enormous profits, and 
for which there was an increasing de
mand,

“ Soyoka?”
Jarvie took his cigar from his mouth, 

looked at it thoughtfully, and put it back. 
He was a heavy-browed man, with a 
fringe of hair above his collar and a 
shining head.

“ There’s room for Soyoka,” he said.
“ So I think,”  nodded Hallarn, “but he 

doesn’t share the view that there is room 
for two. Now I ’m going to tell you 
fellows something. Old Tarn is certain 
that his boss is either Soyoka or So- 
yoka’s leading agent!”

“ His boss? Who is he?” asked 
Jarvie, scowling at his chief.

“ Major Amery.”
Ralph saw the eyes of the beetle- 

browed man open wide.
“Amery?” he said incredulously. “ Not 

Paul Amery ?”
“ Why, do you know him?” demanded 

the other.
Mr. Jarvie was whistling softly.
“ Paul Am ery! I wonder if it’s the 

same? It’s not Paul Amery of the In
dian political service, by any chance? 
The man who got into trouble at Shang
hai?” ■

In his excitement Ralph pushed back 
his chair from the table.

“ Let us hear this,”  he said. “ You’ve 
got the man right enough. Do you know 
him?”

Jarvie shook his head. • -
“ No, I don’t know him, but one of 

my managers knew him very well. We 
have a branch house in Shanghai; we 
export Brummagem goods and that kind 
of truck; and my manager, who came
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back a year ago on sick leave, was full 
of hira4 He is not by any chance con
nected with. Tarn’s firm, is he ?”

“ He is Amery & Arnery,” said Ralph. 
“ His uncle left him the business some 
time back.”

Again Mr. Jarvie whistled.
“ I only know what my man told me. 

It appears that Amery was lent by the 
Indian government to the board of con
trol, or whatever they call it, in Shang
hai. In Shanghai, as you probably 
know, there are three or four millionaire 
families that have made their money out 
of opium smuggling and running guns 
to the rebels. He was sent up to keep 
an eye upon the arms gang, but got into 
the opium commission and had to leave 
suddenly. I don’t know the right of it, 
but my man says he was caught in the 
act'of passing out opium. There was a 
tremendous scandal and a veiled refer
ence to the case in the Shanghai press, 
but, of course, no reference to Amery, 
because these Europeans in Shanghai 
are pretty clannish. All that was known 
was that his name was taken off the 
roll of members of the French Club, 
and he disappeared by the first mail boat. 
It was the gossip of the place that he 
was working with Soyoka, who has a 
pretty vivid reputation in the China Sea. 
There was also talk of his having knifed 
a Chinese policeman who was going to 
give him away. They say he’s better 
than the best knife thrower that ever 
starred in a circus. Learned it up in 
Nepal, and he never carries any other 
weapon. It works silently, and in his 
hands very effectively. What makes 
Tarn think he’s Soyoka?”

“ Something he said to him,”  replied 
Ralph, “ some threat of his. If he is 
Soyoka’s man------”

“ I f  he is Soyoka’s man,”  interrupted 
Mr. Jarvie, “ he’s more dangerous than 
a bagful of rattlesnakes.”  He looked 
meditatively at Ralph. “ Isn’t there a 
way you could fix a fellow like that?” 
he asked.

“ How do you mean—fix ?” demanded 
Ralph" bluntly, conscious that the curi
ous eyes of the party were on him.

“ I don’t mean anything illegal,”  said 
Mr. Jarvie virtuously, and he again ex
amined his inspiring cigar. “ But I 
think, if a fellow like that had a bit of 
a shock—-well, he’d go carefully and 
probably save us a few uncomfortable 
minutes.”

This was evidently generally agreed. 
Somebody at the far end of the table 
murmured:

“ Not illegal, of course,”  though his 
tone hardly convinced.

“ There is only one way to stop So
yoka, if he is Soyoka,” said Ralph 
coldly, “ and that is to put him beyond 
the power of troubling us. Does any
body mean that ?”

Nobody apparently did mean that, for 
the company murmured a soothing 
denial.

“ No, what I mean,” said Jarvie, who 
hesitated so 'long that apparently he was 
not quite sure of what he did mean, “ is 
that, if he can’t be straightened, he 
ought to be frightened.”

H e puffed at his cigar and looked up 
at thE ceiling.

“ I don’t know much about London; 
I ’m a provincial man myself; but I ’m 
told that there are places in this town 
where you could hire a man to beat up 
your own grandmother for a ten-pound 
note. Personally I do, not approve of 
violence; it is foreign to my nature. 
But there must be people who—ah, 
could scare—that is the word, scare— 
Amery.”

It was four o’clock when the luncheon 
party broke up, and Ralph went down
stairs alone. In the vestibule he saw 
a very plump, pleasant-looking gentle
man being helped on with his greatcoat. 
At first he could not believe the evidence 
of his eyes, and then, glancing through 
the doorway, he saw a very sedate Rolls 
draw slowly up to the curb and a foot
man alight and open the door.
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“ Why, Tupperwill,” he said, “you’re 
in a strange part of London 1”

Mr. Tupperwill, proprietor of Steb- 
bing’s1 Banking Corporation, looked 
round leisurely. Every movement of 
his was deliberate, and his round blue 
eyes lit up in a stare of recognition.

“ My dear doctor,”  he murmured, “ex
traordinary—most extraordinary! A  
queer place for Stebbing’s indeed—a 
very queer place!”

In the City of London, Stebbing’s 
Bank was respected without being con
sidered. A  survival of one of those 
private banking corporations that had 
come into existence in the early part of 
the eighteenth century, its business was 
comparatively small, and its clientele ex
tremely select. Stebbing’s had resisted 
the encroachments of the great joint 
stock companies and mainfained its in
dependence largely on the tradition 
established by its founder, who in the 
early days of the firm had gone to prison 
for contempt of courtyrather than pro
duce books which v^fwd have incrim
inated one of his clients. For genera
tions men with great names kept private 
accounts at Stebbing’s—accounts which 
their confidential secretaries never 
scanned; for even the owners of great 
names have affairs and businesses of a 
peculiarly private kind, and Stebbing’s 
flourished by its very secrecy.

Mr. Tupperwill, its present proprietor, 
was wont to boast that he had not an 
employee under the age of fifty, though 
he himself was on the breezy side of 
thirty-five, a stout, youthful-looking 
man, with a large face, many chins, and 
hands of exceeding plumpness.

“ Heavy luncheons are anathema to 
me.”  He put his hand in his pocket, 
pulled out a little pile of silver, and, se
lecting sixpence, handed it to the un
satisfied cloakroom attendant with a 
benevolent smile. “ Anathema maran- 
atha! But some of my clients are 
rather sybaritic. Sybarite, as you prob
ably know, is the name given to the

people of Sybaris, an ancient town of 
Greece, the citizens of which were given 
to self-indulgence and luxury.”

He said this with an air of revealing 
-a mystery which hitherto had not been 
made public. This passion for passing 
on information was one of his character
istics, and it may be said that, in nine 
cases out of ten, he really did convey 
information to the City men with whom 
he was mostly brought into contact.

■ Ralph had his private account with 
Stebbing’s, and in a way he could claim 
a sort of friendship with the banker, 
who was a member of two of his clubs. 
I f  he had one drawback, it was his mild 
interest in medicines, a source of em
barrassment to Ralph, who had almost 
forgotten his early training.

The fat man sighed heavily as he 
pulled on his gloves.

“ A  glass of .milk and a few crackers 
constitute my normal lunch, and I 
shudder to contemplate the effect that 
lobster mayonnaise would have upon my 
system. You’re not coming my way?”

Ralph was walking with him to the 
open door of his car.

“ No, I ’m not coming your way, 
though I shall be in your neighborhood 
to-morrow or the next day.”

Mr. Tupperwill shivered.
“ I commiserate with you,”  he said. 

“ The City lacks aestheticism—a cult 
which, as you may know------”

He stopped suddenly, looked along the 
crowded sidewalk, and his fat chin 
wagged downward.

“ The cosmopolitan character of our 
streets at this period of the year is al
ways to me a fascinating and interesting 
feature.”

Following the direction of his eyes, 
Ralph saw a man standing on the edge 
of the curb, a slim little man, in a gray 
felt hat and violent yellow gloves. His 
face turned at that moment.

“ A  Chinaman!” said Hallam in sur
prise.

“ A Chinaman,”  agreed the other
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soberly, “ one Feng Ho, the bodyguard 
and confident of one Major Amery, an 

. astonishing gentleman.”
Before Ralph had recovered from his 

astonishment sufficiently to ask what the 
banker knew of Paul Amery, the glisten
ing car was threading its way through 
the traffic, on its way to the unaesthetic 
purlieus of Old Broad Street.

The Chinaman was looking steadfastly 
toward him, but made no move to ap
proach, and presently, when Ralph be
gan to walk in his direction, he turned 
and moved swiftly away and was lost 
to sight in the crowd.

Feng Ho, Amery’s man! It was the 
first time Ralph had heard of the China
man, and he wanted to get a closer view 
of him. I f  all that he had heard that 
day was true------

But Feng Ho had disappeared, and, 
looking at his watch, Ralph remembered 
that he had promised to make a . call 
on his wife. He was paying the cab
man at the entrance of Herbert Man
sions when, looking round, he saw an
other cab stop a little distance down the 
road. A  man got out. It was Feng H o!

Ralph did not hesitate. He went to
ward the second cab, and the Chinaman 
awaited his coming with an expression
less face.

“ I want a word with you, my friend.”
Feng Ho’s head bent slightly.
“ When I came out of the Fornos a 

quarter of an hour ago, you were stand
ing on the sidewalk, obviously watching 
me. Not content with that, you have 
followed me here. Now what is your 
little game?”

Feng Ho’s grin was as expansive as 
it was unsightly.

“ Little game ? I have no little game,”  
he said blandly. “ I merely come this
To be continued in next week's issue

w ay; perhaps to-morrow I go some 
other way.”

“ You’re making a call—where?” 
asked Ralph roughly. .

Feng Ho lifted his thin shoulders in • 
a shrug.

“ That is not good English politeness,” 
he said. “ There is a policeman,”  he 
nodded in the direction of a patrol. 
“ Perhaps you will send for him and say 
‘Take this Chinaman and put him in the 
cooler. His name is Feng Ho; he is a 
bachelor of science, and he has followed 
me.’ Mr. Hallam, you cannot go any
where in London without following 
somebody.”

“ Why do you follow me ?”  asked Hal
lam, ignoring the logic oi the state
ment.

Again that little shrug.
“ I ,am bacheloor of science, interested 

in phenomena. My specialty is crime!
Not only do I like to attend the court 
when a man comes up before the judge 
and hear the story, but I wish to see 
the crime w h e n *  is committed. A  de
praved and morbid ambition, Mr.- Hal
lam, but you, as doctor of medicine, 
will understand.”

“ What crime do you expect to see 
here ?” asked Hallam, watching him nar
rowly.

“ Murder,!#\vas the startling reply.
“ Murder!”  Ralph wondered if the 

man were joking, but there was no trace 
of a smile on his immobile face.

“ Murder,”  repeated Feng Ho, his face  ̂
beaming. “ When Soyoka kills yoju, I 
desire to be near, so that I may see in
genious methods employed. That he 
may kill that antediluvian gentleman 
Tarn, is possible, or sprightly Miss Mar- . 
lowe, but that he .will inevitably and com
pletely kill you, you shall find!” 
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[H EY came from the length 
and breadth of the city, but 

| chose their time and means of 
approach so as not to attract 

attention. There were nimble-fingered 
pickpockets; clever penmen who signed 
other men’s names to checks; fleet- 
footed purse snatchers and daylight 
prowlers who flitted in and out of hall
ways and vestibules; confidence men 
who talked convincingly of Wall Street 
connections and dressed the part; 
women, young and old, who plucked 
wealth from the counters of department 
stores; men skilled in the arts of plying 
a jimmy, of swinging opes, a safe door, 
by violence or the more gentle method 
of outwitting the combination by the 
touch system, of inducing cashiers and 
bank messengers to stand and deliver— 
all these, and many others, to a total 
number when finally they were assem
bled of seventy-eight noses—including 
the retk potato-shaped nose of Dave 
Blake, The burglar.

From all points of the compass they 
came, but, being wise, they pursued their 
way quietly and without ostentation, 
with eyes ever alert for a wandering 
plain-clothes man. They came singly 
for the most part—at intervals of a 
minute, two minutes, three minutes, a 
half hour, though there were a few who 
came in couples, such as Bertie Ray, 

9 the dapper pickpocket, and his moll, 
Bessie Quinn, dainty and demure, who 

*“ certainly knew how to wear the ex

pensive stuff she acquired when the eyes 
of saleswomen were- averted.

The gathering touched every note in 
the scale of the city’s underlife, for 
Montague Beamish, the aristocrat of 
the confidence game, was there with 
his handsome wife, who had achieved 
fame and the honor of a lengthy page 
in the record book at police head
quarters, as “ Contralto”  Madge, on 
account of the soft, alluring tones with 
which she drew rich “ chumps” into the 
traps laid by Mr. Beamish and his 
talented friends.

The ■ seventy-eight also included 
“ Carryall”  Tucker, the housebreaker, a 
man of tremendous strength, with 
cropped red hair and a blunt, melan
choly countenance, who wore a cheap, 
baggy suit, a rubber collar and a neck
tie which had been knotted in the fac
tory seven years previously, and who 
had earned his sobriquet by bearing 
away plunder of great weight and bulk. 
It is said that he once made off with 
an antique table and two chairs, carry
ing the great burden himself nearly a 
mile to the shop of a “ fence.”  Carryall 
Tucker was there with his wife, a red
faced woman with a shawl about her 
shoulders, who,” as a housemaid in her 
younger days, had made things easy for 
the enterprising housebreaker. Mrs. 
Carryall Tucker stared at the gorgeous 
hat worn by Contralto Madge, but 
found time at intervals to reproach Mr. 
Tucker for the unblinking constancy

t
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with which he regarded demure Bessie 
Quinn.

The seventy-eight reached the seclu
sion’ of their meeting place without ad
vertising their presence or their mis
sion. The point of their disappearance 
from the street did not draw attention 
as a place of assemblage. Each and 
every one was extraordinarily gifted 
in subterfuge and the stratagems of 
deception.

The policeman on the beat sauntered 
by in blissful ignorance of the fact that 
seventy-eight rich prizes were within 
the four walls of a' shabby building; 
that he had but to send in a call for 
the police reserves to achieve for him
self enduring fame in the police history 
of the city, and promotion beyond his 
fondest dreams. The policeman stopped 
next door to chat with Tony and to 
eat a few of Tony’s peanuts, and then 
went on. He had rubbed elbows with 
the chance of a lifetime, but was never 
to know it.

The seventy-eight waited within the 
pawnbroking establishment of Simon 
Trapp, in Broome Street—waited with 
a pleasant air of reunion and anticipa
tion.

They had the pawnshop and the four 
living rooms at the rear in which to 
roam.. The shutters were up at the. 
windows and door in front; at the rear, 
the shades were drawn. The time was 
about eight o’clock in the evening. 
There were lights, but so skillfully had 
the shutters and shades been fashioned 
that no gleam sifted outside. There 
was conversation, laughter even, but 
things went on in such a guarded and 
subdued manner that none outside 
would suspect that the pawnshop was 
not a respectable place of business shut
tered and closed for the night.

There was a smell of coffee is the 
place. In the methodical and ever- 
vigilant way of their kind, the guests 
had arranged their things, hats, wraps, 
sticks, so that they could regain them

without the slightest confusion in case 
of necessity. They trod the floors 
softly and easy. Groups mingled and 
intermingled in friendly intercourse, 
friendships were renewed, • others 
formed, and smoke grew denser and 
denser. A handsomely-gowned shop
lifter sat on a sofa and made a fuss 
over a snub-nosed poodle, from which 
she was .inseparable, while Mrs. Car
ryall Tucker, mother of seven children, 
sniffed disdainfully.

“ Puggie” Rooks, a protege of Simon 
Trapp, a youth whom the old pawn
broker had taken from the gutters of 
the East Side, moved among the guests 
with coffee, cigars and cigarettes. Mon
tague Beamish, the confidence tjian, 
glanced at his watch and addressed
Puggie.

“ Simon is due any minute now, isn’t 
he, Puggie ?” ,

“ Yes, sir. His- train’s in now, if 
it’s on time.”

Mr. Beamish’s calm gray eyes roamed 
over the rooms. He smiled. “ Simon 
will be surprised, to see so many old 
friends all at once,”  he said. “ Plow 
long has he been away, Puggie?”

“ A year—and a few days over,”  the 
young man replied, “ and I ’m glad he’s 
gittin’ back, I tell yuh!”

“ No doubt, no doubt. You’ve been 
pretty busy, I suppose.”

“ That ain’t no name for it. I  c’n 
run the pawnshop all right, but—
but-----  Well, yuh know what I mean,
Mr. Beamish—the old man’s other 
bus’ness. I git kinda mixed up on 
that! Things is in bad shape—good 
thing he’s gittin’ back.”

“ Yes,”  Montague Beamish agreed. 
“ It’s a good thing, for every one here.” 

“ Indeed it is, sir!”
The news spread that it was past 

time for Simon Trapp’s train. The air 
of expectancy heightened. Quiet voices 
grew even quieter. The slightest sound 
from the street was a signal for alert 
watchfulness. Smiles broadened, and
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the spirits of all grew more cheerful. 
The return to New York and to busi
ness of Simon Trapp, the Broome 
Street pawnbroker, was an important 
event in the underworld of the city, as 
every one there knew.
. One who had been a captain of crime 
for so many years could not withdraw 
withou^leaving more or less disorgani
zation. There is nothing quite so 
profitable as organized crime, and 
Simon Trapp had organized things on 
a scale that provided for every angle 
of the game. He planned, he assembled 
crews, he set them to work, he pro
vided tools and all the accessories, he' 
provided channels for the disposal of 
loot, he saw to it that nothing was left 
undone to rescue a man or woman who 
fell into the clutches of the law—even 
to following them into prison and pro
viding the instruments of escape, if all 
legal means failed.

He was the head and genius of a 
vast organization. 'His business was 
founded on scientific principles. He 
realized that organization was the secret 
of success in all fields of endeavor. He 
organized. He conducted schools in 
efficiency. He trained criminals with 
all the precision that a great police de
partment trains detectives.

But a year previously Simon Trapp 
had retired. He had been ill. He went 
to the far West, and there set himself 
to the task of recovering his health 
with all the energy that characterized 
his other pursuits. He refused abso
lutely to mix in affairs back home. Im
ploring letters got no more than feeble 
response from him. The quieter he re
mained, the sooner he would be back 
on the job, with his old-time vigor. 
None knew that better than Simon 
Trapp.
-.And now. he was returning. The 

news had spread, and seventy-eight of 
his friends had gathered to bid him wel
come—and incidentally to learn what 
the old man had in mind. It was a

great day for them, and a sad day for 
the peace and quiet of New York.

Simon Trapp would come alone.
No one was to meet him at the rail

way station. This was his own wish, 
and in keeping with his policy of un
ostentation.

A taxicab drew up at the door. Pug- 
gie Rooks was already on the lookout 
there, and, while the guests waited 
quietly in the rear rooms, he helped 
get the old man’s baggage into the shop. 
The door was closed ^gain, locked— 
and the joy of' Puggie Rooks was given 
vent. ■

Simon Trapp was much improved in 
health. There was a healthy freshness 
in his cheeks and renewed light in his 
old eyes.

“ Oh my, oh m y!” the pawnbroker 
exclaimed. “ You shouldn’t be so ex
cited, Puggie. It’s only me got back.”  
He took in the pawnshop in a search
ing, comprehensive glance. “ Looks
good to me, the old place, but------” A
question leaped into his eyes. He went 
on: “ I smell a lot of tobacco smoke— 
thick smoke. Who is it that should be 
smoking so much, Puggie?”

“ Just come back here, and I ’ll show 
yuh,” Puggie returned happily.

Simon Trapp was soon in the midst 
of his friends in the living quarters at 
the rear.
• They swarmed about him and chat
tered, telling him how fine he looked. 
There was much talk,and laughter, but 
quiet and restrained—always restrained, 
as befitted the character of the partici
pants. It was ten minutes or more 
before the conversation took on an or
derly nature.

Simon Trapp sat in his easy-chair, 
His friends were scattered all about, on 
the sofa, in chairs, on the arms of 
chairs, standing, and some seated on 
the floor. All were eagerly attentive 
to the old man’s every word.

“ Well,”  he said, “ I had a fine tLoe. 
You shoulda seen me, otit there by the
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ocean—promenading up and down the 
beach, and in the gardens and in the 
woods, among the flowers. I tell you 
the truth, I never seen so many flowers 
in my life. And the air—oh my, oh 
m y! Acres of ’em—flowers ; and the 
air just like a perfumery store. They 
should charge so much a breath for 
that air out there. Sometimes it seems 
a waste just to use it for breathing. 
'But I tell you the truth, it didn’t smell 
so nice to me as New York. ‘ The 
minute I got off the train, I got that 
kind of a smell—you know what I 
mean—‘the New York smell, and it 
made me feel so fine. I said to myself, 
I ’m back home now, and I should get 
right down to business.”

These sentiments elicited a chorus of 
approval. *

“ We’ve -been yearning for you, 
Simon,” said Montague Beamish. 

• “ Things haven’t seemed the same since 
you went away. For my part, I ’ve 
been doing well enough, but not so well 
as I did when you kept, us moving.- 
It takes us longer to pick up a few 
dollars these days. Nothing like sys
tem. I ’ve found that out, like every 

-one else here. The old games are the 
best—with you running things so that 
a man doesnit have to make any false 
moves—doesn’t waste time.”

“ It’s nice that you should say that,” 
Simon Trapp rejoined. He meditated 
a moment, plucked thoughtfully at his 
thin gray beard, and then looked with 
a serious and businesslike air from face 
to face. “ I ’ll tell you what;”  he added; 
“ on the train coming jp I got a good 
idea.”

They gathered closer.
*

II.

W H EN  I went away from New 
York,”  Simon Trapp went on, 

“ there was many things that I left un
finished. Some big jobs, some little 
jobs—there’s so many of ’em that I

can’t remember. Maybe some of ’em 
was handled— I don’t know how that 
should be. But I ’ll find out about ’em 
and get things shaped up. Don’t 
worry. There’ll be plenty for every
body. I was reading in the newspapers 
only to-day that business is good—pros
perous. Well, that means money for lis. 
Don’t worry. s

“ Bat I got a new idea that I want 
to try out. I heard some traveling 
men talking on the train—you know 
how traveling men talk about business. 
Business all the time—business, busi
ness. I f  anybody wants to get a good 
idea of the way to do business, he 
should listen to traveling men talk. 
They know everything. But I didn’t 
have to find out from them that busi
ness is good. I can tell that by the 
newspapers, and the way the country 
looks—with big crops on the farms, and 
factories smoking everything up.

“ There was one traveling man, a 
young fellow, that talked like a wise 
man. He was talking to a friend, just 
after the train left St. Louis, out there 
by the Mississippi River. I  heard their 
talk. I couldn’t help it. They sat 
right in front of me. At first I didn’t 
pay no attention, but pretty soon I got 
an idea from that young fellow’s talk.

“ He said there was the biggest money 
now in specialties— specializing, you 
know. Get one article, he said, even if it’s 
a little thing, and drum it till the cows 
return home, or something like that. 
Advertise it, hammer i t , into people’s 
heads what the name of that article is 
—and pretty soon they get so that they 
call it by name every time they buy 
that kind of goods. Instead of saying 
soap, they say the name of that par
ticular soap.

“ I ain’t exactly in the selling busi
ness, but that young fellow’s talk made 
a hit with me. It gives me an idea. 
Maybe in my business, I said to my
self, I should specialize—not all the 
time, you know; but first one thing
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and then another. I ’m gonta try that, 
just for the fun of it. I ’m gonta ad
vertise my people, and----- ”

There was a nervous stir in the room.
“ Advertise us 1” Dave Blake, the 

burglar, exclaimed.
“ I don’t want no press agent,”  said 

Bertie Ray, the pickpocket.
“ 1 am too well known now, in certain 

quarters,” announced Contralto Madge.
“ I see an advertisement fer me t'day,”  

declared Carryall Tucker; / ‘stickin’ up 
in the post office, with my picshur an’ 
all on it.”

“ I ’ll surrender my advertising space 
to Mary Pickford,” remarked little 
Bessie Quinn. “ I am of a retiring dis
position, Extensive publicity always 
makes me crave a long railroad ticket.”

Simon Trapp turned his eyes full upon 
the last speaker. Pie observed her 
thoughtfully for a few moments.

“ Bessie,” he said, with a grin, “ you’re 
exactly the young lady that I should 
start with first, in my new advertising 
campaign.”  !

“ Why pick on me, Mr. Trapp?” 
Bessie demurred.

“ Because,” the old man said gallantly, 
“you’d look nice with bobbed hair.”

Every one looked at Bessie. She 
gasped.

The handsomely-gowned shoplifter 
ceased petting the poodle for a moment. 
“ I ’m jealous,”  she pouted. “ My hair 
is bobbed now.”

She removed her hat, shook her head 
vigorously, and with her long, slender 
fingers fluffed her bobbed hair so that 
It stood out.

“ Very beautiful,”  said Simon Trapp, 
.at which dimples appeared in the cheeks 
of the shoplifter. “ But you’re a little 
too tall and stately for this thing. I 
want little girls, like Bessie—blondes; 
six of ’em, if I can get ’em.”

Bertie Ray, Bessie’s sweetheart, 
spoke up. “ What’s the idea, Simon?”

“ I want to put a bobbed-hair bandit 
on the market,”  the old man announced;

“ something • that everybody will talk 
about.”

The purpose of this, of course, was 
not understood. It was a bizarre idea, 
and one which held much danger for 
the bobbed-hair bandit. The assembly 
looked from Bessie Quinn to Simon 
Trapp.

“ I want that it should be easy for 
the original bobbed-hair bandit,”  the 
pawnbroker explained, “ so I ’ll work a 
half a dozen of ’em, in a way that 
everybody’ll think There’s only one. I 
want the bobbed-hair bandit to become 
the talk of the town. I want the police 
to be bombarded with letters about her, 
and the newspapers to print stories 
about her every day—stories of the 
things she does, and funny stories kid
ding the police for not catching her. 
This bobbed-hair bandit has got to be
come the craze of New York, and it 
won’t take long.”

“ But I don’t see what good that will 
do,”  said Bessie Quinn.

“ It will get everybody excited,”  
Simon Trapp argued; "and make it easy 
every time one of my bobbed-hair girls 
holds a place up. Don’t you see?”

Despite their faith in the judgment 
of the Broome Street pawnbroker, the 
guests frankly did not “ see.” 'That 
theory, in the experience of many, was 
not tight. Many of them so expfessed 
themselves.

“ If you’ll pardon a suggestion,”  said 
Montague Beamish, “ I think that your 
idea would have an opposite effect. It 
would turn the attention of every one 
to the bobbed-hair bandit, but instead 
of exciting them this attention would 
serve as a warning. What kind of 
holdups are you thinking of, Simon ?”

“ Small stores— drug stores, cigar 
stores, and places like that,”  Mr. Trapp 
replied. “ Every night there should be 
at least one holdup by one of the 
bobbed-hair bandits, and the jobs fig
ured out so that the police’ll think only 
one girl is working.”
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“ But the profits will be so small, from 
little stores,”  Montague Beamish urged. 
“ What are you thinking of, Simon?” 

“ Now listen, Montague,” the pawn
broker rejoined, “ I wanta put this thing 
through. I wanta test my theory. I 
bet that after a while a storekeeper will 
shake like a leaf and hand his money 
right over every time the bobbed-hair 
bandit puts a gun on him. 1 bet it 
makes him deliver. Just like finding 
the money, it should be for the bobbed- 
hair bandit after a while.”

“ And I ’ll bet,”  Mr. Beamish count
ered, “ that this advertising, this bobbed- 
hair bandit stuff, will put every store
keeper on guard. Mr. Storekeeper will 
be ready for her. She’ll fall—all of 
them will fall—as sure as the world, if 
she gets the advertising you figure on.” 

“ Don’t you think it,” Simon Trapp 
contended. “ I know the—what d’you 
call it—the psychology of this thing. 
My bobbed-hair girls, they’ll have the 
town scared stiff, and walk off with 
the money as easy as if they just bought 
a powder puff. I know what I ’m talk
ing about.”

“ Well, maybe you do. We’ll see— 
if you can get the girls to stage it.”  

Simon Trapp and all the others 
turned toward Bessie Quinn. There was 
silence. Bessie exchanged glances with 
Bertie Ray.

“ I have confidence in Mr. Trapp,” 
said Bessie.

“ I f  Simon Trapp guarantees it,”  said 
Bertie Ray, “ I ’m willing for Bess to 
try it. I know he’ll protect her.”  

“ You bet I will!”  the old pawn
broker assured them. “ I got that all 
figured out. These girls won’t work 
alone. I ’ll have a clever man go in
side with ’em—'-and there’ll be men out
side for protection. Nobody’ll know 
it, but this bobbed-hair bandit and her 
gentleman friend’ll be backed up by the 
quickest and cleverest bunch of get
away men in the business. And no 
loaded pistols, understand. This is just

an advertising stunt, and I don’t want 
nothing tragical to come of it. '

“ Now everybody listen. I  want six 
girls, five others—‘blondes, and about 
the size of Bessie. I know where I 
can get two others.. You folks see what 
you can do. And Bessie, to-morrow 
you have your hair bobbed. To-morrow 
night you come to see me, and I ’ll have 
some of the others here. I ’ll have a 
man here that’ll learn you just how to 
work the stick-up.”

Thus was the bobbed-hair bandit in
flicted on New York.

The guests in Simon Trapp’s living 
quarters lingered a few minutes in the 
hope that he would have something else, 
something bigger, to offer, in line with 
their various capabilities, but the old 
man seemed centered on his bobbed- 
hair bandit whim, and would talk of 
nothing else. Occasionally his eyes 
drifted toward a man known in the un
derworld as "Lo fty” Baynes—for he 
specialized in the theft of silks and furs 
from loft buildings. Too, Simon Trapp 
studied Dave Blake, the burglar, with 
uncommon interest.

He let these two know that he would 
talk privately with them, if they came 
back after the homecoming reception 
was over.

Montague Beamish and his wife, 
Contralto Madge, walked a few blocks 
from the pawnshop of Simon Trapp 
before Mr. Beamish hailed a taxicab. 
They were strangely silent on the sub
ject of Simon Trapp until they gained 
the privacy of their apartment in River
side (Drive. Then Mr. Beamish spoke 
the thought that had disturbed him.

“ You know, Madge, I ’m afraid a g e . 
has got Simon Trapp. Getting a trifle 
childish, it seems to me. We were there, 
expecting such big things—all of us. 
The cleverest fixer in New York back 
after a year’s vacation—we thought 
with wonderful stunts in mind. But 
we didn’t find the same old Simon 
Trapp. A  lovable old fellow, of course,
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but finished for the big things. He’ll 
putter around, I suppose. This bobbed- 
hair bandit stunt, it’s so silly.”

Contralto Madge hummed a 'little 
tune, in her soft, alluring tones, and 
then rejoined: “ One never knows, my 
dear, what is. in the mind of Simon 
Trapp.”

III.
C O  far as advertising went, the 
u  amount of space accorded in the 
newspapers to the bobbed-hair bandit 
exceeded the fondest expectations of 
Simon Trapp. She became at once a 
daring and romantic figure in the news 
of the day.

There was, to the general public, only 
one bobbed-hair bandit. She confined 
her holdup activities to drug stores and 
small establishments. She was always 
accompanied by a young man who came 
to be known in the newspapers as the 
“ cake-eater,”  due to his stylish garb 
and slender, thin-waisted figure. Their 
method was quite simple.

They entered the drug store, for in
stance. The cake-eater waited near the 
door. The young woman of the bobbed 
hair made a purchase. At a favorable 
moment she and her companion flashed 
guns, small automatics. Storekeeper, 
clerks and customers were herded into 
the rear, and the sprightly pair made 
off with the contents o f  the cash 
register.

Their notoriety spread. The police 
were seemingly powerless, for bobbed- 
hair banditry flourished. The news
papers came to treat the situation 
joculantly. There was no shooting; no 
casualties. The. fosses in most cases 
were small. Feature writers and re
write men having a turn for clever 
phraseology wrote wittily of this pic
turesque element in the city’s crime 
wave. It was something new, refresh
ing as compared with accounts of hold
ups- in which guns smoked and men 
died, and sordid safe-cracking jobs.

iSob sisters were turned loose on the 
story, and consumed columns of space 
in analyzing the psychological quirks 
and twists that project such an evi
dently refined couple into a life of 
crime. There were hints that the 
bobbed-hair bandit was a society maiden 
with a leaning toward the spectacular. 
A  reckless girl who should be spanked, 
some called her. A tool in the hands 
o f clever thieves, others said. Other 
and less picturesque phases of crime 
fell to the level of humdrum news.

The police were nettled, galled. 
Every fresh exploit of the bobbed-hair 
bandit and the cake-eater laid them 
open to charges of incompetence. The 
city began to laugh at the police, and 
it is generally conceded that bitter 
criticism is easier to bear than laughter, 
ridicule. The pair never appeared 
\Vhere the police were on the lookout, 
and therefore went uncaught.

Police ofifieers in one district received 
an ultimatum from headquarters. The 
dashing pair had been unusually busy 
thereabouts. There would be transfers 

. and demotions in that district, the ukase 
said, if the bobbed-hair bandit contin
ued to ply her game there unhindered.

All kinds 6f crime, of course, went 
on in the city. There was, for in
stance, the great Vandergriff robbery.

The difficulties- of robbing a loft 
building are numerous. The profits 
are large, if the thieves can get away 
with a sufficient bulk of goods, but the 
very bulk of the 'haul is one of the 
chief difficulties. There are watchmen 
to consider, and policemen, of the reg
ular and special forces.

These things were well understood 
by the man known as Lofty Baynes 
and by Dave Blake, the burglar.

,Mr. Baynes was not skillful at 
burglary, but he understood the loft 
business. Mr. Blake knew little of silks 

,and such goods, nor of the means by 
which they might be assembled, loaded 
and quickly hauled off, but he did un
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derstand doors and windows and how 
to “ beat”  them. For the purposes.of 
loft robbery, Lofty Baynes and Dave 
Blake were a hard pair to better.

It was a daring and efficient gang 
that were assembled under the leader
ship of Lofty Baynes and Dave Blake. 
This gang descended, in sections, on 
the Vandsrgriff loft building—the 
burglars and “ smokers” first, then the 
loft robbers, and finally the huge auto
mobile truck that bore away the loot.

The burglars of course effect an en
trance to the building, the “ smokers” 
are sly, strong men, who creep about 
the interior of the building, waylaying 
watchmen, seizing them and tying them 
up, and attending to the business of 
“ pulling the hells” for them at the 
proper intervals. It must be understood 
that a loft robbery follows only after a 
thorough investigation, and in this 'in
vestigation the robbers usually have the 
advice and assistance of some one em
ployed in the building. They learn the 
routine of .watchmen, and are enabled 
to “ ring in” for the watchmen, and thus 
register the signals that all is well at 
the central headquarters of the, special 
police agency which has the contract 
for guarding the building. The pre
liminary work on the Vandergriff build
ing had been painstaking and thorough.

Dave Blake and his crowd opened 
a rear window in such fashion that 
the burglaf alarm was not set off. A  
half dozen “ smokers” crawled inside. 
They soon “had the watchmen" safely tied 
up. The burglars then entered, and 
began their work on the inside doors 
of the numerous business establish
ments in the building. Then the 
“ weavers”  went in, the men under com
mand of Lofty Baynes, and these as
sembled expertly and swiftly the bales 
of silk that were to be transported 
away. They knew just what to take 
and what to discard so that a maximum 
profit would be realized. At the proper 
moment all hands joined forces and

piled the bales at a point from which 
they could be expeditiously loaded into 
the truck.

Now came an extremely ticklish part 
of the job. The truck must be driven 
up, loaded, and driven away without a 
hint of the job getting to the regular 
policemen on the two beats that con
verged at the Vandergriff building. 
These policemen had but to blow a 
whistle to summon an imposing array 
orf pursuers. Special police automobiles 
would get on the job quickly, and the 
truck would have no chance of outdisr 
tancing these. Needless to say, such a 
job had been calculated to its numer
ous and smallest details.

These two regular policemen had 
long been the chief obstacle to those 
who would loot the Vandergriff build
ing. But this night the obstacle was 
overcome.

At exactly the right moment the truck 
slid into the alley in back of the Van
dergriff building. It was loaded with 
the baled silks, and what had long been 
regar4ed as an impossible robbery be
came an accomplished fact.

The truck thundered away, and 
within a few minutes had joined a line 
of late night traffic streaming toward 
the ferries. The trail was cut.

Simon Trapp, waiting up in his liv
ing room at the rear of the pawnshop 
in Brodme Street, received a report 
from Lofty Baynes and Dave Blake.

“ The biggest drag I ever worked on, 
Simon,”  said Lofty Baynes, “ It’ll make 
us all rich.”

“ Good!” the old man ejaculated. 
“ And everything in the clear, eh?”

“ Absolutely. Delivery’ll be made by 
noon to-morrow. The money’ll be in 
our hands here by six o’clock to-mor
row evening.”

The old pawnbroker meditated. “ I ’m 
expecting other visitors,”  he said. “ You 
boys can wait, if you should wanta.”

They sat down, and they hadn’t long 
to wait before the first of the other
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visitors put in, an appearance. She came 
in through the rear door—a little, 
bobbed-hair blonde accompanied by a 
young man who might be mistaken for 
a member of the cake-eater species.

Others followed, at intervals. In 
time there were gathered in the living 
room of Simon Trapp six small, 
bobbed-haired blondes, and their cake- 
eater escorts. These were known to all 
present, but not as cake-eaters.

Bessie Quinn, the original bobbed- 
hair bandit, was the first to speak.

“ Well, Mr. Trapp, you’ve got us all 
here together now.” She was still sur
prised by the appearance of her five 
sisters-in-crime and their male com
panions. “ How does it come that we 
meet like this ? Have all you girls 
been working to-night? I thought, Mr. 
Trapp, that we were to work one at a 
time.”

The others were as mystified as 
Bessie.

“ Tell us about it, Mr. Trapp,”  one 
of them insisted, snapping her gum em
phatically. “ What’s the idea of the re
union, I ’d like to know.”

The old man grinned. “ Only to tell 
you,”  he said, “ that the bobbed-hair 
bandit business is finished.”

There were no objections to this.
“ Well, we’ve had a lot of fun,” said 

one.
“ But there hasn’t been much money 

in it,”  Bessie Quinn put .in. “ Es
pecially lately. The drug stores and 
places like that don’t keep much on 
hand at night. They’ve got the shivers, 
and the clerks throw up their hands 
every time a bobbed-hair dame walks 
in.”

“ There ain’t much in it, you say?” 
said Simon Trapp musingly. “ Just you 
wait and see.”

“ What’s that?”
“ What’re you talking about?”
“ What’s the big mistery, I ’d like to 

know.”
Simon Trapp informed them. “You

come to my place here to-morrow night, 
and you’ll get your share, girls. You 
should worry!"

“ Share of what?”
“ To-morrow night I said for you to 

come here.”  He warned them: “ But 
remember now, no more bobbed-hair 
bandit business. It’ll be too dangerous 
after to-nighW You just wait and see 
the morning papers. The bobbed-hair 
bandit business is played out. Six hold
ups in one night—that’s too much; 
You know that yourself. The surprise 
is all over. You girls can’t surprise a 
storekeeper no more. Every one will 
be watching for you, after to-night— 
and it’ll be dangerous.”

The girls presently departed with 
their escorts, all save Bessie Quinn and 
Bertie Ray.

“ Now,”  said Simon Trapp to these 
two, “ I ’ll tell you about it. Them other 
girls are all right, but maybe it shouldn’t 
be wise to let ’em know just yet tha’t 
they helped me to-night in the biggest 
silk robbery in the history of New 
York City.”

Bessie Quinn and Bertie Ray ex
pressed their surprise.

“ Yes, that’s what you done,”  the old 
pawnbroker went on, “ as Lofty Baynes 
and Dave Blake here can tell you. That 
place—that Vandergriflf lol building— 
I been trying to clean out that building 
for a long time. That was one of the 
big unfinished jobs I had when I went 
away from New York-—the biggest, to 
tell you the truth—and J made up my 
mind that I should try that the first 
thing when I got back. Well, the job 
is finished now, and the money as good 
as in our pockets. It’s a big one for 
everybody—you bet!

“ Well, you shouldn’t be surprised. I  
didn’t come back after a year’s vaca
tion just to get a lot of girls to pull 
chicken-feed holdups in little drug 
stores. .1-—*—’-’

“ I knew that all the time,”  Bertie 
Ray interjected. “You didn’t have me



42 Detective Story Magazine

fooled. I didn’t know what you played, 
but I knew it was something big.” 

“ You did, eh? Well, it’s big enough 
all right. You see, I cracked down 
to-night with six bobbed-hair holdups 
in the same district as that Vandergriff 
building. There was a hot time at every 
police station in town, I bet, when them 
reports come in. That Vandergriff dis
trict went all up in the air, and the 
policemen on the beats there kept away 
from the Vandergriff building just long 
enough for us to get the stuff away 
without a ripple. The general alarm 
that the bobbed-hair bandit was in the 
district was enough for that. That’s 
all I wanted. I been educating the po
lice up to this for a couple of weeks 
now, and it worked nice, eh?« I tell 
you the truth, there’s nothing like ad
vertising. I advertised the bobbed-hair 
bandit, and the policemen of this town 
didn’t think about nothing else.”

Bessie Quinn smiled. She under
stood. But Bertie Ray and the burglar, 
Dave Blake, and the loft robber,

Baynes, were practical men, without 
much imagination.

“ It was a success,”  Dave Blake said, 
“ but I don’t think yet that you needed 
to pull all that fancy stuff. We coulda 
handled them cops.”

Bessie Quinn spoke up. “ But don’t 
you know that Mr. Trapp doesn’t do 
things the way you’d do them? There’s 
something in this business besides the 
haul and the get-away, isn’t there, Mr. 
Trapp ?”

The pawnbroker nodded approvingly. 
“ You know how I feel about if, Bessie,” 
he said, “ An old man like me has got 
to do something to amuse himself— 
and I like games, games with a lot of 
players, where the stakes are big. A 
man should feel better after winning 
a game like that than he should just to 
go out and get money without the fun 
of moving the pieces around the board. 
Besides, handling cops is dangerous— 
very dangerous.”  Simon Trapp heaved 
a sigh of vast contentment. “ It’s nice,” 
he said, “ to be back on the job.”

IN HIS WOODEN LEG

TH IR T E E N  thousand dollars in large bills and half a dozen bank books, show
ing deposits totaling an additional fifty thousand dollars, were found in the 

possession of Charles E. Stock, a confessed mendicant, when arrested a short time 
ago in Los Angeles, California. Stock had run down a young girl in his auto
mobile and refused to stop and render aid. The fortune in currency was found 
concealed in Stock’s wooden leg. He made a practice of stationing himself on 
Sundays in front of churches and soliciting alms after he had removed his artificial 
limb.

ESKIMO PRISONER WANTS TO RETURN TO THE NORTH
'"T H E department of justice recently received a queer petition. Nad Kood-Le, 
*■ sentenced to serve ten years for slaving a fellow Eskimo, has asked to be 

removed from Manitoba’s prison and sent back to his native haunts to serve 
out his sentence. Thirty below zero is not an unusual- temperature for Manitoba, 
but it is not cold enough  ̂for Nad. Moreover, he has starved for the food which 
his palate craves, and in the climate of Winnipeg he has grown soft and sickly. 
Last summer he was brought down to Winnipeg from Pond’s Inlet on the northeast 
coast of Baffin Land.



M adeleine Sharps Buchanan
Author of ‘•The Crime la the Green Room,”  “ The Dagger in the Dark,”

C H A P T E R  I.
MR. AND M RS. D ELA N EY.

■ S p H A S T E N IN G  the crimson cord,
I  W  * I  which held the dressing gown
I I  about her plump figure, Mrs. 
“ “ " ■ J  Iris Pettigrew, who kept a 
rooming house at Brant Harbor, one of 
the quaintest resorts on the Maine coast, 
gave a little pat to the curlers upon 
which she had just wound her very yel
low locks. Beyond the dull draperies at 
the windows of her room, there was 
nothing gloomy in the vicinity of Mrs. 
Pettigrew. She herself, wrapped in the 
gay red dressing gown, her much too 
yellow hair crowning her round florid 
face, was anything but drab or dull. 
Her taste manifested itself all about her,

"in the frilly little pillows, the motley 
litter of trinkets on bureau and dressing 
table, and the torn lace spread and 
bolster thrown over a faded old-rose 
sateen lining.

Despite the untidiness of the land
lady’s room and person, which extended 
to the rest of the rambling old house, 
her rooms during the three summer 
months were always eagerly sought. 
Possibly some of this was due to the 
charm of her young niece, Molly, who 
was the most attractive thing in Brant 
Harbor, if one except the coast line, the 
restless seas that broke upon the pic
turesque rocks, and the romantic walks 
one might take, armed with a camera.

Mrs. Pettigrew’s roomers ate at the 
Sunset House, not a stone’s throw dis
tant, where a very excellent table was 
set, although in the winter her. “ per-

etc.

manents,” of whom she had some three 
or four, enjoyed pretty Molly’s cook
ing. Since Iris Pettigrew, careless 
enough about dust on the piano and the 
temporary abiding place of her over
shoes and magazines, powder puffs and 
soiled lingerie, was shrewd about her 
accounts, the boarding house prospered.

Upon this certain July night Mrs. 
Pettigrew should have been more than 
usually content, for not only was her 
house filled, but the day was her forty- 
fifth birthday, and the roomers had 
presented her with a string of pearls. 
However, she did not look content, and 
there was a distinct frown on her brow, 
while every now and then she tiptoed 
to the door, opened it a crack and 
listened, and, having returned to patting 
small wads.of cold cream into her round 
cheeks, paused occasionally to listen 
again.

There could be no mistake about it. 
Mrs. Delaney was berating her husband, 
and, judging by the way the old-fash
ioned chandelier in Mrs. Pettigrew’s 
ceiling danced and ghivered, she was 
pacing up and down the floor as she did 
so. A  thud now and then caused the 
nervous widow to start violently, and, 
following each shock, she would pause 
in her. massaging and steal to her door. 
She wished Molly had not gone to the 
picture show, and she determined that 
those Delaneys should leave soon. The 
Morison sisters had been called West, 
or she would never have taken the De
laneys into her house a week ago. Their 
quarreling ever since had caused the 
permanents to complain more than
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once, but never had it been so annoying 
or alarming as it was to-night.

Mrs. Pettigrew prided herself upon 
the fact that her house, although it shel
tered some eight people when it was 
filled, had never been the home for any 
sort of scandal. I f  one of her paying 
guests gave signs of being other than 
peaceful or respectable, she requested 
them politely to give up their rooms. 
She most decidedly did not approve of 
the Delaneys, for several of the plump 
widow’s admirers had shown signs of 
transferring their allegiance to the lovely 
stranger, signs which Mrs." Delaney 
ignored, but which irritated Iris Petti
grew beyond endurance, though she gave 
no evidence of it, even to Molly. Still, 
it made her all the more eager for an 
excuse to ask the couple for their room. 
A  thud more than usually ominous sent 
her with grim-lipped determination to 
the door.

Miss Mary Wallace leaned over the 
banister on the third floor, as the stout 
landlady began the creaking ascent of 
the stairs.

“ What do you suppose they are do
ing ?” she asked in a hoarse whisper. “ I 
can’t sleep. They’re worse than ever 
to-night.”

Miss Wallace taught school in Brant 
Harbor and was one of the permanents, 
so that her ability to sleep was most 
important to Mrs. Pettigrew.

“ I think they are leaving soon,” she 
replied. “ But, if they don’t, I ’ll give 
them notice.”

With an answering nod, Miss Wallace 
went back into her room, which was 
next the third-floor front, the one occu
pied by the Delaneys.

Mrs. Delaney opened the door when 
the landlady knocked, opened it and 
closed it behind her, stepping into the 
hall to confront Mrs. Pettigrew. She 
was slim and tall, of the brunette type, 
and her body was exquisitely rounded, 
though she seemed so slender. Her age 
was somewhere in the twenties, and a

reader of character might have guessed 
that she had a temper, for her eyes were 
dark and flashing, and her lips thin and 
very red.

“ I must ask you two not to make so 
much noise,”  said Mrs. Pettigrew with 
dignity, feeling herself grow ugly and 
old before the other’s flaming dark 
beauty, the sort of beauty one associates 
with castanets and deeply fringed 
shawls. “ Some of "my folks can’t sleep.”

“ It cannot be helped,”  sighed Mrs. 
Delaney with a sweet, pathetic smile. 
“ Mr. Delaney has been walking the floor 
with a horrible toothache, and at such 
times he goes mad with pain and flings 
the cushions about, and I simply leave 
him in peace. What is he to do?”

“ He might have it out—the tooth, I 
mean,” said Mrs. Pettigrew dryly, not 
believing a word of it. “ Anyhow, you 
got to keep quiet. None of the rest of 
us have a toothache. We can sleep, and 
we want to.”

Turning herseH about, she walked, 
with as much dignity as her costume 
permitted, down the stairs which creaked 
under her tread, followed by, she knew 
without seeing, the mocking amusement 
of the other woman’s eyes. Back in her 
room, Iris Pettigrew got angrily into 
bed; for it always infuriated her when 
another woman insulted her intelligence. 
A  toothache! Recalling the fhin, un
attractive Mr. Delaney, a man of mild 
voice and meek visage, she thought it 
far more likely that his sturdy wife had 
been beating him.

There was no further disturbance that 
night, however, and Mrs. Pettigrew was 
taking her coffee on the back porch the 
next morning, where it was cool, when 
Malviny, her colored servant, ap
proached her.

“ Miss Iris,”  began the maid, “ that 
Mrs. Delaney, she say as how her man 
is-powerful bad with that tooth. Asks 
could she prevail on you, ma’am, to 
break the rule and send her up some 
toast and coffee?”
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Mrs. Pettigrew glanced up from her 
dreamy contemplation of the ocean. In. 
her trimly corseted state, with the 
waved hair drawn back beneath a net, 
her cheeks, eyes, and lips touched with 
aids to beauty, the widow was a good- 
looking woman and appeared much 
younger than she was. More than one 
retired and retiring sea captain, of which" 
Brant Harbor and the vicinity were full, 
sought Iris Pettigrew’s plump hand.

“ I am not surprised that he is sick,” 
she nodded, as she rose. “ Malviny, I ’ll 
take up that tray. It wouldn’t surprise 
me if she had killed him.”

Fifteen minutes later, however, what
ever curiosity she entertained regarding 
the strange couple in the third-floor 
front, was not satisfied in any way. 
Mrs. Delaney in a thin bedroom robe, 
which was so delicate and beautiful that 
the eyes of the landlady opened very 
wide when she beheld it, took the tray 
with her usual sweet, mocking smile.

“ This is so good of you,”  she nodded. 
"Mr. Delaney had a wretched night, as 
you know, and he is quite unable to go 
out for breakfast. I am going to try 
to persuade him to take this.”

Mrs. Pettigrew, trying vainly to see 
into the room, set her lips grimly. “ We 
got a pretty good dentist in this town,”  
she nodded. “ Doctor Wils on Main 
Street, Why don’t you send for him, 
or take your husband to him? No use 
suffering.”

“ Perhaps I will,”  said Mrs. Delaney 
and closed the door.

In the lower hall Mrs. Pettigrew en
countered her niece. “ Molly. I am real 
upset about the Delaneys,”  she frowned. 
“ They act mighty queer. I don’t think 
much of her high and mighty airs with 
the poor men around here, who stare at 
her like they never seen a city woman 
before. And I got the idea that that 
Delaney man wasn’t in the room at all 
jusf'now. I wouldn’t be a mite sur
prised if she had made away with him!” 

“ Auntie!”  Mollie Pettigrew opened

her lovely eyes in horror. “ You’ve read 
that awful book which Captain Joel 
brought you yesterday! If you think 
such queer things about these people, 
you had better not leave them here when 
we all go to the festival to-night. What 
could be wrong with- them? Mrs. De» 
laney said he had come here for his 
health.”

“ You can all go to the festival,”  re
plied Mrs. Pettigrew, “ but I stay here. 
I ain’t a mite afraid, and I ’ve had my 
eye on them ever since they come. I 
wouldn’t trust that woman out of my 
sight f

C H A P T E R  II.
T H E  N IG H T OF T H E  FESTIV A L.

A L L  that long hot day the Delaneys 
- remained in their room, and, al

though many times Mrs. Pettigrew crept 
to their door to listen, she was rewarded 
only by silence and never by any sound 
that gave hint of two living people 
within the room. At last, around five 
o’clock, with Molly by her side, she 
knocked on the door and was answered 
by Mrs. Delaney’s sweet voice.

“ Who is it?”
“ It’s Mrs. Pettigrew,” replied the 

landlady in bold, clear accents. “ I come 
up to see if your husband wanted any
thing.”
" “ No, thank you,” said the voice inside 

the room. “ He is resting just now.”
Mrs. Pettigrew rose from her stoop

ing position before the jceyhole and met 
her niece’s eyes with her mouth set 
firmly. “ How are you feeling, Mr. De
laney?” she called.

“ Much better, thank you,”  replied a 
man’s voice, and Molly grasped her 
aunt’s plump arm.

“ You see, he is all right,”  she whis
pered, with her eyes dancing. “ You 
just imagine things. They are queer, 
staying up in this stuffy room on such 
a glorious day, but they pay us, and so 
why need you care? He is able to talk, 
you see.”
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“ I have a strange feeling about them, 
and I can’t shake it off.”  Mrs. Petti
grew drew a long breath. “ You all go 
to |he festival, and I shall stay home 
and watch these Delaneys.”

Practically the whole of Brant Har
bor expected to attend the church festi
val, which was to be given on the lawn 
of the old Cooper home, two miles out 
of town, that night. The Cooper place 
was used for this affair every year, and 
the church gathered in a goodly collec
tion from the summer boarders, camp
ers, and residents. The house itself 
stood high upon a hill and had been 
closed for years, but the grounds were 
kept in excellent condition and used for 
any sort of outdoor affair by the people 
of Brant Harbor and vicinity.

Pretty* Molly and her escort departed 
early, and when the buxom widow had 
disposed of two of her swains, who had 
invited her to go with them, and Mal- 
viny had sauntered out the back way, 
the place seemed pretty lonesome. She 
had never missed the festival before, 
and she knew that, save for that strange 
couple in her third floor front, she had 
her house and a large part of the town 
to herself.

Rocking more or less serenely on her 
porch, the local paper in her lap, Mrs. 
Pettigrew wondered, whether the De
laneys would take out the little car they 
had hired every night during their stay. 
Delaney himself drove, and no one had 
thought anything of those moonlight 
wanderings in an antiquated car along 
an ocean drive, that was famous for its 
beauty, and through country lovely' 
enough to be put on canvas.

The town was certainly quiet. The 
Widow Pettigrew, not accustomed to 
being alone upon such flirtatious eve
nings, rocked and sighed softly. She 
had perhaps been a fool not to have 
gone to the festival with Captain Joel, 
or Doctor Lense, or even Jim Hayn.

What could the Delaneys do, after 
©,11? She had no valuables in the house.

and, no matter how she disliked her, the 
• Delaney woman was a lady. She had 
about decided to listen again outside 
the door of the-undesirable pair in the 
third-floor front, when there was a step 
on the stair, and Mr. Delaney opened 
the screen door and, without a glance at 
her, where she sat behind the vines in 
a shaded corner, strode down the street, 
with far from the manner of a-man who 
had recently been so ill. Mrs. Pettigrew 
bent from her rocker and stared after 
him. There was nothing at all in the 
fact of Mr. Delaney leaving the house 
alone and walking down the moonlit 
street to alarm her, or to arouse' any 
one’s suspicion, and yet an eerie sensa
tion crept about the widow’s spine, as 
she watched him.
, They’ did not conduct themselves at 
all like any' one else who came to Brant 
Harbor. Why had they not gone to the 
festival, if Mr. Delaney had recovered 
so entirely? Iris Pettigrew drew a long 
breath. Blessed with a keen curiosity, 
she yet felt that she had sacrificed much 
in remaining at home to watch the De
laneys. •

Mr, Delaney did not return, and the 
moonlight grew stronger on the pictur
esque street before her, while every tiny 
wave on the sands far below tumbled in, 
tipped with silver.

After a short time Mrs. Pettigrew 
entered the house quietly and stood at 
the foot of the stairs, listening. She 
could not rid herself of the uncanny 
feeling that was growing more pro
nounced, as the time went on. When 
the door of the third-floor front closed 
softly, and a step came down the stairs, 
the curious widow drew back in the 
shadows of the parlor and stood there, 
holding her breath, expecting she knew 
not what.

The woman who presently crossed her 
vision was handsome and unmistakably 
a lady; Iris Pettigrew had to admit that. 
Mrs. Delaney wore a white gown, was 
hatless, and carried a heavy blue sweater
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over her arm. As she appeared at the. 
door, a man stepped upon the widow 
Pettigrew’s porch and, without a word, 
Mrs. Delaney took his arm and walked 
down the path with him toward the run
about and fat brown horse .that waited 
at the curb.

Mrs. Pettigrew knew that runabout 
well, also the horse and the man, and 
she stood in her door, staring after the 
two, with the angry color creeping under 
the slight touch of rouge on her round" 
cheeks. t

Captain Joel Snodgrass calling in 
style like that for the Delaney woman! 
A  mere two hours previous Captain Joel, 
who had been at the widow Pettigrew’s 
feet for years, had insisted that Iris go 
with him to the festival!

What could have happened? Mr, 
Delaney vanished down the village street 
for what seemed a very long time to the 
lonely, suspicious woman, and the wife 
going out at—Iris glanced at her watch 
—a quarter of ten o’clock with her, 
Iris’ , own lover!

Quite suddenly Captain Joel became 
very valuable in the eyes of Mrs. Petti
grew, and she did not hesitate. Turn
ing the key in her front door, she 
hastened around to the small garage, 
where she kept her car, a cheap little 
car, but one which she had learned to 
manage expertly.

I  * .

C H A P T ER  III.
T H E  COOPER HOUSE.

TP H E horse Captain Joel Snodgrass 
drove was well known to all of 

Brant Harbor, in a day when every one 
rode in a car. The speed of the animal, 
which the captain loved devotedly, had 
been the topic of conversation for a long 
time, and Iris Pettigrew, having given 
the two a good start, had no difficulty 
in keeping far enough in the rear. As 
she drove, her anger subsided, and her 
bewilderment grew; for the captain was 
not ambling along, as he did when he

took the plump widow for. a drive; he 
was unmistakably hurrying.

What business could he have with the 
Delaney woman? Mrs. Pettigrew had 
not known that the two had more than 
a bowing acquaintance, and when, grant
ing something between them, hard as it 
was to believe, had the Delaney woman 
arranged this meeting? Had Captain 
Joel known of it when he had called to 
ask her, Iris, to go with him to the festi
val bn the Cooper lawn? I f  she had 
accepted, what would he have done with 
her while he came back to keep his’ tryst 
with Mrs. Delaney?

Captain Joel was a man of forty-seven 
years, and he had been settled for some 
time. There w af nothing in the least 
skittish about the captain, whom secretly 
the flirtatious widow had marked for 
her own. What could this mean?

To her amazement, the brown horse 
ahead was leading her straight to the 
festival, and already the sound of the 
band could be heard. Was it possible 
that the captain had gone to call for 
Mrs. Delaney merely with the intention 
of giving her a good time, possibly while 

•her husband sat in the dentist’s chair?
Never had the stolid captain seemed 

so desirable to Iris Pettigrew, and she 
felt an honest anger consuming her. 
Keeping at the same distance behind the 
runabout, she soon saw that it was skirt
ing the two public entrances to the 
grounds and was heading, beyond any 
dou'bt, for the lower gate, which was 
little else than a few bars and opened 
into a twisting lane that le<f ffiy back 
ways, through sheltering trees, to the 
rear of the Cooper house. As Iris Petti
grew stole after her lover and the mys
terious woman on the third-floor front, 
she felt that queer chill creeping up her 
spine, and more than once she was 
tempted to turn about and drive home 
as fast as she could.

Captain Joel stopped the runabout in 
the shadow of a few tall trees and helped 
his companion out, while Tris, descend
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ing from her car, stole closer to them 
through the darkness.

Astounded and hurt at the part the 
captain was playing in the affair, she yet 
was resolved to spy upon the mysterious 
Delaney woman. Moving silently after 
the two through the trees at the rear of 
the house, while far below on the lawns 
the festival went on, the gay lanterns 
and parked cars making a picture like 
fairyland, Iris Pettigrew was startled 
and astonished to see Captain Joel open 
.the rear door of the big Cooper house, 
stand aside to permit his companion to 
enter, follow her in himself, and close 
the door!

Curiosity has its limits. Disgusted 
and indignant, Mrs.#Pettigrew went back 
to her car and drove out again by the 
rear entrance, skirting the crowds on 
the lawns below. Still in an angry daze, 
she put the machine away and let her
self into her house, where she ascended 
to the third-floor front and opened the 
door. The room was in order, and, so 
far as she could see, not a thing belong
ing to the Delaneys had been left in it. 
They had gone then for good, without 
paying her! What had become of the 
suit case the two had brought, and how 
had the arrangement been managed be
tween Mrs. Delaney and Captain Joel 
Snodgrass ?

As the remembrance of her late ex
perience at the rear of the Cooper house 
swept over her, Iris Pettigrew winked 
back angry tears. There had never been 
such a thing heard of in Brant Harbor! 
A  map like the captain, stealing into that 
empty house with a woman like Mrs. 
Delaney, a married woman and a lady, 
even though she was far from an agree
able person! And where, all this time, 
was Mr. Delaney, who had walked out 
of the boarding house so naturally, right 
before her eyes?

No good would come of it, Mrs. Petti
grew decided with a toss of her blond 
head, as she turned on the light in her 
room and prepared for bed.

With her door open and a book in her 
hand, wrapped in the red dressing gown, 
she saw and heard the' boarders, when 
each one returned. There was no sound 
of the Delaneys, and when pretty Molly 
came in, a rose in her hair and her 
cheeks flushed, the widow could contain 
herself no longer.

“ I said there was something queer 
about those "two people, and there is,”  
she declared, her lips pursed. “ Did you 
see either of them, Molly, to-night?”

“ The Delaneys?” Molly laughed. 
“ Goodness, no! Whatever ails you 
about them, auntie. You always seem 
to be worrying about them.”

Mrs. Pettigrew„set her lips. “ I know 
what I know,”  she nodded. “ I ’ll wager 
anything you want, Molly, we’ll never 
set eyes on them again.”

Determined to keep awake that night, 
the widow fell soundly asleep and awoke 
in the morning, with the sun streaming 
in past the dull window draperies and 
falling on her face. Instantly the events 
of the past night rushed upon her, and 
she dressed rapidly, curiously afraid for 
some reason, of the day that lay before 
her.

Encountering no one she ascended to 
the third-floor front and knocked. Re
ceiving no reply she pushed open the 
door and looked in. It was only too 
obvious t-hat neither of the Delaneys had 
returned since her visit to the room the 
night before. Honestly alarmed, Mrs. 
Pettigrew closed the door and went in 
search of Molly, to whom she always 
turned in any emergency.

“ I may as well confess,”  said the 
widow, when she admitted her fears to 
that wide-eyed young woman, “ that I 
followed Mrs. Delaney last night to the 
back door of that Cooper house and saw 
her go in there. I do think we ought 
to look for her there, for she had no hat 
on, and all her things have been removed 
from the room. It is my opinion that 
that poor hectored Delaney man up and 
left her.”
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“ Left her!”  snapped Molly. “ He has 
probably killed her out there. It was 
simply awful the way they fought.”  

“ What!” Mrs. Pettigrew’s eyes 
opened with horror. She saw Captain 
Joel entering that back door with the 
Delaney woman. After all, had they 
better go out there ? Would it not be 
more sensible just to keep her mouth 
shut and let the room rent go? What 
difference what had happened to the De
laney woman?

“ I guess the most sensible thing, 
Molly, is just to keep out of it all,”  she 
said weakly. “ They owed me fifteen 
dollars, but I shan’t miss that. We don’t 
know who they are. I think we’ had 
best keep quiet.”

“ You’ve kept at it too long now,” 
Molly replied. “ I could not rest until 
I went through that old Cooper house. 
The poor thing! Maybe she is dead out 
there! We can go out alone, or else we 
might get Captain Joel.”

“ Oh, no—my Heaven, no!” gasped 
Mrs. Pettigrew and laid her hand on 

<her heart. “ If we must go, let us steal 
away and do it quietly.”

“ Well,”  said Molly with a nod, “ there 
is no time like the present. Come along, 
auntie! We shall have to get the key 
from old Tom Timmons, anyhow, but 
we needn’t say what for.”

Mrs. Pettigrew shuddered, as she fol
lowed her niece to the garage.

Where had Captain Joel and the De
laney woman got the key they had used 
on the back door the previous night?

As she entered the car and sat beside 
Molly she resolved never to breathe to 
a living soul Joel Snodgrass’ connection 
with the affair of the night before. Not 
only would it involve him in trouble, 
perhaps serious trouble, but it would 
mark her forever in Brant Harbor as a 
woman who stole after her lover and 
another'woman, a married one at that!

Joel Snodgrass was safe in the widow 
Pettigrew’s hands. She would be silent 
at any cost.

C H A P T ER  IV.

W HAT M RS. PETTIGREW  FOUND.

A S the little car, driven by the resolute 
Molly, approached the house, where 

the night before Iris Pettigrew had seen 
Captain Joel with the Delaney woman, 
the widow felt herself growing cold with 
apprehension. Why could she not have 
kept quiet? There was no stopping 
Molly when once she had started, and 
she should have known that. Why had 
she said anything to rouse interest in 
the vanished couple ? Enough that they 
had gone without paying for their room, 
thinking that every on? was at the 
Cooper place.

The lawns were strewn with the 
debris of the festival, which no one had 
as yet arrived to remove, and the lan
terns hung dismally from sagging wires. 
It was a clear, lovely day, but, so far 
as Mrs. Pettigrew was concerned, it 
might have been one of the gloomiest.

Molly walked directly to the front 
door and inserted the key she had re
ceived from Timmons, who took what 
care of the place he pleased. The 
Cooper family had long since gone 
abroad, and it was doubtful if ever the 
big house would be inhabited again. All 
but the most undesirable furniture had 
been removed, and it really needed very 
little care.

Mrs.-Pettigrew hugged herself in her 
pretty lavender sweater, her round face, 
under its suspicion of rouge, very white.

“ Molly, I have thd most terrible feel
ing about coming up here?” she declared. 
“ Do let us go back now. Who cares if 
that woman is in here ? And we haven’t 
got any earthly reason to think she is.”

“Well, I ’ve got .to know now,”  said 
Molly with a nod. “ I never was so curi
ous in my life !”

As she spoke, the heavy door swung 
back into the darkness of the hall, and 
the two women stood still a moment 
peering fearfully through the opening. 
Then Molly grasped her aunt’s arm.
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“ Come, auntie!”  she said briskly; 
“ You stand here, and I ’ll go about and 
open the shutters. Leave the door as it 
is. This old place certainly needs all 
the sunshine it can get.”

Mrs. Pettigrew, shuddering, kept her 
place by the door, while Molly flung 
open the windows which Timmons was 
in the habit of opening once a year. She 
closed her eyes, as she waited.

What errand could Captain Joel have 
had with the Delaney .woman in that 
place ? It seemed ridiculous and gro
tesque, and for a moment, as she waited 
for Molly, she fancied she had dreamed 
the entire thing, as she sat in her rocker 
on her own porch.

A cry from her niece drew her into < 
the house before she realized what she 
had done.

“ Aunt Ir is ! A  good thing we came! 
Look at this poor soul!”

Iris Pettigrew, trembling, crept for
ward and approached the foot of the 
stairs, where Molly was standing. The 
window's had been opened, and the sun 
and fresh air were streaming into the 
musty old house. On the floor, at the 
foot of the long steep staircase, lay the 
body of Mrs. Delaney, in the white 
gown and blue sweater she had worn 
the night before, when Captain Joel had 
met her at the door of the Pettigrew 
house. Apparently she had fallen head
long down the stairs, and her head had 
come into sharp contact with a pointed 
leg of a heavy old table which Stood 
near by.

“ Is—is she dead?” whispered Mrs. 
Pettigrew.

“ I think so,”  said Molly softly. “ Yes,
I am £ire she is. I suppose she fell 
down these stairs in the dark. See 
where her head struck the jagged edge 
of that table leg-? That-killed her. But 
what on earth was she doing here? I 
never knew Timmons had but one key. 
We can soon find out whether all the 
doors are locked.”

Mrs. Pettigrew felt very faint. She

saw Captain Joel, whose next proposal 
she had determined to accept, throwing 
the woman down the stairs in the dark
ness of the musty old house, while the 
gay festival on the lawn below went on, 
and the music of the band was plainly 
heard; she saw him making sure his vic
tim was dead and stealing out that back 
way, locking the door behind him.

“ Oh, M olly!”  she cried shrilly. 
“ Maybe she isn’t dead! Had I better 
go for a doctor right off?”

“ She is dead,”  said Molly gravely. 
“ She is cold, and her heart doesn’t beat. 
She has been dead for hours, Aunt Iris. 
See her head? That gash killed her, 
right on the temple like that.”

“ Where do you suppose her husband 
is?”  asked Mrs. Pettigrew. “ I last saw 
him strolling down the street, without a 
bit of baggage. I thought he was going 
to the dentist. What do you suppose 
they did with the suit case?”

“ I imagine there is a good bit to find 
out about this,”  said Molly. “ Nothing, 
anyhow, can be done for this poor soul, 
and we must not touch her. You sit 
down here on the step in the sun, while i 
I go over the house. I may come upon 
something which will be a valuable clew. 
Then we can drive to the doctor and the 
police.”

“ I never had a scandal or anything 
wrong in my house before, and you 
know i t !” cried Mrs. Pettigrew hysteri
cally. “ This will ruin us, Molly, abso
lutely ruin us.”

“ I don’t see why,”  said tHe girl 
stoutly. “ She didn’t die in your third- 
floor front.”

“ I ’ll sit here until you come back,” 
said the widow resignedly and sank 
down on the top step of the porch, the 
big door wide open behind her. “ I don’t 
see how you ever have the nerve to go 
over this dreadful house, and nothing 
would induce me to go with you.”
■ “ I know that,” said Molly with a faint 

smile. “ I just thought maybe I would 
find something important before the con
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stable got here. 1 never could stand 
Clade.”

•With a glance back at her aunt, Molly 
stepped carefully past the body at the 
foot of the stairs and ascended slowly, 
studying each step.

The house was only two stories high, 
but reached out at both sides in a ram
bling fashion that was picturesque and 
oddly attractive. As Molly went about 
on the upper floor, opening an occasional 
window, she saw that not much of the 
furniture had been left in the spacious 
rooms, and the floors were bare. A  
more dismal place she could not well 
imagine, and, as she took in more thor
oughly the details of the deserted old 
mansion, the mystery of the presence 
there of the woman in their third-floor 
front became more and more apparent. 
There was no doubt that the woman had 
been on the second floor, for she had 
plainly fallen down the stairs and killed 
herself. Molly, although positive of 
that, yet felt greatly excited, for Brant 
Harbor had never had anything of the 
kind in its midst before, and she knew 
Constable Clade would make the most 
of it.

In the few moments she had before 
she must report the case, she wished she 
could stumble upon some clew as to 
what the Delaney woman had been do
ing in that well-nigh unfurnished floor. 
It was not until she was about to de
scend that she found anything of in
terest, and then, opening a closet door 
at the head of the stairs, she came face 
to face with a suit case, with the initials 
“ R. D.” on one end of it, evidently the 
suit case the couple had had at her aunt’s 
during their short stay there!

C H A P T ER  V.
T H E  SECOND DISCOVERY.

I / ’ NOWIN G enough about the law to 
* v  be aware that she should not touch 
anything on the scene of crime, Molly, 
not regarding the fact of the Delaney

woman falling down the stairs in the 
empty house and hitting her temple on 
a’ table leg, in the same light as a mur
der, gave way. to curiosity and opened 
the suit case. It contained nothing be
longing to Mr, Delaney, but the suit case 
contained apparently everything belong
ing to the young woman, even her coat 
and hat, which had been ruthlessly 
crushed in on top of gowns Molly recog
nized. The underwear was exquisite 
and marked with the initials “ R. D,”

Mrs. Pettigrew, shivering in the warm 
sunshine, started, when Molly rejoined 
her.

“ I found the suit case and all her 
clothes in it,”  nodded the girl. “ Hat 
and coat, too. Looks as if she had 
moved here to stay. Now, auntie, I am 
going over the lower floor, and then I ’ll 
he satisfied to report the thing. She 
clearly fell down the stairs and hit her 
head and killed herself; and, as I said, 
she didn’t do it at our house, so you 
need not be so scared.”

Mrs. Pettigrew sta.ed at Molly in 
amazement, as the girl turned aside and 
began her exploration of the lower floor. 
The suit case ! Neither Captain Joel nor 
Mrs. Delaney had carried a suit case, 
when Iris had followed them from the 
house. Mr. Delaney had had no bag
gage. Had the husband returned dur
ing her absence, used the extra *key 
which he might have acquired, without 
her knowledge, from any of the roomers, 
since they passed it about as they wished, 
packed the suit case and----- - Mrs. Pet
tigrew paused in her rapid thoughts. In 
that case Delaney had taken the suit case 
to the Cooper house after she herself 
had left i t ! Then the ifusband, as well 
as that old fool, Joel Snodgrass, had 
been on the scene of the tragedy!

Meanwhile Molly was going carefully 
over the lower floor and finding every
thing locked. She came upon nothing 
unusual until she was returning to her 
aunt through the narrow hall that led 
from the back door to the front, past all
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the big rooms -that opened from each 
side. There on a shelf, which jutted 
out beside the wide parlor door, and was 
apparently meant to hold a vase or a 
palm, she found a glove—a small ex
quisitely dainty thing, unlike any she 
had ever seen.

Lifting the pretty bit of kid she saw 
that it would not go on her own hand, 
and she was equally certain it would 
never fit the hand of the Delaney 
woman, who must have worn a six at 
least. • The glove was for the left hand 
and was a delicate fawn color, with a 
long flaring \vrist like a gauntlet, and 
an exquisite pattern embroidered on the 
wrist'in small pearls. Molly was lost in 
admiration of the dainty trifle and 
turned it about curiously. Scarcely 
worn at all, the inside of the fingers 
were much soiled on the tips, and, touch
ing one gently, Molly saw that the soil 
rubbed off easily and was merely an 
accumulation of dust. At a sudden 
thought the girl stepped into the hall 
and retraced her steps to the kitchen 
door, studying the dust-coated walls, as 
she did so. She was instantly rewarded. 
The woman who had worn the glove 
had come from the kitchen toward the 
front of the house, if the left glove was 
the only one that was soiled in that man
ner, for all along the wall there was 
plain to be seen the dragging marks of 
finger tips, as though some oiie walked 
slowly in darkness and felt his or her 
way.

Had the left glove been stripped from 
its dainty wearer in disgust, because of 
its soil from the walls of an old unused 
house, and carelessly left there, or had 
it been accident*?

Imagine a woman who would wear a 
glove like that! One got the impression 
of exquisite daintiness and doll-like 
beauty and wealth. For the little thing 
must have cost horribly, and no woman 
would have worn it unless the rest of 
her apparel had been in keeping.

Molly sighed, carefully folding the
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glove so that the soil would not rub off 
those delicate finger tips. It was sel
dom, if ever, that she came into contact 
with such exquisite things that women 
of wealth wore as a matter of course,

Returning to her aunt, she said noth
ing about t&e glove, and so, with Mrs. 
Pettigrew’s knowledge of Captain Joel’s 
presence at the Cooper house the night 
before being kept from Molly, the two 
women set out from the start to keep 
their own secrets.

“ Now we’ll go down and get old Clade 
and let him take charge,”  said Molly. 
“ But first I want to see if there is a key 
left on the outside of any of the doors, 
Everything was locked inside.”

For many feet around the Cooper 
house the weeds had been permitted to 
grow, and below this' wild, unkempt- 
looking circle of ground the lawns had 
been kept in good condition because of 
the many church affairs and private lawn 
fetes-fhat were given there during the 
summer months. The two women trod 
unheedingly through the weeds to side 
and kitchen doors, and at the back of 
the house Molly gave a quick exclama
tion.

“ The key is in the outside of this 
door,..auntie!” she pointed to the kitchen 
door. “ Some one beside Mrs. Delaney 
was in that house and locked the door. 
The person was so scared that he or she 
forgot the key! Now, if Mrs. Delaney 
fell down the stairs and killed herself, 
what scared the other person(? In that 
case, why didn’t he or she call a doctor ?”

Mrs. Pettigrew was staring, as though 
fascinated, at the key which protruded 
from the kitchen door. She had seen 
Joel open the house with that. Why 
had he gone away, left the woman dead 
in a house he locked up, and forgotten 
the key?

“ There is a lot to this thing,”  nodded 
pretty Molly, thinking of the costly 
glove in her bosom. “ We had better 
not delay any longer. -I’ll stay here, 
while you go down to Clade, auntie. I
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don’t think I care to leave the place 
alone until some one gets here.”

“ Molly Pettigrew, I can never leave 
you here in this terrible place!” cried 
the widow nervously. “ Who knows 
what might happen to you?”

Molly sat down on the front step in 
the cool sunshine. “ You get the car 
and run along,” she nodded briskly. 
“ And do, be quick about it. Get your 
wits together, auntie, for you’ll be ques
tioned to death.”

“ I will?” Iris Pettigrew gazed help
lessly at her young niece.

“ I should say so. You were here last 
night, weren’t you?”

“ Molly Pettigrew, if yopi ev^j mention 
that, I shall disown you j”  gasped the 
widow, turning white. “ Why must any 
one know that?”

“ Why not ?”  asked the young girl with 
direct candor. “ It won’t reflect any
thing on you because you followed your 
roomer when she acted suspiciously, and 
you thought maybe she had gone for 
good.”

“ I wouldn’t think that, when she had 
no hat and carried no bag with her,” 
sighed Mrs. Pettigrew.

“ Well, I can’t make out what you 
tracked out after her for, anyhow, 
auntie,”  said Molly.

As she set her trim plump foot on 
the starter of her car, Mrs. Pettigrew 
wondered miserably enough whether 
every one would be asking that. I f  only 
she had let the Delaneys go and had 
kept her mouth shut!

C H A P T E R  VI.
T H E  BE G IN N IN G  OF T H E M AZE.

T  WO hours later Mrs. Pettigrew and 
* Molly sat upon the steps of the 

Cooper house, while the coroner and his 
physician from Bernerville, a town of 
considerable size, some fifty miles dis-’ 
tant, and the .excited Constable Clade, 
whom Molly disliked, completed their 
investigation.

Mrs. Pettigrew had told the same 
story she had told Molly, and she was 
filled with satisfaction when she realized 
that she need not mention Captain Joel’s 
part in the matter at all. No matter if 
he had been false to her and had gone 
off to an empty house with a married 
woman; she would not involve him in 
this disgraceful and mysterious affair, 
if she could help i t !

Several men had been engaged for an. 
hour clearing away the debris from the 
lawns below, and Mrs. Pettigrew was 
watching them idly, when the coroner, 
a man of pleasing presence and keen 
eyes, came out to the porch.

“ This is a serious case, madam,”  he 
told the widow, his gaze resting in ap
preciation upon her florid charms. “ A  
case of undeniable murder. I must ask 
you to hold yourself in readiness, and 
you also, Miss Molly, for inquiries at 
any time.”

“ What do you mean, murder?” 
gasped Mrs. Pettigrew. “ Molly said 
she fell downstairs and hit her head 
against the table leg.”

“ So she doubtless did,”  nodded the 
coroner, whose name was Wilson. 
“ That is, she was thrown down the 
stairs after she was dead.”

“ But her head—that wound------”
stammered Molly. „

“ My dear young woman, we have 
found this,”  . said the coroner. “ Mrs. 
Delaney, whom your aunt has identified, 
was dead some fifteen minutes, or pos
sibly more, when her bbdy was flung 
down the stairs, and her head acci
dentally came into contact with that 
sharp edge of the table leg. Ten min
utes after death blood still flows freely, 
and the body is still warm. I f  you 
noted such things, you would have seen 
that there was very little blood about 
that horrible wound in the temple of 
the dead woman. Had that fall and 
blow killed her, there would have been 
a great quantity of blood upon herself, 
as she was lying in her white gown upon
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the floor. Therejs no doubt about that. 
The body was thrown downstairs by a 
second party, any time after the fifteen 
minutes which followed death.”

“ But what then, if such a terrible 
thing could be, killed her?” gasped 
Molly.

“ Mrs. Delaney was stabbed with a 
thing very much like a dagger, stabbed 
in the back and apparently bled to death 
internally. AIT we can say positively is 
that she was flung down the steps some
time after she was dead. . That presents 
the unusual element in the case.”  

“ Unusual element !”  cried Mrs. Petti
grew who had been listening with grow
ing horror. “ Don’t you think it unusual 
enough for one of my roomers to be 
found here in this empty house?” 

Coroner Wilson shrugged. “ You say 
there was no one with Mrs. Delaney 
when you followed her here, Mrs. Petti
grew ?” he glanced keenly at the widow.

“ No one at all,”  replied Iris Petti
grew firmly.

“ H ’m ! Well, it is very strange, very 
strange indeed, and will probably work 
up into a big case, though we never 
know. Depends upon who this dead 
woman is, and whether we can locate 
her husband or not.”

“ Can you determine what time the 
crime took place?”  asked Molly.

“ Oh, approximately—sometime about 
eleven or twelve o’clock last night. 
There are a number of other strange 
features about the case. The suit case 
is one. There seems to be no particular 
reason for the woman to have her suit 
case here in an empty, unused house, to 
which she had come with no hat on her 
head and nothing but a sweater.”

“ Find the Delaney man, and you will 
find her murderer,”  said Molly firmly. 
“ They used to quarrel horribly.”

“ It was the night of the church festi
val on the lawn down-there,”  mused the 
coroner, “ Hard to say who attended that, 
or who might have left the.crowds and 
entered the house. The fete being here

at the time may aid us and may not. 
You will be notified regarding the in
quest, madam.”

And the coroner with a bow entered 
the house and closed the door. Molly 

. looked after him with a smile. She had 
the beaded glove in her bosom, and she 
was quite sure the man and his as
sistants would find nothing in that empty 
house which she had missed.

“ Come on, auntie,”  said she and rose. 
“ They no longer want us here. Let us 
interview old Timmons regarding those 
keys on the way home. There will be 
excitement enough now in Brant Har
bor !”

Iris IPettigrew was glad to have her 
niece take the wheel, and she sank back 
in her corner of the little car, with a 
long breath. The statements of the 
coroner had left her dazed. The De
laney woman had been stabbed fifteen 
minutes or more before she was flung 
down those steep stairs! Who could be 
brute enough to do that? She could 
not picture Joel Snodgrass in either role.

When Molly stopped before the 
rather dilapidated cabin where Tom 
Timmons lived, she roused from her 
miserable reverie. Not sure whether she 
wished the investigation to go on or not, 
the widow Pettigrew was in a sorry pre
dicament. Surely she was a fool! 
Would she consider marrying a mur
derer after she had refused him and 
half the eligible men in Brant Harbor 
for some fifteen years?

Old Timmons, a shiftless individual 
of some sixty years, who had once been 
a sailor, came to the door and grinned 
genially at the two women. There was 
no one in Brant Harbor whom bid Tim
mons did not call by their first name.

“ Tom, I ’ve come’to ask you about the 
key to the Cooper house,”  began Molly 
in her brisk fashion. “ Did you only 
have one key?”

“ Only the one'you’ve got, yep,”  re
plied Timmons. “ Don’t want more than 
one. Why would I ? Coopers give it
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to me years ago when they promised, to 
pay me by the month for life for keep
ing an eye on the house.”

“ You never had a key to the back 
door then?”

“ Back door? Never in my life. What 
would I want with that, Molly?” Tim
mons opened his eyes very wide and 
Molly saw that he was telling the truth.

“ There is one, Timmons,”  she said, 
as she turned away. “ It is in the back 
door this minute. Mrs. Delaney who 
had auntie’s third floor front room is 
dead in the Cooper house. I couldn’t 
bring back your key because the coroner 
and Clade and the coroner’s physician 
are all up there now.”

Old Timmons took his pipe from Ids' 
sagging lips. “ What you mean, Molly?” 
he shouted. “ Somebody dead in the 
Cooper house?”

But Molly was driving swiftly away 
and did not turn to reply.

“ I ’ve got to find out who had the 
extra key to my house last night, 
Molly,”  said Mrs. Pettigrew, as they 
neared the village. “ The folks pass it 
around, you know. After I locked up 
and went after Mrs. Delaney, that De
laney man must have come back and got 
that suit case and took everything from 
the room. Then he went out to the 
Cooper house and killed her. We got 
to prove that. He got my key from one 
of the roomers, or else he had it him
self.”

“ There is one thing you haven’t told 
me, auntie, and it is a question you will 
be asked right off the bat at the in
quest,”  said Molly gravely. “ When you 
followed Mrs. Delaney in this car last 
night, she could not have been walking. 
How did she get to the Cooper place?”

Mrs. Pettigrew’s red lips fell open, 
and the color drained from her face. 
What could she say that would not in
volve that arch villain, Captain Joel?

Molly, knowing her aunt well, shook 
her head.

“ You’re keeping something back,

auntie. I knew it right away. This- is 
a serious thing, and we won’t hear the 
last of it for ages. I f  you don’t speak 
out you will get into all sorts of trouble. 
How did that woman get to the Cooper 
place last night?”

“ She—she walked, Molly,”  said Mrs. 
Pettigrew at last.

“ Walked! And you got your cat and 
drove after her! What made you take 
the car? You could not have known 
where she was going.”

“ That was -it,”  said Mrs. Pettigrew, 
regaining her courage. “ I didn’t know.”

“ Well, of course, I don’t believe you,”  
said Molly with along breath. “ But I 
know you well enough not to insist on 
getting the truth. Just you think it 
over, auntie, and you will find it best 
to speak out.”

It was not, after all, necessary for 
Iris Pettigrew to question her roomers 
regarding that key, for, while Molly was 
putting the car away, she entered her 
house by the rear door to avoid the little 
knot of curious people gathered before 
the house, and she was accosted immedi
ately by Mrs. Morrow, one of the year- 
round boarders and the widow of a sea 
captain.

“ Dear Iris,”  cried this nervous little 
person, twisting her hands, “ I am so 
upset! Right on top of this awful thing 
out at the Cooper house, I ’ve got to tell 
you that I lost the key to your door last 
night. I don’t know how! It did not 
really worry me until 1  heard of this 
terrible affair, and now I shall be afraid 
to go to bed with that key lying around 
loose somewhere! I ’ll have to get a new 
lock for the front door!”

Iris Pettigrew sat down weakly on a 
kitchen chair, her plump bosom rising 
and falling agitatedly.

“ Ann Morrow, where did you lose 
that key?” she demanded.

“ How should I know?”  cried Mrs. 
Morrow shrilly. “1 got it yesterday 
afternoon from Mr. 'Walton, who had it 
from the night before, and I thought
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Mary and ̂  Mrs. Fisk and Miss Brown 
could all come in with me from the 
festival. You never care who has that 
key. I f  I knew where I lost it I would 
have had it back long ago!”

“ I don’t suppose you have an idea?” 
murmured the widow. “ But then you 
never have.”

“ I.shall have another lock and key 
made at m y expense, of course,”  said 
Mrs. Morrow stiffly.

“ Why do you suppose I care about 
the key?”  cried Mrs. Pettigrew sharply. 
“ It is the part it has played in this ter
rible murder that worries me. While I 
was out last night for a short time, and 
the house was alone, that Delaney man 
returned here, got in the door with my 
key, the one you lost, and took away his 
wife’s suit case and whatever was in 
that room belonging to them.”

“ Her suit case!” Mrs. Morrow sat 
down opposite Mrs. Pettigrew, and Mal- 
viny paused in her pudding stirring to 
stare.

“ Then he took that suit case to the 
Cooper house and left it there—after he 
had killed his wife,”  finished Mrs. Petti
grew, taking a miserable pleasure in the 
shock she was giving her two listeners.

“ But where would he find that key, 
and what good did it do to take all their 
stuff to the Cooper house ?” gasped Mrs. 
Morrow.

" I  can answer the last,”  said Iris Pet
tigrew. , “ That old Timmons only opens 
the Cooper house about once in a year. 
You can figure why Delaney left his 
wife there dead and all her things with 
her.”

“ He hoped, the brute, to make a get
away long before the crime was dis
covered!” cried Mrs. Morrow. “ How 
terrible! But where could I have lost 
that key? So unlikely, Iris, that that 
man would find it.”

“ It is my opinion that he took it,”  
said Mrs. Pettigrew dryly and left the 
kitchen, going deliberately to the third- 
floor front, toward the windows of

which the groups in the street were 'gaz
ing.

Iris Pettigrew had more than the 
question of the key to settle in her be
wildered mind. Who had arranged the 
meeting between Mrs. Delaney and Cap- 
tein Joel? Where did Captain Joel get 
the key with which he had opened the 
back door of the Cooper house ?

She knew that it would only be a mat
ter of time before the authorities would 
take charge of that room, since the 
woman had been murdered so strangely 
and the man was a fugitive.

Once more Mrs. Pettigrew looked 
about it, seeking some clew to the! 
strange pair. She was quite sure that, 
no matter how deeply Captain Joel was 
involved, or how much he knew, De
laney himself had killed the woman who 
had made his life so unbearable, and 
that he had taken all their belongings to 
the empty house, hoping that the slip
shod habits of the caretaker would 
assist him in keeping his crime hidden 
until he had time to get away.

But how had Delaney known that his 
wife and Captain Joel were going to the 
Cooper house? Joel Snodgrass had a l 
ways been one of the steadiest and finest 
characters in Brant Harbor.

Iris Pettigrew touched her wet eyes 
with her tiny scented handkerchief, as 
she left the room at last. Now and then 
her disillusionment completely over
powered her indignation.

C H A P T E R  V II.
T H E  IN Q U EST.

rVURING the few days that elapsed 
^  between the discovery of the crime 
in the Cooper house and the inquest, 
Iris Pettigrew for the first time in her 
life developed nerves. She followed 
every new move in the mystery with 
feverish interest, and, as the hours piled 
up, it became apparent that Captain Joel 
was not going to come forward and tell 
what he knew.
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To Mrs. Pettigrew’s way of thinking 
that was no course for an innocent man. 
to adopt, and she swung between her 
belief in Delaney’s guilt and her suspi
cion of the man she had frequently re
fused to marry.

Joel Snodgrass had* not been to see 
her since the night of the festival, and 
her usual admirers were crowding about 
with questions. Not even to Molly 
would the widow confide her fears, and- 
she had made up her mind, before the 
inquest took place, that she would stick 
to her story regarding Mrs. Delaney 
walking to the Cooper house, no matter 
what any one thought of it. What 
would be the feelings of the man who 
had so basely deceived her when he 
heard her rise and swear to a lie for his 
sake? All was over between them, of 
course, but she would stand by*him!

Her house was overrun with re
porters, and groups of the curious stood 
constantly before it; its pretty old-fash
ioned front figured, for the first time in 
its sedate life, on the front pages of the 
press. A  determined search was being 
made for the Delaney man who had ap
parently vanished from the face of the 
globe.

When the aftetnoon of the inquest 
arrived, Mrs. Pettigrew took great care 
with’her appearance, wearing her most 
becoming gown and hat and making the 
best of every charm. She had read 
about juries who were swayed by a 
woman’s beauty, and she intended to 
make the best of hers, since she did not 
expect to tell the truth, despite the last 
advice Molly gave her.

“ Now, auntie, don’t try to keep any
thing back. I know you have discovered 
something you have not told me, and 
they will know it, too. You can’t fool a 
coroner and a jury.”

The day was balmy, and a crowd had 
gathered at the court-house steps, where 
the inquest was to be held. All sorts of 
rumors had been flitting about, but no 
one really knew how .matters stood.

The room was packed. Summer 
people and farmers from the country 
about, many who had driven in from 
towns a great distance away, sat close 
together, and the air was tense with the 
interest the mysterious case had aroused. 
It was common property (that there had 
been untiring attempts since the crime 
to trace the movements of Mr. and Mrs. 
Delaney before their arrival at Brant 
Harbor a week previous, but whether 
these efforts had been crowned with any 
success or not, was not known.

Iris Pettigrew and Molly, sitting near 
the coroner’s table, listened with eager 
interest to the testimony of the two 
physicians who swore that Mrs. De
laney had been dead fifteen minutes at 
the least, when her body was flung down 
the stairs.

Molly herself testified next, answer
ing the questions of the courteous cor
oner frankly and fully, but saying noth
ing about the beaded glove which she 
had hidden away in her room. Her 
aunt might have her secrets, but she, 
too, would keep her own council. Of 
what use to put these bloodhounds upon 
the trail of the dainty little lady who 
had worn that glove and felt her way 
so uncertainly along that narrow hall 
from the kitchen to the parlor? Let 
them* discover those things for them
selves.

Mrs. Pettigrew came next, and, to the 
surprise of Molly and herself, she got 
off very easily with her statement re
garding the manner in which Mrs. De
laney had gone to the Cooper house.

After all, it was not so far-fetched, 
for many walked there along the ocean 
drive, which cut back, after a time, into 
the wildly picturesque country. Captain 
Joel, Iris had seen at once, was seated 
among the crowd, not even a witness. 
And why, indeed, should any one regard 
him as such? Iris Pettigrew did not 
look at him again, after she had given 
her testimony; she dared not. What 
was he thinking, and what did he fancy
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that she was thinking? She felt the 
eyes of the room upon her, and she was 
conscious of the admiring gaze of the 
jury, even though Molly was .at her 
prettiest that afternoon.

Her roomers were all called next, and 
the affair of Mrs. Morrow dropping the 
key to the Pettigrew house was made 
much of, but no real information was 
gathered in that direction.

Tom Timmons followed the roomers', 
but he told merely what he had already 
admitted to Molly. So far as he knew 
he had only one key to the Cooper 
house, and that one he had given Molly 
Pettigrew upon the morning she and her 
aunt discovered the crime. He no 
longer heard direct from the Coopers, 
but his monthly check reached him from 
their lawyer in New York.

The next witness called was a young 
man who wore tramping, clothes, a white 
shirt open at his brown throat. He had 
a frank, likable face, and Molly was. 
instantly attracted toward him.

“ Your name?”  snapped the coroner.
“ Harrison Curtis.”
“ You have a camp near the Cooper 

house?”
“ Yes, about a half mile away, on the 

edge of Big Deer Creek.”
“ Tell us your story, Mr. Curtis. 

What did you hear upon the night of the 
crime in the Cooper house?”

“ My friend Sands, with whom I am 
camping, and myself had just got back 
from the festival, and we were turning 
in,”  began the yoiing man obligingly. 
“ It was a quarter after twelve, for I 
looked at my watch, when we heard 
two distinct screams from the direction 
of the Cooper place. We were nearer, 
as you know, to the house than we were 
to the front, where the festival had been 
going on, and, anyhow, by that time it 
was all about over, since the music 
stopped at half past eleven. . People 
were getting away rapidly when we 
left.”

“ You heard only the two screams?”

“ Yes, one right after the other.” 
“ What did you think they were ?”
“ I thought they were the screams of 

some woman in distress, and so did 
Sands. We both flung on our coat's and 
started running toward the Cooper 
place, but when we got there the last 
car was disappearing a good way off, 
and everything was quiet and deserted.” 

“ You heard nothing else?”
“ Not a sound, and we walked around 

the house ‘a bit, too. As everything 
seemed regular, we went back and got 
to bed.”
. "No light anywhere in the Cooper 
house ?”

“ No. I f  there had been we would 
have broken in, but, as it was, we could 
not be sure by the time we got there 
whether those screams had come from 
the Cooper place or not.”

The testimony of this young man and 
his friend Sands, which matched his 
exactly, sent a thrill of horror through 
the room.

It set Molly to wondering. How had 
those two young men, half a mile away, 
heard Mrs. Delaney screaming?

Iris Pettigrew stole a horrified look 
at Captain Joel, and she saw that he 
was leaning forward, with intense in
terest, his eyes on the coroner. What 
did he know about those two uncanny 
screams ?

“ Mrs. Burton,” said the coroner, and 
Iris Pettigrew sat suddenly erect and 
shot a glance at Molly.

Elvira Burton was the wife of the 
man who ran the Sunset House, and she 
was the busiest person in Brant Harbor, 
cordially disliked by every one. Every 
small town has its Elvira Burton.

“ Might know she would have to get 
into i t !” whispered Mrs. Pettigrew to 
Molly.
. The preliminaries over, Mrs. Burton, 
with evident glee, swung into her testi
mony.

“The Delaneys ate at my house, as 
most of the strangers in Brant Harbor
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do in the summer,”  she began, her sharp 
little eyes sparkling. “ I had an idea 
from the first that there was something 
queer about them. They certainly did 
fight a lot, in a subdued well-bred, kind 
of way. I got to keeping an eye on 
them, as we do around here with 
strangers.”

A  twitter ran about the room, in
stantly hushed by the coroner’s quick 
glance.

“ The night before the festival I saw 
the Delaney man burning some papers 
in the grate in the room that leads off 
the main sitting room,” resumed Mrs. 
Burton, with a glare at her neighbors. 
“ I went close and got a look, and I could 
have sworn it was some of my news
papers from the center table he was 
burning. It made me mad, for some
times I keep papers there a year old, 
jus*t to refer to things that have hap
pened, and lots of the summer people 
ask for old papers for some reason or 
other. I asked him what he was doing, 
and he said it was none of my business 
real sharp, and walked off. I made it 
my business then and there, for it was 
my house and my fire, and, I suspected, 
my papers. The most of the page he 
had tried to bum was gone, but I got 
the tongs quick and rescued a bit of it. 
I couldn’t make much of it, but after 
this thing happened I thought maybe it 
meant something. You can see where 
somebody has marked this with a blue 
pencil. I found out for sure that he had 
torn it off the front of one of my news
papers on the sitting-room table, maybe 
afraid some one would see it.”

Everybody craned their necks, and 
some stood up to see the charred scrap 
of paper which the thin little woman, 
with a glance of triumph about the 
room, handed the coroner. That gentle
man’s eyes narrowed, as he read it, and, 
lifting his head, he glanced about.

“ It will do no harm to read this bit 
aloud,”  he said to every one’s vast re
lief. “ In my opinion it has a direct

* bearing upon the case and possibly es
tablishes identity.”

The paper Mrs. Burton had rescued 
from the fire in her grate, read thus:

“ Cooper Heiress Elopes with Chauf
feur ! Ruth Mildred Cooper Runs
Away and is------ Family of Girl is—
Andrew D------”

Mrs. Pettigrew and Molly looked at 
each other with the same quick thought. 
Both had seen the initials “ R. D.”  on the 
end of that suit case in the Cooper house 
—the Cooper house! Ruth Cooper De
laney! Was that the solution?

The coroner had to rap several times 
before he restored quiet to the room.

“ Was Mr. Delaney’s first name An
drew, Mrs. Burton r”  asked a stout little 
juror nervously.

“ I do not know. He always signed 
‘A. Delaney’ on my book,”  replied the 
village gossip .and scored another tri
umph.

“ You did not see Mr. Delaney again ?” 
resumed the coroner.

“ No. sir. I can give you the date and 
the rest of this paper, if you want it."

“ Pray bring it to me at your first 
opportunity,”  said the coroner. “ The 
sooner we establish the identity of this 
man and woman the better.”

A  few more insignificant questions, 
and Mrs. Burton stepped proudly down, 
to be replaced by  ̂ pale young woman 
whom no one in town knew. As she 
sat down, the coroner reached under the 
table and held up the blue sweater Mrs. 
Delaney had worn.

“ Your name, please?”  he asked.
“ Hanna Moore, sir.”
“ You sell the knitted goods at Blank 

& Blank, New York?”
“ Yes, sir. I have been at that counter 

for ten years.”
“ Is this sweater one that you sold, or 

that was sold at your counter? Please 
be sure of your reply.”

The pale young woman took the 
sweater and examined it carefully, dur
ing a dead silence. The tag on the back
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of the neck had not been removed, and 
she glanced at it, as she returned the 
garment to the coroner.

“ I sold that sweater myself, sir,”  she 
said simply. “ I have an excellent 
memory. When your man came inquir
ing----- ”

The coroner lifted his hand. “ Just 
answer questions, please. To whom did 
you sell this sweater?”

“ To the woman I saw dead this morn
ing, the woman you showed me, sir,”  
said Miss Moore in a very low voice. 
“ It was a day in spring. She was so 
handsome that I  remember hej dis
tinctly. I wanted her to buy the orange 
instead of the blue, because she was so 
dark, but she would take the blue.”

“ Did she take the garment home with 
her?”

"No, sir. She had it sent.”
Iris Pettigrew clutched Molly’s arm 

with tense fingers. She was convinced 
that the dead woman was the daughter 
of the Cooper millions, but what had 
Captain Joel known of her, he who had 
no more knowledge of the Cooper fam
ily than she had ?

The excitement in the room was in
tense, as every one waited for the cor
oner’s next question.

“ To whom was this sweater sent, Miss 
Moore ?”

It came at last. “ To Mrs. Andrew 
Delaney, 600 West Burton Street,”  re
plied Miss Moore, and a buzz of conver
sation broke forth, hushed only after 
the coroner had several times requested 
silence.

“ The woman you saw this morning, 
then, Miss Moore, is the Mrs. Andrew 
Delaney to whom you sold this 
sweater?”  he went on.

“ I could swear that she is the same.”
“ Thank you. That ds all.”
Evidently the coroner himself felt the 

keen interest in the case that was hold
ing the room so tensely, for he wasted 
no time, but called his witnesses with 
as little delay as possible. As he did so,

Iris Pettigrew felt an immense admira
tion growing within her for the man and 
the deft way in which he was establish
ing the identity of the dead woman in 
the empty Cooper house. He was quite 
sure himself, she was convinced, that 
Mrs. Delaney was Ruth Cooper.

A  stout woman in a purple suit and 
big hat took the chair when Miss Moore 
stepped down. By this time every one 
in the room was conscio us of a wild 
eagerness to probe further into the 
maze. The woman in the gay suit de
clared that she was one Mrs. Dora Mar- 
cey, and that she kept a rooming house 
at 600 West Burton Street.

“ You can swear that the dead woman 
you looked at a few hours ago is the 
Mrs. Andrew Delaney who lived in your 
house with her husband for six 
months?” asked the coroner,

“ I can swear she is,”  nodded the big 
hat. “ I ’d know her anywhere. Didn’t 
I see her enough? And a high and 
mighty piece she was, too.”

“ You never heard her maiden name?” 
“ No, but her husband called her Ruth. 

I do know that. She was mysterious 
and close-mouthed enough, and they 
fought something awful. She was for
ever upbraiding him for something, and, 
though I listened at their door, I could 
never make out what it was.”

Here Molly pinched her aunt's arm, 
but Mrs, Pettigrew shook her off. She 
had even forgotten Captain Joel in her 
tense interest in the case. '

“ Did she never speak of her home, 
or give a hint of the place they had 
come from?”  asked the coroner.

“ Nope, not once. But she got an 
awful lot of mail from England, and 
one day she got a check, I know that 
because he asked her for it, and she 
was furious. I heard that through the 
door, but she always spoke low, so that 
I couldn’t understand her. Nobody in 
my house liked her, for she was that 
high and mighty,”
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“ By high and mighty do you- mean 
that Mrs. Delaney was a lady?” asked 
the coroner.

Mrs. Marcey tossed her beplumed 
head. " I  suppose you’d call her so. I 
thought her a disagreeable piece. It is 
no wonder to me he killed her, poor 
man.”

“ Confine yourself to the replies to 
my questions, please,”  snapped the cor
oner. “ They left your house definitely 
when they came to Maine?”

‘T il say it was definite,”  said Mrs. 
Marcey, with a wide smile. “ They just 
paid me one morning, sent out that black 
suit case, which was-zevery bit of lug
gage they had, and beat it. Just a bare 
good-by, and that was all. I don’t know 
another thing about them.”

“ You never saw the place in England 
from which those letters came marked 
on the envelopes?”

“ I never did.”
“ What was the date upon which the 

Delaneys left you?”
“ The twelfth of July. I am sure 

about that, for it was my birthday, and 
I ain’t so old that I can’t mention them 
any more.”

Mrs. Marcey was excused amid 
broad smiles, having definitely estab
lished the identity of the dead woman 
in the minds of all present. The news
paper Mrs. Burton possessed and the 
effort Delaney had made to destroy the 

•  account of the elopement of Ruth 
Cooper, both meant a good deal. The 
coroner called Mr. James Alvord.

As a tall,' white-haired, smooth- 
shaven man, breathing culture and aris
tocracy in every line of face and figure, 
took the witness chair, every one stared. 
Interest could grow no keener, and amid 
a dead silence the coroner began his 
questions.

“ Your name?”
“ James Falcon Alvord.”
“ You are the lawyer in charge of 

most of the American interests of the. 
Cooper family ?”

“ I am.”
“ You are the lawyer who sends 

Thomas Timmons his monthly check for 
keeping an eye upon the old Cooper 
house ?”

“ I am, yes.”
“ You are aware of the elopement last 

year of Ruth Mildred Cooper, the elope
ment with her chauffeur?”

“ Pardon me, I.am  not aware of any 
such occurrence.”

There was a stir in the room, and the 
coroner’s brows lifted.

“ You would know, if such a thing 
took place in the family?”

“ I am positive that I should, yes. I 
have known them all intimately for some 
twenty-five years.”

“ Who of the family is now at the 
Cooper place in Shropshire, England ?” 

“ Mr. Cooper, his brother, his son, and 
his daughter Ruth.”

“ Mrs. Cooper is dead?”
“ She died ten years ago.”
“ You know them all well, as you say?”  
“ Very well indeed,” replied the lawyef 

firmly.
“ You have seen Ruth Cooper lately?”  
“ I  saw her two years ago when I 

crossed to interview Mr. Cooper regard
ing some business matters.”

“ Y^u also saw the dead woman found 
in the empty Cooper house, this morn
ing?”

“ I did.”
“ Is that dead woman, this Ruth De

laney, by any chance Ruth Mildred 
Cooper ?”

“ She most certainly is not!”  said Mr. 
Alvord haughtily, with a lift of his 
white head. “The supposition that she 
is, is outrageous and absurd!”

C H A P T E R  V III .
CAPTAIN  JO E L  T E ST IFIE S .

T 'H E R E  was an instant sensation.
*  For a moment the coroner made 

no effort to quell it, and it occurred to 
several that he must have known in
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advance that Alvord had refused to 
identify the dead girl as Ruth Cooper.

“ This is most important, Mr. {Al
vord,” he said, when the room had 
grown quiet. “ You have listened to the 
evidence of the other witnesses. You 
can swear that the girl found dead in 
Ruth Cooper’s old home, on the night 
of the church festival, is not Ruth 
Cooper ?”

“ I can swear it, yes. Ruth Cooper 
is small and a blond. She has a doll- 
like beauty not easily forgotten. There 
is no possibility of mistaking her.”

Into Molly’s mind flashed the memory 
of the small beaded glove that lay at 
home in her bureau drawer. Who had, 
after all, been the other woman in the 
Cooper house that night?

It should not be hard for the authori
ties to ascertain whether Ruth Cooper 
was still in her Shropshire home in Eng
land, or whether she had, despite what 
the haughty family lawyer said, eloped 
with her chauffeur and come to Amer
ica. I f  what he said was true, of course 
the woman who had been with Delaney 
at the house of Mrs. Marcey, the woman 
who had been stabbed and flung down 
the stairs of the Cooper house, was not 
Ruth Cooper. Yet, that woman, had 
been, as the Marcey person testified, a 
lady, and a lady she was known to be 
to all Brant Harbor, There was no 
mistaking that. Molly felt her head 
spin.

“ You think it not necessary, then, to 
cable to the Cooper family regarding 
the death of this poor girl in their 
home?”  asked the coroner.

Mr. Alvord shrugged. “ I see no rea
son to notify the Cooper family of 
something that would only horrify them. 
The death of the girl in the Cooper 
house can only have been an accident, 
and I have looked at the deceased and 
sworn she is not one of the Cooper 
family.”

“ She must be buried then at the ex
pense of the State?”

The eyebrows of the haughty lawyer 
lifted slightly. “ Really, I cannot see 
what that is to me or any one else, if 
the unfortunate girl’s family cannot be 
discovered,”  he replied.

He left the chair then, and for a mo
ment every one relaxed, while stealthily 
Mrs. Pettigrew’s eyes stole to Captain 
Joel’s face.

During this conflicting testimony, did 
he know the real truth—did he know 
whether the woman he had taken into 
the back door of the Cooper house was 
Ruth Cooper, or some stranger? To 
the amazement of the widow she saw 
that Captain JStel was bending forward, 
gazing at the lawyer of the exclusive 
Cooper family, with a kind of fixed 
horror, touched with a dazed astonish
ment.

In her own mind the widow was con
vinced that the dead girl was Ruth 
Cooper, and that Joel Snodgrass knew 
it, but that the haughty Cooper family, 
furious at the step she had taken, was 
inclined to let her lie in the bed she had 
made. Joel, simple, straightforward 
Joel, who never had had a secret from 
her! Mrs. Pettigrew felt her throat 
swell. I f  she had accepted him on one 
of the numerous occasions, which would 
never come again, how much of this 
might have been prevented; nay, if only 
she had gone to the church festival when 
he asked her, two hours before he came 
back to get Mrs. Delaney! •

Everything in Mrs. Pettigrew’s mind 
pointed to the dead girl as 'Ruth Cooper, 
and she shared the indignation of the 
crowded room against the haughty law
yer. Being Ruth Cooper, too, the key 
to the back door of the old Cooper home 
might have been in her poscession. But 
how could that key have come into the 
possession of an entire stranger, like 
the Delaney woman, who would merely 
happen into the. old Cooper home, as 
Mr. James Alvord had hinted? Iris 
Pettigrew knew Mrs. Delaney had not 
“ happened” into the Cooper house. She
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had gone there deliberately with Captain 
Joel, of all people in the wide world!

But there was an unexpected stir in 
the room, and Iris Pettigrew sat erect, 
her face suddenly going so white that 
Molly gazed at her in alarm. Before 
the coroner could call another witness, 
if he had any more to call, Captain Joel 
Snodgrass had risen and elbowed his 
way to the front of the room. His 
honest face was red with anger, and he 
pointed a finger at Alvord.

“ Coroner, I have something to tell 
regarding this case,”  he said very loud 
and clear, and Iris Pettigrew laid her 
hand on her throat, where her new 
string of pearls lay. “ I f  that lawyer 
there says the dead woman found in the 
Cooper house ain’t Ruth Cooper, then 
he lies i He knows darn well she’s Ruth 
Cooper, and so do I know it! I took 
her to that house, myself, the night she 
was killed!”

Iris Pettigrew sank back in her chair, 
trembling, but with a singing triumph 
at her heart. .Joel would probably get 
into all sorts of trouble, but he was a. 
man—he had spoken! He would not 
let her lie for him!

Molly turned and met her aunt’s eyes. 
Her own danced.

“ Shame on you, Aunt Ir is !”  she whis
pered. “ So that was what you knew !”

Mrs. Pettigrew nodded, starry-eyed. 
When she deemed it no longer possible, 
the attractive widow was touching the 
gossamer wings of romance.

Captain Joel was put into the witness 
chair amid a eonfusion that it took the 
coroner some five minutes to quiet. 
Alvord sat regarding the captain im
personally, a suspicion of a smile on his 
lips. .

“ Tell us your story, Captain Joel,” 
said the coroner and sat back with a 
long breath.

Joel Snodgrass glanced, about a 'bit 
defiantly, but he did not look at Iris.

“ I didn’t know Mrs. Delaney when 
she first come here,”  he began at last.

“ I met her one night in front of the 
post office, and she asked me if I didn’t 
remember her. I said I didn’t, and she 
laughed and said-it would not be pos
sible, since she was only nine yairs old 
the last time she visited Brant Harbor. 
She remembered me because I took her 
down and showed her my launch. Then 
I knew her right off, and we walked out 
toward the old Cooper house, and she 
told me what she’d done to ostracize 
herself from her family—run off with 
her chauffeur, and was unhappy enough. 
She said she was going to leave De
laney, but he never let her get away 
because he thought some day she would 
come into a lot of money, when her 
family relented. We had a nice walk 
and talk, and she said she had a key to 
the back door of her old home, which 
she had always had, and would like to 
see inside it some day if I would go with 
her. Of course I promised to do that, 
for I was mighty sorry for her, and I 
promised, too, to keep her secret.”

“ You have merely her word that she 
was Ruth Cooper?”

“ Her word? No, sir. -She showed 
me pictures of her father and mother 
and brother, and I knew her folks well 
at one time,”  replied Captain Joel 
stoutly. “ She showed me letters from 
her.father, which she got when she was 
away the summer before, before she run 
off. She had' pictures of this very 
Cooper house taken in its prime, when 
she was a baby. Wouldn’t that be 
enough for you?”

“ Where are those letters and pictures 
now?” asked the coroner. “ Nothing 
of the sort was found in the suit case 
or the room the Delaneys occupied at 
Mrs. Pettigrew’s.”

“ Well, I don’t know what became of 
them,” said the captain wearily; “ I ’m 
just telling you what I know. When 
that lawyer there, acting for her family, 
disowns the poor girl after she’s dead, 
I reckon it’s time I spoke up, whether 
anybody believes me or not.”
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“ Go on,”  said Wilson briefly.
“ The morning of the church festival 

I was coming in from a trip up to the 
harbor, and I met Ruth walking brisk- 
like along the road. I stopped and gave 
her a lift, for I was driving my horse.”

Mrs. Pettigrew was conscious of a 
sense of amazement. When had Ruth 
Delaney got out of her house on that 
day of the festival?

She had come in, too, without her 
knowledge. A  sly piece the girl had 
been!

“ She asked me then if I would take 
her to her old home that night,”  resumed 
Captain Joel. “ She said she didn’t want 
any one to know it, and she was going 
to hide from Delaney and wait until he 
gave up looking for her, and then go 
back to England. She wanted to hide 
in her old home, and she had a key; she 
thought I would bring her some food 
for a day or so until Delaney had cleared 
out, Then she would leave, too, and be 
everlastingly grateful to me. Well, I 
tried to tell her to walk right out and 
leave him, but she said she had tried that 
before, and that she was afraid of him. 
I said I ’d settle with him, if she didn’t 
have anybody else to turn to, but she 
said she didn’t want to mix me up in 
her troubles. In the end I promised 
to get her the night of the festival, when 
the whole town was out on the lawn in 
front of her house, and take her in the 
back door, since she had the key. I ex
pected to take a lady friend to the festi
val, but at the last minute she turned 
me down, and I wandered around until 
it was time to call for Ruth.”

Mrs. Pettigrew did not glance at the 
captain when he mentioned the lady 
friend. Her cheeks were a real and 
lovely pink.

“ I can’t get the picture the captain is 
painting of her,”  whispered Molly in 
her ear. “ We know, and every one else 
has testified what a terror she is—or 
was.y

“ I got Mrs. Delaney and drove her

out to the Cooper house,”  went on Cap
tain Joel. “ Mrs. Pettigrew, if she really 
did follow her, followed my runabout 
and my horse, and she saw me let Ruth 
into the Cooper back door. I reckon 
Mrs. Pettigrew thought she would leave 
me out of it, when she said Ruth walked 
tfiere alone.”

Every one turned and looked at Iris 
Pettigrew, but the plump widow met 
their eyes serenely. She cared for noth
ing now, for the captain was proving 
himself & man.

“ I ’ll question Mrs. Pettigrew later,” 
said the coroner impatiently. “ What 
happened after you opened the back 
door for Mrs. Delaney?”

“ I had a flash light, and she had 
candles,”  replied Captain Joel. “ We 
went all over the house, and she kept 
remembering things that had happened. 
I didn’t want to leave her there, but she 
said she was happy and free for the 
first time in a year or more, and that 
she wasn’t afraid of a thing. I asked 
where Delaney was, and she said she 
had persuaded him to go to the dentist. 
I didn’t stay there long, only just long 
enough to make her comfortable on the 
sofa in the parlor, and to promise that 
I would bring her some food early the 
next morning, before anybody would be 
about. I was going to get her a ticket 
for Nyw York next day and drive her 
to Bernerville in the car which she and 
Delaney used to use every evening.

"It was all fixed when I left her, and 
the band was playing on the lawn below. 
She seemed happy and content, and she 
said she was going back to her folks. 
She locked the back door after me, and 
I went.”

“ What of the suit case?”  asked the 
coroner.

“ I didn’t see any suit case,”  replied 
the captain. “ I was to get it next day, 
somehow, from Mrs. Pettigrew. She 
had been afraid to take it for fear De
laney would see her and guess she was 
leaving him.”
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“ H ’m,”  said the coroner, staring ab
sently at the witness. I am afraid your 
kind heart has got you into a snarl, cap
tain. You say that Mrs. Delaney locked, 
that back door after you?”

“ She did. I tried it to make sure she 
was safe.”

“And the next morning the key was 
found in the outside of that kitchen 
door.”

“ I know that, but I ’m telling you all 
I can about it,”  said Captain Joel 
shortly. “ I could not get back to the 
Cooper place next morning as early as 

T had expected to, because I had some 
unexpected work to do, and, before I 
even got to the grocery store to buy 
some things to take out there, I heard 
what had happened. I was near frantic, 
but I thought I ’d keep out of it, since 
I couldn’t tell anything that would help. 
Then I sat here and heard that lawyer 
say the deceased wasn’t Ruth Cooper, 
and I couldn’t stand it. It is my opinion 
that Delaney tracked her and got in and 
killed her, but I ain’t going to hear it 
denied bv one who knows that that dead 
girl is Ruth Cooper!”

A  few' more unimportant questions,
. and the captain was dismissed, and Iris 

Pettigrew was called.
Mrs. Pettigrew, willing enough to talk 

then, told the true story of her experi
ence that night, dimpling, as she ad
mitted that she had deliberately tried to 
shield the captain.

Having straightened out that little 
affair, the weary coroner summoned the 
lawyer, James Alvord, again to the 
stand.

"Mr. Alvord, you have listened to 
Captain Snodgrass’ testimony?” asked 
Coroner Wilson.

“ I have,” replied Alvord courteously.
“ What have you to say?”
The lawyer glanced at Captain Joel, 

with a pale smile. “ I can Only repeat

Dp  my former assertion that the dead girl 
"  shown to me this morning as Mrs. De- 
C laney, found dead in the old Cooper

home, is not, and never was, nor- could 
be, by the wildest stretch of imagina
tion, Ruth Cooper!”

“ You stand by that then and permit 
the State to care for the disposal of the 
body?”  asked the coroner with his eyes 
narrowing slightly.

“ I most certainly do and will,”  re
plied Alvord with sudden spirit. “ The 
girl is nothing to the Cooper family.”

Captain Joel sprang to his feet, his 
face flaming with rage. He lifted his 
hand with a grand gesture that com
pelled attention.

“ Ruth Cooper shall never be laid away 
like that!”  he announced in clarion 
tones. “ Have the body sent to my house 
this very day! I will have services there, 
and, whoever they say this poor girl is, 
I will pay her funeral expenses! God 
will judge those who this hour are cast
ing her o ff!”

There was some further effort made 
to trace Delaney, the coroner calling 
Doctor Wils, the dentist, and the sta
tion master, .but neither had seen the 
Delaney man on the evening of the festi
val, and at last the only possible verdict 
was brought in, by a greatly stirred and 
bewildered jury, “ death at the hands of 
an unknown person or persons.”  All 
Brant Harbor settled down to wait with 
bated breath any further developments 
in the strange case.

C H A P T ER  IX.
RUTH  OR NOT R U T H ?

'"TH E funeral of the girl took place 
A that afternoon from Captain Joel’s 

pretty home at the edge of town, and, 
to the horror of. Mrs. Burton and a few 
like her, the body was laid in the Snod
grass vault.

“ That family of hers will get remorse
ful and take her back ft) Eng’land some 
day,”  the captain told Molly.

Coroner Wilson was still at the Sun
set House when, during the evening, 
Mr. James Alvord knocked at his door.
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“ I am sorry to disturb you,”  said the 
lawyer coldly, “ but I have just received 
some word from my clients in England 
that I think you should hear.”

“ From the Cooper family, you 
mean?” asked the coroner.

“ Yes. I have had a cable informing 
me that Ruth Cooper eloped with their 
chauffeur, a young American, a year 
ago. The message was in reply to one 
I sent them the moment I heard of this 
horrible affair. I cannot blame them 
for keeping it quiet, of course.”

“ Yet you gave the impression at the 
inquest that the Coopers knew nothing 
of this murder, and you made your state
ments before you had an answer to your 
cable ?” asked the coroner, regarding the 
gentleman before him with obvious dis
trust.

Mr. Alvord lifted his shoulders 
haughtily. “ What had this news to do 
with my statements ? I still say that the 
(Jead girl is not Ruth'Cooper. I merely 
came to tell you that the account which 
that little busybody found in the paper, 
which I see there in your hand, was 
probably correct.”

“ Does it not seem strange,”  asked the 
coroner dryly, “ that the Delaney man, 
whose wife Mrs. Marcey says received 
frequent word from England, and whose 
name is the same as that of the chauf
feur with whom Ruth Cooper eloped, 
should endeavor to burn the old news
paper which gave an account of that 
very elopement and might have set the 
tongues to wagging here? Very strange, 
wasn’t that?”

Mr. Alvord bowed. “ There is some 
peculiar connection,” ' he admitted. “ It 
is not mv business to ferret it out, or 
to catch the fugitive, Delaney. You 
think, with Captain Joel, that I am deny
ing the identity of the girl in the Snod
grass vault. That is not true. Of 
course you must judge me as you please, 
but I repeat that the dead girl buried 
to-day from the Snodgrass home is not 
Ruth Cooper. I f  you wish to find me

you have only to write or wire. I am 
leaving on the ten o’clock train.”

Coroner Wilson had no time to re
turn to the newspaper account which he 
had been reading in an old paper, for a 
copy of which half the housewives in 
Brant Harbor and neighboring towns 
were searching their cellars, when there 
was a knock at the door, and, at his 
slightly impatient bidding, Harrison 
Curtis, the young man who had camped 
on Deer Creek, came in.

“ I just dropped over to ask you some
thing, sir,”  Curtis said, as the coroner 
indicated a chair. “ It occurred to me 
at the inquest.”

“ Well, what is it?”
‘T thought there was too much done 

about establishing the identity of the 
girl and too little made of the one out
standing feature of the case.”

“ Yes?” The coroner frowned. He 
jilways disliked any interference. “ What 
feature was that?”

“ The matter of Mrs. Delaney being 
stabbed fifteen minutes or more before 
she was thrown downstairs, sir,” replied 
Curtis quietly. “ If we go at this thing 
from some other end than that of iden
tity, I think we’ll get on better.”

“ We?” Wilson lifted his shaggy 
brows in unfeigned astonishment.

Young Curtis grinned. “ I am a pri
vate detective, sir. Made fairly good, 
too. I am interested in the case, 
mightily interested.”

“ You’re going to,w ork on it for 
whom?” The coroner was amused.

“ Myself, entirely. I came down for 
a vacation, but I can’t resist this. I 
wasn’t quite fair with you, sir, at the 
inquest. You see, when my chum and 
I ran around that closed Cooper house, 
after we heard those screams, I came 

_upon this in the weeds of the garden, 
and, just to show that I am not afraid 
to put my cards on. the table, I ’ve 
brought it to you. There are no finger 
prints.”

As he spoke, to the coroner’s utter
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astonishment, Curtis- (aid on the table a 
small thin-bladed carving knife, with a 

,  silver handle, upon which was engraved 
plainly enough the two words: “ Sunset 
House.”  The blade of the small sharp 
knife was dull with a dark stain.

“ Good Heaven, you found this!”  
Coroner Wilson almost jumped.

“ I did. I was tempted to go in the 
house, but I would have had to break 
in, and I couldn’t just see that, when 
to all intents and purposes the screams 
had come from outside. So Sands and 
I beat around a long time all over the 
place, but we found nothing. Do you 
get what I do about my not breaking 
in? I could kick myself.”

“ Get what you do ?” repeated the cor
oner, staring at the knife.

“ Why, sure!”  said Curtis impatiently. 
“While we were looking around outside 
there, like a couple of boobs, the body 
hadn’t been thrown down the stairs 
yet!”

“ You mean you would have caught 
the murderer red-handed?”  asked the 
coroner slowly.

“ Nix,”  said Curtis disgustedly. “ It is 
my opinion the murderer had beat it 
instanter. We have no evidence that 
says the man or woman who did the 
stabbing threw her downstairs, have 
we ?”

“ You are arguing the presence of two 
criminals,”  said the coroner, endeavor
ing to recover his dignity in the presence 
of this astonishing young man.

“ I don’t know,”  frowned Curtis. 
“ Maybe not two criminals at all. I  can’t 
seem to get the hang of that throwing 
the dead body downstairs, can you?”

“ I cannot,”  admitted Wilson honestly. 
“ What sense would there be in it? Un
less some lunatic----- ”

“ Now you’re running off with it,” 
grinned Curtis. “ Lunatic nothing! 
There’s none around here. Depend 
upon it, if Alvord says he doesn’t know 
this girl, and everybody thinks Captain 
Joel didn’t know her either, somebody

did, and mighty darn well— well enough 
to kill her.”

“ She was a complete stranger in these 
parts so far as .any of us know,”  said 
the coroner stiffly.

“ She wasn’t a stranger to Delaney,” 
said Curtis. “ And if he got a chance 
to swipe that paper from the sharp-eyed 
Burton dame, I guess he could crib a 
knife. He seems to have been swift on 
that sort of thing. He got the key to 
the Pettigrew house from Mrs. Morrow 
so clever she thought she had lost it, 
and he came back and took his belong
ings and his wife’s out.”  • '

“ Then you think Delaney left the suit 
case in the Cooper house and killed his 
wife?”  asked the coroner slowly.

" I  say it’s mighty likely,”  nodded 
Curtis. “ Everybody saw the lady’s 
temper but Captain Joel, and him she 
sure ^ad hypnotized.”

“ Do you think the dead girl is Ruth 
Cooper ?” The coroner, lost in bewilder
ment, could not resist that.

“ I ’d be surprised to death if she was,”  
said Curtis grimly.

“ Why?”
"Oh, because I can’t get the idea of a 

girl like that running off with a man like 
Delaney. Saw the chap once. And— 
because—oh, for any number of rea
sons ! Still, you never can tell. I just 
came in to show you this and to say that 
I was going to snoop about a bit on my 
own.”

Wilson reached ©ut an eager hand for 
the carving knife. “ You’ll leave this 
with me?” he asked,

“ Yes. Make what you can of it. 
Maybe Mrs. Burton can say when she 
used it or missed it, or something. I 
thought you ought to have it.”

When Curtis left the hotel he stopped 
a moment or so on the street, looking 
about in the moonlight and listening to 
the sound of the surf. Two questions 
kept annoying him.

Had the crime really taken place at 
the time Sands and he had heard those
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screams? I f  one was to take the doc
tor’s words for it, it must have.

Why had the dead girl’s body been 
flung so ruthlessly down the stairs? 
Had it been an attempt to conceal the 
real cause of death from what the 
criminal possibly considered the “ rubes” 
in the vicinity ? But the wound was too 
apparent for that, the gash left by the 
carving knife, and why had the criminal 
waited so long?

Why not have thrown the girl down 
the stairs immediately after death? 
What had the person who stabbed her 
been doing in the intervening time ? It 
did not seem natural. Also, the knife 
that had apparently done the deed was 
.in the grass when he and Sands reached 
the place, and, according to the doctors' 
statements, the body was not flung down 
those stairs for some little time later. 
It had not taken them long to re’ach the 
Cooper house, for they had taken a short 
cut and jumped rails.

As he had told the coroner, this last 
was the unusual and the puzzling feature 
of the case. Knowing nothing of the 
little glove Molly had found, Curtis had 
come upon those uncertain finger marks 
along' the dust of the wall in the lower 
hall, when, with Clade trotting after 
him, he had gone over the house, just 
for curiosity, as he had told the suspi
cious constable.

Those finger marks, telling their story 
plainly, remained in Curtis’ mind. 
Grasping a chance to examine them, he 
came to the conclusion that they had 
been made by gloved fingers, for there 
was no mark of identification about 
them. The height of the trailing marks 
gave him the idea that a little woman 
had made them; if a man, then a very 
short man, but certainly not the tall, 
slim girl now buried in the Snodgrass 
vault under the name of Ruth Cooper. 
'On the face of it, the small woman had 
crept uncertainly along that lower hall, 
had done so in darkness, and had not 
apparently known the house!

“ And the question is,”  mused Curtis, 
as he tramped back to his camp, “ which 
girl was Ruth?”

C H A P T E R  X.
M OLLY AND CURTIS JO IN  FORCES.

M  E IT H E R  the local authorities nor 
Harrison Curtis appeared to be 

making any progress. The police had 
traced the Delaneys from a liner to the 
door of the Marcey house, and they 
were in communication with the authori
ties abroad; a detective with a fair repu
tation had arrived from Bernerville, and 
he was making every one’s life miser
able ; and the questioning of Mrs. Bur
ton regarding the carving knife resulted 
in no information and merely strength
ened the case against Delaney, for whom 
the search went on. Mrs. Burton said 
she had missed the knife, but more than 
that she could not say.

Although the case was given much 
publicity, Delaney was not found, nor 
did any friend or relative appear to 
claim the body of the girl in the Snod
grass vault.

Curtis had cabled the Cooper family 
for a description of Ruth Cooper, but 
he hoped for little from it. I f  the 
Coopers had given their orders to the 
lawyer, then his cable would be ignored. 
Still, if that were the case, it would 
point all the more strongly to the dead 
girl being Ruth Cooper.

Sands had gone back to towp, and 
Curtis had taken a room at the Sunset 
House, where he managed to avoid De
tective Rydal as much as possible. 
Rydal, having been apparently “ put 
wise” by the coroner, regarded Curtis 
with a touch of amusement that was not 
especially pleasant.

And Molly Pettigrew, with that dainty 
glove in her possession, was tormented 
day and. night by the desire to do some
thing definite in the mystery. From her 
aunt she expected little, for Mrs. Petti
grew shuddered whenever the case was
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mentioned and spent her days seeking 
an explanation for the behavior of Cap
tain Joel, who had not come to see her 
after her efforts on his behalf. As time 
went on, the town criticized the captain 
for burying the murdered girl in his 
family vault.

One hot afternoon Molly left her aunt 
asleep and took the car from the garage, 
driving out toward the Cooper place.

“ What would I have done, had I been 
the lady of the glove, after I found that 
key in the outside of-.the back door and 
had stolen in?” she asked herself. “ I 
may get some sort of inspiration if old 
Timmons will give me that key. Aunt 
Iris said he had them both.”

Timmons rose from a rocker in his 
garden, blinking when Molly drove up. 
He had been asleep in the shade of a 
tree, and it was hard to make him under
stand what she wished.

“ The key ? The back door key ? What 
can a young girl like you want to go 
into that old house for, out of the sun
shine of this afternoon?” he mumbled. 
“ I can let you have it, but I ’m not sup
posed to let anybody take it, Molly, you 
understand. I f  Clade or that coroner 
should find it out------”

“ Nonsense!” laughed Molly, taking 
the old key in her delicate fingers. “ You 
know they will not. I ’ll bring-it back 
to you, and no one will be the wiser.”

The Cooper house on that July after
noon, with its girdle of weeds, did not 
look especially sinister, although most 
of its windows were shuttered. Yet 
Molly, in her brave young strength, 
faltered a bit when she left her car in 
the lane and walked toward the back 
door. She knew more about the case 
than she had that morning when she 
discovered the body and the suit case in 
the closet in the upper hall, but she ex
pected to get no ideas out of a place 
that had been so thoroughly gone over.

She reached that famous back door, 
she looked at it with a little shiver, and 
inserted her key. According to Captain

Joel, that key was turned- on the inside 
of the door by Ruth Delaney, when he 
left her, but Molly had a notion that the 
lady of the gloves had found it on the 
outside when she arrived.

The door swung open, and before 
Molly was the square old kitchen andi 
then the narrow hall where those fingers 
had left their mark in the dust. Leav
ing the door open, for she could not 
bear to close it, the girl went slowly 
along that hall, acting the part of the 
woman whose faltering hand had guided 
her on the side wall. It had been dark, 
she must remember that, although Cap
tain Joel had said the Delaney woman 
had had a flash light and candles. Noth
ing of the sort had been found in the 
house with the dead girl. There were 
those who were beginning to suspect 
the story of Captain Joel, and Molly 
imagined that that was the reason why 
he had ceased to call at her Aunt Petti
grew’s. Nothing could make Molly 
doubt the honest captain. I f  he said 
the candles had been there, then they 
were; and if the Delaney woman had 
locked the door after him, then she had 
opened it later to some one else. That 
must have been it. But had she let in 
the lady of the gloves ? Molly felt that 
she had not, since in that case there 
would have been a light, or, if not, 
surely the Delaney woman’s guiding 
hand. The wall seemed to shriek at her 
that the woman who had worn the gloves 
had walked alone. ,

What had she stumbled upon ? 
Molly’s steps, following those fingers, 
were taking her directly to the foot of 
the staircase. Had the strange girl, 
creeping along, come suddenly upon the 
body at the foot of those steps? Had 
it been her wild screams that had 
startled those two young men in their 
camp not far off? I f  the windows had 
been shuttered and the doors closed, it 
was not possible for Curtis and Sands 
to have heard those' screams. But .there 
was no way to determine whether a
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window had been opened or not. Had 
the lady of the gloves gone upstairs? 
Had she stabbed Ruth Delaney with the. 
knife from the Sunset House? How 
could she have got possession of such a 
thing? No one like the woman who 
had worn those gloves had been at the 
Sunset House, Molly was sure of that. 
Had she,, coming upon the body, flung 
it down those stairs?

Molly could not believe that a woman 
small enough to wear the glove she had 
found could ever have accomplished 
such a thing. What, then, was her part 
there? Was she, and not the daad girl, 
Ruth Cooper ?

.Creeping up the stairs, Molly reached 
at last the top floor, where the crime 
must have taken place, though there had 
been found no traces of blood anywhere 
about. Not a sound was to be heard 
in the house, but out on the road a car 
passed with a shrill warning.

Molly felt cold, and she was badly 
frightened, but she had long wished to 
go over the old house at her leisure, and 
this was probably her only opportunity. 
As she stood in the upper hall in the 
warm silence, she tried to reconstruct 
the events of 'that night.

•Suppose that the lady of the gloves 
was Ruth Cooper, that she had stood, 
frozen with horror, at the foot of the 
stairs in the darkness, while the crime 
was committed above ? Suppose that 
the guilty Delaney had surprised her 
there, when he descended the stairs, 
candle or flash in hand; and, while they 
talked, Curtis and Sands had gone 
around the outside of the house in their 
search, finding the knife Delaney had 
flung from an upper window? Ruth 
Cooppr, really the man’s wife, had 
helped him at last to throw the body 
down the stairs, that the impression 
might be given that death had come in 
that way. No, Molly could not see that 
dainty little lady doing that, not the 
mysterious girl who had stripped from 
her hand in disgust that expensive glove,

when she found that it was stained with 
the dust of the old walls!

If the knife had not been thrown from 
a window, then the murderer, Delaney, 
who had traced his wife to the Cooper 
house and left all her things there with 
her, trusting that old Timmons would 
not open the place for months, had gone 
when Sands and Curtis had arrived. 
Curtis had said they tried the doors and 
found them locked. In that case the 
fleeing murderer left some one behind 
him who locked the back door from the 
inside and later departed, leaving the 
key in the^door!

The house was so empty and still. 
From the spot where she stood at the 
head of the stairs, Molly could see the 
great bare rooms, with an occasional 
piece of furniture,. like some dismal 
island in a vast sea of dreariness. If 
only there had been more in it to ex
amine, or to serve as clews! As this 
thought, occurred to her, Molly glanced 
down at the boards at her feet and saw, 
fallen between two of them, in a small 
crack, a round white object.

Removing a hairpin, she extracted 
from the crevice a tiny pearl. It ex
actly matched those worked into the pat
tern of the small glove in her posses
sion, so that it was plain to be seen that 
the lady of the gloves had, after all, 
come upstairs, as far, anyhow, as the 
top of the steep flight down which the 
body had been hurled!

Molly wrapped the tiny pearl in her 
handkerchief and started on a tour of 
the upper floor, walking a$ silently as 
possible; just why, she cfsd not know, 
and she experienced the desire to look 
frequently over her shoulder.

However she found nothing else of 
interest, and, pausing before a front 
window which had been left unshut
tered, she looked down on the smooth 
sweep of the lawns, where the festival 
had been held. And she had an idea. 
Would any of. the women who had had 
booths that night recall such a person
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as the little lady o! the gloves ? She her
self had danced almost all of the evening, 
but there was a chance that the church 
women who had sold fancy articles and 
candy might have noticed any one as 
beautifully gowned as the mysterious 
one must have been. It was quite pos
sible that she had attended the festival 
before she entered the empty Cooper 
house.

Something the coroner had said re
curred to her: “ It was the night of the 
church festival. Hard to say who at
tended that, or who might have left it 
and entered the house. The fete may 
aid us, and it may not.’’

Molly’s cheeks flushed. She would 
try out that idea. She knew every 
woman who had had charge of booths 
and tables that night. Certainly one of 
them must have noticed the little lady, 
if had she been there; for, though the 
church affair was largely attended by 
summer people from neighboring re
sorts, still the picture Molly had of the 
wearer of that glove must have lingered 
in some one’s memory, unless she was 
all wrong about i t ! However, it was 
worth trying. No one else seemed to 
be doing anything.

As she* came to this satisfactory con
clusion, a step on the floor below chilled 
the blood in Molly’s veins. She stood 
perfectly still, as the step came softly 
nearer, pausing at the front door, ap
proaching that fatal foot of the stairs, 
and when at last it began to ascend 
toward her, Molly was ready to faint, 
and she stood with a hand at her throat, 
staring at the top of the staircase, ex
pecting to encounter at any moment the 
gaunt face of the man Delaney, who was 
being hunted in every corner.

Instead, she met the astonished eyes 
of the young man in tramping clothes 
who had testified at the inquest, Curtis, 
whom Molly had instantly liked.

“ Oh, it is you!”  she gasped,* her heart 
racing. “ How terribly you frightened 
me!’’

Curtis grinned. “ You’re a relief, 
too,”  he told her. “You’re Miss Petti
grew, aren’t you ?”

“Yes.”
" I ’m Harrison Curtis. I ’m a bit of a 

detective. I ’m much interested in this 
case, and I ’ve been trying to sleuth 
about. I was mighty surprised just now 
to find the back door open.”

“ I coaxed the key out of Timmons,” 
said Molly. “You must not tell on him.” 

“ I couldn’t even buy it out of him,” 
grinned Curtis. “ I was thinking of 
breaking a window, but, when I  found 
that door open, I didn’t know what to 
think, and I entered cautiously. Spooky 
old place, isn’t it?”

“ I f  it would only give up its secret!” " 
cried Molly. “ The town is beginning 
to shake-its head at Captain Joel, and 
he is staying away from auntie because 
of it, and she is quite miserable, and our 
third-floor front is vacant, an unheard- 
of state of affairs for this season!” 

“ Let’s join forces!”  said Curtis, who 
was every minute becoming more con
scious of Molly’s beauty.

“ I ’ve kept something back, but if 
you’re experienced in this sort of thing, 
perhaps you can advise me,”  said the 
girl after a moment’s hesitancy, as she 
produced the tiny pearl which she had 
tied so carefully in her handkerchief.

C H A P T E R  XI.
A STEP FURTH ER.

V O U  have a fine idea there! By all 
1  means start making inquiries of the 

fete people regarding the little woman 
of the glove,”  Curtis told Molly, when 
they separated after returning the key 
to Timmons. “ You see, I knew she had 
been there, but what you have is plain 
evidence. I ’ll see what comes of this 
side of the affair, and then I ’m off to 
New York, to the place where the 
Coopers lived in the winter before they 
went abroad. I think we shall pick up 
the trail of the murdered girl some
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where in the vicinity of the Cooper 
family. No one has come forward to 
claim her, though I myself, outside the 
efforts of the police, have inserted 
enough personals to ruin a chap of 
moderate salary!”

“ You think the Alvord man knew 
her, even though she will not prove to 
be Ruth Cooper?” breathed Molly.

“ Well, I don’t know what to think 
about him, the haughty snob,” said Cur
tis, with a twist of his lip. “ Hardly 
seems as though a man could shed re
sponsibility like that. Anyhow, it is 
my opinion that Ruth Cooper was in 
that house that night, dead or alive, and 
we’ve got to get the identity of these 
two girls straightened out.”

As Molly drove about to the church 
women who had had booths and tables 
at the annual fete, she felt greatly 
cheered with the thought that the ex
tremely good-looking Curtis man was 
to help her in her efforts to unravel the 
mystery. The explanation was quite 
simple, of course, if they only had brains 
enough to grasp it !

The rest of the day was spent in try
ing to find some one who had noticed a 
young woman or an old woman of the 
description Molly had to offer, one made 
up purely from her own mind. But she 
carried about the little glove, and at last, 
when it was almost supper time, she sat 
down wearily in a rocker upon the porch 
of Mrs. Sapley, who had sold fudge and 
pinochi at the festival. Mrs. Sapley was 
a dressmaker and a woman of keen per
ception, who missed nothing in her 
vicinity. She recognized the glove in
stantly, and Molly sank back with a long 
trembling breath of relief. She really 
had hoped little from her attempt, al
though she had pursued it vigorously.

“ I remember a young woman who 
came with Bruce Brent,”  said Mrs. Sap
ley, turning the glove in her fat fingers. 
“ She was small and slim, and she wore 
a fawn-colored cape and a little close- 
fitting turban, a swell little thing, over

5 light hair. I noticed her because she 
was pretty as a picture, with big dark 
eyes, and her clothes were wonderful. 
Don’t know as I would have associated 
her with your little lady, Molly, except 
for this glove. It was on her, all right, 
at least the right one was, for she put 
out her little hand from the cape and 
took the candy the Brent fellow bought. 
She didn’t say a word, and he didn’t say 
anything to her that .1 heard, for there 
was a lot of confusion about us, but you 
can leave it to me to notice the strangers 
and their clothes. I took in the gloves 
most especially. Did you ever see the' 
like?”

“ I never did,” said Molly, trembling 
with eagerness. “ Oh, Mrs. Sapley, that 
girl was in the Cooper house at the time 
of the crime. That is where I found 
this glove! Try to think of something 
else to tell me about her! No one else 
can recall seeing her at all.”

“ I can’t think of another thing,”  Mrs. 
Sapley replied, shaking her head. 
“ Ain’t it enough that she was with Bruce 
Brent, the rich fellow who has that sum
mer place up at Barford ?”

“ Yes, of course!”  cried Molly and 
sprang up. “ I must tell Mr. Curtis at 
once. He will know what to do about 
that.”

When Molly reached home she found 
Iris Pettigrew walking about her room, 
alternately weeping and powdering her 
nose.

“ What on earth is wrong, auntie?” 
cried the girl, flushed with the progress 
she felt she was making.

“ Wrong?” Mrs. Pettigrew sank 
dawn in a rocker and surveyed her niece 
with hopeless eyes. “ Where have you 
been? It’s all over town that Wilson 
has had a cable from the Cooper family, 
with a description of their daughter, 
Ruth, in it.”

“ Yes. Well?”
“ Well  ̂ it don’t fit the girl that poor, 

big-hearted fool of a Joel has buried!” 
cried Mrs. Pettigrew, with her chin
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wabbling, as she endeavored to keep 
from crying again. “ The whole place 
is talking about it. They’ll arrest him 
next, the great big goose! She took 
him in fine. I hated the creature from 
the first. I can hear her ranting away 
at poor Delaney yet.”

“ Wait a minute, auntie!”  Molly 
spoke impatiently. “ What description 
did the Cooper family send?”

“ Something about little and fair,” 
sighed Mrs. Pettigrew. “ Anyhow, not 
a bit like that tall dark girl that we 
knew.”

Molly’s eyes brightened. “ Little and 
fa ir !”  she repeated musingly. “ But, 
auntie, if the Delaney woman is not 
Ruth Cooper, who on earth is she? No 
one has come forth to claim her, and 
she must belong to somebody. Has it 
occurred to any of these brilliant minds 
that this wholesale denial by the Coopers 
and their lawyer may be just to disown 
the girl? She probably disgraced them 
in their eyes. Remember the letters and 
pictures she showed Captain Joel. And 
the Marcey woman said she got lots of 
mail from England. I wouldn’t form 
any conclusion yet.”

“ They are almost hinting that Joel 
killed her and told this story to get out 
of it,”  cried Mrs. Pettigrew, carefully 
wiping her brows and lashes with her 
handkerchief. “ I ordered that Morrow 
woman out of the room just now. He 
doesn’t come near me any more, and 
that third-floor front is a flat loss to us, 
Molly.”

“ I shall never be satisfied until this 
thing is cleared up,”  said Molly, with a 
shake of her head. “ You got into it, 
auntie, through your' curiosity and 
jealousy, and now I ’ve just got to finish 
it. Mr. Curtis and I have gone in to
gether to discover what we can. You 
must not ask me anything until I am 
ready to tell you, but we’ll do our best 
to clear Captain Joel. No one has any. 
reason to suspect him of anything but 
a bi^ heart.”

C H A P T E R  X II.

CURTIS GOES TO BARFORD.

(T U R T IS , having received an en
lightening note from Molly, entered 

a booth at the drug store and called the 
Brent house. What was evidently the 
voice of the butler answered him.

“ Mr. Brent is not here, sir.”
“ When do you expect him? This is 

most important.”
“ I could not say, sir. He is dining 

out.”
From the drug store Curtis went back 

to the hotel, got his motor cycle, and 
started off on the four miles to Bar ford. 
He would go down there and wait for 
Brent. I f  he had skipped out, he could 
possibly get something from the serv
ants.

At times Curtis had a hunch that the 
dead girl was actually Ruth Cooper. 
The cable from England had reached 
his ears at once, as it was upon the lips 
of every one. There had been no reply 
to his own message, and he expected 
none. The Coopers were evidently a 
haughty, exclusive bunch, and had no 
intention of acknowledging the girl 
whom they considered had disgraced 
them.

It was not nine o’clock when Curtis 
turned into the gates of the pretty Brent 
home. A  dim light shone in the hall, 
and Curtis rang several times. The door 
was opened by the butler whom Curtis 
fancied had answered the telephone.

“ Mr. Brent in?” asked Curtis pleas
antly.

“ No, sir. Mr. Brent is dining out.”
“ What bad luck!” muttered Curtis 

staring out over the grounds. “ I must 
see him to-night. Mind if I come in 
and wait?”

' The butler regarded him with obvious 
distrust and did not give an inch.

“ I don’t know, sir,”  he said uncer
tainly, and Curtis laughed.

“ It is quite all right. I am Harrison 
Curtis from Brant Harbor, and I am
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investigating the Cooper house case. 
There are a few questions I must ask 
your master, that is all.”

“ O h! Well, in that case, perhaps, 
sir, it would be all right,” said the butler 
stepping aside. “ But Mr. Brent may be 
late.”

“ No matter,” said Curtis pleasantly. 
“ Give me something to read.”

Supplied with magazines, seated in a 
comfortable chair beneath a reading 
lamp, eyed now and then by the butler, 
who frequently passed the door, Curtis 
waited until eleven thirty, turning and 
twisting the mystery in his agile mind 
and wondering how Brent would meet 
his questions. At. eleven thirty the 
master of the house returned and went 
at once to the den, where Curtis flung 
down his book and rose to meet him.

Brent was a tall, thin man, in the late 
thirties, with a good-looking face that 
somehow had a touch of something in it, 
about the eyes or mouth, that Curtis did 
not like. It was elusive, and he did not 
decide until long afterward just what 
the something was, and then he knew 
that the man seldom looked directly at 
the person he chatted with, an annoying 
habit.

“ Sorry to have kept you waiting, Mr. 
—Curtis, I believe ?” He advanced with 
his hand out. “ What can I do for you?” 

Curtis sat down again, and. his host 
opened a drawer and pushed a box of 
cigars toward him.

“ I am afraid my errand is not exactly 
pleasant,”  began the young detective. 
“ There are a few questions I must ask 
you in connection with the Cooper case 
at Brant Harbor.”

“ The Cooper case?” Brent glanced 
at the other man for one fleeting second, 
his brows drawn together. “ What on 
earth do I know about that?”

“ Nothing, I dare say,”  smiled Curtis. 
“ I just came up to ascertain the name 
of the young lady who was your com
panion that evening at the church festi
val on the Cooper lawn.”

"Young lady?” Brent lifted his 
brows. “ Some one has made a mistake. 
I did not take a young lady to the festi
val that evening.”

“ You did not?” Curtis felt suspicion 
rise within him, and he put away his 
sense of disappointment. Brent was 
going to b.e difficult.

“ I did not. I went alone.”
“ Then who was the young woman 

for whom you bought the candy at Mrs. 
Sapley’s booth ?” pursued Curtis. 
“ Fudge and pinochi, a pound of each.” 

“ Mr. Curtis, I haven’t the faintest 
idea what you are getting at,”  said 
Brent, with what was evidently merely 
polite patience. “ I did not buy candy 
for any young woman the night of the 
fete. I was driving past the affair, and 
I stopped in and strolled about, that was 
all. I always attend, like every one else, 
for it is in a good cause. I bought, as 
I recall, some cigars and a pipe.”

“ And you were at no time in the com
pany of any young woman that eve
ning?” asked Curtis, recalling a passage 
in Molly’s note. “ Mrs. Sapley is right,” 
she had written. “ She has known Bruce 
Brent all his life, as most of our people 
here have. There is no chance of any 
mistake about this. She spoke to him.” 

“ I was not. I spoke to people I knew, 
of course, everywhere, but I did not buy 
anything for any girls. What was this 
person like for whom I am supposed to 
have purchased the candy?”

“ She was exquisitely pretty,”  replied 
Curtis dryly. “ Had big dark eyes and 
light hair and wore a close-fitting little 
fawn-colored turban, a fawn-colored 
cape, and very beautiful gloves, gaunt
lets with the flaring wrist embroidered 
in small pearls. She was quite small 
and doll-like. You know no such per
son, Mr. Brent?”

Brent shook his head slowly, but his 
eyes did not meet those of Curtis.

“ I do not, Mr. Curtis. There is a 
mistake somewhere. What about this 
girl?”
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“According to the story we have,’ ’ 
said Curtis, “ she went to Mrs. Sapley’s 
booth with you, where you bought the
candy I mentioned. Later------”

"Y es?” Brent’s eyes lifted for a 
flash. “ What did she do later?”

“ She entered the empty Cooper house, 
where the murder was committed, by 
the back door,”  went on Curtis quietly. 
“ She felt her way along the hall from 
kitchen to the front of the stairs, where 
the body was found the next day. What 
she did after that I do not know, but 
she stripped off the left glove, which 
was filled with dust from the old, dirty 
walls past which she had crept, and left 
it on a shelf in the hall. We have got 
to find that woman, Mr. Brent.”

“ Good Heaven, yotf think a lovely 
creature, such as you have described, 
committed the crime?”

“ We do not know as yet what to 
think, but I have my own opinion.”  

“ You certainly have me interested. 
What is it?”

“ That the girl we are speaking of is 
Ruth Cooper.”

That was not Curtis’ opinion at all. 
The action of the Cooper family in
clined him to think they were casting off 
their child; but there was a big chance 
the other way, too.

“ Ruth Cooper! But I thought Cap
tain Joel had offered certain proof with 
the aid of photos and papers and so on, 
that the girl he buried was Ruth 
Cooper!”

“ No one but the captain has seen those 
photos and papers and so on,”  said Cur
tis grimly. “ Delaney evidently took 
them with him, if they ever existed.”  

“ But why should either girl be the 
Cooper heiress?”

“ Man, use your wits!”  snapped Curtis 
impatiently. “ The girl eloped with a 
man named Andrew Delaney. The man 
at the Pettigrews was A. Delaney. His 
wife was Ruth. She received foreign 
mail. Captain Joel swears she proved to 
hi mi that she was Ruth Cooper. We get

a message from the Coopers describing, 
not the girl Captain Joel buried, but this 
little lady of the gloves, for whom Mrs. 
Sapley says you bought candy at the 
festival.- One or the other is the Cooper 
girl. I am not so interested in that end 
of it as I am in deciding to my own 
satisfaction why on earth that girl’s 
body was thrown down the stairs some 
half hour or so after she was dead.”

“M y man Dawes says you are a de
tective,”  said Brent, after a moment of 
silence.

“Yes, on my own— investigating for 
pure love of it. They’ve got a man 
down there, Rydal, his name is. I am 
helping out for the Pettigrews who want 
to clear Captain Joel of the mix-up he’s 
got himself into, blundering old fool.”

“ I  am sorrj I cannot help you,”  said 
Brent quietly. “ If there is anything else 
I  can do, please call on me. You have 
me greatly interested.”

Curtis repressed a sarcastic smile and 
a desire to rise and shake the truth out 
of Brent in some way. That the young 
man had accompanied that little lady of 
the gloves to the festival, he had no 
doubt.

“ What time did you leave the festival, 
Mr. Brent?” he asked, as he rose.

“ About eleven, I think. Somewhere 
around there.”

Curtis left after that, going back to 
his motor cycle, with rage in his heart. 
Alvord and Brent! Why did those two 
men lie ? Did Brent ,know more about 
the case than he wished to? Were his 
shifting eyes a habit with him, or was 
he really afraid while Curtis questioned 
him ?

That Mrs. Sapley’s story regarding 
the woman with Brent at the festival 
was true, he did not doubt. Brent, then, 

.must have some guilty reason for keep
ing silent. Before Curtis returned to 
Brant Harbor he visited the railway sta
tion, but the station master had seen no 
one who answered the description of 
the woman he sought.
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Brent, of course, had taken her from 
the Cooper place, and in one of his high- 
powered cars anything was possible. 
Deciding to keep an eye upon Bruce 
Brent, and, if necessary, to put Detec
tive Rydal on his trail, Curtis motored 
gloomily back to Brant Harbor.

C H A P T ER  XII'I.
M ISS SM IT H .

T  B E  next morning Curtis sought De- 
2 tective Rydal and laid the entire 

matter of the lady of the gloves before 
him, having the supreme satisfaction of 
noting that gentleman’s amazement and 
the new respect in which he immediately 
held the private detective.

“ I ’ll set some men on Brent,”  nodded 
Rydal. “ Have him trailed and his mail 
watched. Mighty good of you and Miss 
Pettigrew, Curtis. Appreciate it. Opens 
up an entirely new aspect of the case. 
Which girl do you, in your own mind, 
consider is Ruth Cooper?”

Curtis rose with a groan. “ Heavens 
and earth, man, how old is Ann?” he 
snapped. “ I f  any one asks me which 
is Ruth Cooper again I shall commit 
murder m yself!”

Having laid his story before Molly 
Pettigrew and said a lingering farewell 
to that blushing young woman, Curtis 
left for New York, where he intended 
to attempt to discover something of in
terest about the Coopers and their con
nections that might make room for the 
girl in the Snodgrass vault.

That day was destined to be an event
ful one, for the four o’clock train 
brought a new occupant for the famous 
third-floor front. Iris Pettigrew was 
reading on her cool porch, when the 
young woman walked up the path. The 
stranger carried a suit case, and she 
smiled slightly at Mrs. Pettigrew, as she 
sank on the top step with a long breath.

“ It is terribly hot, and there was no 
hack at the station!”

Iris Pettigrew nodded, her curious

eyes taking in the worn little blue suit, 
the pale young face, the big eyes, and 
the dark hair drawn smoothly back 
under a small nondescript hat. She did 
not look like good pay, but Mrs. Petti
grew was willing to take a chance.

“ It certainly is hot. Come up in the 
shade. Were you looking for a room?” 

“ Yes. I just came on the four o’clock 
train. I am after a position, and this 
part of the country was recommended 
by my doctor. I am not very strong.” 

“ You are here permanently then?” 
Tlje widow’s eyes lighted. Here was 
unexpected good luck.

“ Yes, if I can find a nice room and 
a position.”

“ I don’t know about the position, but 
the room is right here,” said the widow. 
“ Did some one direct you?”

“ Yes,”  nodded the girl with a faint, 
elusive smile. “ A  stout man in a blue 
suit and a polka-dot tie directed me. He 
had such a genial smile I couldn’t resist 
his advice."

“ That would be Captain Joel,”  said 
Iris Pettigrew, with a tremulous sigh. 
“ I have a nice third-floor front room, 
but you may not want it.”

“Why not?”
“ Oh, I guess you must have read 

about this murder case we’ve had here 
lately—the girl who was killed in the 
old empty Cooper house?”

“ Yes,”  said the young woman. “ I  did 
see something of the sort in the papers. 
What about it?”

“ I am Mrs. Pettigrew!”  said the 
widow, much as she might have said " I  
am the Queen of England!”  For she 
had gained some fame through the case, 
and she was proud of it. “ The De
laney girl was killed, you see, and she 
had my third-floor front, and it is the 
only room I have empty.”

“ But she wasn’t killed in there!”  said 
the stranger. “ If she had been I 
couldn’t consider it, but, as it is, could 
I see the room? My name is Beatrice 
Smith.”  ■
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Mrs. Pettigrew rose with alacrity. 
. She liked the sweet face of the girl and 
her quiet manner, and she needed her 
money.

“ Come right up,”  she nodded. “ Mal- 
viny will bring your suit case, if you 
decide to stay. The room is a lovely 
one, but I couldn’t put you in it without 
telling you.”

There was certainly nothing wrong 
with the famous third-floor front. Its 
windows were wide to the fresh lovely 
air that rushed through Brant Harbor, 
and its appearance was immaculate and 
most inviting.

Miss Smith entered and glanced about 
with a little smile of appreciation.

“ How delightful! I shall love it here. 
My line is stenography. Do you fancy 
I can find anything to do in this quaint 
town, Mrs. Pettigrew?”

“ I suppose so. I surely hope so,”  
smiled Iris Pettigrew, delighted with her 
good luck. “ You will have to eat at 
the Sunset House, and my terms are 
eight dollars a week for one in here.”  

Not many women, she decided, when 
she left the new lodger at last, would 
have cared to move into that third-floor 
front, with Delaney running at large, 
and the crime all unsolved! She cer
tainly was in luck.

. “A  queer thing, I call it,”  said Molly, 
when she heard the news. “ I myself 
shouldn’t want to sleep up there. And 
she didn’t ask you anything about the 
Cooper house affair? Humph!”

“ My goodness, Molly,”  said the 
widow with a little hysterical laugh, “ it 
wasn’t so long ago you were scolding 
me for imagining things about that 
third-floo'r front, and now here you are 
at it yourself, and about a plain, sweet
looking little mouse like Beatrice Smith, 
who came for her health, is dressed real 
shabby, and wants a job! I f  it hadn’t 
been for that grand old fool of a Joel, 
I wouldn’t have had a soul in that room, 
and she’s a permanent, too!”

“ Well, maybe I imagine things,”

sighed Molly, for her attempts at detec
tive work were not turning out as well 
as she had hoped, “ but it does seem 
unnatural.”

There was, however, during the days 
that followed, nothing strange or un
natural about Beatrice Smith. She 
came and went pleasantly enough, seem
ing to be rather a colorless personality 
and one who took little pride in her 
appearance, but every one liked her. At 
the Sunset House, where she ate with 
the other roomers, she was well spoken 
of, and Mrs. Pettigrew had no curiosity 
about the stranger whatever. Not so 
Molly, who experienced the same feel
ing the widow had had regarding the 
Delaney couple.

Everything Miss Smith did or said 
seemed suspicious to Molly, and even 
when she got a job in a real estate office 
and appeared to have settled down for 
the year at Mrs. Pettigrew’s, the girl 
still watched her.

Molly was desperately discontented 
those days, for sho felt that there was 
nothing being done about the mysteri
ous crime, which would be a blot upon 
Brant Harbor forever. And that name
less girl in the Snodgrass vault! It did 
not seem right.

Miss Smith, too, never discussed the 
murder which was on every one’s lips. 
She showed no apparent interest in it, 
though she occupied the room that had 
sheltered the mysterious couple.

No one in town spoke much about the 
quiet girl who had lately come to the 
Pettigrew house, and that says much 
for the mouselike' fashion in which she 
dressed and got about. Her clothes and 
her appearance were the most ordinary, 
and she was always the same. Even 
Brant Harbor and Mrs. Burton could 
find nothing to talk about in'that com
bination.

But Molly kept her strange, uncom
fortable feeling regarding the new occu
pant of the third-floor front. She felt 
herself that it was ridiculous, and her
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suspicions were probably centered upon 
the luckless Miss Smith because prog
ress in the case seemed to be halted, 
although Detective Rydal still went 
busily about town. It was possible, of 
course, that the Smith girl was exactly 
what she said she was, but in those days 
Molly suspected every one. The brief 
notes she had from Curtis seemed to 
report little progress, and she was im
patient.

Driving home from a call one evening, 
Molly came full upon a slight figure 
leaning against the bars which led to 
the lane of the Cooper house. She knew 
the prim little gray dress before the 
woman turned, and she saw that it was 
Miss Smith, Miss Smith who had never 
mentioned the Delaneys or the case!

But Beatrice Smith seemed mot at all 
embarrassed, as she approached Molly’s 
car.

“ I walked all the way out here,”  she 
said, with a little nod. “ I wanted to see 
this much talked-of house. Rather un
canny, isn’t it?”

“ It is,” said Molly briefly. “ May I 
take you home?”

“ Oh, no, thank you,”  smiled Miss 
Smith. “ I am not nearly through look
ing.”

“ Would you care to go over the house 
some day?”  asked Molly. “ I can get 
a key from Timmons, the caretaker.”

“ I should not care to go any nearer, 
I think,”  said the other slowly. “ The 
stqry is rather horrible, isn’t it ?”

“ It is very horrible,” replied Molly 
with emphasis. “ I f  it is not soon 
cleared up, and the man caught, or the 
truth brought out, I do not know what 
I shall do. It is making many people 
unhappy.”

“ What an unfortunate thing to hap
pen where it is so beautiful!” said Miss 
Smith and turned back to her position 
at the patched and broken bars.

Molly drove off, but the suspicion was 
stronger than ever. There was some
thing strange about the Smith girl, and

she was there for a purpose, but what 
could it be? Was she a detective some 
one had engaged? The Coopers, prob
ably ? Or had she a closer interest ? 
Her little figure leaning on those old 
bars in the twilight looked rather un
canny, anyhow.

C H A P T E R  X IV .
THE OTHER GLOVE.

JV iO LLY  said nothing to her aunt re
garding that encounter with Miss 

Smith at the rear entrance to the Cooper 
house. Instead, she determined to spy 
upon the strange girl herself and learn 
what she could about her presence in 
Brant Harbor. I f  there was nothing 
to learn, it could harm no one; but Iris 
Pettigrew would kill her, if she fright
ened a permanent out of that third-floor 
front! It was foreign to pretty Molly’s 
nature to peer into the affairs of an
other, but in this case she determined to 
put aside all scruples until she found to 
her own satisfaction whether there was 
any reason, connected with the Delaney 
mystery, for Beatrice Smith to be in 
Brant Harbor.

Leaving Mary Wallace’s room one 
night, Molly heard the strange girl mov
ing about in the third-floor front, and, 
without permitting her manners to get 
the better of her, she stooped swiftly to 
the keyhole, a deed she had frequently 
chidded her aunt for committing.*’ Al
though there was a crack of light along 
the bottom of the door, the keyhole was 
dark! Beatrice Smith had hung some
thing over i t !

Molly went on downstairs with her 
sweet mouth set primly. She had been 
right. There was some sort of mystery 
about Beatrice Smith. Her quiet man
ner was just a pose. Who or what 
could she be, and why guard against 
some one peering through her keyhole?

When Miss Smith went to work the 
next morning, Molly, without a word 
to any one, ascended to her room, the



T9Tragic Transients

door of which was always left unlocked 
when its occupant was out, and shame
lessly entered. At first glance there was 
nothing to rouse curiosity or suspicion, 
but Molly did not trust to first glances 
any more. She went about the room 
carefully, peering everywhere for some 
clew to the stranger’s identity. At the 
bureau she got a shock, and the dis
covery she made proved that Molly’s de
tective powers were developing. In the 
ivory comb she found two long blond 
hairs!

Since the hair of Beatrice Smith was 
straight and very dark and brought 
down primly over ears that no one had 
ever glimpsed, and those two hairs were 
full of the glint of gold and curled be- 
witchingly, the find was enough to make 
Molly pause with a thrill of delight.

Miss Beatrice Smith wore a w ig! 
Was that ̂  why the keyhole was dark
ened ? Unable to bear the drab disguise 
of the day any longer, did she throw it 
off in the hours when she kept her 
room, after her return from the Sunset 
House, and emerge as—what ? Whom ? 
Was she the little golden-haired lady of 
the gloves?

That was hard for even the suspicious 
Molly to believe. Yet there was the evi
dence right before her. From whose 
head had come those two curling, glint
ing golden hairs?

Molly removed them, looked all about 
for more, found none, and laid them 
carefully in her handkerchief. She felt 
she was getting quite a collection. .She 
hesitated before bureau drawers and 
the suit case set far back in the closet. 
Could she bring herself to look into 
these things ?' Then she jremembered 
another suit case in the closet of the 
Cooper house, and she turned the key 
in the lock of the Smith girl’s door 
and set to work, taking out every ar
ticle carefully. In the bottom of the 
suit case she came upon something that 
brought a quick cry from her lips and 
sent the color from her cheeks.

Beneath a heap of plain, white un
derclothing, wrapped in a filmy veil, 
lay the mate of the dainty beaded glove 
that had been left, soiled with- dust 
from the old walls, on that shelf in 
the Cooper house 1 There was no mis
take about it; it was the glove from 
the right hand, but the finger tips were 
not soiled, and the glove had appar
ently not been worn much. Holding it 
in trembling fingers, Molly recalled the 
small delicate hands of Beatrice Smith. 
She could not hide her hands!

Could that drab, dull, uninteresting 
Miss Smith be the lovely little lady 
whom the fastidious Brent had taken 
to the festival, the girl Mrs. Sapley had 
described? How could it be? Yet why 
was she here? How could she bear to 
go near that Cooper house? What was 
her purpose in coming to that very 
room, in such disguise that none would 
guess her identity, even if the presence 
of such a woman at the scene of the 
crime had been generally known ?

What was she to do to make her 
speak? That Miss Smith was Ruth 
Cooper, Molly did not doubt. I f  it 
was true, what of Captain Joel who 
had buried the wrong girl in his family 
vault? Miss Smith knew the truth of 
that terrible night of the festival. How 
could she be made to tell it?

As.she laid the glove carefully back 
in the suit case and glanced around to 
make sure that everything was as it 
had been, a plan was forming in her 
fertile brain. She had turned to the door, 
when her aunt’s shrill, excited voice 
floated up to her.

“ ’Molly! Molly, where are you? 
That Rydal man has found Delaney! 
They’ve got him down at the ja i l !”

C H A PTER  XV.
DELANEY SPEAKS.

\ 17H EN  Rydal and two of his men 
captured him, hunted him down 

like an animal, in the woods beyond 
the Cooper place. Andrew Delaney had
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been a shivering, half-starved wreck. 
While the police had thrown out their 
dragnet over _ the country, touching on 
stations and ports, leaving no stone un
turned, Delaney had all the time been 
not far fram Brant Harbor, afraid to 
come out of cover, living on what he 
could steal at night, starving and panic- 
stricken. When he was taken, he car
ried a paper parcel which held his cloth
ing and the letters and pictures Mrs. 
Delaney had shown Captain Joel, and 
he seemed not sorry to enter the jail 
and have a wash and a meal. Rydal, 
Wilson, and Constable Clade waited 
until th is' food was consumed before 
they invacfed the cell and demanded the 
man’s story.

All Brant Harbor was roused by the 
capture, and the street outside the jail 
was jammed with people waiting to get 
the details of what they were sure 
would be a confession. For there was 
no doubt in any mind that Delaney was 
the criminal.

“ We’re waiting for your confession, 
Delaney,”  said Rydal, and the man 
looked up with a shrug.

“ What’s the use? You won’t believe 
it,”  he replied. “ You know that every
thing is against me.”

“ Go on,”  said Wilson curtly.
“ I was pretty crazy about Ruth,”  be

gan Delaney sullenly, “ until she played 
a trick on me, and I found Her out. 
She jawed at me a lot. but I didn’t 
mind that. I was afraid she was get- 
ing ready to leave me, and I watched 
her every minute. No use telling you 
more than I have to. We had had an 
awful row just before the festival, and 
I had decided that if Ruth left me I 
would kill her. I was not myself—I 
was crazy. She had played me a low- 
down trick. No use saying what. 
Well, I went to the dentist to have my 
tooth out, but when I got to the porch 
I made up my mind I better not have 
my eye off Ruth so long as that, and 
I wandered up and down in the

shadows across from the Pettigrew 
house, and I watched it. I had the key 
I had swiped from ■ the purse of the 
Morrow woman, though I didn’t lcnow 
when I took it what I might use it for.

“ Pretty soon I saw Captain Joel come 
for Ruth, and Mrs. Pettigrew follow 
them in her car. I followed, too, but 
I ran through fields and hid behind 
hedges and took short cuts. I knew 
the country pretty well by then. I 
was sure Ruth was leaving me, and 
that Captain Joel was helping her. I 
was fighting mad. I saw them go into 
the Cooper house, and I thought I un
derstood. Ruth meant to hide there 
and grab a chance to fade out of my 
life. It was like her, after that other 
thing she’d done. I didn’t hang around 
the Cooper house. I knew what to do. 
I went back to Pettigrew’s, and I 
traveled some, across fields, too, be
cause the widow was going home by 
the road, heartbroken, I guess, because 
her captain had gone out with Ruth.

“ I went in the house with the key 
I had and packed all Ruth’s things into 
the suit case, wrapped mine in paper, 
and beat it, locking the door and chas
ing across the street, while the widow 
was at the garage. I got back to the 
Cooper place, and the festival was about 
drawing to a close'on the lawns below, 
while the house was dark as it could 
be. I1 tried the doors, but they were 
locked, and I decided to wait until the 
folks had gone from the party, and 
there was nobody around. ' Ruth wasn’t 
going to m&ke a fool of me like that, 
not after what she had done! I ’d kill 
her, or bring her back, and that old 
fool of a captain needn’t think he was 
going to butt in and help separate man 
and wife.

“ I hid out in the trees, the suit case 
and the paper bundle beside me, and 
it seemed like a long wait until every
body had gone from that fete. Just' 
as the last of them was about to vanish, 
I heard two awful screams from inside
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the house. I guess a window must have 
been up, though there wasn’t any up 
when I got in. I just sat there, scared 
for a minute, and then I got up and 
ran for the house. There was nobody 
around but me, but I hadn’t been try
ing the doors long, figuring on how to 
get in, when I heard some people com
ing through the woods and across the 
fields. I faded away then, and I 
watched Curtis and Sands hunting 
around there for some time, and I didn’t 
move until they got away. It took me 
a little while to try the windows and 
doors, and now I ’ve got to tell you a 
queer thing.”

Delaney paused and regarded the 
men before him with weary eyes. He 
seemed to have no hope that they be
lieved him.

“ All the time I had trotted around 
that house, before those two fellows 
came, and when I had tried to get in 
right after they went, that back door, 
was locked tight. But after I returned 
for the second time from the front of 
the house, thinking I would break in 
a back window, that back door had a 
key sticking in the outside of it, and 
it wasn’t locked! I can tell you, I was 
pretty anxious to get in, but that kind 
of gave me the creeps. Somebody had 
come out of there while I was at the 
front of the place.

“ I got myself together, and when I 
remembered Ruth and the stunt she had 
tried with me. I was mad all over. I 
opened the door and went in, and the 
darkness was smothering and pretty hot, 
for that old house had been shut up a 
good while. I had a small pocket flash, 
just a little one, so I went over the 
lower floor and found nothing; no win
dow up, even. At the top of the stairs 
I found Ruth, stabbed, as you know. 
She was lying right across the top step, 
as if she might have been running from 
somebody.

“ I can’t account for what I did then. 
All of a sudden I was furiously mad.

Once more she had made mock of me! 
Some one had killed her, and it hadn’t 
been me! I had had no chance to tell 
her what I thought of her. I had been 
balked, after I had had the biggest 
fraud put over on me a man could 
have!' She had come to that empty 
house to meet a lover. I went crazy. 
I picked up her body and flung it head
long down the stairs before I came to 
my senses. I realized what I had done 
then, and that I shouldn’t have touched 
her. I set her suit case in the closet at th* 
top of the stairs and went all over 
the upper floor. There was no window 
up, but the air had been freshened, and 
I knew there had been one up when 
Ruth was. killed, else I could never have 
heard her scream, nor those two fellows 
couldn’t have heard her,. either.

“ I hoped old Timmons wouldn’t open 
the house for months, like they said he 
didn’t sometimes, and I didn’t much 
care if Captain Joel did get into trouble. 
I went out that kitchen door, locked 
it behind me, and left the key where 
it was, because I forgot it. No other 
reason on earth. When I remembered 
it I didn’t dare go back.

“ That’s all. I had some money, but 
I  was afraid to show myself anywhere. 
I ’ve been living on what I - could steal 
ever since, for I didn’t dare even beg, 
let alone approach a store. I heard 
what a hunt was on for me, and I ’m 
glad it’s over. But I didn’t kill Ruth.”

“ Was your wife Ruth Cooper?” 
asked the coroner, as Rydal finished 
taking down the man’s story.

Delaney looked up and sneered. 
“ Find out. I been laughing at'you fel
lows for days,”  he shrugged. “ Is she 
Ruth or not Ruth? She was my wife 
all right, and she wasn’t square with 
me, but I didn’t kill her.”

“ How wasn’t she square with you?” 
asked Rydal.

“ Find that out, too,” said Delaney. 
“ I ’ve said all I have to say.”

“ Well, the country about here hasn’t,”
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said Clade. “ It will be a plumb miracle 
if you ain't lynched before another 
day.”

Even this roused no alarm in the 
breast of the weary prisoner, for he 
turned his head aside and closed his 
eyes. “ You’ll not get any more out of 
me,”  he growled. “ Can’t you let me 
sleep? I haven’t seen a bed for days.”

Rydal nodded at the other two men. 
“ Go out, and I ’ll deal with him,”  he 
said. “ I ’ll torment him until he begs 
for mercy.”

The coroner turned at the' door and • 
met Rydal’s eyes, with a worried ex
pression.

“ Queer thing,”  he said, shaking’ his 
head, “ but I believe his story, Rydal.
I don’t think we’ve got our man.”

“ I don’t know,”  said Clade. “ He’s 
had a long time to think up his yarn, 
but that about the back-door key 
sounded straight.”

C H A P T E R  X V I.
CURTIS RETURNS.

\ I / H E N  Miss Smith returned to the 
Pettigrew house late that after

noon, she passed groups of men and 
women who were discussing every
where Delaney’s confession, and her 
cheeks were flushed with excitement, 
as she entered the cool hall and swept 
her wide,, black hat from her head. 
Molly’s voice called to her immediately.

“ Miss Smith! Is that you? Won’t 
you come in a minute?”

Hesitating with a slight frown, Bea
trice Smith entered the parlor slowly 
and paused in the door.

“ Have you heard anything new about 
the Delaney man?” asked pretty Molly 
eagerly; and then: “ Oh, I beg your
pardon, this is my, friend, iMrs.'Sapley, 
Miss Smith.”

Mrs. Sapley did not merely bow, she 
rose and went very close to Miss Smith 
and took her hand, looking keenly down 
into the girl’s face.

“Glad to meet you, Miss Smith," she 
said to that slightly astonished little 
lady. “ This is a terrible thing, this 
murder, don’t you think ?”

Beatrice Smith, gazing at Mrs. Sap- 
ley’s round face, grew suddenly very 
red and snatched her hand away. 
Molly, watching her, felt more certain 
than ever. Was that fear in the Smith 
girl’s eyes? Whether Mrs. Sapley 
recognized her or not, did she know 
Mrs. Sapley? Did she suspect Molly’s 
innocent little trap?

“ Indeed it is,”  said Beatrice Smith 
coldly and turned to the door. “ They 
say they are putting the man through 
a third degree, and that he is worn out 
for lack of sleep and food. I hope 
they get at the truth of it and hang 
the wretch who killed her!”

Molly, as Miss Smith departed, sat 
gazing at Mrs. Sapley, with amazement. 
The last vehement words of the color
less little lady still rang in the room. 
There was intense feeling and wild de
sire for revenge in them, and the girl 
had never, save for that evening Molly 
had found her at the lane of the Cooper 
house, shown the slightest interest in 
the case!

“ Well?” breathed Molly.
Mrs. Sapley shook her head. “ My 

dear, I couldn’t say. .She is the size 
of the girl who was with Brent, and 
her eyes are big and dark. But she 
is dressed so plainly, and her hair is
dark, though you say------ Dear me, I
wish I could be definite about it, for 
your sake, dear!”

“ That is all right, I am sure,”  said 
[Molly doggedly. “ Her appearance and 
her manner are both false, and her posi
tion here is false, too. I f  I could only 
think of a way to make her talk!”

But that was not to be left to Molly. 
Other forces were at work, and while 
Mrs. Sapley and the two Pettigrew 
women sat alone at their supper, the 
roomers being at the Sunset House, 
Harrison Curtis walked in. with a short
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stocky man, whom he introduced as Ed
ward Binns.

“ Don’t give me credit for this Mol
ly,”  grinned Curtis, as he met the curi
ous gaze of his lady’s eyes; “ this man 
used to be the gardener on the estate 
of the Coopers at Long Island fifteen 
years or so ago. He found me; I hadn’t 
the luck to find him.”

“ I ’ve been West,” said the man, who 
was a' pleasant-looking person, with 
black hair touched at the sides of a 
broad forehead with gray. “.I just got 
back a few days ago. I heard of this 
terrible thing down here, and, though 
I haven’t been with the Cooper family 
for fifteen years or more, I saw Miss 
Ruth once while she was visiting friends 
in New York, and I should know her 
anywhere. It was only five years ago.”  

Iris Pettigrew rose with a little hys
terical cry.

“ Molly, this man can clear Captain 
Joel in the eyes of this fool town!” she 
cried. “ That .Alvord lawyer couldn’t 
be trusted a foot away, but the word 
of a person like this, who is not so 
much interested—>— My, I feel like 
a weight had been lifted from me!” 

“ But maybe the girl whom Snod
grass buried is not Ruth Cooper,”  said 
Curtis dryly. “ We will have to wait 
until we can get the pictures they took 
of her, and get Captain Joel and Rydal 
together. They told me on. the way up 
here that Rydal was still pumping De
laney, and that the man is stubborn, 
though he is about dead for sleep.”

“ It was fortunate I heard that you 
were looking for some one like me,” 
said Binns to Curtis with a smile. “ I 
would have come, but I might not have 
come so fast.”

“ Oh, do tell u s !” cried Molly, bend
ing forward eagerly. “ Was Ruth 
Cooper small and fair and pretty, or 
was she tall and dark and handsome?” 

Binns looked admiringly at the ear
nest, lovely face of the girl.

“ One of those descriptions fits her

exactly,” he replied, “ but I ’d rather not 
say anything until I see the pictures and 
have people of authority here. I can 
positively identify. the young lady—no 
fear of that!”

“ We have some very excellent pic
tures,”  said Curtis, as he rose. “ Wait 
here, and I ’ll get the coroner, if I can, 
and Captain Joel. That man certainly 
deserves to hear this.”

Mrs. Pettigrew went with the two 
men into the parlor, but Mrs. Sapley 
grasped Molly’s arm, as she was about 
to follow.

“ There is something queer here, mark 
my word,”  she nodded.

“ Didn’t that man say he had just 
come from the West?”

“ Yes,”  said Molly, “ just a few days 
ago.

“ Did you happen to notice that little 
silk flag in his coat lapel ?” asked Mrs. 
Sapley, her lips set primly.

“ Why, yes, I think I did.”
“ Well,”  the stout dressmaker drew 

herself up with an air of triumph, “ I 
made that flag myself.”

“ What!”  Molly opened her lovely 
eyes very wide.

“ Yes, I made dozens of them, and I 
designed them all, my own idea, with 
silk French knots where the stars come. 
I ’d know one of them flags if I met it 
in China! All of them were sold at 
the festival, and that man was there!” 

“ Oh, Mrs. Sapley, are you sure?”  
cried Molly feeling, faint suddenly. 
“ What could that mean ? Who sold 
those little flags ?”

“ Tut,”  smiled Mrs. Sapley, ‘hio hope 
there, child. All the boys and girls took 
a* hand at it, carried them in little 
baskets. But that’s one of my flags, 
and how else would he get it, unless 
he was on the lawn of the Cooper house 
that night? He was a fool to come 
wearing it here, but, like enough, he just 
stuck it in his coat and forgot it.” 

“ Maybe he killed her!”  said Molly 
in awe.
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“ Well,”  said Mrs. Sapley briskly, 
“ somebody did,”

C H A P T E R  X V II.
RUTH COOPER

IT  seemed a very long time to Iris 
1  Pettigrew before Curtis returned 
with Captain Joel, Rydal, Clade, and 
Wilson. The coroner had the photo
graphs taken of the girl in the Snod
grass vault, and they all gathered with 
tense interest about the stranger, while 
Captain Joel mopped his brow now and 
then and did not look at Mrs. Petti
grew. Iris Pettigrew looked at him, 
however, with the indulgent pity a 
mother shows her child.

“ Delaney held out where I was sure 
he would break down,” said. Detective 
Rydal, with a long breath. He looked 
weary and his eyes were heavy. “ But 
we’ll get his story yet. I know how 
to break him.”

“ He’ll tell after this identification,” 
said Wilson briefly.

“ Let’s get it over,”  nodded the con
stable, and the coroner produced the 
pictures taken of Mrs. Delaney.

The pictures of the dead girl were 
laid in a row on the center table, and 
Binns bent above them in a silence that 
one could almost hear. Mrs. Sapley 
stood back in the shadows and watched 
the stranger suspiciously, and the steps 
of a returning roomer now and then 
passed the closed door.

“ Mrs. Delaney was tall, slender, had 
very dark eyes and lots of black hair,”  
said Mrs. Pettigrew at last. “ She was 
taller than me by half a  head, and her 
skin was olive, with the red showing 
through.”

Mr. Binns spent not long over the 
photographs. He soon stood erect and 
looked smilingly at Captain Joel.

“ Captain, I have to congratulate you,” 
he nodded. “ The Cooper family will 
certainly reward you some day. The 
girl of these photographs, and therefore

the girl you buried, was certainly Ruth 
Cooper and nô  other, no matter what 
Alvord or any one else says! Those 
haughty Coopers apparently wanted to 
cast the poor child o ff!”

A  gasping breath of relief burst from 
the captain, but no one had a chance to 
speak before the door-was flung open, 
and Miss Smith stood on the threshold. 
But was it Miss Smith,, this golden
haired little lady, with the great flash
ing eyes, the exquisite color that came 
and went, as she gave words to the 
emotion that was consuming her?

“ Edward Binns, how dare you stand 
there and say that?” she cried. “ When 
you know, as Alvord knows, as every 
one knows who ever saw us, that I am 
Ruth Cooper!”

Binns seemed to shrink before the 
eyes of the small girl in the door. His 
mouth fell open, and he stared in speech
less amazement. It was apparent that 
the last person he had expected, to see 
in Brant Harbor was the young woman 
before him, whoever she was. But Miss 
Smith, silent and mouselike so long, 
was rushing into her story, and Molly 
could but look at her, marveling at the 
change in her appearance.

“ This man knows me well,”  she told 
the dazed listeners haughtily. “ He was 
once our gardener, and I have seen him 
several times since, both here and 
abroad, when he came to my father for 
references and a new position. He 
knows well that I am Ruth Cpoper!”

“ Then who,”  asked Rydal, recover
ing somewhat, “ is this girl ?”

He motioned toward the photographs. 
Ruth Cooper shivered slightly.

“ She is his daughter,”  she said very 
low.

During the silence that followed that 
statement Binns spoke gravely. He had 
recovered his composure by a great ef
fort.

“ She is right,”  he told the men about 
him. “ She is Ruth Cooper, and this 
other is my child. I wanted her to rest
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in peace, to be left where she is. She 
played at being Ruth so much that I 
wanted to keep it up for her.”

Played at being Ruth! Delaney’s 
words about the trick his wife had 
served him, the fraud that had been 
put over on him, came back to the three 
men who had interviewed him in his 
cell. A  faint light began to dawn on 
the mysterious case.

“ You came down here with the idea 
of false identification?”  flashed Rydal.

“ Yes—that is, I didn’t know which 
girl had been killed in the Cooper 
house,”  replied Binns. “ There were no 
pictures in the papers. I made up my 
mind that, if the girl was my daughter, 
I would say she was Ruth. Of what 
use to disturb her ? She had suffered 
enough.”

“ I came here to get at the truth of 
this thing, if possible,” said Ruth Cooper 
then. “ It is a long story.”

Wilson pushed forward a chair. 
“ We’ve waited quite a while to hear 

it, Miss Cooper,”  he said significantly, 
Binns stood with folded arms, lean

ing agdinst the table, his eyes on the 
floor, when Ruth Cooper began.

“ When Ann Binns and I were babies, 
my father adopted her,”  she said in 
quiet, clear tones. “ We took her into 
our home, and we both shared every
thing. , We were very fond of each 
other. I loved Ann, and I ’ve no wish 
to deny it. She was dark and—but 
you can see how different we were. 
We were always together, and she was 
fond of playing that she was Ruth, 
when she met strangers. I will make 
this as short as possible. My father, 
brother, and uncle, with whom we lived, 
had small patience with Ann. They are 
proud, and they did not like the idea of 
people thinking now and then that she 
was a Cooper. I was away when An
drew Delaney became our chauffeur, 
and Ann fell in love with him. I knew 
from her letters that she played the 
usual game with him, that she passed

herself off as Ruth Cooper, and that 
he believed her. The other servants, 
with whom Ann was always more or 
less familiar, thought it a joke and kept 
it up. He ran away with her—believing 
that she was Ruth Cooper, the heiress.”

Molly drew a quick breath.
“ I shall have to speak now of my 

own unhappy home conditions,”  said the 
girl then, and her small hands twisted 
together. “ I had been taken abroad to 
marry a title. We settled there with 
that idea, f  had fought it for years, 
and on one of my trips here I met 
Bruce Brent.”

Curtis recalled then the shifting eyes 
of that young man and fancied that 
lies and evasion did not come easily 
to him. By the light on “ Miss Smith’s”  
face he saw that Brent was her lover.

“ We became engaged,”  said the girl, 
“ but I did not dare tell the three men 
with whom I lived. Life there had be
come unendurable to me, and I think 
they cared little for me.”

“ Wait a minute,”  said Rydal gently. 
“ This morning we found a record of the 
marriage of Bruce Brent and Ruth 
Cooper in a little church not far from 
here. Is that straight?”

“ Yes,”  said Ruth quietly. “ We were 
married. I had left home after a ter
rible scene, just at the time Ann did, 
and that is what the account in the 
papers meant. I had told my father 
and my uncle that I was going to marry 
a man of whom they would not ap
prove, and I was intending to lead my 
own life. I am afraid they came to 
the conclusion that I had indeed run 
off with the chauffeur, or they really 
did. not care what I did. Their pride 
crushed both Ann and me, and it drove 
her to wildness, for she was not of the 
breeding to stand that sort of thing. 
She had gone in the night, leaving a 
note for them, saying that she was on 
her way to her father, where she would 
take a position. At Cooper House she 
had little spending money.
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“1 remained in London for some 
time, getting together my trousseau, and 
I heard from Ann frequently. She 
was keeping up the farce of being Ruth, 
the heiress, and I feared for her and 
told her so. Several times I sent her 
a check.

“ When I came over to marry Bruce 
I called up the Marcey house, and a 
servant told me the Delaneys had gone. 
I had been careful for Ann’s sake, and 
I had not crossed under my own name. 
I was afraid, too, that my father, who 
has a hard, relentless nature, might stop 
me. I did not know where Ann had 
gone until Bruce told me a couple by 
the name of Delaney had taken a room 
at Brant Harbor.”

“ We had information this morning 
from London that there had been two 
girls in the Cooper home in Shrop
shire,”  said Wilson. “ But it is hard to 
believe that your father, brother, and 
unde can be so heartless. They must 
have known that one of you two was 
murdered in their old home at Brant 
Harbor.”

“ Alvord told them it was not I, de
pend upon it,”  said Ruth, with a twist 
of her lip. “ And they cared little for 
Ann since she attained womanhood. 
They were glad to be rid of her.”

“ Alvord knew the girl, then?”  said 
the coroner.

“ He certainly did,”  said Ruth. “ Did 
he say that he had never seen her be
fore ? That he did not know her ?”

Wilson mopped his brow and glanced 
helplessly about. “ Upon my soul, I 
don’t know!”  he replied. “ He certainly 
did say many times that she was not 
Ruth Cooper.”

“ He knew Ann,” nodded Ruth. “ But 
Alvord is like those men at home—cold 
and proud and with a will of iron.”

“ Oh, do go on!”  said Molly, taking 
one of the small, white hands that had 
worn the beaded gauntlet.

“ When Bruce told me the Delaneys 
were here, T came down to Bar ford and

86

stopped with a little widow he knew 
well,”  resumed Ruth with a smile. “1 
was worried about Ann, and I wanted 
to tell her to stop the farce. I wanted 
to see the man she was married to and 
how he took it. He thought he had 
married millions, and that it was only 
a matter of time before the family would 
relent. ,

“ I wrote to Ann and mentioned a 
place where we could meet, if she could 
slip away. It was at the back lane of 
the Cooper place.”

“ That was where they went every 
night in the little car!”  cried Mrs. Pet
tigrew, taking her sympathetic eyes 
from the downcast captain.

“ Yes,”  replied Ruth. “ Ann could not 
get away from him. He was possessed 
of the idea by that time, she wrote me, 
that she was going to leave him, and, of 
course, thinking her Ruth Cooper, he 
was not going to permit that. She 
used to order that car every night, but 
only once did she succeed in getting 
away without him. Then we met and 
talked, and she told me all that had 
happened to her since her arrival in 
America.”

For a fleeting moment Ruth Cooper’s 
eyes met those of Edward Binns, who 
stood in the same position, regarding 
her intently.

“ She was very miserable and afraid 
of Delaney. They quarreled constantly, 
she said. Her infatuation had entirely 
died out; and all she desired was to be 
rid of him.

“ Two nights before the festival Ann 
came to me unexpectedly and told me 
that Delaney was suspecting her and 
•questioning her. She was waiting her 
chance to leave him. She said she 
thought Captain Snodgrass would help 
her, for she had shown him letters and 
pictures, and he believed that she was 
Ruth. She told me her plan regarding 
the Cooper house. I was going to the 
festival with Bruce, and I  promised 
after it was over to meet here there. I
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was going to give her money, and I 
wanted her to go out of my life—poor, 
indiscreet A nn!”

Ruth Cooper paused and shivered, 
and her hand tightened on Molly’s.

“ I had keys to the old home in Brant 
Harbor, and I gave her the one to the 
back door,” she resumed after a mo
ment. “ It had been my intention to 
have the place entirely done over, but 
I .shall never touch it now. I could 
not go near it again. I was tired of 
deception and impatient with Ann. 
Bruce and I were married, and it was 
not comfortable living at the little 
widow’s and not daring to let any one 
know. After the festival we were go
ing away. I had a serious time getting 
Bruce to leave me at the festival and 
return for me a half hour after it was 
over. He did not understand and grew 
very angry about it, but I convinced 
him that it was to be my last meeting 
with Ann, and that we must be alone. 
I knew she was in' my old home there, 
and we had arranged upon the signal 
I was to use to make her let me in. I 
crept to the back door and knocked in 
the way we had planned, and when I 
touched it, the door opened. I was a 
bit frightened at that, but I stole in, 
thinking she had heard me and unlocked 
it. There was no one in the kitchen, 
and I did not hear a sound. I locked 
the door behind me and stood listening 
a moment, just petrified. Then I be
gan to creep “ along that hall, feeling 
my way by the wall. When I got to 
the bottom of the steps I heard a gasp 
above me, and then two wild screams— 
right at me—Ann’s voice! I shall never 
get over it—never!”

Ruth covered her face with her 
hands, Binns shifted from one foot to 
the other, while Captain Joel frankly 
shuddered.

“ I stood there, having somehow 
reached the parlor door in the silence 
that followed, and then I heard a win
dow put down very softly upstairs. Ann

was dead, I knew it. But who was in 
that dreadful house with.me? I heard 
steps outside very soon after that, and 
the doors were tried, and I knew those 
screams had roused some one; but I 
stood there, frozen with horror, afraid 
to call or move, not knowing what was 
in the darkness about me, and afraid 
to be caught in a house where murder 
had just been. done. I was not very 
brave.

“ Then the men outside went away, 
and instantly a step, a soft, stealthy step 
came down the stairs close by me and 
went out that kitchen door! My hand 
was resting on a shelf by my side, and 
I found a flash light under my fingers, 
probably one of Ann’s. I could not 
go and leave her like that. Perhaps 
she was not dead! I  had my gloves on, 
and my fingers were trembling so that I 
could not find the spririg of the flash, 
so I took off my left glove and flung 
it down on the shelf, for my right hand 
grasped the little pistol Bruce had in
sisted upon me bringing. I turned on 
the flash light then and. saw that I was 
alone. I dared not linger long, and I 
fled up those dreadful stairs and found 
Ann at the top.”

Again the low, sweet voice faltered 
a moment, then went bravely on.

“ It took me a second only to see that 
she was beyond help, and in a panic I 
left her there, stark terror at my heels, 
running madly down and out that 
kitchen door, where I ‘crouched in the 
darkness, as a step came around the 
house. I could stand no more. I fled 
to the road where I heard the sound of 
Bruce’s car coming for me, and it was 
not until he was alternately scolding and 
soothing and advising me, that I saw 
I had the flash light still in my hand.”

“ And I figured because the woman 
crept along feeling the dusty old wall 
that the house was strange to her.” 
growled Curtis. “ A  swell detective I 
am !”

Ruth smiled faintly. “ The house was
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strange to me,”  she nodded. “ I had 
not been in it. since I was a child, and 
it was so horribly dark!”

“ Mrs. Delaney had candles in there 
with her, too, but we never found 
them,” said Captain Joel timidly. He 
felt he could never hold up his head 
in Brant Harbor again.

“ I saw no candles,”  said Ruth.
For a moment she sat staring at 

Binns, who roused himself and started 
for the door.

“ I ’ll be at the hotel if you want me,”  
he said turning to Wilson and Rydal. 
“ This story hasn’t been especially pleas
ant to hear.”

“ I am not quite through yet,”  said 
Ruth Cooper, with a pale little smile. 
“ I went to New York for a few days, 
and then I told Bruce I was coming 
heft, to this very room, in disguise, and 
I was going to try to get more proof 
against the man who, I know, killed 
my foster sister. I have not succeeded, 
for he has kept himself cleverly away, 
but, perhaps, in the eyes of the law, I 
have enough, anyhow. Bruce says so.”

“ The man!” echoed Wilson. “ You 
know the man!”

“ I know the man who cast Ann out 
when she was little, whose cruelty 
caused my mother to adopt her, and 
who has 'hounded her for money ever 
since,” said Ruth Cooper in clear, de
fiant tones. “ I know the man who has 
been aware of every step Ann took, and 
who has been demanding that she go 
back to England and steal for him, steal 
from my father—a thing Ann had never 
told me until just before the murder. 
I know that man, and 1 know that it 
was he who stole past me out of the 
Cooper house after the crime! That 
man there, Ann’s father—a brute if 
ever there was one!”

Binns started forward.
“ What! How dare you say such a 

thing!” he snarled. “ How dare you 
say I killed my daughter? 'That I was 
at Brant Harbor that night?”

88
■ “ Well, he was all right,”  said Mrs. 

(Sapley most unexpectedly, and ail eyes 
turned in astonishment upon her. “ That 
flag there in his coat, I made it. They 
was all sold at that festival, and no
where and no time else. You got one 
on now, constable. Match ’em up. I 
made ’em both. Let him tell you how 
he got that—away out W est!”

“ By jinks, that’s so!”  cried Clade 
admiringly. “ Where did you get that; 
Binns ?”

“ No matter where he got it now,” 
said the coroner sharply.

“ Go on, iMiss Cooper—er— Mrs. 
Brent. Got any proofs of this ?”

“ Some,”  said Ruth with a wry smile. 
“ Ann had told me her father -was com
ing to see her, and she. knew he would 
tell the whole thing to Delaney, and 
between them they would force her to 
go back to my father and procure money 
for them, if only for the trick she had 
played. Delaney did not want Ann her
self, only what he thought she was. I 
think Binns here knew that I was to 
meet Ann at the Cooper house, and 
that I would give her money. I do 
not know what his object was in killing 
her, but I do know he was there, and 
that he did it.”

“ That is a serious assertion,”  said 
Rydal gravely.

“ Have you seen him walk?”  asked 
Ruth with still that little twisted smile. 
“ Well, he does it with a peculiar limp. 
tHe can’t help or hide that; I ’ye known 
that step all my life, and it passed me 
that night in the darkness of the Cooper 
house, just after the crime.”

“ Binns, you’ve got to clear yourself,” 
said Wilson sternly. “ You hear Mrs. 
Brent? Where were you the night of 
the crime?”

“ I—I was out West, I tell you,” mum
bled Binns, staring af Ruth, as though 
fascinated.

“ You can tell us where, and you can 
prove it?”

“Oh. yes. if you give me time, of 
v

V
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course I can,”  said the man with a show 
of bravery. “ All I got to say is, she 
don’t tell the truth. If she heard a 
man walk past her who limped, I guess 
there are others in the world.”

Ruth Cooper rose slowly. She lifted 
one hand and pointed it at the man’s 
cringing figure.

“ Edward Binns, you may as well con
fess !”  she said simply. “ I saw you— 
I looked right at you, when you were 
lighting your way to close that' upper. 
window, which you were afraid some
body might climb into, or might arouse 
curiosity! You may as well confess.
I saw you!”

“ You saw me?” screamed Binns furi
ously. “ How could you? That win
dow was at the back of the house, and 
if you were in the lower hall like you 
said----- ”

There he paused, realizing that he 
had made a confession, or what 
amounted to one.

C H A PTER  X V II.
T H E TRUTH .

I K IL L E D  her because she told me 
she had no money,”  said Binns a 

few minutes later. “ I didn’t believe 
her, for I knew from hanging about 
and watching her that she had promised 
to meet Ruth Cooper in that house, and 
that Ruth was to give her money. I 
had been in this vicinity ever since the 

"Delaneys left New York. I was in a 
hole and out of work, and Ann was 
next to a good thing in that Cooper 
bunch.

“ I lived at a little inn ten miles down 
the road, and, after I found out what 
was afoot, I watched my chance and 
got a knife from the Sunset House. I 
did that because I thought if anything 
happened it would throw the blame on 
some of the summer folks or Delaney.
I knew nobody had ever heard of me, 
and Ann had Delaney fooled about 
thinking she was Ruth Cooper, She

told me before she died that she had 
let him get wise, and she was scared 
to death of him. I made my mistake 
looking on at the festival a while before 
I went up and knocked like Ruth had 
told Ann she would do. I heard her 
tell her. Ann let me in, and we had 
an awful row, but she wasn’t scared of 
me at first, not until I demanded the 
money, and she told me Ruth had been 
there and hadn’t given her any. She 
told me that for fear I ’d wait, I guess. 
She run from me clean to the top of 
the stairs, and there I hit her with the 
knife, just once, but she screamed be
fore that, and I felt a gust of wind and 
knew there was a window open. It 
was awful hot and close in there, and 
I guess Ann had done it herself. I 
left enough money in her pocket to look 
as if it wasn’t robbery, and I flung 
that knife out the window before I 
shut it.

“ There was some candles on a table 
upstairs, and I took them and the 
matches and lost them in a field, after 
I made my get-away, for I didn’t want 
anybody being- helped out any with 
lights, if they come around looking. I 
didn’t think anybody would, because I 
knew all about the Cooper house and 
old Timmons’ habits, and some fellows 
had been trying all the doors after Ann 
screamed. I never thought of Captain 
Joel, though I knew he had come with 
Ann. I had covered up my tracks well, 
and when I took that knife from the 
iSunset House kitchen there wasn’t a 
soul around. I just walked_to Barford 
and went home. That’s about all,”

“ Why did you hunt me up in New 
York after the people down on Long 
Island had told you I was seeking some 
one who knew Ruth Cooper?” asked 
Curtis. “ Even though she had visited 
there, I couldn’t get a trace, not even 
a hint, of the Cooper family fifteen 
years or so before.”

“ I put my head in the noose,”  said 
Binns with a grimace.
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“ I thought by that time Mrs. Brent 
was far away from here, and I was 
curious to get on the ground and see 
what was doing; then, too, I was kind 
of remorseful, and I wanted Ann to 
stay where she was, in that Snodgrass 
vault. I thought I ’d just say. she was 
Ruth.”

“ ‘All’s well that ends well,’ ” said 
Iris Pettigrew, with a long look at 
Captain Joel.

That worthy rose at once and took 
her arm.

“ This ain’t no end, it’s the begin
ning,” he grinned. “ Say, Iris, got any 
of that custard pie left I smelled, as we 
come in?”

■ Curtis turned back from the door, as ■ 
the other men filed out with their 
prisoner.

“ Mrs. Brent, would you mind telling/ 
me why you came here in disguise, and 
why you never spoke up before, if you 
saw that Binns man at the scene of 
the crime?” he asked.

Ruth Cooper stepped to the door. 
She was regaining her usual vivacity,

one could see that. Her lovely laugh
ing eyes went from the man to the 
girl and back to the man with an un
derstanding twinkle. .

“ Well, you see, Mr. Curtis, I did 
have to come here in disguise, if I 
wanted to pick up anything of inter
est,”  she drawled. “ Because, really I 
had nothing to go on but my knowledge 
of the man Binns and his tormenting 
of poor Ann and that limp.”

“ But if you saw------” began Curtis.
“ I never saw him there at all!”  said 

Ruth Cooper with a smile. “ I made 
that up. I figured that he would have 
to light his way to the window when 
he closed it, and I took a long chance. 
I just heard that limp, and I felt sure 
he did it. Nerve does wonders at 
times.”

Curtis, looking after the little figure 
in amazement, turned to Molly and 
took her hands.

“ I wish I had more nerve, Molly,” 
he sighed.

“ I think you have—sufficient,” said 
Miss Pettigrew demurely.

M A T R O N  O F P R ISO N  M U R D E R E D

GL A D Y S  E L L IS , alias Katherine 'Rodgers, twenty-three years old, a short 
time ago'was arrested in Indianapolis, Indiana, after she had made her 

escape from the Indiana Women’s Prison. Following her escape, the body of the 
matron of the prison, Miss Louise Richards, seventy, was found. She had been 
murdered in her room. •

The young woman was seized by detectives as she stepped from a taxi at a 
downtown corner, where she had made an engagement to meet a young man. She 
had the matron’s prison keys and the personal, property of Miss. Richards. 
When taken to police headquarters Miss Ellis became hysterical and officials were 
unable to obtain any information from her.

The matron’s skull had been fractured, and she had been strangled. Her 
bedroom was directly across the hall from the cell of Gladys Ellis. The prisoner 
before escaping bobbed her hair, placed the several ends on her pillow, and 
arranged the bedclothing in such a way that at first glance she appeared to be in 
bed.

This young girl, at ten years old, was sent to a corrective school. She was 
sentenced to the Women’s Prison for petit larceny in 19x9, and paroled the follow
ing year. A  few months, later she -was returned for violating her parole, and 
escaped in October, 1923.. She was arrested in January of 1924 for forgery and 
returned to the prison
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S he let go of the big venti
lator • pipe and dropped 
through the 'darkness to the 
wet grass outside the prison 

wall, young Tommy Wright’s thoughts 
were partly on the ease of his escape 
and partly on the surprise that would 
show in Allie’s face, when she saw him 
to-night. The downpour of rain fa
vored him, as he followed the wall to 
the corner and cut off into the rain
swept darkness.

It had been easier than he had dared 
to hope; so easy that it almost made 
him believe there was a hitch some
where. Why, a man could get in and 
out that way, if he wanted to, a dozen 
times without trouble. As he hurried 
on in the rain, he grinned, when he 
thought of his earlier plans for fight
ing his way out by sheer force. There 
were times at night when he used to 
go almost crazy thinking about Allie’s 
being alone and shifting for herself at 
a job in a store. He would spend hours 
figuring how to break out and get to 
her. And then he had stumbled upon 
the idea of the big ventilator pipes, with 
their rotary fans opening out of the 
prison bakery, where he worked. He’d 
had a hard time to keep from coughing 
or sneezing while he was hiding inside 
the pipes. But when it got dark, and 
they shut off the fans, the rest had been 
easy.

A  fence loomed out of the darkness

ahead. He vaulted this and hurried 
along between the unhusked shocks of 
corn. As he neared the railroad, the 
headlight' of a train swung around the 
long bend. He crouched from view in a 
patch of wild briars. The train lum
bered by, and, as it passed, Tommy 
Wright saw people eating in the dining 
car. The soft, blurred gleam of white 
linen and shining silver, the ease and 
the warm comfort inside the diner, con
trasted vividly with his own furtive 
position outside in the rain-drenched 
briars. Something gripped his throat 
in a dry ache. Think of eating on a 
diner again! It was a long time—seven
teen months— but it was over now. By 
this time to-morrow he and Allie would 
be on a diner themselves, bound for 
the South. She’d stare when she saw 
him/ all right. She hadn’t believed he 
could do it, and she had set her face 
against the plan. Funny, how he re
membered her exact words—used to 
think about. them lying awake at night 
when the corridor was quiet.

“ I ’ll do it, Tommy,” she said on that 
last visitors’ day over a year ago, before 
they agreed to give up her visits for the 
sake of his plan. “ I ’ll do it, but won’t 
you give it up, Tom, for my sake? 
Three more years isn’t forever.”  She 
agreed in the end, though, just as she 
had stuck by him right from the start of 
the whole mess. But what queer notions 
she had! To think a fellow was under
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any obligation to serve out his full time, 
if he could get out of it. Mighty little 
obligation the bonding company had felt 
toward him— or her! Making a crook, 
a convict out of a fellow just for 
sheer spite; it wasn’t doing them any 
good to keep Tommy Wright in stir— 
not if he stayed there till he died.

The tall light of the train winked out 
behind a curve, and Tommy crept out 
of the briars; then he followed the 
course that he’d planned over and over 
again till it was almost as familiar now 
as if he had traveled it in fact, in
stead of fancy.

As he came up out of the last val
ley his heart was pounding from some
thing besides exertion. The light was 
there! She was ready for him, even 
though she probably didn’t believe he 
would come. That was like her, all 
right!

Five minutes later he sidled toward 
the yellow square of the window, feel
ing his way along the wall. The sound 
of his finger nails against the glass, a 
tiny noise he knew, brought his heart 
up in his throat. Hp waited. Allie 
would hear it. I f  there was anybody 
else in there, she’d manage.

The front door opened, and her fa
miliar figure showed in the tiny vesti
bule. He felt his hand tremble against 
the porch rail, and his knees went weak 
at the sight. Then he moved toward 
her, stumbled, his arms reaching out, as 
if to shorten the distance between them.

II.

Tommy’s eyes followed her, as she 
moved about in the little kitchen, pre
paring a late supper for two. It was 
good to be with her again, and it was 
good to be a free man once more. Out
side in the shabby street the rain had 
turned to a cold drizzle. In two more 
hours, taking nothing but one suit case, 
they would board the midnight train out 
of the  ̂city.

Always he was growing accustomed 
to moving about like a free man. In 
her hurried trip to the corner store, 
Allie, all unasked, had brought home 
a pack of cigarettes for him. She even 
remembered his old favorite brand. 
Trust her for little things like that!
. When the last dish had been put 

away, they went into the dim little par
lor to wait. As Tommy smoked, the 
bitterness of the past seventeen months 
already began to fade in his memory, 
and it was as if they were back again 
in their first year in the house near the 
park. (But, as they talked in lowered 
tones, and as the first novelty wore off, 
Tommy was conscious of a let-down in 
his enthusiasm. He noticed that at 
times .an unhappy, uncertain expression 
came into Allie’s eyes. Unconsciously 
she was listening intently to every noise 
.out in the street. A  sense of disap
pointment settled upon him. Somehow, 

'things didn’t seem quite the same as 
he had planned. He hadn’t counted on 
this, and he mentioned it to her.

“ I know it, Tommy,” she said, the 
uneasiness for the first time showing 
in her voice, “ but I can’t help it. I 
keep hearing things out on the porch, 
and. every time I look up I can just see 
some one standing there in the door. 
Do you think it will always be like 
that?”

“ Of course not!”  he laughed. “ That’s 
just because you aren’t used to it yet. 
By to-morrow you’ll be all right.”  But 
he didn’t believe his own words, for 
he saw that strange look flicker across 
her face again. She sat beside him, and^ 
her head drooped in discouragement. 
There was a catch in her voice when 
she spoke.

“ I wish, somehow or other, things 
could be like they were at first.”  A 
wave of pity for her and shame for him
self went through Tommy.

“ Allie, you mustn’t talk like that,”  
he said gently. “ It’s just because you’re 
nervous, and it’s strange here. You
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wait till we get away, and in a month 
you’ll be looking back and laughing at 
this.”  He saw her hands trembling, 
and there was a droop of dejection to 
her small mouth. The knowledge of his 
failing her—and all the hardship and 
disgrace he had brought upon her, as a 
result—again drove every other thought 
from his mind.

“ Don’t you worry any more, Allie,” 
he said unsteadily. “ I know what 
you’ve been through, making your own 
way and all. There hasn’t been a day 
in the time I was up there that I didn’t 
lie awake at night thinking about it.”

“ I— I was all right, Tommy,”  she fal
tered.

“ You will be from now on,”  he broke 
in. “ I ’m going to make it up to you, 
Allie. I know what it’s meant to have 
all your friends, even your mother, drop 
you. Some of it I never can pay back, 
but from now on you’re going to have 
it soft and easy. You won’t have to 
raise your hand. You’ll live off the fat 
of the land. I ’ll work for it, Allie, 
day and night. I made good once be
fore, and I can do it again— for you,”  
Through his own blurred eyes he could 
see her tears, as she rose impulsively 
and stood by him.

“ Why, Tommy, that doesn’t matter 
now,”  she said weakly. “ I f  I could 
have you back again I wouldn’t care 
about the rest. We will------”

Together they faced the door in quick 
fear. The beat of heavy, deliberate 
footsteps on the sidewalk had mounted 
the steps and porch. The bell in the hall 
was ringing, and Tommy’s heart leaped. 
It didn’t seem possible that such an 
ordinary sound could hold such hor
ror. Instantly it stripped him of his 
confidence, and turned him once more 
into a hunted thing. Allie clung to him 
and stared at the door. Then she turned 
quickly.

“ Hide! Oh, hide, Tommy!” she 
whispered, thrusting him back from the 
hall door. “ Give me your cigarette!”

Mechanically he obeyed. Not daring 
to slip out by way of the hall, 
dropped to his knees and shrank bade 
against the wall, completely hidden in 
the narrow space between the table and 
the sideboard. Holding the cigarette in 
her hand, Allie flew to the front door.

There was the sound of a man’s heavy 
voice, and a moment later, from his 
hiding place. Tommy glimpsed Allie 
backing into the room, followed by the 
caller. Tommy could see nothing but 
the man’s feet, as he dropped into a 
chair.

“ Well, sister, so this is the game, eh?” 
The hard voice was insolent and domi
neering. Allie leaned back against the 
edge of the table, shielding Tommy’s 
dark hiding place from sight

“ I don’t understand you. What do 
you mean by ‘game ?’ ”  Her low voice 
held-no trace of nervousness now. The 
cigarette hung carelessly in the hand 
dropped by her side. In reply the man 
laughed, and there was open derision in 
the laugh.

“ Come on, now, sister, you can drop 
that stuff with me. And you a regular 
moll, smokin’ and a ll! Well, it all goes 
with the game. Won’t you sit down, 
sister ? I want to have a little talk with „ 
you.”

“ No, thanks,”  she said calmly. “ I 
prefer to stand here. What is it that 
you want to say to me ?”  '

“ I just want to give you a tip, but 
you might as well come dpwn off your 
high horse. You’re not in court now.” 
There was an abrupt change in the 
voice, as the man leaned forward, a 
new confidential note of willing admira
tion.

“ Do you know, sister, you fooled me 
completely at that trial— fooled me! I 
said to myself: ‘There’s a straight little 
jane, and sticking to her man like a 
leech. And there’s a young fellow 
who’s made the one slip of his life.’ 
That’s why I was glad when they let 
the boy off light. It was mostly on
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your account they did it. You were 
good, sister. You sure played your part. 
Well, you even put it over on me!”

“ I won’t permit you to talk like that 
to m e!” There was anger now in her 
even voice. “ Besides, you have no. 
right here, in the first place.”

Again the man laughed easily, and the 
laugh ended in a chuckle of under
standing.

“ Still playing the part, eh? And I 
s’poSe you’re living in this shack near 
the jail, under a phony name, because 
you like it better ?”

“ It is my privilege to use my maiden 
name if I  like. And I can live where 
I please, so long as I keep paying the 
rent. The law has nothing against me, 
and'—and I don’t understand why you 
talk that way.” For the first time there 
was a break in her voice, and it exacted 
a lessening in the hardness of the man’s 
voice when he answered.

“ No, it hasn’t anything against you 
yet. But it will, if you’re not careful.” 
There was the sound of a. match being 
lighted.

“ Now, see here, sister, we’re not get
ting anywhere this way. Here’s what 
I came out here to say : Up at headquar
ters we got a tip that your man has 
been plannin’ to make a get-away. You 
takin’ this little house near the jail is 
just another sign that there’s somethin’ 
in the wind.

“ Well, s’pose he does break loose. 
What good’ll it do?" He won’t be out 
ten hours before we’re on his trail. No 
matter where he goes, we’ll be lockin’ 
for him, and we’ll get him. And re
member, sister, by helpin’ him and goin’ 
along, you put yourself in the same 
boat. Then you’ll be our meat, too.” 
The man from headquarters paused to 
puff vigorously at his cigar before he 
continued.

“ Of course he figures he’ll pull it off 
right. Well, even if you two do get 
away with it, where will you be ? S ’pose 
you figure on skipphT out to St. Louis,

say. Well, they got bulls in St. Louis, 
ain’t they? You two are goin’ to look 
over your shoqlders the rest of your 
lives, every time you h.ear a step behind 
you. You’re goin’ to jump whenever a 
book agent rings the doorbell. You’re 
goin’ to cross the street to avoid 
meetin’ a cop. You’re not goin’ 
to live long in one place. And, what’s 
more, you’re goin’ to be put in the 
same class with him. Yeah, sister, you 
want to watch your step, or you’ll both 
belong to us soon.”

The table against which Allie leaned 
shook from her trembling; the quaver 
in her voice was more in evidence now.

“ Even if what you say were true,” 
she replied, “ I don’t see why you want 
to hound and persecute us. It isn’t any
thing to you, and it’s everything to us.
He has paid for it. So have----- ”

“ No, he hasn’t !”  cut in the other voice 
quickly. “ He’s paid some on account, 
but he still owes us around two years. 
And the balance due has got to be paid 
before he’s squared the account.”

“ It isn’t as if he were a thief,”  she 
said. “ He put part of the money back, 
and he meant to put it all back. He
told me he did, and------”  *

“ Sure he did! All of them mean 
to put it back, if they have time enough. 
The ones that get it all back in time 
are the ones we never hear about. But 
your man was one of those who got 
tripped up before he was ready for the 
bank examiner. We caidt afford to let 
any of these cases slide. There’s a thou
sand young fellows workin’ in the banks 
of this country who learn a lesson, one 
way or the other, from how one of them 
turns out. I f  they read about one fel
low gettin’ off easy, why, a dozen or so 
will try it out for themselves.”

The chair creaked as the man from 
headquarters rose.

“ Well, sister, that’s that,”  the voice 
continued. “ I was told to tip you off 
before it’s too late.”  He moved toward 
the hall. “ Take it or leave it, but it
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might save you both a lot of trouble, 
and us, too. Better have your man drop 
it. Two years more is a long time, but 
it’d be longer with time added for jail 
breaking.”

When the front door closed, Tommy 
stepped out into the rooms as Allie re-, 
turned. That hunted look was in her 
eyes, and she sank into a chair and 
began to cry. He stood over her' and 
spoke first.

“ Allie, I ’m going back.” At his 
words a new look leaped into her eyes.

“ Oh, Tommy, are you sure you 
can ?”

“ Yes, I can,” he said grimly. “ I ’ll be 
back in there within two hours. No
body will even know I was out.”

“ But you’re doing it on my account,” 
she said slowly. “ Don’t do it for that 
reason, Tommy. I can stand the risk, 
if you can.” She seemed- to hang in 
fear upon his wards.

“ Not only for that,”  he answered. 
“ It’s on my own account, too. I made 
the slip and I ’ll finish paying the cost.
I won’t have you and me sneaking 
around the country, dodging cops for 
the rest of our lives. I ’ll go back and 
give them their other two years. Then 
when I ’m out we’ll do as we please— 
you and I—and it won’t be anybody’s 
business but our own!”

A few minutes later Allie was helping 
him button an old raincoat over the still, 
damp prison clothes. He fought back 
his own tears, as she fastened the last 
button for him. There was a new light 
in her face now. This was the way 
he had planned she’d be at first. Funny, 
how much better he felt about it, too. 
Never thought he’d feel this way about 
going back there! He’d see it through 
and then----- ”

“ It didn’t seem right this time, 
Tommy,” she was saying, still crying. 
‘T art of you is still up in that prison. 
But when you come back next time, 
you’ll be all mine again.”  She stood 
very close to him. “ It isn’t reallv two

whole years, Tom; it’s only a year and 
ten months. I ’ll start going up again 
to see you on visitors’ day. I can bring 
you lots of things.”  .

Out in the street he turned for a last 
look at her in the doorway and then 
hurried out of range of the sputter
ing arc light. A  dozen doors below he 
stopped, when he saw two men standing 
by an automobile at the corner. He 
stood close to a tree and decided to 
wait until they left.

As he waited long minutes in the 
rainy darkness, his new exultation left 
him. It was a dreary outlook, he re
flected. Almost two years more slaving 
in that dusty prison bakery. Flow he 
hated it! Even hated the smell of the 
new bread, when the big ovens were 
drawn. He couldn’t bear to think of 
that funny look on her face toward 
the last, almost as if she was afraid of 
him. He remembered now he hadn’t 
kissed her good-by— couple of things he 
forgot to tell her—he’d have time-----

As he turned, footsteps sounded up 
the street, heavy, deliberate steps. 
Swiftly retracing his way, he saw the 
figure of the man from headquarters 
come within the circle of the arc light 
and mount the steps. That cop back to 
torment her! The hot blood went to 
his head.

Skirting the-porches, he edged along 
the side of the house to the window. 
The shade was drawn, but the crack of 
light at the bottom was enough.

Allie was standing in the center of the 
room. The man from headquarters, hat 
in hand, stood before her, awkwardly 
trying to comfort her. His old, sym
pathetic face belied the hard voice 
Tommy had listened to a half hour ear
lier. Their words came faintly to him, 
as he.crouched outside the window.

“ It’s no use worrying about it, Mrs 
Wright,”  the man from headquarters 
was saying. “ It couldn’t have worked 
better. You want to remember you did 
it for his own-good, and some day you’ll

95
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both be mighty glad of it.”  There was 
a droop to Allie’s shoulders, and tears 
were in her voice.

“ I thought toward the last I wouldn’t 
be able to go through with it,” she said 
dully. “ I couldn’t kiss him good-by— 
I would have felt just like Judas.”

As Tommy looked and understood, he 
felt nothing but his old awe for Allie 
—for her way of helping him and 
shielding him,- without his knowledge 
and even against his will. He knew 
what torture it must have cost her to do 
it—to arrange for the man from head
quarters to drop in on them that way 
and show Tommy, as nothing else could

show him the tragic folly of the irrev
ocable mistake he had been about to 
make. That danger was passed now, 
and she mustn’t know that he’d found 
out what she had done. He would go 
back and finish out his term; then a 
new start for him and Allie, somewhere.

Inside, the man from headquarters 
was getting ready to leave. Tommy 
ducked from the window and darted out 
to the dark street.

The drizzle had turned to a steady 
rain by the time he left the outskirts 
of the town behind, as he went back 
the way he had come—went hurriedly, 
gladly.

DRUGGED CIGARETTES
IVAORRIS G R E T N E R , an invalid, who lives on the East Side of upper New 

York, recently told the police that he was drugged with cigarettes in a room 
in East Thirtieth Street last October and robbed of his life savings, which amounted 
to four thousand one hundred dollars. A  broker, who was introduced to him 
as Samuel Fogel, took him to the room, Gretner said, and convinced him that 
he could make a fortune by investing his savings in certain securities.

Gretner then went off to the bank and drew out his money. When he 
returned to the room he was induced to smoke two cigarettes. Later he regained 
consciousness, but Fogel and the money had disappeared. Fogel was arrested a 
short time ago and is now being held without bail.

VALUABLE WASTE PAPER
D O L IC E M A N  COHEN in New York a short time ago saw’ four men loading 
* bags, apparently filled with paper waste, at 625 Broadway. When the men 
beheld the officer, they jumped into their wagon, whipped up their horse, and 
dashed into Bleecker Street. Policeman Cohen hailed a passing taxi and gave 
chase. He overtook them at West Broadway. Drawing his revolver, he ordered 
them to stop. Three of the men leaped from the wagon and escaped. He took 
the fourth man in charge.

On examination the bags in the wagon were filled with men’s suits and 
women’s gowns, valued at six thousand dollars. They had been taken from a 
loft oil Broadway, to which the men had gained entrance by a fire escape. The 
captured man insisted he had been hired by the others to remove the bags and 
was not aware of what they contained.

D
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H E R E  were many in the little 
hill-girdled city of Glenbrook 
uncharitable enough to say 
that “ Coppy” O’Shea entered 

into the case, in. the first place, from mo
tives of self-interest. The election of 
Sheriff Tom Meserve as county peace 
officer had been significant. Tom was 
still in his middle twenties, while Coppy 
was sixty, if he was a day. What more 
natural than that the movement for re
placing old men with young should pres
ently extend to the city organization, and 
that Coppy’s head should fall, in conse
quence? Also that, foreseeing this pos
sibility—as he had a way of foreseeing 
things— the white-mustached, blue-eyed 
old chief of police should bestir himself 
to show un »•' -riff Tom, and the latter’s 
juvenile foibles ;

All of which mu, have had a grain or 
two of truth in it. The fact remains 
that Coppy O’Shea was in on “The 
Great Bloodhound Mystery,”  as it soon ' 
came to be called, from the moment 
when it became a mystery; and that he 
was with it at the end, when it was so 
nearly transformed into tragedy.

The morning was a glorious one, with 
brilliant white sunshine beating down on 
the rounded hills and into the broad, flat 
valleys of Glenbrook and its surround
ing countryside; so that even at ten 
o’clock, when the sheriff and the chief 
of police were investigating the first of 
the robberies—that of an oil station just 
outside the city—the shadows of the live 

, oaks on the near-by hillside stood out 
' sooty black against the shimmering turf.

A  tule fog during the night had washed 
the air clean, and also had played into 
Sheriff Tom Meserve’s hands, by keep
ing the scent of the robbers fresh upon 
the ground. Now Coppy O’Shea was 
standing back to watch Job, the black- 
and-tan bloodhound recently purchased’ 
by the sheriff, run down the malefac
tors.

The chief wrinkled his nose and 
looked down with obvious disapproval at 
the bloodhound. Job was not an orna
mental dog, certainly. He was tail, 
gaunt, powerful, with long ears and a 
mournful, horselike face. Moreover, 
there was a distinctly “ doggy” aroma to 
him.

“ Sure, Tom,”  said he, turning a quiz
zical glance upon the broad-shouldered, 
energetic young man at his side, “ if the 
brute can smell anything except himself, 
’tis a wonder! Wid the wind blowing 
from the south------”

Sheriff Tom shook his head impa
tiently. “ Don’t smell him, Coppy!” he 
advised. “ That ain’t what I bought him 
for. You can do as you please in town, 
but this county is going to put itself on 
the map. Folks are going to know that 
the sheriff’s office is run on modern 
lines. Now, let’s see. These lads just 
naturally broke the glass, crawled in 
through the hole, helped themselves to 
the loose change, and vamosed. Noth
ing to go on—except this!”

The young man held up a somewhat 
soiled handkerchief, which he had found 
just inside the broken window pane; 
and next moment had stretched it out 
toward the bloodhound.
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Job sniffed long and earnestly, draw
ing in his breath with a snuffling sound 
which Coppy O’Shea found distinctly 
unpleasant. The old man winced and 
turned away. His keen, sea-blue eyes 
studied the damaged glass panel through 
which the thieves had entered the oil 
station. Nothing very distinctive about 
it, Coppy had to admit.

With a resonant bay, Job, the blood
hound, got into action. A  heavy leather 
harness was riveted' to his powerful 
shoulders, and attached to this by a 
length of mule chain was the sheriff. 
At least, for a time after Job got down 
to his task of the morning, the sheriff 
had the appearance of being attached, 
like a chip to a string. He was jerked 
back and forth and round and Tound, as 
Job cast about for the trail. Then the 
big dog straightened out with a wheez
ing growl, and started away. Coppy 
O’Shea and half a dozen spectators who 
had gathered to watch the demonstra
tion fell in behind.

For a time the dog galloped along the 
highway leading toward town. Then he 
swerved to a fence, leaped across it into 
the pasture beyond, and all but cut Sher
iff Tom Meserve in two against the top 
wire. The spectators got through the 
wires or over them, and again the irreg
ular procession moved on. Coppy 
O’Shea was running with his elbows 
crooked now, his chin well up, landing 
on the balls of his feet and springing 
along at the side of the unfortunate 
young man in charge of the dog.

“We’re—going back into—town!”  
gasped the sheriff, as he was jerked 
along at the end of his mule chain. “ One 
—of your— desperadoes, chief ! Always 
—told you— ought to clean up!”

Coppy O’Shea ran lightly on. Time 
enough to comment on this aspersion 
when its truth was established. Now he 
was interested chiefly in the actions of 
the four-legged detective.

Job crossed the pasture and went un
der another fence. The entourage had

dwindled to four members. On went the 
bloodhound, along a back street.

“ Headed for—the Boulevard!”  gulped 
the sheriff. “ Nasty neighborhood—al
ways told you------”

But Job suddenly swerved out of the 
lane and into a side street. His gallop 
had become a frantic scramble, and that 
disagreeable snuffling sound1—like a 
leaky valve, Coppy O’Shea reflected dis
approvingly—had become a steady 
wheeze. They were going away from 
the Boulevard, a somewhat disreputable 
alley bordered by shacks and lodging 
houses, and were headed straight for the 
center of town. The chief found his cu
riosity mounting. Ahead was the church 
and the parsonage, and beyond that a 
turn toward the courthouse.

But the adventure was nearly over. 
With a yelp of triumph, Job turned in 
at the parsonage gate, quickened his gal
lop by the expedient of jerking his chain 
out of the hands of the sheriff, and with 
a final deep-throated bay, leaped up the 
steps and threw himself erect against the 
parsonage door. From this position he 
looked triumphantly back at the men in 
the yard, his red tongue jerking back and 
forth as he panted.

Coppy O’Shea paused just long 
enough to take in the full significance 
of what had happened. Then he dou
bled up, his hands on his knees and his 
stiff white mustache quivering with 
mirth. Words failed him,' but his 
resonant laughter echoed back from the 
porch of the minister’s house.

“ Shut up, you old fool!”  Sheriff Tom 
Meserve snapped.

He stood with his feet wide apart, 
staring at the bloodhound. His fore
head was corrugated, and evidently he 
was studying the situation. Coppy 
O’Shea gradually righted himself and 
waited, with his hand over his mustache, 
his blue eyes dancing. He was wonder
ing what would happen next.

What happened was the-opening of a 
window on the second floor, through
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which the minister thrust out his head. 
For a moment he surveyed the little 
group in the yard—the bloodhound was 
invisible, because of the porch roof— 
and then he asked in an amiable voice 
what was wanted.

“ Why, I ’ll tell you, Mr. Black!” re
plied the sheriff. “ You’re wanted. I f  
you’ll just come down and open the 
door, I ’d like to have a few words with 
you!”

II.
During the days immediately follow

ing this first episode in “ The Great 
Bloodhound Mystery,”  Glenbrook found 
itself divided into three armed camps. 
To begin with, there was the sheriff’s 
group. Tom Meserve said that while 
figures might lie and liars might figure, 
Job, the bloodhound, was infallible. He 
had picked up the trail at the oil station, 
and had followed this trail directly to the 
parsonage. Sheriff Tom even checked 
up by taking the dog bade to the oil sta
tion and doing the run over again. No
where in the course of the journey had 
Jam  hesitated for so a m i  as an in
stant.

“ It’s all right for old O’Shea to look 
wise, and to say that time will tell!” 
commented the sheriff resentfully. “ But 
I  maintain that the preacher knows 
something about this business. He’s 
been in Glenbrook about three months, 
and before coming here, what do we 
know about him ? I ’m not saying he is 
a crook, although such things have hap
pened. But I  do say that he knows 
more than he is telling!”

This verdict was supported by cer
tain citizens who were always ready to 
sick on a dog fight or to set a neighbor
hood by the ears. Sheriff Tom perhaps 
wasn’t best pleased to find that many of 
his backers came from the Boulevard, 
but he stuck grimly to his point.

Directly opposed to this group were 
most of the conservative, level-headed 
people of the town. They pointed out

the incongruity in the sheriff’s theory. 
The minister was an inoffensive little 
man in the middle forties— plump, pink, 
kindly, honest to the point of tactless
ness. I f  he was “ leading a double life,”  
as the sheriff and his followers inti
mated, then society was in a bad way.

There was another fact which didn’t 
fit in with Sheriff Tom’s thesis: Job had 
been allowed to examine the minister, in 
whom he had shown not the slightest 
sign of interest, and had been led 
through the parsonage, snuffling in his 
disagreeable way about the rooms and 
closets—all with a negative result. The 
huge black-and-taa hound seemed to 
consider the case closed, and was obvi
ously bored by these latter proceedings.

The third camp was a small one. 
Coppy O’Shea had come and seen and 
pondered. He didn’t know much about 
bloodhounds, and he didn’t like Job, the 
sheriff’s protege; but there was some
thing peculiar in the affair. He had a 
sensation which had come to him many 
times during his career as a thief 
catcher, as if  he were standing in the 
center of a cloud, through whose steamy 
walls he could just make out moving 
figures. Something was happening. 
But what ?

That, the old man purposed m his 
heart to discover. And he set about it 
in his old-fashioned way. Instead of 
beginning at the crime and trying to 
work back to the criminal, he reversed 
this order and began to cast about for 
tfee other end of the tangle. For a time 
he made his way quietly and patiently 
about in the lower part of town, along 
the Boulevard, and into billiard halls 
and “ soft-drink” bars bordering it. He 
picked up a word of gossip bene and a 
word there. After this same fashion he 
had ferreted out many a mystery in his 
tune.

Sheriff Tom Meserve was still work
ing at his theory respecting the new min
ister’s connection with the robbery of 
the oil station, and Coppy O’Shea was
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directing his deceptively innocent blue 
eyes this way and that, in the hope of 
discovering some one who might have 
had a hand in the affair, when the Glen- 
brook Dye Works was broken into and 
efficiently burglarized. The little brick 
building in which the dye works was 
situated stood just outside the city lim
its, and hence was in the domain of 
Sheriff Tom. He was notified of the 
crime at daybreak, dressed hurriedly, 
and went out to unchain Job, who was 
snoring in his corner of the garage. 
Afterward he called Coppy O’Shea.

The two peace officers arrived at the 
scene, of the burglary at about the same 
time, Sheriff Tom in his high-powered 
red roadster and the chief of police in 
a venerable flivver which had gone into 
commission during the first year of the 
war. Together the experts inspected 
the scene. The front window had been 
smashed, and through that the thief—or 
thieves—had made his or their way into 
the building. According to the excitable 
little Frenchman who owned the estab
lishment, the robbers had taken not only 
the money which he had hidden under a 
pile of sacks in one corner, but all of 
the finer articles of clothing left in his 
charge.

Suddenly Sheriff Meserve stooped and 
picked up something, which he held to
ward the owner of the dye works.

“ This yours?” he demanded.
“ Mine— what would I be doing with 

a handkerchief?”
The sheriff nodded triumphantly. 

“ Dropped it as he was getting out the 
window!” he declared. “ Now all we got 
to do is to put Job to work—and we’ll 
see what we see!”

They were off. With a single loud 
bay, the big dog headed down beside' 
the main county road and back toward 
town. The sun was swinging up over 
the rounded hills beyond Glenbrook; 
and semewhere in the low salt meadows 
that bordered the highway, larks were 
singing their matins. Coppy O’Shea

crooked his elbows and swung briskly 
in behind Sheriff Meserve. His blue 
eyes had the shimmer of the sea in 
them this beautiful fall morning, and he 
was smiling a little wistfully. He was 
wondering what would happen if the 
hound again led them to the steps of the 
parsonage.

Along the county road they cantered 
till they had passed the first straggling 
houses at the edge of town. Then Job 
swung to the left, down a green-turfed 
lane. For six blocks he galloped 
straight ahead, jerking the sheriff along 
breezily. He circled to the right—an
other side street, and the one leading 
past church and parsonage, Coppy 
O’Shea realized. Straight ahead they 
galloped.

The spire of the little church was in 
sight when Job suddenly swung to the 
right, nearly jerking his master off his 
feet. Quickly Sheriff Tom adjusted 
himself to the change of direction. 
Across a vacant lot, in through a back 
yard, and Job mounted the steps of a 
back porch at a gallop and threw him
self with all the fervor of his one-idead 
brain against a kitchen door. Tom 
Meserve had dropped the chain at the 
foot of the steps and was standing with 
his mouth agape, staring up at the hound. 
This was the Chandler back door—Dea
con Chandler!

Sheriff Tom was a young man, and 
full-blooded. Now suddenly the belief 
flashed into his mind that the dog had 
made a fool of him. Ascending the 
steps in a passion, he grabbed Job by 
the collar and tried to shake him. Job 
immediately lost all interest in the 
kitchen door, at which he had been 
snuffling in his catarrhal way, and turned 
his attention upon the sheriff. After he 
had torn a long gash in the sheriff’s 
trousers and that indignant official had 
planted a kick on Job’s ribs, the two bel
ligerents declared a truce.

Coppy O’Shea had watched this en
counter through absent blue eyes. Now,
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seated upon the top step, he shook his 
head mechanically.

“ Did ye iver see such a brute?’’ he 
agreed, playing second fiddle to the sher
iff’s lamentations. “ First the minister, 
and now the deacon—arrah, arrah, he 
mtisht be a haythen entirely!”

“ The mangy idiot,”  snarled Tom 
Meserve. “ He couldn’t follow the trail 
of a billy goat!”

But still Coppy O’Shea stared 
through dreamy blue eyes out across the 
backyard of the deacon’s establishment, 
and on and on to where rounded green 
hills formed the high skyline.

“ Arrak—arrah!”  he repeated to him
self. “ First the preacher, and now the 
deacon! And handkerchers lying all 
about!”

The old man arose presently, his 
strong, well-formed hand covering his 
white mustache. With feet wide apart, 
he stood surveying the back steps and 
after them the door, at which the big 
felack-and-tan dog was again snuffling 
ecstatically. Then Coppy O’Shea 
t«rned and inspected the back yard, and 
the adjoining lots. An unthrifty 
vegetable garden had occupied them at 
some prehistoric period, but now they 
were a sandy waste, littered with news
papers and tin cans.

“ Now, why the divil didn’t this bird 
use a flivver?” he demanded. “ First the 
preacher and now the deacon—and 
handkerchers!”

This second act in “ The Great Blood
hound Mystery” caused a shifting of 
public opinion. There were still three 
camps, but the numbers of those who 
still believed in the infallibility of Job, 
the bloodhound, had dwindled almost to 
the vanishing point. Sheriff Meserve 
went to the parsonage and made a brief 
but convincing apology, in which he de
clared that the dog was an impostor; 
after that he turned his attention to other 
matters. As a matter of fact, the only 
citizens who persisted in accepting Job’s

insinuations were a few denizens of the 
Boulevard.

To which general statement, one ex
ception must be noted. Coppy O’Shea 
seemed to have gained immensely in his 
respect for Job’s sagacity. As the sher
iff cooled, the chief of police grew 
warmer. He formed the habit of drop
ping into the garage to visit the blood
hound. Sometimes he would bring a 
bag of scraps from the restaurant and 
stand regarding with admiration the ex
ecution wrought by his four-footed 
friend.

Sheriff Tom, coming in for his red 
roadster, grinned sardonically. “ Try
ing to learn how he does his stuff, 
Coppy?” he inquired.

“ Sure, he’s a wise baste entirely!”  the 
chief replied. “ I f  the divil could 
talk----- ”

Coppy O’Shea’s voice trailed off into 
silence, and he stood regarding the dog 
with fathomless blue eyes.

III.

A  cat yowled somewhere down a dark 
alley. Another cat answered, and then 
the two gladiators came together with a 
sound of carnage and profanity that 
scandalized Coppy O'Shea, walking se
dately home from the bedside of a sick 
friend.

“ Scat, you divils!”  he cried. “ Scat

101

The words died on his lips, and he 
was standing rigid in the darkness of 
the back street. From his left had come 
another sound—the squeak of a nail be
ing drawn fcom its socket. Cats were 
forgotten as the old man stood peering 
into the velvety darkness, reminding 
himself that the block from which this 
sound had come was one given over to 
retail business establishments, and that 
there should be not so much as a mouse 
stirring there at this time of night.

The sound came again—briefer and 
less distinct. Without a moment’s hes
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itation, the chief stepped from the walk 
and was making his way soundlessly 
across a vacant lot that separated him 
from the rear of the somber buildings 
fronting on the next street. As he came 
into the alley, a single silvery beam of 
light shot out from a window before 
him, wavered for a moment, and van
ished. The old man understood. A  
burglar was at work in Munson’s Drug 
Store. That light had come from a 
flash light in the little dispensary open
ing upon the alley.

Groping with each foot before he set 
it down, Coppy O’Shea reached the shed 
at the rear of the drug store and went 
through its door, which was standing 
ajar. He advanced silently but without 
hesitation, his mind fully centered on 
the intruder in the dispensary-----

The old man cried out inarticulately 
and tried to throw up his hand. Some
thing had moved in the darkness—had 
moved in a descending arc, which 
brought up with a resonant crack upon 
his unprotected head. Instantly all the 
fireworks in the universe exploded. The 
earth w as. swinging out from beneath 
his feet. Another crash—he knew that 
he had struck the floor. Then he felt 
himself shooting like a rocket through 
infinite, unlighted space.

When Coppy O’Shea next opened his 
eyes, the gray light of morning was 
filtering in around him through the idly 
swinging shed door of Munson’s Drug 
Store. He tried to sit up, and a cry 
of pain was forced from his lips. His 
head felt the size of a barrel, and at his 
first movement toward an erect position 
it had begun to throb and pound as if a 
ship’s engine were inside it. He lay 
still for a moment, thinking. Then, very 
cautiously, he turned upon his side. 
Inch by inch he raised himself till he 
was sitting upright. His head seemed 
on the point of bursting, but he had not 
fainted.

“ A rrah! The divil popped me over

the noddle with a blackjack!”  the old 
man mumbled. “ There was two of thim! 
The dirty crooks------”

Throwing discretion to the wind, the 
chief scrambled angrily to his feet and 
stood swaying, his bloodshot blue eyes 
narrowed to slits of wrath. Next mo
ment he was out of the shed, and five 
minutes later had routed out Doctor 
Carter.

It was afternoon before Coppy 
O’Shea entered the office of Sheriff Tom 
Meserve, The old man had been obliged 
to put in the morning in court.

Sheriff Tom stared at the casing of 
white bandages beneath the chief’s 
service cap, but made no comment. He 
had heard of the affair of the previous 
night, and judged it unsafe to try to 
kid the old man about it just at pres
ent. Instead, he pointed out some bulky 
equipment he had brought in from a 
country trip—a dirty still, battered and 
coated with verdigris, and several kegs 
of bootleg whisky, stacked at one side 
of the room.

“ What’ll you have, chief—rye or 
Scotch?”  he demanded with a grin. 
“ There are the labels—Haig and Haig 
—Old Crow—whatever you say! And 
here’s the stuff they put the Scotch mist 
in with!”

He pointed to a demijohn on his desk. 
Mechanically Coppy O’Shea drew the 
cork and sniffed at it. Then his eyes 
widened and seemed to flash fire.

“ Sure! A  few drops of creosote in 
the stuff, and it’s Scotch whisky!”  ex
plained the sheriff. “ And now what can 
I do for you ?”

Coppy O’Shea’s eyes were still gleam
ing as he proffered his request. “ I want 
to borrow that spalpeen, Jo b !” he ex
plained. “ I ’m on the trail of the bird 
that cracked me over the coco------”

Meserve broke in with a guffaw. 
“ You want that false alarm that was 
sold to me for a bloodhound? I ’ve got 
a better nose for a trail than the dog 
has, Coppy!”
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The chief nodded. “ I've no doubt of 
it !” he agreed. “ So I ’ll be asking ye 
to come with us! And ye might bring a 
couple of deputies witb riot guns!”

He was silent, and for a long moment 
the two men stood staring at each other. 
Sheriff Tom spoke slowly.

“ You think you’re going to land them 
and that four-flusher. Job, is going to 
help?”

“ Come along and see!” suggested 
Coppy O’Shea.

IV.
The chase had led down an alley, from 

the rear of the drug store, and along 
a side street; then through a pasture 
at the edge of town. Now the little 
party— Coppy O’Shea, Sheriff Tom 
Meserve, and two deputies, armed, as 
the chief had stipulated, with riot guns 
— was climbing the gently inclined base 
of a hill. Above and beyond them it 
loomed, a rounded, globular crown, 
warmed along its. upper margin by the 
ruddy sunlight of evening.- Already a 
cool shadow lay in the valley below.

The four men had necessarily slowed 
to a labored trot, as they advanced up 
the hillside; but Job, his red tongue 
projecting from one side of his cav
ernous mouth, was jerking against the 
mule chain which bound him to his mas
ter. He had not hesitated a moment, 
after taking the trail in the shed ad
joining the drug store—where Coppy 
O’Shea had found a soiled handker
chief dropped by one of tire burglars.

They came out upon a road, cut into 
the face of the hill. The bloodhound 
took the upward turn, and again they 
were making what speed their human 
limitations would allow. Coppy O’Shea, 
his trim visored cap resting rakishly on 
top of his bandaged head, kept along
side the sheriff. The road wound 
gradually up, and presently came out on 
the flattened summit of the hill. Be
fore them, at a turning whence it began 
to wind slowly down into the adjoining

valley, stood a rustic bench. The big 
black-and-tan hound galloped toward 
this, jerking Sheriff Tom briskly along 
over the level ground. He reached the 
bench, raised his big head, and next 
moment had jumped upon the seat and 
was standing looking about him, with 
drooping ears and slowly wagging tail. 
Obviously Job was more than satisfied 
with his afternoon’s work.

There came a guffaw from one of the 
deputies. Tom Meserve swore and 
jerked at the mule chain but Coppy 
O’Shea gazed thoughtfully at the dog, 
standing with his broad chest bathed by 
the last ruddy sunlight of evening. Then 
he turned and looked out over the broad 
valley. Smoke was curling from a hun
dred Glenbrook chimneys. Somewhere 
a crowd of schoolboys were playing ball. 
The sound of their shrill young voices 
came tenuously through the magical hush 
of evening and brought the ghost of a 
smile to the old man’s lips. A  moment 
later he had turned and was staring re
flectively at the dog.

A  footpath led past the bench and 
toward this presently Coppy O’Shea di
rected his attention. Patting the blood
hound for a moment, he grasped the 
dog's collar, and hauled him uncere
moniously from the bench.

“ Now, thin, my boy,”  said Coppy 
O ’Shea, “don’t try to kid us entirely! 
This amiable gintleman didn’t walk this 
far and take wings. He must have gone 
up this path. Sick ’im, Job! Sick ’im !”

But Job merely snuffled apologetically 
at the path and waved his long, heavy 
tail without enthusiasm. Sheriff Tom 
and his deputies grinned.

Coppy O’Shea seemed disappointed. 
“ Well, thin, if ye don’t do it, I ’ll have 
to m yself!” said he.

He paused for another long moment, 
during which he glanced under his 
lashes at the three men close to him. 
There was an evasive smile around the 
corners of his mouth. Then unexpect
edly Coppy O’Shea dropped to his hands
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and knees, and deliberately lowered his 
nose to the path. He sniffed long 2nd 
critically, crept forward a dozen paces, 
and repeated the process. When he 
arose and turned toward his astounded 
companions, his eyes were dancing like 
the sea under a June sky.

“ Come along, gintlemen!”  the old man 
commanded. “ He went this w ay!”

Along the sandy path went Coppy 
O’Shea, and after him came the three 
men and the dog. They reached a spot 
where the path forked, and the chief 
again dropped to his knees and sniffed 
at both branches.

“ This w ay!” he announced, without 
hesitation. “ Heading into the hills!”

“ Look here, chief!”  began Sheriff 
Tom Meserve, stopping with hands on 
hips to stare belligerently at the old man. 
“ I don’t know what your idtea is, but if 
you think----- ”

“ Come or stay!” snapped Coppy. 
“ I ’m going to land my man—to-night!”

He strode on, never hesitating or 
looking back; and after a moment of 
amazed scrutiny of one another’s faces, 
the trio started dn the run after him.

The open road was far behind. Coppy 
O’Shea had led them across an ancient 
pasture, dotted with live oaks and laurel; 
and now they had reached the summit of 
a backbone, and were staring down into 
the somber, wooded valley beyond. The 
brush was thick on this farther side of 
the ridge, a veritable chaparral, through 
which wound paths used by long-van
ished herds of beef cattle. On three 
separate occasions the old man at the 
head of the party had got down and 
sniffed! critically at the path. Now he 
repeated this process, before indicating 
a clearly marked trail some three feet 
in width. Along its upper border, which 
was cut into the side of the hill, was a 
coping of flat stones.

“ He took the old Spanish trail,”  com
mented Coppy O’Shea. “ Come on, 
boys! We’re getting warmer!”

Something in the old man’s face—a 
tension about mouth and nostrils, and a 
battle light that was like the glint of 
ice—was transmitted to the sheriff and 
his companions. Utterly mystified by 
Coppy O’Shea’s actions, they were yet 
convinced that he knew what he was do
ing. Once he took a flash light from 
his pocket, for night had descended, and 
examined a fork in the old saddle road. 
The earth was moist and dark here on 
the shaded side of the ridge, and the 
three men, peering over his shoulder, 
saw plainly marked in the path the print 
of a hobnailed shoe.

Once more—and for the last time— 
the white mustache of Coppy O’Shea 
brushed the dirt. Then he was on his 
feet, his eyes blazing.

“ We’ve got him, boys!”  he cried. 
“ He’s headed for the old shack just be- 
yant. Many’s the time I ’ve shlept there 
overnight, when I was out after the deer, 
Come on—and get your guns ready!”

A  light twinkled through the scraggly 
branches of the chaparral. The little 
party was moving silently, now. The 
brush fell away on each side as they ad
vanced toward the light, and presently 
they were in a clearing. Their eyes were 
fastened unwaveringly on the yellow 
flicker, which for another moment 
beamed serenely upon them. Then it 
was gone, and in its place came a fore
shortened streak—a red flash from the 
velvety darkness surrounding the old 
cabin. Simultaneously sounded the 
crack of smokeless powder and the 
whine of a bullet.

“ Come and get 'em, boys!” roared 
Coppy O’Shea.

The flimsy door crashed before the 
impact of his sturdy shoulder. He was 
in the room. A  rifle cracked, to be in
stantly followed by the roar of one of 
the riot guns. Job was baying.

Then it was all over, and Coppy 
O’Shea was looking down triumphantly 
at two dark-skinned men, pinioned hand
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and foot, and laid out on the floor of the 
shack. Sheriff Tom and his deputies 
were all talking at once. They were 
ripping up sections of the floor and drag
ging out boxes and bags filled with loot.

The chief, his service cap set crook
edly on top of his bandages, was poking 
about among the shadows of the long 
room. Suddenly he emitted a sound 
that was between a chuckle and a crow.

“ The end of the trail!”  he cried. 
“ Come here, sheriff!”

He was standing above a long iron 
bread pan, in which Tom Meserve and 
his men caught the shimmer of some oily 
liquid. Also, two pairs of hobnailed 
shoes were soaking in the pan.

Sheriff Tom stared for a moment, 
then dipped the tip of his finger into the 
contents of the sheet-iron container, and 
sniffed at it. His color deepened.

“ Creosote!” he cried!. “ They soaked 
their shoes in this stuff, to kill the scent 
and----- ”

“ And left the shoes where they wanted 
the trail to end!” interrupted Coppy 
O’Shea. “The first time, on the min
ister’s front steps; and the second on 
the porch behint Deacon Chandler’s ! 
Last night they left the brogans on the 
binch atop the hill, and after robbing 
the drug store and clouting me over the

head, they wint there and changed. That 
stopped the dog—but not an old sleuth 
like meself! I had' noticed that these 
bums always left a handkercher—which 
made it look like they wanted ye to be 
able to put the noble anim’l on the trail. 
And then this afternoon when I 
slim el led the Scotch mist ye had in that 
demijohn, I had an idee the size of an 
elephant. Says I, ‘I f  the dog can’t fol
low thim to the ind of the trail, ’tis be
cause they change their shmell! Arrah, 
if wan nose is not enough, mayhap two 
will be better!’ And so it was !”

The sheriff looked disappointed, like 
a child who has listened to a gorgeous 
fairy story, only to be told in the end 
“ and so they woke up, and found that 
they had been dreaming!”

“ Then it wasn’t really Black Tony 
and his pal you smelled!’’ said he. “ It 
was just the creosote from their shoes 
that----- ”

But Coppy O’Shea broke in wrath- 
fully. “ What the divil do ye want for a 
pinny—a hummin’ bird?” he demanded, 
his sea-blue eyes aflame. “ I shmelt thim 
out, didn’t I ? And any time ye need the 
service of an up-to-date bloodhound to 
help put the county on the map, sheriff, 
just call on Coppy O’Shea! ’Tis him 
will set ye right, entirely!”

NEVER TOO OLD TO ESCAPE
p?IV E  prisoners, headed by John Hatfield, a seventy-year-old veteran of the 
1  Hatfield-McCoy feud, recently escaped into the Cumberland Mountains, after 
breaking their way to liberty from the Wise County Jail at Wise Court House, 
Virginia. A  sheriff’s posse was organized five minutes after the alarm was 
sounded by an inmate of the jail, as the five men slid down a fire hose from the 
fourth floor.

Hatfield is a cousin of “ Devil Anse” Hatfield, and he is under sentence of 
twenty years for murder. He told the jailer earlier in the week that he intended 
to escape, but nothing was found to show that the delivery was actually planned. 
As the aged leader of the fugitives made his way down the rope, he is said to 
have yelled to the prisoners on the fourth floor: “ Tell that jailer he told me a 
bare-faced lie when he said there was no chance for me to escape.”
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CHAPTER XI.
NEW  EVIDENCE.

GAIN  the trio left the old 
Armitage house together; 
this time to accompany Joe 
Miller to his garage, at the 

foot of the hill. Doctor Dunn climbed 
into his roadster, his face grimly white, 
the muscles of temple and jaw swelling 
and falling away rythmically. Red 
lights glinted in his clear gray eyes, 
and their lids were congested, their 
whites bloodshot. Chief Quinn eyed 
him rather doubtfully. Here was a man 
l iu r  to the breaking point.

F. Rudolf Tupper was thoughtful 
and abstracted. His long, lean face 
wore an expression of calm benevo
lence, as always ; but he nursed his chin 
in bony fingers, and about his tight- 
pressed lips was a look of secret satis
faction. As he climbed into the red 
police car, his pale eyes strayed to
ward Doctor Dunn’s back, and he 
smiled faintly.

In front of his garage, Miller 
stopped and gestured to the others to 
pull up beside the curb. “ No need to 
drive in,”  he explained. “ I got this 
boat back in th’ shop, so’s nobody’d be 
rubberin’.”

An overalled mechanic emerged from 
the garage office, to turn away at his 
employer’s gesture of dismissal. Two 
or three young men in leather puttees 
and corduroy breeches, or in tight- 
waisted, rather flashy clothes, lounged 
in the entrance, smoking cigarettes just 
underneath the big sign which read “ No 
Smoking.”  These typical garage loaf
ers were deep in low-voiced talk; but 
at sight of the chief of police and his 
companions they stopped short to stare 
curiously.

Miller led the way down the great, 
dark, barnlike place, his footsteps ring
ing sharply on its concrete floor, echo
ing from the long lines of automobiles 
parked on either side. The loafers 
made a move to follow, but Joe turned 
upon them.
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“On y ’r way, you boys! Beat it 
now! This here’s got nothin’ t’ do 
with you—see?”

One of them muttered some protest; 
but the garage man was adamant. 
“ Nothin’ doin’ ! 'An’ you stay right 
away f ’om th’ shop, too; don’t be nosin’ 
’round, or I might let Mr. Galloway 
know, f ’r instance, how that big scratch 
come on his fender.”

The other retired in confusion, and 
Miller went on for two hundred feet, 
perhaps, past an open space beneath a 
window, where a colored boy was wash
ing a muddy limousine, to the closed 
double doors at the very rear of the 
huge room, which bore the legend: 
“ Shop. No admittance.”

Producing a key, the garage man un
locked these doors and slid one of them 
back a little. He slipped through this 
crack, and the other three followed him, 
stepping gingerly through little puddles 
of water, smears of oil and grease, 
stumbling over the loose bolts and parts 
with which the concrete floor was lit
tered.
• The shop was empty; its pulleys were 

still, and its belts hung loose and mo
tionless. Lathe and bench were de
serted, and on either side stood motor 
cars wearing that peculiarly maimed 
and helpless air of automobiles whose 
vitals have been removed.

“ Puttin’ a whole new rear end into 
that one,”  explained Miller, pointing. 
“ Rush job, too; but I turned the boys 
out till I c ’d show you this here boat, 
chief.”

He slapped his hand affectionately 
upon the fender of the huge, new road
ster which occupied the center of the 
big room, stroking it, as a horseman 
might caress a race horse.

“ Ain’t she a peach, though?”
Indeed, the car was beautiful; its 

clean, sweeping lines promised speed, 
and its long, high bonnet spoke of 
power. The great machine seemed to 
quiver where it stood, like some thor

oughbred awaiting the starter’s signal. 
But these visitors wasted no time in 
admiration.

“ Huh!” said Chief Quinn, his brown 
eyes narrowed. “ Belongs to young 
Armitage, you say? Feller musta got 
hold o’ money, som’ers.”

“ His mother!”  explained Tupper. 
“ She had a fortune of her own and 
left it all to the boy when she died, 
five years ago.”

“ And he’s spent it all, I  s’pose; so 
he comes here t’ murder his only rela
tive and get more,”  finished Quinn re
sentfully. “ Le’s look inside.”  And he 
opened the roadster’s door.

On the fine-grained leather cushion 
of the seat; on the rubber mat of the 
floor; on levers, pedals, even on the 
dials and knobs of the instrument 
board, were dark, ominous stains, thick 
and clotted.

Lawyer Tupper turned rather white 
and stepped back; Quinn rubbed his 
red nose furiously. Bill Dunn stood 
still, his face quite expressionless; but 
his eyes burned red and hot.

“ My good gosh!”  murmured Chief 
Quinn, perplexed and somewhat awed. 
“ 'W’y, it’s a butcher shop! Feller 
must be crazy t’ send his auto into a 
garage like this. Any fool’d know------”

As he spoke, he touched the seat 
cushion here and there gingerly with the 
tip of a big, stubby finger. Now he 
broke off with a sudden, audible intake 
of breath.

“ Scratches on th’ seat, did you call 
’em, Joe?” he inquired, turning to the 
garage man. “ These ain’t scratches, 
young feller. This here’s a bullet hole
—see ?”

Leaning over his shoulder, the others 
looked close. The upholstery was 
scratched here and there, but almost in 
the center of the seat and in the 
cushioned back, on the right-hand side, 
were two small round holes whose edges 
were visibly scorched and blackened.

“ Somebody’s shot' into these here
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cushions,”  declared Quinn. “ Shot 
twicet. And if anybody was sittin' 
there, beside the driver, both o’ them 
bullets musta gone right through! I 
expect that’s where all these here stains 
come from—huh?”

Miller lifted out the seat cushion and 
turned it over. At the underside, 
among coil springs and horse-hair pad
ding, he worked for a moment, digging 
with penknife and pliers. And then a 
pistol bullet, 'flattened out of shape, 
tumbled out and fell to the floor. At 
the tiny, sharp-clicking sound of it, 
Rudolf Tupper started nervously.

“ I— I ’m not feeling well,”  he mut
tered, wiping his wet forehead with a 
silk handkerchief. “ My head aches, 
and this sort of thing upsets me; I ’m 
not used to it. Ha, ha!” His short, 
barking laugh was tremulous, uncer
tain. “ I think I ’d better get out into 
the air.”

Quinn glanced at him pityingly; Bill 
©unn ignored him completely. “ Come 
along to th’ office, judge,”  invited 
Miller. “ I gotta drop or so of solnepin 
good in there.”  He winked porten
tously.

“ No use of us stayin’ here any longer, 
anyhow,”  Quinn decided. “ We’ve seen 
ever’thing they is to be seen. What I 
gotta do now is get after Stuart Armi- 
tage.”

■ Bill 'Dunn broke his long silence. 
“Chief, I believe I know when it hap
pened and where,”  he began abruptly. 
“ Around midnight last night, just as 
tbe storm broke, I was out in front 
of my house. I heard a shot, and then 
a woman screamed. It was too dark to 
see anything; but a second later I heard 
an automobile going out Center Street, 
mighty fast, and then I saw the car 
lights go on. Somebody must have 
driven up Best 'Street, with the car 
dark, and the engine muffled, and turned 
onto Center. Then, after the shot, he 
cracked on all the speed he could.” He 
paused, his face working oddly. “And

I never knew! What with all the tour
ists nowadays and the joy-riding up 
and down Center Street at night, I 
didn’t think of it for more than a few 
seconds; and then Perkins called up to 
say Evie was missing, and I forgot it 
entirely. Chief, that shot was Stuart 
Armitage killing Evelyn. And that car 
was this car, being driven out Center 
and then up the hill road to the Chicka- 
locka Creek bridge, so he could—
could'----- ”  And his voice trailed away,
as he wet dry lips and swallowed with 
an audible, clicking sound.

“ I expect likely you’re right, dec,”  
agreed Quinn. His brown eyes were 
fixed anxiously upon the young physi
cian’s face. “ But say, old man, you 
best go along home and lie down, 
hadn’t you? You look as if you was 
all in.”

(Bill Dunn gestured impatiently. He 
passed an unsteady hand across burn
ing, bloodshot eyes and swayed slightly, 
so that he touched the murder car for 
an- instant. 'He jerjked away from the 
contact as though stung.

“ I— I ’m all right,”  said he, thickly. 
" I  want to see Stuart Armitage for a 
minute.”

“ Not if I see him first, you won’t,” 
muttered Chief Quinn shrewdly. ‘His 
steady, dull brown eyes followed the 
doctor’s every movement, between ap
prehension and affectionate anxiety. 
“ You better leave this here to me, doc,” 
he urged. “ You can’t do anything, 
you know.”

Dunn made no reply. His mouth 
shut like a steel trap, his jaw muscles 
bulging, his gray eyes glinting with 
strange, reddish lights, as he marched 
toward the doors.

Rudolf Tupper stood there, his face 
averted from that stained roadster, 
nursing his chin absently in long, bony 
fingers. He had listened in silence to 
Dunn’s long statement; but now he 
spoke.

“ Really, you need rest, my boy,”  said
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he smoothly. “ You’ve been through too 
much; you must be exhausted. In fact, 
it is extraordinary how much you seem 
to have seen and heard last night!”

The last sentence came with such a 
peculiar intonation that Bill Dunn 
stopped short, for all his abstraction, 
and stared at the speaker. “ What are 
you talking about ?” he demanded 
rudely. Then he pushed contemptu
ously past and stalked away without 
waiting for the other’s answer.

But Mr. Tupper spoke to his unheed
ing back, as he moved down the long 
storage room. “ I mean,” said he 
suavely, “ that for a young gentleman 
who knew nothing whatever about last 
night’s tragedy, you seem able to re
call an astonishing number of details, 
almost at w ill!”

Nursing his chin with bony fingers, 
the attorney gazed over his glasses long 
and steadily at Chief Quinn. In his 
pale eyes the officer seemed to read a 
whole volume of insinuation, innuendo.

“ Huh!” said Quinn thoughtfully. “ I 
don’t believe it. Still an’ all, if Armi- 
tage should be able to explain------”

“ You lookin’ f ’r that Stuart Armi- 
tage, chief?” It was the voice of the 
most persistent loafer, the one in the 
pinch-back, tight-trousered suit of 
shepherd’s plaid. Despite Miller’s re
buke, he had evidently been listening 
outside the closed doors of the shop.

Quinn stared into the man’s sallow, 
pinched face, and the bold, black eyes 
met his steadily enough. “ What do 
you know about young Armitage?” he 
demanded.

“ Why, chief, I was out late las’ night, 
ridin’ around with my girl, an’ we seen 
this here Armitage in that big Italian 
boat o’ his. Had a kinda tow-headed 
frail with him, see? No, I couldn’t say 
who she was, ner I wouldn’t of known 
him on’y f ’r th’ boat; they ain’t an
other like it in three counties; but she 
had yellah hair. All wrapped up, she 
was, in a big cape or somepin. Huh?

Why, ’bout hapas ten, I s ’pose, or 
mebbe ’leven o’clock.”

The chief of police struck his big, 
red hands together. “ That oughta set
tle it,”  he decided. “ Yes, sir! It was 
Armitage done it, right enough. I gotta 
get right after him.”

“ You ain’t a-goin’ t’ find him, chief,” 
put in a new voice. Another loafer had 
ventured to approach, the one in puttees, 
corduroy breeches, and an old army 
shirt. “ W ’en I was down to th’ deepo, 
t’ meet th’ seven nine this mornin’, I 
seen Armitage there. iHe hopped th’ 
rattler an’ beat it, see ? Had a big valise 
with him, too.”

C H A P T E R  X II.
T H E  C O R P U S  D E L I C T I .

ED GIN G his massive form into 
the swivel chair behind his desk, 

James A. Quinn, police chief of the 
thriving little city of Chickalocka, 
looked approvingly about his tiny office 
at the rear of the city hall.

“ Moriarty,”  said he to his assistant, 
“ I feel pretty good about this here 
case. I ain’t no Sherlock Holmes, I 
know darn’ well—never pretended to 
be. But I c’n figure things out, oncet 
I get somepin t’ go on, just about as 
good as most of the fellers. Huh?”

Moriarty agreed, as in duty bound. 
“That’s right, chief! You’d oughta, 
with all th’ experience you’ve had an’ 
all.”

■ Chief Quinn hooked thick thumbs 
into the armholes of his vest and ex
panded his massive front. “ Here’s this 
girl—darr. _ace kid, too, that little Evie 
Armitage— here she turns up missin’ 
around midnight, last night; an’ here it 
is on’y ten o’clock, an’ we know who 
killed her an’ all about it. Course,”  
he admitted judically, “course, we 
ain’t got th’ feller yet; but we will. 
Anyhow, I done my share; rest’s up 
to th’ sheriff an’ th’ police over to 
River City. I presume likely young
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Armitage’s stayin’ right over there. He 
ain’t had time to get far; ner he 
wouldn’t beat it f ’r good, don’t seem 
like t’ me, an' leave that big, ’xpensive 
roadster behind.”

“ I expect' you’re right about that, 
chief,”  murmured the clerk.

Quinn glanced at some papers on his 
desk. “ They’d oughta be able to spot 
Stuart Armitage,” he decided, “ f ’om 
that description. I expect we’ll hear 
somepin before night. Sheriff Frank
lin’s takin’ th’ two forty-five train to 
River City, himself. They’s one thing 
bothers me, though,”  he went on, after 
a scowling pause. “ An’ that’s Doc 
Dunn. Say, he’s actin’ awful queer. 
I ’m most scared he’ll try t’ kill young 
Armitage when he sees him. Nice 
feller, doc is, too; but he’s takin’ this 
here murder mighty hard. Sore as a 
crab all this morniri’.”

“ He’ll get over it,”  said Moriarty.
“ I sure hope so! I ’d hate----- ”
The telephone rang, and Chief 

Quinn broke off to answer it. “ Hello ? 
Yes, police headquarters; Quinn speak
ing. . . . What? . . .  You have? Good 
work—that’s fine. Just hold onto him, 
will you? Sheriff Franklin’s cornin’ 
over there this afternoon, an’ he’ll 
fetch him back here You fellers sure ‘ 
did work fast. Much obliged!”

He hung up and turned to Monarty, 
his brown eyes bulging with excite
ment. “ What d’yuh know about that, 
huh ? They got Armitage over to River 
C ity; at th ’ Arlington, he was, big as 
life, with two rooms an’ a bath an’ 
his own name on th’ r f  '^ter.”  The 
chief rubbed his nose, for me first time 
since the finding of that blood-stained 
roadster. “ Either th’ feller must be 
crazy, or else he’s got some darn’ good 
explanation f ’r his car being all 
smeared up like it is. Or mebbe he 
counted on that chauffeur of hisn to 
wash her an’ get her all cleaned up. 
We-ell, Franklin’ll fetch him here pres
ently, an’ we’ll find out, anyways.”

Chief Quinn thought deeply for a 
moment. Then: “ Moriarty,” he began, 
“ you skip over an’ tell Sheriff Franklin 
they got Armitage. An’ then—then I 
want you to fix it up f ’r Doc Dunn to 
be away when they fetch him back here. 
See?” His dull brown eyes held an 
obscure warning. “ Fake up a sick call, 
way out in th’ country—or anything 
you like.”

“ I got yuh, chief.” The other 
nodded in complete understanding. 
“ He’s got lots o’ friends, the doc has, 
an’ ever’body in town, 'most, was kinda 
fond of Miss Evie.”  Moriarty blew 
his nose. “ Came to see my old mother,”  
he explained awkwardly, “ twicet a 
week, all th’ while she was sick. God 
rest her soul! Used t’ fetch flowers an’ 
little fixin’s an’ like that. Say, if I 
•wasn’t a policeman, darned if I 
wouldn’t kinda like to pull on th’ rope, 
m’se lf!”

“ None o’ that now!”  His superior 
rebuked him sternly. “’Beat it outa 
here; an’ mind you get Dunn outa town 
—an’ see nobody knows about all this 
till we get Armitage locked up safe in 
th’ county jail.”

As soon as the other was gone, 
Quinn called the office of F. Rudolf 
Tupper. “ Hello? Judge Tupper 
there? . . . Say, judge, they got Armi
tage over to River City. Sheriff’s 
fetchin’ him back this afternoon. We 
wanta have a session with' him over 
to th’ jail, a third degree, kinda. Wisht 
you’d try an’ be there, will you? ’Bout 
•five o’clock? . . . Huh? Oh, yeah, 
we’ll get Don Powers, too, o’ course. 
But he ain’t hardly more’n a kid, if 
he is district attorney; an’ we don’t 
want any slips in this here case. It’s 
too darn’ important ever’ way. . . . 
You’ll come? Good! Round five 
o’clock then. G’-by.”

Afterward he notified Donald Powers. 
That young gentleman promised readily 
to attend the proposed conference; in
deed, his evident purpose was to take



Pledged to the Dead

charge of it. As Quinn listened to his 
rather pompous voice, he grinned 
secretly, wondering what the youthful 
district attorney would have thought if 
he could have heard the ^earlier conver
sation with Tupper.

Matters being satisfactorily arranged, 
the chief of police devoted the rest of 
the day to routine business; and, as he 
left the office at four o’clock, to drive 
to the depot, he saw Doctor Dunn’s big 
roadster moving eastward along Center 
Street.

The chief nodded, approving his own 
forethought. “ Hope Moriarty fixed it 
so’s he won’t get back too early,”  he 
reflected. “ I don’t like th’ way Doc 
Dunn’s actin’. No, sir!”  And he 
heaved his fat body into the red police 
car and drove to the station to meet the 
four fifteen train from River City.

The train was on time. Sheriff 
Franklin, tall, lean, sun-tanned and 
taciturn, descended from its smoker with 
Stuart Armitage beside him. The boy 
was not handcuffed; but the sheriff’s 
keen blue eyes never left him, and he 
was evidently too much in fear of the 
officer to attempt escape.

A  few station loafers stared and 
whispered together; but the secret had 
been well kept. The sheriff and his 
prisoner entered the police car with 
Chief Quinn, and they drove off toward 
the county jail without attracting any 
general notice.

As the big car stopped before the 
jail, Sheriff Franklin looked up with 
some satisfaction at the grim stone 
building with its heavily barred windows 
and its four corner turrets, loopholed 
for rifle fire. “ Lots of folks kicked,” 
he remarked mildly, “ when th’ county 
commissioners spent so much money on 
a stone jail. Fussed about those towers 
specially. But four or five men up 
yonder with rifles could keep a whole 
army from breakin’ in ; an’ I notice we 
ain’t had any lynchin’s in Cheyenne 
County in twenty years.”

He spoke with apparent irrelevance, 
without glancing at his prisoner. His 
lean, tanned face was impassive, and 
the thin lips below his cropped gray 
mustache did not twitch. But Stuart 
Armitage laughed with weak boisterous
ness.

“ Aw, quit your kidding, sheriff! 
Lynchings! Ha, ha, ha! Why------”

The boy observed suddenly that both 
sheriff and police chief were quite seri
ous. On neither stern face was there 
any flicker of a smile; but both looked 
at him in stern contempt and loathing. 
His unsteady laughter died away; he 
shivered visibly and wet his loose lips. 
“ Lynchings,”  he whispered. “ Oh, my 
Heaven!”

Nor did he recover his normal man
ner of bold assurance until he was in
side the jail, and the gates of grilled 
steelwork and the massive oaken doors 
within them were closed and locked.

Sheriff Franklin led the way to a 
big room at the rear of the building’s 
central hall. He threw open a door 
and ushered the others in, Stuart 
Armitage holding back reluctantly. A  
long table, on which stood several ink
wells, flanked by pens and pads of 
paper, occupied the center of the room. 
About it were a dozen leather-backed 
chairs. A  worn rug on the floor; on 
one wall a big map of Cheyenne County, 
on another a life-size painting of Alex
ander MacGregor, the “ Father of 
Chickalocka,”  who, with John Armitage, 
the first, and Henry Powers had founded 
the settlement a century ago; these were 
all the furnishings. The two windows 
were barred.

At the head of the table sat the dis
trict attorney, Donald Powers, wearing 
an air of conscious dignity. He was 
very neatly dressed, as always, and, as 
always, wore a long-tailed coat and a 
flowing tie. A  lock of dark hair fell 
down across his forehead, almost to the 
large, black eyes. He scowled formid
ably at the prisoner.

I l l
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Beside him, F. Rudolf Tuppef leaned 
forward in another chair, elbows on 
the table, nursing his chin in bony 
hands. The other lawyer wore clothes 
of old-fashioned cut; save that his white 
hair was trimmed closer than usual, he 
had reverted to his customary style of 
dress, after the sartorial experiment 
which had so amused little Evelyn 
Armitage the other day. He gazed be
nevolently at Stuart Armitage through 
rimless eyeglasses from which hung a 
broad black ribbon.

Armitage, short, fat, pasty and un
wholesome, glared about the room with 
his dull, bulging eyes. He seemed to 
have recovered his usual impudence.

“ Well,” he inquired unpleasantly, 
“ what’s the idea ? A bit of a third de
gree? Going to beat a confession out 
of me—choke it out of me—sweat it 
out of me? Fm flattered. I didn’t 
realize I was so dangerous. Hadn’t you 
better get some help? There are only 
four of you.”

Don Powers flushed angrily, sweep
ing the lock of hair out of his eyes 
with a characteristic gesture. “ Stuart 
Armitage,” he began, “ you are charged 
with a serious crime.”

“ .Stick your fingers into the front ot 
your vest. Patrick Henry,” advised the 
prisoner impudently. “ Or are you pre
tending you’re Napoleon? In that case, 
you ought to fold your arms and drop 
your chin a little.”

The district attorney choked back a 
furious reply, as he saw the older men 
exchange amused glances. He was mak
ing himself ridiculous, he realized. 
“ Have you any statement to make?” he 
inquired.

“ Statement? I don’t know.”  Armi
tage seated himself nonchalantly and lit 
a cigarette. “ I don’t know anything 
about this affair,”  he went on, ap
parently quite at his ease. “ You folks 
might tell me what grounds you’ve got 
for arresting me like this; then f'll de
cide whether to make a statement, or

whether to consult a lawyer first— or 
whether to sue you for false arrest.” 

“ You murdering----- ” Powers be
gan hotly; but F. Rudolf Tupper 
stopped his outburst.

“ A moment, Don,” said he. “ The 
boy has a right to be told. You were 
heard to threaten the life of your cousin, 
Miss Evelyn Armitage,” he went on, 
facing the prisoner, his lean hands 
tented, each finger tip exactly opposed 
to its mate of the other hand. “ More
over, as her only living relative, you 
were her next of kin, and therefore her 
heir, should she die intestate.”

“ You don’t tell me!” cried Armitage 
insolently. “ Her heir! Well,- well! 
Then I ’m a millionaire, aren’t I ? That 
is, provided Evelyn is dead.”

“ You ought to know!”  sneered Don 
Powers. But the other lawyer went on 
amicably.

“ You had a motive, therefore, and 
you made threats. Now, Miss Evelyn 
left her home at ten o’clock last night, 
and she has ndt been seen since. Her 
cape, and shoe were found in Chicka- 
locka Creek.”

“ Why did she leave home at ten 
o'clock at night?” asked Stuart with un
expected shrewdness.

“ Somebody whistled outside,”  ex
plained Chief Quinn, as the attorney 
hesitated, stroking his chin. “ The maid 
■ heard it; thought it was 'Miss Evie’s 
young man, Doctor Dunn.”

“ Go on,” said Stuart, turning to Mr. 
Tupper.

But just then came the sound of 
■ heavy footsteps outside. The jail 
deputy’s voice rose in angry protest; 
there was a scuffle; the door was flung 
violently back, and Doctor Bill Dunn 
stalked into the room.

His big shoulders were stooped a 
trifle; he leaned forward, swaying, long 
arms slightly bent, for the moment like 
some dangerous beast; like an angry 
gorilla, whose strength is fourteen times 
that of a man. In bulk, in strength,
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in fury scarcely controlled, he seemed 
more than human—or less.

The doctor’s usually pleasant, homely 
face was dead white now and distorted 
by a snarl; thin foam flecked his mouth 
corners, and his gray eyes were blood
shot, flaming with ugly red lights.

He stood at fault for an instant, 
searching the room with those hot, furi
ous eyes; and then he saw Stuart 
Armitage, pasty white, cringing, and 
leaped in deadly silence.

“ Here! H ere! Quit i t ! Man, are 
you crazy?” And above the clamor, 
a screech of frenzied fear: “ Help! Oh, 
help! He’s ki----- ” choked into gur
glings and then into silence.

For a few minutes the room was full 
of activity; a whirling knot of men, 
all swift-moving legs and arms. Chairs 
were overturned, broken ; the great table 
swayed. Sheriff, chief of police, dis
trict attorney, all dragged unavailingly 
at the iron grip which Doctor Dunn had 
upon his victim’s throat. Dunn, quite 
mad, ignored them, intent only upon 
murder; and Stuart Armitage’s puffy 
face turned from white to red, then 
purple, then blue, as the life was choked 
out of him.

At last, and quite suddenly, Bill Dunn 
relaxed. Neither blows nor words had 
moved him; but some inner scruple, per
haps, withheld him from actual murder. 
At any rate, he dropped his victim’s 
throat and rose, brushing a big, unsteady 
hand across his eyes. And then, and only 
then, he seemed to become aware of 
the others.

“ I—I guess I must have been crazy 
for a minute,” he muttered confusedly. 
“ Why, I might have killed the fellow. 
Why didn’t you stop me ?”

“ Stop you?” The sheriff laughed 
grimly, almost admiringly. “ Man, the 
three of us beat you half to death, 
trying to stop you!”

“ I— I didn’t know. Could I have a 
drink of water?” Bill Dunn dropped 
into a chair, brushing a hand once more

across his eyes, whose whites were 
clearing now, so that that ugly, blood- 
red glint was gone; ‘T ve  been kind of 
upset,” he murmured.

Sheriff Franklin gave him a drink. 
“ Better get out of here,”  he advised, 
not unkindly. “ We don’t want any 
more trouble.”

“ I ’il^be good. I won’t move; w«n’t 
say a word. Don’t you see, I ’ve just 
got to know ?” His haggard eyes, clear 
now and full of misery, pleaded with 
the officers. “ I cant rest—can’t sleep, 
until I know. If you hadn’t tried to 
keep things from me, all this wouldn’t 
have happened.”

“ We-ell.”  The sheriff drew his re
volver and laid it on the table. “ But 
you listen here, doc. Start anything 
more, and I ’ll have to shoot, much as 
I ’d hate to!”

“ Go ahead!”
And Rudolf Tupper, who had sat 

still all this while, nursing his chin and 
watching the conflict with remotely po
lite interest, like one watching an un
interesting play, turned back to the pris
oner.

“As Mr. Quinn explained, some one 
whistled outside. We think Miss Evelyn 
heard and went out, expecting to meet 
Doctor Dunn, here.”

“ Probably she did,”  said Stuart 
venomously. He felt gingerly of his 
throat; his voice was hoarse, scarcely 
audible. “ Why pick'on me? I don’t 
even know how he whistled.” But for 
all his boldness he shrank away behind 
Quinn’s burly shoulder, as Bill Dunn 
looked toward him.

“ Why pick on me?” he repeated. 
“ Ask Dunn who whistled!”

The doctor said nothing. Face buried 
in his hands, he did not seem to hear* 
or understand. But F. Rudolf Tupper 
stared at him long and curiously; and 
Don Powers, the district attorney, 
looked also, sweeping that lock of hair 
from his eyes. His dramatic features 
wore an expression of doubt.
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“ You had threatened her. The girl 

disappears. You profit by her death. 
And this morning we find your auto
mobile all stained with blood, with two 
bullet holes in its seat. We find you 
in River City, hiding, and we find Miss 
Evelyn’s cape and shoe in Chickalocka 
Creek.”

As Tupper finished his summing up, 
there was a brief silence. Then Stuart 
spoke sneeringly. “ And is that all?
You pinched me on that? You haven’t 
one single thing against me. Why, you 
don’t even know the girl’s dead!”

Mr. Tupper nodded gravely. “ True. 
I must admit that the corpus delicti 
has not yet been fully established. But 
there’s  no mortal doubt that— —”

A  knock upon the door. The jail 
deputy put in an apologetic head. “ E x 
cuse me, sheriff, but you’re wanted on 
the long distance. Police headquarters, 
over at River City.”

With a muttered apology the sheriff 
rose and went out; and the rest waited 
for him in a silence that seemed preg
nant with ominous suggestions. Pres
ently he returned, lips grimly tight be
neath his clipped mustache.

“ I expect we’ve established that cor
pus delicti you were talking about, 
Judge Tupper,”  said he slowly. “ River 
City just telephoned that they’ve found 
the body of a young woman in the 
river below the city. Been shot through 
the body, they say. She’s in kinda bad 
shape, but they think we c’n prob’ly 
make out to identify her, all right.”

C H A P T E R  X III.
A  D E A D L O C K .

rP H E R E  was a brief silence. About 
- the long table the five men sat 
still, staring at the sheriff in the door
way, each absorbing this latest news in 
his own fashion.

Donald Powers, the young district at
torney, produced a handkerchief and 
wiped his eyes carefully. “ The poor,
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poor little girl,”  he sighed. “ Ah, me!” 
But, behind the sorrow rather dra
matically expressed by his exclamation, 
a close observer might have read a cer
tain secret gratification. Here would 
be an unusually interesting and im
portant murder trial, full of “ human 
interest,”  the opportunity of a lifetime 
for an ambitious prosecutor. Mr. 
Powers swept back his lock of dark 
hair and thrust two fingers into his vest 
front. His lips moved soundlessly, 
shaping an imaginary address to the 
jury.

Chief Quinn blew his nose sonorously. 
His honest brown eyes were wet. “ She 
—she was like my Sally Ann, that died,” 
he mumbled and shot a glance of hatred 
at young Armitage.

F. Rudolf Tupper blinked his pale 
eyes behind their rimless glasses. His 
lean, benevolent features expressed noth
ing but a decent g rie f; yet there seemed 
a hint of puzzlement in the speculative 
stare he turned, first upon the prisoner, 
then on Bill Dunn.

iStuart Armitage stared at the sheriff 
with bulging eyes. His puffy, pasty 
face paled; his loose lips trembled vis
ibly; the impudence of his manner van
ished. He almost cringed; his glance 
wavered and fell. For the first time 
he seemed to appreciate the seriousness 
of his position. “ I didn’t do it,”  he 
quavered shrilly. “ Why, I haven’t even 
seen the girl for two days!”  ,

Of them all, Bill Dunn alone seemed 
unmoved by the announcement. He sat 
quite still, bent forward in his chair, 
face hidden in his hands, striving for 
self-control. Sheriff Franklin closed 
the door and returned to his seat, his 
leathery face stern and set; and still 
the young physician did not look up.

Rudolf Tupper eyed him significantly; 
even nudged the district attorney at his 
elbow. “ Ahem! Did you understand, 
doctor?”  he inquired suavely. “ Mr. 
Franklin tells us that they have found 
Miss Evelyn’s body in the river.”  The
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attorney's manner was politely curious; 
he was like some experimenter, await
ing the reaction of an etherized guinea 
pig to a new poison.

“ What ?”  Bill Dunn looked up 
dully. “ What is it? Found Evie’s 
body, you say?” A  deep, quivering 
sigh. “ Yes, I knew she was dead.” 

“ Ahem!”  Mr. Tupper seemed some
what discomfited. He turned back to 
the prisoner. “ Have you any state
ment to make now, Mr. Armitage ?” 

Stuart shook his head sullenly. “ No! 
I  shan’t say a word—not one word! 
You’re all trying to rope me in, to 
wring some sort of an admission out 
of me. I ’m not going to be third-de
greed, you hear?” His voice rose to a 
scream. “ Get me a lawyer; I ’ve got a 
right to see a lawyer; I won’t say a 
thing until I do, either!”

He rose in his place, trembling, hys
terical, his badly adjusted nerves shak
ing him to pieces. The officers ex
changed a significant look; and the 
sheriff eyed Tupper, raising his eye
brows.

But the attorney shook his head. 
“ No-o,”  said he reflectively. “ I don’t 
believe you’d better. What lawyer do 
you want, my boy?”

His tone was kindly, gentle; his lean 
face beamed upon the prisoner ,in 
fatherly fashion. Poor Stuart began to 
sob. “ They—you’re all picking on me,” 
he mumbled. “ Don’t give me a show! 
I—I know I ’m a rotter, but I haven’t 
murdered anybody, I tell you. I ’m a 
stranger here; everybody’s against me; 
how do I know what lawyer to get? 
Oh. call Epstein. He’ll do. After all”  
—and some secret memory deemed to 
reassure him—“ after all, you can’t hold 
me for long.”

Tupper rose and beckoned the sheriff 
and chief of police into a corner. 
Young Powers joined them, jealous of 
his prerogative. He was district attor
ney, after a ll; he was not to be ignored. 

“ Why don’t we get right after him

now?”  grumbled Franklin. His lean, 
leathery face was disgusted. “ He’s 
mighty near ready to spill the whole 
thing. Give him time ta settle dawn 
and talk to a Sawyer, and it’ll be too 
late.”

“ That’s right,”  declared the district 
attorney. “ I can’t understand why you 
don’t------”

Tupper laid a hand on his arm and 
nodded mysteriously. “ Trust me,”  he 
whispered. “ I  can’t explain just now, 
but I give you my word that this way 
is best. Have you thought------”

He did not finish his question, but 
glanced over his shoulder toward Bill 
[Dunn, who still sat with his face in 
his hands, oblivious of all that went on 
about him. The two lawyers exchanged 
a long glance. Young Powers whis
tled silently. “ Whe-e-ew! Do you
mean------ Well, I never did like the
fellow, anyhow. He’s always------”

“ Sssh! Don’t put him on his guard!” 
And Mr. Tupper laid a long, bony 
finger across his lips.

They turned back to Armitage, who 
sat plucking at his loose lips, his bulg
ing eyes watching them suspiciously. 
“ Whisper all you’re a mind to,”  he 
snarled. “ I won’t talk—that’s flat!”

“ You needn’t, my dear boy—you 
needn’t !”  soothed Tupper. By common 
consent he continued to be spokesman. 
“ We’re sending for your lawyer right 
away. Quinn, step out and have them 
phone to Epstein, won’t you? Tell him 
to come to the jail at once.”

Quinn obeyed; and thereafter came 
a considerable wait, while Doctor Dunn 
sat in his comer, dully silent, his lack
luster eyes fixed upon vacancy. His 
face was gray with fatigue; yet he was 
evidently determined to remain. The 
two lawyers drew a little apart, whis
pering together significantly; and at 
times Don Powers cast an ugly glance 
at the unconscious Dunn. There had 
always been rivalry between these two, 
and especially during' the last few
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months they had been at sword’s points 
—with little Evie Armitage demurely 
unconscious, to all seeming, yet secretly 
delighted, and egging them on to fur
ther antagonism, as young girls will.

The short autumn afternoon waned; 
the level sun glowed red in the western 
windows, then sank behind the low hills. 
The sheriff, glancing out, noticed with 
some disquietude that little knots of 
loiterers began to gather in the open 
space beside the jail. They came and 
went, gathered in small, whispering 
groups, separated again; but their num
bers grew constantly, if slowly. The 
sheriff nibbled at his close-cropped 
white mustache and frowned.

At last Epstein came. They heard 
his catarrhal voice outside, and the door 
opened to admit his bent, undersized, 
untidy figure. He bowed, spreading 
his hands, palms up. "Gentlemen, my 
client, Mr. Stuart Armitage, he is 
here?”  His beady black eyes flitted 
from one face to another; below his 
great, hooked nose, his thick lips 
pursed themselves dubiously.

Stuart leaped up. "Epstein,”  he be
gan excitedly, “ get me out of here! 
They’re trying to claim I murdered my 
cousin—you hear? It’s ridiculous! I ’ll 
sue ’em all for false arrest! Get me 
out!”

On the last words his voice broke, 
and he began to cry weakly. The shock 
of his arrest and return, the strain of 
waiting in this hostile atmosphere, hail 
frayed his unstable nerves quite raw. 
Puffy pouches beneath his protruding 
eyes, and the unsteadiness of fat, ciga
rette-stained fingers proclaimed also 
recent excesses, whose effect had not 
yet worn off.

“ Sure, sure!”  agreed Epstein thickly, 
unctuously. “ You don’t need to worry 
one bit, mister; I see to all that. Sure 
—I get you off, right away quick! Nu, 
Mister Chief, Mister Quinn, what 
makes of this business, hey?”

Donald Powers replied. He was no

longer to be kept in the background. 
Tossing back that rebellious lock of 
hair, he spoke eloquently and at length, 
marshaling the evidence against young 
Armitage, as though addressing a jury, 
while little Epstein listened, hunched 
his shoulders, and murmured obsequious 
applause.

“ Sure, sure!”  said the untidy little 
man, as Powers finished. His beady 
eyes glinted with insincere admiration. 
“ You make everything so clear, Mister 
District Attorney. I understand fine. 
I will talk a little with my client, gea- 
tlemen, please?”

Somewhat flattered, Donald Powers 
agreed magnanimously, despite the un
gracious grumblings of the sheriff. Ep
stein plucked his client by the sleeve 
and led him into a corner, where they 
whispered together for some time.

The little lawyer’s face, dubious at 
first, grew brighter and brighter; his 
thick lips widened into a smile of 
triumph. “ Nu,”  he broke out, aloud. 
“ Nu, for why don’t you tell it to them, 
all of it? They can’t------”

“ Shut up!”  warned Armitage im
peratively. He cast a malicious glan«e
at the officers. “ No, sir! Let them----- ■”
and his voice sank to a whisper.

The argument continued for several 
moments, Epstein urging some course 
of action, his client refusing sullenly, 
then angrily. And at last the little law
yer shrugged, tossing up his hands in 
a gesture of surrender.

“ It is your business,”  he agreed re
luctantly. “ It is not my worries; but 
such a foolishness!”

He returned to the long table and 
addressed «the district attorney. “ Mis
ter Powers, sir, and you, gentlemen”— 
including sheriff and chief of police— 
“ my client has a perfect alibi. He can 
prove------”

“ None of that, Epstein!” Armitage 
cut in shrilly. “ I told you not to say 
a word about that!”

“ Nu, all right.”  With an expressive
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shrug. “ You have no evidence,”  he 
went on perfunctorily. “ No evidence 
to speak of. Threats—bah! I  heard 
what was said. I was there. Mere 
words—result of a natural irritation. 
As for the condition of my client’s 
roadster—why, the nose bleed. A  very 
simple and logical explanation. As for 
the bullet holes—why, an accident. It 
may have happened weeks—months— 
ago. What else have you?”

Powers looked rather crestfallen. 
“ We’ve got enough,”  he blustered. “ I ’m 
not giving away the case for the prose
cution like that!”

“ Quite right. Sure, sure!”  With a 
polite smile that proved Mr. Epstein 
was not so easily gulled. “ But really, 
now, gentlemen, what have you got— 
only just that somebody whistled for 
Miss Evelyn Armitage, and she went 
out ?”

'Chief Quinn suddenly pushed back 
his chair and took Epstein and his client 
each by an arm. “ Come here,”  said he 
quietly, leading them to the window. 
“ Look out there. What do you see?”

The loiterers had increased in num
bers, until now the open space beside 
the jail was crowded with quiet men 
who stood in close-pressed groups, with 
heads together, whispering. Through 
the dusk one saw white spots leap but 
here and there, as one after another 
turned to stare at the jail, showing 
faces that were paler blurs in the dark.

“ What are they doing out there, do 
you think?” Quinn asked casually.

There was no need for an answer. 
For some one outside had seen the faces 
at the window. He touched his neigh
bor and pointed. Another looked up, 
and another, until the whole crowd of 
two or three hundred faced the window 
and stared in silence. A  single voice 
cried out: “ There he is, boys! That’s 
young Armitage!—that’s the mur
derer !”

“ He murdered Evelyn Armitage!”  
shouted another.

From the whole crowd came a thick, 
ugly growl; a low-voiced mutter in
finitely more menacing than the loudest 
shout. Stuart Armitage trembled 

"v is ib ly ; and even Epstein was shaken. 
He dragged his client from the win
dow.

“ You saw them,” Quinn went on 
coolly. “ Notice they were men? All 
men—not a woman in the lot. Know 
what that means? I f  you’ve got any 
explanation to make; if you’ve got an 
alibi, you’d better spring it pretty quick, 
young feller, before they get any mad
der out yonder!”

“ Speak up!”  urged Epstein roughly. 
“Don’t be a fool.”

Stuart Armitage hesitated. He was 
obviously shaken; his pasty face was 
sickly white, his lips trembled, his pro
truding eyes darted about, as though 
searching for a way of escape.

Then he stiffened. His eyes steadied, 
and he faced his inquisitors coolly 
enough. iHis slack lips tightened, and 
the line of a tolerably square jaw 
showed beneath the puffiness ef his fat 
cheek.

“ I won’t tell you a thing!” he de
clared.

Sheriff Franklin stroked his clipped 
mustache, . eying his prisoner with an 
odd mixture of surprise, chagrin, and 
reluctant admiration. “ More character 
than I gave him credit for,”  he mut
tered. “ He’s an Arrrtitage, after a ll!”

C H A P T E R  X IV .
A  Q U E S T I O N  O F  H O N O R .

lyL flT H  an impatient exclamation Don 
Powers rose. They were at an 

impasse. “ No use wasting any more 
/time here,” he grumbled. “ I must say” 
—with a resentful glance at the un
perturbed Tupper—“ I must say that I 
think this has been badly mishandled.”

Rudolf Tupper beamed at him 
through rimless eyeglasses. “ Patience, 
my boy." he advised gently. And he
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rubbed dry palms together with an 
audible, rasping sound; sure sign that 
he was pleased with events. "Patience; 
there are many matters to be cleared 
up before we shall understand the case.© 
Every man has the right to be treated 
as innocent until his guilt is proved. 
We should gain nothing by violating 
this boy’s constitutional rights.”

"A ll very well,”  muttered the youth
ful district attorney. “ You’re not re
sponsible to the voters!”

There was a general stir, as the men 
sitting about the long table rose and 
prepared to go. The sheriff beckoned 
to his prisoner, and young Armitage 
rose also, rather uncertainly.

“ Going to lock me up, I suppose?” 
he hazarded, with a glance at his aw- 
yer.

The sheriff nodded. “ I ’ve got to,” 
said he and added, grimly enough: 
"Ja il’s the safest place in Chickalocka 
for you to-night, young fellow—no mat
ter what the rights of this case are. 
Wouldn’t be healthy for you outside, 
I ’m afraid.”  And he gestured curtly 
at the crowd without that waited in 
ominous silence, pressing closer and 
closer to the windows, resolute and de
termined on vengeance.

Little Epstein stood on one foot, 
close-set black eyes running from ‘one 
face to another, his slight, stooped fig
ure fairly quivering with nervous ten
sion. Then:

“ Wait once,” he urged. “ It ain’t so 
late. Give me ten minutes, please, Mis
ter Sheriff, gentlemen? No,”  as his 
client began to protest, "no, my boy!
I don’t listen any more. I got mine 
own self to think about. I can’t leave 
all this town be sore on me for nothing.
I don’t tell anybody; I will keep con
fidence. But just you wait!”

And he ran out, scarcely pausing to 
get a reluctant nod from the tired offi
cials.

Sheriff Franklin looked at the chief 
of police, and the latter looked blankly

back. “ What’s he got up his sleeve 
now ?” wondered Mr. Quinn.

“ This is all irregular—highly irregu
lar!”  declared Powers rather petulantly. 
He felt that the district attorney was 
not being treated with the respect and 
deference due his office, to say nothing 
of his personal attainments. "Are we 
investigating a brutal murder—or is 
this a guessing contest ?”

No one answered. Mr. Tupper was 
gazing serenely out of the window; 
and now the others looked that way, 
also. They saw little Epstein round 
the corner of the building, hesitate, then 
walk swiftly on, shoulders hunched, as 
though he expected an attack.

The crowd pressed about him, silent 
?t first, antagonistic, but still peaceable. 
Epstein was questioned; one, then an
other, plucked him by the arm, de
manding news. The little man shook 
himself loose; from the window he 
could be seen gesticulating, explaining.

“ There he is !”  shouted somebody in 
the rear of the crowd. “ That’s the 
fellow’s lawyer. Tryin’ to get him o ff;  
let’s lynch the dirty shyster!”

A  visible wave of emotion passed 
through the throng; arms were raised, 
fists shaken. Came an ugly mutter, 
deepening to a roar. Epstein was 
shaken, tossed back and forth. They 
heard him squeak, like a trapped rabbit.

Sheriff Franklin moved uneasily. 
“ The boys’re gettin’ pretty rough,”  he 
muttered, stroking his white mustache. 
“ I don’t know but I ’d oughta go out 
there an’------”

He stopped, sighing with relief. For 
the crowd without had fallen back. Ep
stein stood in the center of an irregular 
ring of hostile faces, talking vehem
ently, waving his hands. “ Tellin’ ’em 
somepin, looks like,” Chief Quinn com
mented.

Whatever the little lawyer’s explana
tion, it seemed efficacious. The crowd 
separated, leaving a wide lane, down 
which Attorney Epstein scuttled with
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more speed than dignity. And so he 
crossed the square and disappeared, 
somewhat disheveled, but unhurt; and 
the crowd forgot him and returned to 
its sullenly patient vigil. In the gath
ering dark the sea of upturned faces 
showed as dim blurs of white, feature
less. F. Rudolf Tupper shivered.

“ One might fancy they were all one,”  
he remarked, with a carelessness not 
quite spontaneous. “ Like some huge, 
formless monster—an argus, say.”  
And, indeed, those indistinct faces 
vaguely resembled eyes; great, blankly 
watchful eyes, alert for prey.

Mr. Tupper sat back in his chair, 
comfortably relaxed, like a man at ease 
in his own house. The two officers 
waited stolidly, with the patience which 
a policeman must learn. Bill Dunn 
huddled dully in his corner, sunk in 
an apathy of grief and fatigue. The 
district attorney walked the floor with 
quick, irregular steps, mutering irritably 
to himself. Of them all, the prisoner 
was, perhaps, most at ease; for the 
officers scowled, and even Mr. Tupper 
at times cast a wary, puzzled glance 
about.

But Stuart Armitage lolled insolently 
in his seat and smoked cigarettes, like 
one without a care in the world. All 
his earlier nervousness was gone; now 
that he had settled upon defiance, a 
certain elation buoyed him up— or, was 
it, that he counted upon the results of 
his attorney’s secret mission?

The room grew very dark. Sheriff 
Franklin switched on the lights, first 
carefully drawing the shades against 
that silent, watchful throng without. It 
was a gloomy, chilly night; the raw 
air was heavy with fog, so that one 
must strain his eyes to make sure that 
those hundreds of sullen men kept up 
their vigil on the public square.

At last Mr. Tupper glanced at his 
watch. “ Almost eight o’clock!”  He 
rose, politely smothering a yawn. “ I 
must go home at once. I’ir be late for

dinner, as it is. I  don’t believe those 
boys outside will bother me.”  He spoke 
with humorous assurance, certain of the 
respect in which the community held 
him. “ They must be pretty well stirred 
up, to hang around in weather like this. 
Hello!”

As he spoke, he sauntered to the 
nearer window and pulled its shade to 
one side, so that he might peer out. 
Now he turned back, his kindly face 
surprised, in his pale eyes an odd look 
of puzzlement, mixed with satisfaction. 
“ They’re gone!” declared Rudolf Tup
per.

“ Gone?” repeated Powers irritably. 
“ Nonsense!” He spoke brusquely, like 
one defrauded. One might suspect that 
the district attorney had pictured him
self heroically facing a lynching mob; 
single-handed cowing a hundred men 
bent upon murder and sending them 
away crestfallen and empty-handed. It 
was annoying, to say the least, to have 
them vanish thus, without awaiting his 
intervention.

“ Gone,”  said the older lawyer. “ At 
any rate, they’re going. Only a few 
of them left. See for yourself.”  He 
stepped aside, his pale eyes going from 
the district attorney to Bill Dunn and 
back, an unreadable expression in their 
depths. And he rubbed bony hands to
gether.

“That beats my time,”  declared 
Quinn, blinking out of the other win
dow. “ Got cold and tired, I expect. 
Or else----- ”

A  tapping of high-heeled shoes 
sounded in the hall without; Mr. Ep
stein’s catarrhal tones mingled with the 
deeper voice of the jail deputy, and an 
angry feminine voice, musical despite 
its shrillness, rose above them both.

“ The very idea!” cried this invisible 
lady. “ I never heard of such a thing. 
Men are so stupid! They’d better 
just------”

Stuart Armitage sat up very straight, 
and an eager light shone in his pro
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trading eyes. “ Now!”  said he trium
phantly, a sneer twisting his thick lips. 
“ Now!”

The door burst open. Those within 
caught a glimpse of little Epstein, 
bowing, ducking, gesturing obse
quiously; and then a young lady ap
peared.

She was a tall girl, flamboyantly 
handsome, with reddish hair and big, 
pansy-colored eyes that flashed with 
regal rage. She wore a big wrap of 
costly furs over a dinner dress. Her 
head was bare, and jeweled rings glit
tered from her ungloved fingers.

“Oh, you men!” she flamed. “ Where 
is he? Have you locked him into a 
cell? Have you, I say?”  And she 
stamped her foot furiously. Then, as 
her eyes adjusted themselves to the 
bright lights: “Oh, Stuart! They 
haven’t dared to h-hurt you, have they? 
The brutes! But it was all my fault, 
and you—why, you’re a regular hero!”

She ran to young Armitage and 
caught his puffy hand in both of hers, 
then whirled upon the others. Her big 
eyes flashed; she drew herself up dra
matically, like an actress in her biggest 
scene.

“ You brutes!”  Her voice was clear, 
controlled, incisive; her gestures were 
telling, even somewhat studied. She 
was patently enjoying herself im
mensely. “ Let him go at once, I  tell 
you! Do you hear, Mr. Franklin, Mr. 
Quinn? A  murderer, indeed! You 
might have known better. Mr. Stuart 
Armitage took me for a drive last night 
in his roadster. We went out to Bur- 
land’s road house near River City; we 
stayed until after midnight. And on 
the way home Mr. Armitage had the 
nose bleed—terribly. We had to stop 
for a while. He used up his handker
chief and mine; bled all over the car 
and my dress—and everything. It was 
terrible; I was frightened! But he was 
just as brave as brave. And----- ”

Chief Quinn managed at last to check

the dramatic outburst. “ Now just hold 
on a minute, won’t you, Miss Viola? 
Why didn’t he tell us all this, huh ? In
stead of------”

“ Why didn’t he? Why didn’t he? 
Because he’s a gentleman; because he 
was afraid folks would think it wasn’t 
just right, my going out with him so 
late, when------”

“ Your dad didn’t know then?” the 
sheriff asked shrewdly. “ Mr. Cameron 
wouldn’t let you go?”

T he-girl’s high color rose higher; 
a crimson flood swept over her comely 
features. “ No, he wouldn’t, if you’ve 
got to know! Father’s old-fashioned— 
too strict. He doesn’t understand. And 
of course folks would talk—will talk 
now. The women’ll whisper and whis
per ; they hate me already, the old cats!” 
She began to cry. “A  girl hasn’t any 
freedom; everybody watches her. I 
wasn’t doing any harm; I only wanted 
a good time! And now, just because— 
because------ But I couldn’t do any
thing else; I couldn’t let you horrid 
men put Stuart in j-jail, when I knew 
he was innocent, even if he was brave 
enough to keep quiet for my sake!”

The men about the big table moved 
uneasily, illogically abashed. But Mr. 
Tupper smiled thinly.

“ Come now, Viola,”  he began, “ don’t 
make too much of this. You’re having 
a lovely time right now, pretending to 
be a heroine—aren’t you?” ,

The girl stamped. “ I h-hate you!” 
But her manner of high tragedy visibly 
diminished.

“ Quite so.”  Mr. Tupper stroked 
his chin, his smile broadening be
nevolently. “ Quite so. Of course, Mr. 
D. J . Cameron, president of the Chicka- 
locka National, would be—ahem!— 
annoyed, to discover that his only 
daughter was visiting road houses, un
chaperoned, late at night. But we won’t 
tell him, my dear. And as for the rest, 
why, times have changed. You’re not 
going to bfe ostracized, Viola, even if
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all this comes out. You’ve done things 
just as bad before this, I ’ll venture. 
So don’t talk as if your life was ruined. 
Don’t try to play ‘Bertha, the beautiful 
sewing girl’—but be sensible about it.” 

As this dry, matter-of-fact discourse 
went on, Miss Viola seemed to shrink, 
until from a tragedy queen she dimin
ished into a pretty, rather immature, 
unschooled, impulsive, likable young 
girl.

“ Well, it was just noble of him, any
how,”  she faltered. “ So there!”  

Tupper coughed. “ No doubt, though 
a good deal of it, I fancy, was just 
plain obstinacy. The boy knew he 
wasn’t going to be electrocuted to
night. He wanted to make us all the
trouble he could. However------”

He broke off, glancing at the others 
with a question in his pale eyes. Quinn 
nodded, and Franklin; and the district 
attorney nodded also, though with a 
very bad grace. “ I suppose we’ll have 
to,”  he grumbled. “ But, hold on! How 
about these bullet holes? There, were 
two bullet holes in that car, you said, 
Quinn.”

Miss Viola turned scarlet again. 
“ That was my fault,”  she confessed. “ I 
found this pistol in the pocket on the 
car door. It was an automatic, and 
somehow I touched the trigger, and it 
shot twice before I could let go.”

“ It all sounds mighty unusual,”  mut
tered the district attorney. He was 
patently dissatisfied; reluctant to dis
miss his suspicions. “ Why didn’t Armi-
tage—why didn’t you------”

Mr. Tupper tapped his shoulder 
peremptorily. “ Hush, hush, man!”  he 
whispered. “ Can’t you understand? 
This boy had a flask; both of them 
were a bit exhilarated, no doubt. Youth 
and high spirits—proof spirits, ha, ha! 
They’ve been responsible for stranger 
coincidences than this.”

Her story told, the girl looked some
what embarrassed and uneasy. She 
stood by the door, tapping neat-shod

toes against the floor. “ Haven’t I said 
enough yet?”  she inquired wistfully. 
“ Mayn’t we go, please?”

The sheriff nodded, as did the chief 
of police. “ Certainly, my dear, cer
tainly,”  came Mr. Tupper’s benign 
tones. “And you may set your mind 
quite at ease. None of us will mention 
what you have told us.”

Viola tossed her head. “ Oh, that! 
Why, I told all those men outside, my
self, on the way here. I wasn’t going 
to have them threaten Stuart, when he’d 
been so g-good.”  She carried it off 
bravely; but her red lip quivered a bit, 
none the less. “ I d-don’t know what 
my father will say, when he hears about 
it,”  she confessed.

“He’ll think you a very brave, gen
erous young lady, of course!” Tupper 
comforted. “ I ’ll talk to him myself. 
And now, Mr. Armitage,” he turned to 
Stuart, “ let me congratulate you upon 
a loyal friend and upon having come 
out of this—ahem!—misunderstanding, 
so well.”

He proffered a bony hand, which 
Armitage accepted gingerly. “ Thanks,”  
replied the boy carelessly. He had quite 
recovered his aplomb. “ Of course, I  
couldn’t say anything until Miss Cam
eron had spoken.”

The lawyer coughed discreetly and 
said nothing. But his pale eyes were 
ironic, and he seemed to concur in the 
belief which young Powers blurted out, 
thus:

“ You mean you were too stubborn 
and cantankerous to say anything. You 
knew you were safe and wanted to 
make us all the trouble you could!”  
And the district attorney, with a curt 
bow to Miss Cameron, turned his back,

Quinn and the sheriff came forward 
now, muttering embarrassed apologies, 
which their erstwhile prisoner accepted 
magnanimously enough. “ It’s all right, 
men,” he declared, with a wide, care
less gesture. “ Don’t mention it. Mis
takes will happen.”
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• Last of all Bill Dunn rose wearily 
from his corner. “ Sorry, old man,” 
said he, turning tragic, harassed eyes 
upon the smaller man. Noting the dark 
bruises already springing out upon 
Armitage’s throat, he flushed dully. “ I 
—I  must have been crazy for a minute. 
Forgive me, won’t you?”

Stuart Armitage put both fat, puffy 
hands behind his back. “ No,” he an
swered, with deliberate insolence, “ no, 
I won’t !”

C H A P T E R  XV.
A N  A C C U S A T I O N .

*J"*HE doctor looked at him silently 
for a long moment, and Stuart’s 

protruding eyes wavered and fell be
neath that haggard, pitying stare. Then 
the big man shrugged indifferently.

“ As you like,” said he. “ I ’m sorry, 
anyhow.”  And he turned away and sat 
down again, or rather, dropped into a 
seat, as though his weary limbs were 
n© longer able to support him. “ I know 
it was a rotten thing to do,” he added, 
addressing the company at large. “ But 
—well, I ’ve had a hard day.”

Armitage glared, his anger unap
peased by the quiet pathos of those 
few words. His pasty cheeks flushed 
a dull, mottled red; his bulging eyes 
blinked furiously.

“ I ’d like to know what you meant by 
it,”  he blustered shrilly; “ jumping onto 
me that way. You never gave me a 
chance; if I ’d been ready for you, I ’d 
have------”

“ You’d have been worse off, I ex
pect,”  put in Chief Quinn, dryly dis
gusted. “ Bill would have tom you 
apart.”

Tears of rage stood in the stout 
young man’s dull eyes; his loose lips 
twitched; he glared at the stolid po
liceman. But, as he began to stutter 
some reply, Miss Viola plucked at his 
arm.

“Come along, Stuart,”  she whis
pered urgently, conscious that he
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was doing his best to spoil the favor
able impression his late silence had 
made. “ Come along! I ’m going home 
now; won’t you take me, please?”

But he shook her off. “ I canlt do it,” 
he answered ungraciously. “ I ’m ever 
so much obliged and all that; but I ’ve 
got something important to say first. 
I ’ll tell you”—suddenly conscious of his 
own rudeness— “ I ’ll tell you, Viola: 
just wait outside somewhere for a min
ute, won’t you? There’s a comfortable 
room just inside the front door. I ’ve 
got something very, very important to 
say before I leave—honest!”

She went out reluctantly, with little, 
uneasy backward glances; but she went. 
And, as the door closed after her, 
Stuart Armitage turned to the sheriff, 
his bulging eyes alight with malicious 
triumph.

“ Look here,”  he began. “ It just 
struck me, after what he said. But all 
this stuff—all this evidence you people 
told me about a while ago, trying to 
make me out a murderer—why, every 
bit of it almost points toward Dunn a 
whole lot more than it did toward me.” 

He paused, favoring the weary doc
tor with a scowl of vindictive suspicion. 
The others stared at him, bewildered 
and unconvinced, all but Bill Dunn. He 
did not seem to hear.

“ Can’t you see?”  Armitage went on 
impatiently. “ Don’t you get it yet? 
Listen! Dunn had a quarrel with my 
cousin, didn’t he? One of the servants
told my man Jacques------”

Chief Quinn rubbed his red nose 
dubiously. “ Yeah,” he grunted, “ but 
the doc told us all about that.”

“ Did he now?” Stuart sneered. 
“ Gave himself the worst of it, too, I 
suppose. Bah! Just you listen to m e: 
They had a quarrel, and Evelyn told 
this big bruiser she was done with him. 
That’s how I dope it out. He got sore 
and made up his mind to get back at 
her. So, last night, he came to her 
house and whistled. You told me your-
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self, sheriff, the maid thought it was 
Doctor Dunn whistling; how on earth 
did you think I ’d know how he whis
tled, so as to imitate it? Well, he 
whistled, and she came out; and he 
jollied her along until he got her into 
his car and drove off. And then he 
murdered her and chucked her body into 
the creek—and came home and called 
up the house to make the servants think 
he didn’t know she was gone. How 
about that, you men?” And he turned 
upon Bill Dunn, his puffy face distorted 
with malice, a hateful, mottled flush 
upon his pasty cheeks. “ You, Dunn, 
what have you got to say to that?”

Bill Dunn had listened to this tirade 
with weary indifference at first, then 
in blank amazement. His haggard gray 
eyes were puzzled, uncomprehending. 
But gradually, as the force of the ac
cusation came home to him, the young 
doctor’s tired face turned white, and 
that rythmical swelling and falling away 
of temple and jaw muscles began anew. 
The narrowed gray eyes glowed wMi 
dull red lights; the firm lips tightened.

Doctor Dunn came slowly to his feet, 
wide shoulders hunched, hands clawed, 
like some fierce animal about to spring. 
Armitage shivered and shrank hastily 
behind the bulk of the chief of police. 
“ Keep him off!”  he quavered. “ Don’t 
let him touch me!”

“ You think—you say that I— I-----”
began Bill Dunn, in , a queer, ragged
voice. “ You dare------”  He stopped,
swallowing convulsively, and passed an 
unsteady hand across his eyes. “ Oh, 
well !”  '

The fierce light faded from his eyes; 
his tense muscles relaxed; his head 
drooped dispiritedly. His big, loose- 
jointed frame sagged in every line, 

v “What’s the use?”  asked Bill Dunn 
thickly. “ That’s so absurd it’s not even 
worth presenting. And it doesn’t matter. 
Nothing matters now.”  He glanced 
heavily at the sheriff. “ I ’m done up. 
I ’ve got to lie down. I ’ve got to rest,

if I can. I  don’t care where. Here 
or at home; that’s up to you. Only 
make up your minds as soon as you 
can, please.”  And he dropped back into 
his chair, like one without further in
terest in the proceedings.

Chief Quinn rubbed his nose furi
ously and looked at F. Rudolf Tupper 
for guidance. That gentleman was 
watching Doctor Dunn with a curious 
expression in which open sympathy 
seemed to struggle with secret elation. 
Presently he began to rub his hands 
softly together.

Donald Powers^urned from the win
dow. “ By Jove!”  said he. “ I almost 
believe the fellow’s right.”  He ex
changed a long, significant look with 
the older attorney; and then, as though 
some secret agreement had been 
reached, both scowled at Bill Dunn.

“ Think it over, gentlemen,”  urged 
Armitage. “ Somebody saw a roadster 
waiting near by cousin’s house. Dunn 
drives a roadster. You looked into my 
car this morning; but has anybody 
searched his? And where was he last 
night, at ten o’clock ? I can prove where 
/  was!”

Both lawyers nodded gravely; and 
Chief Quinn rubbed his red nose harder 
than ever. “H uh!”  said he. “ Where 
were you, doc— if you don’t mind me 
asking.”

Doctor Dunn looked up indifferently. 
“ In my own office, alone/’ he answered.

Armitage laughed. “ Prove it!”  he 
jeered.

“ I can’t. I said I was alone.”
“ His car’s out in front now,”  Armi

tage persisted. “ Why don’t you fellows 
go out and search it? Of course he’s 
had plenty of time to clean it up, but 
you can’t be sure.”

Sheriff Franklin stroked his clipped 
mustache. “ I expect we might as well 
do that,”  he ventured, almost apolo
getically. “ It won’t do any harm.”

He rose, and opened the door. Stuarf 
Armitage cast one last ugly look at
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the weary doctor, sagging stupidly in 
his corner, and swaggered out, laugh
ing mirthlessly. ‘^Try to strangle me, 
will you?” he tossed over his shoulder. 
“ You murdering thug!”

He vanished, and with him went the 
sheriff and chief of police. The two 
lawyers, left alone with Bill Dunn, drew 
away into a corner, whispering busily, 
glancing at him furtively now and then. 
Bunn smiled a wry little smile.

“ Bound you’ll prosecute somebody, 
aren’t you, Don?” he asked. “ You’ve 
lost young Armitage; so you’re going 
to try your hand ontme next. Well,”  
rather cynically, “ I ’ve no doubt you’d 
prefer me to almost any one else.” 

And the hard glare he got in return 
confessed the truth of that statement, 
beyond the shadow ©f a doubt.

Quinn and the sheriff returned in 
silence and stosd in the doorway, look
ing, awkwardly at nothing. Bill Dunn 
grinned at them rather forlornly. “ How 
about it, chief?”  he inquired. “ Do I 
sleep at home—or here?”

The officer’s honest brown eyes 
wavered and fell. His broad face 
flushed crimson; he moved his feet un
easily.

“ I—I ’m afraid, doc,”  he apologized, 
as shamefacedly as though he, himself, 
were the suspect. “ I ’m afraid you better 
stay here—-just f ’r to-night. I—you

• Donald Powers rose and came for
ward impatiently. “ You’ve found 
something,” lie asked excitedly. “ What 
is it?”

“ You needn’t act so darn’ happy,”  
grumbled Quinn. “ Don’t amount to 
nothin’, anyhow.”  He extended a 
stubby, thick-fingered hand. -

In its broad palm lay an imitation 
tortoise-shell hairpin and a bit of 
blood-stained gauze. The district at
torney pounced upon them.

“ H a!” He gloated upon these trifles, 
seeing them, no doubt, as exhibits. 
“ That’s a light-colored hairpin—notice?

Evelyn wore them to match her hair. 
And this!”

Bill Dunn smiled wearily. “ I ex
pect you could find bits of gauze and 
cotton in my car most any time,” said 
he. “ As for that hairpin, it may have 
been there a week or a month. What 
does it amount to?”

Powers would have replied angrily, 
but there came another interruption. 
Some one came running down the hall 
and burst into the room, an anxious
faced man who panted audibly. He 
glanced about eagerly, and when his 
eyes lit upon Doctor Dunn, he ex
claimed: “ I been huntin' f ’r you this 
last two hours, most. Hurry up! My 
wife------”

He caught the physician by a shoul
der, as though to drag him away by 
force. “ She’s awful bad, doc. Heaven 
knows what’s happened since I started 
out after you.”

Bill Dunn came to his feet and shook 
himself like a big dog. His weary face 
set itself into new, determined lines; 
ttie gray eyes shone. “ Come along, 
Ruggles,”  said he briskly. “ My car’s 
outside.”

The district attorney sprang for the 
door, crying incoherently to the sheriff: 
“ Don’t let him go!”

Doctor Dhtnn brushed him aside, 
without even seeing him, and was gone, 
with Ruggles trotting after, babbling 
of symptoms.

“ W ell!”  The district attorney turned 
angrily upon the others. “ You’re a 
fine pair of officers to let a prisoner 
walk out on you that way! You ought 
to be----- ”

Chief Quinn turned his back in dis
gust. “ You make me tired, Powers. 
Looks to me, you’re darn’ anxious to 
get somepin on the doctor. Let him 
g o ; he ain’t goin’ to run away. I don’t 
believe he done it, anyhow, even if 
you do!”

With which remark the chief of po
lice stalked out.
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C H A P T E R  X V I.
C U M U L A T I V E  E V I D E N C E .

P )  ESCEN'DIiNIG from the smoking 
of the ten sixteen train from River 

City, Sheriff Franklin went forward to 
superintend the removal of a long, 
black box from the baggage car.

Donald Powers, the young district at
torney, came eagerly toward him. 
“ Well, sheriff?” he inquired.

“ We-ell, I don’t know,”  answered 
Franklin dubiously. “ I brought her 
along. She’s about the right size; got 
yellow hair and all that. Must have 
been in the creek quite a while, though. 
Nobody could make anything out of her 
face.”

The district attorney scowled. “ You
don’t mean------ But it must be Evelyn
Armitage!”  he protested.

“ Huh ? Anybody’d think you wanted 
it to be. Mebbe it is; but I  kind of 
doubt it. This woman's feet are too 
big, looks to me; and her hands are 
rough, like she was used to hard work. 
Of course she’s battered up pretty bad. 
I thought I ’d best bring her along for 
somebody, that knew Miss Evie better’n 
I do, to decide.”

Powers thought for a moment. “ Try 
Doctor Ames, the dentist,”  he sug
gested. “He’s looked after her teeth 
for years; he’s got a chart of them in 
his office, I suppose. He can tell us.”

Sheriff Franklin stroked his white 
mustache. “Sounds like a good idea,”  
he approved. “ You boys load this onto 
the wagon,”  turning to the baggage men 
who were lifting that long, narrow box. 
“ Tell Jerry to drive it over to the city 
morgue.”

He turned back to the district at
torney. “ Wish you’d call Doctor Ames 
up, will you ? Ask him to come over to 
the morgue, soon as he can, and tell us 
whether we got the right one. I f  we 
have, I expect we’d best take Dunn over 
to the jail for a spell—‘huh?”

Powers nodded emphatically. He

wore the long-tailed coat and black
string tie he usually affected; in that 
rather old-fashioned garb he was un
deniably an impressive figure. He 
brushed back the long lock of hair that 
had escaped from under his slouch hat.

“ Personally,”  said he, with an obvi
ous attempt at the impersonal, which 
fell just short of convincing, “ person
ally, I felt it a mistake to let him go 
last night. He’s not back yet, I hear; 
we may have to send out an alarm.”

“ Don’t , you worry about that,”  the 
sheriff consoled him. “ Doctor Dunn’Il 
be home before long. I don’t know’s 
we got enough to hold him, anyhow.”

“ Of course we have!”  Fowers 
seemed irritated by the other’s doubt. 
“ The evidence is clear. Circumstan
tial, of course; but convincing, none the 
less. And we’ll get more; in fact,”  he 
added importantly, “ I ’m looking into 
this matter myself.”

Sheriff Franklin eyed him rather 
quizzically, stroking a clipped mus
tache, but made no comment. Instead, 
he entered a waiting automobile and 
followed that long black box toward the 
Chickalocka morgue.

Mr. Powers stood with folded arms 
for a moment, chin pressed against his 
standing collar, a thoughtful scowl upon 
his dark, handsome face. A  few pass
ers-by glanced at him, thinking, “ That’s 
Donald James Powers, the district at
torney. Isn’f he good looking? Aw
fully brilliant, too, they say. I suppose 
he’s working on that murder case.”  At 
least Mr. Powers hoped that such were 
their thoughts. He was not too modest.

Presently he turned, tucked that re
bellious lock of hair back under his 
slouch hat, and stalked away, hands 
clasped behind his back, frowning 
thoughtfully at the pavement before 
him. His slow steps took him along 
Center Street, past the park with its 
marble monument, past the small white 
house at its eastern edge, in which Doc
tor William Dunn had his office.
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Here the district attorney paused, 
glaring at the neat-lettered sign in the 
window, as thsugh at some mortal 
enemy. After a moment’s hesitation he 
went up the walk, mounted the steps of 
the little house, and tried its door.

It opened ait once. Mr. Powers drew 
a deep breath, like a swimmer about to 
dive into cold water, and entered.

Half a dozen people sat in a small, 
plainly furnished room, obviously wait
ing, with varying degrees of impatience, 
for the doctor’s return. They glanced 
up at Power’s entry in the odd, half- 
resentful, half-sympathetic fashion of 
patients waiting for a doctor or a den
tist. One old gentleman spoke.

“ You might as well go on home, 
Don,”  said he irritably. “ We been here, 
most of us, f ’r two hours.”

Donald Powers raised his eyebrows. 
The old man had spoken in that pe
culiarly galling manner which old men 
are wont to use toward people, however 
famous, whom they remember as babies. 
To one of the district attorney’s sen
sitive vanity, this was almost unen
durable. Ignoring the well-meant ad
vice, he looked haughtily over the old 
gentleman’s head.

There, on the mantel, stood one of 
those cards which drug houses supply 
for physicians’ use. Below a clock face, 
with movable hands, were the words: 
“ ■ Doctor Is Out. Will Return.”  The 
clock hands had been set at nine thirty.

Quite unconscious that he was being 
rebuked, the old man followed Mr. 
Powers’ glance. “ Means nine thirty to
night, I expect,”  he supplied obligingly, 
“ or else he set it that way last week 
an’ forgot t’ change. Out all night, too 
—so his housekeeper told me when I 
come in.”

Out all night! Donald Powers 
scowled more formidably than ever. 
Bill Dunn had fled, he was convinced. 
His mind began to shape a poster: “ One 
Hundred Dollars Reward. Wanted For 
Murder in Chickalocka.” A tall, sham

bling, sandy-haired man, rather un
couth. “ Send all information to Don
ald James Powers, district attorney.” 

Without speaking, he nodded 
brusquely at the company and turned to 
go. A  shrill, eager voice halted him.

“ Mis-ter Powers! Wait just a min
ute, please.”

A  woman rose from her seat and came 
toward him, the upstanding feather on 
her hat quivering with importance. She 
was a tall woman and angular, with a 
long, narrow, sallow face and teeth that 
thrust out, like a chipmunk’s, above an 
almost negligible chin. Her small, yel
lowish eyes glinted dully; she caught 
the young man’s lapel with a veined, 
skinny hand.

Powers drew back with some dis
taste, knowing the woman for an in
veterate gossip, a mean-minded, vin
dictive creature, such as one sometimes 
finds in small towns, who spent her 
days peering through her window cur
tains, listening in on party-line tele
phone conversations,. or gadding the 
streets to disseminate the information 
thus obtained.

“ Well, Mrs. Hawkins,” said he 
coldly, “ what can I do for you?”

She drew him out onto the porch 
and closed the door with exaggerated 
caution. “ You’re investigating Evie 
Armitage’s murder, aren’t you?”  she 
began, quivering with curiosity, so that 
her flaring nostrils twitched. “ No, you 
needn’t shake your head. I know bet
ter! And I ’ve got something”—she 
paused and cast a significant glance over 
her shoulder at Doctor Dunn’s sign— 
“ something about him!”

Mr. Powers folded his arms. From 
behind his thoughtful frown a gleam of 
eagerness shone for an instant, to be 
veiled at once. “ I cannot discuss the 
secrets of my office.” he replied with 
much dignity. “ But if you have any 
information, it is your duty to offer it.” 

“ Information!” Mrs. Hawkins 
tossed her head so that her feather



127Pledged to the Dead

vibrated indignantly. “ I  sjjpuld say I 
had some information! I never liked 
the fellow, anyhow; no more sympathy, 
no more interest in a woman that was 
suffering! Why, he said to me, ‘Mrs. 
Hawkins, if you’d spend less time gad
ding------’ ”

The district attorney stopped her. 
“ Yes, yes! No doubt Doctor Dunn—I 
suppose you mean Doctor Dunn—no 
doubt he was—as, crude, in his manner. 
But you spoke of some information?”

“ I ’m telling you as fast as I can. 
Night before last, along about ten 
o’clock, I heard him whistle right out
side my door, almost. You know I live 
there on the hill, near the Armitage 
place, the next door but one.”

Powers caught her arm. “ Yes, yes. 
You heard Dunn whistle, you say? Are 
you sure it was Dunn? Did you see 
him ?”

“ Ouch! You hurt. Of course I ’m 
sure. Haven’t I heard him whistle like 
that, goodness only knows how many 
times? Why, for a year or more, I ’ve 
heard him every day most, and Evie’d 
answer, and come running like—like an 
obedient puppy dog, poor little thing! 
I always did say the only way to make 
men respect you is to be distant and 
cool; don’t let on you care anything 
about ’em. Why, if Hawkins’d ever 
whistled for me, I ’d ’ve let him know 
straight off----- ”

“ No doubt. But”—with scarcely
veiled sarcasm—“ I don’t suppose Mr. 
Hawkins ever wanted to whistle to you. 
Did you see Doctor Dunn?”

“ He’d better not! Did I see the doc
tor? We-ell, no-o, not exactly. But 
I knew it must be him. I remember 
I said the Hawkins, ‘Nice carryings- 
on,’ s’l, ‘at ten o’clock at night, for a 
well-brought-up young lady to be run
ning out bareheaded at some man’s 
whistle,’ I says. And Hawkins------”

“ You didn’t see him then?” The dis
trict attorney was evidently disap
pointed. “ I think we’ll get on faster,

Mrs. Hawkins, if you’ll tell me exactly 
what you did see, from the beginning. 
Did you see an automobile?”

The lady sniffed aggrievedly. “Ain’t 
I telling you, fast as I can? Only you 
keep picking me up so. ’Bout ten 
o’clock, as I say, an auto come slipping 
down the hill and stopped just above 
my house. A  big roadster it was—'Doc
tor Dunn’s roadster.”

“ Sure? Could you swear to that?” 
“ Ain’t I telling you? It was so dark, 

and me just happening to glance outa 
the window to see if it was coming on 
to rain. ' I ’m not one to be poking and 
prying into other folks’ affairs all the 
time; no, sir, not me. Well, it being 
so dark, and me just glancing once, 
like I did, I couldn’t swear exactly; 
only I knew it must be him, ’specially 
when he whistled like he did.”

Mr. Powers tossed up both hands in 
despair. “ Did you see anything that 
you could swear to?” he inquired.

“ Of course I did. An auto—a big 
roadster, like Dunn’s, stopping right out 
in front of my house. And a man climbs 
out—a big tall fellow, with his coat 
collar turned up, and his cap pulled 
down like he was afraid somebody’d 
see him. He was all bundled up in a 
fur overcoat, so’s a body couldn’t say 
for sure if he was fat or thin; but I 
know he was tall, like Doctor Dunn. 
And when I heard him whistle that 
way, I knew it must be him.”

The district attorney considered, a 
forefinger laid against his temple. Mrs. 
Hawkins watched him with avid eyes, 
waiting for some remark which she 
might add to her budget.

“ You saw a car which looked like 
Dunn’s, and a man who might have 
been Dunn; and you heard a whistle 
like Dunn’s. Pretty conclusive, taken 
together. And you saw Miss Evelyn 
come out?”

“ Indeed I did! Soon’s he whistled, 
out she come, a-running, like as if she 
was his dog.”  As the woman repeated
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this expressive simile, Don Powers 
winced visibly. The picture of Evelyn, 
running eagerly to meet Bill Dunn, did 
not please him. .She had been a young 
woman of sense; while she had always 
been civil to Dunn, she had of course 
preferred him, Donald Powers. It 
must be so ! But an underlying doubt 
of this conclusion nagged at the district 
attorney persistently and made him 
righteously determined that Bill Dunn 
should suffer for this crime.

“ Out she come, a-running; and I says 
to Hawkins, ‘Nice going-on,’ says I. 
What? I am going ahead. So she 
climbs into this roadster, and him after 
her,, and off they went. And that's all 
I know.”

“ Thanks,” said Powers. “ All this 
may prove to be of importance later.” 
He nodded curtly and started down the 
steps.

The woman called him back. “ Do 
you s’pose he fetched her here?” she 
whispered, morbidly gratified. “ I 
peeked into his office a while back, and 
there’s a window broken in there, and” 
—her dull eyes glinted avidly—“and 
I saw blood on the floor! Maybe he 
killed her in there and carried the body 
away to throw into the creek?”

Powers shrugged. The .callousness 
of this woman disgusted him. “ I can’t 
discuss that,” said he and walked away.

Mrs. Hawkins hesitated, watching 
him for a minute or two. patently hop
ing that he might return. Then she re
entered Doctor Dunn’s house; and 
Powers had an instant’s vision of her 
waiting, buzzardlike, for his return, in 
the hope of wringing some admission 
from him.

But once she was out of sight, the 
district attorney’s brisk steps slowed 
down. He hesitated, pondering her last 
words; and then, with a decided nod, 
turned up the walk toward the big brick 
house which stood to the east of Doc
tor Dunn’s, at the corner of Center 
and Best Streets.

He rangfctne bell briskly. Now that 
his mind was made up, he would see it 
through. And when a mild-faced, be- 
whiskered old gentleman opened the 
door, the district attorney’s manner was 
direct and unembarrassed.

“ You know me, don’t you, Mr. 
Chambers?” he began. “ Donald Pow
ers, the district attorney?”

“ Why, bless my soul! Of course I 
know you, Don,”  replied the other, pat
ting his curly white whiskers, that 
looked rather like wool. “ Come in, 
my boy! Come right in. So you’re 
district attorney now ? • Bless my soul, 
how time does fly! Why, it seems only 
the other day that your grandfather 
—a great friend of mine, your grand
father, Don, my boy—that he met me 
down on Center Street—Chickalocka 
wasn’t much in those days; we were 
crude yet and new. Why, I often 
talked, as a boy, with Lon Somerville, 
the only survivor of the Chickalocka 
Massacre. Indeed, I was five years old 
at the time of that tragedy, only my 
people didn’t come West until the fol
lowing year. A terrible thing, that; ter
rible! Just think—twenty men and the 
women and children—young girls, 
babies in arms—slaughtered and 
scalped, Don, all of them, except the 
five they burned at the stake next day. 
Bless my soul, how I do ramble on! 
What was I saying, Don? Oh, yes! 
Only the other day. it seems, your 
grandfather bought me a cigar to cele
brate the birth of your father, Donald 
Powers, senior. Ah, well! I ’m an old 
man now.”

All the while the old gentleman was 
leading his guest in through a wide, 
old-fashioned hall to a cozy sitting 
room, where a bright wood fire burned 
in the throat of a huge fireplace. He 
bustled about, drew up a chair, took 
Power’s hat and coat, talking all the 
while. An amiable, hospitable old gen
tleman, kindly and genial; but in the 
wavering glance of his faded blue eyes,
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in the uncertainty of gesture, the ram
bling irrelevancy of his speech, it was 
easy to read the signs of age and fail
ing faculties.

“ And now,”  he went on, when Pow
ers was comfortably seated—all this 
while he had not ceased to talk—“ and 
now, my boy, can I do anything for 
you, or did you just come to call on 
a lonely old man ? Kind of you, Don; 
very kind. I appreciate it. The young 
are often careless, forgetful of us 
oldsters. No wonder—no wonder! 
Perfectly natural. As I often said

“ I beg your pardon, iMr. Chambers,” 
the young man interrupted. He had the 
grace to blush. “ I beg your pardon, but 
I did come on business to-day. Another 
time, if you’ll let me, I shall be glad 
to drop in just for a talk.”

The old gentleman beamed. “ Per
fectly natural, my boy, of course! Pm 
an old man and prosy. My grand
daughter says I talk too much, and no 
doubt I do. Even when I was young,
they used to call me----- ”

“ Excuse me, sir; but I must ask you 
a question or two.”  Powers was almost 
inclined to give up. This wandering 
old dotard could be no help. Yet since 
he was here, he might as well ask. 
“ Did you hear or see anything unusual 
next door, night before last?”

Mr. Chambers pondered. “ Night be
fore last? Why, that was----- w Of
course, Doctor Dunn often has callefs 
late at night, being a physician. Let 
me see! Oh, yes!”  The wavering eyes 
brightened. “ That was the night little 
Evie Armitage came. I haven’t seen 
her for a long time. Bless my soul! 
Why, I used to hold her on my 
knee----- ”

Donald Powers sat up straight; his 
dark eyes snapped. For once he for
got to brush back that troublesome lock 

H of hair. “ You saw Evelyn Armitage 
'  go into Doctor Dunn’s office night be- 
E fore last—late?” he asked slowly. His

face was rather pale; his jaw squared 
itself. After all, he had loved the girl 
—in his way.

“ Yes, my boy.”  Mr. Chambers 
beamed amiably at him, obviously re
garding the matter as unimportant. “ It 
was very late. I ’d stepped out to look 
at my flower beds—there near the walk; 
it looked like snow, I thought. Evie 
came toward Doctor Dunn’s house, 
walking on the grass. I was going to 
speak to her, but she acted as if she 
was trying to be very quiet, so I didn’t. 
I thought maybe she meant to surprise 
the doctor; I knew they were very fond 
of each other, those young people.” 
And Mr. Chambers beamed genially.

The young man scowled. This was 
less pleasing. “ She was alone, you say? 
Are you sure ?”

“ Why, of course! At least I only 
saw her for a moment. I stooped to 
look at my flowers, and when I glanced 
that way again she was out of sight. 
I  heard the door open and saw Doc
tor Dunn on the steps, so I ' suppose 
she must have gone in. And I went in, 
too. It was lucky it didn’t snow, be
cause I didn’t coves. my flowers. Per
haps this cold rain will be almost------”

“ So Miss Armitage went into Dunn’s 
house? You didn’t see her come out 
again ?”

“ Why, I didn’t see her go in, either, 
Don. I just supposed------”

“ Didn’t you see or hear anything else 
unusual that night, sir? Think hard, 
now! Tuesday night. It’s very im
portant.”

Old Mr. Chambers blinked be
nignly. “ Bless my soul, Don, I ’m a 
little forgetful at times, you see. Tues
day night! Let me see. Oh, yes! Why, 
it was that night the doctor dropped 
something.” He beamed upon his 
guest, patently much pleased by this 
feat of memory. “ It all comes back to 
me now. I heard quite a loud noise— 
sounded like a window, breaking, for 
I heard the tinkle of glass. And then
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something dropped. I suppose Doctor 
Dunn must have knocked a chair or 
something over, and it broke a pane of 
glass. He’s rather inclined to be awk
ward, you know; big men often are. I 
remembered my own uncle, George 
Lonegan. That would be before your 
time, Don. A  very strong man, my 
Uncle George; he could lift------”

Donald Powers interrupted gently, 
eying this prospective witness with a 
lawyer’s appraisal. “ Then you heard 
the sounds of a struggle,”  he inter
preted. “ And some one fell; that was 
it, wasn’t it? Sounded like two people 
fighting, and one knocked the other 
down? This first noise now: wasn’t 
that a pistol shot?”

“ A struggle?” asked the old man. 
“ Did I say that, Don? Why, I don’t 
believe it was like that, really; just 
something being knocked over. And 
I ’m quite sure I didn’t hear a pistol 
shot.”

Powers waived the last point. “ The 
sound of a blow, then. It sounded as 
if somebody hit somebody else and 
knocked him down. I understand now.”  
He spoke positively, with assurance, as 
though repeating a statement just made 
to him.

Mr. Chambers blinked, but nodded 
uncertainly. “ Is that what I said? I ’m
getting old, Don; my memory-----
Well, well, as you say. Yes, that must 
have been it. Somebody knocked Doc
tor Dunn down, and I heard him fall. 
Bless my soul! I hope he wasn’t hurt. 
Do you think it would be all right 
for me to run over and ask------”

“ It was the other way round,”  Pow
ers told him. “ Doctor Dunn struck 
some one else. But let me get all this 
straight, just as you told it, before I 
go. First, you saw Miss Evelyn go 
into Doctor Dunn’s house. He met her 
at the door; perhaps he brought her 
there. Probably he did, and you didn’t 
notice. Anyway”— speaking more rap
idly, as the old man opened his lips—

“ anyway, the pair of them went in. 
Soon after you heard Doctor Dunn 
strike some one, and that person fe ll; 
you heard the fall. That’s correct, isn’t 
it?”

Mr. Chambers worried his woolly 
white whiskers. “ Why, if that’s what 
I told you,” said he slowly, blinking 
his uncertain eye. “ Yes, I suppose it 
must have been about like that. But it 
almost seems to me I heard that noise 
before I went out------”

“ That couldn’t be,”  Powers told him 
promptly. “ You see, Doctor Dunn 
came in with Miss Evelyn; he wasn’t 
there until she came, so he couldn’t 
have hit anybody before that—now, 
could he?”

“ Nun-no. My memory isn’t what it 
used to be. It’s queer how different 
all this seemed, until you explained it. 
But, Don,”—as the implications of the 
affair came home to him—“ but, Don, I  
do sincerely hope Doctor Dunn won’t 
get into any trouble over this. I f  he 
knocked any one down that night, it 
must have been because that person in
sulted Evie Armitage, don’t you think? 
I ’d hate to think that anything I said 
might get Doctor Dunn into trouble, 
for he’s a very fine young man, Don. 
I like him very much. He reminds me 
o f my Unde George Lonegan, who

Powers stared at the old gentleman’s
simplicity. “ Haven’t you heard------”
he began and stopped short, an odd 
glint in his eyes.

“ Heard what? I don’t get out much, 
my boy. Has anything happened that 
I ought to know? My granddaughter
hasn’t mentioned------”

“ No, sir,” Powers told him sooth
ingly. “ Nothing of any consequence. 
I only—ah, it’s just a matter of evi
dence in—ah, a minor dispute. A  tech
nical matter—it’s too complicated to 
bother you with. But let’s go over this 
once more, because it might be of— 
ah, of great consequence to Doctor
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Dunn, to be able to prove just what you 
saw and heard. Tuesday night, then— 
about what time was this, sir?”

“ Why, bless my soul, Don, I don’t 
believe I could tell you. My clock ran 
down; I ’d forgotten to wind it ; and
so------ I ’ve always been forgetful
about clocks; I remember my father 
gave me a silver watch almost seventy 
years ago, and then he whipped me be
cause I------”

“ It was half past ten or thereabout,” 
Powers declared positively. “ At half 
past ten then you saw Doctor Dunn and 
Miss Armitage enter Dunn’s house. 
Soon after you heard a struggle, the 
sound of a blow, or of a pistol shot. 
Then some one fell. That was all?” 

Mr. Chambers considered. “ Seems 
to me I did hear a shot, Don; but 
that was later; and it sounded like it
came from the street. I don’t------”

“ Good!” The lawyer’s eyes snapped 
“ I knew you’d remember presently. As

for the time—why, you know how long 
a minute will seem, when your clock 
isn’t running. You heard a shot, the 
sound of a struggle; a shot; a scream; 
and some one fell down.”

“ It doesn’t seem to me quite as if
it------ But, come to think, I must have
heard all those things, too. Only, the
way you put it, I----- ”

“ I ’m simply repeating what you told 
me, Mr. Chambers.”  And the lawyer 
went patiently over it again and again, 
deftly enlarging, molding, directing, the 
aged man’s vague recollection; fixing 
indelibly in his mind the story which 
he must one day tell upon the stand. 
Donald Powers’ conscience was quite 
clear. Every attorney knows that wit
nesses must be coached; that their 
memories must be clarified and re
freshed, if one is to get from them the 
truth of any matter. And Donald Pow
ers was convinced that he knew the 
truth of this one.

To be continued in next week’s issue of DETECTIVE STORY MAGAZINE.
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i n g  t h e  n a m e s  o f  th e  o w n e r s , s to c k h o ld e r s , a n d  
s e c u r i t y  h o ld e r s , i f  a n y , C o n ta in  n o t o n ly  th e  
l i s t  o f  s t o c k h o ld e r s  a n d  s e c u r i t y  h o ld e r s  a s  t h e y  
a p p e a r  u p o n  th e  b o o k s o f  th e  c o m p a n y , b u t a ls o ,  
in  c a s e s  w h e r e  t h e  s to c k h o ld e r  o r  s e c u r i t y  h o ld e r  
a p p e a r s  u p o n  t h e  b o o k s  o f  t h e  c o m p a n y  a s  
t r u s t e e  o r  in  a n y  o th e r  f id u c ia r y  r e la t io n , t i e  
n a m e  o f  t h e  p e r s o n  o r  c o r p o r a tio n  fo r  w h o m  s u c h  
t r u s t e e  Is a c t i n g , Is g iv e n  ; a ls o  t h a t  th e  s a id  
t w o  p a r a g r a p h s  c o n ta in  s t a t e m e n ts  e m b r a c in g  
a ff ia n t ’ s  fu l l  k n o w le d g e  a n d  b e lie f  a s  t o  th e  c i r 
c u m s t a n c e s  a n d  c o n d it io n s  u n d e r  w h ic h  s t o c k 
h o ld e r s  a n d  s e c u r i t y  h o ld e r s  w h o  do n o t  a p p e a r  
u p o n  t h e  b o o k s o f  t h e  c o m p a n y  a s  t r u s t e e s , h o ld  
s to c k  a n d  s e c u r i t i e s  in  a  c a p a c i t y  o t h e r  t h a n  
t h a t  o f  a  b o n a  fid e  o w n e r ; a n d  t h is  a f f ia n t  h a s  
n o  r e a s o n  to  b e lie v e  t h a t  a n y  o th e r  p e r s o n , a s 
s o c ia t io n , o r  c o r p o r a t io n  h a s  a n y  i n t e r e s t  d ir e c t  
o r in d ire ct, in  t h e  s a td  s to c k , b o n d s, o r  o t h e r  
s e c u r it ie s  t h a n  a s  so  s t a t e d  b y  h im .

O R M O N D  G . S M I T H ,  P r e s id e n t ,  
o f  S t r e e t  Sc S m it f c  C o r p o r a t io n , p u b lis h e r s .
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d a y  o f  M a r c h ;  1 9 2 4 .  F r a n c i s  S .  D u ff, N o t a r y  
P u b lic ,  N o . 1 8 3 ,  N e w  Y o r k  C o u n t y .  ( M y  c o m 
m is s io n  e x p ir e s  M a r c h  3 0 ,  1 9 2 5 . )



MINOR CONFIDENCE MEN
Edward H. S m ith -— *

Author of •• Mysteries of the District Attorney’s Office,”  etc.

The purpose of this series of articles is purely informative. The writer 
assumes that the plain morality of the subject is too well understood to require 
further emphasis at his hands. On the other side, he realizes that there are 
between one and two million professional, chronic, occasional, single-offense, 
and other types of lawbreakers in the country. According to recent estimates 
of insurance experts, these men and women steal not less than three billion 
dollars in cash and goods annually. To police them, apprehend them, prosecute 
them, guard them, keep them while in prison, and support them elsewhere at 
intervals, costs another five billions. On the face of these figures alone crime 
is our greatest economic problem. If organized lawlessness can take three 
billions a year, obviously it must be recognized as a business. The author, 
after many years of dose-hand study, is attempting simply to tell how that busi
ness is conducted, under what circumstances, and by whom.

f U f

| H E  great American confidence 
game costs our people at least 
two billion dollars a year. 
Enormous as the figure is, no 

man can call it fanciful or exaggerated. 
It bears the indorsement of the presi
dent of the New York Stock Exchange, 
who made his own investigations and 
estimated that the loss to crooked 
bucket-shop keepers in Wall Street and 
elsewhere in New York amounted to a 
billion dollars of itself. Mr. H. J . Ken
ner, head of the New York Better Busi
ness Bureau, Mr. William B. Joyce, 
chairman of the National Surety Com
pany, and various officials of the As
sociated Advertising Clubs of the 
World, all organizations which are fight
ing frauds of this kind, have independ
ently arrived at estimates of two billions 
or more.

Since, according to the best procur
able estimates, the annual property loss 
to criminals of all classes in the United

States is about three billion dollars, the 
importance of the confidence man in 
any consideration of the crime business 
will be apparent. He gets two thirds 
of all the loot.

Broadly speaking, the modern con
fidence man divides himself into two 
rather loosely assorted dans, either of 
which contains many subtribes and spe
cial families. A  glimpse , of many of 
these will be got, as we proceed. For 
the present, however, it will be enough 
to recognize the two main orders as 
the minor and major ranks of con men. 
Both are familiar enough to the invest
ing and speculating public. The reader, 
however, is more likely to be acquainted 
with the minor type, for his colorful 
adventures and cunning devices have 
been spread upon many an innocent 
white page for many a suffering year. 
His bigger and somewhat younger 
brother is a figure less generally un
derstood. I shall consider the lesser
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villain first and the greater at another 
time.

The minor order confidence man is 
the successor of the scoundrels who 
made the country ache from such bur
dens as the bunco game, the gold-brick 
swindle, and the green-goods cheat. 
These were the original American con
fidence games, the models after which 
all others have been made. One thinks 
of these rich old frauds, which orig
inated about 1850, as long dead and 
buried. One is likely to believe, with
out either knowing or thinking, that 
no one could be snared to-day by such 
ancient devices. The truth, alas, is 
otherwise. These ancient games are 
still played, under various and hand
some disguises, and many a sedate man 
of means has been made to pay tribute 
to the old extortioners.

Last year, in Boston, died an aged 
and choleric gentleman who had gone 
through life without wife or child. In 
spite of these handicaps, or, perhaps, 
because of them, he had accumulated a 
fat and tempting bank balance, plus 
various and handsome assortments of 
stocks and bonds, a fine house, some 
business properties, and other substan
tial attractions too numerous to men
tion. His will bequeathed these mat
ters to a nephew, an amiable, a dis
tant, and thunderstruck young man, 
who hastened from a small town in 
Maine, to bury his uncle and confirm 
the excellent news.

An article appeared in each of the 
Boston papers, recounting the felici
tous case of the gentleman from Maine. 
His name, according to best recollec
tion, was Stack. His inheritance, when 
appraised, showed him to have been 
enriched to the extent of more than 
three hundred thousand dollars.

Young Mr. Stack had buried his 
munificent uncle, returned to his large 
house, bid adieu and good riddance to 
the last of the official mourners, and 
settled himself among his new posses

sions, when the doorbell sounded, and 
a telegram was brought in. It was ad
dressed to the dead man, and read:

Hit it at last. Expectations more than ful
filled. Richest strike in twenty-five years. 
All due to your generosity. Congratulations. 
Keep absolutely secret. Letter follows.

Culberson.

All this was Greek to Mr. Stack, to 
be sure. He stared and gaped and pon
dered. Then he put the telegram away 
and decided to wait for the letter. 
Should he consult the family lawyer? 
Yes and no. Evidently this was some 
confidential business of his uncle’s. 
No need to say anything until he un
derstood it better. Where had the thing 
come from, anyhow? Stack got the 
mysterious telegram from its hiding 
place to search out this detail and read 
“ Globe, Ariz.'’ as the point of dis
patch. He raised his brows a little. 
Probably it was some mining venture. 
Well, he would keep his counsel.

At the end of the fourth day came 
the letter, written on several sheets of 
Western hotel stationery, in bold and 
reassuring characters. It read:

A s I write this, you will already have had 
our telegram and the momentous news. On 
last Friday, on the middle ledge, where we 
have been working since spring, we came 
upon the long-expected vein. It turned out 
to be, as I wired, something beyond all our 
dreams. W e have quietly traced the vein for 
more than a mile. There is a million dollars 
in gold in plain sight. The assay shows so 
high we’d rather show you than tell you. 
There’s a fortune for each of us, and we owe 
all this to you. I f  you hadn’t advanced the 
second twenty-five hundred, we would have 
had to quit work, and somebody else would 
have our claim. Please be sure that we are 
sensible of the debt.

How soon can you arrive in Globe? Your 
presence is absolutely necessary at once. 
There are matters concerning the adjacent 
property and the outcropping law which only 
you can handle. In order fully to protect 
ourselves we shall have to take up the neigh
boring pieces. Otherwise some one else will 
buy in and take the thing away from us.

For this reason the utmost secrecy is im
perative. I f  the slightest rumor of our dis
covery gets about, the others will be on the
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ground and take the thing over before we 
can protect ourselves. Say not a word to 
your own conscience even, but come at the 
earliest possible moment. Wire date and hour 
of your arrival.

Y ours F or a Million.

Once more the mysterious Culber
son, herein further designated by the 
initials J . H., signed himself to the com
munication.

The young and inexperienced Mr. 
Stack sat down, with the letter in a 
trembling hand, and gasped for deeper 
breath. He was not a fool, this young 
man from Maine. He had the natural 
shrewdness of a notably canny ancestry. 
But, after all, he was young, and he 
had just seen a miracle. A  man who 
has just had destiny deposit some three 
hundred thousand dollars in his unex
pectant lap is in no mood for skepticism. 
He has been taught, by the thrice effec
tive method of material and cash dem
onstration, that wonders do happen, 
and he is bereft of those inhibitions 
which might ordinarily restrain him 
from folly.

Mr. Stack slept upon that strange 
and provocative letter. In the night 
he dreamed of gold and grandeur. And 
in the morning he slipped down to the 
telegraph office and sent away a cryptic 
message which contained, among other 
things, the information that he would 
take train within the confines of that 
day. This done, Stack called on his 
lawyer, was assured that the formali
ties incident to the transfer of the in
heritance to his control would soon be 
completed, and announced with a cer
tain mysterious nonchalance that he 
thought he would start West at once 
— for his health.

Four days later young Stack lum
bered off the train at Globe and fell 
into the arms of two stalwart persons 
who almost dislocated his spine and 
mascerated his fingers with their hearti
ness.

“ So your uncle’s dead, and you’re 
his heir, eh?” said the grizzled veteran 
who bore the name of Culberson. 
“ Well, son, it’s tough to think of the 
old man passing in his checks without 
ever hearin’ of this thing. It’d added 
a couple of years to his life. Eh, Bill? 
Too bad. What did he die of, huh? 
All of a sudden, huh? Well, that’s the 
way it happens. When you got some
thin’ to live fer you die. A  great old 
gentleman, your uncle. We’d be no- 
whar if it hadna been fer hipi. He 
owned a third interest in all this good 
luck of ours, and, since you’re his heir, 
the third’s yours. Leinme tell the 
story.”

They sat down in Stack’s room at 
the hotel, and Jim Culberson and Bill 
Hanley did a tale unfold. Culberson 
had been introduced to the dead uncle 
in Boston more than three years before. 
A  friend had performed the introduc
tion, inasmuch as Culberson had his 
gold-mine idea, and the old uncle was 
known to have grubstaked a few fel
lows in his time. He put up twenty- 
five hundred for Jim and Bill. That 
was the beginning of the hunt. Then 
the money had run out, when hopes 
were highest. It had looked like a 
failure until the great old uncle had 
generously come to the rescue with a 
second contribution. He’d sent it in 
cash, too. Evidently didn’t want his bank 
to know that he was staking any min
ers. Well, that was the end of the 
story except the trifling matter of find
ing the gold. Wasn’t it awful to think of 
the old man dying the very day they 
made their first casting of the metal? 
Too durn bad! Still, the gold would 
be more use to a young man than an 
old. Away back there in those old 
gray mountains, caught in the time- 
broken rocks, was a hoard that would 
make the world all velvet before the 
young man’s feet. And to-morrow he 
was going out there to take a look.

They were off at dawn to the end
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of a rickety branch railroad. In the 
afternoon they set out from a squalid 
mining camp on horses. That night 
they camped on the mesa, and the ten
derfoot from Maine heard the chill
ing note of the coyote, felt the first 
desert wind ripple along his spine, and 
watched the vast white torch of a moun
tain moon come floating up from the 
canon. Late in the afternoon of the 
next day his horse, weary with con
stant climbing, turned the shoulder of 
a great wind-scarred rock and stopped 
at the entrance to a shallow natural 
grotto. Here was the claim.

Mr. Culberson and Mr. Hanley im
mediately took their charge over the 
property, showed him the boundaries 
of their present claim, picked up a few 
samples of iron pyrites from the loose 
ore deposites, showed the base yellow 
metal to Stack’s inexperienced and un
suspecting eye, and finally led, him up 
the mountain, a quarter of a mile, to 
a higher outcropping of the yellow vein. 
Here they sat down and explained 
something that was sad, but had to 
be faced.

In all the mountain States, where 
precious or Valuable metals were found, 
said these worthies, there was an out
cropping law. This statute said, in 
effect, that a vein of gold or silver or 
copper belonged to the highest claim 
Where an outcropping could be found. 
In other words, this discovery of theirs 
amounted to nothing unless they could 
buy this claim above their own, where 
the gold cropped out at the highest 
point. Unless they did this, the fel
low who owned the upper claim would 
prevent them from taking an ounce of 
ore. Yes, it was rather a strange law. 
It had been put on the statute books 
by the rich fellows and the big mining 
companies for two reasons: so that 
they could grab valuable veins by find
ing higher outcroppings, and so that a 
poor man couldn’t cut in on their veins 
by staking out a claim lower down.

But, be that as it may, they would 
have to buy this higher claim and, for 
safety, several others in between. Only 
then could they be certain to keep their 
great find all to themselves. That was 
the reason for summoning Mr. Stack to 
Arizona. It would take money to ac
quire these claims. Fortunately they 
had it—in good red gold. They would 
show Mr. Stack in the morning.

When the young man from Maine 
had gorged himself on thick bacon, 
ponderous camp-oven biscuits, and 
strong coffee, his friends disappeared 
into the back of the cavern, where 
they had slept, and dragged forth two 
dirty wheat sacks, which they threw at 
his feet, with the invitation to “ look 
at these.”

“ Dump the stuff out on the sand 
there and give yourself a treat,”  invited 
Culberson, and the man from Maine 
obeyed.

Stack picked up the larger sack by 
the bottom, lifted at it with rather frail 
strength, and saw a yellow heap of 
great rough gold nuggets spill out at 
his feet—nuggets as big as potatoes, 
and bright as sunset.

Mr. Culberson picked up the second 
sack and added its burden to the pile. 

' Then he sat down in the sand beside 
his hoard and began to fondle the bright 
slugs of metal and to explain. Young 
Mr. Stack and the amiable Hanley 
gathered, squatted, and listened, while 
their friend poured out his eloquent 
account. The man from Maine didn’t 
quite understand most of it, still he had 
an idea.

Stack understood that the ore was 
so soft and so rich that it had been 
possible to stamp it by hand secretly, 
away up there in the mountains, refine 
it by some simple primitive process, 
which Culberson mentioned, but didn’t 
explain, and then pour the liquid gold 
into molds roughly scooped out of 
the sand. All this had to be done cir
cumspectly in the cave, which had a



136 Detective Story Magazine

natural chimney at the further end, 
through which the smoke of their 
smelting fire had been carried off.

“ Why all the secrecy away up here?” 
demanded Stack, with a show of West
ern breeziness.

Culberson looked at him with well- 
disguised pity and pain.

“ Well, son, if you’d been skinned 
out of as many gold claims as I have 
in my day, you wouldn’t be askin’ fool 
questions,”  he said. “ A  gold strike 
will leak fastern’n an old maid’s secret 
Why, boy, we been coverin’ our tracks 
like hoss thieves fer the last year. And 
we gotta do some tall coverin’ still. We 
can’t be too careful.”

Bill Hanley joined in with vehement 
confirmation.

“ Why, Mr. Stack,”  he began, “ if the 
least rumor got down to that mining 
camp below here, or into Globe, there’d 
be six million men, more or less, campin’ 
out here to-morrow. I f we even bought 
a new suit in Globe, or looked like we 
had a grain of gold dust on us, the 
ifellows that own the claims around 
here, especially that top claim, wouldn’t 
sell for all the money in the Denver 
mint. You know how we got our first 
ore assayed? Well, we sent the sam
ples East to a friend in Pennsylvania 
and asked him to send the package 
unopened to another fellow in Colorado, 
where the assay was made. That’s how 
careful we gotta be.”

Stack looked impressed, and Culber
son continued the attack. He picked 
up from the pile before him a nugget 
somewhat larger than a duck’s egg and 
tossed it carelessly at the young East
erner.

“ Looka that!”  he commanded. “ Try 
your knife an’ your teeth on it. Pure 
soft gold. Say, if I took that little 
sample into Globe and let my best friend 
see it, there'd be a riot. Stuff like that 
turns men’s brains to fire, boy. Now, 
listen what we gotta do.”

Culberson explained that he had, by

careful and devious means, gone about 
and got prices on the various adjacent 
claims that were needed. It would take 
a little less than forty thousand dollars 
to buy them in now, while there was 
still no knowledge of the strike. That 
was why Stack had been called West. 
His job was to get hold of the forty 
thousand in short order.

The young man’s natural caution 
rose.

"How much gold have you in that 
pile?” he demanded.

“ About ninety thousand dollars, as 
close as we can estimate.”

“ Well, you ought to be able to raise 
the forty thousand on that,”  the East
erner countered.

“ Well, we can’t,”  Culberson retorted 
with a show of teeth. “ I f  we could 
we wouldn’t have got you here from 
Boston, would we? Use your brains. 
We can’t show that gold anywhere. 
We can’t even be seen with a speck 
of it. That’s where you come in, and 
that’s why you get a third of a million- 
dollar strike. Here’s what’s got to be 
done. You have to dig up the forty 
thousand quick from Boston, through 
the bank. To make you safe we turn 
over to you all this gold, more than 
twice as much as we ask you to put up. 
You take the gold East with you, turn 
it in to the mint, pay yourself back 
your forty thousand, deduct the ex
penses of your trip, and then send me 
and Bill our two thirds of what’s left. 
After that you get one third of all 
the gold that comes out of the vein. 
Take it or leave it.”

Mr. Stack quite naturally hemmed 
and hawed.

“ I suppose you wonder if it’s gold, 
•or if it’s really as much as I  say, eh? 
Well, son, I tell you what we’ll do. 
We’ll take all this stuff back to Globe 
with us and stick it away where it’s 
safe. Meantime you take a coupla 
samples an’ have them tested. Take 
the one you got in your hand. Here’s
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another. Take any of ’em. How’s 
that?”

Culberson picked up another nugget 
with elaborate casualness and forced it 
on the hesitant Stack, who stuffed the 
two lumps into his pocket.

“Keep them where you can lay hands 
on them. We’ll have to pack up the 
rest of this stuff and keep it packed,”  
said Culberson, beginning to drop the 
heavy castings back into the bags from 
which they had come.

Before afternoon the men had 
packed, loaded their gold on their 
horses, and started for Globe. A r
rived there on the second day, the sacks 
were left in a safe-deposit vault, to 
which Stack held one key and Culber
son the other, neither having access 
without the knowledge of both.

Before night fell, Stack took a train 
to Phoenix, with his two sample nug
gets. Next day he visited a jeweler, 
said that these two pieces of metal had 
been offered him, and asked what it 
would cost to have them thoroughly 
tested. The jeweler, having been ini
tiated into the outer mysteries of the 
gold-brick lodge, bored a hole through 
both nuggets and tested the cuttings. 
He sank other holes into various parts 
of both ingots. He scraped till his 
tools wore out.

“ Pure gold,”  he said; “ nearly twenty- 
four karats fine. Where’d it come 
from ?”

Mr. Stack looked sharply at the ques
tioner, lied briefly, and went hurriedly 
back to Globe. The perfunctory ques
tion of the jeweler had confirmed in 
his mind all that Culberson had told 
him. Indeed, every one was prying. 
The secret must be closely kept.

One question still troubled him when 
he saw his new-found partners again. 
How could he know the total worth 
of the gold? Culberson scratched his 
head, like a man in a quandary.

“ We can’t take it and have it weighed 
as gold,”  he pondered. “ The sight of

that much yellow boy would set the 
mountains boiling. I ’ll tell you. We 
can get a rough idea by simply weigh
ing the stuff on any butcher’s scale 
and then translating the avoirdupois 
weight into troy. How'll that do ? That 
way we won’t have to take the stuff 
out of the bags, or tell what it is. It’ll 
be safe.”

Stack readily assented. The bags 
were taken from the bank vault, car
ried to a butcher shop not far away, 
and found to weigh about three hun
dred pounds. A  bit of rough calcula
tion showed that gold at twenty dol
lars a troy ounce would be worth close 
to three hundred dollars to the avoidu- 
pois pound. Ergo, three hundred 
pounds were worth between eighty and 
ninety thousand dollars.

“ At least twice what we’re asking you 
to advance,”  commented Culberson. 
“ You can’t lose.”

The same night Stack wrote to his 
attorney in Boston under the careful 
guidance of the astute Culberson. His 
letter recited that he had determined to 
make his residence in the West, and 
that he wished to acquire at once some 
property which could, at the moment, 
be bought at much less than its value. 
Accordingly he wanted his lawyer to 
make arrangements for an immediate 
advance of forty thousand dollars.

After several weeks of waiting and 
telegraphing the mohey arrived in a 
bank at Globe. A  contract was drawn, 
by whose terms Stack was recognized 
as a one third partner. A  clause pro
vided that he was to sell the afore
mentioned gold, repay himself for the 
forty thousand dollars, remit two thirds 
of the balance to Culberson and Han
ley, and participate according to the 
same ratio in future gold proceeds.

This formality concluded, a happy 
young man from Maine caught the train 
for Boston, with three hundred pounds 
of fine yellow metal in a trunk. In 
four days he was back in New Eng
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land. In five he was a bitterly disillu
sioned heir.

All the nuggets, except the two he 
had been given for sampling, proved 
to be very good brass.

Thus doth the ancient gold-brick 
game turn many a deposit of iron 
pyrites, the fool’s gold of popular 
speech, into profits for the con man.

Truth compels me to record that the 
gentleman who played Culberson for 
Mr. Stack of Maine, was subsequently 
sent to Atlanta for a similar imposition 
on another Eastern gentleman who in- 

‘ herited means.
Similarly, several others of the old, 

true, and tried confidence games are 
still being put to profitable use by the 
minor confidence gamester of the day. 
The old next-of-kin game is a flatter
ing example. This ancient dodge has 
done sendee in America for a full cen
tury. Its mechanics are very simple. 
For example:

There are many Drakes in America. 
Some have means and position; some 
have none. Most are just plain folk. 
All have the usual human weaknesses. 
Long ago a shyster lawyer in New 
York conceived the idea of working 
the egotism of the Drakes for his own 
enrichment. He wrote to all the Drakes 
he could find listed in the directories 
of fifty or more cities, towns, and coun
ties, telling them all of the vast estate 
of Sir Francis Drake, which was being 
held in chancery in London for the 
appearance of the true heirs. He asked 
every Drake to send him as much as 
he knew of his or her genealogy. From 
this information and the richness of 
his own imagination, the attorney con
structed a family tree which led back 
to the old Elizabethan freebooter and 
admiral. The Drakes were asked to 
contribute twenty-five dollars each to 
defray the expenses of prosecuting 
their claim. Later on the demands for 
money grew. Every Drake who could 
be got to take the bait was bled until

he was dry. Then all rumor of the 
great fortune subsided. First and last, 
according to figures made up by offi
cial investigators, several thousand 
Drakes are said to have spent half a 
million chasing a fortune that never 
existed.

'To-day this game has been exported 
to Europe by American confidence men 
working with European allies. Instead 
of fortunes left in escrow in European 
lands, they now peddle claims to the 
heart of New York City, large acreages 
of Harlem property, claims to fabulous 
California gold mines, and false titles 
to the Loop District of Chicago to 
credulous Europeans. They have even 
gone to the length of sending misguided 
families to this country in quest of 
their non existent billions, only to have 
them turned back at Ellis Island. One 
such case figured in the newspapers a 
few months ago.

The most persistently practiced of all 
the ancient games is the wire tap. This 
swindle originated in the plain tapping 
of wires to get the results of horse 
races in advance of the pool rooms, 
thus making it possible to place sure- 
thing bets at the last minute. The 
keepers of pool rooms soon beat this 
cheat, with the result that its originators 
and others turned the thing into a con
fidence game by hooking it up with 
simple people and a false pretense. The 
sucker was made to believe that the 
wire had been tapped. Believing that 
he had the result of a race, he rushed 
to the fake pool room conducted by 
his con men friends, bet a large sum 
on the supposed winner—and lost!

Well, the wire tap is very much alive 
to-day. It has simply been outfitted 
with a new regalia. Two of the most 
arresting reappearances of the swindle 
were noted at Long Branch, New Jer
sey, and at Denver, Colorado. At the 
former resort, during the summer sea
son of 1922. well-known confidence 
men operated a combination brokerage
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office and pool room, where the wire 
game was adapted to the stock market 
for those who cared nothing for the 
turf, or continued along the old lines 
for such simpletons as must wager their 
money on the ponies. At Denver a 
similar method was used, but the or
ganization proved to be the greatest 
that has existed since the day of the 
Gondroffs and their contemporaries. 
One Lou Blonger, an aged politician 
and fixer, has recently been sent to 
State’s prison, with more than a score 
of his assistants. It is said several 
millions were taken from victims be
fore the thing was stopped.

From the estimates of total takings 
which begin this article and some of 
the figures I have lightly mentioned 
since, it must be apparent that even 
the lesser con men are among the most 
opulent of thieves.

For this reason, and because of the 
comparative gentility and safety of con
fidence work, every thief in the under
world, who possesses the least clever
ness or imagination, aspires to become 
a con man. Thus our fraudulent gentry 
stand at the top of their kind. They 
are the real lords of crookdom—as the 
bank robbers used to be.

Last summer Mr. Isidor Kooch, a 
dry goods merchant of Wisconsin, 
started for Europe to enjoy himself. 
On the boat he soon glimpsed a very 
attractive young woman. She ignored 
him, but seemed, nevertheless, to cross 
his path much too often. The inevitable 
happened. Mr. Kooch and Miss La- 
verne met without formalities. Miss 
Laverne soon introduced Mr. Kooch 
to Mr. Van Bunk, a young confidence 
man masquerading as the scion of a 
New York family of the Four Hun
dred. Mr. Kooch, who had read about 
such persons in the papers, was quite 
beside himself with tickled vanity. He 
wrote enthusiastic letters home “ to 
knock his friends and relatives dead.”

Three days out, Mr. Van Bunk

called the attention of Mr. Kooch to 
a morose and opulent-looking man who 
seemed to avoid every one. This, M r. 
Kooch was informed, was the famous 
Bill Blake, the richest and most suc
cessful race-track plunger in the world. 
Van Bunk permitted himself the ob
servation that a man who could win 
Blake’s confidence was a made man. 
How? Well, that was Blake’s secret. 
Evidently, however, the plunger was 
able to fix the races anyway he wanted. 
Sure! He had stable boys and jokeys 
and owners all in his pay.

The palms of Mr. Kooch fairly wrin
kled with itching. He slept ill. He was 
calculating. Presently he suggested 
that Miss Laverne might be used to 
approach the formidable Blake. The 
lady was enlisted and soon managed the 
trick. She introduced Van Bunk and 
Kooch. Blake was pleasant enough, 
as long as one did not try to get con
fidential. But Kooch was not to be put 
off. His greed was such that he de
termined to beard the plunger in his 
den and demand a chance to play the 
horses “ right.”

Blake threw the infatuated merchant 
out of his stateroom. Later in the day 
he suffered a change of heart, sought 
the bruised dry-goods seller, apologized 
for his rudeness, offered his hand, and 
started to go. Kooch refused to let 
such an opportunity slip. Once more 
he quite frankly demanded a chance to 
risk some money with the great Blake.

That evening the boat reached Eng
land. On the next day but one, Mr. 
Blake introduced Mr, Kooch and Mr. 
Van Bunk into a club where bets might 
be laid on the Newmarket races. Kooch 
made himself deeply at home. Three 
days later the expected tip came from 
the race course. Blake, Van Bunk, and 
Kooch all plunged heavily. Something 
happened; the wrong horse won. 
Kooch was out twenty-seven thousand 
dollars. The wire game had got him. 
Blake owned the club, to be sure.



A S the wise are astonished by the 
stupidity of the stupid, and the 
stupid are astonished by the 

wisdom of the wise—which they think 
is stupid—we do not know whether we 
are wise or stupid in holding the very 

■ decided views that are ours about sui
cide.

We have been particularly confounded 
in this matter, because many persons 
whom we had considered wise differed 
with us, and on the other hand, as if 
to add to our confusion in the matter, 
many persons whom we considered 
stupid agreed completely with us.

Then will the wise readers of this 
magazine—we are sure there can be no 

. Stupid ones—kindly give us their views 
on this subject—a very important one 
—which is causing us so much trouble?

Here is the question: Is suicide ever 
justifiable—is it not always a cowardly 
act?

We contend that it is never justifiable 
—that it is always a cowardly act. We 
take the stand that having been born 
—drawn cards in this game of life— 
we have got to see the thing out to the 
finish the best we know how.

It is no argument, we feel, to say that 
we had nothing to do with being born 
—never asked to join this game of life, 
that the deck was stacked, and our life 
forced upon us. None of us knows 
anything about that part of it. That, 
surely, is too deep a subject for us to 
get into. But we do know that we all 
got elected, that we’re all members, 
and that, having become members, our 
lives are so closely knit with certain 
other members and loosely woven—di
rectly and indirectly—with all the other 
members, that we have no right to de

stroy something—our life—which never 
was our own to dispose of as we saw 
fit.

In an argument on the murder of 
Captain White in 1830, the great Daniel 
Webster said: “ There is no refuge
from confession but suicide: and sui
cide is confession.”

As all persons agree that Daniel Web
ster was wise, you may deduce that we 
are stupid when we say that we do 
not agree with Daniel Webster in the 
idea he implied when he said, “ Suicide 
is confession.”  However, that is an
other point which we may take up at 
some other time. But, we do agree 
that suicide is confession, not neces
sarily of guilt, but necessarily of 
cowardice.

Often, we readily admit, there are 
tremendous provocations and many 
mitigating circumstances for displaying 
cowardice. But to display cowardice, 
under any circumstances is to display 
cowardice. There is no getting out of 
that. Any one who quits on the job, 
“ lies down” on his family, his friends, 
his fellow man, is a coward. -

Some say: “ I have a ticket to the
play of life. I have seen all of this 
play I wish to. I am going out, and 
I ’m not coming back. I am going to 
commit suicide.” Some say: “ I have 
a frightful pain. I am going to stop 
it. I am going to commit suicide.” 
Some say : “ The beautiful lady at
whose feet I cast my love of loves has 
scorned this priceless possession. I am 
so dismayed, disgusted at this display 
of poor taste and lack of sense on her 
part that I am going to commit sui
cide.”  iSome say: “ I did not pass my 
examinations. I am going to commit
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suicide.”  And on and on with thou- 
i sands and thousands of different rea- 
f sons. But what’s the answer to all of 
them? Why, simple enough. A ll of 
tnese persons are a bunch of quitters. 
They are afraid to face life—life the 
cruel, life the unjust, if you like—but 
they are afraid to face it, just the same;

and they choose and take the skulker’s 
door of exit, regardless of the injuries 
wrought on others by their cowardly 
act of self-destruction.

Are we stupid or are we wise? But 
is that the point? It makes no dif
ference whether we are stupid or wise, 
does it? Are we right?

I
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MISSING TMt department Is s i t e d  frt* of ehargt to our rttdera. Itt RUrfWH li  t* a l l  
tkon in fstiiaa in teurt with gwnau of w ins tko? ta w  last track.

While it will bt> Setter to use your same la the m tia , wt will p rill your request 
"fcliad" if you ureler. la wading W  mth««, yon w n t  a t nrarans also ns yaur 
right name and address, so that we can forward promptly any letters that may coma 

far you. We rseanra the right to reject any notice that seems t» us nnsoltable.
. It It can be avoided, please (Ic not send us a "General Delivery” pest-edlce address, for experience 5sss> preyed that 

those persons who are not s#«»#e as te address often have mail that we send there returned to as owrhfd "not found.” 
It would be well, also, tt notify us of any change in your address.

New, readers, help those wIiom triends or relatives are missing, as you would like to ho helped If you were in a  similar
position.

WARNING.—Do net forward money to any one who sohds you a tetter or telegram, asking for money “ to get heme,”  at 
esteem, until yets are absolutely certain that the aether of such telepram or letter la the eerseo you a rt seeking.

QUINN, ERNEST.—H e Is s ix  feet ta ll ,  and Is  twenty-
five years old. He was last heard of In August. 1922, when 
he was working In the oil fields a t  G raham , Texas. Any 
Information tha t w ill help to  find him w ill be appreciated 
by hi a brother, Lloyd Quinn, 2925 Seward Street, Omaha, 
Nebraska.

MERRILL, ELIZABETH.—She waa the granddaughter of 
Jerome M errill, of Lynn, M assachusetts. She was last heard 
of in  Fram ingham , M assachusetts, about twenty years ago. 
An old friend is anxious to hear from her. P arker Tolman, 
1510 Prospect Avenue, Cleveland, Ohio.

WATKINS, ERNEST RAYMOND.—He may be going un 
der the name of Hay Wilson. He was last seen in Mem-
£his, Tennessee, in  Decern «6r, 1921. H e is  five feet eleven 

iches In height, w ith blue eyes and ligh t ha ir, and light 
complexion. H is wife is very anxious to  get news of him , 
and begs him  to write to her. Any one who can give in 
formation w ill do a great kindness by w riting to  Mrs. Lily 
W atkins, 105 F ifth  Avenue, N orth. Nashville, Tennessee.

CHARLES, HCNRY.—M other is very 111 and can only 
live a short time. She cries for you and begs to see you. 
Please com® home, or w rite before i t  is  too late. Lois J „  
of California.

ARNOLD, CHARLEY and TOM.—ChsTley was last heard 
of in Oklahoma about eighteen years ago. while Tom lived 
in  K ansas. Their relatives are very anxious to  hear from 
them. Mrs. M aud A rnold Greathouse, 807 K ansas S treet, 
Coffeyville, K ansas

CUNNINGHAM, GEORGE,—H e left home in  November, 
1923. H is son is greatly w orried about him  and w ill 
appreciate any helpful inform ation. H. E. Cunningham, 
Macomb, Illinois.

LEACH, PEARL, o r GYLA.—P earl is  about forty year* 
old, and is five feet seven inches In Height, w ith brown 
ha ir and blue eyes. H er daughter Gyla is nineteen years 
of age. They were la st heard of in Denver, Colorado. Any 
inform ation as to the ir present whereabouts w ill be appre
ciated. H. L ., care of th is magazine.

B. W. B.—There is  a very im portant le tte r being held 
for you at th is office from "B o o ts / of K ansas City. P lease 
send ior i t  a t  once.

PECK HAM, or PETRIE, NEVA.—She formerly lived in  
Grand Rapids, M ichigan, but i t  Is believed tha t she is now 
living in New York City. She has played small parts in  
moving-picture plays. I t  is  im portant she communicate 
w ith K. 11, a t once. Any helpful inform ation w ill be 
appreciated by K . 11., care of th is  magazine.

COSTELLO.—I was born in  K ansas City, M issouri, and 
my name was Foster F razer Costello. I  was taken to a  
home in Lewiston. Idaho, by a lady who la ter m arried Mr. 
McDonald. 1 was la te r  adopted by Mr. and Mrs. I r a  
H arrison, of Pocatello Idaho. I have been told th a t my 
mother is dead , bu t th a t my father is s till living. Any 
inform ation about my relatives w ill be appreciated. Foster 
H arrison, 325 E ast Gould S treet, Pocatello, Idaho.

SHEPARD, HAROLD NORTH.—He Is ta ll  and Blender, 
and served in the navy during the war. I t  was heard th a t 
hd was sick in  the M arine H ospital in  1920. I have very 
im portant inform ation for him , so any news w ill be g ra te 
fully received. J. Camman, 60 W est N in th  S treet, A part
ment 75, New York City.

SJOBLOM, LOUISA CECILIA.—She was born in  Sweden 
in 1883, and m arried Robert Nelson on September 30, 1901. 
They had three children, and one daughter, Maggie, is  be
lieved to be living in San Francisco. Mrs. Nelson obtained 
a divorce from her husband, and was la ter heard of in  
France. H er present address is desired by A. Em anuel 
Sjoblom, Route 1, B jx 170 B ., H errin , Illinois.

ATTENTION.—I was born in Omaha, Nebraska, on A pril 
9, 1896, and  adopted by a Mrs. J. P . M urphy, of Omaha. 
When I was twenty years old Mrs. M urphy died, and I 
found out for the first time tha t she w asn 't my mother. I 
have been told th a t I was In a home in  Omaha about n ine 
days before I  was adopted. I am anxious to find my 
relatives, and any helpful inform ation w ill be appreciated. 
M argaret M urphy, care of th is magazine.

DUDLEY, JOHN.—He is fifty years old. He left home in 
M arch, 1900, and was last heard of In Pasadena, Califor
n ia , in 1910. HU seventeen-year-old daughter is anxlou* 
to see her father for the first time. Any inform ation w ill 
be gladly welcomed. E d ith  Dudley, 6304 Pennsylvania Ave
nue, St. Louis, Missouri.

MAHANAN, WALTER.—H e is  about tw enty-one year* 
of age, w ith blue eyes and a light complexion. He «ften 
went under the name of Glenn Ross, and was la st heard 
of In California about two years ago, when he was working 
fo r a  contractor. He served in  the navy during the war. 
Any inform ation about him will be greatly appreciated. 
F rank  Ross. W est M ilford, W est V irginia.

MoGOVERN, JOHN.—He was bom  in  Ireland. He came 
to  the U nited S tates and settled In Schagbticoke, New York, 
but le ft there in  1870. He was last heard of in  1882, 
when he was working for a ra ilroad  in  Mexico. Any one 
who has seen him, or who can give any news of him , will do 
a great favor by w riting to H. M,, care of th is  magazine.

RINE8, JOHN and GARRET.—John was la st heard of In  
M ontana, and G arret in Kentucky. They have four sisters. 
Any inform ation as to the ir present whereabouts w ill be 
appreciated by Wiley James Rines, Brockway, Oregon.

ATTENTION.—I would like to hear from any one who 
served w ith the Eleventh Machine Gun B attalion, Company 
D ., and knew H. H. Potts. 1 need affidavits to enter a  
government sanitarium , and would appreciate a  prompt 
reply. H. IL P o tts , 35 East Oak S treet, Chicago, I ll in o is^

BURCH. JOHN H.—He is  nearly si*  feet ta ll, w ith  ligd fl 
h a ir  and blue eyes, and was last heard of In Toyah, TexaHI 
H e is twenty-four years old. I t has been three years since 
has was in Toyah. He works as a truck driver, or as 8 
m iner. H is sister. Ruby, was crushed to death  under a rack 
here in  Winslow, and i t  is  im portant tn a t I  get in  touch 
w ith  him  at once. Please send any helpful inform ation 
to  a heart-broken mother. Mrs. T. L. Burch, Box 739, 
Winslow, Arizona.

WHITNEY, ARCHIE and CLAUDE.—Please w rite your 
•la ter Ena, care of this magazine.

FERREIRA. JOHN.—He served on the T7. S. S. “ Chester 
V alley ." P lease w rite your old shipmate. E . J . N ., 120 
W est N inety-sixth Street, Los Angeles, California.

KINCANNON, MACK.—H e served as a wireless operator 
in  Europe during the war, and was last heard of in  Los 
Angeles, California. He is asked to write b is  sister, Mrs. 
M amie Mason. Route 3, Box 383, Henryetta, Oklahoma.

LANDIS, HATTIE CHILDRESS.—She was m areled in  
1907. She is  asked to w rite to  V / A., care of th is maga
zine, as there is im portant inform ation for her.

MURPHY, ROBERT H.—He left Tecumseh, Nebraska, 
about th irty  years ago. About six years ago he returned 
to  Tecumseh, expecting to find some of his relatives, but 
they had all moved away. He called on an old friend and 
told him  th a t he bad been engaged in the sheep business In 
M ontana, or Wyoming, and was on hi3 way south to engage 
in  the same business, He promised to w rite as soon as he 
was located, b u t failed to do so. H is sister is anxious to 
find him, and asks old-tim ers and cowboys to try to re
member where they saw him last. I .  T. Stone, 135 West 
Second S treet, Casper, Wyoming.

COMSTOCK, HARRY.—Please writ© to V an Sallen, R. 
F. D. 4. Centerville, Iowa.

MONTGOMERY, HUGH, WILLIAM,' and MINNIE.—
They were bom in  Scotland, and were la ter heard from 
in  Chicago and California. P lease communicate with Violet 
Montgomery, 6012 F ifth  Avenue. N. E ., Seattle , W ashing
ton.

KES8LER, WILLIAM.—P arties  in  search  of W illiam  
K essler, also known as “ T ex," lost to  the West since 1887, 
are reauested to  write to John F. W. Lange, 5 Lewis Street, 
Binghamton, New York. They w ill receive fu ll information, 
free of charge.

EDGAR, HENRY HOWARD.—He is over sixty years of 
age, about six feet ta ll, w ith dark ha ir and eyes, ha ir 
probably gray by now. He owned two pieces of land in
G rand Forks, N orth Dakota. He left there for Min to.
N orth Dakota, but It was heard th a t he pushed on to M on
tana. H is s is ter would gratefully appreciate any inform ation 
th a t would help to find him, as she 1b greatly worried about 
him. Mrs. Sophie Scott, care of this magazine,

BRADLEY, RAYMOND.—My son has been away from 
home for eight years, and I  have been unable to find any 
trace of him. Any one who can give any inform ation w hat
ever about th is boy w ill do a great favor by w riting to h is
father. R. T. Bradley, 12 South T h ird  S treet, St. Louis,
M issouri.

DEFIBOUGH, Mr*. MARY E.—She lived in  Freaw nt, 
V irg in ia , in  1922. H er present address Is desired by Mrs. 
Zella Chester, care of th is  magazine.



CANTRELL. JAMES, formerly of Cleveland, Tennessee.— 
He is over six feet In height, w ith red  h a ir  and ligh t com
plexion, and ia about sixty years of age. Any Information 
as to  his present whereabouts w ill be appreciated by W illiam  
Boy. 446 Chestnut S treet, Chattanooga, Tennessee.

W ILKEY.—I would like to hear from the relatives of Mr. 
and M rs. R. J. Wllkey. Mrs. Wilkey died M arch 29. 1S99, 
and her three small ch ildren  were placed in  a home. 
Mr. Wilkey was old and he died a short tim e la ter In  the 
Confederate Home at A ustin , Texas. I t  la believed tha t 
he had several children by a former wife. Any Informa
tion will be appreciated by Ben Wilkey, 609 E ast T hird 
S treet, A ustin, Texas.

KYLES. GEORGE.—He le ft Scotland In 1906, and was 
la st heard of in  SL Louis, M issouri. Inform ation as to  h is
J resent whereabouts w ill be appreciated by h is  nephew, 

ohn Kyles, Alco H all Hotel, Corlyville, O ntario, Canada.

ATTENTION.—I  was born in A pril, 1883, and a m onth 
la ter was left a t the H otel Norwood, on Oak Street, Boston, 
M assachusetts. I have never been able to find my parents. 
I  shall be grateful for any Information tha t w ill help me 
to find them. Mr. W. B ., care of th is  magazine.

AHLER, CATHERINE.—She was la st heard of In Colum
bus, Ohio, in  1914. She has a brother named W ilbur, and 
her fa ther's  name was Adam Ahler. H er au n t Is lonely 
and longing to hear from her. M is. K. B. Talbott, Route 8, 
Box 66, A lham bra, California.

W EEK E8, T H 0M A 8.—He left Ireland In 1888, and WM 
last heard of in  St. Louis, M issouri. H is sisters are anx
ious to  hear from him, and any inform ation w ill be appre
ciated. Teresa Weekeg, 34 G eraldine S treet, Berkeley Bead, 
Dublin, Ireland.

QUINN, JOHN.—He left Ireland several years ago, and 
was last heard of In Louisiana about nine years ago. I t  
1b understood tha t th is  S tate  has been m aking inquiries 
about the heirs of Mr. Quinn, and h is  relatives w ill be 
glad to  receive authentic inform ation. Annie Quinn, 34 
G eraldine S treet, Berkeley Road, D ublin, Ireland.

VANN, WILLIAM.—He formerly lived In California, bu t 
was on his way to New Mexico, w ith  h is  brother D avid, 
when last heard from. He is about seventy-six years old. 
Their sister would be very happy to  hear from them, or 
from any one who oan te ll where they are. Mrs. Mary Vann 
James, 1202 A labam a Avenue, Gadsden, Alabama.

THOMAS, J. L., and wife.—I was bom M arch 2, 1900, 
and was adopted eighteen months la ter. I  have been told 
tha t my fa ther ia about forty-five years old, w ith blue eyes 
and dark  hair, and is about five feet five inches In height. 
Any inform ation about my parents w ill be appreciated. C lar
ence Thomas, oare of th is  magazine.

MACKEY, WILLIAM, formerly of New Mexico. Please 
write your uncle. Inform ation as to h is  whereabouts will 
be appreciated by Leroy P. Gray, B laine, Oregon.

ATTENTION.—I would like to  hear from the men th a t 
served with Company I, E igh th  Regiment, U nited  States 
Regular Army, in  1913 and 1914. Roy Roberts, 209 South 
Grant Avenue, Columbus, Ohio

F0ULKE8. J.  8 .—He Is five feet ta ll, and has blue eyes 
and dark hair. He is a law-enforcement agent. H is pres
ent address is wanted by a friend, who w ill appreciate any 
helpful Information. Cornelius L. West, S ulphur, Oklahoma.

FORTNER. JAME8 BUCK.—He was last heard of about 
four years ago In Colorado Springs, Colorado, but he left 
there for Seattle, W ashington. His m other needs his help, 
and w ill appreciate inform ation as to  hi# present where
abouts. Send news in care of Miss Annie Beamons, General 
Delivery, Springfield, M assachusetts.

BATE MASS, FRANK.—He was taken from a  home in  
Joplin, M issouri, abou t fifteen years ago, and has not 
been heard of since. He Is about tw enty-four years old 
and has dark hair and a  dark complexion. Inform ation 
about him would be gladly received by his brother. Joe 
Batemass, 440 South F ifth  S treet, S allna , K ansas.

THOMPSON, MONROE, and sister.—They were la s t beard 
of In Pelabatchee, M ississippi, with the ir father, George 
Thompson. Monroe is nineteen and his s is ter is seventeen. 
Any news w ill be gratefully received by W. W. Suggs, care 
of the City W ater W orks, H attiesburg , M ississippi.

HILLIARD, R 08C0E.—My son 1b twenty-four years old, 
and be attended West P o in t for three years. I heard from 
him regularly un til three years ago, when he dropped out 
of sight. They have been unable to give me any helpful 
inform ation a t  W est P oin t, and I  am very w orried about 
him. I  shall be very grateful for any inform ation th a t 
w ill help me to find him. F. T. H illia rd , 1107 P earl S treet, 
Denver, Colorado.

DOZER, KATE.—She was la st heard of In S alt Bake 
City, U tah. Any one who knows her present address w ill 
do a g reat favor by sending i t  to J im  Haywood, 215 Spain- 
house S treet, Lenoir, N orth Carolina.

ELLIOTT, ROBERT.—He is medium dark, ra th er heavy 
M ^ A n d  when last heard of was working for a railroad  in 
iB fc gylvanla. H is mother would be very happy to hear 
I B n i m .  or freon any one who oan te ll her where he Is. 
H r  F . E llio tt, 891 Noble Avenue, Bridgeport, Connecti
cu t.

8ULLIVAN, H. RUS8ELL.—He is five feet eleven inohes 
ta ll, and was born in  M itchell County, Georgia, th irty-four 
years ago. H e is  a bridge builder and m iner by trade. He 
was last heard of in  Sparks, Nevada, in  July, 1918, His 
brother would like very much to hear from him, and w ill 
appreciate any helpful inform ation. O. C. Sullivan, 546 
P lan ter S tree t, Bainbrldge, Georgia.

RIGGEAL, HENRY.— He is sometimos called Robert 
Hatfield. He was last heard of in B utte , M ontana, about 
twenty years a*io. He left there for the gold mines of 
Alaska, and has not been heard from since. H is mother 
is anxious to  know if he is well and happy. Mrs. Mary 
Riggeal, 1504 M ill Race Road, Baltim ore. M aryland.

BROWN, JAMES OOR.—He is eleven years old, w ith 
light h a ir  and blue eyes, and was last heard of in  Dea 
Moines, Iowa, about five years ago. Inform ation about him  
w ill be greatly appreciated by h is  little  sister, Mary Agnee 
Brown, and h is  grandm other, M ary M orris. 817 N orth E ighth  
Avenue, E ast Newton, Iowa.

WILLIAM8, E. W.—Please w rite to your sister, Mrs. J. 
W. Fallon, Lucy, Tennessee.

BLACKWELL, JOE.—He was last heard #f In Texas U
1910. Any one who can give news of him  w ill do a g reat 
kindness by w riting  to  nis sister, who hopes he may see 
th is  and w rite himself. Mrs. E. E. Ranly. Stock Y ards 
S tation, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma.

AHLERS, HARRY J .—He formerly lived a t  200 West
One Hundred and Twelfth S treet, New York City. Hia 
present address Is desired by S. D ., care ef th is  maga
zine.

BROWN, T. L.—He Uved In C alifornia In  September, 
1923. He Is asked to  w rite to  M. D ., care ef th is  maga
zine.

KING.—I am try ing  to  flhd my m other's relatives. H er 
name was Eun ice King before she m arried M. C. m o- 
Claugherty, and i t  is  believed th a t she came from Honea 
County, South Carolina. When I was a baby I  wag 
adopted by Dave C. Church, who lived in  Poor Valley, V ir
ginia. This was twenty-seven years ago, and I  am anx
ious to hear some word from my real relatives. M rs. C. E. 
M arris, B. F . D. 4, Box 9, M arlon, V irginia.

DIKKEN 8, J t H N . — He lived in  Deoorah, Iowa, fo r tw« 
years, but moved to Illinois. H is present address Is de
sired by S. O ., care of th is  magazine.

DORP EM A, JACK.— H e is twenty-seven years old, w ith  
light-brow n hair and blue eyes. H e is of ligh t complex
ion and is very Bhort He was last heard of in northern  
California about ten years ago. Any news of h im  w ill be 
appreciated, as I have Important inform ation for him . X. 
Y. Z., care of th is m agazine.

TOLMAN, MINNIE.—She is forty-seven years old, and 
was last heard of in  Portland, M aine, about tw enty-six 
years ago. H er brother is anxious to hear from her, and  
any inform ation w ill be appreciated. P arker Tolman, 1510 
Prospect Avenue, Cleveland, Ohio.

LEGGE, JAMES and P H IL IP .—My fa ther's  nam e was 
W illiam  Legge, and he m arried  Miss Demurry, of New
foundland. I am anxious to locate my fa th er 's  brothers, 
James and P h ilip  Legge, who are believed to be living la  
New Jersey. Inform ation as to  the ir correct address w ill 
be appreciated by Edw ard Legge. 339 E ast One H undred and  
F ortie th  Street, Bronx, New York.

SINCLAIR, FRANK RAYMOND.—He marr ied Katherine
Elizabeth Morrow, in M ilwaukee, W isconsin, about the year 
1892, and was la te r  divorced in  Chicago. H is m arried  
daughter would like to  hear from him , and any inform a
tion w ill be appreciated by E. K. W ., care of th is  m aga
zine.

PENDERGRAFT, ANNA, LUCY, and KATHLEEN.—
Please write Mrs. J . H. Johnson, 900 E a st L incoln Avenue, 
Bapulpa, Oklahoma.

“ SHANGHAI."—I  have not heard from you since you 
left Idaho. K. has moved to Boston, and I  am in  Califor
nia . Pleas© write to  mo in care of th is  magazine. F . P .

DIXON, EARL CLIFFORD.—He belonged to Company H. 
One Hundred and Sixty-eighth Infantry, Forty-second D ivi
sion A. E. F. I t  was reported th a t he was killed in  action 
on October 15, 1918. H is comrades are asked to w rite to 
h is  mother, who is anxious to  verify th is  report. Any In
formation w ill bo a great comfort to  a worried mother. 
Mrs. Anna Dixon, 191 Ebensburg Road, Johnstown, Penn
sylvania.

PENCE.—I was left in the Vine S treet Orphans' Home in 
Chattanooga, Tennessee, in  1892. I  was la te r  adopted by 
Mr. J. S. Johnston, of Somerset, Kentucky. Any Inform a
tion about my parentg or relatives w ill be appreciated by 
R. C. Johnston, Unity, Saskatchewan, Canada.

FINLEY, PINKNEY R.— If you see th is please w rite  me 
in  care of th is  magazine. K. F.

BROWN, GERTRUDE.—She lived on F irs t  S treet, F lin t , 
M ichigan, In August, 1920. H er present address Is desired 
by Charlie W alker, 1401 W aterloo S treet, Los Angeles, C ali
fornia.

MOTHER.—Please w rite to  me. My heart Is breaking 
for you and my babies. You m ust find some way to  arrange 
i t  Mayme D ,f Ballisaw, Oklahoma.



HALLIS, JOHN R.—He is  five feet fire inches in  height, 
w ith  dark eyes and dark  hair. He was last heard of at 
Camp Jackson, South Carolina, but i t  is understood th a t 
he was discharged in  1921. His buddy would like to know 
how to reach him. Jesse Goss, 334 E ast Fourth  Street, 
Burbank,. California.

MeDOWELL, CALVIN.—Please com m unicate w ith  your 
•later. Sophia Gaaklll, 211 Howard S treet, M illville, New 
Jersey.

PIERSON, CLYDE.—Please write to  me in  care of th is  
magazine. John W. B utler.

WHITAKER, SIDNEY LEROY.—He is  slender, w ith blue 
eyes and light hair, and was born in  New York City in  
A pril, 1901. He lived in Oklahoma City from 1908 to 
1918. He left Oklahoma City in 1912 to go to F o rt Worth, 
Texas. He was last heard of in  1919, when he was work
ing in Topeka, K ansas. H is wife would be happy to  hear 
from him, and any Information as to his present where
abouts will be appreciated. Mrs. M arie W hitaker, General 
Delivery. Oklahoma City, Oklahoma.

JOHNSON, A RLE N A.—She has black h a ir  and eyes, and 
is of medium height. She left her home in W alton, K en
tucky, in 1898, and went to Nashville, Tennessee, where she 
m arried A. Douglas. She was last heard of in  1909, when 
she was on her way to Tampa, F lorida. H er brother is 
anxious to hear from her, and any inform ation will be 
gladly received; V. Carter, 241 Saratoga S tree t, Coving
ton, Kentucky.

POPEJOY, JOHN H.—He is a veteran of the  la te  war, 
having served w ith the Three H undred  and F ify -E ig h th  I n 
fan try , Company D. He Is th irty  years old, five feet six 
Inches in  height, w ith light-brown hair and blue eyes. 
He left Tulsa, Oklahoma, In January , 1920, and was later 
heard from at W alla W alla, W ashington. He had been 
working on a sheep ranch in  Idaho. H is mother is  very 
old and sick, and is anxious to  bear from him. Please 
send any Information to  C atherine Monroy, P. O. Box 470, 
Tulsa, Oklahoma.

DICK, RAYMOND CHARLES.—He was bom  in 1899, 
and was last heard of in  1916, when he sent his su it case 
home. We expected him home, but he has not communi
cated w ith us since. H is m other is worried about him , and 
any one who can give inform ation regarding him w ill do a 
great kindness by w riting  to his sister, Agnes, care of th is  
magazine.

MYERS, CALVIN.—He was la s t  heard of In California. 
Please w rite your sister, Mrs. W. I* Norwood, Em mett, 
Idaho.

YOUNG, CLARA BULL STRICKLAND.—She formerly 
lived in Syracuse, New York, and was last heard of in New 
York City. W rite your sister, D orah  G rant Mayfield. Route 
2, Bloomington, Illinois.

LORRAINE.—My name is B urtell Lorraine. My father 
and mother were killed by Apache Indians near R incon, New 
Mexico, In 18y9, when I was one year old. Any inform a
tion concerning my relatives, or those of W. S. B renner, of 
New Mexico, will be greatly appreciated. B. Lorraine, 532 
South Flower Street, Los Angeles, California.

NOON, CARRIE STEVENS.—She was la st heard of in 
New Jersey. Please w rite your daughter, D. F . Mayfield, 
Route 2, Bloomington, Illinois.

MANNING, EDGAR.—He is about forty-four years old, 
with gray eyes and brown hair, and is five feet seven inches 
in  he ig h t He was in Chicago, Illinois, in  1914. Please 
send your address to E rnest M anning, 1420 Bremen Avenue, 
S t  Louis, M issouri

MUSKOTA, ISKOTA.—W rite to me at once, for I  need 
you. I haven 't any home o r money. I f  you love me you 
will come or w rite. M innetuca,

BLUM ENT HAL, LOUIS E.—He was la3t heard of in 
Chicago, Illinois, in  1922. H is wife hopes he w ill see 
th is  notice, or be toll of it, and w ill write to her. Any 
helpful inform ation w ill be appreciated. M. B ., care of 
this magazine.

LANE, O. J .—He left home over two years ago, and has 
not been heard from since. He is twenty-one years old, w ith 
blue eyes and black hair, and is six feet ta ll. His sister 
is worried about him, and any information w ill be gratefully 
received. R uth  Lane, Bridgeport, Illinois.

F. P. P.—If  you wish to  come home everything w ill be 
all r ig h t There is nothing to fear. In any case w rite 
and let us know where you are. Y our father. F . P . P ., of 
Rhode Island.

HALE, E8TELLE, who was last heard of in Chicago, 
Illinois. Her brother is anxious to hear from her, and any 
Information w ill be appreciated. SIg. Ciskowski, 121 North 
Third S treet, Jeannette. Pennsylvania.

POTTER, ERNEST.™He left his home in Toronto, Can
ada, about seven years ago. He is very ta ll, w ith  red 
hair, and a  scar on the left side of his neck. He is  th irty  
years old, ami was last heard of about two years ago, when 
he was working *s a m achin ist Ir, D etroit. Michigan. 
There is very Im portant inform ation for him , and his 
brother is anxious to get in touch w ith him at once. John 
Potter, 621 W est F ourth  S treet, Los Angeles, California,

STANLEY, WILL J .—He is six  feet in height, and 
weighs about one hundred and seventy pounds, and has 
brown hair and eyes. Please come back, for everything is 
all right, and the two years are near an end. R, is m ar
ried and I am all alone, and worried about you. W rite to 
me a t  the same address or in  care of th is  magazine. 
Mother.

HAYES, ALBERT BELFAST.—He formerly lived in  H at
tiesburg. M ississippi, and was last heard of In Covington, 
Kentucky. Any one who can give information about him  
w ill do a great kindness by writing to T. H. T .. 16 Court 
S treet, Brooklyn, New York.

PAYNE, JAMES H.—He was la st heard of a t Camp 
M orrison, V irginia, in  1919. He is six feet ta ll, w ith blue 
eyes and brown hair. Any one knowing his present 
whereabouts w ill confer a  favor by w riting to  B. B ., care 
of th is  magazine.

BARKER, LIONEL HENRY.—He was last heard of in  
Anchorage, Alaska. He is  forty years of age, five feet ten 
inches in height, w ith  blue eyes and a scar in the center 
of his forehead, and goes by name of '"Jack ."  He la a 
prospector and trapper, and probably will be located in the 
in terio r of Alaska. W rite Reginald C. Barker, care of
th is  magazine.

8TUDARD, W. J .—When la6t heard from he was s ta 
tioned a t Norfolk, V irginia, where he was serving in  the 
navy. H is home is  in  Rome, Georgia. H is brother would 
gratefully appreciate any inform ation th a t would help to 
find him. Sergeant J. A. S tudard , Company M. Thirty- 
fifth  In fan try , Schofield Barracks, Hawaii.

MARIE.—I know w hat happened in  New York City on 
New Y ear's Eve. I  regret the past, and realize i t  was 
entirely ray fault. Won't, you please come back to  me 
now? Your life w ill be one of happiness and luxury. Let 
mo know a t once. Same address. Hal.

MARY T.—Let me hear from you. My business and 
home address is  the same. Mona B. f

BECKER, ALFRED WILLIAM, formerly of Syracuse. 
New York.—He is nineteen years old, w ith blue eyes and 
fa ir  hair, and one eye is slightly crossed. The in itia ls  
A. W. B. are tattooed on h is  arm. He was last heard of 
in  U tica, New York, in 1921, Any information th a t w ill 
help to  find him  w ill be greatly appreciated. R. D., care 
of th is  magazine.

D. D. F.—Your wife is having heart trouble and nearly 
died the other day. She is In the hospital and begs you 
to come, before i t  is  too late. Do you realize what you 
are deing by staying away? You w ill regret it all your 
life if  you don’t w rite or come a t once. She llvea a t  the 
county seat of ------ , where you left her. Mother.

BROWN, EARL A.—W hen last heard from, in 1913, his 
address was Newcastle, Wyoming. Information as to his 
present address w ill be greatly appreciated by E. B ., care 
of this m agazine.

8TOUT, T. K.—He was last heard of in  Oakland, Cali
fornia , ju s t after the  earthquake. Any one knowing his 
present address w ill confer a favor by w riting to  C. N. 
Stout, 137 Grosvenor Avenue N orth , H am ilton, O ntario , 
Canada.

DONNELLY, MICHAEL.—Please w rite to V. A ., care of. 
th is  magazine.

BOWER, HAMILTON.—He is thirty-five years old, five 
feet eleven inches In height, w ith gray h a ir  and eyes. 
He was heard from about two years ago in  Jersey City. 
H is fa ther is dead, and his mother and sister long to see 
him . Send inform ation to  Mrs. Evelyn Judge, 434 Chestnut 
Street, C incinnati, Ohio.

PORTLOCK, GLENN.—I  am w aiting for you to  retu rn , 
and baby needs you. P lease w rite or come a t  once. Your 
anxious and worried wife, C. ,

GLEN.—I beg you to write me. I  am to blame, and there 
w ill be a change, if you w ill only let me hea r from you.
I  w ill do anything you say. I think I will go on to Terre 
Haute. P lease com municate w ith me, before I t is too late, 
a t  G arrison 's, 901 South Tenth  S treet, Mount V. Love, 
M ae R.

MONK.—We are well, but your wife is ill. P lease go 
straight, and le t us hear from you soon. Love, mother. Same 
address in Ind ana.

SHELL,  ISAAC VON NO.—He is  five feet ten inches in  
height, w ith lig h t ha ir and dark-brown eyes, and weighs 
about one hundred and eighty pounds. He ha3 a woman’s 
head tattooed on h is  r igh t shoulder, and is th irty  years of 
age. He was last heard of in E lm ira, New York, in 1923. 
Any inform ation w ill be greatly appreciated by his mother, 
Mrs. M. E. Shell, WaynesviUe, North Carolina.

BAZLY, or BEESLY, RICHARD.— He was a slave 
trader in V irg in ia  before and during  the Civil W ar. His 
sister, M artha, m arried Sterling Wagstaff Sm ith, and they 
moved to  Strawberry P la in s, Tennessee, about 1828. Any 
one who knows anything about him, or any of h is  de
scendants. is asked to  w rite to J . B. Sm ith , WaynesviUe, 
N orth Carolina.

ROGERS, HARRY.—He lived at the  Park Hotel in  
CbehaDs, W ashington, in  1921. He w ill receive im portant 
inform ation i f  he w ill w rite to  C. D. Fooae, Nunda, New 
York.



I F  Y O U  L I K E

D E T E C T I V E  S T O R I E S
Be sure to read these three bocks

BEHIND LOCKED DOORS
by Ernest M . cPoate

Detective story fans will welcome the advent of a new book 
by Dr. Poate. This one introduces a thrilling figure in the person 
of D r. Bentiron, superdetective.

‘Price, $ 2 .0 0  net

THE UNKNOWN SEVEN
by Harry Coverdale

Who performed the operation which left M alcolm R eeves  
bereft of his reason? If D r. Latham  did it, why did he betray 
certain criminals to the avengers of Reeves?

Price, $ 1 .7 5  net

THE BLACK STAR
by Johnston McCulley

R oger V erbech  swore he would bring to justice, both the 
Black Star  and his gang, A  difficulty arose, however, when he 
discovered his fiancee arid her brother were members.

Price, $  1 .00 net

CHELSEA HOUSE, Publishers
79 Seventh Avenue New York City



There is such an urgent demand for practical, 
trained Draftsmen that I am making this special 
offer in order to enable deserving, ambitious and 
bright men to get into this line of work. It will 
teach you to become a Draftsman and Designer 
until you are drawing a salary of $250.00 a month. 
You need not pay me for my personal instruction 
or for the complete set of instruments. But you

' 1 — 1 once.must take advantage of this special offer at

$300 a M onth Salary—
$4SO  on the Side A t Home!

That’s the kind of money my drafting students make. Read 
what this one says:

“As a beginner /  am doing fine. Am earning a salary of 
$300  per month, besides I  made over $45 0  at home the last 
two months, drawing plans for private parties. The practical 
drafting training you gave me by mail put me where I  am in 
less than six month’s study. Thank you for all your personal 
interest and help you gave me so fa r.”

(Signed) J. B.
( N a m e  a n d  a d d r e ss  u p o n  re q u e st)

I  Guarantee
To Train YouUntil You 
Are Placed in a Posi
tion Paying Up to $250  
an d  $ 3 0 0  a M onth.

W r ite  a n d  I ’ll te ll y o u  h o w  I m a k e  y o u  
a  firs t-c la s s ,b ig -m o n e y -e a rn in g  d r a ft s 
m a n  in  a  v e r y  fe w  m o n th s ! I  do th is  
b y  a  m e th o d  n o  o th e r  m a n  n o r  in sti
tu tion  c a n  im ita te . I  g iv e  y o u  p e rso n a l 
tra in in g  a t  h o m e  b y  m a il u n til y o u  a r e  
a c tu a lly  p la c e d  in  a  p o sitio n  p a y in g  
u p  to  $ 2 5 0  a n d  $ 3 0 0  a  m o n th . S ix  
th o u sa n d  d r a f t s m e n  a r e  w a n t e d  
e v e r y  m o n th .

Chief Draftsman, Engineers Equipment Co.
1 9 5 1  L a w r e n c e  A v e .,  Div. 14-05 Chicago,III.

W ithout any  obligation, w hatever, please m ail yo u r book, 
“ Successful D raftsm anship’’, and full particu lars of your 
liberal “P ersonal Instruction”  offer to  few  sudents.

T his  O u tf i t  FREE
And more—I give you a w hole set o f d rafting  tools th e  m inu te you 
becom e m y student. You get every tool you need. A m agnificent 
set o f instrum ents w hich w ill build you r success in draftsm anship .

Free Book
-1®  S end  C oupon T oday
No matter what plans you have for the future. Get this great book— 

success'ul Draftsmanship.” Find out about the simpiy marvelous 
opportunities ahead now. How the world needs draftsmen, engineers, 
architects and builders. What great salaries and possibilities there 
a re ! bend coupon for free book today.
C hief Draftsman, Engineers Equipment Company 
1961 Lawrence Ave. Div. 14-05 Chicago. IlL


